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Bunter Expects!.
“ RAKE, old chap—""
D :‘( {Suzz off!” . "
'm expecting—"
“ Bow-wow !’
‘“ A postal-order—"'
 Rats!”’

“For five bob!" eaid Billy Bunter

calmly..
Jack Drake and Dick Rodney were
wheeling out their bicycles, when

William George Bunter stopped them in
the gateway of Greyfriars. The two new
juniors ot Greylriars were going for a
spin  that sunny February afternoon.
But the Owl of the Remove was think-
ing of a far more important matter than
a bicyele spin.

* Bound to come by the afternoon
post,” said Bunter, blinking at them
through his big -spectacles, with a look
of owlish seriousness. ** Or to-morrow
moining by the latest. If you wouldn’t
mind lending me——""

** Now, look here, Bunter!” said
Drake, in measured toues. ‘* We haven't
been long at Greyfriars. But the first
thing we heard of when we came was
your postal-order. It’s the chief thing
we've heard of ever since. We're fed
up on that postal-order. See?  Drop
a1 -

¢ Oh, really, Drake—-"

“ Drop it!"” said Rodney.
CGive it a rest!  It's worn out!
another new chap comes!"

** Ob, really, Rodney—-"' .

** And now get out of the way!" said
Drake.

1 say, you fellows—-"'

“ Do you want me to wheel this bike
into you?"" demanded Drake. ;

“T say, old fellow, that postal-order

Drake wheeled his bike on.

As Billy Bunter did not move, the
front - wheel came into sudden contact
with his portly person—suddenly and
forcibly, There was a how! from Billy
Bunter, and he sat down.

< Oh!Y’ .

¢ Chuck it!
Wait till

“Take a rést, old barrel!” said

Drake.
“Ow! . Yow! I'm hurt!” roared
Bunter, “ Help!"'

“ Droke!” Loder of the Sixth came
in at the gates. " Drake! What do you
mexan by pushing your bicycle at
Bunter "’ .

1 meant to push him out of the way,
Loder,”" answered Drako coolly. :

** Yow-ow-ow !’ roared Bunter. The
arrival of a prefect on the scene was a
sufficient hint to Williamm George to
make the most of his injuries. * Yow-
ow! My leg's broken! Ow!"

* Stop!"' snapped Loder, as the two
juniors were passing on. There had been
trouble alrpady between Drake and the

- bully of the Sixth, and Loder did not
mean to lose this opportunity:  You

fags must keep your horse-play within
limits, as you will find. Take a hun-
dred lines. Drake!’

“ Look here, Loder—'

Loder raised his hand.

“ And go back and write them out al
oncel” he said, 5

Jack Drake looked rebellious. Billy
Bunter, forgetting‘ for -a moment that
he was seriously injured, grinned.

“ Come on, Drakel”  whispered
Rodney; and Drake, with feelings too

deep for words, wheeled his bike in
again.

Loder walked on loftily.

Billy Bunter got on his feel, and
emitted a fat chortle.

“He, he, he! Serve you right!”
Drake and Rodney put up their
machines, and repaired to I\'o..3l Study.

The bike spin was unavoidably post-
poned; the command of a Sixth Form
prefect was law.

Jack Drake’s handsome face was very
grim as ho sat at the study table and
around out his lines. Rodney sat in the
window-seat and waited for him to
finish.

‘““ Rotten hard luck, old chap!” said
Rodney sympathetically. °* Loder's had
his eye on us, and he was glad of a
chance,”

Drake grunted.

“It was that fat owl's funlt! Dother
him and his blessed postal-order! Ii he
i@z}ys!‘postal-order to me again I'll burst
mn:

Drake’s pen travelled over the paper
at a great rate. .

But a hundred lines were a hundred
lines; and it was some time before Drake
was rcady to take them to Loder's
study.

When he arrived there with his impot,
Loder was not there; and he left them
on the table. Then he rejoined his chum
and they went for their bikes.

i blessed hour wasted!” growled
Drake. . .

“T say, you fellows—""

Bunter blinked into the bike shed.
“ Are you asking to be slaughtered, you
fat chump?”’

“ My postal-order will——""

Drake saized a bike puiap and made a
ju{pp at“}he fat junior,

wi

Billy Bunter fled.

