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THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

By the Silvery Thames 

"WHY not?" demanded Bob Cherry.

"Hem!"

"Why not?" repeated Bob warmly.

"Bicycles aren't allowed on the tow-path," said Harry Wharton.

"A tricycle isn't a bicycle."

"Rot, old chap !" 
“Well, is it?” demanded Bob. 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Shut up, Bunter!” 
The Greyfriars walking-party were at a halt. 
There was a disagreement of opinion.  From a leafy Oxfordshire lane, the Famous Five had turned into the tow-path by the Thames. 
Before them the river rolled gleaming in the sunshine. 
It looked attractive. There was no doubt about that. 
Every member of the walking-party felt its attraction. 
There were boats and punts, skiffs and canoes on the shining river. The water rippled and sang by the green rushes that bordered the towpath. 
Every fellow in the party would have been glad to continue the journey by the green banks of the glorious Thames. 
But there was a lion in the path, so to speak. 
It was Methuselah! 
Methuselah, the motor-tricycle, was the difficulty 
In the course of that summer ramble, the trike had cause but d many difficulties— many more than it was worth, in the opinion of all the members of the walking-party except Bob Cherry. Now he was causing one more. 
There was a notice up to the effect that bicycles were not allowed on the tow-path. There was no mention of tricycles. Possibly the authority that had put up the notice had forgotten the existence of such things as tricycles. But if bikes weren’t allowed, obviously trikes—especially snorting motor-trikes — were not allowed. That was obvious 
to four members of the Co., at least. 
That, however, was not the only reason why Harry Wharton & Co. 
paused. 
The fact was, Methuselah was not an ordinary trike. He dated from early days—very early  days. when motor-trikes were in their infancy. All over Sussex, and Surrey, and Bucks, and Oxfordshiro, Methuselah had attracted a lot of attention. Bob Cherry did not mind. Methuselah was a splendid jigger, amazingly active for his age, arid Bob was proud of him. Appearances might be against him, but proverbially one should not judge by appearances. The other fellows did mind!  They were, in fact, rather sensitive about Methuselah. They were annoyed when little boys asked them what it was, or inquired where it had been dug up. And they hesitated to display it to the summer crowd on the river. Already a young man in a punt near the bank was surveying it with a startled look— such a look as he might have worn had a mastodon or a woolly rhinoceros suddenly emerged into view. Much as the green, sunny banks of the Thames attracted them, four of the juniors would have preferred to turn back into a shady lane. 
Bob was looking obstinate. 
His chums had long ago discovered that, on the subject of Methuselah, Bob was not open to argument. 
“I say, you fellows,” repeated Billy Bunter. 
For goodness’ sake, shut up, Bunter !” said Johnny Bull. 
With a heated argument just going to begin, Billy Bunter’s fatuous remarks were superfluous. 
But Bunter, like a cheap penknife, was difficult to shut up. 
He went on. 
 “I say, you fellows! I’ve got a suggestion to make.” 
“Well, don’t !” said Frank Nugent. Beast!” 
“The esteemed Bunter’s suggestive remarks are preposterously superfluous,” observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Remember, my worthy fat Bunter, that speech is silver, but silence is the stitch in time that saves ninepence.” 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Will you dry up?” demanded Bob. 
“No, I won’t! I’ve got a jolly good suggestion to make,” said Bunter. “Let’s camp for lunch.’ 
“What?” 
“Lunch,” said Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five through his big spectacles. 
“We’ve done nearly three miles this morning. Well, let’s camp for lunch.” 
“You fat idiot !” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“Shut up! Look here, you chaps, we’re going along the towpath,” said Bob. “Look at the river! Ain’t it lovely?” 
“The loveliness is terrific,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But—” 
“But the butfulness is also terrific,” grinned Nugent. 
“Bikes aren’t allowed—” began Wharton. 
“Blow bikes! This is a trike 
“But when it says bikes, it means trikes as well !” argued Johnny Bull. 
“The people who put up all these notices along the river are silly owls,” said Bob. “But they’re not such silly owls as not to know the difference between a bike and a trike. If they mean trikes, they say trikes! See ?” 
“Now, look here, Bob—” 
“Rot!” said Bob. 
“Motors ain’t allowed,” said Johnny Bull. “Well, Methuselah is a motor, you can’t get away from the fact.” 
“Not if I shut off the gas,” said Bob. “There’s pedals on the jigger, and with the gas shut off he’s just a tricycle.” 
“My dear chap—” 
“The fact is—” 
“The fact is,” interrupted Bob Cherry hotly, “that you’re ashamed of Methuselah, splendid jigger as he is. He’s carried our baggage for miles and miles and miles, and we couldn’t possibly do without him. This walking- tour would have been a rotten frost without this trike. And you’re shy about him, because that grinning little Cuthbert in that punt is goggling at him as if he’d never seen a tricycle before.” 
“I’ll bet he’s never seen one like this,” grinned Nugent. 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Shut up, Bunter .“ roared five voices in chorus. If the Famous Five were agreed about nothing else, they were agreed that William George Bunter should shut up. 
“I say, I’m thirsty !” 
“Put your silly head in the river, then,” growled Bob Cherry. “Put it in deep, and keep it there !” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“As for that grinning ass—” said Bob, with a resentful glare at the young man in the punt. 
That young man, it was evident, was interested in Methuselah. He was a good-looking young man, in spotless white, hatless, with hair carefully brushed and parted. Bob Cherry had no great admiration for “summer boys,” anyhow, and this spotless, elegant youth’s keen interest in Methuselah annoyed him. Standing in the punt, the elegant young man poled a little nearer, as if to get a better view Really it was impertinent. Thoughtless little boys might stare at Methuselah in wonder, but the young man in the punt was old enough to have known better. 
“Never mind him.” said Harry. “But—” 
“I say, you fellows, is there any ginger-beer left ?” Billy Bunter, as usual, was deeply concerned about his inner Bunter, to the exclusion of less important matters. 
“No!” yelled Bob Cherry. “Shut up !”
“I’m thirsty ! I told you so before !” said Bunter warmly. “Blessed if I ever saw such a selfish lot as you chaps— standing there wagging your chins, while a follow perishes ot thirst. If there’s nothing else, 1 can do with soda-water. I can rough it! I never expected to be treated decently when I came along with you fellows on this trip. I know you too well. Look here, is there any soda-wate: left ?“ 
“There’s a siphon in the bag on the carrier,” said Harry Wharton. “For goodness’ sake guzzle and shut up 
“I think a fellow mihjt get it out for me, said Bunter indignantly. “You know I’m tired. I’ve mentioned it at least twenty times since we started.” 
As no fellow made a movement to get the soda siphon out for Bunter, the fat junior grunted with annoyance and proceeded to get it out for himself. He extracted the siphon, and blinked for a glass. 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Kill him, somebody !” 
“Where’s a glass—” 
“Shut up !”
“Beasts !”
“Well, is it settled we’re going along the tow-path?” asked Bob. “If we get warned off we can clear, I suppose. If we don’t, all right! As for that grinning ass in the punt, blow him ! Let’s get on.” 
“Well, if we get run in, they may confiscate Methuselah” said Frank Nugent. “The chance is worth it ” 
“You silly ass !” 
“We might topple into the river, too !” remarked Johnny Bull hopefully. “It would be worth while losing the baggage if we lost the trike along with it.”
“Excuse me !” but
It was the voice of the young man in the punt. He had poled into the rushes and was quite close at hand. 
He spoke very politely. But all the juniors could see that there was a tincture of irony in his politeness. Undoubtedly he was an impertinent young man. 
I say, you fellows, you might hold this siphon while I’m looking for a glass ! Where the thump do you pack the glasses? Of all the silly idiots—” 
“Shut up, Bunter !” 
Bob took he siphon from Bunter’s hand, while the Owl of the Remove rummaged for a glass. 
“Excuse me!” repeated the young man in the punt, with the same polished politeness as before. “May I ask what it is ?” 
Bob Cherry gave him a glare.
 “What—what is?” he demanded.
 “That!” said the elegant young man, with as gesture towards the ancient Dionysius tricycle. 
“Never seen a tricycle before?” grunted Bob. - 
“By Jove !” said the young man. “Is it a tricycle?” 
Snort from Bob Cherry. The other fellows smiled. 
“I’m sure you’ll excuse my interest in your—your tricycle,” said the impertinent young man in the punt. “I’ve seen a lot of machines, but never one quite like that. Quite a rara avis, what?“ 
Another snort from Bob. He was fingering the soda siphon almost convulsively. Any fellow might have seen that Bob was getting angry. But the impertinent young man in the punt, regardless of danger-signals, rushed heedlessly on to his fate. 
“Might a fellow ask where it was disinterred?” h8 asked blandly. 
“What ?“ growled Bob, so a tone that would have done credit to a royal Bengal tiger, 
“I’m frightfully interested,” explained the young man in the punt. “I’m rather a whale on antiquities. They find such interestin’ things in excavations nowadays. I’d like awfully to know where it was dug up,” 
That, so speak, tore it. 
Sqiissassshhhh ! 
From the siphon in Bob’s hands a jet of soda-water whizzed suddenly, catching the young man in the punt just under his nose. 
Possibly it was an accident. More probably it wasn’t. 
Accident or not, the effect on the impertinent young man in the punt was deplorable, 
He gave a gurgling gasp, staggered, and sat down—over the side of the punt. 
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Splash ! 
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Wharton, “Great pip!” 
“The great pipfulness is terrific,” gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Gcrrrrooooooogh !” came from the elegant young man, as he clambered back into the punt. 
But he was no longer elegant. He was drenched and dripping, his hair was ruffled and streaming with water. His sardonic politeness had dropped from him like a cloak.  He fairly spluttered with fury, 
“Better get on, I think,” remarked Nugent. “Cuthbert looks cross.” “Ha, ha, hal” 
‘I say, you fellows—“ 
“Shut up, Bunter.” 
The walking-party moved on along the tow-path. ‘That question was settled now. The trike trailed on with the Greyfriars juniors. Cuthbert—if his name was Cuthbert—was left standing in the punt, dripping with water, brandishing his fists, and yelling out remarks that were neither elegant nor polite. He was still going strong when a turn of the tow-path hid him from the sight of the Greyfriars walking- party. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER, 

Old Foes ! 

