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ER'S UP TO HIS TRICKS AGAIN—Ins

BILLY BUNT
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says. 1f there's anything in I,
Bunter must have a;f)'cnt his infant
days langhing himself into hysterics,
He still cackles quite often, chiefly at
the misfortuncs of others; but most
of his time is spent in growing fat—
chiefly on the tuck of others!

T thonght a cheery word on the
subject of laughter would be a
idea for this issue. FPeople MUST
langh to clear their minds. If you
haven't a sense -of humour,- you
become narrew-minded and  hard.
Laughter is a mental tonie, and make
no mistake; our minds need langhter
to keep them healthy, just as our
hodiez need food.

In the last few ycars the world
zeems o have become veéry grim.
“The times arc out of jommt,™ as
“hakespeare puls it. And some people
ar¢ heginning to get the idea that
humour is merely stupidity, and that
a fippant treaiment of thinga is
wrong., [ helieve this is a great
miistake.

The grimmer our daily life. the
more urgent our need of fun. I1'm
guite sure that is true. In olden

1imes, a baron wounld take his jester |.

or minstrel to the wars with him, to
entertain him after a battle. It was
the right spirit. Don’t he ashamed of
fecling a need to laugh. It shows a
healthy mind, and while I am still
Editor of the HeraLp, my poliey will
be “Langh and grow fat.” Or if you
dem't oerow fat—well, laugh, anyway !

Yours clieey ig_.
Hainry HARTON ..

DICK RAKE tells of
COKER THE CHEMIST!

I gnond n eood deal of time in the |

chemistry laboratory, being fond of
experiments, and usually [ am there
alone.. But one day last week Coker
harged in, e had leave from Prout
to make some sort of analysis, but
actually ho wanted to make fireworks.
From somewlhgre or other he had dug
np & recipe for home-made fireworks,
aud I watehed with gyeat intercst as
he heoan work.
"First he took down the phosphorus
hottle. & lumir of phospbhorus was
Aosting in behzine, and  Coker in-
serted a large hand -and hooked it
out.. Tlien was the
“chemmy Jah” shattered by a
fiendish- yell.. His fingers scemed to
grow incandescent, and he hopped
round: the room like a kangaroo,
nursing his wounded fin. ]
“Urrreh !” he gasped, glaring at
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LAUGH AND GROW FAT!
By THE EDITOR
“Laugh and grow fat !” the proverb

the bottle. “Here, young Rake, how
do you nse thiz stuff? It’s burnt my
ﬁn§E1ﬂ b
It -always .burns on exposure to
air,” 1 grinne;];
it in spirit and cut a lump off wit
scigsors, ™
Coker: grunted, and set to work by

| within  reach.

peace of the

opening and examining all the bottles
3. This wasn’'t too
[ pleasant-—as, for imstance, the sul-
Eﬁuriﬂ ~ether, ‘which immediately

to evaporate and turn the room
into a lethal chamber.

“Do you want to spiflicate us?” I
yelled, jamming the glasas stopper
into the bottle. “That stueffs
poisonous and jolly expensive, and
you're supposed to use it in a retort I

Coker sniffed.

“Don't you be cheeky.!” he said
geverely. " Which is the nitrate of
potash "

I told him, dnd watched bim mix
it with water. Then he glared at his
recipe and asked for some potassium.
Before 1 could stop him, he dropped
that in the water, too. It burnt like

;L
[
L

A e

a searchlight and filled the room with
hydrogen fumes.

“Great pip I” gasped Coker. " What
made it de that?” :

“Oh, you prize image!” I choked.
“Potassium always burns im water.
You have to keep it {It{f

The next thing that happened was

and soaked up the stuff with his hﬂﬁﬂ
Then, of course, he had to is

trousers mixed up with the Buunsen-

burner -I was using, - And that was|

the end of Coker! 2

He raced upstairs with the seat of
his trousers burning like a beacon.
His freuzied yells were heard all over
“thie building. . i

Luckily, one of the baths in the
bath-room was ~ half-full of water
which bad dripp
sliower, Coker plunged into it full
‘dressed. and sat with a gasp of relief.

f wards sneaked unp
change. And the firat thing he did
when he camec down was to tear up

his firework recipe!
Coker was fed-up with fireworks !

HERALD

“You have to k_eeE'

E ERLUCK JONES Story.
BAGGING THE BOMBSTER!

By PETER TODD

- Sheerluck Jones would be the first
to ddmit that he had the merest trifle
of luck in his adventure. Just a
slight stroke of fortune, Nothing
much, of course, but there it was.

The famous detective and his
brilliant assistant, Df. Spotson, trere
scated on a bridge over the River
Thames, trying to catch a haddock
for lunch. Funds were low in the
Shaker- Street flat, and the famous
pair were reduced to a diet of
nasturtium sceds and bootlaces,
unlesg the faithful werm, which théy
had placed on a bent pin, could
persuade a fish to bite. '

As they sat there, half aslecp, a
large red car drove up-and a sinister-
looking scoundrel with & . flowing
beard alighted, In- hig hand he

that Coker sat in the saltpetre tray.

ed into it from -the|

Cloaked in towels, he soon, after-§
to the dorm to!

carried & hlack _object marked :
“BOMB, WITH C . He placed
this on the beidge, lit a
fuse, twirled his beard, and
then «departed in a great

hurry.,
li’ar me, Jones;” mur-

mured Spotson, . astonished,
“what can be the meaning
of 'this?”

* Elementary,
Spotson!” snapped the
M2 ereat _detective, “The
7. gentleman  has  evidently
ﬁmp d- something here by
accident.  We had better
take it to the Lost Pr:(;:-er‘t}r
Office—there may be & reward.”

Filled with hope, the famous pair
hurried towards the fizzing bomb.
At this moment it went off, with a
bang which shittercd every window
for miles.

For some moments, Sheerluck
Jones was a little flustered. He felt
himself steadily rising, and, at the
height of about 11,000 feet, he pulled
himself together to take command of
| the situation,

“ Where are you, my dear Spotson P
he sheuted. :

“Hexe, Joncse—I am following you,
[ns alwaya!” The voice came from
nnderneath him.  Hea lodked down,
and saw Spetson ten feet below.

“How high db you think we shall
co, Jones?” quavered the doctor.

“I cannot.say. Not much higher,
I should imagine. "I trust you are
net scared, Spotson?”

“I'm not scared of &mﬂ up, Jones,

my dear

but I ‘dom’t like the thought of
coming down ! _
“Tut-tut! Courage, man! We

shall probably fall in the river,
' (Continued on page 27.)



BILLY BUNTER'S NEVER

FACE! WHERE HAS

HAPPIER THAN WHEN

HE GOT THE MONEY FROM THIS TIME?

HIS FAT
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HE’S FEEDING

ANSWER’S SUPPLIED IN THIS AMAZING AND AMUSING SCHOOL YARN!
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NO USE FOR BUNTER!

HAT asge—"
“That lazy chump——"
“That Dblithering slow-
coach——

“MThat dnwdlmu duffer——"

“That terrific lazybones—".

Five fellows, standing outside the
bike-shed at Greyiriars, were making
those remarks all together when
E;Hy Bunter rolled into the offing.

Wharton & Co. were holdin

their bikes, ready to start. Bo
Cherry leld a second machine—a
very landsome jigger that belonged
to Lord Maulevérer of the Remove.

They were waiting for Mauly—they
had Deen waiting ten minutes or
more. Thev seemed to be petting a
little impatient, judging by their
remarks.

Billy Bunter gave them an in-

¥

guirine Ublink through his big
spectacles.
“1 say, you fellows, waiting for

me?"” he asked.

PEI‘]IH.IIIF Bunter thought the re-
marks lie lad heard apphcnhln to
himself.

(13 Hn’
Wharton.

ass!”  answered  Harry
“ qEE]l Muuly?”

“1 saw Lim into the House.”

“Cut in, an tel him to buck up,”
said Bob ﬂherry

[T} Eh o35

Bunter blinked at Bob in surprise.
It always seemed to surprise Bunter
if]f anybodv expected him to do any-
thing.
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Sammy Bunter’s fat face beamed at the sight of his major and the
good things on the table. ** Whaeks !’ he said. Billy Bunter
nodded assent.

“Go and tell Mauly we've got the
jiggers out,” said Frank Nugent.

“And tell him we're waiting,”
grunted Johnny Bull,

“And tell the terrific ass to get
a move on at oncefully,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Billy Bunter did not move. Having
carried his considerable weight down
to the bike-shed, he did not seem
disposed to carry it back again to
the House, It really was not a very
long distance. But all distances were
too long for Billy Bunter.

“0Oh, really, you fellows—"
ﬂh'_]l‘:ﬂtﬂﬂ Bunter.

‘Catclh that lazy fat ass stirrin
his stumps!” growled Johuny Bull
“One of us had better po in and rnni'
Mauly out.”

“1 say, you fellows, where are you
going ?” nsked Bunter.

35,000-Word Story of Schoolboy

Fun and Adventure Starring

HARRY WHARTON & CO,,
of GREYFRIARS,

“ Lantham,” answered Harry
Wharton.
“What for?” asked Bunter, The

fat Owl of Greyiriars always wanted
to know.

“Football match. The Territorials
are playing Lantham Ramblers,” an-
swered the captain of the Remorve.

“You’re going to ride ten miles on
a November day to see a foothall
match?” asked Bunter. * Well,
some fellows are silly asses, and no
mistake I

“Fathead !

“You won't be back for tea,”
Bunter.

“Fancy -that,” said Bob Cherry.
“Fancy mlylmﬂ'r ever going anywhtm-
when lhe won't be back for tea!
Can’t expect Bunter to understand
that !

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Don’t tey to think it out, old fat
man,” said Bob.- “It's miles beyond
the scope of vour jolly old intellect.”

000 said Bunter, "I kpow!
You're going to tea at the Pazoda
~—that’s why you want Mauly ™

And Bunter grinned, bhaving solved
the problem.

The Famous Five of the Eemove

Tre AMaicxer Lismary.—No, 1,650,

said
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m Billy Bunter gquite expressive

It was: true that they were going
to tea at the Pagoda, in Latham.
But it waa not true that that was
ﬂr:hﬁtha wanted Lord Mauleverer.

¢ fact that Mauly had more
money than he ever troubled to count
dﬁd not in[terﬂ:id the lFamu‘E.s Fivatin
the very least—deeply and perpetu-
ally as it interested ai'illiam George

E“*P'? b pod fler 1 Bob
ou piffier ! gaid Bo
Cherry. "W%E;'a going over to Lan-

tham to sea a SBocecer match——"

“He, he, hal”

“And we're going to tea at the
I'agoda because we couldn't get back
here in time!” roared Johnny Bull.

“He, he, he!”

““And Mauly isn't going to stand
the tea, you fat chump!” said Harry
Wharton. “We are! So shut off the
gurgle!”

Billy Bunter shut off the gurgle.
He looked perplexed.

“Then what do you want Mauly
for?" he asked.

Harry Wharton langhed.

It was a puszle to Bunter that
any fellow should be ass emough to
ride ten miles out and ten miles back
just to see a Soccer match. It was
» still preater puzzle to him why the
Famous Five wanted Mauly, unless
Maull;ya was going to stand the tea at
the Pagoda.

They wanted Mauly because they
liked old Mauly, and also because
!;hehlthnught it would do his lazy
lordship good to exert himself for
once.

Lord Mauleverer had agreed fo
that s'?in chiefly because he never
said “mo™ if "yes™ would do.
Probably, on second thoughts, he
wished that he hadn't. Anvhow, he
did not seem in a fearful hurry to
start.

“Oh, we just want him!" said
Harry. “Cut in and tell him!”

“You're going to stand the tea?”
asked Bunter, “Not Mauly?”

In' ?m' ﬂsa.[]'

“Then you don’t want Mauly,” said
Bunter decidedly. “That’s all rot!
Besides, Le don’t want to come—he'd
rather stick in his study. I expect

¥ou rag him into it. I say, you
fellows, I'll tell you what—I'll
come !

Perhaps Bunter expected that offer
to evoke enthusiasm on the part of
the Famous Five. If so0, he was a
little out in his caleulations, They
ilid not look in the least enthusiastic!
They glared.

“I'll borrow Mauly's jigger,” went
on Bunter, “Mine's g;t a puncture,
and the chain’s broken, and the

als are off. You uever mended it
or me, Bob. I've asked you a dozen
times, at least—"

“You can ask me a dozen more,
old fat man,” answered Bob affably.
“I don’t mind.”

“Well, T think you might mend a
fellow’s bike,” said Bunter. “You
put in a whole afternoon once mend-
ing Marjorie Hazeldene's bike, If
you like mending bikes, I don’t see
why you can't mend mine. I've asked
Uncle George to buy me a new hike,
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but he hasn't dome it yet. I don't
why. He mayn't have got the
!gthﬂzhunt least, he never answered
it.”™
“Ha, ha, hal”

. “Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Look here, I’ll take Hnulru bike
—that's all right, Mauly won’t mind
—anyhow, he won’t know till we get
back, see! Is it a ‘go?”

“Not guite I

“I sup ou’d rather have me
than m??; said Buuter, with
dignity.

“Oh, my hat!” '

“I mean to say, if he isn't going
to stand the tea, I don’t sce what you
want him for! - T’Il come, old chap.
You can hel;- me up Lantham Hill,
Bob. Two of you can help me—then
I-can free-wheel up !

“I don’t see how .an
refuse an attractive
remarked Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!® .

“But we won't jump at it,” added

fellow could
er like that,”

Bob. “This is our - ial week,
Bunter—nothing deing !”
“ Beaat ! .
“Well, that ass Mauly isn’t
coming,” said Harry Wharton. “I'd
better cut in and hook him out!"

“I'l. go!” said Bunter
exllm:tadly.

Get 3 move on, then.”

Billy Bunter rolled off to the
House, Imﬁng the Famous Five
waiting, like five Sister Ammnes, for
the arrival of Lord Mauleverer!

1=

s —

ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES
ANOTHER !

€ AN I borrow your
Mauly¢”
l'-lH'u !I.I

“Look here, old cha u

“0Oh, I mean yaas!

Lord Mauleverer was sitting in his
study, No. 12.in the Remove. One
clegant trouser-end was secured by
a trouser-clip, and another trouser-
clip was in noble hand, ready to
adjust on the other clegant trouser-
ano. ;
But perhaps the exertion of stick-
ing on ome tromserclip had tired
his lordship. Amnyhow, there he sat,
with the other in his hand, leaning
back in his armchair and pgazing
meditatively at the study window,

It was a very fine day for Novem-
ber. It was cold, but it was eclear
and bright, with a gleam of sunshine
in a staeelg sky.

To the Famous Five it was just the
afternoon for a good long spin. To
Lord Maunleverer, a deep and comfort-
able armchair and a glowing fire
offered more attractioms.

bike,

P

20 far as the open s Were con-
cerned, Mauly seemed satisfied with

the section of the same that he could
see from his study window.

But he was booked for a ride: and
when Billy Bunter piit his fat face
and his fat head in at the doorway
and asked if heé could borrow his bike,
Mauly naturally answered “ No."

On second thoughts, which aceord-
ing to the proverb are the best,

answered “ Yaas”

This was a way out of that spin]

If he lenv his bike to Bunter, ob-
vionsly he could not use it himself I°

Ho wida not really keen.on lending
that handsome jigger to a fellow whe
seldom, if e'.'i:r,lbormwed a hike with-
out damaging it. But anything was
better than slogging up hill and down
dale—with a strenuouns fellow like
Bob Cherry mak_inﬁha }:

It was a popular belief in the Grey-
friars Remove that Mauly was almost
too lazy to live. But there was a
difference between Mauly’s laziness
and Bunter's. Mauly would exert
himself no exd on- anybody’s acconunt
but his own. On his own account he
preferred to sit it out.

2 a-u:,h’;ere ted' Lord Maunleverer;
with a rful nod at the fat Owl of
the Remove. “Jolly good idea,
Bunfer | Been anything of Wharton
and_his crowd ?*

“Eh? Yeao—*

“Well, look here, tell them I'm

' sorry—fearfully sorry—I can’t come,

after all! Having lent & chap my
bike, I can’t come, see?™
“Oh! Yes, all right!” gasped
Bunter. “I—I know where they are
—I'H tell them, Mauly1. All right!™
Billy Bunter rolled off, satisfied—
leaving Lord Mauléverer in a state
of equal satisfaction.
- Mauly stretched himself in the
armchair, put his feet on the fender,

-and was content with life,

Billy Bunter rolled away, grinning.

He {ad had a strong suspicion thgt
Manly was not keen on that ride—and
as Mauly wasn’t gnin% to stand the
tea at Lantham, obviously, the
Famous Five couldn’t lllboaaibljr want
him. 8o it was all right, all round!

Bunter rolled cheerily out of the
House and headed for the bike-shed
again.

Five Sister Annes watched him roll
up, with exasperated looks. They
had expected Mauly, and they were
not in the least glad to seé Bunter
again.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo ! reared Bob
ﬂhegry.?”" Where's Mauly? Isn’t he

“Neo, he's not coming,” explained
Bunter. “He's lent maghiu h?kpe—

“ What "

“So. I'm coming, instead!" said
Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five
through his big spectacles. “It’s all
nfht-—:uu don’t want Mauly. He
told me to tell you he’s sorry he can’t
come—le didn't look
He, he, ha! I say, you fellows, ready
to start? Gimme Mauly's bike, Bob.”

“I'll give you my boot, you fat ass !
Hm.'gg’ﬂ coming 1*

o ign?t__ll

“He jolly well is!” said Bob.
“Hold this ;igger, Franky, while I
go and tell Mauly he's coming I*

-“1 tell you—" roared Bunter,

Bob handed his lordship’s jigger
over to Frank Nugent, and tramped
away to the House.

Billy Bunter gave him a withering
blink as he went, and then turned his
spectacles on the other fonr.

“I aaﬁgkynu fellows, Mauly's lent

very sorry!

me his e!” he squeaked. “I amp-
Ezae Mauly can lend me his bike, if
likes, blow you I”

" Buppose again |” su ted Harry
Wharton, oo



*1'm guing on that jigger ! roared

Bunter. Gimme that jigoer,
Nugent ™
. -wow I

Billy Bunter oyed the Co. thronzlh

hia big spectacles, with exasperated
blinks, avi borrowed ulﬁl'a
bike, Bunter loocked on ¢

matter as scttled. It was fearfully
ann‘ort?—i.nlg- to find it still unsettled.

“Well, Mauly won’t come—" Lo
siorted ot last.

Johnny Bull chuckled.

“Here he comes " he said.

Lord Mauleverer was coming at
last, He was coming quickly—at a
rate of s scldom displayed by
Mauly. at was accounted for by
the fact that Bob Cherry had hold of
one of his arms, and was running.

That arm being held in a grip of
iron, Mauleverer had to play the part
of Mary's little lamb—everywherc
that arm went Mauly was sure to go!

Bob Cherry led that arm off to the
‘bike-shed at a run—and tho rest of
his noblc lordship had to kecp pace.

They arrived rather breathless.

“Here we are, hore we are, here we
ate again!” sang Bob Cherry,
O gad 1 gaspod Manly.

™ mas auly.

“Are yon going to stick that t:.’ii[:
on or carry it in your hand, Mauly "
asked Harry Wharton.

Lord Mauleverer satill
trouser-elip in his hand! Bob had
hooked Lhim out of his study in rather

a hurry.

“Look here, you beasts!” roarcd
Bunter, in . great indignatiom.
“Mauly's lent me his bike—"

“Yaas,” Pod Lord Mauleverer.
3 _Snrrg I shan't be able to join up,

u fcllows—I've lont Buuter my

ike—"

“Fathead! Get on ¥

“Look here—" roared Bunter.

i3 " said Mauleverer firmly.
“That j!gger’a Bunter's for the after-
noon., You sce, I've lent it to him.”

“Y should jolly well think so!”
cexclaimed Bunter,

“Oh, that's all right!” said Bob
Cherry. “We can settle that! One

ood turn deserves another! Now,
ook here, you've lent Bunter that
bike, and it's his for the after-
nﬂﬂ'ﬂ———'—"

“Yaag.”

“Well, if it’s his for the afternocog,
he can lend it to another fellow, if
he likeg—* '

“Oh, yaas.”

“You hear that, Bunter?”

“I'm not going fto lend it to any-

body ! howled Bunter,
. “Yes yow are! You'rc going to
lend it to Mauly!™

“Wha-at ?"

“One good turn descrves another |”
said Bob. “Mauly’s lent you the
jig er—now you lend it to Mauly ¥

8, ha, ha

which

had one
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“Beast! Leggo!”

*Lending Lﬁulg that bike?”

“ Ko !” roarcd Bunter. -

Tap !

“Wow! 1 mcan, yes!” yelled the

C
fat Owl. “Oh! Tﬂﬂ? Beast | Wow !
Yes I

“Ha, ba, ha ™
“0.K. 1” aaid Bob. "(0et on, Manly

'—Bunter’s lent yon that bike !*

“Ha, ha, ha{*

“But——" paspced Lord Maunloverer.

* Waiting for me to fap
too?” asked Bob, “All right!
Here——"

Lord Mauleverer took the bike
from Frank Nugent | He did not want
his noblc mut tapped on the bike-
shed | ;

Bix joniors mounted and pedalled
away. :

Billy Bunter was left rubbing a fat
head, and glaring after them with a
glare that almost cracked his spee-
tacles, )

Bunter was not, after all, going to
see that Territorial Boccer matog at
Lantham—which he did not mind in
the very least! But ho was not, like-
wise, going to tea at the Pagoda—
he minded very much indeed.
Tea at the Pagoda at Lantham was
ﬁ'om i‘fnn; his gaze like a beautiful

rcam !’

THE ABTFUL DODGER !

#PPNEBED?” acked Bob Cherry i

sympathetically.
“Yaas!” sighed Lord
Mauleverer. |
“Iiliigirn you a pull up the hill, it
id

you ; ;
" “Oh, thanks!”

"Lean over this way, and lef me
get hold of your ear I

“Ha, ha, ha I*

Lord Mauleverer did not lean over,
He would have been glad of a pull up
]_lad!izsl;r:l'ﬂ Hill—but not by his noble
CRI-

The cyclists werc about a couple of
miles on their way, Th wurauglrjrind-
mg_Eﬁ Redelyfie Hill—which was not
fe;:? ly ute]fpé Ii:m wti:a Hmﬂra] then
[ ‘eno or r aunieverer,
who had'bugn bern tired. .

. His lordship was repenting him
that he had consented to join up in
that long ride. Like the Israelites of
old, who looked back with longing at
the flesh-pots of » Mauly was
thinking of that comfortable arm-
chair in his cosy study, The
strenuouns life had no nppu[yfnr him,

After that hill, a few miles farther
on, came Lantham Hill, which reall
was 8 stee
anticipat

“I'1l tell

climb. Lord Mauleverer
it with deep -misgivings.
“I'll u what, you fellows,”
said his lordship, at last, "I'm not
fearfully keen-on secing the Soccer.
You fellows ¢nt ashead—and I'll join
you later at the Pagoda. Secef You

“You--you gilly ass!” gémped can tell me about the Soccer over
Bunter. “I jolly well won't! I——" tea”

“I'm uing to tap your head on the  The Famous Five grinned.
bike-shed till you do ! explained Bob.  “I'll take it by easy m%rhea, see "
“Say when !* cxplained Mauly. " “I'd rather walk

" ggn 1* roared Bunfer, as Bob the jigger up the hills. Don't you
caught the back of his fat neek. “I fellows stop—just cut on!™

say—— Leggo! If you bang m
he{d. I*i‘!—-—gg Whmuuf:up o d
Tap!