The chumns of the Renove whaelod out
their machines. and this time there was
no stoppage. Thoy mounted in the road,
and pedalled away towards Triardale.

There was a thoughtful expression on
Jack Drake’s face, and a glimmer in his
eves.

 That fat idiot i3 growing a bore with
his blessed postal-order,” he said. ‘' He

{never knows whon to stop. I've got an

Pulling
Bunter’s

“ @lear off!” roared Drake, as Billy|.

-]

idea.”  ¥e chuckled. * Let's slop at
‘the post-office in Friardale, Rodnev.”

“The post-office? What for?"

“To get some postal-orders.”

Rodney stared at his chun:,

‘“ What the thump do vou want poslal-
orders for?"” he inquired,

““ For Buuter,"

“ Bunter!” eguculaled Rodney.

““Yes; he's been expecting a postal-
order 5o long, that it’s a pity he shouldn’t
get one,” said Drake, laughing.

“ You ass—"'

“Only a tanner ono——"

“ Qh "

“ Payable al an office a good distance

from Greyfriars

** Ha, ha, ha!”
“ It will be wordh while watehing lis
face when he get: it,”" said Drake.

“ Here we are!™

He jutuped off his machine outside the
village post-office. = His purchases were
soon made, and a few minutes later was
dropred in the box.

Billy Bunter had heen expecting a
postal-order for a long, long time. And
~much to his astonishment—he us
going to receive one at last!

The Postal-Order That Came!

“ A NY letters for me, Wharton?"

A Billy Bunter asked that

guestion .the following day, after

morning lessons.  Harry Whar-

ton and Co. were looking over the rack

for-letters, when the Owl of the Remove
rolled up.

“ Ixpecting a postal-order, Bunuty!"
asked Bob Cherry, with deep surcasm.

Bunter nodded.

“You've hif it, old_ chap.,”” he au-
swered. * From gue of my titled rela-
tions, you know—""

* The marquls or the duke?" asked
Johnny DBull. ,

"**The baronet,” answered DBunter
calmly. “ A very wealthy old fellow,
who's shown me a lot of ki.vff}ness 7%

¢ Unremitting  kindness!”  suggesied
Bob humorously.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” -

“ Kxactly,” said Buunler, quite in-
sensible to Bob Cherry’s playful pun.
“Sends me no end of remittances. Is
that letter for me, Wharton?""

“ By Jove!” exclaimed Whartow.
“ There 1s a lelter for Bunter. Here

you are, Tubby!”

Billy Bunter canght the letter eagerly.

Bunter had stated so often that he was
expecting a postal-order, that he almost
beiteved  the statement himself. He
jabbed a fat thumb into the envelope and
tore il opern.

¢ Gather round, my  infanisl” ex-
clatmed Bob Cherry. *‘ Prepars to Dbe-
hold Bunter's postal-order. If you have
tears, prepare to shed them row!"”

“ Oh, really, Cherry—""

“ Break it gently, Bunter!" chuckled
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;\'uge'pt-. “Den’t show it to us all at
cnee I ¥

© If “you fellows think there isn't a
postal-order in this letter——"’

“ We know there isn't, you spoofin
porpoise!” . growled . Johnny = Bull
*“ Don't you understand yet that that
chicken won't fight 7>

“I say, Wharton, will you—-"

¢ No!” said Harry Wharton, without
waiting for Buster to finish.

* Why, you beast, you don’t know yet
what I ‘was asking{”’

** Yes, I do,” cﬁucklcd the captain of
the Remove. “ You want me to cash a
postal-order that's coming by the next
pest 1™

I want you to cash the
that's in this letter !’ roar

Ha, ha, ha!”

** Oh, that’s a different matter!” said
Harry Wharton, “ Hand out the postal-
order, and I'll hand out the cash. But
" the postal-order has to be handed oul
first &’ 5

The Famous Five chuckled.

They had not the remotest idea that
there was any postal-order in Bunter's
letter; as Bob Cherry would have said,
the age of miracles was gast.

To their amazement, William George
Bunter drew a postal-order from the en-
velope. There was no letter inside; but
undoubtedly there was a postal-order.
'The Famous Five stared at it as Bunter
beld it up triumphantly in his fat paw.
Bob Cherry leaned on the wall and
breathed heavily.