BOB CHERRY had had his way. 
But it was a little doubtful, after a time, whether even Bob considered that his way was the best way. 
Even admitting that Methuselah was the wonderful jigger that Bob claimed it to be, it did seem a little out of place on a tow-path. 
There were plenty of people on the river, and a good many on the bank. All of them seemed interested in Methuselah, just as the Impertinent young man in the punt had been. And Bob could not treat them all as he had treated Cuthbert. Even had be thought of doing so, it would have been impossible, as Bunter had now scoffed, what remained of the soda-water. 
On the Kings highway, in leafy lane, and shady path, Methuselah had always attracted attention. But on the towpath by the silvery Thames, he seemed to be the cynosure of all eyes, 
Progress, of course, was slow. Bob could not venture to turn on the gas and charge along the tow-path on a motor-tricycle. Methuselah had to be regarded, so long as he was on that path, as a push-trike. And Methuselah required some pushing. He was antiquated, and he was heavy; and the weight of the baggage on the carrier behind was not light. It was really easier to push him than to pedal him. Still, it was not easy to push him. Bunter had a narrow escape from slaughter when he suggested that he should sit in the saddle, and be pushed along with Methuselah. It seemed a good idea to Bunter, who was tired of walking; but the looks of the Famous Five warned him not to repeat the happy suggestion. 
Several people asked the juniors what the thump they were doing with that thing on the tow-path. They replied cheerfully that they were pushing it along—a reply that did not seem to satisfy the questioners. 
A small boy, who had been fishing with a string tied to a willow switch, and who carried a tin can in which there were no catches, quite forgot the gentle art when he saw Methuselah, and gave up angling to follow on as if he were following a circus. 
From behind cane a sudden shout of: 
“Hi!” 
Bob Cherry stared round in exasperation. 
A boat was being towed up the river. Three or four fellows were in the boat, and two fellows were walking along the bank with the tow-rope. They had almost overtaken the Greyfriars party, and apparently wanted to pass. The party were evidently schoolboys on holiday, as the Greyfriars fellows were. And their faces were not unfamiliar to the Famous Five. 
“Highcliffe cads   growled Bob Cherry. 
“Hi! Get out of the way !” called out one of the fellows with the tow rope, recognised as Cecil Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe. He did not seem to have recognised the Greyfriars party; or perhaps the superb Pon was affecting not to have recognised them. 
“Do you want all the river and all the towpath, Pon ? ” demanded Bob Cherry sarcastically. 
Pon stared at him. 
“The blighter knows your name, Pon,” said the other fellow with the tow-rope, who was Gadsby of the Highcliffe Fourth. 
“These dashed cheeky trippers!” said Ponsonby. “They spoil the river for decent people.” 
“They do !“ agreed Gadsby. “What on earth is that thing they are trundlin’ along ?” 
“Goodness knows! Looks like some thin’ out of the Ark.” 
Bob Cherry turned his back on the Highcliffians and tramped on, pushing Methuselah. Strictly speaking, it was Bob Cherry’s job to look after Methuselah. But the others lent him a hand now. As a matter of fact, the Co. were tired of the sensation they were causing along the Thames, and they fully intended to turn off at the next opportunity, whether Bob liked it or not. Meanwhile, the Highcliffians were at their heels; and Ponsonby & Co. were not losing the opportunity of chipping their old enemies of the Greyfriars Remove, 
Monson and Vavasour and Drury, of the Highcliffe Fourth, were in the boat. They had recognised the Greyfriars party now, and they kept up a running fire of comment on Methuselah. 
“What is it 7” inquired Monson. 
“Can’t guess,” said Drury, shaking his head, “It’s got me beat” 
“Absolutely !” chuckled Vavasour. 
“What do you call that thing, you fellows?” shouted Monson. 
The walking-party made no reply, 
“Where did you dig it up?” yelled Drury. “I should say it’s been a tricycle, once upon a time,” remarked Gadsby. 
“There’s a sort of resemblance.” 
“Not much of a resemblance,” said Ponsorsby. “Looks to me more like one 
of those knife-grinding machines.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !“ 
Bob Cherry’s eyes glittered. 
Really, there was nothing in Methuselah’s looks to suggest that he was a knife-grinding machine. His appearance was uncommon; Bob admitted that. Few machines like Methuselah were ever seen on the roads—if any. But it was obvious that he was a motor-tricycle, though of antiquated pattern, 
“Or is it a musical-boa ?“ asked Gadsby. 
“You’ve got it, old man,” said Ponsonby, “that’s what it is!  I can’t make out the tune it’s playing—American music, I expect. It’s a travelling musical-box” 
Bob breathed hard through his nose. 
The sounds that Methuselah made in travelling were many and various. He often gave the impression that most of his parts were loose, and in disagreement with one another. Bob spent a considerable portion of his summer holiday in tightening nuts, on that ancient machine. But something always seemed to be working loose. The Co. made plenty of remarks on the subject —they likened Methuselah to a jazz- band, and all sorts of disagreeable things like that. But Bob was not disposed to accept the same criticism from Highcliffe fellows, 
He glared round at them 
“You fellows looking for a thick ear all round?” he shouted. “We’ve given you some at Greyfriars, and we’ll give you a few more now it you like!” 
Ponsonby stared at him superciliously. 
“Is that tripper speakin’ to us, Caddy?” he asked. 
“Looks like it,” answered Caddy. 
“What frightful cheek !” 
“Well, you know what trippers are !“ said Gadsby “by gad! A crew like that ought to be warned off the river !“ said Pon. “It’s rather disgraceful!” 
“Awfully !“ agreed Gaddy, 
“Look here, you lot, whoever you are,” called out. Ponsonby. “You’d better get off the tow-path. You won’t be allowed to give a performance.” 
“A what?” roared Bob Cherry. 
“I suppose you’re thinkin’ of givin’ a performance and takin’ round the hat,” said Ponsonby. “Isn’t that it?” 
“You cheeky worm !” 
“That sort of thing won’t do here. ” said Ponsonby. “It isn’t done, though I suppose you don’t know it. Take your travelling musical-box and your jigger and your champion fat man somewhere else.” 
“My esteemed and disgusting Ponsonbv—” began Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Look here, you cheeky beast—” squeaked Billy Bunter. 
Bob Cherry paused. 
“I’m going to mop up the tow-path with those cheeky cads !“ he said sulphurously. 
“For goodness’ sake, come on!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. “After all, we’re in the way of the tow-rope here.” 
“Blow the tow-rope!”  
“Well, let those Highcliffe cads got by, and we shall see the last of them,” 
“Blow the Highcliffe cads !”
“Shove away !” said Johnny Bull.  
“Hi !“ shouted Ponsonby, behind. “I’ve told you to get out of the way! Take that funny bag of tricks out of the way of this rope! Do you hear?” 
“There’s plenty of room for you to pass, you rotter!” roared Bob Cherry. “Shut up, or I’ll come and shut you up!” 
“Oh these blackguardly trippers!”said Ponsonby. “The river’s becomin’ simply sickenin’ these days!  The police ought to turn off a crowd of strollin’ vagabonds like that lot.” 
“The police are never where they’re wanted, ” said Gadby, shaking his head. “It’s rather sickenin’.” 
“Shove away !” said Frank Nugent. 
The juniors trundled the tricycle on. As a matter of fact, thp tow-rope and the fellows with it could have passed between the walking-party and the water, and gone ahead as fast as they liked. But Ponsonby did not choose to do so. The tow-rope sprawled right across the tow-path, and several people who passed had to hop over it. It was one of Pon’s little ways to make himself a nuisance to everybody in general, right up to the point of getting a kicking. At that point Pon generally stopped, on the principle that discretion was the better part of valour. When a hefty gentleman, who looked as if he would stand no nonsense, came by, Ponsonby would give him ample room to pass, with perfect politeness. But elderly gentlemen, and quite inoffensive people, had to take their chance with the sprawling tow-rope. When one old gentleman caught his foot in it and sat down suddenly with a startled exclamation, Ponsonby found it most amusing. 
So Pon was not disposed to pass the Greyfriars party and leave them in peace. He had an amiable desire to worry them as much as he could; partly on account of old scores, and partly because it was his nature to. 
Harry Wharton & Co. would gladly have put on speed, and left the Highcliffians behind. But it was not easy to put on speed with Methuselah, with the gas turned off. He was awkward to wheel, and he was heavy, and he was well-laden. Ponsonby & Co. easily kept pace. 
“Hi, will you fellows clear out of the way?” shouted Ponsonby. 
“No. you rotter !” bawled Bob Cherry. 
“Hurry up a bit,” said Wharton. 
“Rats!” hooted Bob. “I’ll jolly well go as slow as I jolly well like. Does the tow-path belong to those Highcliff8 cads ?“ 
“My esteemed Bob—” 
“Rats!” 
And Bob, instead of pulling his weight, so to speak, slacked down, and the pace became slower. 
“They’re stoppin’ to give the performance !” remarked Gadsby. 
“I shan’t put anythin’ in the hat,” said Ponsonby. 
“Might give the poor beasts a copper or two,” said Gadsby. “They look frightfully hard-up. That fat chap looks as if he hasn’t been able to stand himself a cake of soap for weeks.” 
“Oh, really, Gadsby—” squawked Billy Bunter. 
Bob Cherry swung round, glaring. But Wharton grasped him by the arm and pulled him onward. The walking- party was already getting enough attention along the crowded, sunny river without a fight on the tow-path being added to its attractions. 
“Come on for goodness sake!” grunted the captain of the Remove. 
“I’ll smash him, if he doesn’t shut up!” breathed Bob Cherry. 
“Oh, rats !” 
“The ratfulness is terrific, my esteemed Bob. The scrapfulness is not the proper caper.” 
Bob Cherry suppressed his feelings, and marched on with Methuselah. Ponsonby & Co. grinned at one another with great enjoyment. This chance meeting by the silvery Thames seemed quite a happy chance to Ponsonby & Co. There was no doubt that they had succeeded in getting the Greyfriars party’s “rag” out. In the many “rows” between Greyfriars and Highcliffe, Harry Wharton & Co. had generally had the best of it. Now Pon & Co. were feeling that they were getting the best of it. 
They trailed on behind the walking- party, in great spirits. Th8 walking- party elaborately took no notice—keeping at the same time au eye on Bob, lest he should charge back at the enemy. As Pon failed to ‘draw “ the juniors, he proceeded to make himself more disagreeable. He put on speed at last with Gadsby to pass the walking-party. But instead of passing between them and the water, he passed on the other side, so that they could not possibly avoid entanglement with the trailing tow-rope. The juniors could have jumped out of the way, but Methuselah certainly couldn’t. Even had Methuselah been the wonderful jigger Bob believed him to be, there were limits to his powers— he could not jump. 
Billy Bunter, last of the party, found the tow-rope suddenly catching him behind his fat knees as Pots and Gaddy pressed on. 
“Whooop !“ roared Bunter, as his fat little legs were suddenly plucked from underneath him.  Move
Bunter sat down with a terrific bump which almost seemed to make Oxford- shire shake as he landed. 
“Yarooooh !“ howled Bunter. “Ow! Wow! Yooop! Help! Yarooop !” 
Bunter sprawled and roared. 
“Clumsy !“ said Ponsonby, glancing back. 
“Yow-ow-ow! Help !” 
“Oh, get up, fathead !“ said Frank Nugent, going back to help up the fat junior. He tripped over th trailing rope, but jumped clear, and helped Billy Bunter to his feet. 
“Mind what you’re doing with that rope, Ponsonby, you fool !” bawled Bob Cherry. 
Ponsonby did not heed. He knew very well what he was doing with the rope, and he fully intended to do it. He passed on with Gadsby, dragging hard on the rope, which now stretched taut across the towing-path, slanting back to the boat on the river. As the tricycle was in the way of the rope, and as Ponsonby did not stop, what happened was inevitable—and the inevitable happened! 
Harry Wharton & Co. jumped out of the way of the rope as it caught them in the rear, and then it caught Methuselah. It whisked over the rear wheels, hooked on the carrier and fairly upended the tricycle. Methuselah gave an intoxicated lurch and toppled over. 
Crash! 
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 “Oh. my hat !” 
The next moment there was another crash! 
It was caused by Cecil Ponsonby, of Highcliffe, landing on the tow-path, with Bob Cherry sprawling over hint, punching frantically. 

THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

Rough on Rats! 

“OH! Ow! Stoppit! Help!” 
Ponsonby yelled wildly. 
Thump! Thump! Thump ! Thump! 
“Yow-ow-ow-ow! Whoooop !”
“Go it, Bob!” roared Johnny Bull. “Give him jip!” 
Bob did not require encouragement. He was already giviug the Highcliffe junior jip. 
Thump! Thump! Thump! 
“Ow! Wow! Oh, my hat  , gad! Help!” shrieked Ponsonby. 
Gadsby rushed to his aid.  Johnny Bull promptly interposed, and collared Gadsby, and they rolled on the tow-path, scrapping fiercely. 
The boat shoved in to the bank, and Monson, Drury and Vavasour scrambled ashore. But they had no chance to help Pon or Gaddy. Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ran Singh met them, 
The Greyfriars party had really tried hard to avoid a row with their old foes of Highchiffe. But a row now being unavoidable, they went into it with vigour. Pon & Co. had asked for it, and insisted on having it; and now they were getting it—hot! 
The three fellows from the boat found their hands full as they met the three Greyfriars men on the bank. Bob and Ponsonby, Johnny Bull and Gadsby, were fighting furiously. Methuselah lay on his side with petrol leaking out on the tow-path. Billy Bunter retired to a little distance—out of the reach of scrapping—and sat down on the grassy bank beside the path and watched. Fortunately he had some toffee in his pocket, and he proceeded to devour it while he rested and watched. Bunter was not needed in the scrap; the Highcliffians had a large order on hand, without paying any attention to Bunter. Had it been otherwise, the Owl of the Remove would probably have retired to a greater distance. 
As it was, the fat,junior tried to look as if he did not belong to the scrapping party. A crowd of people gathered round on the bank—five or six craft stopped on the river—fifty pairs of eyes, at least, were fixed on the wild and whirling scene. Two or three voices called for the police to come and put a stop to it, but no police, fortunately, were visible. 
Splash! 
Vavasour went into the shallow water by the rushes, shrieking, and scrambled into the boat again. He remained there. Vavasour had had enough scrapping. 
Then Monson and Drury were tossed into the rushes, and they, too, scrambled 
into the boat.  
By that time Ponsonby was yelling for mercy. Gadsby was sprawling on his back, and Johnny Bull was hammering the tow-path with Gaddy’s head. Gaddy wished from the bottom of his heart that that happy meeting with the Greyfriars crowd had not happened, after all, 
“Ow! Leave off! Chuck it!” moaned Caddy. “Stoppit! I give you best! 
Wow! I’m sorry! Awf’ly sorry!  Wow! Stoppit !”
“Sure you’ve had enough?” asked Johnny Bull, ceasing to dent the towing-path with Gaddy’s head. 
“Ow! Wow! Yes.” 
“Then you can bunk,” said Johnny Bull cheerfully. “I give you one second to get back into that boat! If you ain’t gone in a second, I’m beginning on you again.” 
The second was enough for Gadsby. He leaped to his feet and made one wild bound into the boat. 
There was a fiendish yell as he landed in it. He landed among Drury, Monson, and Vavasouir. knocking them right and left. 
Ponsonby alone remained on the bank now, still engaged in frantic conflict with Bob Cherry. 
Pon really hadn’t intended matters to go so far as that. He had not been looking for a scrap. But it was not uncommon for Pon to carry his unpleasantness past danger-point. Now be was “for it.” It was quite a terrific fight; Pon putting all his beef into it, as it could not be helped. But the hefty and indignant Bob fairly walked over him, and Pon yelled for peace. 
Stoppit, you beast! I give in!” he howled “Let a chap alone!  Oh, you rotter! Leave off !” 
Bob left off at last. 
He collared Ponsonby, who really had been punished quite enough, and ran him down to the margin of the water. 
The boat was only a few feet out, the dilapidated crew waiting for their leader to join them, though not venturing to come to his aid. 
“Jump !”  snapped Bob. 
“You beast, I’m towing the boat— ”
“You’re not! Jump !”  
“Look here—” yelled Ponsonby. 
“Ow! Groogh! Ooooooh!” 
 Bob Cherry shook him by the collar, like a terrier shaking a rat. 
“Ow! Leggo! Stoppit! I’ll jump!” gurgled Ponsonby. 
“You’d better!” growled Bob. 
“The betterfulness is terrific,” chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
Ponsonby did not want to jump. He had a premonition of what would happen when he jumped. But there was no help for it, and he did jump.  As he did so Bob Cherry kicked, landing nicely on Ponsonby, and the Highcliffe junior fairly flew into the boat, 
He crashed down among his comrades, roaring. 
Bob Cherry picked up the tow-ropc and tossed it in after him. The boat drifted off from the bank. 
A chorus of howls and groans came from it as it floated out into the river. Never had a more disheveled and dilapidated crew been seen on the sunny Thames. 
“Oh, my hat !”  said Wharton, looking round with a very red face at the staring crowd. “For goodness’ sake, let’s get out of this !”  
“I,et’s, for goodness’ sake !“ said Nugent. 
“We shall get run in soon!” grunted Johnny Bull. “Get a move on !”
Bob Cherry ran to the overturned tricycle. 
“Lend a hand here!” he snorted. 
His comrades lent a hand. Methuselah was righted, in a pool of spilt petrol. Hurriedly the juniors wheeled it out.  Some of Methuselah’s ancient parts seemed to have become loosened by the crash on the tow-path, for he was clinking and rattling and banging wildly when he resumed his way. Sounds of laughter from the crowd on the tow-path followed the party. 
“Come on, Bunter!“ shouted Wharton, as the party pressed on and passed the fat junior sitting on the grassy bank. 
Bunter turned a deaf car. 
“Come on, Fatty !“ called out Bob. Still Bunter did not seem to hear.  He was gazing past the walking party at the river, apparently ignorant of their existence. 
The juniors paused a moment, staring at him.  They did not understand what was the matter with Bunter. 
“Deaf, you fat ass?” asked Frank Nugent, stepping across to Bunter and giving him a poke in the ribs with the toe of his shoe. 
“Wow! ” gasped Bunter. 
“Come on, ass!” 
“Look here, you get away “ snapped Bunter. “Don’t let all those ppople know that you belong to me.” 
“Wh-a-a-at ?” 
“Pretty low scene to be mixed up in,” sneered Bunter. “Hooligan row on the tow-path! Pah!” 
“ You fat chump-.————” 
“For goodness’ sake, get off!” hissed Bunter. “I’m not going to be mixed up with a low crowd rowing on the tow-path. I’ll see you later! I decline to let all those people know that I belong to a crowd like you lot!” 
“Fathead !”
The Famous Five trailed on, leaving Bunter sitting on the bank with a supercilious sneer on his fat face. 
At the first turning from the tow path thie tricycle was turned away from the river. Bob made no objection— though no objection on Bob’s part would have been heeded by the Co. They had had quite enough publicity for one day. The shining river was left behind, and they tramped along a shady, leafy lane—to the accompaniment of clinking and clanking from Methuselah. Since his fall on the tow-path,. Methuselah’s resemblance to a jazz band had become stronger than ever. 
“Well, we jolly well gave those cads a licking !” said Bob Cherry, breaking a long silenco, 
“We did!” agreed Wharton. 
“They asked for it !” growled Bob. 
“Oh, quite !” 
“The quitefulness is preposterous, remarked Hurree Singh, “But—” 
“But what—” growled Bob, The nabob grinned. 
“Nothing, my esteemed chum! All is serene.” 
“We’ve shocked Bunter,” grinned Nugent. “Bunter wouldn’t own us in public. Bunter’s ashamed of us.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
Bob Cherry snorted. 
He glanced back along the lane. Against the shining river at the end of the lane, a fat figure appeared. Bunter was following—now that the party were out of sight of the crowd along the river. 
“That fat rotter has chosen to stop behind,” said Bob. “Let him keep behind! We’ll jolly well put on speed and chuck him. He can turn up his silly fat nose all on his lonely own. 
“Good egg !” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Ripping idea !“ exclaimed Johnny Bull heartily. “Start up that blinking engine, and get going, and we’ll trot. If Bunter can catch us up then, he’s welcome.” 
Bob’s frowning face broke into a grin. He turned his attention to the engine. With the juice on, Methuselah could be quite speedy; and if Methuselah went ahead and the Co. trotted, it was obvious that William George Bunter would never be able to rejoin the walking party, which undoubtedly was exactly what Bunter deserved. 
“Just a tick!” said Bob. 
The juniors paused for a “tick while Bob started the engine. It proved to be an uncommonly long “tick”. 
That crash on the tow-path apparently had disordered some of Methuselah’s antiquated works. No answering snort came from the engine. Bob set his teeth, and put his beef into it, but it was futile. Something was wrong with the works, and Methuselah would not go. 
“Buck up, old chap!” said Johnny Bull. 
“Don’t worry, ass!” 
“Bunter’s coming up-—” 
“Hang Bunter!” 
“But aren’t we going to drop him behind?” 
“For goodness’ sake shots
 up!” 
“Look here—” 
“Dry up!” roared Bob. 
“Oh, my hat! Is that blessed old trike going to give more trouble!” sighed Johnny Bull. “What a life !”
“Idiot !”
The Co. sat in the grass beside the lane to rest.  Methuselah was “at it again”; and evidently it was going to be a long halt. 
The fat figure that laboured behind drew nearer and nearer. 
It arrived at last. 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Shut up, Bunter !”
“That weird thing on strike again?” grinned Bunter. “I say, you fellows, you’d better take my advice and scrap it. I’ve told you a lot of times that it’s no good. And, look here, you fellows, I want you to understand one thing, and I want you to understand it clearly. If I’m going to remain with this party there must be no more of your dashed hooliganism—no more shindies and that sort of thing. It’s rather disgraceful, you know. There’s a limit! All very well for you fellows, but I’ve got appearances to keep up. See!” 
Bunter paused for a reply. As he received none, he continued: 
“It won’t do! Friends of mine might have passed and seen that low shindy— and what should I have felt like then? You can’t expect a fellow to stand it.  I want you to understand that quite clearly.” 
Bob Cherry turned from Methuselah. Methuselah was giving him a lot of trouble, but he could not punch Methuselah. Bunter had come in the nick of time, so far as Bob was concerned. Bob, with a feeling on him that he had to punch somebody or burst, turned to William George Bunter, who was so cheerfully asking for it at the right moment. 
“I say, you fellows—yarooh ! Wharrer you up to?” roared Bunter, as the exasperated Bob grasped him. 
Thump! Thump! Thump ! 
“Yow-ow-owt Wow! Help! Oh, my hat!” 
Thump! Thump! Thump! 
“There, you fat idiot—” 
“Yarooooh !”
Bump! Bunter was deposited in a heap in the dry ditch beside the lane. Bob returned to the tricycle. 
Bunter scrambled out of the ditch. 
“Another word from you—” said Bob in a concentrated voice. 
He left the rest to Bunter’s imagination. 
And there were no more words from Bunter. 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

Wet !