And Yo uleverer dismounted,
to wheel his jipger,
Five other fellows also dismounted.

our head, -

¥ Mauleverer dismally.

5
“Sure on’il t as far as
Lantham if we IEFE- you behind P*
asked Bob., “Yon don’t think wou

maight conk out and turn back after
about a hundred yards

Wl a Tl h

4 ;8 fellow might ti
uphill I* S A

“Of course he might !* agreed Bob.

“The mightfulness is terrifie!”
crinned Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh,

“We'll all walk the jiggers, then,”
eaid Bob; "and as you're tired
alrcady, old chap, I'll give you a

- shove or two.”

Bump!

Bob'e front wheel banged on Lord
Mauloverer's trousers.

Mauly gave a yell.

'l'hmmaﬁauud deal of mud on
the road, and b’s front tyre had
mlleo'l:-pcl eome of it, Part of the
colleotion was now transferred to
Lord Mauleverer’s trousers.

Manle-

“You mad ass!” gasped
verer. “You're smothering me with
mud | E _your bike m;ray from mo,
you_pot popotamus [
; m ]?ulpmg you up the hilll®
um

“Will you stoppit?” yelled Maule-
Yerer,

“No fear—not 8o long as you're teo
tired to ride 1” e

“Ha, ha, La!”

Lord Mauleverer gave the chee
Bob a look, Then he climbed on his
Jigger again, and the Co. followed
“They g bunch, grindi

; e on in a ch, grindin
up the hill—five fellows g%rinningg
and ome looking more and more
thoughtfal.

“I'Il tell you what!” said Lord
Maulevercr suddenly, after grinding
up the Lill for about ten minutes.

“Go it!" chuckled Bob. “ What's
thuilalxﬂt?_;l o

&f {m a 't HE .H

“Shall T tow you by your ear or

vour nose "
“Yon silly ass, don't be a E,rmt Fag
*Look
e motor-bus will be

said his lordship plaintively.

here, the Redc

alulig this road pretty |u4|:|-¢.'-1'.'LL----]1£= wei]LIEI“
park my jigger somewhere and hop
on the mni:oa;-gma! Seo 7

*Not at all!” answered Bob,

“The. mnot - at - all - fulness is
terrific 1

_“You're for it, Mauly !” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. " You've come
out for a spin—and you're !guing to
spin, If this epot of a hill worries
you, think of Lantham Hill to
follow !

“I'm thinkin® of it!" said Lord
“The fact is,
if you fellows don’t mind, I'd rather
hop off and wait for the motor-bus
thap—"_

“But woe do!” grinned Bob.
“Wouldn't part with you for your
weight in toffee, old bean!”

" on!” said Johnny Bull en-
conragingly. “You'll gettle down to
enjoy it after a few more miles.”

iord Mauleverer ned. The
prospect of a few more milea did not
seem to bring any idea of enjoyment
to his mind, '

But it was evidently futile to
argue. The Famous Five were taking
him for a ride--and that was that!

Tme Maicxer Tasrary.—No, 1,650,
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Their :Elinim was that a jolly good
gﬂn WO be a jolly good thing for
old Hlulgu—ud no doubt they were
right ! t every mile that passed
under Maunly’a tyres seemed to make
the romainming miles less and less
attractive to his lordship,

“I could park tho ke in Red-

THE MAGNET

This time he was on foot, and had
& cheery smile on his face.

Manly had parked his bike in a
thicket, leaving it there to be
collected later, Now, after a cautious
ﬂgnm_! to and fro, to maké aure that

kind frionds wero no longer on

clyffe and pick up the motor-bus ags

there ! he remarked, after dgnother
pause.

“You 1:::11&_!” afm!ze&mﬂnlt "Bﬂ.ﬁ
on're no ng to! n't you be
gu a alﬁiar, yeu old fraud!
Think of all the footslogging you’ll
have to do when you get into the
Militia "

“Oh gad!” sighed Mauly,

His eye turned on an opening in
the w that lined the road om tho
left, It was a bridle-path that led
thtough Redclyffe Wood, back in the
direction of (reyfrinrs—a short cut
back to the school.

Mauly would have been quite glad
to avail himself of that short cut
hack te CGreyfriars, ially as it
was mostly downhill, But he had
azreed to go to Lantham with the
Famous Five, and he was a man of
Lis word.

On the other hand, e did not sce
biking it when a metor-bus was
available. .

All of a sudden, Mauly whirled
off the road as the cyclists drew
abreast of that opening in the wood
pnd shot away into the bridle-path.

The Famous Five had bhéen wonder-
ing what would he Mauly's next
ilevice for dedging that spin! But
they had not cxpected that sudden
move, and it took them quite by
gurprise. They whizzed on w score of
fards past the end of the bridle-path
wefore they realized that Mauly had
left them.

Then Bob Cherry gave a roar,

“He'a cut! After him !

He circled in the road, and dashed
back. The other fellows dashed back
after him, They jumped down, and
stared along the bridie-path.

Mauleverer lhad vanighed — the
winding path hiding him from sight.

“By gum!” ga Bob. “The
lazy, slacking, foothng asa!”
“He's done mus!” said  Harry

Whatton, langhing., “If we go after
him, we shan’'t sce much of the
Soccer at Lantham !™

“Mauly ! roared Bob. “Come back,
vou lazy loafer !”

b's ?ﬁﬁi}!‘fﬂl voice rang deep
into Redc ﬂfe Wood.

‘But if Lord Mauleverer heard, he
understudied the  ancient gladiator,
and heeded not. '

nﬂdmﬂ m !.u o W’E
shall be late!" -

n ';B-:rtlmr the slacking ass!” grunted
ob.

But there was no help for it—Tord
Mauleverer had dodged that spin,
=ood as it would have been for him;
and the Fomeus Five could do
nothing but remount and ride om
their way, leaving Mauly to his own
devices.

Which they did—disappearing up
‘the road in a few minutes,

A quarter of an hour later, Lord
Mﬁievmr reappeared on the bridle-
PRT]IE Muaner Lierant.—N0. 1,668.

said Harry,

the spot, he cmerged into the road
in.
There, he leancd

elegantly on a
tree, to wait for the Bﬁfﬂﬁ motor-
bus to heave into the offing—which it
duly did a quarter of an bour later.

And mearly an hour after that, his
lordship smiled from the motor-bus
at five cyclists slogging industriounsly
up the rise of Lantham Hill—
and felt. daly thankful that he was
not slogging along with them!

BUNTER BORROWS A BIKE !

- EAST I
“Ehf"
: “Rotter I
“Talkin about ° yoursclf, s
usual #* ed ' Poter Todd.

Toddy had come into the bike-shed
for his ji . Haé found it tonanted
1:3' a fat juniur‘in an exceedingly bad

mper, - .

-Billy Bunter was eycing his own
bike. But neither. eyes nor his
spectaclea could distern any hope in
that contemplation.

Billy Bunter’s bike was in a sad
state.  Much labour was nccded to
turn it into & going concern. With
both tyres badly punctured, the chain
snapped. and the pedals off, that
Jigger looked really hopeless,

It was not Bunter's woy to take
care of o bike. If he had a_puucture,
he waifed till some other fellow
would repair it for him! Often and
ﬂﬁ:‘}:l! he was booked for a very long
Wil

It was a- sclfish world; and nobedy
really ever scemed to realize that it
was up to him to do these things for
Bunter. Even Bob Clierry, who had
been known to put in a whole half-
holiday pottering with Marjovie
Hazéldéne’s bike, ncver scem to
have a hali-holiday fo spare for
Bunter’s, If anything happened to
Buuter’s jigger, it went from bad to
worse—and, by thoe look of it, it had
now got to the very worst!

Even for a spread. at the Pagoda
at Lantham, Bunter did not feel as
if he could push that bike ten miles.

Indeed, it did not look as if it
could be successfully pushed as far
as the gate. Bunter blinked at it
sorrowfully, and gave it up aa a bad

job. .

But his fat face brighte:mﬂ a little
ns Peter Todd came in, followed by
Tom Dutton.

Toddy snd Datton were his study-
mates in Btudy No. 7 in the Remove,
and both had bikes—and surely one of
them would couscut to lend o jigger
to a pal like Bunter, on a special
occasion !

“I eny, Tm?&iza you don't mind if ¥
borrow your bike, do youP” he asked.

“Well, as I'm just taking it out
myself, I should mind just a teeny-
weeny bit!” apswered Peter.

“T wouldn't be selfish, Peter!”
snid Bunter,

A You wouldn't [” said Peter. “ Firs
time in your life you wounldu’t, then,
old fat mau !#
.. “Look here, will you lend me your
jigger or not?"” hooted Buntcr.
“That’s an easy ome!” answored
Peter cheerily, “Not!”
" Beast, [

Bunter furned his epectacles on
Dutton. It was rather a beother to
talk to Dutton, as he was deai. But
Bunter wanted a bike.

“I say, Dufton, old chap, can I

have your bike?” Le squepked. Do
you mind £ '

L] E]L?“J i

“Do you mind if I have your
bike 2

“Why should I mind if you hiker”
asked Duiton, in surprise, “Not

much weather for hiking, though--
preéty wmuddy !

“I dide’t say bhike, wou  deaf
uhumg!” howled Bunter., *“'I've got
tﬂﬂ ¢ J';a Lantham."

“Lantham * yclled Buuter.

“Cateh  rou hiking as far as
Lantham,” said Tom Dutton deri-

sively., “You'd full down dead after
the first spulc

“Oh crikey! I want to take o
bik¢—"

“Whose tyke?”

“A i:ﬂgﬂ 1" ghricked Buuter.

“I didn’t snigger, but it’s cuough
to make a chap snigger, the iden of
you hiking as far as Lantham ™
anawcred %’ﬂm. “And I dom’t sce
that a tyke would be any use to you.
You're as blind as an owl, I kuow,
but you don’t need a dog to lcad you
abont.. Besides; wha's pot a tyke?”

“TVill you lend me your bike?2
roaved Buuter,

“T haven't got a tyke to lond you.”

“Bike !* roared Bunter. “I'm
going of a hikel”

"i%e‘ﬂ u aes,” said Tom, “if

yow'ro going on a bike, what do you
mean by hiking? You don't hike on
a bike! And what do you mean
ahout a tyke?”

“Ha, ha, ha ! reaved Toddr.

Billy Buuter, : Heally, he
was rather short of Dbreath for a

couversation with Tom Duttou. He
resoxted to actions instead of words—
iiftingau'l‘ﬂm's machine down from
the stand.

"“ Thanks !" said Tom in surprise.

“Fi:;t tinmf I've ewm uut -1-::
a ing or aunybody unter !
Core on, Peter ’ -

He took the hike from Bunter and
wheeled it out, _

Peter Todd followed with
machine, chortling,

Billy Bunter was left in a more
intenso siate of exasperation than
CWLY.

He. stood and blinked at the other

machines, Tlere were half o dozen
left in the bike-shed—quite & ood
selection—but the drawback - was
that mone of thoe owners, if dsked,
was likely to lend o jiﬁgar to Billy
Buuter. o way the fat Owl used
hia own bike did not cncourage
fellows to do so.
- If Buuter was going fo borrow a
bike that aftermoon, he had to do it
without mentioning the fact to the
proprictor,

his
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““Beast ! Roffer ! ”

That would not be a mew cxperi-
cnce for Bunter, But that, too, had
its drawback; the proprictor was
linble to boot Bunter afterwards for
his cheek.

Really it was a bothering problem
to solve. But Bunter hag o have
a bike., A spread at the Pagoda at
Lantham drew him like a magnet!
By the time the Soccer match was
over on the Ramblers’ ground, and
the Famous Five camo along to the
Tagoda to tea, Bunter conld be
there—ready and waiting. All he

wanted was a bike—and he made up
his fat mind to it.
Of all 4bhe machinca thore, he

referred Herbert Vernon-Smith's.
1ho Bounder's was a very good and
cxpensive  jigger. On  the other
hand, Ogilvy, whose bike was also
therc, was better-tempered than
Smithy. After some deep cogitation,
Bunter deeided on Ogilvy's bike,

Having decided, the fat Owl took
it down, and wheeled it to the door,
Wheeling it out, he almost ran it
into a junior who was hurrying
down to the bike-shed.

“Clumsy ass!" said Ogilvy, dodg-
ing the bike.

*Oh erikey !” gpasped Bunter.

“Why—what—you fat wvillain!™
roarcil the Scotfish junior, recognis-
ing his jigger, “What are you
doing with my bike?”

“0h, nothing I gasped Bunter. *I
wasn't going to borrow it, Oggy! I
ain’t poing to Lantham, and I wasn't
going to—— Yaroooooooooh 1

(Oezilvy of the Remove grabbed his

bike with on¢ hand and Bunter with
the other.

Bunter sat down, suddenly and
hard, in the doorway—and Ogg
pushed away his jigger and mounted.

“Ow ¥ roared Bunfer. “Beast!”

The fat Owl heaved up his weight.
He blinked to and fro through his
‘big spectacles,

Skinner of the Remove was loung-
ing near, grioning, as if amused at
the incident of Oggy's bike! But
nothing was fo be scen of Vernon-
Smith—and Bunter decided whose
bike he was going to borrow!

He rolled back into the bike-shed
and IEH.EIPEHIE[]. later, wheeling the
Bounder’s bicycle.

Skinner gl,'nre a chortle.

“8mithy lend you that jigrer?” he
asked. : _

“Oh, yes!” answered Bunter, "I
sa-]y, Skinger, #f—if "you sce Smithy,
tell him I haven't gone to Lantham,
will you?  He's heast enough to cut
nfter & fellow! Tell him I've gone
to Courtfield. I'm really ﬁiﬂ - to

n

Conrtfield, you know, not 1AM
—nowhere ncar Lautham !

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Skinuer.

Why Skinner was amused, Bunter
did not know. But- he did not stay
to - inguire.

He pushed that bike out and
mounted it, anxious to get off the
scene before Smithy hag ened along.

It was guite possible that the
Bounder might want his bike that
fine afternoom, in which case it
behoved Billy Bunter to -be on the

safe side of the horizon before
Smithy came down for-it,

Billy Bunter stood in utter dismay, blinking after Vernon-Smith, as the
Bounder pedalled away downhill for Greyfriars, riding one bike and wheeling the other.

Leaving Skinuer gurglin the
Owl of the Remove podailed away,
putting all his beef into it. And a

runting, gasping, perspiring fat
wl was pushing breathlessly up
Redelyffe Hill when, later Herbert
Vernon-Smith came to the bike-shed
for his hike.

—

[

LUCK !
¢ P F this ain’t luek ! said Smudge
Purkiss.
Mr. Purkiss® grubby,

stubbly face beamcd with satisfac-
tion.

It svas real luck'

Mr. Purkiss, as e tramped by the
bridle-path in  Redelyfic Wood.
looked as if he was in want of some
Inck. He wore a shabby old over-
coat that was ton large for him,
cvidently having been made for o
man half as big again as Smudge.
Hiz boots were anciealb, and held
more or less tozcther by twisted
wire. His hat would have made =
dust-hieap  look unusually shabby.
His countenance indicated that he
could not afford the use of soap. Hix
finrers indicated that a »ail-brush
was far beyond his means.

Only in one respeet did Mr,
IP'urkiss appcar to be able to spend
money. 'There was an aroma cling-
ing to him of mingled heer and
tobacce, which showed that, somehow
or other, Mr. Purkiss was able 1o
obtain the unnecessaries, if not the
neeessarics, of life.
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Umudge Psderes, loating along the
Yridle-path, carg to a halt, as he
eaught o glimmer in a thicket near

the path. Inv- tpating the same,
he di red o fondoome bicycle

If this was uet luck, Smudgo
would have liked to know what Iuck
was.

Ho eyed that bike almost luvinﬁ.
Hy Talovel & §00d maRy, tradee

¢ followed a many tra
but his chief line was bike-pinching,

Ho had many other activities.
Chickens were often missing {rom
places where Mr. Purkiss ]
the uwight, Qccasionally a horse dis-
ap when My, Purkiss had been
in the offing. Articles left in coxs
were -often not found afterwards in
those cars, if Mr. Purkiss - had
wandered by. He did uot disdain
washing oun the line, if opportunity
offered. But bike-pinching was his
chief stand-by.

That was why hia friends called
him Smudge. With an eye alwﬁya
open for an un 3 ke, Mr.
Purkiss' always carried brush and
paint in oue of Lis ragged pocketa;
aud it was hardly more than a few
minutes' work for Smudge to change
a 'bike's look, so its owner
might have bought it from him with.
out knowing that he had cver scen
it bhefore. ) .

Smudge was quitc an artist at this
business. i

Often he had luck, and business
would thrive. Of late, lhowever,
Fortune bad deserted Mr, Purkiss,
Only that wmorning he had found a
hicycle—and, in the wvery act of
wheeling it to a quict spot to clmu_gz
its looks, he had been canght by 1
owier, That was why Mr. Purkiss’
nose, at the moment, looked like a
squashed strawberry!

He had lost that bike—and nearly
loat Lis nose, so hard had it Deen
punched,

Sadly, Mr, Purkies had travelled
Far from that spot, which Lad been
near Courtficld. Now he was head-
ing for Hedelyffe, in hope of hetter
Fortune, when fortune Eﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂg
<wmiled on him, in the shape of Lo
Mauloverer's expensive jigger,

Smudge looked at it wi leascd
eyea. | L looked up an
aud round about cautiously. But
there was no eign of thoe owner.

He was in mo danger this -time of
hearidg an au}g‘rjr voice ¢all “Hi!"—
or of getfing his nose pushed o little
further- into his becry face.

“Luck !” said Smudge, “I believe
Yo, my bﬂf! Wot blithering idjit
left that bike 'cre, I wonder?

Bomebody,. cvidently, had parked
that handeome jigger there in the
thicket and left it, for what reasom
Smudge could uot gucss. He had
chanced on bikes in all sorts of
places—Dbut never in a thicket in a
woad before. But there it was!

Probably the owner, whoever he
wag, supposcd that the machine was
parked safe out of sight, No doubt
he intended to feteh it away later.

Lord Mauleverer, in fact, intended
to ﬁiek up that jigger on his wa
back from Lawntham. It wos safe
enougl in that thicket.

Tor Micxer Lisrary.—No." 1,658,
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But Mr. Purkiss' cye was not a
casual cye! It was a very watchful

and wary eyo! Mr. Purkiss, in his

uneon-
H]lj’-
did not

profession as a enapper-up of
thing was going. He
miss this.

Smudge hooked the bike out of the
thicket and, without loss of time,
wheeled it d into the wood. His
first. thought, in euch cases, was to
get to a safe distance from the spot
where he found a machine! .

Ho came to a halt in a solitary
glade o quarter of a mile from the

in spot.

Fecling safe at that distance, sur-
rounded by the trees gud
Smudge set to work om the machine.

From one pockef he drew a can of
paiut, from another o brush. It was
a dark green paint of a quick

in ndge waa skilled in t
matters, ond had had a lot of cx-
perience.

Lotd Mauleverer's bike was black.
In tén minutes Smudge had changed
it to a dark 1 .bike.

Having laid on ono coat of paiunt,

Smnﬂg& sat down on a tree-s m,
opened a bundle tied in a red d-
kerchicf, and regaled himself with
bread and cheese, washed down Dby
fluid from a flask.

- By tho timo Swudge bad finished
his meal the coat of paint on the
bike was dry.

Smudge procecded to give it
another coat.

They he packed away pot aud brush
in his ragged pockets.

Had Lord Mauleverer scen the bike
now, he would never have dreamed
that it was his own property.

_ Certainly, there was a number on
it somewhere by which it could have
been identified, if the number was
looked for. But if Mauly had seen a
green bike, naturally it would never
have occurred to- him that it had
recently been a black one.

Smudge’s next proceeding waas to

n the saddle-bag and examine it.
gnhew that names were pometimes
written in such piaces, and he did not
want an awkward name to turn up
when he sold that bike to some un-

sua(piciuuu utrnn%cr.

“Gum ! said wudge,

On & tag fastencd in the bag was
the wmamoe * Mauleverer.” - at,
Smudge , was the name of the .

covey to whom the bike had belonged.

It did not belong to Manleverer
to Mr. Purkiss,

Emufp'e carefully eradicated the
uname of the former owner.

“Ain’t this "cre luck 7" eaid Smudge,
addressing space. “Three .or four
%E'lidﬁﬁt least—p'r’aps o fi’-pun nete!

And Smudge smiled.

Bike-pinching, like other trades,

liad ite upa and dowus.. Only a short
time ago, sccond-hand bikca had gouo
awfully chea ially when a
bloke was. pressed for time in selling.
But wvew there waa ‘o war on, and
there was vationed petrol, and the
good old push-bike was coming boack
into.ita own again!
. Bikes wero iu demaud. Trade was
brisk in the bike-pinching line!
Smudge wns wow cxpericycing one of
the ups of his peeuliar profession.

now, it boelon

But dge did some thinking
L g AL
Q. " nearcat

the where he had found bike
was Redolyffe, so it seen likely
that the owmer belomged to that

locality.

Smuodge decided pot to head for
Redel with the bike.
Different as it loo in its new
colour, he was not the man to take
unnecessary chances.

He did not want fo go back to
Courtfield, He felt a throb of
ﬂ.l:lgﬂ_.lﬂ]:l in hia nose at the thought.

ut the bridle-path led, at o dis-
tance, into Fri e Lane, and that
lane led on to Friardale and new
1 ns. .

Smudge decided on that as bis

on.

Having decided, snd the paint
being dry, Smudge wheeled that
jigger back to the bridle-path, and,

turning his on Redelyfic,
wheeled it away for Friardale Lane.

It was in those very momenta that
Lord Mauleverer, comfortably seated

in tﬁu ﬁﬁur-hm!._ t:ﬂf smiling
genially at five cyclists. s g up
Lantham Hill—and feeling glad that

he was not slogging on a bike also!

The former owner of that bike waa

feeling pleascd—and so:-was the new
nwnar-—au&! there was eatisfaction all
roun

—

STRANDED !
Bum' BUNTER gasped

for
breath.
Breath waa short.
A mu&lg of miles or so from the
school; . fat Owl lhiad dismounted

from 'Emiﬂg’a machine, to push it up
Eﬁi;lj{ﬂé ill. L

Pedalling up that hill was beyoud
Bunter’s powers. P

He thonght with dismay of
Lantham Hill to follow.

Still, he had plﬁnﬁ{dqf time, The

Greyirigrs Part would not be at the
P . til ﬁfﬁgr the foatball match

on the Ramblers’ ground ; and Bunter
had the extra hoar and a half at Lia

di :
till, it was hard work for Bunter.