** Fan me, somebody!"” he murmured.

‘* He—he—he's gol a postal-order!”
babbtled Nugent. *“It’s come!™

" The comefulness is terrific!” gasped
Hurrece Bingh. O day worthy to be
marked with a white stone!”

** A—a—a stal-order!””  stuttered
Wharton.  “ Bunter’'s got a postal-
order! My only hat!”

Bunter grinned gleefully.

He had alreadz noted tzat the postal-
order was for the princely suin of six-
pence, and that it was payable in Court-
field—which was a good long walk from
Greyfriars. It was very doubtful
whether Billy Bunter would have under-
taken that walk for the sum of six-
pence.

But sixpence, without the walk, was
very welcome, .

~Oysez! Oyez! Oyez!” roared Bob
Cherry, in a formidable voice. ** Walk
up, gents! Come and see Bunter's
postal-order! The only one on record!
Ogez! ! Qgez!”

* Ha, ha, ha!’ :

There was a rush of Removites to the
spot. .

* Bunter—".

** A postal-order!"” gasped Peter Todd.

o4 Gamxfnon 5

‘. b‘mo !1’

I say, you fellows, I've told you a
lot of times I was expecting a postal-

order—"'
chuckled  Squiff.

stal-order
Bunter.

“You - have!”
“ Quite a lot of times! Millione of times,
in fact!”

** Billions!"" said  Ogilvy.

“ Trillions!” chuckled Russell.
“ It—it’s only for sixpence,” said
Bunter. ‘ Hand out the tanner, Whar-

you've agreed to cash it.’
y sixpence!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “1Is the duke hard up?”’

“ Couldn't the viscount squeeze out
mora than a tanner?”’ raid Nugeut.

** This is rather mean of the marqnisa!*’
said Johnny Bull, shaking his head.

Harry Wharton felt in his pocket for
a sixpence. He veceived the postal-
order in ‘exchange.

“Hallo! This dashed thing is pay-
able in Courtfield I’ he exclaimed. ‘“I'm
not going to Courtfield for a tanner!”

Bunter chuckled.

ton, please;

““ Just as you like about that,” he eaid
airily. * Thanks for the tanner!" v

And William George Bunter: rolled
away cheerfully, to expend thet small but
useful coin at Mrs,
with. .
Harry Wharton staved ai the postal-
order in great disgust.

“ Have it framed, and hung u
common-room !’  suggested ﬁ
major. ““ Keep it as a curiosity,”

Drake and Rodney came up, smiling.

“ What's the news?” asked Drake.
;' Has Bunter get a  postalorder at
ast 1"’

“ Ha, ha! Yes!? .

“ Tanner—payable in Courtfield!” said
Harry Wharton. *‘ Anybody like to give
me fourpence for itf”’

“Youl!" exclaimed Drake.

“I—I've cashed it for Bunier—hefcre
1 saw it—"

' Ha, ha, hal”’ roared Rodney.

Drake jumped.

““ Oh, you ass!” he exclaimed. * Lot
of good a fellow spending sixpence on
gulh_ng Bunter’s leg, with asses like you

utting in and spoiling the joke!”

“ You!" howled Wharton.

“ Did you think it came from Bunter's
uncle, the duke, or his cousin, the ear] #**
snorted Drake.

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bo that accounts for the milk in the
coconut I’ chuckled Bob Cherry. “ Under
the cires., it’s not worth framing.”

“I'll give you threepence for \it, and
try again,” said Drake.

““ Done!” said Wharton, laughing.

And the )]);stal-order chauged hands.
Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was enjoying
himself—to the extent of sixpence. = Mra.
Mimble knew him too well to allow the
account to run as far as sixpence-half-
penny.  Bunter came along to dinner
with a’satisfied smile and a smear of jam

in the
oléover

on his fat face. So far, the Owl of the
Remove had had the best of the joke—
therc was no doubt about that.
b T St
A Nice Afternoon For Bunter!
s SAY, you fellows—"’

l It was Saturday morning, and
the Remove had been dismissed
by Mr. Quelch. Harry Wharton

and Co. were discussing the football
match that was to take place that after-
noon, in the interval before dinner, when
the Owl of the Remove joined therm.

I think I told you fo.h«)\\s I was ex-

peeting o postal-order,”  remarked
Buater, Dlinking at the Famous Frve.