“LOOK ‘ere, Alf—” 
“Look ‘ere, Bill—” 
“I tell you, Alf—” 
“And I tell you, Bill Harris—” 
“My only hat !” murmured Harry Wharton. He stopped suddenly, and signed to his comrades to stop. 
It was a golden afternoon. The juniors had remained on the spot where Methuselah had halted. Bob Cherry was still busy with running repairs. The walking party had had lunch—Bob taking hurried mouthfuls while he worked at Methuselah. Parts of Methuselah were spread beside the lane —he had a dismantled look. Bob had refused—curtly——any aid from his comrades. There was no doubt that Methuselah and his vagaries had a deteriorating effect on Bob’s temper. At Greyfriars Bob was the best-tempered fellow in the Remove. On the road with Methuselah he had many lapses. When it was a case of engine trouble his comrades had learned that it was best to leave Bob alone. 
So after lunch four members of the Co. went for a stroll, leaving Bob hard at work with Methuselah and Bunter snoring in the shade of a tree. The river was only a short distance away, and it naturally attracted the four. They came out of the lane on to the tow-path, and noticed, without particularly heeding, two shabby and frowsy figures stretched in the grass beside the path under the trees.  Tramps sprawling in the grass were no uncommon sight along the silvery Thames; and the juniors would have passed them unheeding had not the voices of the two frowsy gentlemen struck on their ears. They recognised those voices. The two tramps were engaged in argument, which seemed to be rather warm. One of them, a slight man had red hair and a cast in the eye, and was recognizable as Honest Alfred Snooks. The other, a fat man with a flattened nose, was his friend, Mr. Harris. The juniors stopped on the path and stared at the two sprawling figures. They had last seen Messrs. Harris and Snooks in Buckinghamshire. They had supposed that the two rascals, who had so mysterious a yearning to get possession of the ancient Dionysius tricycle, had been shaken off the trail of the trike at last. But they had turned up again like two bad pennies in Oxfordshire. 
The sprawling tramps did not observe the juniors; many people passed them on the tow-path without drawing a glance from Messrs. Harris and Snooks. And they were deep in argument. 
“I tell you, Bill Harris,” said Mr. Snooks, “we ain’t chucking it. I tell you, we’re arter that trike! Blow me tight! Ain’t we been arter it for weeks, ever since we fust spotted it at that shop in Lantham? Ain’t we follered them kids over three or four counties arter that trike? Don’t I keep on telling you that it’s worth twenty-five quid to us? Blow me tight!” 
Grunt from Mr. Earns, 
“We ‘ad a chance to pinch a car this mornin’,” he growled. “There it was, standin’ with the engine runnin’—” 
“Pinching cars has got me into trouble afore now,” said Mr. Snooks, “I don’t say that a covey can’t turn an honest penny at times, by pinching a car. I don’t turn up my nose at pinching cars! But there’s a lot of risk pinching a car, and there ain’t no risk pinching that old Dionysius trike. Why, nobody knows what it’s worth—even them young coveys what bought it don’t know that it’s valuable. Nobody knows anything about them old Dionysius trikes except a man what worked in the Dionysius factory twenty years ago when they was made. I know a man what’ll buy the stuff off us, and glad, when we get it off that old trike. Easy work, Bill.” 
“If they’ll let us!” grunted Mr. Harris. It was clear that Mr. Harris was fed up with following the trail of the trike. 
“If I can’t put it across on a gang of silly schoolboys, my name ain’t Alfred Snooks !“ said the honest one. “We got on the track agin now, Bill. I’ve picked up noos of that trike. ‘Arf a dozen coveys have told me about a row there was on this ‘ere tow-path, not a quarter of a mile from ‘ere, this very morning,  and the party had a blinking old motor-trike with them.  Well, that was the jigger we’re arter.” 
“Ow do you know?” grunted Mr. Harris. 
“There ain’t a lot of ‘em about,” said Mr. Snooks. “It was the trike all right. We got to pick up their camp, and sneak the trike away arter dark. 
“We’ve tried that afore, Alf.” 
“We’ll try it again.” said Mr. Snooks. “We’ve ‘ad bad luck. But we’re going to grab that trike, Bill, and get that old tube out of it. and that means twenty-flve pounds in our trousis pockets.” 
Harry Wharton & Co. grinned at one another. 
There was something rather entertaining in the two frowsy gentlemen discussing the intended theft of the tricycle in the hearing of its owners. 
Mr. Snooks sat up to knock out his pipe, and suddenly caught sight of the four figures on the tow-path, 
He gave a violent start. 
“Blow me tight !” he ejaculated. 
Mr. Harris sat up, too, looking alarmed. 
“Them coveys!” he said. “My eye !” 
Harry Wharton walked towards the two tramps, his comrades following him. Messrs. Harris and Snooks regarded them uneasily. 
“So you’re still after the trike?” said Harry. 
“Blow me tight !“ murmured Mr. Snooks. 
“What about fetching a bobby, and having them run in?” asked Johnny Bull. 
“S’elp me,” said Mr. Snooks hastily, “we ain’t after that trike, young gents. Nothing of the sort! Never give it a blooming thought, sir! Never knowed you was in these ‘ere parts at all.” 
“Oh, my hat!” 
“Tho whopperfulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“We have been listening to your excellent and idiotic remarks, my worthy, dishonest Snooks.” 
“Oh, blow me tight!” said Mr. Snooks. 
“Look here,” said the captain of the Remove, “you’re after us again to pinch that tricycle. What do you want it for?” 
Mr. Snooks glanced at Mr. Harris, and Mr. Harris glanced at Mr. Snooks. Neither made any reply. 
“You’ve got an idea that there’s something valuable about that old trike,” went on Wharton. “You tried to steal it from the cycle shop at Lantham before we bought it. You’ve hung about after us all through the holidays trying to pinch it. So far as I can see, it’s not worth anything. We gave four pounds for it to carry our baggage;, but nobody would give us fifteen shillings for it if we wanted to sell it. Why do you want it?” 
No reply. 
It was clear that Messrs. Harris and Snooks wanted that old trike, and wanted it very badly; but they had no intention of explaining to the Greyfriars fellows in what its mysterious value consisted. 
“From what I can make out, you want to get an old tube off it,” said Harry. ‘What’s the good of a bit of old tubing off an old trike?” 
Still no reply. 
“They’re not likely to tell us,” said Frank Nugent, laughing. “If there’s anything really valuable about that trike we could make money on it ourselves if we knew what it was.” 
“There can’t be anything valuable about it,” said Johnny Bull. “Only an ass like Bob would have given four pounds for it. I wouldn’t give four shillings myself.” 
Mr. Snooks’ eyes glimmered. 
“I’m a pore man,” he said. “I been looking for work a long time, but I ain’t found any. But if you young gents would sell that trike for ten bob, my mate and me could raise the oof.  ”
“We could that,” agreed Mr. Harris. 
“That’s a good offer when you think there’s something on it worth twenty five pounds,” said Nug8nt. 
“Blow me tight! That’s only my little joke, sir,” said Alfred Snooks. “Jest a little joke, sir. Fact is, it’s old association makes me want that there trike. I ‘elped to build it in the Dionysius factory twenty years ago. That’s all there is to it. sir. I’m sort of fond of that old jigger.” 
“Liar!” said Nugent pleasantly. 
“‘Struth, sir, blow me tight—”
 “Well, we’re not selling it for ten shillings,” said Harry, “and we’re not letting you two rogues pinch it. You’ve tried to bag that trike half a dozen times, and now you’re after it again, and we’re fed up with you.” 
“The fed-upfulness is terrific.” 
“‘Ere, ‘ands off, you know!” exclaimed Mr. Snooks, scrambling to his feet in alarm. 
“‘Ands off!” repeated Mr. Harris. 
“My esteemed and disgusting scoundrels,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “you must learn to keep your absurd hands from the pickfulness and the stealfulness. A ducking in the ludicrous river will teach you a lesson.” 
“Look ‘ere—” roared Mr. Snooks.
 “Look ‘ere—” howled Mr. Harris. 
“Duck them !“ shouted Johnny Bull. 
“‘Ands off !” 
But it was not hands off; it was hands on. Four juniors collared the two cycle- thieves, and in spite of their strenuous objections, ran them across the towing- path to the water. 
“‘Elp !“ roared Mr. Snooks wildly. The prospect of going into water seemed to horrify him. Mr. Snooks’ objections to water were as strong as his objections to soap, which were very strong indeed. Had Mr. Snooks suffered from a severe attack of hydrophobia he could not have been more horrified by his near approach to water. 
But there was no help for Mr. Snooks. The Greyfriars juniors had been trailed for weeks by the cycle thieves, and they were fed up. They felt that it was time for Messrs. Harris and Snooks to have a lesson which might help them to realise that honesty was the best policy. 
Splash! 
Mr. Snooks went flying through the rushes, and landed on his back in shallow water! He disappeared for a moment, and came up spluttering horribly. 
“Look ‘ere—” raved Mr. Harris, struggling frantically. 
Splash! 
Mr. Harris followed his friend into the Thames. 
“Grooogb! Ooooch! Gug-gug-gug !”
The water was shallow, and rather muddy near the bank; there was no danger of Messrs. Harris and Snooks being drowned. But, what was almost as bad to the two frowsy gentlemen, they were getting a wash. 
They struggled wildly out of the water. 
“Take that as a tip, and let us and our trike alone,” said Harry Wharton. “Next tune you’ll be handed over to the police.” 
“Gurrrrrrgg !” 
“Oooooooch !”
The juniors turned away, leaving Messrs. Harris and Snooks crawling out of the Thames, drenched and dripping. The chums of the Remove did not continue their walk. With the two cycle thieves in the vicinity it was not judicious to leave Bob Cherry alone with the tricycle, so they returned to the lane where Bob was still wrestling manfully with Methuselah. 
On the tow-path two bedraggled figures crawled out of the rushes, gouged water from their eyes, and spluttend. 
“Blow me tight!”   gurgled Mr. Snooks. 
“Ow!”  moaned Mr. Harris. “I’m wet! Wet all over! I ain’t been wet all over for years and years and years! Ow! I shall ketch blinking pneumonia. Ow! Groogh! Ow!”
“Look at me!” moaned Mr. Snooks. 
“Well, look at me!” snarled Mr. Harris. 
“Oh, jiminy !”  
“Oh, ‘oly smoke !”  
“We’re going to get that trike off them, all the same!” hissed Mr. Snooks 
“Blow the trike !”  
“Look ‘ere———” 
“And blow you !“ snorted Mr. Harris. Two exceedingly ill-tempered tramps meandered away along the tow-path. Theway of the transgressor was hard— and wet! 

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

Halt! 