Bunter had never liked exertion.
A fced at the was worth it—
cspeci ? as Todd had goue
out, and there would be uothing in
Study No. 7—and the Famous Five
and Lord Mauleverer were out, so
neither in Study No. 1 nor in Stody
No. 12 would therc bo anything going
for a lm.nqry Owl.

o " murmurced Bunter, as ho
foot-slogged and pushed at the hike.

All this exertion was really un-
necessary, if those beasts had onl
done what was up to them. Ha
Buuter ne with the psrty on
Mauly’s bike, Bob Cherry could have
given hkim a tow up the hills!

Now he had to walk and L
Bmithir;a bike, which was fearfully
ARDOYINE. )

And r this heastly hill, which
was bad enough, there was Lantham
Hill to follow, which was worse!

But Hnﬁtater; had he ﬂﬂitﬂtﬁfj
nced not have worried aby: 3 m
Hill. He¢ was not destined to sce
Lantham Hill that afternoon!




Had he looked back, he might.have
observed o oyclist coming up the hill
after him—not foot-s g, but
driving hard at the pedals.

And had Bunter's apectacles fallen
on that eyclist, he might have recog-
nisedd Herbert VYernon-Smith,
Bounder of Greyfriars, mounted on
Tom Redwing's jigger!

But Bunter did not look back. It
was bother enough sia?g{:;g up that
beastly hill without blinking round
at the landscape.

He trudged and pushed, and
and trudged; gasped for breath, and
reflected  what beasts other fellows
were—few of them, if any, such really
nice fellows as Bunter!

Not till the Jl_uming cyclist was
close at hand did Bunter tske any
note of him. Then he heard the sound
of the bike behind, but he did not
look round; there were plenty of
cyclists on that road, and he was not
interested in any of them,

He was interested, all of a sudden,
when that cyelist shot him,
jammed on his brakes, suddenly dis.
mounted, and turned on him with &

red and furious face.
S“'Dh Frikﬂy!" gasped Bunter.
“Smithy !*

He come to a dismayed halt.

It was the Bounder of Greyfriars!
And the look on his face was quite
alarming !

E:gnitiilg ja:&:qgﬂ h]i-‘.;&win ‘a bike
against a roadside BE
tfwarﬂﬁ Bunter. stepped

The fat Removite goggled at him,

“Done with that e?” asked

ferocious sar-

Vernon-Smith, with
casm.

“Oh! Nunno!” gasped Bunter.
“I-—-I—I say, Bmithy, if—if you
d-d-don’t mind, I—I want it !*

“Yonu fat, ch scoundral—"

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

Vernon-Smith grasped the bioycle.

Billy Bunter let go. He did not
feel equal to disputing possession
with the Bounder.

“You pinchin ise!” gaid

YVernon-Smith. “I went down to the
bike-shed for that jigger—and you—
you—"
" “That beast Skinner!” ned
Bunter. “I told the beast I wasn't
going to Lantham—I told him dis-
tlﬂ SRS |

“Y had to come after you onm
Reddy’'s bike!»

_“You needn’t have!” pointed out
Bunter. "I didn't want vou to! I
say, Bmithy, don’'t be a rotter! I've

got to get to Lantham—it's im-
portant.” :

Smithy leaned the bike against
Bedwing's.

Billy Bunter eyed him uneasily
throngh his big spectacles.

“Iook here, Bmithy, if you won't
lend me your bike—"

“No “if " about it!" eaid Smithy.

“Well, I'll have Redwing’s, then—I
can manage with that!” said Bunter.

“Think so?” ;

“Well, "tain’t such a good bike as
FOUTS, Smit!a}', but I can manage.”

The Bounder launghed.

“Bedwing happens to be wn.it.ing
for me to get back with his jigger,”
ke said.

- “Look here, you can't leave me
here without a bike!Z exclaimed
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Bunter. “Why, it's seven or eight
miles on to Lantham! And—and it's
t#o or three back to Greyfriars!
What am I going to do?”

"Pericsh on the road, I expect!™

answered Vernon-Smith. “One mile
will 'ka you np—the next will kill
you !
“Why, you beast—"
Bunter,
“You won't be in a state to be
kicked when you get back to the

roared

school, if yon get back alive at all I”
a&ﬂafl Smithy. “So I'll kick you
now "

“Look here, yon beast—"

Billy Bunter forgot the problem of
a bike, nrgent as it was, as he dodged
the Bounder's boot.

But he did not dodge successfully !

Twice that boot landed on the
tightest trousers in the British
Empire! Twice a frantic yell awoke

_the echoes of the Bedelyffe road.

Then Herbert ernon-Smith
mounted his own bike, took Red-
wing's with one hand, and pedalled

away downhill for Greyfriara.
“Ow! Beast! Ow! Rotter!”
roared Bunter as he went.

The fat Owl stood in utter dismay,
blinking after Vernon-Smith as
glided away down the road, riding
one bike and wheeling the other.

The Bpunder, and the two bikes,
disappeared in the distance and
van from Bunter's eyes and
spectacles. ;

“0Oh lor'!” greaned Buater.

He was leit bikeless! Lantham
was geven or eight miles off —it might
as well have been seven or eight
hundred !

Booner or later, there would be
another motor-bus grinding up that
hill—but it was no use to Bunter!
Fellowa had to pay fares on motor-
buses ! Owing a disappointment
about a postal order ter was
in an impecnnious state—his total
wealth amounting to one penny—
which was, unfortunately, a bad one!
- Mrs. Mimble, at the school shop,
and Uncle Clegg, in the 1'iila§g had

ny.

botk refused t pen ides,
even a good ny would not have
seenn him very far! Lantham, and

that feed at the Pagoda, had to be
written off,

Buuter groaned !

. This waz one of the drawbacks of
borrowing a fellow's bike without
mentioning it to a fellow ! That fear-
ful beast BSmithy had left him
stranded—to walk home!

Awful as it was to mias the feed at
the Pagoda, it was still more awful
to think of the weary miles back to
Greyiviars—nearly three by the read,
and nearly two by the bridle-path
and Friardale T.ame{

“Beast!" grooned Bunter.

But there was no help for it,
Bunter’s sole remaining method of
locomotion waa his own littls fat legs.

Badly and sorrowfully he set those
little fat legs into slow motion and
rolled aleng to thwnjng of the
bridle-path in the wood. He trudged
wearily into it. .

It was quite a pleasant walk by the
bridle-path, thick with fallen leaves,
surrounded by decp woods. But Bill
Bunter did not find it pleasant ! Hi
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was already tired by pushing the bike
uphill. _

More than a long, long mile of
bridle-path lay before him—and then
there was the lane to follow it!

It was a dismal and doleful fat Owl
that trudged and trundged, with
weary fat legs,

He did not pass a soul on the path
through the wood—it was a solitary
place in winter-time. But when he
was at last wearily nearing Friordale
Lane he heard someone on the bridle-
path behind him. Blinking round, he
;-si‘k‘r a slinbby man wheeling a green

e

BUNTER BUYS A BIKE !

MUDGE PUREKISS looked at
Higﬁ Bunter.
ly Bunter looked at

Smudge Purkiss,

But especially he looked at the
green bike.

What Billy Bunter wanted, just
then, was a. bike—anything to save
his weary fat legs from foot-
slogging ! And that man was wheel-
inf a bike!

[t was rather heavy going on the
bridle-path, thickly carpeted with
dead lenves and fallen twigs.

Smudge preferred to wheel his bike
till he got it out into a road.

But the heaviest going would not
have sto Bunter from biking if
he had a bike—he just wanted to
git down! He could not help blink-
ing enviously at that green ‘npii: ‘

He did not, of courss, recognise it.
or dream of Lord Mauleverer in
connection with it.

Mauly's bike was black—this was

reenn, Mauly, so0 far as Bunter

ew, was still on his bike, heading
for Lantham with the Famous Five.
It waas, to Bunter's eyes, just a bike;
and he would have been extremely
glad to borrow it, had that been
practicable.

Smudge looked at him very keenly
and euriously, and touched his bat-
tered hat.

Bunter had trouser-clips on, which
looked as if he had been cycling,
though he was on foot without u
jigger.

“Lorst your bike,
Smudge civilly.

“Yes I” answered Bunter.

Smudge . wondered, for a startled
moment, whether this fat boy might
be the owner of the bike he had found
in the thicket, and which had
chan colour in his thievish hands.

“A beast grabbed it away from
me !” gaid Bunter bitterly.

“That's "ard Iuck, sir! sgaid
Smudge. “Did it ‘appen about ere,
sirr®

“Back on the Redclyfie road!?
answered Bunter,

“And you couldn't get arter him,
gir 7 asked Smudge.

“How conld I get after him, when
he was going downhill at top speed:”
grunted Bunter.

" Bmudge realised that thiz was not
the owner of the parked bike in the
thicket !

“’Ard Inck, and no mistake !” gaid

Smudge. “Di trick Rumh] i a
Trae Maicxer .m‘f.:-."n. l.fg,
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gir®” gaid
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cove's hike ! Neot the sort of thing I'd
‘old with !"

Bunter blinked at him. He had not
meant to imply that his bike had been
stolen i:m.g Smudge’a mind ran
naturally on bike-pinching, so he had

wisunderstood.
“You don’t fizger on getting that
bike back agin, sir?” Bmudge.

“Eh? o!" answered DBunter.
Certainly he did not figure on gat-ting
Herbert Vernon-Smith’s bike bace
again-! :

Smudge emiled genuﬂl{. _

It looked to him as if he might
have found a customer for his bike
already !

He could sce that Bunter was a
schoolboy; and he knew the Grey-
friars colours in his cap.

Bunter did mnot look, perhaps,
wealthy—but it was reasonable to
suppose that he counld afiord to buy a
zecond-hand bike—especially one %11:-
ing extra cheap on account of the
owher being pressed to sell,

“Yook at that hike, sirl” asaid.

Smudge.
Bunter was already looking at it—
with longing !
“I'm sellin
plained Smudge,

that bike, air [ ex-
“Jeat taking it

along to Friardale, secing as I've
‘card there's a bloke there wants
one ™

Smudge had heard nothing of the
kind, and he did not expect to find a
customer in a little village like Friar-
dale, but Smudge had no use for the
truth in his profession as bike-
pincher.

“(Qh !* said Bunter, with interest.

“I'm ouly asking fi'pun for it!”
added Smudge. “Seeing as you’'ll be
in want of a bike, sir, p'r'aps wé
could do business?”

Bunter shook his head sadly.

" He would willingly have given all
he possessed f'or that green bike. But
ns he poasessed only one penny, and
that a bad one, it was obvious that
there was nothing doing.

“I'd take four, for a quick trade!”
said Smudge.

Buuter blinked at the bike in.
It was, he could see, an excellent
machine, and in good ition—in-
deed, it looked as if it had been
freshly painted! But he shook his
head again.

“I've got no money about me,” he
answered. “I'd be jolly glad, other-
wise. I want a bike! But I've left
all my money at the school.”

No carthly copsideration would
ever have induced Billy Bunter to
admit that he hadn't any money !

Smudge regarded him thought-
fulli. Ready cash was Smudge’s rule
—when he could get it! But he waa,
naturally, anxious to get that bike off
his hands at the carliest possible
moment. Disguised as it was, it was
gsafer off his hauds—that was certain.

“That biz school near Friardale,
sir 7 he asked,

“Yes; Greyfriars [*

“You're going thero now, air?”

“Yes; I've pot to walk back,”
arunted Bunter wearily.

“Well, look "ere, sir, if you got the
monoey at the echool, I ain’t the man
to worry about an hour or two,” eaid
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Smudge, “The bike's yours for
four quids, eir—it'll save me a walk
ta the village.”

Billy Bunter's fat fage brightened.

It was too late to think of getting
to Lantham, even on a bike. But a
lift on. & ji to Qreyiriara was a
windfall. - After a mile on the bridle-
path,  Bunter’s legs were almost
crumpling under his weight.

And Bunter wanted a bike—not
mercly for a lift this especial after-
noon, but because his own dilapidated
jignlzr was almost past praying for.

nter did not, perhaps, know a lot
about® bikes—but he could see that
this was a good machine, and dirt
cheap at four ds.

Certainly, if he wanted a bike, he
waa never likely fo strike a better
bargain than this.

The difficulty was that he hadn’t
four pounds at the school—or four
shillings—or even four pence |

That, really, was like a lion in the

ath, or would have been to any
ellow but Bunter !

But Billy Bunter was blessed with
a hopefal nature!

His postal order might come ! Some
kind relation might send him a bank-

note—Bunter had had & fiver once, on
a never-to-be-forgotten occasion! A
was his deadl

mare reliable resom'?@

skill as a borrower! It was

‘while making an effort to secure a

bike like that!

Mauly might. be good for a quid,
perha.gg.l Toddy would stump n
something, on an occasion like this!
The Famous Five, bheasts as they
were, might rally round if Bunter was
being dunned for moncy |

Bunter thought it ou

At the very worst, he wonld pet a
lift on that bike to the school, and
save his weary legs even if he had

to hand it back again because he
conldn’t pay for it.

That, perhaps, was not very scru-
pulous. But Bunter was thinking
chi of the ache in his podgy legs
—and a fellow couldn’t think of

eve?hm%.

“Well, look here,” said Bunter at
last, " I'd like to have the bike. I'm
in want of one, as it happens. But
four pounds is a lot of monmey.”

“Couldn’t let it go cheaper, sir,”
said Smudge, chaking his head.

“I don’t mean that—I'll give four
pounds,” said Bunter, “but I couldn’t
manage it hefore to-morrow.”
“Oh!” said Emudﬁze
mﬁc looked rather keenly at the fat
“What might your name be, sirf”
he asked, “Mine’s Smith—John
Smith "

“Bunter—I'm in the Remove—
that’s the Lower Fourth Form,”
added Bunter, as Mr. Purkiss did not
seem to catch on.

“And you could pay up to-
morrow " :

“That's all right [ said Bunter.

Bunter hoped, at least, that it was
all right! Bunter had a hopeful
nature:!

Smudge considered it

Really, it was a good offer, so far
as Smudge could see. It would take
th? 'l::riku off his hamls, which spelled
AnTekty.

That bike would be lost among the
inpumerable. bikes at a hig school,
far from Redclyffe, where Smmudge
thonght it probable that the owner
mﬁﬂ* that didn’

at fat covey n't pay up,
SEmudge would be after hpnn fast
enough for the money.

Once the bike was safely off his
hands, Smudge was in no bhurry to
leave the neighbourhood. S

There were two or three - other
schools round about, and s healthy
chance of business to be done fn the
hike-pinching line,

Smudge podded at last.

“It's a go, sir—I'll trust you!" he
declared.

There was not a lot. of “trust”

uired, as he knew Bunter's name
an E-ﬂl.'il}ﬂi_:l{], where he could go for

if necesaary.
pﬂg%:ﬂ take tha:r{hera bike,” said
Smudge, “and I'll be on that there
gate in the lane fo-morrow, and yom
cann run out on the bike with the
four quid, sir. What time'll suit yon,
gir -

“I should have to cut out affer
dinner,” said Bunter, “=ay soon after
one o'clock, Mr. Smith.”

“Done!” said Smudge.

The gate on Friardale Lane, at the
end of the hridla-]éath wag in sight,
il? the distance. mni!g‘n pointed to
it.

“I'll be there, sir,” he said.

“0.E. " said Bunter cheerfully.

And he took the green bhike from
Mr, Purkiss.

It was rough going omn the bridle-

th, but Bunter mounted at once,

o was chiefly anxious to sit down.

Ha plu and rocked on towards
the gate.

Smudge watched him go with con-
siderable satisfaction.

Seldom had Smudge Purkiss pot
rid of a stoled bike so soon after
pinching it.

All he had to do now was to collect
the money on the morrow, in the
happy state of having no atolen goods
about him—that was all.

Posgibly his satisfaction would have
been a little dashed had he been
awara that the fat covey's total
wealth amounted to ome bad penny.
Fortunately for his peace of mind,
Mr, Purkiss did pot know that.

SHANKS* PONY !
6 58! said Bob Cherry.
“Blacker | pgrunted
Johnny Bull.

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

Mauly was quite satisfied with that
afterncon’s excursion.

The Famous Five had watched the
Territorial team play Lantham
Ramblers, and tea'd at the Pagoda
afterwards. Now it was time to
return. ]

The Famous Five had their bikea to
ride back on.

Lord Mauleverer had to cateh the
return motor-bus, and drop off the
same ot the end of the bridle-path in
Bedclyfle Wood, there to collect hia

ji ;

Eﬁ; more.time he spent on the bus,
and the less on his bike, the more
his lazy lordship was satisfied. 8o,
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Lord Mauleverer was half-way through the wood when there was a sudden flash of light in the dark.

from Mauly's point of view, it was
all right!

“You lazy lubber!” gaid Bob.
“ Where did you park the bhike?”

“In the wood,” answered Mauly.

“In the middle of the path, for an
tramp to pick up? asked Fran
Nugent.

“No fear! I parked it safe out
of sight. That's all right,” said Lord
Mauleverer cheerfully. *“I shall be
in long before you chaps.”

“If the bike's atill there,” said
Flarry Wharton.

“Qh, it's there all right!”

“Serve you right if some tramp’s
Finche& it, and you have to walk
!!!DI{J]E,. you slacking ass 1” said Johnny

il

“Yaas, wouldn't it?" agreed Lord
Mauleverer placidly. “But it’s all
rizht! TYou fellows go and collect
mud, and I'll go and collect a motor-
bus.”

On the way out of Lantham, the
Fomous Five were well ahead on the
steep slope down Lantham Hill,
Mauly’s motor-bus was lost to sight
astern.

On Redclyfie Hill it came into sight
behind, But over Redclyfie Hill the
cyclists whizzed on again at a great
rate, and the motor-bus was lost for
good.

The Famous Five whizzed on cheer-
fully to the school.

They were far out of sight wlen
Lord Mauleverer jumped from the bus
at the opening of the bridle-path.

Leaving the bus to grind om its
way, lis lordship sauntered cheer-
fully into the woed.

“'Old on ! ** said a voilee.

The dusk was beginning to fall,
but he had ample time to walk to the
spot where he had parked his jipger,
collect it, and ride the couple of
miles to Greyfriars hefore calling-
over.

Five minutes afier stepping off the
motor-bus Mauleverer was standing
at the thicket where he had parked
that bike.

He was standing there with a
rather dismayed expression on his
noble countenance.

He groped in that thicket. Bat it
was useless to grope for am article
that was not there.

“Oh gad!” murmured Lord
Mauleverer.

He groped and stared, and stared
and ' groped. But he had to make
up his mind to it that the bike was
ot on the spot.

Woodland thickets were very much
like one another, and he wondered
whether, after all, he had mistaken
the epot.

But » search of adjacent thickets
was equally futile. '

The bike was gone.

'.Elﬂr the time Lord Mauleverer made
up his mind that that bike really was
gone, the dusk was settling thicker
and thicker, and the woods around
him were almost black.

Mauly eighed.

It was rather a blow to lose his
handsome jigger. Obviously, some
nssing tramp had spotted it, where
t had been left, and picked it up in

ssing. But Maunly was thinking
ezs of the loss of the jigger thanm of
the neccssity of getting to the school

on Shanks® pony. That prospect dis-
mayed him almost as much az it dis-
mayed Billy Bunter,
“What a life ! siched Maulevercr.
He started at last,

It was nearly three miles by the
road, and omnly abomt two by the
bridle-path, so Mauly naturaliy cliose
the latter.

That it was now getting dark, and
that a solitory path through a wood
might not be quite safe after dark
was @ consideration that did not
oceur to his noble mind—not that he
would have regarded it liad it
oceurred to him. No davger could
be so0 bad as an exbra mile.

Mauly walked on.

He could not get in before datrk
now, and he would be late for calline
over., But that conld not be helped.
Probably, Mr. Queleh would go ensy
when he learned that Mauleverer had
unfortunately lost his jigger.

Mauly hoped s=o. Anyhow, it
coulldn’t be helped—and Manly wns
not the man to mect troubles Lali-
WAaYT.

He walked on cheerfully.

He was about hialf-way through the
wood when there was a sndden flash
of light in the dark from a flash-
lam

(18

3:31& on!” said a voice.

Lord Mauleverer stopped, Lis heart
beating rather fast. He had a
elimpse of a moan with a grabby,
stubbly faece, in a shabby old over-
coat too large for him, and a bat-
tered hat. _

Tae Magxer Liamany.—XNo, 1,659,
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Bmudge Purkiss conecentrated the
baﬁ:: om %1: lmi ‘s startled fﬂ:;-
hind the lig udge grinned.
“P'r'aps you coula ‘elp a cove on
his way, sir,” said Smudge. “P'r'aps

8 gui wonldn’t ‘urt you.”
—no |* gaid Lord Maunle-

verer

gl *
“P'r'aps you'd rather 'ave a jolt
on’ the jor!” supgested Smudge
agpresgively — and he displayed a
large kEnuckly fist under Mauleverer’s
riose as a hint of what was coming.
Lord Mauléverer’s friends at Grey-
friars wonld not have called him a
slacker had they witnessed what
ha ad mext.
ly had no idea of handing over
a quid to a threateping tramp—
and still less did he want a jolt om
the jaw! He did not give Smudge

time for it! '
Almost before Mr. Purkiess had
Mauly made a

finiahed ing,
spring forward, and his fist crashed
in a atubbly, grubby face,

There was s startled howl from
Mr. Purkiss, taken quite surprise
by that sudden opening of hostilities.

Smudge went over backwards, The
flashlamp flew from his hand and
went out, Smudge sprawled in dead,
damp leavea, yelling.

What he would have done had
Mauly been within reach when he got
on his feet again, would probably
have hbheen unpleasant! ut as
Smudge sprawled and howled, Maule-
verer bounded on, and wemt up the
Liridle-path at & racing speed.

Smudge sat np—then he staggered
up.

He felt Lis stmbbl i
han erhaps to make sure that it
was still there! It felt as if it
wasn't!

“Crimes " ga Smudge.

Iord Mauleverer's rapi
wefe dying away in the distance,

Smudge blinked after him, but did
not attempt pursumit, He rubbed his
chin and grunted, and made a series
of remarks which it was just as well
Lord Mauleverer was too far away to
hear—they really were mot smnitable
for you 1 ears.

en Smudge, in an extremely bad
temper, resumed his tramp in the
direciion of Redelyfe.

A spot of robbery in a lonely place
after dark did not come amiss to
M:i;hPurkisa—hut a hhﬂ aluﬁche&tﬁn,
rubbing & damaged chin, he rather
wished that he had kept to his
regular business of bike-pinching
and not bothered about a side-line!

Lord Mauleverer, breathless,
reached the gate on Friardale Lane—
after which he dropped into a walk
again and pauntered on to Grey-
friars -— occasional] rubbin his
knuckles, which had been barked on

Smudge’s stubbly chin !

et

BUNTER'S NEW BIKE !

il HOSE bike?”
WEohit
“Looks a jolly

good
ji I said Bob Cherry,
]g‘%‘eﬂ. it wonld bel!” said Billk
Bunter. “My Uncle George doesn’
Tre Maiexer Liseispr.—No. 1,658,
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;ﬂtﬂ what he pays—he's rich, you
now.”