“I think you did!” assented Bob
Cherry. )
“The thinkfulness is terrific, my

3

esteemed fat Bunter,’

“ Well, it’s come!”

“ Again!"’ chuckled Bob.

“I dor’t know what you mean by
again, Bob Cherry. I suppose you know
that get remittances lf‘:u'et(y often.
Will one of you fellows cash it for me?”*

“ Where's it payable?’ asked Whar-
ton, laughing.

* Oh, quite near——"

“ Let's see it—-" :

“It's only for sixpence—"' zaid
Bunter. - .

© Hallo, hallo, hallo! Ts the duke still
going in for economy 7’ exclaimed Bob.

‘ Oh, really, Cherry——"

“ We'ra not cashing any ‘morae postal-
orders,” said Harry Wharton, with a
shake of the head. “ Ask Drake.”

1 say, yon fellows, you might oblige
a chap!” urged Bunter. * I can't walk
to Courtficld, can 17"

“ Why can’t you?’’

“Well, I mean I don't want to. And
—and my bike’s out of order. Yoa
know you refused to mend it for me,
Bob Cherry. You can’t deny that I
asked you several times. I pointed out
to 3}0!} at the time that yon weré
seilish” .

»

imble's shop forth-| fi
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SWhy can't gou mend' your. ovn
bike?’ boomed Bob Cherry,” -

“Ita no good -yelling at 8 chap be-
cause he mentions that you've acted :el-
shly. You’ve landed me now withoug
a bike, and I think you ought to casi
this postal-order for me.”

‘“Go and ‘eat coke!”
Cherry, - .- ;

“I say, Nugent, you're nof a seifish
beast like Bob Cherry—will you——"

“My dear chap, I’'m worse than
Bob " answered Nugent. ~ *“ Bol's only
said no, and I'm going to kick you as
well.”’

** Yarooooh I

Billy Buuter beat a rapid retreat,

snorted Boh

with the sixpenny postal-order still
clutched in a fat finger and thumb.
Bunter had already hawked {hat

postal-order up and down the Remove,
without finding any takers,

Everybody in the Remove, excepting
Bunter, knew whence it had come—only
the Owl remaining in blissful ignorance.
Nobody saw- any reason why they should
make the journey to Courtfield Post
Office instead of Bunter—in fact, Bunter
was shocked at the amount of selfishiess
he encounteved that morning in the
Lower Fourth Form at Greyfriara.

Mrs. Mimble, at the tuck-shop, woulil
not look at it. -It was payable to W. Q.
Bunter, at' Courtfield Post Office, and
Mrs. Mimble declined even Bunter's
offer to accept a threepenny tart for it.

Bunter came in to dinner with a
frowning brow. ‘

It really was hard lines, he felt, that.
when his postal:order had arrived at
last, it shiould prove to be a white
elephant in this way. He anathematised
the sender for not making it pavablo in
Friardale.  Who the sender was he had
no idea—it was the second time he had
received a sixpenny postal-order un-
accompanied by a letter, and he did not
even krow that it was the same order,
Its arrivgl at all was rather mysterious
—but Bunter did not give much thought
to that. His thou gts were occupied
with the problem o? exchanging it for
current coin of the realm to the valu:
of sixpence.

After dinner he joined Drake and
Rodney as they went ouf, and caught
the former by the sleeve.

“Drake, old chap, I suppose you've
got a tanner about you——-="

* Several!” anawered Drake.

“ Will you—~>

i NO 1?)

“ You might give a chap a tanner for
a lanner order!” said Bunter, reproach-
fully. “Look here, T'll take fivepence.”

“You'll take a dot on the boko if you
don’t let go myv sleeve.”

‘“ Fourpence!"” said Bunter
ately.

Drake chuckled. Evident'y Willtam
George was far from guessing that he
was speaking to the sender of the postal-
order.

‘“Not a merry brown!” szaid Drako,
“Walk to Courtfield—it will do yon
good.”

“T ecan’t! T—I'm lame to-day,” said
Bunter. ¢ T—T hwrt my leg ir a [fail
from my hike vesterday—-"

desper-

“Go on your bike, then,’™ -sail
Rodnev.
“Can’t! It's crocked—-I haven't been

able to uze it for weeks.”

*“Ha, ha ha!”