CLINK! Clank! Jingle! 
“Three cheers!” said Johnny Bull sarcastically. 
Snort from Bob Cherry. 
Methuselah was going! 
A lazy afternoon had been spent by most of the walking-party. Only Bob Cherry had been busy.  But he had been busy enough for all six. 
He looked tired now. He also looked cross. But Methuselah was on the move once more. The Greyfriars walking- party were able to proceed. 
Even Bob had to admit that the state of Methuselah was not satisfactory. That crash on the towing-path had hurt him somewhere. He was going again, but he went with obvious reluctance. He jolted, he jarred, he jammed, and he jingled. His saxophone effects were more pronounced than ever. 
Still, it was a relief to see him moving: and the Greyfriars party were thankful for small mercies. 
Only Bunter wasn’t pleased. Bunter had had several meals, alternately with several naps, during the long rest. Bunter, apparently, would have been satisfied to remain permanently on the spot, alternately feeding and napping, at least until the end of the vacation. But it was not to be; and Bunter dragged his weary fat limbs after the walking. party. 
His fat face was morose. The beauties of highways and byways in Oxfordshire did not appeal much to Bunter. Bunter had no objection to attractive scenery, when he could admire it lying down with his eyes shut. But walking through it was not to his taste. Bunter, in fact, was beginning to think that he had made a mistake in attaching himself to the walking-party at all. He did not like walking; and he did not like the party. Many times he had thought of giving them the goby. The difficulty was that, if Bunter was to be with anybody in the holidays, he had to be with somebody who did not want him. There was nobody else in the kingdom. So Bunter grumbled and groused, and continued, for the present. to honour the Famous Five with his fascinating society. 
The heat of the day was over when the chums of Greyfriars resumed their way, the sun sinking in the west in a glory of purple and gold. When they emerged into the main road to Oxford, Bob was for going ahead—he pointed out that Oxford was worth seeing, and that the party were on a ramble to see things. Gently but firmly his comrades turned him from the way. They were not going to trundle Methuselah through Oxford; especially now that, since his trouble on the tow-path, he resembled two or three jazz bands rolled into one. They preferred that Methuselah should be like one of those flowers which are born to blush unseen and waste their sweetness on the desert air. Byways were much more suitable than highways for so remarkable a vehicle as Methuselah. 
So they had but a distant glimpse of Oxford’s spires and antique towers, and kept to country roads and lanes. 
“I say, you fellows, when do we camp?” 
Billy Bunter asked that question about once every ten minutes. The walkers did not trouble to answer it. 
But when the last gleam of the sunset was going, the other fellows began to consider the matter. 
Bob, however, was for pushing on. 
“We’ve rested nearly all day.” he said. “It’s going to be a lovely night. Fine and starry! Let’s push on till midnight.” 
“Ow !”  from Bunter. 
“Well, that’s all right,” said Harry Wharton. “We can see the jolly old country by starlight. Still—” 
“We shall want supper soon,” remarked Johnny Bull. 
“You can leave that to Bunter, ” said Bob. “for goodness’ sake, don’t begin talking about grub! We get enough of that from Bunter.” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“Look here—” said Johnny Bull. 
“We’ve got sandwiches in the bag,” said Nugent hastily, ‘we can scoff them as we go.” 
“Of course we can,” said Bob. “and any man that likes can take a turn at driving the trike.” 
“Hem !”  
That offer was not received with eagerness. Many times during the walk the other fellows had rather envied Bob in the saddle of the old trike, but they did not envy him now. Methulah was making strange noises, as if suffering from complicated troubles in his interior; and every moment they expected him to crock up. In the present state of Methuselah, they preferred to leave him in the hands of the expert. 
Under the shadows of night the walking.party sauntered on, Bunter rolling morosely in the rear.  Having decided to keep on under the silvery starlight, the Co. were not the fellows to go back on their word: and when they arrived at the foot of a hill later, they braced themselves to it. There was a groan from Bunter: but Bunter’s groans were always passed unheeded. His groaning was almost as incessant as the rattling and banging of the ancient motor tricycle. Bob Cherry put Methuselah to the hill. 
About a minute later, he stopped and got down. 
“Look here, you men—” he said in a very thoughtful way. 
“I say, you fellows, I’m tired!”  came in a wail from Bunter. 
“Shut up, Bunter !”  said four voices. 
“Hold on, though!” said Bob. “If Bunter’s tired—” 
“Blow Bunter !“ said Johnny Bull. 
“Still, if he’s tired—” 
“I am—frightfully !“ groaned Bunter. “Legs almost dropping off.” 
“Bunter’s always tired,” remarked Frank. “He’s tired before e starts. Never mind Bunter.” 
“Oh, really, Nugent—” 
“Let’s get on,” said Wharton. “Bunter can hang on behind the trike, and get a pull up the hill.” 
“I’d rather camp!”  groaned Bunter.
“Rats!” 
“Well, it’s possible to overdo this idea of pushing on,” said Bob, standing beside Methuselah and regarding his friends thoughtfully. “After all, we don’t want to wear ourselves out, tramping all through the niht,” 
“Why, it was your idea to push on,” exclaimed Wharton, 
Bob Cherry coughed. 
“Well, you see, a chap doesn’t want to be inconsiderate,” he said. “I don’t get tired, sitting on the tnke; but you fellows —” 
“That’s all right—we’re not tired,” 
“The tirefulness is not terrific.” 
“Still, if you’d rather camp—” said Bob, showing a concern for his comrades, which, good.-natured fellow though he was, was rather surprising. 
“We wouldn’t,” said Nugent. “Now we’ve settled that we’re going on, let’s go on! We’re wasting time.” 
“Well. Bunter would rather camp and—” 
“Bless Banter !”  
“He’s a worrying fat ass, but we don’t want to wear that fat duffer out,” said Bob, 
“Look here, do you want to halt, Bob?” demanded the captain of the Remove. “If you do, say so,” 
Bob Cherry coloured. 
“I’m really thinking of you fellows and—” he said haltingly. 
“We’re all right.” 
“Well, Bunter, then—” 
“Bunter’s all right.” 
“I’m not !”  howled Bunter, “I’m tired !”  
“Oh, come on !”  exclaimed Johnny Bull impatiently. “Might as well have camped, if we’re going to stand round jawing. Look here, I’m going on.” 
And Johnny tramped on up the hill. Hurree Jamset Ran Singh followed him.  Nugent went on, and Wharton. 
“Come on, Bob !“ called back Harry, “You needn’t have shut the engine off. What did you do that for?” 
“I think I know how to handle this trike,” said Bob gruffly. 
“Oh, all right ! Come on, then.” 
Wharton followed his comrades, and the shadows swallowed them. Billy Bunter trailed after them wearily. But there was no sound of Methuselah snorting in their wake. Apparently Bob Cherry was not following. 
After a few minutes, Wharton paused and looked back. The light on the trike could be seen gleaming, lower down the hill, but it was motionless. 
“Why the thump is that ass still stopping ?“ exclaimed the captain of the Remove, in wonder, 
“Come on, Bob !”  bawled Johnny Bull. 
“Coming !“ came back a shout from the dusky distance. “Don’t wait,” 
“Well, why don’t you come ? ” 
 No answer. 
There was a soft chuckle from Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. 
“My esteemed chums, I respectfully opine that the esteemed and ridiculous jigger
has jibbed at this ludicrous hill--”
“Oh, ny hat !“ growled Johnny Bull, “Crocked again !”
Harry Wharton burst into a laugh. 
“The fathead!  That blessed trike is crocked, and that’s why that ass was so concerned about Bunter! He can’t get the thing on, and he wouldn’t own up.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !”
The chums of the Remove waited for several minutes. The light of Methuselah still gleamed cheerily, like a beacon in the night, but his jazz band effects were still; he no longer sounded like several saxophones in competition— he did not sound at all. Evidently he had developed some internal weakness, and that was why Bob Cherry had changed his mind about pushing on. 
“We made rather a mistake in ducking those tramps,” said Johnny Bull. “We ought to have tipped them. Then we might have got rid of that awful trike.”
“Too late !“ said Nugent, with a sigh. 
Let’s go back,” said Harry; and the juniors retraced their way down the hill. 
Bob Cherry was busy. Tools and parts of Methuselah were spread round him, and evidently it was another case of running repairs wanted. 
“Crocked?” asked Harry. 
“Not exactly crocked,” answered Bob cautiously. 
“Well, can the brute go” asked Johnny Bull. 
“He can go splendidly, as you know.” 
“Why don’t you come on, then” 
“Give a fellow a rest.” 
“Look here, Bob, do you want us to halt, or not?” asked Nugent. 
“Not !” answered Bob. 
“Camp !” said Wharton. 
“No need to camp,” said Bob gruffly. “I shall have this jigger going in a few minutes. Ten at the most.” 
“We know your few minutes, old bean. Camp !” said the captain of the Remove, and the walking-party camped. By the time Methuselah responded to his persuasions, Bob was feeling much more inclined to turn in than to push on. He crawled into his blankets. 
“You awake, any of you?” he grunted. 
Snore from Bunter. 
“Wharrer znarrer?” came a drowsy voice. 
“Look here, I think, instead of pushing on in the morning, we’ll go back down the river,” said Bob. 
Wharton started into wakefulness. 
“Eh, why ? ”
“To look for Ponsonby !“ said Bob. 
“Ponsonby !“ repeated Warton. “What do you want to see Ponsoriby for ? ”
“To smash him !” 
“Fathead !” 
“That trike’s damaged,” said Bob. “That Highcliffe cad did it! I’ve got it going again, but there’ll be more trouble—” 
“More than usual ? ”yawned Wharton. 
“Don’t be an ass! Look here, I’d like to go back down the river to-morrow to see if we can find Ponsonby, and smash him to pieces—” 
Wharton turned over to go to sleep again. Bob grunted, and followed his example. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

Sold!

“GREAT Scott !” 
Billy Bunter half-opened his eyes, but did not take the trouble to fully open then. 
It was a glorious morning. So lovely was the summer weather that even Billy Bunter was not grousing that morning. Still, Bunter had another and a better reason for not grousing. The walking-party were not going on; Bunter was able to get a rest. Leaving the tent and the trike, after breakfast, in Bunter’s charge, the Famous Five had walked out of the camp. Far over the meadows in the distance the morning sunlight had shown the towers of Oxford still visible; and the Famous Five had agreed that it was a good idea to take a walk round that historic city. They were out to walk, anyhow; and a walk without Methuselah was quite a delight, in the opinion of four members of the party. It was doubly delightful without Bunter as well; and Bunter, of course, did not want to walk to Oxford and walk about Oxford. Bunter preferred to rest in camp; and as there were plenty of provisions on hand, a quite contented Bunter wag left behind when the chums of the Remove started for Oxtord’s cloistered calm. Having seen the last of them with great satisfaction, Bunter prepared and disposed of a second breakfast, and then stretched his fat limbs in the grass to rest. All the walking-party intended to enjoy the morning—and Billy Bunter not the least. 
Bob, it was true, felt a little uneasiness about leaving Methuselah. But the camp was many miles from the spot where the two tramps had been ducked, and it was to be hoped, too, that the ducking had been a warning to them. Four fellows, at least, were glad to get out of sight of Methuselah. So they went; and by that time they were in Oxford, while Bunter napped under the tree by the lane and listened to a familiar voice that ejaculated “Gad!  ” 
The voice waa familiar to Bunter, though for the moment he did not remember so whom it belonged. 
Someone had come along, seen Methuselah, and stopped to look at that ancient and remarkable machine. The ejaculation showed that the beholder was surprised and interested. 
“Great Scott! Whatever is it?” 
Then Bunter sat up. 
He knew the voice now, though it was a long time since he had met Peter Cuthbert Gunner of the Fourth Form at Rookwood. 
“Great Scott!” said the burly youth, for the third time. “Whatever is it?” 
“I say, Gunner !” 
Peter Cuthbert Gunner started, and glanced round. He had not observed the fat figure reposing in the grass. 
“Great Scott !” He turned on the Owl of Greyfriars. “Bunter !”
“Yes, old chap,” said Bunter affectionately. 
He scrambled to his feet. 
Perhaps the Rookwood junior was rather sorry he had stopped to gaze at Methuselah.  For a moment he seemed disposed to resume his way quite abruptly.  Gunner of Rookwood was one of the innumerable fellows who did not realise what a fascinating fellow William George Bunter was.
But there was no escape for Gunner. Bunter rolled over to him with effusive affection arid held out a grubby hand— which left a mark on Gunner’s hand as he reluctantly but politely shook hands with the fat junior. 
“Awfully glad to see you, old top !” said Bunter. ‘ Sit down—here’s a campstool! Take a pew, old fellow.” 
“Thank you very much, Bunter,” said Gunner, and he sat down. 
“Just a minute, and I’ll get you a ginger-pop,” said Bunter hospitably. “I’ll have one myself.” 
“You’re awfully good.” 
“Jolly glad to see such an old pal,” said Bunter. 
“Great Scott !”
Billy Bunter was dusty and grubby.  Gunner, who had evidently been walking, too, was spotless by comparison. The contrast between the two juniors was really striking, but it did not strike Bunter. 
Travelling in these parts, old chap?” asked Gunner, as he accepted a glass of ginger-beer. It was a warm, sunny morning in August, and ginrger-pop was quite acceptable. 
“Yes, old chap,” said Bunter, sitting down on another camp-stool. He guzzled 
ginger-pop, took breath again, and went on: “Looking at my trike, what?” 
Gunner coloured faintly. 
“I was not aware that you were close at hand, Bunter, or I should certainty not have made any remarks regarding the trike,” he said. “I am sorry, Bunter.” 
Bunter grinned. 
“That’s all right, old chap. Lots of people have made remarks about that trike.” 
“I don’t doubt it,” agreed Gunner, with another glance at Methuselah. “It seems to be rather An uncommon design.” 
“But it’s a good machine,” said Bunter, blinking at Gunner through his big spectacles. 
“Yes, I’m sure it is.” 
“Goes like anything,” said Bunter. 
“Does it, really?” said Gunner, in surprise. 
“Fine! If you happened to want a rnotor.tricycle, Gunner, I’d sell you that one quite cheap.” 
‘Don’t worry, old chap,” said Gunner. “I do not happen to be in want of a motor-tricycle.’ 
“Ten quid would buy it,” said Bunter. 
“Great Scott !” 
“I mean, from an old friend like you, I’d take five.” 
“No thanks, old chap.” 
“You should see me handle it,” said Bunter. “I’ve covered two thousand miles on that machine this vac. All over the kingdom. With a man who knows how to handle it, it does forty easily.” 
“Great Scott !”  
“Look at the baggage it carries, too,” said Bunter. “If you were getting up a walking-party, for instance, it’s simply ripping for carrying the baggage.” 
“I suppose so.” assented Gunner. 
“What are you doing about here— walking?” asked Bunter, blinking curiously at the Rookwood junior. 
“Yes. The fact is, I was cycling,” explained Gunner. “You see, I’m staying with some people near Oxford, and I came out for a run on a bike this mornin’.” 
Bunter stared. Except for a pair of trouser-clips, he could see no sign of a bicycle about Gunner. 
“But I have lost the bike.” explained Gunner. “I left it at the foot of a hill while I walked up to admire the view, and when I came back it was gone.” 
“He, he, he!”  
“What are you cacklin’ at?” asked Gunner. 
“He, he, he! It’s been pinched, of course!” said Bunter. 
“I hope not,” said Gunner. “As a matter of fact, it doesn’t belong to me. I borrowed it from a chap at the house where I am staying. No doubt some chap has taken it in mistake for his own.” 
“He, he, he!” 
Gunner rose from the camp-stool. 
“I had better be getting along,” he remarked. “I’m ten or twelve miles from the place where I’m stayin’, and it’s a long walk, you know.” 
“Hold on a minute, old chap! We haven’t had a talk yet,” said Bunter. “Have another ginger-pop! And I’ve got some tarts here.” 
“You’re extremely good.” Gunner sat down again and accepted refreshment. “You travellin’ with this trike on your own, Bunter?” 
“That’s it,” said Bunter cheerfully. “But the fact is, 1 wind up my tour to-day, and I should be glad to get the trike off my hands, even at a loss. I don’t mind admitting that I’ve spent all the money I started with—money goes, you know, when a fellow’s on a holiday and does himself regardless of expense. I’ve spent every bean.” 
That statement was quite correct. Bunter had started his summer holiday with threepence in his pocket, and undoubtedly he had spent it all. It had not lasted long. 
“I’m taking the train from Oxford for a friend’s house, where I’m spending the rest of the vacation,” explained Bunter. “I’d like to sell that trike before I go. I gave fifteen pounds for it.” —
“You must have been caught, then,” said Gunner. 
“Well, I never haggle about money,” said Bunter carelessly. “What’s the good, when a fellow’s wealthy?” 
“Oh!  ” 
“You drive a car,” said Bunter, “you could drive that trike. It’s easier than a car! Look here, I’ll let you have it for a couple of pounds.” 
“No thanks, old fat bean!” 
“It will take you home, anyhow,” said Bunter. “Save you walking ten miles. Is it a go?” 
“Nothing doing !” 
“Make it thirty bob,” said Bunter recklessly. “Dash it all, I never was a fellow to haggle.” 
“But—” 
“It’s yours,” sail Bunter. “Don’t say another word, old chap!  And It’s your jigger. I throw in the petrol—a good five bobs worth. The lamp alone is worth thirty shillings. Cherry bought that new—” 
“Eh !” and
“I mean, I bought it now,” said Bunter hastily. “Bob came with me to see that I got a good one.  He—I mean I—gave thirty shillings for it. You’re getting a bargain in this trike, Gunner.” 
“But, really !” protested Peter Cutlhbert Gunner, feebly. It seemed that he was going to become the owner of the motor-tricycle whether he liked it or not.  “Licence paid up to the end of the year,” said Bunter. “You get that in. Book’s in the bag! Everything in order! It’s a bargain, what?” 
There was no doubt that the motor- tricycle, with its appurtenances, was a bargain at thirty shillings, the .lamp alone having cost that sum. The only drawback was that Gunner didn’t want it. But that difficulty Bunter brushed aside, like a trifle that he regarded not. 
“Just try it and see how it goes !“ said Bunter. 
“Does it really go?” asked Peter Gunner, regarding the ancient trike with a very doubtful eye, 
“Just you try it.” 
“I think I will.” 
Gunner knew a great deal about motors, and was interested in them. No doubt that was why he had stopped to admire the ancient Dionysius. As a relic of a long-forgotten past, it had it’s interest. 
He proceeded to examine the machine and to start it up. He really found interest in the experiment. To his surprise it went. It sounded strangely—it grunted spasmodically—it creaked and moaned. But it went. Gunner handled it quite as well as Bob Cherry. He careered along the road for some distance, turned without overturning, and came careering back. 
“Goes all right,” he remarked. “although it makes an awful noise.” 
“You won’t be sorry you’ve bought it, take my word for it,” said Bunter. 
“But I haven’t—” 
“Like a receipt?” asked Bunter. “Between friends, I suppose that’s hardly necessary.” 
“What—.-—” 
“By the way, you haven’t handed me the thirty bob,” said Bunter pleasantly.  “Short accounts make long friends,’ you know.” 
Gunner gazed at the fat Owl of the Remove. 
Thirty shillings was not a large sum to the Rookwood junior, and it seemed somehow—he could not quite see how— that he had bought that trike. Billy Bunter, at least, was taking it for granted. Gunner did not like to say that he would not willingly have been found dead on a machine like Methuselah. He reflected that it would carry him home, anyhow, and save him a long walk to a railway station. He groped in his pocket and produced a little Russian leather note-case, extracted a pound note and a ten-shilling note, and handed them to Bunter. 
Bunter’s little round eyes danced behind his spectacles. The two currency notes disappeared instantly into his pocket. 
“Good-bye, old chap!” he said. 
“Eh ?” 
“Fact is, I’m rather pushed for time.” 
“Oh!” 
Now that Gunner had bought the trike, Bunter was anxious for him to get off the scene. Matters would have been rather awkward had the Greyfriars fellows returned before Gunner departed. 
“Oh! Cheerio !” said Gunner stiffly, and he remounted Methuselah and snorted away on it. 
Bunter chuckled. 
There were thirty shillings in Bunter’s pocket, which meant a gorgeous feed for Bunter next time the walking-party passed through a town. And he had got rid of that beastly trike. Bunter had double cause for satisfaction. He was only anxious for Peter Cuthbert Gunner to disappear from sight before the Famous Five reappeared in the offing. The snorting and clattering of Methuselah died away in the distance, and all was still. 
Bunter chuckled again, and stretched his fat limbs to repose in the grass, under the shade of a tree. Bunter felt that he had done a good morning’s work, and he settled down to sleep the sleep of the just. 