After third aghool, in the morning,
Billy Bunter had wheeled his new

bike out.
Bunter was pleased with that bike.
It really was a firat-clasa jigger,

ke had reason to be pleased with it—
ever so much better than his old
jigger in its palmiest dayp.

The omly drawback about that
jiq%er was that it had not yet been
Em tﬂi::::', and s0 really was not yet
unter’s.

But that was a difficulty Bunter

ho to overcome EﬂII[E]T!'
?:ibrenk that morning he had

looked eagerly for a letter—hopin
that his Hfﬂhﬂtﬂd E
might have materinlised at last,

If that postal order came, -and if it
was for, say, a pound, Bunter would
be in a position to pay a pound off
that bike—and he considered that he
could reasomahly ask the vendor .to
wait a day or two for the other three.

Unfortunately, the postal order had
not arrived—and Bunter was etill
limited, in the financial line, to a bad

PeSH,

1, it was a MEE of hours yet
before he had to sée the man who had
sold him that bike; and, after all, a
fellow might be late!

Anyhow, he had the bike, and if
the man had to wait s bit for pay-
ment, he was not the ouly man who
bad to wait a bit for his money in
war-time! Why sheuldn’t - that
stubbly man wait, like anybody clse?
Bunter saw Do reasonm why le

shouldn’t !

In the meantime, there was the
bike—and waa Bunter going to tell
the world that he had picked up that
first-clasa jigger, at an amasing
in, eecond-hand, for four

footsteps pounds?

Bunter was not!

Nobody was going to know that the
green bike was a second-hand jigger,
picked u;:.cheatp! It sounded aver so
much better if that handsome bike
was a present from one of Bunter's
numerous rich relations!

Fellowe in the Remove did not
acem to believe much in those rich
relations—possibly becaunse none of
the riches ever seemed to as far
as Greyfriars School, But seeing was
believing !

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
that jigger admiringly, They did not
much like the way i1t was painted;
but, except for that, it was obviously
a first-class machine and more expen-
sive than their own. If Uncle Geor
had weighed jn with that jigger for
his nephew at Greyfriars, it looked as
if (leoxge was an avuncular relative

worth Eﬂjﬁ‘ﬂiﬁnlg.

“¥ told you I wrote to my Uncle
@eorge about a bike!” remarked
Billy Bunter carelessly, N
“20 you did!” agreed Bob. “But
I'_"_H

Bob checked the rest of the remark
he had been going to make. had
certainly auyﬁaed that Uncle
George was going to squecse outb the
bike requested by Bunter. ‘Bat there
was the bike—speaking for itself, as
it were! . y

“Pretty good machine, what?”

tal order

said Bunter airily. “I don’t mind
telling you fellows that my Wacle
Wiiliam gave twenty gninesa for it.”

“Did he?” ejaculated Bob,

“He did! Money's nothing to
him ! explained Bunter.

“Your Uncle William gave twenty

uineas for a bike that pemt You

your Unele George!” exvlaimed
Bob, staring at the fat Owl,

“Oh! mean——" stammered
Bunter, :

The class of persons to which Billy
Bunter belonged needed, proverb-
ially, to have good memories,

Bunter had & very bad one.

This was rather a handitdp to a
fellow who never, e accident,
got anywhere near the truth.

; Biltyhﬂuntaf ﬁwt?: h:m;&;ﬂ gt 8 loss
or a whopper, 8 disapreed
with one another in' the most sur.

priain w?.

“I—I—I mean, Uncle ﬂ'ﬂﬂl‘ﬁ ave
twenty-five guineas for the bike,” ex-
plﬂi?eﬁ Bunter. :

olly ¢xpensive jigger, if your
Uncle George g‘a‘?m twen Jr;ﬁw:
guineas for it and your Unecle
E‘Iill’lﬂl';qm twenty |* remarked Bob

”Eglra{‘ ha, ha!”

E“t;ﬁ?hm& bike is it?” asked Johuny

“ L ]

“Mine !” roared Bunter. “I told
{l‘m I'd written to my Uncle Rupert—
hat is, William—] mean, Qeorge—
and he sent me thia hikel It came
while you fellows were at Lantham
ay! It's a better bike than

%ﬂu fellows have got, and chance it!
our gmpla can’t afford this make I
“Where did yom get it?” asked

Johnny,
“Haven't I told you TUnela
Phillip—I mnlean Wiiliam—that is,

{(Feorge, gave it to me?” roared
Bung €

“Think I pinched it, you
beast ™

“Well, you can’t have pinched it !”
said Johnny Bull, “ You never pinch
an;thiug jou can't cat!™

Beast !

ast

“Well, gratters, old man,” said
Boh., “You've a jolly bike,
wherever you g it! Don’t let it run
to seed like the old onel”

“I say, you fellows, I was gﬁng ta
greak to you about my old bike,” gaid

unter, “Having this one, of course,
I don't want the old onel If ome of
you fellows would like it, T’ sell it
for four pounds.”

Billy Bunter blinked eagerly at
the Famous Five as he made that

encrons offcr. The sale ‘of his old

ike for four pounds would have scen

him mnicely through- his financial
blem,
Unfortunately, thomgh the mnew

hike was wao a great deal more
than four pounds, the old bike was
worth & great deal less—if it was

worth anything at all, which was
doubtful.
G!:‘F&ttr whiches?" gasped Bob

‘Fﬂ.:nfunﬂn, old chap !
“ Not shillings #*

“QOr pence?” asked Johmny Bull.
“Don't you mean pencer”
“Dear at fourpence |” said Nugent,

shaking hie head. “If you mean four-
penee, Bunter, you're asking too
much I



“Ha, ha, La!”

“Qh, really, Nugent! Look here,
I'll let it go for two!” said Bunter.
“After all, if I give the man two, he
can wait for the rest.”

“What man?®
“0Oh! No I X don’t owe any-
bedy four po for this bike!” ex-

plained the fat Ow] hastily.
F_"Ha, ha, ha | ghrieked the Famous
ive.

Really, they did not need telling
much more than that! Bunter evi-
dently had bagged a second-hand
bike at a bargain!

“ Blegsed if I ses anything to cackle
at!” yapped Bunter, "I haven't got
to pay for this hike, and the man
isn’t poing to wait for me in Friar-
dale Lane after dinner.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, do stop cackling! I say, you
fellows, will one of you take my old
bike off my hands?” asked Bunter.
“Look here, I'll take a quid for it!
What about that?” :

“ Better see if you can find a blind

man !” suggested Bob Cherry.
“Eh? blind man wouldn’t want th
a bike! Wharrer you mean "

“ More likely to want it than any-
body who could see it!” explained
Boh.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter,
“Look here, what will you give me
for old bike? I don’t want it
now that I've got this new onc from

the pater—I mean from my Uncle
Arthur! TLook here, what do you
O kngbody | know the price of

. 10W e price o
scraﬁi” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beasta !” grunted Billy Bunter.

“You fellows will never get a chance P

like this again !” _

“I'll tell you what,” eaid Bob.
“Hell it while the war's on, Bunter—
while the price of scrap metal is np!
It will go down again after the war,
and yon won't get so much !”
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The Famous Five walked away,
lnughing—evidently not disposed fo
take Bunter's old bike off his hands,
at any price whatever.

Bunter rather wished that he had
taken & little more care of that
machine—it would have come in use-
ful now—now that he wanted to sell
it. But it was rather too late to
think of that.

Until the bell rang for dinner that
day, Billy Bunter was makin
attempts to get an offer for the ol
bike, up and down the Remove. But
even Fisher T. Fish, who would buy
almost anything—at his own price—
refused to make an offer for that old

]lglghe;‘. )

t resonrce failed the fat Owl.
And he was rather worried about his
financial problem when he went in to
dinner the Remove.

But there was steak-and-kidney-pie
for dinnher !

Thia, of course, did mnot solve
financial problems! But with steak-
and-kidney-pie before him, Bunter
conld not possibly think about any-
thing else. He dismissed his problem
from his mind, and devoted himself
to steak-and-kidney-pie, and was

happr.

“the previous eveming
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1 AULY, old man——"
- *Oh dear!™
*Anvythine the matter #”

asked Billy Bunter, blinking through
his big spectacles at the schoolboy

-earl of Greyfriars.

“Xoas, you!” answered Mauly,

“Oh, really, old chap——"

“Blow away, Bunter!” said Lord
Mauleverer plaintively. “I've got a
lot of worries! I don't want any
more! You're worse than the others,
Shut the door after you!™

Bunter did not blow away! Harv-
ing run down Lord Mauleverer in his
atudy, after dinner, Bunter was not
likely to let his victim off so easily
Hﬁ : lthauh 11 dt

anly, who generally mana 0
avoid worry by the simple ag&gm of
letting things slide unregarded, had
g worry on his noble mind now.

Mr. Quelch, his Form-master, had
excused him for being late for roll
. in the circum-
stances. But the matter did not end

ere.

With regard to the missing bike,
Mauleverer would have been satisfied
with intending to do something or
other, sooner or later. 'That, pro-
bably, would have been the end of the
affair, so far as his lordship was con-
cerned.

Mr. Quelch did not take that view
at ulII. The tfgmnvﬁ m::ter hevpry
properly insisted upon eteps being
taken to recover the lost property.

The loss had to be reported to the
local police.

Mr. Quelch undertook that part of
the business. But the number of the
bicycle had to be ascertained, for
urposes of identification,

Mauly knew that hikes had
numbers, he had forgotten the cir-
cumsatance. Certainly he had no idea
of the number of his own e ive
jigger. It might have been, so far
as Mauly knew, any number up to a
million or so.

But his punardian, at Mauleverer
Towers, tould supply the number—so
Mauly had to write to Sir Reginald
Brooke and inquire.

He had come up to his stnd
dinner to write the letter.
he had not written it!

He was still thinki
when Bunter blew in.
seemed altogether . too
Mauly! It was bad enm:ﬁh
a laborious task on hand,
Billy Bunter's company

thereto.

“I was Eoin_g to ask yon some-
thing, Mauly!" said Bunter.

“1 guessed that one[”

“I've been disappointed about a
postal order, old fe g

“Help I*

“Oh, really, Mauly! I say, can
you lend me four pounds

“Wha-a-t?"

Lord Mauleverer gat up and took
notice. He fairly blinked at William
George Bunter.

Mauly had a good deal of money,
and he was the easiest-going fellow
ever. How many bobs and hali-
crowns Bunter borrowed of him in a
term, he pever thought of counting.

But a request for four pounds in a

after
o far,

of doing sz0
hich really
thick, to
to have
without

added
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lump made Mauly stare! He was
eagy-going, but not guite to that ex.
tent!| Even Mauly mlﬂﬂ-hﬂrd!g have
afforded to ladle out his wealth four
pounds at a time,
- “It's something rather speeial!”
explained Bunter.

e fat Removite realised that it
was a somewhat nnusual Iet!ue'ﬁt.

“It must be, I think!” ed
Lord Mauleverer. *“Now tell me
another funny story! That one
doesn't make me langh.”

“I eay, old nhmﬁ;I I ain"t being
funn_iiv I protested Bunter.

“You  are!” assured  Lord
Mauleverer. “Now run away and
P!E-%!"

“If you won't lend me four pounds,
Mauly—"

“Leave ont the ‘if '!” suggested
Mauly,

“Well, look here, what about =a

und #” asked Bunter. “I'll let you

ave it back out of my postal I
Mauly, honest Injun! As soon as
ever my tal order comes, I'll let
you have that quid I*

“And mlgw I never become a
centenarian 7 asked Mauleverer.

“Beast! I mean, I don’t mind

onr little jokes, old fellow ! He, he,
| The fact is, Mauly, I was ex-
cting that postal order to-day—it's

m one of my titled relations, you
know.”

“I don't!”
“Well, yon do now I tell you!”
va Bunter.
ot at all I
“Took here, wou silly idiot—I

mean, look here, dear old fellow, I'm

in 8 hole!” said Bunter. “I've got
to pay a pound on my new bike."
auleverer grinned. '

He had heard of Bunter's new bike
—all the Remove had heard of it, by
that time—as & magnificent present
from Bunter's uncle—though Bunter
never seemed to remember exactly the
nnme of the particular uncle from
whom that handsome gift had come!

“I mean, for carrigge!” added
Bunter hastily. “I'll tell you exactly
how it stands, Mauly.”

H’Bnn?t [Ji'

“It's like this!” said Bunter, nn-

heeding. “ My Uncle Montague sent
me that bike, carriage forward!
Sea P

“Very thoughtless of Uncle
Montagne!” said Lord Manleverer.
Ehakin% his head. “Yom haven't
brouglt your uncle up to business

hahits, Bunter.”

“And there's a pound to pay on the
railway |* said Bunter.

“Jan’t that rather a lot?”

“Well, charges have gone up,
owing to the war, you see ! ex-
plained the fat Owl. *‘It's exactly a
pound, Mauly! I've got to pay!”

0 Bﬂw‘wﬂw I:u-

“I had a lot of tronble persuading
them to leave the bike without being
?aid esterday!” urged Bunter.
‘But they—they did !”

“Very kind of them!” gaid Hmln.}z.
“Now ask them to add to their kind-
ness by w:ritingl till you've had time
to write to Uncle Montague!”

“They won't wait!” said Bunter
sadly. "I've got to dub mup to-day
nt the latest! T say, Manly—"

Tre Maerer Ligrsar.—No. 1,650
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“VWill you Llew away, Bunterf”
sighed Lord Mauleverer. "I've got
a letter to write.”

“I haven't finished yet!”

“\When are ;i-:m going to finish ¢’

“When you lend me the pound, old

chap "

lbh nlil]!

Lord g[nu!aremr sighed deeply, and
jerked & wallet out of 1]'I.ll cket.
e cxtracted a green slip o pa]‘zcl:
thercfrom, and handed it to the fat
Ohwl.

Rilly Buuter clutched it eagerly.

1lo was safe now for o pound om
account—and surely the man would
he willing to wait for the balance!
He would have to, anyhow, if he
wanted to sell Bunter that green
Like!

But, having extrocted o quid
from his casy-going lordship, Billy
Bunter could not help noticing that
there were other guidas in that wallet
.-of which only three would see him
¢mite clear. _

Like Alexander of old, he sighcd
for (vesh worlds to conguer. _

“I say, Mauly, wait a minute
hefore you put that wallet away!”
exelaimed the fat Owl, "“What
abont the other threec?”

Lord Mauleverer looked at him.
Without mglsin%, he glipped the
wallet back into his pocket and rose
from his sofa. Taking Billy Bunter
by a fat neck, lie led him to the door-
waw, pushed him out of the study,
antl closed the door after him.

Bunter was left blinking in the
passage, in o state of surprise. He
opened the study door again, and
Wlinked in. .

“YWharrer you mean, jyou mll:;
nxa 7" e demanded, “Gone potty

Lord Mauleverer did not answer.
He had sat down to the study table
to get on with writing that letter at
Iaxt.

Bunter rolled in.

* T say, Mauly——"" he squeaked.

“{et out!™ hooted Maulevercr,
over his shoulder. :

“But I was asking you a guestion
when you interrupted me, Mauly! I
nay, what about the other three quid?
I wouldn't be stingy !” urged Bunter.

*“ What #*

+E H'_i“ :!'!

Lord Mauleverer rose to his feet.

Billy Bunter blinked at him in
antivipation, Perhaps he was expect-
inr the wallet to come into view
again! But it didn't!

For the second time, Lord Manle-
verer grabbed him by o fat neck.
But this time he did not lead him
from the study.

He slewed Bunter round in the
doorway !

The fat Owl, guessing what waa
coming then, gave a howl of appre-
hrnsion.

His apprehension was well founded.,

Thud!

“ Yarooooh ! roarced Bunter, as he
flew out into the Remove passage.

Lord Mauleverer closed the door

again.

“Dw! Wow!” roored Bunter, in
the Hemove passage. “Beast! Ow!
Kicking a ehap—wow ! Yah! Rotter!
Wow !

The fat Owl squirmed and wrigeled.
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It had been ?uif.a a hefty kick. Then
he turned to Mauly's study door
again, He did nmot open it—it was
vlear, cven to Billy Bunter, that
there was no prospect of the “other
three.”

Ha stoo to the keyhole and
bawled through it.

“Yah! Beast! Mean beast! Yah!”

And hoving thus expressed his
grateful thanka for the loan of a
quid, Billy Bunter rolled hastily
away before the door could open—
and rolled down to the hike-shed to
wheel out the green bike !

AN UNEXPECTED MEETING!
ANG!
Lord Mauleverer's door flew

iy f

“Oh P:;‘." gasped hia lordship.

Bob Cherry tramped iunto
the study, Four other fellows
looked in at the doorway.

“Ready 7" asked Bob.

“Oh! No! I've got a
letter to write—"

“Haven't you written it .
yet 2" demanded Bob,

“No; jnat going to."

“Then you can just-going-
to aofter class!” said Bo
Cherry. “Buek up—we've got
none too much time to go and
look for your bike.”

“My dear chap,” said Lord
Mauleverer, “the bike’s gone!
I told you it was pgone!
What's the good of lookin'
for a thing that's gone?”

“You know what a silly asa
vou arc!” said Bob. “Ten to
one it'a where you left it, and

n missed it when you

ooked for it! Anyhow, we're
going to make sure! Come
on "

“ Better make-sure, Mauly,”
said Harry Wharton. “You
might have missed it in the
dusk! Pretty ass yon'd look
if the police started hunting
for it and it turned up where
ﬁu arked it in Redelyfle

“But I'm sure—" pro-
tosted his lordship,

“Come and make assurance
doubly sure, then!” said
Frank Nugent, laughing.

“Well, 1f you fellows like

to go and look for it, I don't
mind—1I'll describe just where I left
1 "
“Yon'll do that on the spot,” said
Bob. “Come on! Look here, you
nes, you're mot going to lose your
bhike, if there's a chance of finding
it*

“It's miles—"

“We'll go by the short cut!”

“But I haven't a Dbike to ride
nu:rwf; borrowed Squiff's jigger
for you,” said Johuny Bull.

“Look here, I'd rather not borrow
Sguiﬂ"s jigger! It's rather takin'
advantage of hiz good nature, you
know. %inkﬂpeun says " Neither o
borrower nor o lender et

“Are you coming:"

“No!" mared Lord Mauloverer, "1
waz glogring ahout on a Like vester-

THE MAGNET—E

day, sud I'm jolly well not goin’ to
Hﬂ:ﬂ' nl:;nub on a bike to-day, and—
go ™"
b Cherry grasped his lordship
and waltzed him out of the study.
Lord Mauleverer tottered breath-
lessly into the Remove passage.
“Come on, Mauly!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “We've none
too much time before class !

“We haven't time enm:Fh ! gasped
Haulgl. “Don’t be assea! We can’t
wssibly risk bein' late for clasa!

ou know how shirty Quelch gets
when a fellow's late for class!
Punctuality ia the politencss of
princes, you know [*

“Full of proverbial wisdom, ain’t
he—to get out of a bike ride!” said
Bob Cherry. “Take his other car,
Johnny "

The Famous Five put on speed, and Smudge P!
him as he poumn

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Ow! Leggo!” howled Maule-
verer. “I'll come |

And he came—the Famous Five
walking round him, to sce that he
did not escapel

They walked his lordghip down to
the bike-shed, where the machincs
were wheeled out.

Lord Mauleverer sighed and heaved
himself into the saddle, and they rode
away in a bunch,

To Harry Wharton & Co., it scemed
guite likely that Mauleverer had
overlooked that jigger, in the
November dusk, in a wood.
Mauly had to admit that it was
possible. Anyhow, it was ﬂ::i
sensible to make absolutely cert
that it was not where Mauly had
left it, before starting an official hunt
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mlss falrly ﬂe, his roomy old coat flapping behind

for it. Half a dozen fellows rootin
after it, in broad daylight, could no
fail to ascertain whether it was there
or not. Certainly no member of the
famous Co. wounld have been surprised
to discover it where Mauly had left it
—-knowing Mauly as they did }

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated
Bob Cherry, sighting a figure ahead,
a3 the party went swooping along
Friardale Lane.
Hgnre 2"
_“Bunter on his new bike ! said
Sngent.

Abead of them, travelling in the
same direction, was an ample figure

lugging along on a green bicyele.
; Tiﬂ.‘] i.nd -:-u]fr a lniick viewnﬁ that
J

“Kuow that fairy

but Billy Bunter waa ulwagn

mﬁnisamu, seen from the north or
south, cast or west!
Bunter wos not making good speed

inded up the path !

on his mew bike. The cyele was first-
clasa; but the cyclist was not !

The fat Owl trundled on in slow
wotion, and he was not half-way to
hia destination, the gate on
hridle-path, when the party overtook
him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!? roared Bob.
“Race you, Bunter! Let's ece what
vou can do on that new jigger of
vours !

“Oh, really, Cher "

“YPut it on, old fat man !” said Bob
cucouragingly.

“I say, you f{cllows, where are you
going i Bunter, rather
anziously. He did net want witnesses
to his mecting with Mr. John Smith |

Mr, Jobn Fmith had to be kept
quite dark, if fcllows were to suppose

that that handsome jigger was a gift
from Uncle George.

“1 say, ore you going to the
village?” he asked.

“"Looks like it, when we've ot onr
back to it " said Bob. “It's tweuty-
five thousand miles to Friardale, this
way—more than you conld do on your
new bike, old fso!™

“Well, look here, why not ride to
the village?" asked Bumter. “The
road’s better—it'a fearfully muddy,
the way you're going.”

“What is that fat chump up to
now 7" asked Bob. *“Why doesn't he
wont us to ride the same way ¢

“0Oh, really, Cherry! I'm not guina
to sea any » Or—or anything !”
said Bunter hastily. “I'm just out
to try my new jJigger! Nobody's
waiting for me, or anything of the
kind, you know."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, I'd ro
the other way, if I were you !
urged Bunter. “The —the
fact is, the road's up, a bit
ohead of you, this way["”

“Is that why you're going
this way?"

“Oh! I—I mean—"

“Come on!" said Johunny
Bull; and the cyclists put on
specd sgain, leaving Buater
astern,

What the fat Owl meant, if
he mcant anything, was a

uzzle to the Famous Five,

ut it was not a puzzle that
interested them very much.
They rode onward regardless
of ter,

“ Beasts !”
Bunter,

And he slowed down.

As the cyeling party were
going in {he same direction,
Bunter's idea was to let them
get well ahead and get off the
scene before he arrived at the
rate and John Smith.

Bunter had already been
moving to slow motion. Now
he crawled like a tired snail,
with the result that Harry
Wharton & Co. disappeared
from sight up the winding
lane in & minute or less,

Harry Wharton & Co. rode
fast.

Lord Mauleverer, in the
midst of the party, had no
choice about doing the samec.

There was time to get along tho
bridle-path, make a search for that
jigger, and return for class; but
there was not too much time. So the
Famous Five did not mean to waste

any.

ﬁiﬂ_y Bunter was far behind,
crawling, when they came in sight of
the gate on the bridle-path.