“Blested if I see anything to cackle
at. Look here, Drake, you bike down
to Courtfield for me, and I'll stand you
half the postal-order. There!”

“ Buzz off, vou fat bluebottle.”

“ Beast!”

Billy Bunter rolled out into the quad
in a_state of troubled and gnxicus
thought.
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It began to look as if he would have
to negotiate the three miles to Court-
he[d sersonally, or {ose that remittance.

rifted round- to the bike shed to

Iﬂuk at his bike—but he shook his head

. over it hopelessly. It was indeed in &
hopeless state ; a bike could not be

neglected for - whole termns without get-

ting rather ‘““rocky.” With one pedal

gone, and ithe other twisted, with a

break in the chain, and one burst tyre,

the bike did not look useful for a six-

mile apin.

““I—I wonder if I could borrow a

bike ! murmured Bunter, glancin ng
round at the stands. * There's Ugll\ry 8
—that’s a rather nice machine—" He

lifted Ogilvy's bike off the stand. !t
was sheer ill-luck for Bunter that Robert
Donald Ogilvy came in just then 1o take
out his machine.

** What are you doing with my bike?"
roared Ogilvy, in a voice resembling
that of the Great Huge Bear in the
pantomime.

Bunter jumped, startled, so suddenlr,

that he let FD tho mac‘hma, and it went |

with a terrific crash to the floor.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. I—I say—

T—1 was only going tn mend a puncture
for you. old chap——"'
. Ogilvy stared a moment at his curled-
up machine, and then leaped at Billy
Buntor: Bunter dodged him.frantically
round the bike shed, and two or three
more machines went over as fled
among them. But Ogilvy canght him at
the door. :

““ Taka that

“ Yooop!"

“ And that—-"'

“ That’ was Ogilvy's boot, and the
Seottish junior seemed to be ‘inder the

nnpression that he was kicking for goal

fmm midfield.  Billy Bunter's roar
would have put the famous Bull of
Rashan to the blush.

“Yarcop! Help!”

< And 11’1):.1——-!”

“Yow-ow-ow !’

Ogilvy landed Bunter outside the shed
with the last drive, and went to pick up
his machine.  William George Dunter
tottered away. He was feeling hurt. In
the quad he came upon the Famous Tive
gomp; down to football.

‘T saw, you fellows, will one of youl

leind oy "

i

“ A foctball-boot?’ asked Bab Cherry.
“ (Certeinly! Stand steady—why, the
silly azs has cleared off."’

Skinner of the Remove was mounting
Lis bike "ar the gate, and Bunter, as he
spotted Lum, bore down on him at full
=peed,

“ Skinner! I old
&-!mp-——"

* Bow-wow " said Sl..umer

(‘a«lung any postal-orders

—I want a lift into CdlllﬁEIu——-

¢ My bike doesn’t carry two tons,’
answered Skinner pleasantly.

. ¢ I say, old chap, you mght give me

a lift behind,” s«‘u(%1 Bunicr. per=uasively.

I simply must get to Courtfield. I—
I'I! hold on, you know——""

‘' Well, get on!” said Skinver unez-
pe du{l_-,

* Thanks, old chap.”

Skinner grinned. He had not the
itest intention of carrying Bunler's
i=irific weight behind him on his bicvele;
wdead, he was not at all sure that the
Like would kave stood it. But he had
no aobiection to expending a few minutes
in pulling Bunter's leg.

Bunter got one foot on the fool-rest.
nnd took twold of Bkinncr’s shoulders
from behind Skinner started before
Bunter's ¢thuer foot was ready., The fat
junior swaved to and fro, as ho was
drageged awarv from the wall by the aid
of which ke had mounted.,

“Hold or:!" he gasped.

say, Skinner,

“I'm not

"

#ii

“ You hold on!"” said Skiuner.

“ I'in not—yow—zafe yet—"

he Dear mel"

¢ 8top, you beast—""

£ That‘s all right—you're as cafe as
Eou re going to be, old nul.)” said

kinner agreeably; and he proceeded
to make his bike wobble.

¢ Beast!” yelled Bunter. % Lemme
get down.”

“ Who's shop;:in you?' inguired
Skinner, *“* You'll be down aoon, dear

boy. I'm expecling you to go any
minute.”

“ Yarooh."