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

Found In Unlawful Possession! 
“HALLO, hallo, hallo!”  
“My hat!” 
“Blessed if they’re not haunting us!” 
“The hauntfulness is terrific !”  
Harry Wharton & Co. were walking back to camp. Taking a short cut by a narrow lane that wound under shady trees, they came suddenly on two frowsy gentlemen who, by this time, were well known to them. 
Alfred Snooks and Bill Harris were standing under the trees in that secluded spot, on either side of a handsome Moonbeam bicycle. They were examining that handsome and expensive jigger with gleeful faces. The Famous Five, coming round a bend of the winding lane at a good pace, almost ran into the two vagrants. 
Messrs. Harris and Snooks stared round at them. 
“Blow me tight!” ejaculated Mr. Snooks. 
“Ny eye!” said Mr. Harris. 
“Stop!” said Harry Wharton. 
The Famous Five halted. 
“They’ve pinched that !”  said Johnny Bull. 
“Just what I was thinking,” said harry, “and they’re not going to stick to it.” 
“No fear !”  agreed Nugent. 
“The pinchfulness is terrific, and the stickfulness is not the proper caper,” concurred Hurree Singh. 
“Where did you get that bike, Snooks?” demanded Wharton. 
“It’s ourn!”  answered Mr. Snooks sourly. 
“You mind your own business,” said Mr. Harris. “What you butting in for, I’d like to know. Git out!” 
The Famous Five did not get out. 
The bicycle was a very handsome machine, looked nearly new, and had evidently cost not less than twenty pounds. That it could be the property of the two tramps was impossible. Evidently, they had been pursuing their avocation of cycle-thieves, and had picked up that handsome Moonbeam on their way. They were in the vicinity, on account of the old trike; but all was grist that came to their mill. 
“You’ve stolen that bicycle,” said Wharton unceremoniously. 
“Blow me tight! This here is my own bike,” said Mr. Snooks. “1 bought it and paid for it, honest.” 
“Where and when?” asked Harry. 
“That’s my business, not yours,” snapped Mr. Snooks. “You git out, and mind your own business. “T’ain’t yourn, anyhow.” 
“Nor yours “ said Harry. “You’ve tried to steal our tricycle, and now you’ve stolen somebody else’s bike. You’re not going to be allowed to keep it, you thieving rascal.”  
“No jolly fear!” said Bob Cherry emphatically. 
“Look ‘ere—-” hooted Mr. Harris. 
Wharton glanced at his chum. 
“They’ve pinched that jigger, at course,” he said. “The owner will be looking for it. We can’t let them keep it.” 
“I should say not!” growled Johnny Bull. “Let’s take it and them, to the nearest police-station.’ 
“Miles away,” said Bob. “Let’s scrag the rotters, take the bike, and hand it in at the first police-station we pass.” 
“Look ‘ere, ‘ands off!” roared Mr. Snooks, as the juniors drew nearer. “I keep on telling you that I bought this ‘ere bike and paid for it—” 
“Got the receipt?” grinned Nugent. 
“I ain’t got it about me this blessed minute,” admitted Mr. Snooks. “But it ain’t no business of yourn.” 
“We’re making it our business,” said Wharton. “Collar them, you men.” 
The next moment the two tramps were struggling in the grasp of the Famous Five. The odds were heavy against Messrs. Harris and Snooks; but they were extremely unwilling to part, if they could help it, with the plunder over which they had been gloating, when the juniors came on them. They put up quite an energetic scrap. 
But the sturdy Greyfriars fellows made short work of them. Mr. Harris found himself lying on the ground, with Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent sitting on him; Mr. Snooks, in the grasp of Wharton and Bob Cherry, was backed up against an oak tree, against which his head was banged with great vigour. 
Bang, bang, bang! 
Fearful yells proceeded from Alfred Snooks. 
“Ow! Blow me tight! Let a bloke go” he wailed. “You can ‘ave the bike! Blow yer, you can ‘ave it! Ow! Let a covey go !”  
Bang, bang! 
“Ow! ‘Elp! Ow!” 
Where did you get that bike? ”’ demanded Wharton. 
“Ow! Bought it fair and square from a young gent—yarooooogh !”  roared Mr. Snooks, as his hapless head smote the oak again. 
Bang, bang! 
“Now, where did you get that bike ?” 
“Ow! Pinched it!’ wailed Alfred. “I owns up—i pinched it! Ow!”
“Where did you pinch it ?” 
“Ow! About ‘arf-a-mile from ‘ere ! Ow!”  
“Whom does it belong to ?” 
“Ow! ‘Ow’d I know?” groaned Mr. Snooks, “A smart young gentleman left it agin a fence, while he went walk.ng somewheres, and we pinched it! Ow!  A You can ‘ave it! Ow!” 
Bang, bang! 
“Yoooooooop !“ 
Mr. Snooks collapeed at the foot of the oak, as the juniors released him. He sat there, rubbing his head in anguish, and groaning. 
Deep groans from Mr. Harris accompanied the groans of Alfred Snooks. Mr. Harris was lying in a state of breathless collapse in the dust of the lane, faintly requesting the juniors to “keep orf.” 
Bob Cherry took the Moonbeam. 
“Come on,” he said. “We’ll take it along to the camp—we may come across the owner looking for it, or, if not, we can take it into a police-station and leave it there. Good-bye, Snooks!”  
“Ow !”  moaned Mr. Snooks. 
The Famous Five went on their way, leaving the two frowsy vagrants groaning. Once more Messrs. Harris and Snooks had discovered that the way of the transgressor was hard. 
“Jolly lucky we came on those two blackguards,” remarked Bob Cherry. “This is a jolly valuable jigger. But they were after our trike, of course. My hat! We might have lost the trike!”
“Awful, if we had!” murmured Nugent. 
“Frightful!” said Johnny Bull, with deep sarcasm. 
“The frightfulness would have been truly terrific.” 
“Oh, rats !”  said Bob crossly. 
The juniors pursued their way. The lane ended in a footpath that ran beside a shady wood, on the other side of which was the camp where Bunter had been left with Methuselah. 
Bob Cherry gave a sudden start, and stopped. 
“Listen!” he exclaimed. 
Through the leafy wood came echoing sounds, from a lane on the other side, 
Clink, clank, jingle! Jank! 
“The trike!” exclaimed Bob.
 “Or a band!” said Nugent.
 “Cheese it, you ass! Somebody’s riding that trike !”  exclaimed Bob Cherry anxiously. “Perhaps I’d better cut through this wood—” 
“Trespassers will be prosecuted!” grinned Nugent. “For goodness’ sake, don’t be an ass! It can only be Bunter on the trike! Those tramps are a long way off, and behind us.” 
“Well, it can’t be Harris and Snooks this time,” admitted Bob. “But perhaps some other thieving rascals—” 
“Oh, rot! As if anybody in his senses would steal that trike” 
“Fathead!” 
Bob Cherry started again, It was not far to the camp now; the path wound round the corner of the wood into the lane where the walking-party’s camp lay. The sounds of Methuselah died away. 
Possibly it was only Bunter, passing the time by taking a spin on the trike. But Bob was uneasy.  Move 
“Look here, I’ll mount this jigger, and get off,” he said. “You fellows can follow. I’m rather worried about that trike.” 
“Right-ho!” said Wharton. “You won’t find it missing, old man.” 
“No such luck,” said Johnny Bull. 
Bob Cherry put a long leg over the Moonbeam bicycle and pedalled off. He went at a good rate. His comrades followed at a more leisurely pace; and in a couple of minutes Bob Cherry, going strong, was out of their sight. 

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

Gone! 

“Tain’t rising-bell !” gasped Bunter. 
Bunter was deep in the land of dreams, when he was suddenly awakened by the toe of a boot grinding into his fat ribs. 
“Wake up, you fat idiot !” 
“Ow! Keep off, you beast !“ gasped Bunter. 
He sat up and blinked at Bob Cherry. 
Bob, standing with his hand on a bicycle Bunter had never seen before, glared down at him with an excited face. 
“Where’s the trike?” he roared. 
“The—the trike?” stammered Bunter. 
“It’s gone !” roared Bob. 
“G-g-gone !” 
“Yes, you fat idiot ! Is this how you look after the camp?” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“Where’s the trike?” roared Bob. “It’s gone! Somebody’s taken it! Who’i taken it? Wake up, you dummy !”
Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles. How long the new owner had been gone with the trike Bunter did not know, as he had fallen asleep immediately after Gunner’s departure. But ho hoped that the Rookwood junior had been gone a long time.  The look on Bob Cherry’s face warned him that he had to be circumspect. 
Bunter’s fat conscience did not trouble him in the least about that transaction. But he did not expect Bob to see eye to eye with him in the matter. On the subject of Methuselah Bob was past reasoning with. 
“Who bagged that trike!” howled Bob. 
“How should I know?” argued Bunter. “Perhaps it isn’t gone.” 
“What?” 
“Sure you’ve looked?” asked Bunter. 
“You fat dummy—” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“Isn’t it big enough to be seen if it was here?” bawled Bob. “It’s been pinched. Have you been asleep all the time !”
“Never opened my eyes once,” said Bunter promptly. 
“I was dreaming about a feed in the dormitory when you woke me up, you beast! I dreamed that we had a bag of jam tarts—” 
“Did you see who took that trike” shrieked Bob. 
“How could I see, when I was fast asleep?” argued Bunter. “I was dreaming that we had a bag of jam tarts,and a bag of doughnuts—” 
“You fat chump!” 
Bob Cherry turned savagely away from him. If Bunter had been asleep all the time, obviously ho could give no information about the missing trike. And Bob had no time to waste. 
Fortunately he knew the way the trike must have gone. Those sounds that had come floating on the breeze through the wood told him. While the juniors were coming up the path on one side of the wood, it was clear that the trikc had been going down the lane on the other side. 
Bob put a leg over the bicycle again. 
“Bunter! Tell the fellows I’ve gone after that thief when they come in !“ he called back. 
“Oh, crumbs !” Bunter jumped up. “I say—hold on-hold on a minute while—” 
Bob stopped, staring hack at the fat junior impatiently. 
“What is it?” he snapped. 
“You—you see—” stammered Bunter, staring at the bicycle in dismay. 
How on earth Bob had brought a bicycle back to camp with him was a mystery to Bunter. It was horribly unfortunate. On that bike Bob was quite likely to overtake the trike if he went in the right direction. Methuselah might be going well. On the other hand, he might not. There was a lot of risk. 
“I say, where did you get that bike?” asked Bunter. 
“Fathead !” 
“Hold on !” yelled Bunter. “You’re going the wrong way.” Bob was going the right way for the trike, but undoubtedly the wrong way for Bunter. 
Boo Cherry paused again. 
“What do you mean?” he panted. “Do you know which way he went?” 
“Yes !” gasped Bunter. “Keep to the left—that path along the side of the wood—” 
“That’s the way I’ve just come, you born idiot ” He didn’t go that way.” 
“Oh, I—I mean—the other way— farther to the left—” 
“How do you know he went that way with the trike?” demanded Bob. “You said you were asleep when it was taken.” 
“I—I mean—” 
“Go and eat coke?” 
Bob Cherry drove at the pedals of the Moonbeam bike, and raced away along the lane by the wood. He was quite assured that Methuselah had gone that way, from the sounds that had floated through the wood. Billy Bunter blinked after him in dismay. 
“Oh crumbs !” he murmured. 
Bob was out of sight in a few moments. The Moonbeam bike was a good machine, and it fairly raced under him. Certainly if Methuselah was going strong with the gas on, the fastest push-bike was not likely to run him down. But with Methuselah you never could tell. At the best of times he was a little uncertain, and since his crash on the tow-path his uncertainty had been more uncertain than ever. 
“Beast!” murmured Bunter. “If he catches Gunner there will be a row. That beast will be sure to tell him I sold him the trike—and the other beast won’t believe that he pinched it when he finds it’s Gunner! Beast! Still, perhaps he won’t find him ” Perhaps he’ll come a cropper on that bike and buckle up the wheel or something.” 
And Bunter cheered up at that happy possibility. 
He was still standing blinking in the direction Bob had taken when a smack on the shoulder made him jump. 
“Ow !” howled Bunter. 
He blinked round at the Co. 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Where’s the trike?” asked Harry Wharton, glancing round. Methuselah was conspicuous by his absence 
“And where’s Bob?’ asked Nugent. 
“Gone after the trike,” said Bunter. “He makes out that somebody pinched it while I was asleep. Of course, I don’t know anything about it. I dare say it was those tramps. Harris and Snooks—” 
“It wasn’t,” said Nugent, laughing. “We’ve met them, and left them for dead about half a mile back.” 
“Mean to say you slept while some cycle-thief was starting up Methuselah and getting him away?” demanded Johnny Bull. 
“Like a top!” answered Bunter. “Never heard a sound. If you fellows think I had anything to do with it. you’re mistaken. As for selling the trike—” 
“Selling it!” yelled Wharton. 
“Yes, as for selling it, of course I wouldn’t. And, besides, nobody would be idiot enough to buy it,except Bob.” 
“You’ve sold that trike !” ejaculated Johnny Bull, staring blankly at the Owl of the Remove. 
“Oh, really, Bull? I’ve just said I haven’t—” 
“My only hat !”
“I know nothing whatever about the matter,” said Bunter. “Nobody’s been here—nobody at all. It’s hardly likely that a Rookwood follow would happen to come this way.” 
“You’ve met a Rookwood fellow?” exclaimed Wharton. 
“Nothing of the sort! I shouldn’t recognise him even if I did meet him, as it’s so long since I’ve seen him. In fact, I’d forgotten that his name was Gunner,” said Bunter. 
“Gunner! You’ve met Gunner of Rookwood?” 
“Oh, no? I was just saying I hadn’t. Look here, you fellows, if you’ve got a lot of rotten suspicions in your minds you needn’t mention them to Bob when he comes back. You know his rotten temper. He’s quite potty about that measly old trike, and if he knew I’d sold it—I mean, if he thought I had— he would kick up a vulgar row. I prefer to hear nothing more about the matter— nothing hatever!” said Bunter, with dignity. 
And the Owl of the Remove stretched his fat limbs in the grass again, to resume his interrupted nap. 
“Well, my hat!” said Nug8nt. 
“No good going after Bob,” remarked Wharton. “He will be making the fur fly on the bike. Better wait for him here. I’m ready for lunch.” 
“Same here !” 
“The samefulness is terrific !” 
The four juniors prepared lunch. Fast asleep as Bunter was, some instinct seemed to warn him that there was food about, for he woke up when lunch was ready. He cast an anxious blink round, and was greatly relieved to see that Bob Cherry was not in the offing. 
“That beast not back yet?” he said. 
“Good! I say, you fellows, I’m hungry. I dare say he won’t catch up the trike. It may go for once; or he may fall off that bike and crock himself, you know. It’s a rough road, and he was going like lightning! Might have an accident !” 
And comforted by that reflection, Billy Bunter devoted his attention to lunch. 

THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

Quite a Surprise! 

“THE villain!” 
Bob Cherry was going strong. 
“The scoundrel !” 
Those ejaculations told that the quarry was in sight. 
“The rascal !” 
Bob had covered a couple of miles on the bicycle, going, as Bunter had said, like lightning, when he sighted Methuselah. 
The lane had been left behind, and Bob was on an open road; and at the corner there were two ways to choose, and he dreaded that he had lost the track. Then the sound of Methuselah— like the music of the spheres to Bob Cherry’s ears at that moment—floated to him. Wild and weird came the sounds from along the road, and, as Bob knew that it could not be an American orchestra there, he knew that it must be Methuselah. So he turned in that direction, driving at the pedals like one possessed, and at last came in sight of Methuselah. 
Methuselah, it appeared, had slowed down—a way he had often! Now he had bucked up again—a way he had sometimes! But he was in sight—and now Bob only feared to see him put on speed! There was no doubt that when the old Dionysius trike was in good order he could go fast, and he had been in good order several times since he had come into the walking-party’s possession. But Bob drew hope from that accident on the tow-path. Since that crash Methuselah had not been himself. Bob quite unexpectedly found himself feeling glad, after all, of that meeting with the Highcliffe fellows on the Thames. But for Pon’s playful jape with the tow-rope, and its results to Methuselah, Bob might never have sighted the old trike again. 
Now he had sighted it, and was keeping it in sight. From ahead the clinking and clanking and clonking came musically back. 
Bob put it on! 
There were a good many vehicles on the road, and two or three drivers yelled to Bob as be flashed past. But he had no time to heed them. 
He flew! 
Ahead of him, clinking and clanking merrily along, was Methuselah, with a rather nicely dressed fellow in a Panama hat sitting in the saddle. 
Bob could not, of course, see the fellow’s face, and he had no idea that it would have been familiar to him had he seen it. Only he was rather surprised to see a cycle-thief such a well- dressed fellow. That Methuselah was ridden by a bona-fide purchaser, and not by a thief, naturally did not occur to Bob. He had no suspicion that Methuselah had been sold. He had no doubt that the trike had been pinched while Bunter was asleep. 
With a crimson face, streaming with perspiration, Bob drove at the pedals, blessing the good quality of the Moonbeam bike. That meeting with Messrs. Harris and Snooks had been lucky. But for that Bob would have been on foot, and Methuselah hopelessly beyond recapture. Really, it seemed as if bad characters had their uses in the world. Owing to the cycle-thieves, Bob was mounted on an excellent jigger. Owing to Ponsonby, Methuselah was in a crocky and cranky state, unable to beat the jigger in the race. Bob really had much to thank Harris. Snooks and Ponsonby for! 
He was gaining! 
The youth in the Panama hat was getting the best he could out of Methuselah. But it was a very second-best! Bob, riding as if in a race, gained and gained—slowly but surely. 
Methuselah turned from the road at last into a quiet lane that led out into the country. Bob spun round the corner after him. 
The lane was hilly. Methuselah, especially in his present mood, disliked hills. More slowly he ran, snorting painfully and spasmodically. Bob put all his beef into pedalling, and flew up the hill as if he were going downhill. Now he was gaining fast! 
He was tempted to shout “Stop thief!” but he did not. That would only have warned the cycle-thief to make more desperate efforts to get Methuselah to put on speed. So far the youth in the Panama hat seemed to have no suspicion whatever that he was being chased. Not once had he glanced back. No doubt his hands were full with the motor-tricycle. Methuselah was rather an exacting servant. 
Closer and closer came the whizzing bike, Bob’s face now like a freshly boiled beetroot, and perspiration trickling down his neck in streams. He was breathing in panting gasps. But he was closing in on the rider of Methuselah. 
A few minutes more— Tired as he was, breathless as he was. Bob had beef enough left to handle that cycle-thief when he got hold of him. The thought of getting hold of him, hammering him right and left, reducing him to something like a jelly, was quite exhilarating. 
Closer and closer whizzed the wildly driven bike, till Bob was only a few yards behind the motor-tricycle. Methuselah was gasping and groaning more than ever, irked by the hill. He had slowed down very considerably. Bob Cherry suddenly shot past him, jammed on his brakes, and leaped from the bicycle. 
Hi aching legs crumpled under him as he landed in the middle of the lane and he sat down. 
There was a startled exclamation from the rider of the old trike. 
“You clumsy ass !”
Bob scrambled up. 
“You rotten thief!” he panted. 
“Great Scott!” yelled Peter Cuthbert Gunner, as he was grabbed and dragged off the saddle. 
Methuselah whirled round into the hedge. 
He dashed his front wheel into the hedge and stopped there, throbbing and popping wildly, seeking to drive a way through. 
There was no rider on Methuselah now; no guiding hand on the handles. 
Gunner was rolling in the dusty lane in the powerful grasp of Bob Cherry. 
“Got you, you thief !” panted Bob. 
“By Jove!” 
Clatter! Crash! They rolled into the bicycle, which had fallen in the middle of the road when Bob left it. Therc was a wild howl from Gunner as the back of his head established contact with a pedal. 
“Yaroooooh !” 
“Now, you rotter—” 
“Oh, you clumsy ass!” 
“I’ll smash you—” 
“You’ll do what!” 
“Why—what—who—” Bob Cherry suddenly relaxed his ferocious grasp as he became aware of the identity of his adversary, Gunner. 
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“Great Scott! Bob Cherry !” 
“My only hat !”
“Oh, crumbs !”
The fighting juniors released one another. They scrambled to their feet and gazed at each other blankly. 
“Gunner!” repeated Bob, stupefied. “Gunner of Rookwood !“ 
“Bob Cherry!” gasped Gunner. “Bob Cherry of Greyfriars!” 
“But what the thump—” 
“What the deuce—” 
“What—what—what were you doing with my trike” gasped Bob. 
“Your trike !” gasped the astonished Gunner.  
“Yes—I—I—thought it was pinched— I—I thought I was after a cycle-thief.” stuttered Bob. “What the thunder” 
Gunner was about to reply when his eyes fell on the sprawling bicycle. He stared at it, stooped over it, and stared again, 
“Great Scott !” he ejaculated. 
“What were you doing with my tricycle?” repeated Bob. 
“You mean what were you doing with my bicycle!” replied Gunner, 
“Your bicycle ? ”
“Yes, you ass !”
“That’s your bicycle?” gasped Bob.
 “Sure thing !” 
“Well, my hat! W8 got it away from some cycle-thieves who had pinched it,” said Bob blankly. “So it’s yours?” 
“I borrowed it from the chap I’m staying with this morning,” said Gunner, picking up the Moonbeam. “It was taken away while I was admiring the scenery from a hill. I am very much obliged to you for getting it back for me. It will be quite a relief to get on it after riding that beastly, noisy, evil-smelling motor-trike.” 
“What?” 
“If you happen to be in want of a motor-trikc, old chap, I will make you a present of that,” said Gunner. “In fact, I will give any chap ten shillings to take it off my hands.” 
Bob stared at him. 
“What the thump were you doing with the trike?” he demanded. 
“Riding it, of course, ass !”
“Well, I know you weren’t stealing it now I know who you are,” said Bob. “But it’s rather thick to take away a motor-trike without asking leave.” 
“Eh?” 
“Well, isn’t it?” demanded Bob warmly. “You’ve given me five miles at top speed, in this blinking hot weather running you down. I call it jolly thick 
“I don’t understand. I was an ass to buy that trike from Bunter.” 
“Wha-a-a-t?” 
“But, you see, I’d lost my bike, and I was ten miles from home, and Bunter offered it for a mere song—bad as it is, it is cheap at thirty shillings—” 
You—you—you bought that trike from Bunter?” gurgled Bob Cherry 
“Oh, crumbs! I—I—I’ll—” 
“As a matter of fact. I wished afterwards I hadn’t ” said Gunner. “I 
thought the thing would give me a lift home, and then I could have given it away to somebody. But it won’t go.” 
“You bought it from Bunter ?‘ gasped Bob Cherry. “Oh, my hat! I’ll burst him I I’ll pulverise him! I’ll spiflicate him! I’ll—” 
But surely Bunter had a right to sell his own trike?” said Gunner. 
“It wasn’t his !“ roared Bob. 
“Wha-a-at?” 
“Thp fat villain! I’ll burst him! He told me it had been pinched while he was asleep—”
 “Eh?”
Methuselah was still throbbing and gurgling wildly in the hedge. Bob Cherry dragged him out. 
“You gave Bunter thirty shillings for the trike ?“ he asked. 
“I did!” 
“Well, I’ll get that from Bunter, as soon as I get back—and I’ll square you 
now,” said Bob, feeling in his pocket. 
“Not at all,” said Gunner. “You take the trike and I’ll be satisfied. It’s nice to be able to get rid of it.” 
“Oh, rats! You’ve got to take the money, fathead—here you are.” 
“Very well, if you insist.” 
“It’s a jolly good machine, you know,” added Bob. “It’s had some knocking about lately, but it’s a ripping jigger. Look here, if you’d like to run home on it, I’ll lend it to you.” 
“That’s good of you. Cherry,” said Gunner. “But I’d rather not.” 
“Well, all serene,” said Bob. “I’ll be getting back to camp.  See you again some time.” 
“I hope so,” said Gunner cheerfully. 
They shook hands and parted. Gunner, in great relief, mounted the Moonbeam bike and pursued his way home, and never had a push-bike seemed so delightful to him. Bob Cherry mounted Methuselah, and persuaded him from the spot—and, like the ploughman in the poem the ancient trike homeward plodded his weary way. 

THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

Bunter Bolts! 