A man wos sitting on that gate—n
man in a shabby looze overcoat, with
a battered hat, and tattercd boots
sccured by wire, smoking a short
black pipe. He looked up quinkl? at
the mnnsan! bicyeles—hie was, in fact,
waiting there for a fat covey on &
bike !

He did not see the fat covey for
whom he wns waiting. But be gave
a start ot tho zight of Lord Maule-
verer in the pariy.

muaurmnred

I3

Swwdge DPockiss, whom  Billy
Bunter kuew as Joln Swith, had
seenl that elegant schoollio before—
hy the flush of a '|mi;nt-{nmu, the
Previous unight, on that very bridle-
}::Iﬁh!_ 'lilgnra bri:ﬂ]fl aliLIi “i' iugtr;]ug
ache in lis s ¥ chin from that
sclroolboy’s kuuckles,

Smudge gave him a black look,

_ Had Lord Manleverer been aloue,
Swudge would probably lhave
t]uuu;ill: of giving lum a jolt back
for that jolt ou his chin. But i
such numerous company there was 1o
olting to be doue, and Binudge only
woped that the Dloke would met
know him again.

In that, Bmudge was disappointed.

As the cyclista dismounted at the
gate, Muuleverer's cyes fell on the
man sitting thercon, He had scen
Smundge ouly by the flash of his
wocket-lamp in the deep dusk, but he
new him again at onee,
0L fnd!" ejaculated Aauleverer,
“That footpad

e

MR. PURKISS CHANGES COLOUR !

ARRY WHARTON & Co.
stared at the man on the
gate and at Lord Maule.

verer with o questioning stare.

The stubbly man was a stranger
t:h t‘fl.u:r:u.t Eﬂrlfﬂcilt]f. o was not a
stravger to Mauly.

“ Who—> hcgﬁu Harry.

“ What—" cjaculated ﬁugﬂﬂ-.

“Know that merchant?™ asked
Bob Cherry.

Smﬂ_ﬁn drew o quick breath, Ie
was si on the pato faciug the
road—uow he shifted his legs over (o
the inuer side, ready to jump.

“That's tho footpad,” said Loud
Maunleverer—"the awful blighter who
stopped me on that path last night

“Oh, my hat!”

"I got in fivet with a jolt!” aaid
Maunly. *But if I Ladn't—""

“Collar him !" cxeclaimed Tolimmv
Bull. '

“Bag lim!®

Sin wmped,

Iic wﬁ ?rmif!:i‘::;' there for Lthe [al
covey who had bought the asreen
hike. But lLec did wet think of wait-
ing any longer for that fat covey.
He jumped down from the gate and
scutiled up the pallk through ihe
wood.

“After him ™ roarcd Doh.

“Oh, let lum rip!” yawwsed Lond
Mauleverer. *Wo should have to
walk him miles to a police station if
we bareed lim 1™

“We'll give him = lvssom, any-
Joww [ said Bob.

“Yes, rather!”

_ q-]ll.'iFil;.llﬂ:ﬂﬂ Fii-lg wcri mEh lh{.;ﬂ.’-
ing of playmg part of police-
vonstables and rvunive in the foot-
pad, but of giving him o lezsson on
the subject of stopping Greyfriars
fellows 1 lonely spots.

Bob dmﬁnﬂ the gate epen, and
they rushed their Dikes throngi,
and rewounted on the bridle-path.

They dashed after tho flecine
Smudore. "

Lovd Maulevercr followed, in o
movo leisurely manuer, Ile prefesved
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to wheel his bike on the hard going
of the bridle-path.

But the Famous Five put on specd.

Smundge Purkiss flew, Lis roomy old
zoat flapping behind him as he
pounded -up the path,

A hundred yards or so [rom the

aate he turned to lovk back—and -

gaw the bunch of cyelists rushing
himﬂdwn,! oo '

“Crimes !” gasped Smudgre.

He qm”t.i:mig the path ﬁm rushed
oF amonpg the trees,

But there was no chance for
Smudge. ;

Bob Cherry turncd hias bike off the

puth also, swept after him, and
eraghed into the fapping tail of
Smudge's coat.

Crash!

Therec was a fearful yell from
Smuidge as he went over headlonp
under the impaet of tho bike,

Smudge sprawled; #and the bike
rocked, and Bob Cherry jumped off.
He let his bike go where it wonld,
and pounced on Mr, Purkiss.

“Got him ! roarcd Bob.

“Bust my butions!”
Smudge.

He twisted round and grasped at
Bob, and they relled over and over
together, in & sca of whirling dead
leaves, struggling.

“Back up!” panted Bob.

Bob was strong and sturdy, but
ii-!uut]ge wns rather too much for
1im.

His comradea were guickly at
hand, however, They lcaped from
tifglﬁr machines and rushed to Bob's
aid,

i T a  bloke!” roared Mr.
Purkiss, as the whele Co. grasped
him. “You ‘car me? Leggo a
bloke ! Leggo my ‘air, blow yer|
Leggo my ears, blow yer! Leggo a
bloke's neck ! ;

Bul the Famous Five declined to

leggo. .
%L Purkiss, sfill strugglin
frantically, was secured. His ol
hat was rolled on—his ancicnt coat
split—and all sorts of articles exnded
frora his tattered pockets. But they
had him—and they held him!
“Now what about walkiﬂg him to
Redclyffe Police Station?” asked

Bob Cherry.
ol e ﬂasimﬂ Smudge., *“I
E'”

“Blow yer!” g
ain’t done nothin

“You didn’t stop that chap who
was with us back at the gate on that

th last night?" asked Bob. “He
5?{1:1’%- see your ugly mug by your
own flashlamp "

“Never secd the bloke in g
natural, and he ain’t unever &
me ! gasped Smudge. “Never 'ad a
flashlamp about mo in my life I”

I suppose that asa hasn’t made a
mistake?"” grinned Nugent.

“"Course he has|” gasped Smudge.
“He ain't never sced mo afore |

"Never had a flashlamp about
vou *" asked Bob,

“Never IV )

“Then what’s this?” inquired Bob,

icking up one of the articles that

ad fallen from Smudge’s tattered
E»ack-:-ta and lay half-buriced in the
ead leaw

It was a flashlamp.

“Oh crimea ! gasped Bmudge.
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*'Ihis is the flashlamp you've never
Jiad about yom, I suppose?” asked

Bob.
“Ha, ha, ha!*
“ Blow n!" enorted Smudge.
“Anyhow, I mever did :inthinﬁ' ! Er
e i

Bpﬁ{i’;‘: eivili to the bloke, and
me !
“No mistake about it ! said Harry

Wharton, “He's the man! But
what the dickens is this?”
He picked up a small can of paint.

B;} it lay a Fﬂintj* brush, rolled in
a fragment of pewspaper,
The juniors ﬂtarp? at it.

For whut  imagihable reason that
tattered tramp was carrying about o
can of paint and a paint-hrush, they
could not begin to guess,

“Paint ! said Bob.

“Green paint !

“And o brush ™

"Pinched from somewhere, I sup-

one now ! remarked Jﬂhnnr Bull.
“Better go and look for ome !
“Urrggh "

“The washfulness is the proper

caper, my estcemed and disgusting
friend 1 chuckled Hurree Jamaet
Ram Bingh.

“Gurrregglh I”

Smudge stood gurgling, clawing at
paint, making !1%:1 grniﬁ'rj Imn&sg as
green as his stubbly face. His nspect
with a green face was really extra-
ordinary. There was no doubt that
Em,ﬂlgﬁ was badly in want of o wash
—little ns he was acenstomed to such
things.

BrmthmH fury —and point—
Smudge collected the various articles
that bhad fallen from his tattered

Lord Mauleverer, by that time, had
arrived on the and he stared in

' amagement at-m’gﬁeﬂ-ﬁeeﬂ foot-

pose " paid Johmny Bull. “What Pad. it o .

the dickens did you pinch them for, Oh d!” ejaculated Mauly.

you grubby Tascal P D.l?hm at—is that tho f'5"-"“?13‘1"'1{!'
“You leggo a bloke, and mis = : . _
our own b Euming business 1" ﬁanbeg ‘Blow yer! | m thl_ . fith
mudge. He was not likely to %, At his lordship. % !-‘?11"5

explain why he carried that can of dﬂ, you agin some might,

paint and the brush,

Boh Cherry chuckled.

“The blighter ought to be run in I”
he said. “But we ain’t bobbies—and
we don’t want to be late for class!

We're going to give him a lesson—
and we'll let him have hiz own

int 1*

“Good cgg!”

Fout of ‘tlie Co. gripped Sm

our of the Co. gri undge.

Bob {}‘h{:rri Srmecf the -1id off the
paint-can and dipped the brush into

it. The can was about half-full of
green paint—quite emough for the

ULPOSE, :

i "ﬁﬂ; a bloke!” yelled Smudge,
as the brush approa hia stubbly
countenance. “ Don’t you stick that

there paint on me! 't you—
Grocogh [ :
“ Better keep your mouth shut!”

sugpested Bob Cherry.
a little more in it!”
“Gurrggh ¥ gurgled Smudpe.
Bobh got busy with the brush.

Smudge gurgled horribly, but he

“You may

did nat oper lus mouth again, Green
aint cutside was bad enough-—he
tcd the idea. of it inside. But he

urgled inccssantly and Morribly as

is stubbly face was painted green.

Smudge, really, was getting off
cheaply. He was entitled to at least
threc ‘months hard for an attempted
robbery with violence, A coat of
green paint was o mere trifle in
COMpPATIEON. _

But Smudge did not like it—he
hated it! He gurgled and wriggled,
and his beery eyes glared fury.

But he had to go through it. Bob
geraped out the last of the paint on
the brush and daubed it on Mr.
Purkiss’ face. By the time he bad
finished, that stubbly counntenance
was as green as Bunter's new bike!

“Now wou can cut!” aaid Bob,
“Keep this in mind, next time you
have a fancy for s i'ﬂ% o chap on
a lonely path after dark!”

*@rocoogh

4
“You didn't look as if yom'd ever
bad & wash before—but yonu'll want

“Look here, let’s run him in, after
all!* said Johnny Bull.

That wns enough Ior Smudgc!
The green paint was all he wanted,
and more—he did mot desire to be
run in,. in addition. He bolted.
pcuttling away through the wood like
a rabbit.

“Come on!” said. Bobh. *We've
wasted time over that sweep—we've
got to look for Mauly’s bike!”

And the juniors pushed on up the
bridle-path te the spot where Lord
Mauleverer had parked his bike the

day before. % oy
‘Their scarch for that 131 ger was
thorongh. But failed to find
any trace of it. idently, it was
one—and had been ne when
uly looked for it the day before!

. Batisfied at last on that point, the
juniord remounted their machines to
ride back to Friardale. Lane—while
Mr. Purkiss, leaning over a pond
d in the wood, was . frantically
ptriving to wash off green paint!

e,

BUNTER MISSES AN APPOINTMENT !

&% EAST | grunted Billy Bunter.
B Bunter was annoyed. .

He off the ﬁrean bike
in the lane. at gate, He blinked
at the ﬁte, and nup and down and

a

round ut, through his dbig spec-
tacles.

Nobody was in sight.

Bunter had given Harry Wharton
& Co. plenty of time to clear.
But he ted to see John Smith
waiting for him at the gate.

John Smith was not on view.

But for Harry Wharton & Co.
coming that woy, Smudge Purkiss
wounld lhave beem there, to do
business with the fat covey. Now
Smudge was busy with green paint,
a mile awany.

Bunter did not know that, but he
knew that the man who had sold him
the bike was not visible at the place
of appointment.

Bunter leaned the green bike



sgalust the gate and sat down to
vest his fat limbs. A mile on a bike
wae quite emough for Billy Bunter.
He was tired, and he was fearfully
annoyed.

He had to see Johu Swmith, to hand
aver that und on account, and
explain to him that he had to wait
for the rest. And he had to get hack
to school for class, He looked like
geitiug ju late.
~ “The silly idiot ! grunted Bunter.
“If he doesn't want to be paid, I
jolly well won't pay him, blow hjm 1”

Billy Bunter was peeved. He was
so peeved that he was tempted to
clear ‘off and leave Joln Smith to
whistle for hiz moncy!

On the other hand, he did not want
John Smith to call at Greyfriars for
it. Smudge was not the sort of
visitor that was expected to blow in
at Greyfriars. And o call from
Smudge would reveal the fact that
that green bike was a cheap bargain
in second-hand jiggers—a circum-
stance that Billy Bunter was going
to keep awfully darck.

So he waited. If he was late for
elaga, he had to be late!

There was a jingle of bicyeles on
the hridle-path. :

Billy Bunter blinked round in sur-
prise at a bunch of cyclists coming
down the path.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cheyry, as he sighted the fat figure
on fhe gate. "fs that our old. por-
poise? Taking a rest, Bunty? Get
off that gate-and open it for usl”

“1 say, you fcllows, wharrer
doing here " exclaimed Billy Bunter,
blinking at the party as they arrived.

“The fat Removite did not get off
the gate, and did not open it, and
the juniors dismounted.

“We've heen looking for Mauly's
bike, fathead ! anewered Bob. “Hold

oun!” he added, as he swung the gate |

open.

“Yarogoh!? roarcd Bunter,

Bump!

Billy Bunter sat, snddenly, on the
hard, uﬂmpa’ahﬂﬁn carth. He sab
and roared.

“Ow! Beast! Wow!?

‘:Ynu gilly ass, I told yom to hold
on +n

“ODw! Wow! Beast!?

“How long. are you c‘i;-caim to . sit
there, Bunter?” inguired Bob, “De
you want the jiggérs wheeled over
you?'

“ Beast 1V

Buater scrambied up.

The bikes were wheeled out into
the lane while the fat Owl gpluttered.

“Better get a move on, Bunter!”
called out Harry Wharton. “You'll
be late for class I

“1 say, fellowa, have you seen
a man about here?” pasped Bunter.
“I say, I've got to see him hefore I
oo hack !

“You've got to see a man here!™
exclaimed Bob.

“Yea! T—I mean no!” amended
Bunter hastily, “That is, I mean—"*
B’L‘Eﬂu mean yes and uno?” asked

ob.,

“No—yes—I mean—— Look lere,
I—I haven't ¢xactly got to sce a man,
hut if you've seen a'man coming this
way, you ¢an tell a chap, I enppose?”

‘tThe Famoue Five ¢azed at Billy

- gaid Bob Cherry.

EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter, They could hardly suppase
that the fat Owl had come {o that
secluded spot to sec the footpad whom
thez had E&m’t&ﬂ green in the wood.
But it looked like it!

“We saw 2 man here when we got
here, Buntexr !” gaid Harry Wharton.
“He waa sitting on the gate, But—"

“Oh! Perhaps he never waited for
me,” said Bunter. “That may be it.
What wos he like ?"

“A grubby, scrubby blighter who
looked as if bhe never washed or
shaved, in an overcoat too big for
him, and boots tied up with wire.”

“That’s the man!” Bunter recog-
nised at once the unflatterin dﬂﬂfl':ﬁ-
tion of the man who had eold him tho
green bike. “I say, is he still about?”

“So that’s the man you wanted to
m?!!

“Oh! No! T never wanted to sco
anybody,” explained Bunter. “I've
been taking a rum on my new bike,
s0 'that I can write and tell Tucle
Maurice what it’s like! I never ex-
peeted to see anybody here, and I
wasn't waiting for him when ¥ saw

you fellows coming—-*

“ What—"

“8till, if you know where ho is,
you can tell a chap!” said Bunter.
“Did you see which way he went?”

. “You howling ass!®™ roared Bob
Cherry. “What have you got fo do
with a sweep like that?”

“0Oh! Nothing! I don't know him
—never heard of him! ¥ never met
him when I was walking home yestor-
day, after that beast Smithy collared
my bike! His name ain't Johu
Smith, so far as I know—you sce, I
know nothing whatever about him !*

‘"gh] i:.rumhs e , ;

“Btill, yon might tell a fellow
WI?“iIda;u wka he went 1 is&i_ded Bunter.

re, Fou ing porpoise,”
siaid the captain of the R-Emﬂ‘h'-:?ﬂ that
frowsy ‘blighter is a footpad—*

o ?1:-

“He stopped Mauly on that path
last night, and he would be run in
if the #mi‘i-::e got hold of him I?
“Qh!" gasped Bunter.

“He cleared off, with us after him,
and we jolly well painted him with
a can of paint he had in his pocket!”
“If you want him,
you'll find him in the wood somc-
where, scraping the paint off I”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter again,

He comprchended now why Joho
Smith bad not been at the. place of
appointment.

If yon have unjrthin% to do with
a blighter like that, j’ou 1 land your-

self in trouble ! said Harry.
“I—I haven't anything 3 do with
him, of coursel” Bunter,

“Never scen him in my life | N-n-never
heard of him till you fellows men-
tioned bLim !*

“What the thump docs all this
mean?” asked Bob Cherry blankly.
“YWhat can that burbling idiot havo
to do with a man who onght 1o be in
chokey, and has likely been in
cho a dozen times?”

“Nothing at all!” gas Bunter.
“I keep on telling you I don’t know
anything about the man—not cven
that his name’s Smithi* _

“I suppese that fat Owl couldn't
tell the truth if he tried—and he's
never likely to try!” remorked Bob

A

F

Cherry. “But we | better keep him
out of misclicf! Gefon your bike,
Bunter I : :

“0Oh, veally, Cherry——"

“Do you waut.to wait hero till that
tramp comes buck?" roarcd Boh.

“Oh! No! I—=I'm just poing to
tuke & reat on the gate,” said Buuter,
“I'm not going to wait for auybody
—you scc, there's nobody to wait for'!
I—T'm going to sit here a bit becawse
—because I—1I like the—the scenery

“Boot him !* said Bob.

“Look here, you beast—"

“Iru ﬁf‘i‘ﬂ you two ticks to get on
tbat bike,” said Bob. “Then I'm
guir_;g to begin! Ome—-~"

“You checky beast!”

i frwn IH

“ Look licre !

Thud!

* Yarooool 1

Buuter made a jump for his bike,

What Billy Bunter's conunection
might possibly be with the man whe
had Leen paipted preen; the chums
of ihe Remove could not imagine;
but it was clear that such a charaecter
was bad compauy for Bunter, and
that the less be saw of auch a dubious
acquaintance the better.

Buuter was going back {o the
school willk them, and they were not
going to lose sight of him till he was
imside the gotes of Greyfrinvs,
h_fuutcr clambered on the green

i cl

Bob Clerry's boot was not to be
avgued with.

It was fearfnlly chiceky on the part
of these fellowa to butt 1uto Bunter'a
concerns; nevertheless, a oot was
an unanswerable argumeut.

Buuter got into the saddle and
started.

His ride home was much speedicr
than his ride out. Neobody wauted
to be late for class and dyaw down
the vials of Mr. Quelch’s wrath, So
the fut Owl had to cxert himself for
onee.

Both Billy Bunter and Lovd Maule-
verer preferred latencss to excrtiom
~but an occasional thump in the
back from Bob Cherry spurred them
on.  Aund a Dbreathless bunch of
eyclists arrived at the achool as the
bell began to ring.

LITTLE BY LITTLE!

UID! muwrmured Billy
nuter.

The Owl of the Lewmove
gaged through his big apectacles at
a pound wote, |

t was vot oftcn. that Billy Bunter
possessed & whole pound noie. That

grecu-printed  slip of poaper was
fascinating to his cyes.
Aftér class, Buuter wandered out

inte the quad, and his foolsteps led
him inevitubly in the dircetion of the
t-uckahu}?. '

But, for once, he rolled stowly s
he rolled in that directioun.

Bunter had a pound sote and a bad
penny, so it was clear which he was
soing to ainud, if Iie spent anything,

But bLe hesitated—n t{hingy Bunter
scldom did when Lo had cash in Ins
fat hands, and the tuckshop ealled,
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Hc bad extracted that pomnd.note
from Lord Mauleverer, and, really
and truly, ho had intended to hand it
over to John Smith on account of
the green bike. But the stubbly man
had not turned up, and, really and
truly, Bunter was not to blame for
not having handed it over. He could
not puaai’iﬁy hand over a pound note
to 2 man who wasn't there.

When and where he was likely to
see John Smith again, Burter did
not know, and couldn’t gucss. From
what Harry Wharton & Co, had told
him, it scemed probable that John
Smith would give Greyfriars o wide
berth.

Bunter did not know where to find
him, if he wanted to. And he did
uot particularly want to.

Bunter, of course, was honest. He
was going to pay for that bike, as
he had bought 1t. Even if John Smith
was, as those fellows had declared,
po better than a footpad, he had to
be paid for an article he had sold
te Bunter. Bunter wonld have
repudiated indignantly the idea of
swindling the maun.

atill, Lie had Lept his part of the
appointmcnt, and the other fellow
hadn’t. Now he had a pound note on
hig hauds—n whole quid—and he was,
of comrse, hungry after class.

He hesitated, But it is well said
that he who hesitates is lost, -

Bunter's feet carried him almost of
their own accord into the school shop.

He bad made up his fat mind. He
was going to keep cash in hand for
John Smith, when the vendor of the

reen bikc claimed payment. But,
instead of pgiving him a pound on
account, nineteen shillings would do.
Practically - it camc to the samc
thing.  And it left a bob over to
tide Bunter through till tea-time!

That decision taken, Billy Bunter
sat down in the tuckshop aund started.

He started on exactly one shilling’s
worth of jam tarts, receiving nineteen
shillings change from Mrs., Mimble,

A phost at cockerow had nothing
on those jam-tarts for swiftness in
vanishing.

Almost before Billy Bunter realised
that he had tasted jam, they were
#one, leaving him blinking at a
sticky plate,

Bunter blinked at that sticky plate
for about a minute.

During that minute, he timught_ the
matter over carefully and decided
that fifteen shillings on acount would
answer the purpose when he met John
Smith, pract-inalli' as well as nine-
tecn. After all, there was not a lot
of difference!

Doughnuts and cream puffs, to the
value of foutr shillinga, followed the
jam tarts on the downward path.

Once more Billy Bunter gazed at
an empty plate.

Pltnt] 0 fellows, having consumed
five ah:llm&‘ worth of tuck, would
have felt t they had done pretty
well, and needed a spot of rest, Not
so William George Bunter,

Bunter had simply whetted his
appetite; indeed, he twas. rather like
a tiger that had tasted blood.

- He rose from his chair—but sat
down again.
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The aspirit was willing, but the fesh
was weak. ]

‘"With fifteen shillings in his pocket,
and unlimited eticky things round
him, Billy Bunter simply could not
resist. _

Agnin he thought the matter out—
carefully,. = He had to give John
Smith something on account when
he asked him to wait for the balance.
V#hat about a ten-bob note? It was
a tound sum-—really better for the
purpose than fifteen shillings, which
wag an odd amount, !

Bunter decided on keeping a fen-
shilling mote for John Smith, And
he ordered five shillings' worth more
tuck at one fell swoop !

His fat face beamed over that new
8 y. He was shiny and happy
and sticky.

He was nearly at the end of that
aupply when his minor, Bammy of the
Seeond, came into the tuckshop.

Sammy Bunter had a threepenny-
piece’ tightly -clutched in a hand as
fat and grubby as Billy’'s.

The two Bunters were much alike.