Bunter went !

Unfortunately for the practical joker
in front of him, Bunter fastened a de -
perate clutch on Skinner's hair, as he
went.

So 8kinner went too!

There was a crash of the bicycle, and
Bunter and Skinner rolied on the hard,
unsympathetic road together.

Bunter roared, and Skinner howled.

“Yow-ow-ow! I'm killed!”

¢ You fat idiot!"” shrieked Skinner.

Ly 911, dear! My back's broken!”

“ And now your neck's going to be
broken !’ hissed Skinner.

Skinner was damaged, and Skinner
was furious. He staggored up and
hurled himself at Billy Bunter,

Thump! thump! thump! thump!

o Yooop ! Hel Murder! Fire!
Thieves!" yelled Bunter. .

Thump! l]mmp thmp !

“There!"” r.'aspod Skinner.. “Now 1
foel better.” And Skinner, feeling
bati.er, assembled his machine and rode
off

Bunter sat in the road and roared, and
was still gasping long afier 8ki ne: w's
out of sight. He did not nlam‘ er upon
Iiig feet again til he sp-ited 10 ler and
Carne, of the Sixth, come out #t th
Edlmlml gates, and start towards Court-
eld,

Then Bunter gained the perpendi-
cular with an effort, and intercepted the
two great men of ihe Sixth.

¢ 1—I say, Loder—"" he began.

“ Hallo!” grunted Loder, looking

Benter got one foot on the
Skinner s{arted before Bunter’s other foot was ready.
“ Hold on | be gasped.

1id. EVERY TUESDAY. b

down at the dusty Owl with great dis.
favour.

“ You—you're going to Courtfield,
ain’t you, Loder?”

“ What the thump does it matter {o
vou?’ smapped Loder, greatly incensed
at bem% questioned 'by & fag of the
Lower Fourth,

“I—I say, “will you take a postal-
order for me, and c- -c-cash it at the post-
office in Courtfield, Loder?”

Loder looked at him.

For a moment or two he could scarcely
believe his ears. He—Gerald Loder, of
the Sixth Form—a prefect of Greyfriars
-—was asked to perform an errand for a
Remove fag! It was time for the skies
to fall? ™

“ Will I—what ¥’ stuttered Loder, re-
covering the use of his voice at last.
“Will I—by gad! No, I won't fag for
you, Bunter—not quite! But T'll give
3—}0u£ thundering good hiding for your
choek I .

Loder had a walking cane gn his
hand, and he proceeded at on:’:e‘ﬁ enit
the action to the word.

His cane rang round Bunter's fat cir-
cumference.

¢ There—and there—and there—"

“Ow! Wow! Yahl Beast! Oh,
erumbs !’

Bunter dodged and ran for his life.
Loder followed him a few paces, making
active play with the cane.

The Owl of the Remove dodged in at
the gates and sprinted, He did not stop
till he had put the quadrangle between
himself and Loder of the Sixth. For the
next hour or two, William (George Bun-
ter was chiefly occupied in rubbing
various parts DF hig fat person where he
felt a pain, and mumb[iwng dolorgusly.
And the postal-order was still nusashed !

The Borrowed Bike!
ACK DRAKEL came into the junior
J common-room after tea, with Rod-
ney, and smiled at the sight of
William George Bunter. Buntey
was sealed in an arm-chair by the fire,

“I'm pot—yow—sal

slowly but surely finishing a large chunk

foot-rest, and took hold of Skinner's shonlder from behind.

The fat %e or nwnyei to and fro,



of toffee. The toffec had been a laige
chiunk—but Bunter had travelled through
it—and he was lingering over the ie-
mains with relish. Drake and Reoduney
had been out of gates that afternoon,
rambling on the cliffs, and both.of them
were interested to kunow how the QOwl
of the Remove had progressed with his
unnegotiable postal-order:

Bunter blinked at them through. his
big spectacles sourly.

%ruke gave him a cheery nod.

** How's the postal-order getting on:”
he asked.

“ Which one?”’ asked Bunter care-
lessly, “I got such a lot of postal-
orders. you know-—with my rich rela-
tions, &

‘“'The tanner one,”’ said Rodney.

“Oh, that! That's cashed.”

‘“ Walked to Courtfield after
asked Drake with a smile.