“OH, crikey !” 
Bunter jumped. 
Fearful alarm was in his fat face. 
The sound that reached his fat ears, and caused him alarm, was not music, but was not, in itself, especially alarming. It was the c!ink-clank-clonk-snort-gurgle--jingle of an ancient motor-trike that had seen better days, and seen the last of them, unwillingly taking an ascent. It was, in fact, the voice of Methuselah—the voice that Billy Bunter had hoped, and expected, never to hear again—now echoing up the hilly bye-lane to the walking-party’s camp in the hot August afternoon. The peaceful summer stillness was shattered and obliterated as the voice of Methuselah, like the voice of the turtle of old, was heard in the land. 
Harry Wharton & Co., loafing in the grass and taking a rest while they waited for Bob’s return, rose to their feet as they heard the distant music of Methuselah. But, for once, Bunter was on his feet more quickly than any of the Co. He was up with a bound. 
“Oh, crikey!” he repeated. 
He looked down the hill. It was not a really steep bill, but Methuselah was taking it protectingly. More and more he seemed to be suffering from internal spasms, brought on by the crash on the tow-path. That lingering malady had been the cause of the trike’s recapture, and for that reason Bob had been feeling almost obliged to Ponsonby of Highcliffe. Now, as he wrestled with Methuselah on the slope, his feelings had changed again, and he longed to meet Cecil Ponsonby, in order to reduce that youth’s features to a state of pulp. Since leaving Gunner Bob—even Bob—had realised why Gunner had been glad to get back to his push-bike. 
Bunter, gazing at Bob from the distance as he came into sight, could not see the expression on his face clearly. Besides, the remarks of the other fellows enlightened him. They were blessed with longer vision than the Owl of the Remove, and they could make ing stunt,” said Bunter. “Pvc stood 
out the look of almost Hunnish ferocity on Bob’s speaking countenance
 “He’s got back the trike,” said Harry. 
“Hurray !” said Johnny Bull, with deep sarcasm.
“The hurrayfulness is terrific.” 
“He doesn’t seem to have the bike with him,” said the captain of the Remove. “But he’s got the trike ! Oh dear!” 
“Well, after all, we want it for the baggage,” said Nugent, as if making the best of a very bad state of affairs. 
“I say, you fellows—”
“Shut up, Bunter! We’re landed with that trike,” said Johnny Bull. “We’re going to have that trike with us all the vac— unless we die of it.” 
“Bob looks rather waxy !” grinned Nugent. 
The waxfulfulness is terrific,” “Ask me another I” 
“Looks as if he’d like to slaughter somebody.” said Harry. “I dare say he’s slaughtered the chap who took the jigger away. Sorry if it was a Rookwood man, as Bunter says—”
“Oh, really, Wharton, I said it wasn’t a chap—” 
“Well, let’s hope that we shan’t be called on to bail Bob out on a charge of manslaughter,” said Nugent. 
“Ha, ha, ha !“ 
“Keep an eye on him when he gets here,” said Harry, laughing. “He mustn’t kill Bunter! He can thrash him as much as he likes—” 
“Oh, really, you beast—”
“In fact, the harder the better. But—”
“I say, you fellows—”
“Shut up, Bunter! Save your breath —you’ll want it all for yelling when Bob gets here, and he’ll be here in five minutes now.” 
“Oh crikey !” 
“If you have tears, prepare to shed them in five minutes,” chuckled Nugent.
 Bunter gasped. 
Bob had recovered the trike, which indicated that he had overtaken Peter Cuthbert Gunner and had learned from him that Bunter had sold Methuselah. And he was coming back in a bad temper! In the circumstances, he could scarcely be expected to come back in a good temper. But the prospect was alarming. Already Bunter could feel the heftiest pair of fists at Greyfriars hammering on his fat carcass; he could feel his podgy person hurtling before the heftiest boot at Greyfriars or anywhere else. Bob was near enough now for Bunter to discern the expression on his face clearly, the look on his face. That look might have stricken terror to a stouter heart than William George Bunter’s. 
“I say, you fellows, I—I think, on the whole, I’m fed-up with this walking stunt,” said Bunter. “I’ve stood you fellows, and your selfishness, and your rotten bad manners, a long time; but there’s a limit. This kind of party isn’t exactly the class of holiday party 
that I’m accustomed to. Travelling with a putrid old trike like that is the limit.  I’m off.” 
“Wait and say good-bye to Bob !” suggested Nugent. 
“Ha ha, ha !”
“I decline to stay with this party another minute,” said Bunter firmly. “I’m fed.up with it. Bad manners and  selfishness all round. You haven’t even brought any jam back from Oxford, though I specially asked you to, I’m going.” 
“Bob’s got something to say to you before you go,” urged Johnny Bull 
“Hang on another five minutes. 
 “I refuse to do anything of the sort. You can tell Bob Cherry, from me, that he’s a dunderheaded chump, and that, when I see him at Greyfriars next term, I’ll give him a jolly good hiding. Now I shall want my fare home,” said Bunter. “Which of you fellows is 
lending me a couple of pounds?” 
“The whichfulness is terrific.” 
“Make it a pound,” said Bunter. “I can manage on that. Are you lending me a pound. Wharton?” 
“I think not.” 
“Are you lending me a pound, Inky ?” 
“The answer is in the esteemed negative. ” 
“Rotter! You lending me a pound, Bull?” 
“I don’t think.” 
“Pig! You lending me a pound, Nugent?” 
“Ask me another !” 
“Yah! Go and eat coke, the lot of you!” snorted Bunter, “If you think I need your measly loans, you’re quite mistaken. I’ve got money in my pocket, I can jolly well tell you. Yah !” 
And Bunter turned away. He had  thirty shillings in his pocket, quite enough to see him safely home. And he had a strong suspicion that when Bob arrived he would lose that thirty  shillings in addition to receiving the gets thrashing of his fat life. Obviously it was time for Bunter to go. Many times he had thought of shaking the dust of the walking party from his feet, and now he had finally decided on it. He was not only going, but going in haste. It was important to be well away from the spot before Bob Cherry reached it. 
Bunter had little to carry in his very small bag. He stayed only to shove in a few of Wharton s handkerchiefs, a couple of pairs of Nugent’s socks, a  necktie of Johnny Bull’s, and a few of Bob Cherry’s collars, and then locked the bag and departed. The juniors, watching Bob’s slow progress up the hill, did not observe Bunter packing, but they sighted him as he came out of 
the tent and started—in the direction opposite from that by which Methuselah and Bob were approaching. 
“My hat!  He’s really going!” ejaculated Wharton. 
“No such luck!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
“Good-bye, Bunter !” 
“Fare thee well, and if for ever, all the better, fare thee well !” sang Nugent. 
Bunter blinked back over his shoulder. “Yah! Go and eat coke, the lot of you! Beasts! Yah! I despise you! Pah!” 
And with that valediction William George Bunter scudded along the path by the wood, disappeared beyond the trees, and vanished from the gaze of the Greyfriars walking-party. And there were dry eyes in the walking party when he vanished. 
Clink - clank - clonk jingle – jangle!  Metuselah, more reluctantly than ever, came on, in a series of jerks and fits and starts. Close to the camp, Bob Cherry dismounted, shut off the engine, and wheeled the ancient trike the rest of the way. He arrived gasping for breath, gleaming with perspiration, and with a high complexion. 
“Where’s Bunter?” 
That was Bob’s first question. 
“You want Bunter?” smiled Nugent. “Yes,” gasped Bob. “Where is he?” But for the expression on Bob’s face, one might have supposed that Bunter was his long-lost brother. But Bob’s expression was not brotherly. It was anything but brotherly. But evidently he was longing to see Bunter—yearning to see him. 
“Where is he—quick?” 
“Gone !”
“Gone?” yelled Bob. 
“The gonefulness is terrific.” 
“You silly chumps!” roared Bob. “What did you let him go for? I was going to smash him into little pieces! Why didn’t you keep him here for me?” 
“My esteemed and infuriated Bob, he—” 
“Which way did he go?” bawled Bob. 
“Which way did he go, you men?” grinned Wharton. 
“I wonder!” chuckled Nugent. 
“Will you tell me which way he went?” howled Bob Cherry. 
“No, old chap,” said Wharton soothingly. “There are some things it’s better for a fellow not to know—and that’s one of them. We don’t want Bunter burst all over Oxfordshire,” 
“Look here, you silly ass—” 
“You got back the trike all right, old chap,” said Nugent. “We’re awfully— hem!—pleased to see it safe back.” 
“That fat villain sold it to a Rookwood man !“ snorted Bob, “Sold it for thirty bob! I gave Gunner the money, of course, when he handed it over. I’ve got to get it back from Bunter.” 
“Oh, my hat!” 
“What did you do with the Moonbeam bike?” asked Johnny Bull. 
“Hang the Moonbeam bike! It was Gunner’s bike, as it happened, and I handed it back to him. Never mind that. Where’s Bunter ? ”
“Gone from our gaze like a beautiful dream !” said Nugent. “never mind the thirty bob—we’ll whack that out, It’s worth that to get shut of Bunter.” 
“What-ho !” said Johnny Bull. 
“Well, that’s so,” admitted Bob. “But hc sold the trike—sold it to that Rookwood man—sold it, you know! l’nt going to smash him !” 
“He won’t over sell it again,” said Wharton soothingly. “He’s gone. Be thankful he’s gone, and don’t worry about anything else. Look here, your lunch is ready—scoff it, and let’s get on.” 
“Can’t get on this afternoon !“ grunted Bob, 
“Eh—why not?” 
“The trike—” 
“Oh, dear !” 
“Oh, don’t be an ass! The trike’s never got over that crash on the towpath. It’s got to have a thorough overhauling. I’m going to make a thorough job of it this time, and it will take at least all the afternoon. You fellows had better make up your minds to it. Now let a fellow have something to eat. I’m famished ! And don’t jaw !”
The Co. gazed at one another. Bob Cherry gave his attention to a belated lunch. Billy Bunter had gone, but it was clear that the walking-party were not to go. A “thorough overhauling ” of Methuselah was not a light task, not an easy task, and not a rapid task. It was likely to last at least until nightfall and to bring out time very worst traits in Bob Cherry’s character. The Co. resisted the temptation to seize Methuselah, roll him down the hill, and hurl him into a ditch. They had resisted many temptations of that kind with Methuselah, and they were learning wonderful self-control. 
“Well, we’re for it,” said Wharton. 
“What about another walk round Oxford while Bob is pottering with that vile jigger?” 
“Let’s!” said Nugent. 
Bob Cherry rose from a hurried lunch. “You fellows had better take a walk, ” he said, “You haven’t sense enough to help—and you’ll only worry me, cackling around like a lot of geese. Go somewhere and do something,” 
“Like us to take a walk to Oxford?’ asked Wharton, smiling. 
Splendid ! Come back as late as you can.” 
And the four juniors sauntered away in the summer afternoon, leaving Bob Cherry sitting in the midst of disentangled parts of Methuselah, oily and grubby and hot and perspiring, and in a mood to wish that Methuselah was alive—in which case Bob assuredly would have been guilty of cruelty to trikes. 

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

Pie for Ponsonby I 

CECIL PONSONBY grinned.
 It was not a pleasant grin. 
“Oh, what a little bit of luck !” he said softly. 
Gadsby and Monson, Drury and Vavasour agreed with Pon. It really was an undreamt-of stroke of luck, 
Four of the Highchiffe fellows, at least, had been very half-hearted in that expedition. Ponsonby, however, was leader, and Pon had his way. Ponsonby & Co. were looking for the Greyfriars walking-party. Pon was on the trail of vengeance. Pon had declared that, travelling with such a thing as that antiquated trike, the Greyfriars party couldn’t have got very tar away.  He declared that everybody must have noticed the trike and remembered it, so it would be easy to track it down.  His comrades feared that he was right. They were looking for the Greyfriars party — but Monson and Gadsby, Drury and Vavasour were rather anxious not to find them. They did not see any use in finding them.  The Greyfriars fellows had licked them once, and could lick them again—easily ! They had been licked enough! So what was the use of taking the trail of vengeance?  But Pon was obstinate. Certainly he did not want another licking.  He had hopes of catching the enemy separated, or at some disadvantage— hopes which his followers considered delusive and born only of Pon’s fierce desire to revenge himself on the Greyfriars fellows. 
But Pon had proved to be right. For the antiquated trike had been run down, and the walking-party’s camp was in sight.  Late in the summer afternoon the Highcliffians sighted it—coming on it quite suddenly as they turned from a road into a dusty lane. And only one fellow was there! Bob, in shirt sleeves, oily and grubby, was labouring at Methuselah, who looked like a jig-saw puzzle. Parts and pieces and portions of Methuselah surrounded Bob. And any observer might have supposed that all the King’s horses and all the King’s men could never have put Methuselah together again. Bob, however, was working away with great determination, evidently hopeful. Hope springs eternal in the human breast. 
He was alone! Pon & Co. could see that. The tent was standing, but the flap was open, and they could see that it was empty. It was quite a lonely spot — fields on one side, woods on the other, no house within the range of vision. Nothing, from Ponsonby’s point of view, could have been better. 
Ponsonby grinned —and his comrades grinned, too. They had been hoping that they would not find the walking-party. In these circumstances, however, they were quite pleased to come on the walking-party’s camp. They were quite able to handle Bob, with his comrades far away, and Bob was the member of the party that they desired most to handle. Really this was a stroke of luck for the heroes of Highcliffe. 
“The rotter’s on his own !” murmured Ponsonby. “Muckin’ about with that putrid old trike—the others have left him to it!” 
“Shows their sense !” grinned Gadsby. “That’s the rotter who gave me a pink eye !” said Ponsonby venomously. Just the one I wanted to catch, out of the whole gang !” 
“We’vo got him now!” chuckled Monson. 
“Absolutely !“ grinned Vavasour. 
Bob, busy with Methuselah’s various parts, had no eyes and no ears for the Highcliffians. Pon made his companions a sign to be silent, and they advanced behind Bob. Five to one as they were, they did not neglect the advantage of a surprise.  Even against such odds, Bob was likely to get in a few telling blows if he had a chance. And nobody wanted to stop them.  
They trod softly on the grass behind Bob, and were quite close to him when Gadsby trod on some trailing portion of Methuselah, and there was a jangle. 
Bob looked round. 
“At him !” hissed Ponsonby. 
Bob was half up when they leaped on him. 
He went down with a crash, the five Highcliffians sprawling over him and grasping him. 
“You rotters !” roared Bob. 
“Keep him down !” 
“Sit on him!” 
Ha. ha, ha !” 
Bob Cherry struggled furiously. He got one arm loose and landed out one terrific punch. It took effect on Gadsby’s nose, and Gadsby went over backwards as if he had been shot. 
But four pairs of hands imprisoned Bob, and he was jammed on the ground, sat on, and secured. 
“Hold him!” gasped Ponsonby. “We’ve got the ruffian now! Here, Gaddy, get somethin’ and tie his hands while we hold him!” 
“Ow! Ow!” came from Gaddy. “My nose! Ow! Wow !” 
“You ass! Get somethin’—” 
“Woooh! My nose! It’s smashed! Ow! My nose! Wooooooooooooh!” 
Gadsby sat and nursed his nose with both hands, and moaned. But four fellows were too many for Bob. Monson held his right arm, Vavasour clung to his left, Drury sat on his chest, and Ponsonby jerked off one of the ropes from the tent, and Bob’s wrists were 
dragged together and tied fast. Then the Highcliffians breathed a little more easily. 
“Safe now !” said Brury, getting off Bob’s chest. The next moment bc pitched over with a wild howl as Bob lunged out with a boot. 
“Tie the beast’s legs !” gasped Vavasour. “He’s kickin’ !”
There was another struggle, and Bob’s legs were bound. Then he lay helpless in the grass, glaring at him foes. - 
“Ow, ow, ow !” said Drury, rubbing the place where Bob’s boot had landed. “Ow! Ooooooh! Ow!” 
“Wow !“ moaned Gadsby. “My nose! Wow !” 
“Where arc the other cads?” asked Ponsonby, grinning down at Bob Cherry’s furious face. 
“Find out!” 
“I say, they may be comin’ back, you know,” remarked Vavasour, with an uneasy glance round. “We—we don’t w ant a shindy with them.” 
“We don’t,” agreed Ponsonby. “But it won’t take long to rag the camp!  Have that tent down, and shy the baggage all over the place, while I look after that trike.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
Bob Cherry, wriggling savagely in his bonds, looked on with an eye of fury. He was helpless to intervene. The tent was dragged down and pitched over a hedge. Bags were emptied, their contents scattered far and wide. Everything that the Highcliffians could lay hands on was mercilessly ragged. The supply of petrol was poured away, the cooking-stove jumped on, crockery smashed, and cutlery hurled in various directions. That was bad enough, but as Shakespeare has said, thus bad begins, but worse remains behind.It was the fate of Methuselah, that cut Bob deep. 
At a careless glance, it might have been supposed that Methuselah could not be broken into more pieces than Bob had already taken him into. But the Highcliffians soon proved that he could. Crashing blows and grinding jerks soon told on Methuselah. In a short time he was in more pieces than could have been easily counted. Hi- wheels were separated, divided into as many fragments as they were divisible into, the saddle ripped and torn, the carrier smashed, the inlet pipe twisted out of shape, the ignition tube wrenched bodily off, the pedals smashed, the wry framework rendered shapeless. Bob had said that the old motor-trike needed a thorough overhauling. There was no doubt that he was getting it. 
For ten minutes or so Bob Cherry found some solace in telling the Highcliffians what he thought of them. But he was silent at last, gazing with grief at the ruined trike. Bob had great faith in Methuselah, and in his own powers as a mechanic, but even bob could not hope to get Methuselah all in one piece again after that. It was all up with Methuselah! 
Methuselah was a shapeless heap on the ground when the raggers had finished.  They had finished with Methuselah, but they had hot finished with Bob. 
They gathered round him, grinning. 
“Sorry now that you punched a fellow’s nose?” asked Ponsonby genially. 
“You rotters!” gasped Bob. “If I could get my hands loose—” 
“Better go while the going’s good,” murmured Monson. 
“I say, we’d better clear,” said Vavasour. “If those ether beasts should come back—” 
“Wait a bit !“ said Ponsonbv. 
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He emptied the oil-can over Bob’s hair as a final mark of attention, Then the grinning Highcliffians departed. Bob was left squirming in the grass, in the midst of the ruin they had wrought. 
They chuckled as they turned the corner of the wood and left the camp behind. Undoubtedly Ponsonby had scored this time! A surprise awaited Harry Wharton & Co. when they returned to camp. All the Highcliffians wanted now was to be well off the scene before that return happened. 
They walked away rather quickly. Two frowsy and unkempt gentlemen, coming along the path by the wood, passed them. Ponsonby & Co. took no heed of the two tramps, and Messrs. Harris and Snooks lounged on their way. 
About a quarter of a mile farther on the Highcliffians turned into a road that led to the river. 
“Oh, gad !” exclaimed Monson suddenly. 
Four figures, sauntering up the road, came in sight. 
“Those Greyfriars cads!” 
Ponsonby & Co. halted. Harry Wharton & Co., strolling homeward in the sunset, sighted them. They came on, but the Highchiffians did not wait for them to come up. 
“This way!” said Ponsonby. 
And he turned off the road into a lane, and his comrades promptly followed him, and they proceeded at a run. 
Harry Wharton & Co. smiled as they vanished, 
“That’s Pon’s crowd,” said Johnny Bull. “They don’t seem to want to meet us again.” 
“The wantfulness is not terrific, ” remarked Hurree Singh. 
“I thought they’d gone on up the river,” said Harry. “Well, we don’t want any more rows with them. Let them rip.” 
“My esteemed chums,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,thoughtfully, “I noticed observefully that the excellent and execrable Gadsby’s nose was terrifically swollen and fiery. Those S teamed rotters have been scrapping with somebody. If they have happened on our absurd camp—” 
“Oh, my hat list exclaimed Wharton. “If they found Bob on his own—” 
“Let’s go after them,” suggested Johnny Bull. “We can give them a jolly good hiding on spec.” 
“Let’s get on to the camp and see if anything’s happened,” said Harry.  And the four juniors, changing their easy saunter for a rapid trot, set out swiftly for the camp 

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

The Prize! 