Sammy was there to obtain the
ntmost amount of stickiness that
fJﬂltlti be obtained for a threepenny-

it.

.But at the sight of his major,
Sammy blinked at him throughthe
spectacles that were so like Billy's,
and joined him.

“Whacks !" said Sammy.

Billy Bunter blinked at his minor
and nodded.

gn}lttl:; Buntcr EII;]:: d;tl k_r?nt aﬁc‘k
to er very much, sticky as they
were. But Billy Bunter counld be
hoapitable when he had the where-
withal.

He nodded assent, and Sammy
Buuter did not wait for him to nod
twice, Sammy started as if it was
8 Tace. ’

The remaining good things on
Bunter's table disappeared as if b
magic. They would not have las
long with only one Bunter—with two,
they simply whisked ont of existence.

gj]':m more, Billy Bunter gazed at
an cmpty dish a sticky plate.

Onece more, he turned this matter
over ip hig fat mind. ,

He had intended to stop at that. But
then, he had not expected assistance
from Sammy in clearing the table.
Sammy bad given him all the assiat-
ance he could cram into the time.

Sammy, supposing that this wag the
finich, went to the counter, expended
his threepenny-piece, and departed.

As soon as he E.nd disa red; Billy
Bunter made up his mind.

Five shillings would do for John
Smith. It was hiz own fault for not
turning up as arranged. A man who

made an appeintment should keep an
appointment.

illy Bunter e ded another five
ghillings—and sat devouring cake

with marzipan on top, and freling
that life, with all its trials, was
really worth living. '

After that cake, even Billy Bunter
felt that he had done fairly well. He
heaved himself up from his chair and
rolled 4o the door.

He got as far as the doorway,

There he paused.

It was borne in on his fat mind
that it really was not ‘much good

offering a man such a small snm as
five shillings on acconnt of such a
considerable sum ‘as four pounds. Tt
was rather absurd, in fact. Buater
wondered why that consideration had
not oceurred to him before.

Now that it occurred to him, Le
decided at once that it was no use. He
revolved on his axis and rolled back
into the tnckshop.

He was not now feeling feariunlly
hungry. 8till, he had room for more
—plenty of cnrgo—Tacu. His eyes and
his spectacles dwelt lovingly on a box
of chocolate-creams. ¥
_John Bmith disappeared from con-
gideration altogether. Half-a-crown
for a box of chocolatecreams and
half-a-crown put by, in case his postal
order did not come on the morrow—
that was the idea!

The chocolate-creams went down at
the rate of three a minute. There
were quite a lot in a half-crown box,
but it was surprising how fast they
went.

Billy Bunter turned to the door.

He turned back. !

He was thirsty after so much

sticky provender. Ginger-pop wos
indicated. The last hali-crown was
changed.

As it was changed, it was hardly
worth while, of course, to worry
about the odd change. And a few
buns went well with the ginger-pop.
And a bag of bullseyes to put in a
fﬁlluw’a pocket was rather a good
idea.

Billy Bunter rolled at last from
the tuckshop—his worldly wealth
reduced once more to n bad penny

He could only hope thot his mext
meetinf with John Smith would not
take place at an early date.

GOING OVER'!

& P 'LL come!"” said Billyr Buster.
“ Nobody asked you, sir, ehe
said I" sang Bob Cherry.

“Y supposc I can bike over to ClLiff
House and sce my sister Bessie if I
like!” gaid Billy Bunter, with

1LY . :
:3 Famous Five looked at him.

It was Saturday afternoom.

That afterndon, the Famons Five
of the Remove were fulfilling a very
special  engagement—nothing less
than tea at Cliff House Bchool with
Marjoric Hazeldene & Co.

On auch an ocension, Billy Bunter
wae at a discount,

Nevertheless, it was a fact that
Billy Bunter’'s sister Bessie was at
Clif House School, and a fellow
could ride over on a half-holiday and
ge¢ his sister, if he liked: Tndeed, it
was quite an affectionate and meri-
torious action on his part. :

“1f Marjorie didn’t really mention
me when she asked you fellows—2
gaid Bunter suspiciously.

“No *if * about it, fathead !

“Well, they're coy!” said Bunter,
“tliey ** apparently referring to the

feminine gender in general. “Of
course, she took it for granted—bub
she mightn't have li to mention

me specially ! Girls don’t when they

have a crush on o chap!”
And: Bunter smirkadl.)
He ceased to smirk suddenly and



{]um ed, as Bob Cherry drew back
is foot, _
Bob gave lim a ferocious glare.
“You fat, foozling, frowsy, frab-
ioua frng * spid Bob, in measured
onces, “If

round the bike-shed ond back to the
Honso—->"

*“Beast 1"

“Shut up * roaved Bob.

“Yah! Jealousy as usual !” eneered
Buuter. “It’s pretty sickening that
a chap ean’t be good-looking with-

out all this rotten jealousy! 'Tain't
my fault 1'm scod-looking, I sup-

8 _
“Oh gum!” gasped Bob. “No!
You've got lots of faults, old fat

man—but I shouldn't say that was
mmhuft ﬂ:enlltf“1 . .

" Not -guilty I grinn Tugent.

“Qirls look round at me!™ said
Bunter. “I can't walk along the
High Street ot Courtficld without
girla looking round at me, and
smiling, too!”

“Ha, ha, ha " yelled the Famous

Five.
They did mnot, for omee, doubt
Bunter's statement. But did

not: suppose, like Bunter, that 1t was
good looks that drew those smiling
alances, They thought it was more
proebably circumference, '

“Blesged if I sce anything to
cackle at! But it’s always the same
when a fellow's a hit fascinating—
other fellows get their backs up!®

zaid Bunter. “I'm uscd to it! TLook
here, votten jealousy apart, know
that it's me that Marjorie eldene

wanta {o see. What's the good of
humbugping about it? She asks you
feﬂ-‘ﬂs mlﬁpi};"sa' qahhageﬂ;g&&n '

: what ? aspe
Wharton, BESP i

“Cabbagcflage,
soe P’

“0h, ramuuﬂige I

“Ha, ha, ha |

“That's all you fellows are—
eabbageflage ! said Bunter disdain-
fully.  “I'm the chap she wants,
but ﬁl:e ﬂzﬂesn*t like tair put it plain,
so she asks yom simply as cabbage-
flage. Well, I'm nu]l: going to Iﬁﬂ’-
appoint her.” I Suppose there’ll be
n_cake as usunal?” added Bunter.
“Mizs Frimrose always lets them
have a cake when théy have visitors
to tea in the school-room !* '

“YWhether there's a eake or not,
there wou't be a Bunter!” said Bob
Cherry. “Now ring off, yon foozling
frog! Come on, you men

“Wait till I get my bhike out!”
squeaked Bunter,

“ Seat ¥

The Famous Five wheeled ont their
machines. On their own account,
they would have yielded the point to
Bunter, observing the ancient in-
junciion to suffer fools gladly. But
they were not going to inflict the
fat and fatuous Owl on the Cliff
House gzirls., There was a limit—and
that was it!

“Beasts 1 roared Bunter. “I'm
coming,-seaf I can jolly well
over and see Bessie, if I like! And
I'm i:.lcli well going over, seeP”

Bo erry paused, and handed hia
bike to Nugent,

“You want to go over ?” he asked.

“I jolly well do ™ declared Bunter

Sort of sorecen,

you want me to hoot you ¥
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emphatically. “And you jolly well
ain’t going to stop me, Bob ¥IYs
¢ yah!”

“No fear!” a Boh., “If you

wan};’tﬂ go over, I'm zoing to hLelp
oul

“Ob, oll right! If you—
Yaroocooop !

Billy unter ronred, a3  Bob
grasped him by a fat neck. Ho had
said that he wanted to OVEr—HNoOW
he went over quite suddenly !

Bump !

“Ow! Oh! Ow! Beast!” roared
Bunter, “ Wharrer vou up to, you
beaat #"

“Didn’t you say you wanted to go
over P asked Bob in surprise.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Beast 1" howled Bunter. Ap]]:arn
entiﬂ', that was not the way in which
he" had wanted to go over. “Yah!
Rotter I

“Some fellows are mever satisfied,”
remarked Bob. “He said distinetly
that he wanted to go over, and now
I've helped him go over, he just

arouscs |

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Beast! I'm jolly well going
over I

*You've gone over! And you'll go
over again if I see you on a bike!”
declared Bob.

He rejoined his comrades, and they
rode out at the pate. And as Coker
of the Fifth was standing in the

ateway, Bob Cherry playfully
woked off his hat in passing and
carried it on in his hand—eliciting o
roar of rage from Horace Coker.

Coker reed after the eyelists.
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Buuter was
House,

Perhaps, at the bottom of hia fot
heart, the Owl of tlic Remove was
not quite sure that he wns the
fellow wlio was really wanted, and
that the invitation to the other
fellows: was ounly what le called
cabbageflage. - But, really, he was
not very particular abont that so
long as he had a cut at the cake!

He wus goiug to sce Bessic Bunter,

Dessic, it was fairly certain, would
he found in the ueighbourhood of
the eake—so that was all vight!

Billy Buuter blinked at the sreen
hike as ho wheeled it out. He was
rather vid to sec that the green
paint showed signs of pecling off. It
was getting rather a patchy look.

The fact was that the paint did
ot hold very well -over polished
black enamicl. Smudge’s disguise of
the pinched bike was likely to wear
away befovre a vory lomg lapse of
time.

That did not- matfer to Swmudge,
who did not, az'a’ rule, cxpect to sce
his customers o sccond time. But it
was rather peeving to the new owner
of the jigger,

Howcever, if the paint was gcttinki
P:thﬁil]", the rest of the bike was al
rigzac,

Billy Bunter volled it out, and
mounted.

Harry Wharton & Co. were alveady
out of sight. = But Billy Buuter did
not want their compavy—in fact, he
objected to it. He . das liable to 20

(Continued on next page.)

goinz over lo Cliff

Bob Cherry
dropped the hat
neatiy on the head
of T!empla of the
Fourth, who wae
standing in the
road — leavin
Cecil Reginal
Temple quite
gtartled by the
sndden addition of
a hat to his cap.

Then the Famous
Five, laughing,
put on speed and
vanished from
Coker's  cnraged

aze—leaving him
%n find what com-
fort he could in
kicking Temple of
the Fourth.

Meanwhile, Bill
Bunter wheel
ont the green bike.

Greatly pleased
as he was with
that new Inke,
Bunter had not, go
far, given it a lot
of work. He Tiad
not, in fact, had it
out at all siuce
the day he had
migsed his appoint-
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over again if Beb Che spotted
him on thc way to Clifi House.

In the lanc he passed Coker of the
Fifth, whv—once more in ion
of his hat—was walking fo the
viillage. _
Bunter was heading for Friardale,
te take the road to Clif Honse—
short cuts through the wood being
too muddy and bumpy for him,

He-had nearly reached the village,
and was passing the yard of the
Cross Eeys public-house, when a man
in a shabby overcoat and a battered
hat came out of that establishment.

He starcd at Bunter on the green
bike.

“Hi™ he cjaculated. _

Billy Bunter blinked at him,

“0Oh crikey!” he Eﬂspﬂl.

It was the stub 1} man, whom
Bunter knew as John Smith—
known in hia own eocial circle as
Smudpe Puorkiss |

He was about the last man in the
Tnited Kingdom whom Billy Bunter
was anxious to mect.

Bmudge, on the other hand, scemed
pleased { the meeting.

“Jest the bloke I want to see!” he
cxelaimed, “'Ere, 'old on *

Billy Bunter did not hold on! Ho
was not in a ition -for finanecial
transactions with Smudge, and he
wanted te !
before all the cake was
still had his bad penny, but it was
quite hopeless to think of offering
that to Smudge on account!

“I'm in a hurry!” gasped Bunter.

*So'm 1! said Smudge genially.
“'0ld on I

Bunter drove at the pedals! He
was going te ride round Smudge and
getnttle on.

Smudge stared—and grabbed !

Crash!

The bikc—and Billy Bunter, for the
accond time that afternocon—went
over! The bike clanged down in the
lane, and Billy Buntcr sat on the
earth and reared.

Smudge looked down at him.

“What about that four guid?” he

asked.
B hiz feet.

He leancd against a tree l;g
the side of the lane and splutter
for breath. His eycs, and spec-
tacles, fixed on Mr. Porkiss with a
deadly blink. )

The greem bike lay where it had
fallen.

Smudgce held out & grubby hand,

Smudpge cxpecicd payment—now
that hg hail P;}:mﬂ afr&rin the fat
cover again! Smudge had been
kecping u watchful eye open for a fat
covey on a green bike for some days.

Since his gpot of trouble with Lord
Mauleverer and the Famous Five,
Smudge did not care to butt into the
school to sco Bunter about that little
sum. He knew that those fellows
belonged te the same school, and he
did not want to mect them again.

8o he had hung about with an eye
open for Bunter,

Kow that he had found him, the
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ne! He
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GOKER TO THE RESCUE !
ILLY BUNTER staggered to

over to Cliffi House
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fat covey had to come down to brass
tacks I

“Four gquid, please !” said Bmudge,

his grubby hand extended. “Yom was
tr%ilig to dodge me, blow you !”
e eyed Bunter suspiciously.
“Oh! Nol* unter, “I—
I—I'm jolly glad to see you, Mr.
Smith! Im—in fact, I was—was look-

ing out for you!”

“Was you?” said Smudge, as if he
doubted 1t. “Well, now you've found
me, Mr. Bunter, and I'll trouble you
for four quid for that there bike !”

“You—you see—" stammered
Bunter, _

“I don’t !” denied Smudge. “What
I want to see, Mister Bunter, is the
colour of your ml:-rm?r, and I don’t see
nothing of the sort !

“The—the fact is—" .

“You ‘anding it out?” asked
Smudge, more and more suspicious
now. “1g' you don’t think I was
making you a present of that there
bike ? at there bike sets yon back
four quid! Where's the quids, I'm
asking you?"

“It's your own fanlt!” snap
Bunter. “If you'd turned up the
other day, I was going to give you a
Imulﬂd on account. You never turned
up ;
Eﬂ;‘u\geﬂ, I‘ﬂ;ti.-l tumaﬁtup now 5?1-:1

¢ surlily. "You paying for
that 'lﬁmre bike or 'anding i{lilmck?"

“I shan’t have any more money
before next week ! said Bunter.

This was the solid truth! Bunter
was not going to have any more
money before next week! He did not
add that it was very problematic
whether he would have any mext
week, either !

“Won't you?” grunted Smudge.

“But it's all right,” said Bunter

reassuringly. “I'm expecting a

tal order on Monday, from one of
my titled relations! It's quite all
right 1

“Is it?” anorted Smudge.

“Qh, quite ” assured Bunter. * All
on’ve got to do is to wait! People
ave to wait for their money in war-

time, you know ! That's all right.”

Emuiic Purkiss gave him a look
and picked up the green bike. He
held it by the handlebars.

“All right, is itP” he grunted.
“Sez you! Now you 'ear me, Mister
Bilking Bunter—you for this ‘ere
bike on the spot, or 1 e this bloom-
ing bike back and sell it to somebody
else—see "

Biily Bunter gave a yelp of dismay.

“Why, you cheeky ]lj:beﬂ.qt, I've
bought that bike !” he execlaimed in-
r.iiﬁ-mau.m:li.I “It's mine! You can’t
take my bike !”

“Your'n?" sneered Smudge.

“¥YXoes, mine ™ hooted Bunter. “ You

gimme my bike! Look here, I've got
to agat over to Cliff House, at Pegg,
EII _ﬂ

“On that jigger what you ain't
paid for?” sné&ﬁ Smudge. “I don’t
think ¥

“T can't walk over to Cliff Hounse !
gas Bunter. “I ain't guingrtn
walk back to the scheol, either! Yom
can’t ‘take my bike! my
bike I”

-Billy Bunter was both dismayed
and indignant at the prospect of his

Gimmie

new bike disuppearing from his gaze
like a beantiful dream.

He liad bought that bike! True,
he had mot paid for it, but he was
guinf to—as spon as ever he counld!

All Smmdge had to do was to wq;l:
for the money. That seemed a satis-
factory arrangement to Bunter. It
did not seem to satisfy Smudge, how-
eTer.

He swung the bike round.

“@imme my bike !” howled the in-
dignant Owl.

nort from Smudge.

He did not deign to give Bunter
any other answer. Smudge had had
enough of that customer. He was
going to look for another!

The bike was in his hands now and
Was sﬂing to stay in his hands till Le
found another buyer. FPayment from
that fat covey seemed €0 very un-
certain that Emud%a was glad of the
chance of getting hold of the jigger
again. He wheeled it down the lane
towards a gate on a field-path that
led to Woodend.

“1 say——" yelled Bunter.

- Smudge did not evemw take the
trouble to snort again! He marched
on with the bike, regardless.

“Beast !" roared Bunter.

He glared after Em“edcfe with a
glare that almost eracked his spec-
tacles,

Smudge walked on towards the ficld

ate.

o “@imme my_bike " roared Buater.

“His ¥ bike was going! It was
almost gone! Billy Bunter shook a
fat fist after Smudge as he went !

It was just then that Coker of the
Fifth, walking up the lanc to the
village, arrived on the spot.

Coker stared at Smudge, wheeling
the green bike away, and at Buater,
at a distance behind him, shaking a
fat fist and spluttering.

“My hat!” ejaculated Coker.

He planted himself in front of the
bike.

“Here, stop that!” he I‘R];P-E‘IL

Smudge stared at him surlily.

“Who are you, when you're at "ome
in the zoo?” be asked unpleasantly.
“@Git out of the way of this ‘ere
bike !*

“By gum ¥ said Coker,

Coker was guite amazed ! This. to
Coker, seemed the most barefaced
case of bike-pinching that he had
ever heard of.

That hike was Bunter's. He had
gecn  Bunter on it! He could sce
Bunter now, evidently dismayed and
enraged by the loss of his bike. And
this ehabby sweep was clearing off
with it. Coker of the Fifth was not
the man to let a bike-pincher walk ofi
with a Greyfriars fag's bike uuder
his nose ! Not Horace Coker !

“Let go that bike !" he snapped.

“Look ‘ere—"

Coker did not look there! Cokesr
came at Smudge Purkiss with left
and right. -

Coker was not the man to gland on
ceremony with a bike-pincher! Coker
went into nction on the spot! _

Smudge let go the bike, them, in
a hurry ! He required both hands to
deal with Horace Coker !

- Coker's right landed on Lis ear.
Coker's left sanashed into his eve,



““Leggo a bloke ! ** yelled Smudge, as the brush approached his stubbly countenance.

The bike curled up in the hedge,
aud Mr., Purkiss curled up in ﬁfﬁ
dust of Friardale Lane.
" Crimes I 'gasped Smudge.
He bounded up and leaped at Coker.
Coker met him with a pair of fists
that were rather like hams !
Right and left, left and right,

Coker punched—and the hapless
ggudﬁe roared and yelled and

“Oh crikey ¥ gas Billy Bunter,
blinking on -ab thmm,rwith his
tittle round eyes dlmost popping
through hie big round spectacles.

Smudge went staggering baeck
against the ficld-gate under Horace
Coker’s hefiy attack. His nose was
streaming red—ome of his eyes was
¢losed—his chin felt as if it had been
Fu:shmil through his neck! Smudge
1nd had enough-—and n little too
much !

He serambled over the gate to
escape. -The bi foot in the Fifth
Form at Greyfriars crashed on the
i i““% tails of his old coat and
helped him over |

Smudge, yelling, rolled in the field.

Cokcr Jooked over the pate at him,
with a orin.

I give you half a minute to get
out of sight !” ho said genially,

“Blow yer!” gasped Smudge, sit-
tivg up dizgzily m a puddle. “ Blow
yerl % tell you—-"~

“Going?* asked Coker.

“ I tell yer—" gpluttcred Smudge.

Coker began opening the gate.

Smudge did not wait for him to
get it open.  He had had teo much
of Horace Coker at cloze quarters
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stick that there paint on me ! **

already. He scrambled up and flew.
My, Purkiss did that field-path as if
it. had been the cinder-path—dis-
appearing over the horizon at a veally
ereditable turn of d!

Coker looked round for Bunter,

The fat junior rolled up, grinning.

“There’s your bike, Bunter[¥ said
Coker. “Lucky I came by !

“He, he, ho!”

“What are Jou cackling at, you
little fat idiot?”

“Oh! Nothing! He, he, hel”

Cokoer of the Fifth gave him a stare,
and walked on to the village.

Billy Bunter grabbed his bike and
remounted it.

While the hapless Smudge, with a
darkened eye RI]E & crimson-streaming
nose, was hitti the I spaces,
Bi!lg Bunter lled on cheerfully
to Cliff House—where, hap];-ily, he
arrived in time for the cake! -

A LITTLE BILL FOR BUNTER !
LU UNTER!"
B “Oh lor*!

air 1™

On Monday morning, in the Re-
move Form-room, Mr. Quelch rapped
out that name like a bullet.

Quelch had a letter in his hand as
he entered the Form-room, He had
a frown on his face.

He fixed hia gimlet eyes on the
plumpest member of his Form as he
rngpcd out Bunter's name.

illy Buuter eyed him wuneasil
through his- big spectacles. This
looked like trouble!
could only wonder which of his many

I—I mean yes,

‘missing pie, or an

The fat Owl

I

=
-
Z
-
ﬁ :
=
o

i
“*Don’t yon

sins of omission or- commiission Lad
come to the knowledge of his Form-
master.

“It wasn't me, sir!"” said Bunter—
provisionally, as it were!

i Whﬁt-?"

“It wasm't me, sir!
gasped Bunter.
“Bunter! Thig letter has been de-
In:f::'}%_&liur you !* rapped Mr. Quelch.

Why Quelch had brought that
letter with him into the Form-room,
instead of letting it be placed in the
rack as msual, was a mystery to
Bunter. But he brightened up. It
Was m:'ity & letter, anyhow. uclch
was not going to inquire about a
ing of that kind.

“You may take thia letter, Bunter.”

“Yes, sir!™ eaid the fat Owl.

He rolled out before the Form.

The rest of the Remove looked on
rather euriously. It was clear that
there was gomething umusual about
that letter for Bunter. Queleh was
frowning, and-he seemed fo be eyeing
Bunter rather suspiciously. Obviously,
it could not be a letter from home.

Billy Bunter took it in a fat paw
and blinked at it. He blinked again,
and yet again.

The envelope was grubby, showing
tracezs of finpers that had seldom
known soap. There was o faint scent

I never—>=»"

of tobacce about it. And it was
addressed in a somewhat unusual
manner :
“ Mister Bunter,
Remoave,

Grayirives Skool.”
TaE Macxwer Lisrarr.—No. 1,659.
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it was no wonder that that missive
had drawn the special attention of
the lemove master.

Bunter could only blink at it in
surprise. He had never seemn the
strageling, ecrawling hand in which
it was addressed, before. The post-
mark was the local one of Friardale;
and there was nobody in Friardale,
so far as Bunter knew, who had any
reason to write to him.

*That is a very extracrdinary letter
for a Qreyiriars boy to receive,
Bunter!” rapped Mr. éuelé:hi

“Oh! Yea, gir!” gasped Bunter.
“I don't krow who it's from, gir.”