Bunter shook his head.

. ““Ha, ha! Did you mend your bike?”’

“% did not!" answered Bunter with
dignity. “T would have, but Toddy
refused to let mo lizve his new tire to
pnt on it—gou know you did, Toddy

&l

=1 did, old pippin,” assented Peter
Tadd.

* And Rus:ell raised a mean objection
io my taking a pedal off his mac iine.
said Bunter. ““ He knew I needed a
vew pedal. The selfishness of some fel-
lows makes me i}, it does veally. I had
to borrow a bike to go to Courtfield,”

* Must be some awful ass about if
anybody lent you a bike,” commented
Pruke. “ And did rou survive tlie six
miles on a bike?”

** Only three to Courtficld {"

‘““But you had to come back, didn't
vou, asa?”?

“T got 2 lift in the curiier’s ecart
coining back, luckily,” said Bunter,

“My hat! The carrier took you and
vour bike on  board!” ejaculated
Kodney. )

“Oh, no! I didn't tell him I had a

hike, or he mightw’t Lave given me a
lift,”” said Bunter sagely. *“ I put the
hike behind a hedge just outside Court-
tield, when I saw the ecarriet’s cart
coming along.’?

Drake stared. .

“ And you left it ihere?”’

“ Left it there?’ rcpeated Bunter.
“Of course! What else was 1 to do
with it, I'd like to know?”

“You left a bike on the rosz:d, all on
its own!” exelaimed Bob Cheriy. -~
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“T suppesa | couldn’t sit down there
and watch it, could 1?7 asked Bunter
sarcastically.

* My only hat!” said Harry Whaiton.
“Well, the fellow who lent you his bike
knew what to expect, I suppose. Ten to
one some tramn will come along and
nationalise it.”

“If it's pinched, that's not my fault,”
said Bunter. *'1 asked at least a dozen
fellows to go ta Courtfield for me. The
all refused. They can’t deny it. ¥ wach
my hands of the whole affair.”

“ Well, a wash would do ’em good!”
commented Rodney.

‘* Oh,-really, Roduney—"

Jack Drake chuckled.

“Well, I mnever thought any «chap
would be ass enough to lend yon a bike,
Bunter,” he remarked. ““If I had I
shouldn't have wasted sixpence in seid-
ing you a postal-order.”

Bunter started.

“You sent it he howled.

“ Yes, ass! Not your uncle, the duke.”

“Not  your cousin, the marquisl®
chuckled b Cherry.

“‘ Little ‘me!” grinned Drake. I

thought a walk to Courtfield would dot

you good.”

“ You awful beast—that’s why it was
made paysble in Courtfield, was iti”
said Bunter warmly. “ Why couldn’t
vou lend me the tanner and save all
the trouble you gave me?’?

‘“Ha, ha, ha!

“T call it inconsiderate,” c.id Bunler,
““and inconsiderate fellows always have
to suffer for it. If you lese wour
bike—-"

* Lose my bike !’ repeated Drake.

“Well, Wharton says some iramp

may pinch it i

“Mum-mum-my  bike!’  stuttered
Drake. “ You—you eaid row'd bor-
rvowed a bike—"

“Yes; I borrowed yours.”

Jack Drake seenied transfixed. Appai-
ently he found it difficult to realise that
Billy Bunter had taken out his bike,

without permission, and had left it
stranded on the Courtfield Road. ;
“ You—you—you—"" he gasped.

“ You—you took my bike—and—and left
it on the road to save the trouble of
riding it home—"

“Well, I'd bad a couple of upsets,”
said Bunter. *“One of the pedals was
twisted, and the chain had come off. 1
suppose you don't think that I'm going
to slog about riding a bike with a
twisted peda!, do you? But I shouldn't

behmxx-m'z'sed. Some fellows are so sel-

Bunter did not stop to finish,

Jack Drake was rushing upon him
with a faze of thunder, and Bunter had
Just time to whip out of the armchair
and avoid the charge.

“I say, vou fellows, keep him off !”*
yelled Bunter, as he fled round the table.
“What's the matter? I haven’t done
anything, have I? Yarooooh.”

Drake came round the table after him
like greased lightning, amid shrieks of
laughter from the Removites.

But fear lent Bunter wings.

He Jodged out of the common-room
and fled for his life, with the enraged
owner of the borrowed bike foaming on
his track.