“BLOW me tight!” exclaimed Mr. Snooks, in astonishment. 
And Mr. Harris, equally astonished, made an appeal to 
unknown powers to strike him pink, 
Bob Cherry glared at them. They stared at Bob Cherry. They stared at the wrecked camp, and at the remnants of Methuselah. Never had the two frowsy vagrants been so astonished in all their frowsy lives.  
“If this don’t beat cock-fighting!” said Mr. Snooks. 
“I believe you!” gasped Mr. Harris. 
“What do you rotters want?” growled Bob Cherry. 
The question was rather superfluous. He knew what Mesers. Harris and Snooks wanted. They wanted Methuselah. However, they were welcome to Methuselah now, so far as Bob was concerned. Bob, at least, had no further use for the jumble of remnants that lay in the grass around him, 
Mr. Snooks, recovering from his astonishment, chuckled. 
“This ‘ere is luck, Bill Harris,” he said. 
“Not ‘arf!” said Mr. Harris. 
“Didn’t I tell you we’d get a chance at that trike, if we kept on arter it?” demanded Honest Alfred. 
“You did, Alf! And you was right.” 
“‘Ow did you got fixed up like that, mister?” asked Mr. Snooks, grinning down at the Greyfriars junior. 
“Find out!” grunted Bob. “Let me loose, and I’ll pay you for your trouble.” 
“You’re all right as you are, sir,” smiled Mr. Snooks. “You’ve got rather a ‘eavy ‘and when you’re loose, sir.” 
“Wotto !” chuckled Mr. Harris. “Ducking a bloke !“ said Mr. Snooks indignantly. “Ammering a bloke! You stick there and be blowed to you.” 
“Somebody’s mucked up that trike a bit, Alf.” 
“More than a bit,” said Mr. Snooks. 
“Owsumdpver, that don’t ‘urt—whoever it was, has saved us the trouble of getting that blinking tube off of it. ‘Ere it is, Bill!” 
“Let me loose, you rotters!” bawled Bob Cherry. 
“Not ‘arf” 
Alfred Snooks sorted the old discoloured ignition tube out of the wreck of Methuselah. 
He held it up, grinning. 
“‘Ere it is, Bill !” 
‘Urray!” said Mr. Harris. 
“Leave that alone, you thieving rotters !“ growled Bob. 
“I don’t think,” chuckled Mr. Snooks. “Why, we been arter this ‘ere for weeks an’ weeks! Now we got it.” 
“We ‘ave!” concurred Mr. Harris. The two rascals fairly gloated over the old tube. Mr. Snooks took out a pocketknife, and scraped it. A bright gleam caine through the discolouration of the old metal. 
“Genooine, what?” said Mr. Snooks. “Look at that, Bill !” 
“I believe you, Alf!” 
Bob stared at them, almost forgetting his wrath, and his exceedingly uncomfortable situation, in his surprise and curiosity. So far as Bob could see, that old bit of tubing was worth no more than any other remnant of the dismantled trike. Yet the two vagrants were fairly gloating over it, as over a pearl of price. 
“Only a covey what had worked in the old Dionysius factory, twenty years ago, would ‘ave knowed anything about this ‘ere, Bill,” said Mr. Snooks. “I dessay that trike’s been through a lot of ‘ands, and nobody knowed. They don’t put this stuff into trikes or bikes nowadays, Bill.” 
They don’t !“ grinned Mr. harris. “You sure it’s the right stuff, Alf!” 
Mr. Snooks sniffed contemptuously. 
“Don’t I know ?” he jeered. “Didn’t I ‘elp build them old trikes ? ”
“They wasn’t all done the same,” said Mr. Harris. “Only the first lot, Alf.” 
“Ain’t there a blinking number on the blinking machine, and didn’t I spot the blinking number on it, when it was outside that blinking shop at Lantham?” said Mr. Snooks. “I tell you, Bill, this ‘ere is one of the machines that ‘ad the platinum tubing put into it.” 
‘I spose you know. Alf.” 
“Blow me tight if I don’t!” said Alf. Bob Cherry stared blankly. The word “Platinum “ struck him with amazement. If that old bit of tubing was made of platinum, it was worth a lot of money. But how could it be so? It seemed to Bob that he was looking at a pair of lunatics. Messrs. Harris and Snooks had trailed the bike for weeks in the belief that that old ignition tube was made of one of the most valuable of metals—a metal more valuable than gold. It was a sheer impossibility, so far as Bob could see. 
Many a time had the juniors wondered what on earth of value the two tramps could see in that old trike. Again and again they had discussed the mystery of Methuselah. But certainly it had never occurred to them for a moment that one of Methuselah’s parts was made of a precious metal. 
“Twcnty-five quid for us, Bill !” said Mr. Snooks. “Mind you, more’n that, if we got our rights! But it ain’t easy for the likes of us to sell a lump of this ‘ere stuff! But I know a cove who will ‘and out twenty-five quid on it, and make as much for ‘imself when he passes it on! And there may be more of these old Dionysius trikes knocking about, Bill— worth jest as much as this—if a covey knowedwhere to lay ‘ands on them.” 
“What the Moses did they put that stuff into it for, Alf?” 
“It was cheaper in them days,” said Mr. Snooks. “It’s gone up enormous since the War. Course, it wasn’t exactly cheap then—but they could put it in at that time, what with the price it was, and the price they charged for the machine. Fur as I can make out, there was over a ‘undred of them jiggers made with this stuff used in the ignition tube —and if a covey could get his ‘ands on the other ninety-nine, Bill—” Mr. Snooks gave an ecstatic sigh at the idea. 
“Well, let’s ‘ook it,” said Mr. Harris. “We got it, and so let’s,’ook it. I can’t think ‘ow that young covey got fixed up like that there; but his friends will be coming back sooner or later—” 
“Ook it!” agreed Mr. Snooks. 
He sorted a newspaper out of the wreckage of the tent, and wrapped up the old ignition tube, and tied it with string. Bob Cherry watched in silence. Amazing as the thing was, he realised that it must be true—somehow or other, either by design or mistake, that valuable metal had been used in the construction of the old Dionysius tricycle—and Mr. Snooks, who had worked in the Dionysius factory in those ancient days, knew the secret. No wonder the honest man had been wildly excited when he spotted the old trike outside the cycle shop at Lantham—no wonder he had trailed it over several counties during the Greyfriars walking-party’s summer tour! With a prize like that at the end of the trail, it was not surprising that Honest Alfred Snooks had kept to it like a bloodhound. 
Bob wriggled furiously in his bonds: 
Owing to Ponsonby & Co., the prize had fallen into the hands of the two frowsy rascals! They were about to walk off with it, and Bob was powerless to intervene. 
“Oh, you totters!” gasped Bob helplessly. 
“We’ll ‘ave to be leaving you, sir,” said Mr. Snooks. “Ope you’ll ‘ave a good time, sir, a-wriggling there like a blinking worm, sir.” 
“You rascal!” spluttered Bob. “Oh, you rotter!”
“Don’t lose your temper,” admonished Mr. Snooks. ‘Bad for a young gent to lose ‘is temper.” 
“You—you—you——” 
“Come on, AIf,” said Mr. Harrii. 
“I’m arter you, Bill!” 
Stopping only to tweak Bob’s nose in a playful sort of way, Honest Alfred Snooks followed his frowsy friend from the camp, the wrapped-up tube under his honest arm. 
“Oh!” gasped Bob, writhing with fury. “Oh, crumbs! Oh, my hat! if those silly asses would only butt an—” The sun was sinking low; really, it was time for his friends to be back. Bob had sarcastically told them to come back as late as possible; but he would have been wildly delighted to see them now. In the faint hope that they might be within hearing he shouted at the top of his voice as Messrs. Harris and Snooks loafed away. 
“Help! Help! Stop thief! Help!” 
Bob’s powerful voice carried far and wide. It followed Messrs. Harris and Snooks, like the bellow of an enraged bull, as they disappeared round the corner of the wood. 

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

Exit Messrs. Harris and Snooks! 

“HARK!’ 
“My hat!” 
“That’s Bob!” 
Evidently, there was trouble at the camp. 
After sighting Ponsonby & Co., the chums of the Remove had lost no time on the way back. They were coming along the path by the edge of the wood, at rapid trot, when from the distance wild shouts reached their ears. 
“Help, help, help! Hurry up, fatheads! Hallo, hallo, hallo! Stop thief!” 
It was Bob Cherry’s voice—still distant, but easily recognisable. it came from beyond the corner of the wood where the camp lay. 
“Bob’s in trouble,” exclaimed Wharton. “Put it on.” 
“The troublesomeness seems terrific,” remarked Hurree Janiset Ram Singh. 
“Put it on” 
The chums of the Remove broke into a rapid run. They had been going fairly fast before—now they flew. Those wild yells from the distance showed that the trouble was serious. 
It was rather a puzzle—for if Ponsonby & Co. had been at the camp they were long gone. Whatever might have happened then, it was long over. 
“Those tramps, perhaps—” gasped Johnny Bull. 
“My hat! That’s it !” exclaimed Wharton. “They’ve come on Bob alone —and—for goodness’ sake, put it on !”
The four juniors ran their hardest. Wild yells were still coming from the direction of the camp, as yet out of sight beyond the trees, it sounded as if Bob was in bad trouble; and if he was struggling in the hands of the tramps, he certainly needed help. Seldom had Harry Wharton & Co. covered the ground so quickly. 
They came round the corner of the wood at full pelt. 
Crash! 
Bump!
There was a sudden collision. 
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As the four juniors came round the corner from one direction, two frowsy figures came round from the other. 
The meeting was unexpected and violent. 
The two parties crashed together, and every one of them went staggering to the ground. 
“Ow, blow me tight !” howled Mr. Snooks. 
“Strike me pink !” wailed Mr. Harris. The parcel under Mr. Snooks’ arm crashed to the earth. Mr. Snooks himself crashed, and for the moment quite forgot the precious parcel. 
“The tramps—” yelled Frank Nugent. 
“Sock it into them !” 
“Give them jip!” 
From the camp, Bob was still roaring. Why he was roaring now, the juniors did not know, as the tramps had left the place. But they did not bother about that for the moment.  They were bothering Messrs. Harris and Snooks. 
Several encounters already had the walking-party had with the two tramps, and each time they had tried to impress upon them that it would be wiser to keep their distance. This time they made it quite clear. They were fed-up with Harris and Snooks, and they guessed that the two rascals had been doing some damage at the camp— and probably to Bob, judging by his roaring. So they pitched into Harris and Snooks right and left. 
“Bang them !“ roared Johnny Bull, as he clasped Alfred Snooks round the neck, and got his frowsy head into chancery. 
“Smash the rotters !” shouted Wharton. 
“The smashfulness is terrific,” panted Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who was hammering Mr. Harris’ features with vigour and vim. 
‘Ow! ‘Elp!” “Leave orf!  Let a bloke alone! Leave orf !” 
“Blow me tight !” 
“Oh, ‘oly smoke !” 
The two tramps put up a fight, as hard as he could. But the four excited juniors were much too much for them. 
They felt that Harris and Snooks wanted a lesson, and they gave them one—hard! 
Blows rained on the yelling tramps; they were punched and pummeled, and thumped and banged, till they hardly knew what was happening to them. 
Mr. Harris, tearing himself sway at last, with closing eyes and streaming nose, bolted for his life. 
Spluttering and gasping, Mr. Harris ran like a rabbit, and disappeared in the distance. 
Mr. Snooks, still held, was struggling and wriggling frantically. 
Thump, thump, thump, thump! 
“Ow! Leave on “ shrieked Mr. Snooks. “You can ‘ave the blinking thing—I ain’t got it! Leave orf! Blow me tight! Oh, leave orf !“ 
Thump, thump, thump! 
“Ow! Will you leave a covey alone?” raved Mr. Snooks. “Ow ! My nose!  Oh, my eye! Ow, my ‘ead! Ow! Ow!”
Not till they were breathless did tho juniors leave off. Then, as Mr. Snooks, gasping, scrambled up, Johnny Bull’s boot smote his trousers, and Mr. Snooks received a start aud fled. Not even a glance did he give to the precious parcel lying on the ground. Mr. Snooks had no chance of getting away with that— he was oniy too glad of a chance of getting away with himself! He tore away after his vanishing friend.  
The horizon swallowed Messrs. Harris and Snooks, and the panting juniors turned towards the camp. From the camp still came the roaring of Bob Cherry. 
Harry Wharton picked up the parcel Mr. Snooks had dropped. What it contained he did not know, but obviously it was something stolen from the walking-party’s canp. With the parcel in his hand, the captain of the Remove ran on, his comrades at his heels. 
“Help! Stop thief! Help !” Bob was still yelling. 
“Bob, old chap—” 
“My hat!  What—” 
With a rush, the four juniors arrived in the camp and beheld the wreckage there, and Bob Cherry sprawling in the midst of it. Harry Wharton dropped the parcel and ran to Bob. 
“What the thump—” 
“Get me loose—quick!” gasped Bob. 
In a few moments he was free. 

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

Unexpected Riches! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. stared round the wrecked camp. The state of Methuselah did not worry them very much, But the state of the rest of their property was distinctly exasperating. 
“Did those two tramps do this?” exclaimed Wharton. 
“No, Ponsonby and his gang have been here—” 
“Oh, my hat! If we’d known—” 
“I suggested going after them and giving them a hiding !” remarked Johnny Bull. 
“They’ve jolly well wrecked the place !“ said Nugent, “Look at poor old Methuselah !”
“They’ve done for the trike,” said Bob. “Jerked it to pieces under my eyes! Next time I meet Ponsonby—” 
“But what were you yelling for?” asked Johnny Bull. “You sounded as if you were being murdered at least.” 
“I thought you silly asses might be near enough to hear me,” snorted Bob. “Harris and Snooks have been here since those Highcliffe cads left, and they found me tied up. They’ve stolen the ignition tube off the trike.” 
“But what—” 
“That’s what they were after all the time,” hooted Bob. “It’s made of platinum, and it’s worth pounds.” 
“Platinum!” yelled the juniors. 
“Yes—that’s why they’ve been after it all the time. Snooks knew, because he was employed at the works where they made them years before the War. Can’t you understand now? They’ve robbed us of a thing worth about thirty pounds I” 
“No they haven’t; we’ve got it back!” said Wharton. 
“What?” 
“Here it is !”
Wharton ran to the parcel he had dropped on entering the camp and picked it up. 
“Here it is, fathead !” 
“Oh !” ejaculated Bob. 
The parcel—so carefully wrapped up by Mr. Snooks—was unwrapped again. The juniors gathered round it eagerly. All eyes were glued upon the ancient tube as it was revealed. 
It did not look valuable. But where Mr. Snooks had scraped it a gleam showed through the discoloration. With great excitement the chums of the Remove examined it. 
“If it’s true—” said Nugent. - 
“It’s true all right, fathead,” said Bob. “That man Snooks knew what he was talking about. It wasn’t the trike they wanted—-it was this old tube! That fathead Bunter suggested that there was something valuable hidden about the old trike, but we never guessed that it was part of the blessed old thing made of a precious metal. Look here, we’re in funds for the rest of the hols. now.” 
“If—” said Johnny Bull dubiously. 
“No ‘if’ about it,” said Bob decidedly. “Look here, we’ll chuck the walking tour for a bit—get off with this tube before something happens to it. Anyhow, we should have to find something to carry the luggage now Methuselah has gone west. We’ll pack the things—what those Highchffe cads have left of them—catch a train at Oxford, and then—” 
“And roll in filthy lucre!” said Nugent. “Let’s! My hat! Won’t Bunter be sorry he bolted !“ 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
And so it was settled. 
What was worth salving of the wrecked baggage was packed and transported to the nearest railway station, and the Famous Five took the train. Generally the Famous Five were sufficient unto themselves, but in the case of the platinum tube they realised 
that an older head was needed. Late that evening they arrived at Wharton Lodge—much to the surprise of Colonel Wharton, who was still more surprised at the tale they had to tell, and evidently dubious about the value of that old tube. 
But the next day Colonel Wharton took the matter in hand, and when he returned to the Lodge later it was to hand out the handsome sum of thirty-two pounds, which when divided amounted to exactly six pounds eight shillings for each of the members of the Co. 
Whereat they rejoiced greatly. 
“I think I told you that trike was a big bargain when I made you fellows back me up in buying it,” remarked Bob Cherry. “What do you say now ?” 
And the chums of the Remove admitted that it was so, and they resumed their walking tour in great spirits, without the motor-trike, but much bucked by the happy solution of the mystery of Methuselah. 
THE END. 