“You do not Enmow the hand-
writing 7 asked Mr. Quelch.

‘:ITEE*.'er seen it hefumiaﬁi:.]’; o

“That is very singular, Bunter!”
said M. ngfgh, scanning the fat
Owl grimly. “Very singular indeed !
In the cirenmstances, Bunter, yom
will open that letter in my presence !
It appears fto have been written b
gome person abt the vilage, an
requires explanation. If you have
beer making undesirable acquaint-
ances outside the school, Bunter——"

“Oh! No, sic!”

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
rather startled glances. They remem-
bered that incident at the gate on the
bridte-path the week before.

The man they had painted green in
Redelyfie Wood was undoubtedly a
very undesirable acquaintance; and
there was no doubt that Billy Bunter
was acquainted with him in spme way
or other.

“What has that blithering owl
been up to?” murmured Bob Cherry.

THE MAGNET

“Silence in the class, please!” said
Mr. Quélch. “Bunter, open that
Jetter at once!” .

II_IH‘ Bir.!!‘l‘

Billy Bunter jabbed a fat thumb
into the envelope, which was his
elegant woy of opening a letter.

drew out a single folded sheet

of . t

‘Iﬁpﬁent of tobacco was a little
stronger now that theletter was open.
On the letter itself waa a brown stain
of beer! From whomsoever that mys-
terions missive came, there conld be
little doubt that he waa an undesir-

able sort of acquaintance for a school-

boﬂunter unfolded the letter and
looked at it. Then he jumped!
“Oh crikey!” he ejaculated.
‘Bunter was not thinking about the
man from whom he had hought the
n bike. The problem of ]Ew.ring
or that bike was setill on his fat
mind, but it was not foremost in his
thoughts. Owing to the happy inter.
vention of Coker of the Fifth he was
still in pnsaem&nn of the bike: and
John S8mith had to wait! Bunter was
ing to pay him as soon as he conld !
o fellow could do more!
He was now suddenly and un-
&Ie&hﬂnﬂy reminded of John Bmith.
hat letfer ran, in a straggling band :

" Mister Bunter, Grayfrires Skool.
“To¢ One Bicicle, £4.

* Pleeze poat kash to the Cross Keya
publie-"ouse, Friardale. I ain't gowing
to wait no 1 T.

“Yores trooly,
“J. BurrE.”
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“Oh lor'I” btrathed Bunter, as he
blinked at that dociument.

It was the bill for the bike!

Having failed to collect .the cash,
or the bike in licu thercof, Mr. John
Smith had sent in his little bill!

Perhaps Smudge Purkiss did not
know that there was supervision of
schoolboys' correspondence. FPerba
he did not gucss that that little Wl
would comc uuder the notice of a
achoolmastor.

On the other hand, perhaps he did!
It had already dawned en Smudge
that the customer he had found for
that bike was rather a slippery cus-
tomer! If the eye of authority fell
on the tramsaction, that fat covey
would have to pay up! So Smudge
had sent in his bill.

The dismey in Billy Buuter's fat
face ':.rau nuté Iliikely E‘I:ﬂ esca Iillm
gimlet eyca of Henry Samuel Quelch.

Thoze gimlet Ej’ﬁﬂ!m'ﬂﬂt- bored into
Bunter as he blinked at the bill from
John Smith,

“Well ?” said Mr. Quelch, in a deep
voice.

“Oh!” gosped Bunter. * It—it-it's
nothing, sir!”

“Nothing ?* repeated Mr. Quelch.

“Not at al, gir! N-n-nothing at
all!” stammered Bunter. “M:m-may
I go back to my place mow, sir?2

You may not, Bunter !”

“0Oh lor’ ™

All evea in the Bemove were fixed
on Bunter. Spme of the juniors were
grinning. All were wondering what
extraordinary scrape the fat Owl had
got himself into now.

“Have you any objection, Bunter,

to your Form-master secing that
letter?” inguircd Mr. Quelch, his
voice deeper and deeper.

“Oh! Yea, sitr—"

2] Wha.tl?ﬂ'

“I—I mecan mpe, eir!? groancd
Bunter. '

“If you have no objection to show-

ing mo that letter, Bunter, you ma
show it to me,” asid Mr. Q h. “If,
on the other hand, you have an objec-
tion, it is ‘my duty to order you to
show it te me.”

“Oh erikey !

#“Tn either caze, Bunter, hand me
that ‘letter at oncel” rapped Mr,
Quelch.

“Jem]—1-—" gtammered Bunter.

He did not want Quelch to sce
that little bill. Quelch was certain
to order him to pay for that bike

at ~once, or elso return it to the

vendor. Quelch was not lik to
underatand that that bike was pow
Bunter’s, and that be could reason-
ably cxpect the vendor to wait till
ho recelved some postal orders he
was ¢xpecting. It was clear enough
to Bunter—but he had a misgiving
that it would not be equally clear
to Quelch. )

But there was no help for -it.

“ Bunter !” Quelch’'s voice was
deeper than ever. “If you do mot
immediately band. me that letter—"

“Hut, sir—"

“ RBunter, I ::fmm;l:& nqtn {ﬂ,ﬂd
me that lotter ! ra . Quelch.

Billy Bunter .gnnﬂad _him  the
letter. . Ho blinked uncasily at his
Form-master aa the pgimlet cycs
fixed on the bill for the bike,



PAY UP!

HUNDER gathered on the brow
of the Remove master as he
. ggzed at that little hill.

Billy Bunter quaked as he noted it.

The Remove fellows looked on with
intemse interest, wondering more and
more what was up, . :

“Upon my word!” cxelaimed Mr,
Quelch, “Buuter, this is an account
tor & bieyele you have purchased I

“Obh, uo! Yes, sirl? gasped
Bunter.

“You have a new bicycle, Buuter P

“ Yooy, giv!”

There was a giggle in the Rewmove.
All the Form knew that Buntor had
a new bhike, a handsome gift from
Bunter's uncle, whose name, however,
seemed continually to slip Bunter’s

NIEmMory.
They were learning more about
that bike now. If this mysterious

letter contained a bill for a bhike,
obviously it-was for that green bike,

Mr. Quelch, frowning, glanced
over a erowd of priwning faces.

Quelel saw nothing at which to
orin. Queleh had wot heard of that
bike before,

“Bilence I rapped the Remove
waster. “Bunter, it n};.lp-mm from
this that you have bought n bicycle
for the smn of four ponnds and have
-not paid for it 1*

“I—I'm gtuinlg to, sir!” gasped
Bunter., *“I—I—I'm cxpecting a
postal order shortly, sir!”

“This man, who gives his name as
Smith, states that le will wait no
!uﬁgor ™ gaid Mr., Quelch stormly,
“How long bLave you had that
hin;m'le, Buuter”

" Bince—since last week, siv 12

“And yom have not paid for it?”
cxclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“I—I—I'm going to, sir!”

“This is o veory singular matter,”
said the Remove mastér, “I must
inquire into this, Bunter. It appcars
that you did not purchase this bicycle

it o cycle dealer’s. The man gives
hig g as the Cross Eeys publie-
house at Friardale—a place that is

atrictly out of bounds for Greyfriars
boys. Am I to understand, Bunter,
that you have been out of bounds #*

#0Oh, no, sir!” pasped Buunter.

"Then where did seo this man
Smith on the occasion when he sold
you the bicyele?” demanded Mr.
Qualech.

“In—in  Redelyffe Wood,
stammered Buntor.

Wood " repeated

“In Redclyffe
Mr. Quelch blankly.

The Remaovites simply blinked
Buuter's statement was rcally start-
Ling. Of all the places where o
bicyele might hawve 1 bought, .a
wooid was least Likely. A fellow
wmight, possibly, lave lought o
second-hand bike at a public-house—
but nobody in the Removoe had cver
heard of a fellow buying a bike in
a wood.

“Oh crumbs ¥ murmured Skiuner.
“If Bunter thinks he will get by
with that—"

“The howling ass!” breathed Bob
Lery

Fl
Nobody thought of  believin
Buntey's statement. It was, aa i

sir [
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happened, true, but it sounded Ilike
oue of Bunter's wildest fiba!
Evidently—to Bunter’s hearcrs—loe
had picked up that machine from a
man at a public-house—and was tell-
ing the first fib that came into his
fat head, in the hope of conccaling
that. circumstance.
“Bunter ™ Mr., Quelch almost

P . “"Hoew da k N
ﬂa:ﬁbd i dare you wake st

*I—I—I did, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“You did not sec man at the
Cross Keys, Bunter?™

“Oh, no, sir!”

*Then where did you sce him?”

"In—in  the wood, sir—on the
bridle-path [* Bunter, “He—
he was wheeling the bike, sir, and—
and he sold it to me I”

“When did this hnpgeu, Bunter ?

“Last Wednesday, sir. I—I bad
to walk back from Redelyffo, aund—
and go—"

“Did you kmow tho man, Buntor

“Oh,. mo, sir! Never secn him

before 1"
soul I* said Mr. Queleh,

i

Y‘_‘Elelﬁ m
“You bought . a. bicycle from a man
you did not know E such a place as
o path through a wood !®

“It’s a good bike, sir. I-—I
thought it was ‘ai}; cheap at four
pounds ! gas -Bunter. “Ift—it

"::Elﬂ auch a barguin, sir, I—I bagged
i -1.1'

“You should bave done nothing of
the kind, Buntcr [* ¢

:'Yea, air—I mcan, ne, sir[®

‘But if you DLought the bicycle,
Buuter, you should have paid for it!
Wiy have you not donme so?”

“I—I haven't any money, sic!”

“Ha, ha, ha !” come a lowl from
the Bemove, They could not help it.

“Bilence !” cxelaimed Mpr. Quelch
nngrily, *'TFhis boy's stupidity, and
in unscIm ness, are uob
matters for merrviment! Bunter, do
you dare to tell me that you bought
4 bicyele from this man Soith,
ﬁ?“wmg that you counld ot pay for

ct-

- *Oh, no, sir! I—I've betn ox
g o postal order for some time,
sir I rasped Bunter. “I—T hoped it
would—would come, sir! But—but
" Reate B¢

gain there was o giggle in the
Remove. Mr. El_:ﬁth'wﬂg' : - for
nl wni%il he was not to be
for t bike il Billy Bunter's
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celebrated and long-espected postal
orvder arrived ! |

“Bunter, I hardly know what to
mgntﬂ you!” exclaimed Mr, Quelch.
“Have you, or have .you not, the

means of paying for tlus article {hat

you have purchased P
“Ob, yes, sivl I—I'm going 1o
pay for it, sir! I—T oxpect to got

the mouney to-day!” gasped Bunter

{Im‘pvqratuly.
"VYery well,” said Mr. Queleh.
“If that is ihe case, Bunter—"

“Oh, yes, sir 1" _

“You should not have purchased a
bieycle, in ile first place, from a
strauger ¥ said Mr., Queleh. “Hav.
ing purchased it, however, you
should have paid for it immediately.
I will allow you to pay for it to-day,
Bunter, and close the mattce—othor-
wise the bieycle must be immediately
returned 1o this man Swmith ™

“"Oh lo'—I mcan, yes, sip!”

roaned Buuter. “Maa-y. I go

ack to wy place now, sir?”

“You may not!”

“Oh erikey | -

“You will bring the reccipt to my
study, Bunter, us svun ns you receive
it, in order that I may be assured
that this account iz paid !’ sail the
Remove master storuly., “I. shall
expect to seo it to-worrow morming.
a3 the money must bo sent by post '™

“Qh, certainly, sir!”

“Aud now,” added Mr, Quelch, “I
shall canc you "

Il!EhF;u

Mr. Queleh picked up a coue from
his desk, ; ?

Billy Buuter cyed that proceciding
with deep fecling.

“I shall cane you, DBunier; for
having purchascd . an  article for
whicl: you could not pay !” said Mr.
Quelck. “TIt will L a lesson to you.
Bunter, not to be so thoughtless and
indeed unserupulous.on another ocea-
sion! I trust, Buumter, that the
lesson will be for youwr Lenclit !”

Judging. by Billy. Bunter's cxpres.
sim,die w uo desire whatever to
be benefited  in  that porticular
manner,

“But—bat I say, sir,” gasped

Bunter, “I—I was

g to pay for
it the same day, ig—_'fgh{m.rllg.-} Tk
Tent mo the money |

“Ha, hn, ha ¥

Continued on next page.

ORDER FORM

i H . @
LEARER L LR T YL FAEAF RN ANRERF AN IR AR S FT ¥Rt EF+E

A rddihtErd R TR FAREAFE RS RE R R AR R

Tﬂ {Halw’ﬂg'g“! "’. ﬂﬂ mg 'ﬂﬂ& I“dd*m‘} -_- -'lll-_- ----- LT T Ry P N L LR Y] LR LR ERE
(LT EE L LR R T R RN R R EREddniFddh g m e

iiiiii L R R T T Ty L R P

Until further notice, pleass reserve for me every weck o copy of the

Maigner.

Reader's Nﬂﬁﬂ and Addrvess .........

llllllll L LT T TN L TN T R Lt L et TN R TR A R R L

spnhEthdrinh ik Fh iR A kR sk R e rn e r

LR LI RL RN ER TR RN RN LRI RLIIREFYN RN RENER Y

RS S ARL SRR RN PR ] LR LR LT TR : l_l|+l_l|!l-l|-“:ll-..

- i o =
rradbivi nani bt PN RNA A R P A AR NI Fa g




24

“Bileunee ! Buunter, bend over that

desk I

Billy Buufer, in low spivils, bent
over the desk.

Mr. Ouclch swished the canc,

Whack !

“OL " roarcd Bunler,

Whaek !

i Wﬂw !u

Whack !

“Yooooooop !

“Go back to your place, Bunler—
and do not forget to bring nc that
reecipt  to-morrow ! l‘uqlwtl Mr.
Quelell,.  * Otherwise, I shall  cance
you again morce severely!”

“Ow!l Wow! Yow!

Billy Buuter erawled back to his
place in o dismal frame of mind.
He wriggled uncomfortally through
the lessons that moruing,

He had had three—and e looked
like having six on the morrow when

he failed to turn up with that
receipt |

Rilly Bunter Legan to wish that
Le had never met John Bmith at all,

and never sceured that big baveain
in bikes!

—————.

WHARTON THINKS IT OUT !

“M AULY, old man—"

“Yuas "
“You've got the number
of that jigger you lost?"
“Oh, yans!"”

“Tyot it out, then,” said Harry
Wharton. -

“Yaas!" ] ]

Lord Mauleverer groped in  his
pocket.

Why Harry Wharton wanted to
kuow the number of the ljlg_gr:r that
had been lost in Redelyfie Wood
nearly a week ago, Mauly did nob
know, Neither 'did he inguire. Ho

gorted out a letter from his pocket
in which he had reccived the required
information from Maulevercr Towers.

THE MAGNET

The Co. leoked curiously at their
Jeader.  T'hey knew no more than
Mauly why the captain of the iemove
wanted that number.

Harry Wharten's fnce was very
thoughtful. He bhad been thinking
over that cpisode in the Form-room
that morning, and after third school
he looked for Lord Mauleverer to in-
quire the number of the lost bike.

Quelehh scemed to have believed
Bunter's statement as to how he had
come by his mew bike. But a good
many fcllows regarded it as a trans-
varent fiction, and did not doubt that

unter had fl_)it:kur.l up that sccomd-
hand jigger from a man at a pub.

But quite other thoughts were in
the mind of the eaptain of the Bemove
now that he had heard where and
when Bunter had bagged thet big
bargraio in bikes.

“Here you arc!” yawned Lord
Mauleverer. He looked over a letter.
“This is from nunky—let’s see—half-
term report mot very good, That's
not it. Very careless to leave a
bicyele in a8 wood—hem! That’s not
it! Ok, here you arc—here’s the
number of the jigper—33664447."

“ 33554447 ' repeated Harry.

“That's it, old bean ™

“Thanks "

Tord Manleverer nodded amiably
and ambled away—still ignorant of
why Wharton wanted that number,
but not interested.

But the Co. were curious. They
eyed the captain of the Remove
inquiringly.

Think you've got a chance of got-
ting on the track of Mauly's bike?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“I think so0,” asscuted Harry.

“Might be a hundred miles away
by this time,” said Nugent.

“And it might not,” answercd
Harry. “The blighter who pinched
it would most likely sell it as soon
as he could, He might sell it to the
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first mugz lhe met who happencd te
want a bike.”

“That's’ so0!” agreed Johnny Bull.
“But we're not likely to come across
the mug, arec we?”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I think we've come acress him =
ood many times,” he answercd. “ You
cllows kunow him pretty well, 1

believe”

ﬂ'Eh?.'ll'

“Let's cut down to the bike-shed,
anvhow,” said Harry. “I want to
look at Bunter's new bike.”

“What on earth for?”

. “To see if it's got a number on
it," said Wharton.

His friends blinked at him.

“All bikes are numbered,
they #” asked Johnny Bull.

“I believe so. Anvhow, Mauly's
was, and Bunter's is the same make!
I want to see whether Bunter’s new
jigger is numbered 33554447, same as
Mauly's !

“Couldn’t be,” said Nugent. *The
same makers wouldn't use the same
number twice.”

“Hardly,"” agrecd Wharton.

“Then what the thump do you
mean, if you mean anything 7" asked
Boeb Cherry blankly. “Sounds to me
as if you're wandering in your mind
a bit, old bean!”

“This is what I mean,” said the
captain of the Remove quictly. “Yon
heard what that fat ass told Queleh
in the Form-room this morning.”

“We heard him gammoning
Quelch,” grunted Johnny Bull. “He
didn’t dare tell Quelch that he had
picked up that bike at a pub.”

“Not the sort of thing a chap could
tell a beak,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“So he told Quelch he got it from a
man whoe was wheeling it in Redclyfic
Wood.”

“I think he did,” said Harry.
“According to what Bunter says, he
ot it from a man in Redclyfie Wood
the same afternoon that Mauly's bike
was pinched there. Well, if it's only
a coincidence that Mauly's bike was
pinched in Redeliffe Wood the same
afternoon that a roguc had a bike to
sell close to the spot, it’s a jolly queer
coincidence.”

“Oh ! ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“We know the man he was dealing
with is a rogue,” went on Harry.
“He was the man Bunter was going
to mect at the gate on the bridle-
path the next day, and would have
met if we hadn’t pot there first. He
let out that the man’s name was
Smith—the same name that Quelch
got from that letter this morning.”

“Oh!” repeated Bob.

“ Whether that’s hiz real name or
not, goodness knows; but that’s the
name he gave Bunter,” sald Harry.
“Well, t's the same man that
atnlsnpeﬂ Mauly in the wood—a foot-
pad—the kind of man who would
pinch a bike or anything else.”

“Oh crumbs ' gasped Bob. " Mean
to say you fancy that Bunter butted
into the bike-thief and that ke sold
him Mauly's jigger#”

“That’s what it looks like to me!
Of eouree, he never dreamed that the
bike belonged to a Greyfriars man,
finding it near Bedelyffe, miles from
here, or he wouldn't have thought of

ain't



selling it to another Greyfriars man,
I should think,”

"Hardlg;‘* gaid Johnny Bull.
fEB]:t

*“But there's one thing you forgot,
old bean,” grinned Bob.

“What's that?”

“Mauly's bike was black—and
Bunter's is ' said Bob.
“Mauly’s was black as the ace of

spades, and Bunter's new bike is
oreen as prass—or as Bunter him-
self ¥

“I  haven't forgotten _ that,”
answered the captain of the Remove,
“Any more than I've forgotten that
the man Bunter calls Smith carried a
pot of green paint and a brush about
with him.”

“Oh gum " _

“We used them fo paint bis
chivvy,” said Harry, “We wondered
at the time why the thump the man
carried such things about with him.
I thick we kmow now—as Mauly's
bike was black, and Bunter's green I”

“0Oh, my hat!” exelaimed Frank
Nugent. “A regular bike-pincher—
with a pot of paint abont him to dis-
guise a jigger when he pinched it.”

“That’s it,"” said Harry.

Baob Cherry whistled.

“Mauly’s bike!” he said. “Ten to
one! That blithering owl, Bunter,
had & bike landed on him that same
afternoon that it was pinched !"

“The esteemed Manly's ridiculons
jigger !” agreed Hurrce Jamset Ram

Singh.

"%qm& on |” exclaimed Bob, “Let's
2o and have a squint at the joll
old bike that Bunter got from his
Unecle George, and liis Urcle William,
and his Uncle Phillip, and his Uncle
Maurice! If it's t the same
number as Mauly’s bike, Bunter's
jolly old uncles ought to be run inI”

“The run infulness of the csteemed
uncles should be terrific!? agreed
Hurree Emghl;l

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famous Five hurried down to
the bike-shed—with little doubt in
their minds of what they would dis-
COver :

Harry Wharton liffed down the
areen bicycle from the stand,

“QOh gum !” exclaimed Bob. “Look
at the paint peeling off already!”

“And black under it,” said Johnn
Bull. “It hasn't been on long, {
faney—and black
neath ™

“Look at the number !” exelaimed
Nugent.

It did not take long to spot the
number of the machine, engraved in
the metal.

Harry Wharton poinfed it out to
his comrades :

“ 33554447 I

That was the number cut on Billy
Bunter's new green bike! That was
the number of Mauly's lost black

o L
“That's that!"” said Bob Cherry.
And that, nudoubtedly, was that!
Lord Mauleverer had little Lhope of

engmel under-

over sﬂaiu% his lost jigger again.
Certainly, he did not expect it to
turn up anywhere near friars.

And it had turned up—in the Grey-
friars bike-shed !

The Famoua Five had found
Mauly's loat bike!

Lane,

EVERY SATURDAY

WHOSE BIKE?

ié 2AY, vou fellows!™
Billy Bunter rolled into the
bike-shed. _
He blinked suspiciously at ihe
Famous Five gathered round his new
green bicycle.

2

“Wharrer you doing with m
bike?" ke demanded. *“If. you think
you're going to borrow that bike, you
can jolly well puess again! Rotten
trick, I eall it, to borrow a fellow's
bike without asking him.”

(Continued on next page.)
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U.B.A, South ainmrma, France,
Holland, Penang, Malta, and Seandi-
navia; all letters answered immedi-
ately. 3

Mis=z J. Warren, Listowel, Sea Place,
Wnrthing, Sussex; girl correspondents,
age 16-18; hiking, cycling, swimming,
and reading; mr  Britis
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films, music, anu.pahotU.ﬂ, gengra.phy,
travel, newspapors; B.A., India,
Ireland, France, and South Africa,
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Billy Bunter, naturally, was indig-
nant at the idea. '
“You fat ass—" bafnn Bob.

“You can ecall a fellow names,”
said Bunter scornfully., “You were
jullguwell ing to borrow that bike
without as 'ng a chap| Dirty trick,
m. T er-a;s“auch st pgrtnﬂ

g a fellow's property,
though you fellows don’t seem to
know an thinieahuht it. Bagging &
fellow’s bike behind a fellow's back

——Fﬂh p

*¥ou blithering owl—"

“You Eimme that bike!” said
Bunter. "1 want to show it to

TTE

“Mauly " ecjaculated Harry
Wharton. He woudered for a moment
whéther the fat Owl had discovered
the real identity of that jigger.