Tha wild chese went on up the stair-
cese—and then came a sound of a fall
in the Remove passage—and a continual
heavy sound as of someone beating o
carpet.

But it was not a carpet that was being
beaten |

Judging hy the wild yells of woe, it
was Biily Bunter.

It was not till Wingate, of the Sixth,
came up the stairs, two at a time, ash-.
L plant in hand, that the carpet-beating
ceased. Then Jack Drake went to look
for his bike—and Billy Bunter crawled
into his study and collapsed in the arm-
chair. And for a good hour afterwards,
Bunter’s voice might have been heard

uttering  ejuculations, and his ejacu-
Iattons were chiefly:

“Wow! Wow! Wow!"

. . . - «

Fortunately, Jack Drake found his bike
ore a tramp found it. He had 1o
wheel it home, as it was too dark for
repairs, bikes generally needed repairs
alter Bunter had used them, and Drake's
wag no exception. en he arrived with
it at Ureyfriars, he had the pleasure of
receiving a hundred lines from My,
Quelch ?or absence from calling-over.
Pxactly who had the best of the
postal order joke Drake could not quite
decide—but the Removites generally
agreed that it was not Drake. Thero
were, a8 Bob Cherry remarked, mor:
)rxicks than ha'pence in pulling Buntexr's
cg.
THE END.

Another grand long story of -Greyfriars
Sehool next week.
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Certainly Neot!
Mother : ** Tommy, how did you gef
sour face =o dirty "’

Tommy : “ T have heen playing foot-
ball. mother.”
Mother ; ™
lace, do you? 3

ommay : “* Well, mun. you can’t play
without{ it."- -Mconey Prize awarded te
Miss Befla Moore, R.S.0., Derby.

The Auctioneer and His Cigars.

A lusty-luuged auctioneer was holding
forth in the market-place of a small town.
Taking up a box of cigars lie shouted :

“You can’t get betier, gentlomen., I
don’t care vhere you go you can't get
better!”

* No,” replied a eynical voice from the
crowd, “*you can’{.” 1 smoked one last
week, and I'm not belter yei.”-—Money
Prize awarded to- Reggie McComb, 1,
{Edfnberry Gardens, Crumliin Road, Bel-
ast.

You don't play with your

This Wins Our Tuck Hamper!
‘Extraordinary!

A youth owned a small shop, and
his father. visited him and said

** Jack, you need a new blind for
your window.”

. I cannot afford one,”’
the son.

‘About a week later the father
again called on his son, aud thiv
tune he saw a new an expensive
blind up at the window.

“ Where did you get yonr blind
from?” he asked.

* Oh!” replied the =cn. T put
a box for the Blind on the
counter.””—Tuck Hamper awarded .
to N. B. Menin, 17, Cherryburn
Gardens, Fenham, Newcastle-on-
Tyne.

roplied

When more than one reader sands

R TUCK HAMPER COMPETITION!
PRIZES FOR ALL CONTRIBUTIONS PRINTED ON THIS PAGE.

For the best storyette printed on this page a hamper crammed tull of deliolous tuck will be swarded.
will be given for ail other contributions used.
prize is awardad to the first read. Remember your ioke should be wriiten plainly on

Herald,’”” Qough House, Gough Square, London E

Money prizes
in the eame acceptable storyette, the
8 postcard, and addressed to ‘* Boys’

.C.4.—Editor.

Real Irish.

Pat had been sentenced to fourteen
days’ hard labour. On the first night of
his imprisonment he was heard knocking
violently on the warder's door.

“ Well, what do you want?’ demande
the warder.

‘ Plaise may I go home?’ asked Pat.

“No, certainly not,” answered the
warder. **I thought you were given
fourteen duyst”’

* Bhure, cor, T was, but the magistrate
eaid nothing about the nights!"—Money
Prize awarded to Master Aidan Daws, 17,
Adelaide Street, Dereham Road, Nore
wich, Norfolk.

. True, O King!
Berna=d Glyn : ““ The quickness of (ha
band deceives the eye.”’

Harry Noble : *“ And sometimes black-
ess it, 1oo. old sport!”’—Maoney Prize
sent to Riss E. M, Warren, 42, Ponsenby
Avenue, Belfast. . A