Maul

[T}

“I'm going to sell it to Mauly !
said Bunter.

iT.E'h ?ll

“Mauly's lost his bike ! said

Bunter. “He lost it the same day 1
bought that one, I belicye—"
“Ha, ha, ha ™ :
“I mean, the same day my Uncle
Arthur eent me that one!” said
Bunter hastily. " Well, Mauly wanta

a bike! That's a jolly geod jigger— p

qn‘:;ltc: ag good as the one Manly lost,
and—"

“Quite ! grinned Bob Cherry.

“The quitefulness iz terrific !

“Exactly as good!” said Jolmny
Bull. "N{:-t- a pin to choose betwéen
them, in fact!

“Ha, ha, ha ™™

“Blessed if I see a;tlyt-lling to cackle
at! I knew my Uncle George would
send me a first-class jigger—he's got
tons of money. I'm going to let
Mauly have it for ten pounds ' said
Bunter.

“Not less?” asked Harry Wharton,

“Well, it's a jolly bike—only
wants o new coat of paint,” -said
Bunter. “That's coming of a bit.
Or the paint could be scraped off. I
believe it's black undermeath, just
like Mauly's old jigger, if he wants
a black jigger. What are you fellows
cackling at?”

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the Famons
Five. They did not explain what they
were cackling at—they just cackled.

“0Oh, cackle! sgnorted Bunter.
“That bike's worth ten quid! And
I've .got to get at least four from
aomewhere to-day to pay for it—"

“Did your Uncle George charge
you fonr quid for it?” asked Bob,

'"H‘“-_u hﬂ-,. h-“' !”I

“Oh! J—I—-I mean—— Do stop
cackling, you ecackling ecueckoos!
Gimme that bike—I want to cateh
Manly and settle it before dinner.

He won't geb his bike back now, and
I think he might buy that one; see®”

“I don’t think Mauly will that
one !” chuckled Bob Cherry. I rather
think he will want it for nothing I”

“Eh? Catch me giving it to him
for nothing ! said Bunter, bii :
“Wharrer you mean? Mauly wonldn't
take it for nothing if I offered it to
him

“I think he will—when ke eees
the number on it " said

“The number on it!
nnmber on it? What's the number

Tre Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,659

Is til-EI'E &

THE MAGNET
got to do with itP” asked Bunter,

m‘{&tiﬂed.

“Lota ¥ chuckled .Bob. “You see,
the number on it's the same as the
number on Mauly’s bike ¥

“And it happens to be Mauly'a
bike !” said Harry.

“And you huugh(: it of the pincher
ﬂﬂt' inched ith; al]i:iﬂ' J’ii:{l:iilnj' Bull,
“ Liue u got. it cheap

“Ha, _E:. ]ga.!“

Billy Bunter jumped. He blinked
at the Famons Five, with his eyes
pop ing through his spectacles.

E;a.ul e !” he gantﬂed ;

“Yes—Mauly’s bike, with a smudge
of green paint on it !’ said Harry.

“'Tain't ! yelled Bunter.

“*Tig I ehuckled Bob.

HlTaini‘t !H

oI 1.'1:-

“H_ﬂx ha, ha ™

“I—I—I say, you fellows, I know

ow're only -gammoning ! exclaimed

unter, 1n alarm. “My Unecle
Herbert——"

“Chuck it, you howling ass I said
the captain of the Remove. " The
man who sold you that bike in Red-
clyffe Wood last Wednesday pinched
it from where Mauly parked it, and
ut 'a coat of gréen paint on it, to
gell it to the first mug who wis idiot
enough to buy a bike from a
stranger.”

B‘_;:l.&nd you were the mug!” said
oh.

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. His
fat face registered dismay. “I-I
gay, you fellows, I—I can’t sell that
bike to Mauly if—if it'a his ¥

“Not quite !” chortled Bob.

*&till, 1 shan’t have to pay that
beast for it ! said Bunter, brighten-
ing a little. “If it wasn’t his, you
Enow———""

“No fear ! As soon as Quelch hears
this, he will telephone for a bobby
to call at the Cross Keys and see Mr.
S8mith. You needn’t worry about
Mr. Smith any more !”

“Well, I shall be glad to see the
lagt of him " said Buunter. “He's
been 'ﬂunn{ng me for the money, !iou
know—practically making out that
I'm the kind of fellow that wouldn’t

pay——="
Not really I Bob Ch z
o re s

“Yes, really—i g beast, you
know! I say, mr. fellows, if that's
really Mauly’s bike—"

“No “if ' about it—it is Mauly's

bike I

-“Then I'll tell you what!” said
Bunter. "You fellows scrape off that
green paint—it’s peelin already,
and you'll soon get it offi—and I'll
and find Mauly and tell him his
jigger’s here all right.”

“0.E.!” said Bob. “We’ll have it
lmking its old eelf in a quarter of an
hour !’

*“Right-ho !” said Bunter, and he
rolled away gquite cheerfully.

The Famous Five were quite .pre-
pared to clean off that green paint
and restore Mauly's ji%lg*err_ to its
former appearance, though they were
rather surprised that the suggestion
come from Bunter. They set to work
at once—and many hands made light
work. Smudge’s paint was not, per-
haps, intended to last—anyhow, it
peeled off the black enamel without

much difficulty under a vigorous rub-
bing and scraping, and it was not
long before Maml;ﬁ: jigger was easily

recognisable,
halle, lallo!

“Hallo, Here's
Mauly I exclaimed ' Bob, as - the
slacker of the Remove loafed in at the
doorway of the bike-ghed.

*Yaas " assented Lord Mauleverer.
“Bunter gaﬁ m
dashed if I know -

bike is lere—
iow it’e here, when

it was pinched ‘miles away—but
Bunter s&ayz Le E}nt it back and
bronght it here——

“What?" ejaculated the Famous

Five, all together,
“Didn’t he?” asked Manly.
“Oh! Yes, T suppose he did ™
gasped Bob. “He certainly got it—
Lhe certainly brought it here!
Yes! Here it is, anyhow "
Lord Manleverer pgazed at his
jigger. 3 . _
“Ob gad!” he said blankly. *1
thought Bunter was gammonin’, of
course—how was a chap to guess that

he was tellin’ the truth?  And he
wag—" )

“As mear as he can get!” said
Harry Wharton,

“Good gad! Then I owe Lim a
guid ¥

“You owe him a _eguiﬂ?“‘

l _"';II_’E:.E! ’Eeﬂa%ak me if I would
end him a quid for gettin’ my jigger
back for me, and I said I wj'f“;:! ;g‘;f
the jigger was really herc—and here
it ig I' said Mauleverer.

“The fat villain ! gasped Bob.

The chums of the Remove under-
stood now why the astute fat Owl had
wanted to leave them busy with that
bike while he went to leok for Lord
Mamnleverer !

“I'd better go and tell Quelch I've
got it back—so that he can tell the
policemen not to go hunting for it!”
remarked Mauly.

“Yes—and tell him, at the same
time, that it’s Bunter’s new bike—so
that ‘the. policemen can go hunting
for the sportsman who sold it to
Bunter I chuckled Bob.

“0Oh gad !

And Lord Mauleverer ambled away
to the House with that surprising
news for Mr. Queleh!

Smudge Purkiss, later that day,
departed from the .Crosz Eeys by a
back window - as Police-constable
Tozer entered the building by the
front door! He did not stay to
ingiire what Mr. Tozer wanted, but
sagilg set off, at his best speed, to
aeek fresh fields and pastures new..

Lord Mauleverer had recovered his
lost jigger. B"illly- Biinter, on the
other ﬁaml; had lost his mew bike.
But for the rest of that day BiHy
Bunter was seen in a shiny, Etinﬁ,
happy state, and he felt that he had,
affer all, not done seo badly out of
that bargain in bikes !

THE END.
(¥You've enjoyed this yarn? Of
course you have! Well, then, next
Saturday's tale of Ha Wharton

& Co. is even betier. Note the title:
“THE MAN IN THE MASK!" It's
one ., of Frank Richards' extra
specials.)
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anyway. No, by Jove, Spnf.snn—lmk!
We are n.pgr ing a captive balloon.
Grab it, taon—grab it !”

A moment later, Jones and Spotson
were scated comfortably on top of one
of 'the great silver fish which com-

risa the balloon . barrage over

ndon,. From here they ‘huul- a
birdseye view of the great ecity.

Sheerluck Jones leaned ba
filled his pipe.

“Well, Spotson, I have deduced
that the object we saw on the bridge
was a bomb.”

“Marvellous, Jones! What Jed
you to that deduction?®

“The fact that it has hoisted us up
here, my good man, I further
deduce bgnt the bearded man in the
red éar was a bombster. If you will
have the kindness to jab a pin into
this gaabagﬂﬂﬁpﬂtsan, we will dezcend
and fling that-fellow into qued!”

The faithful Spotson inserted a pin
into the balloon, which mp:.d‘!j oTew
flubbier and flabbier, falling at the
same time. When it floated to the

round, the pair jumped off amd

omnd themselves con mntin%_ In-
apector Gumboil, who had just driven
np in a Black Maria.

“Thank Heaven yom are safe,
Jones !” said the inspector. “We
were too late to stop the villain.
‘HAia pame is Patrick O'Hooligan, 'and
he stole that car from a garage. We
chiased him, but he has utterly dis-
appeared, However, Wwe ~are still
gcarching for him——"

“Come, Gumboil ** snapped Jones.
“I have an urgent case on hand.
Give me a lift to the third turning
on the right -down Woople Street,”

As the Black Marvia sped on its
way, Spotson wondered what the
famous detective wanted in .Woople
Street, over o mile away. He heard
Sheerinck say to the inspeetor:

“We shall get him, never fear.
This (’Hooligan is a clever man, but
he made one serious mistake. Here
is Woople Street—third on the right,
please. Ah!Y

They drew up before an empty
house. A closed furniture pantechni-

and

con was standing at the gate, and.

Jones, borrowing a spanier from the
police-van, weut up and leaned it
acrogs the furniture-driver's ear.

The man collapsed without a grunt. |

“What's the meaning of this?”
demnnded Gumboil. :

“Get in!" snapped Jones, pushing
tha unconscious driver on one side.
I wish to borrow this pantechnicon.
You will seca why, in due course.” .

Filled with amazement, Spotson
and the inspector climbed in. Jones

started the van and drove it straight |

to -the copshop, where he backed in
against the tradesmen’s entrance to
the cells, Then he opened the doors
at the back and let down the tail-
hoard.

“Come Paddy ¥ he
called.

A ‘red car slid omt of the vam's

right out,

intm]':iur and ran down the board into
a cell,

- Jones loeked the deor and handed
the key to the inspector, as. a roar
of baffled rage was heard from the
bearded man. :

“Sure, begorrah, where am [?
Faith . and begob, 'tis the copshop
intoirely 1™

“Pot. his  pal in  with. him'™
snapped Jones, and then turned to,
the  imspector. “That’'s how he
dodged vour men—by driving into a

ntechnicon and  shutting  the

oors "

* Agtonishing 1 stuttered the .in-
spector. “How on earth did you
know that?"”

Jones smiled.

“I told yon he made a mistake. Ho
stole a vivid red car instead of a
black ome. My dear Gumboil, from
the top of that balloon I could have
watched that red car drive all over
London. Elementary, my dear Spot-
son ! ] '

“Begob, I'll get ye for this, and so
I+willl” roa Patrick O'Hooligan
furiuua‘%;n

But Jones merely laughed.

he said, “let ns

“Come, Spotson,”
be a bloater on

begone. There ma
our hook by now! _
But, alas, it was only a tiddler!

Penfold’'s Parodies.

IN CELLAR
COOL!

In cellar cool he sat

asleep, ;
And there at last
we found him,.
A lazy lord in

sinmber. deep,
With Inmps of coal

all round him.
We'd sought him up

and down the

school, e
Our eyes in dnger ML

gleaming,

While Mauly in his cellar cool
Was dreaming,drcaming,dreaming !

At footer practice Mauly should
Have spent hours and hours of
leisure,
And any other fellow would
Have joined the gamewith pleasure,
But !'J.Iaul'[v. felt too tired that day,
He ambled, pently beamiung,
Down the cellar, where he lay
Just dreaming, dreaming, dreaming.
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Essay by BOB CHERRY,

AUTUMN!

Autumn is a grand season, with
ripe fruit and berries, red leaves and
morning mist—I wish to goodness
that idiot Fishy would stop talking
to- me. He's trying to sell me a
camera, and I can't keep my mind on
what I'm doing with his idiotie yap-
Eing all the time. Take it away and

ury it, will you? I don’t want a
camera, and that one's broken, any-
way.

Autumn is'a grand time for hiking.
To see the stubble flelds, shorn of
their harvest, lying under a kindly
sun, with the new hayricks over by
the hedge, which is worked on a noo
gr:incip]e “with a sliding shutter—

h corks! There's that camera
again! Will you_clear off, you bony
blighter, before I ram that camera
down your neek? Vamoose! Slide!
Levant ! Absguatulate!

And with autumn, of course, comes
footer.. We have enjoyed the ericket
season, with white fignires dotted
about the smooth green fields, but
now it’s good old footer again. Every
fellow must feel pleased at tho
thought of kicking a collapsible view-
finder—I mean, -a fooler—Will you
go away?—and slamming. it straight
and true into high-speed lems of a
really cute little camera, and I guess
I'll take a dollar—— For pity's sake
clear off !

I kinder - guesa and caleulate that
autumn is a sure-fire bargain—

Nonno! How can a
fellow write an essay
with an - American

idiot gabbling in his

car? t me start
again.,

CAutumn is a grand

season, . with - ripe

g fruit and berries, and

though I've eaid

“No!* fifty - seven

times, he won't take
that for an answer,
red leaves, and.if T do
oet up to him Il
strew  the lungry
churchyard with his
blithering hones, red
leaves, and morning
No, that's all wrong! TLet's

mist.
atalt again.

Autumn is a erand scason—— Tdke
it away and bury it, I tell you! Aw,
go on, big bey, a dollar won't hurt!
Look here, shut up ! I'm petting Four

ailly gabble all over my essay! For
the fifty-cighth time, “Nope I” I mean
“No!* Now clear off ! :

And then,. of course, autumn’s the
time when a fellow really needs a
camera divt-cheap at a dollar—

At last we found his hiding-place  {That tears it! Wait a mnute!
And gathered round him grimly. (“Yaroooop! Wake snakes! Look
The peaccful smile upon his face | hyer—— Eeggo my year! I guess
We saw in darkness dimly. this. wgets my goat! WWhooooop!”

Wa each picked up a lump of coke.
To give -him for his scheming,

And Mauly, when he shortly woke,
Was screaming, screaming,

SCTEAming.

Slam ) Now let's start again,
“Autumin is a grand scason——
{We’'ll take your word for it, old
bean ! Can’t wasto any more space.—
Ep.}
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1

the old saying that you can’t get too
much of a good thing is borne out
week after ‘'week by the uunmber of
letters 1 reeeive telling how pleased

tired of I'rank MRichards® glorious
school yarns of Greyfriars—and

readers arve with the grand tales of
TIarry Wharton & Co. Take, for
instance, this week's: story—if you

don’t pet a fill of laughs out of it vou Che

enght to see a doctor,

Now let me talk aliout nexb week's
VAL

¢ THE MAN IN THE MASK'!"

which deals with the further éxeiting
adventurcs of -yomr old chums at
Greyfriars, News of a burglary at
Courtficld Hall reachés Harr Lar-
ton. & Co. The robbery is Lelieved to
be the work of a masked crackaman
kuown to the police az “Slim -Jim,”
from the apparent casc with whieh
the thief gains access to buildiugs Ly
sinall windows, What's .more,- the
thief pays Gureviviars a visit, The
only - man  who can  identify. the
hurglar—the only man whe has secn
the raseal unmasked—is My, Quelch,
But before the master of the Remove
cay o oct,  something startling and
dramatic happens. You're h:-nf:ﬂd for
a feast of i:LriI[s'iﬂ this great yarn,
chums !

supporting this splendid tredt will
L another interesting issue of the
“Gregfriare Herald,” giving the latest
news and views of the “Big Noises ™
at Gureyfriars. A word of warping—
ask your newsagent to deliver fhe
Maaxer to you rewulurly-cacl’ Batur-
day morning; as wav-time restrictions
ban Lim from ordering more scopics
than be can sell,

TSRS

With o little -more space at my
disposal. this. week, 1 uwm granting
the reguest of a lavge mmber of new
readeys by 111|'I_blir=,i_1fng a list of the
juniors  in the Reanove Form, or
Lower Fourth, at Greyfriars, Here
it 18:

T4, FREE, from

- Boys - AnD GIRLS .

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
¢ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

EARN COOD MONEY IN YOUR SPARE TIME

Beeome an Agent for G108, Shilling Clubs, Easy to run; big commis.

ATZ-page Catalogue of 20400 Bargaivns, Bend for complete Outh

GREAT UNIVERSAL STORES, D
‘- ARDWICK, MANCHESTER.

/

VWrite to him : Editor of the

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Invo 4. (e,

grease. My cluun should apply fresh
pieces of paper until all the greasc is
removed.

—— i

THE * HOLIDAY ANNUAL™
T is specinlly worth noting thal you
‘#  who have so far omitted, for one
catnse or another, to seeurc a
copy .of this ‘year's issue of the
qgiandit‘l ook so closely linked up
with th¢ Magxer and -“Gem,” have
still a chance to repair the owmission.

F

E.C4 Never before Liag £lus popiilar -Annual
~ putt forward a “better” programme.
Form-master:  Mr. Horaee Henry Samuel It']] bring sunshine to your dull hours
Queleh, M.A. and turn your leisure "into uﬂ-‘:riu}-
: = | & ing pleasurc, © Make sure of. this
_ Kame }'&fg %%1 EEF b. E buinper five shillingsworth by secur-
. — - £ ‘ing your jssue RIGHT NOW ! This
Fiﬁfpﬂﬂm 5 als 5la71e], world-famous Anuual is- obtainable
Brown, Tom 15 235 83l 7 9 | 2 from all newsagents and. booksellers.
Bolsover, Percy  ..J16 2 (5 5£ 4 4 |10 -
Ball, Johnn {16 B3 (56 2719 4 |14
Bulstrode, George --F\ Dl 418 1]2
Bunter, Wm. George (156 1 |4 0 |14 124) 7 .

v, Robert  ..|16 2|5 44 &8 8 |13 - Yes, I think I have space to nl:u;_wrr
Delarey, Plst . 114 10 |5 3 | 710 18 § 1] dinoth uery. A Manchester
Doanont, Micy B4 11 16 01778 16 (him! whoso initials are “T. M.
Dutton, Tomn . ..|156 4 |6 2 | 8 1| 7 wants me to tell him how to remove
meld{ﬂ&uiﬂ'}..ﬁ.{}.lf 15 3|6 4|8 0114 tobacco stains from the tips of Lis
ﬁ'ﬂ;ﬁrﬁngﬁm X ig i’ & ii ; 3 |13 fingers. This question Teads me to
ililary, Bichard  ..[15 4 {5 8|8 1|5 suspeet that “T.° M. i3 a licavy
%-:[1[: 'Iﬂ&ﬂﬂ;f At %E 1% EE ; % 13 cigarette smoker. If 3?’:-;[ am sﬂl-?r
Anley, Ma .- 1o b to learn this  fact, - for cigarette
ﬁgum:nﬂitﬁﬂmﬁ ;i IE:I':i lil- E ﬁ li-hmuking'_ iz a-very harmful " babit,
Newland, Monty .14 8315 2 | 712 | o and best Teft alone by ‘the youngster
Nugeht, Frank  ..{14 10456 2}/ 7 7 | 1 who ‘wants to keep himself {it and
R e 15 0ls 6 |7i2]s wel
Ponfold; Richard |16 135 3-] 8 0|8 One of the best remedies that 1 can
ﬁ:lliﬁ.jlti:ﬂ}ard . ;g 1{15 b E.': 313 E suggest to my chum -for removing

vy G ; these staing is the application of a
ﬂ“&*ﬁ:‘ﬁ},‘&&“ﬁm;,i AL R0 slice of Temon, the juice being rubbed
Mam 3 (14116 8 | 7 b5 {13 well into the finger-tips. This muat
Smith (Minor), .o staning ‘disappear: A far  hetter

Hobert .. 14 8156 13| 7 0 ]'s siat peat: ; : il
Snoop, Sidney James[15 .6 [5 3 { 7 13-{11 remedy, _one which I !mart;l;.r
Stott, Williar 16 7 (6 4} 8 4 {11 pecompend, iz for my chum fo give
Yodd, Alona: 4 up the' injurious lhabit of eigarctte

Theophilns 1 05 44| 010 | 7 i 3 : .
Todd, Peter 115 10 [5 ek 7 13 | 7 smoking altogether, Then the stains
:ﬁmluﬂﬂ,f{lnthﬂzr |15 8 |6 1_3 gl% g he complaing about will ne longer
o g e L AR mak> their nppearance

Herbert 151015 5-1 8 114 ——Lorxs
Vivian, Jimmy 114 4 1411 | 70 (12 -

::-;lbluf,' Wm. Erncst H % i g E I{E] lg Now for two
TupIum T LS AR 'RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

Arthur James, of 8L ‘Ives, Cum-
wall, writes to tell me that he has
been- - tinkering  ivith,  his  bieyele;
and, in ¢consequence, has got grease-
marks on his- flannel “bags.”  “He

asks me the best way to remove
these marks, My Cornish chum
will  find the following iz  the

simplest and best method- of ve-
moving prease-marks. Get a picee of
soft brown paper.and lay it over the
apot, theéen get an -iron which - is
fairly hot and- press it on’'the paper
for aubout a minute.” It will -then
Lbe found that the paper has takey
up 8 considerable awount of the

to veaders’ inguiries .

. MASOFIX (ne address)—There
in 1o fear of  Harry Wharton & Co.
havipg. to join the Army, Navy, or
Roval Air Foree. - No, there is uo
E‘ril(iﬂ't Corps at Greviriars now.

Jame: IOTTS (Northumberlundy.
—Billy Bunter iz a ” fudk.” inasmuch
as he would fear “astanding-up" ko
young Dicky WNugent, of the Second
Form, Sce list above.

As these repliés fill up wmy space,
hiere’s wishing you all the very hest of
Inek.

Chin,. chin ! :

YOUR EDITOR.

ARE TIME | STAMPS

2B, 35CATALOGUED 13/-, (n¢}. RO AL VISIT
SANABE qheions pun, ShioN gty £
ﬁﬂﬂfﬁ:ﬂfﬂﬁfn&&. LONDON, 5.W.2.

value
YONSHIRE 8T.,

JUBILEE PACKET FREE.
‘Purkey, Bearce Jubileo, pkt. 50 @i,

Goliatlh Locomobive, - Lalvia,
Esthouin Chiile. Egypt. b
Ask for SOY disconat anpp
inelonn 2. postage.—ROEINSON BROS. (A), Moretoun,

raly and
iryrnl.
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