


2 TELL YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS NEW FEATURE, BOYS!
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BOY'S AMAZING “FEAT.”

Walking from London to Brighten is a commen
ennugh occurrence amongst adults tuﬂda}u bl.tl:
for obvious reazons it doesn't make a great appeal
to the younger generation. Yet Master George
Edwards at the age of eleven didn't consider this
strenuous task beyond his powers, for he did the
journey in the astonishing time of 10 hours
58 mins. 36 4-5 secs, Bravo! Photo on right
shows him stepping out with the will to win
largely wrjtten on his youthful face,

e fealip

ROUND THE WORLD
AWHEEL!

The photo below gives you a good idea of the
“bus " which took S, %‘ Cranﬁclc'l. the well-
known racing motor-cyclist, on a world tour.
He earned the distinction of being the first man
to crozs Australia alone, and he nﬁu managed to
cross India in the short space of six days. His
cheery expression indicates that he wouldn't
mind deoing another world-tour on his trusty
machine !
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BUNTER'S BARGAIN! A brand wew twenlfy guanea bike for three powunds sfrikes William George Bunler as
being o first rale bargain, Bud there's ¢ history behind that bike, and 6 number of complicalions, for which the
fot and fatuonus Owl of the Remove did NOT bargainl
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A Rattling Fine School Story of the C};um: of Greyfriars, with William George Bunter, the

funniest and fattest schoolboy in the world, well in the limelight.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Which ¢
‘. HICH of wou fellows is
W going——"
“All of us.,” ] )
“I  mean which is

going--——- ]

“We're all going, fathead!™

“1 mean which—-"

“My only hat!" ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “ He goes on for ever, like the
little brook.”

“Oh, really, Cherry——

H

“Reoady, you men?” asked Hael,
taking his bike from the stand n toco
bike-shed at Cireyfriars. “Roll away,

Bunter!  You're in the way, old fat
bean.™

“Which of wyen fellows 12 going lo
lend me 8 bike?” ronrved Billy Bunter,
petting it out al lash. .

Mo member of the Famous Five of
the Greviriars Remove replicd to that
quoestion.

Apparently no member of the famous
Co. was going to lend William George
Bunter a bike, ]

As Harry Wharton & Co, were taking
out their machines to ride over to High-
clifie School to visit their friends theve,
it really was not to be expected—by
anybody but William George Bunter.

“ 1 say. you fellows, yon might answer
a chap,” said Bunter. *Which of you
is going to lend mo & bike®”

“Reho  answers  which!  chuckled
Frank Nugent. _
And Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh
remarked that the whichfulness was
terrific.

“You'd belier get out your own

jigger, if you want o spin this after-
noon, Banter,” said Harry Wharton.

“What's the good of getting cut my
swn Jigeer Y demanded Buntor peev.
ishly. " The tyres are punctured, and
the chain's broken in two glacc&, and
thera's something wrong with the speed
gear, and =-="

"kecn on

"Then you can have a happy alter-
HBHIIII mending it,"” suggested Johnny

ull.

“I've asked Dol Cherry 1o mend that
bike for me a dozen times, at least,”
said Bunter reproachfully.

“You can make it two dozen.”
chuckled Bob, “and still the jigger will
want mending.” g 5

“You jolly well mended Dblarjoric
Hazeldene's g“{[‘, and took hours over ik,
and made vourself as black as =2
nigger,” said Bunter. **Why counldn’t
vou mend mine, then i

“Fathead!™

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

" AR

Bob Cherry seemed fo see some soirt
of  distinction  between  muending
Marjorie’s bike and mending Dunter's
bike. Possibly he found Marjorie rather
nicer than Bunter,

“Well, I can't ride the jugger 111l it's
mended,” said Donter. " They want
two pounds.ten at Stubbs’, in Courtfield,
for mending it. I wouldwt mind that,
only they'd keep the bike till it was
paid for, you know; so that wouldn't
be any use. I say, vou fellows, don't
be selfish. you know. Oue of you lend
me & bike,™

“You cheerful 1diot,” s#aid Iarry
Wharton. “How can we lend you o
Like when we're just going oul on oae
bikes? Are we to lend yon o bike and
walk ourselves?”

“Exactly,” assented Dunter. ™ You
alwavs make out that you'rr a betier
walker than T am. It's not szo jolly fav
to Higheliffe. Walk it, and don't be o
elacker.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“But we're going out for o spin with
Courtenay and the Caterpillar. when
we've called for them,* he said.

“Plar ericket instead.”

“Eh Y

“You make ont that you're jJolly

cricket—well, play ericket
imstead of going out for a spin.”

-Bob Cherey.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Well, my only hat!” cjaculoted ihe
captzin of the Remove,

“You see, I want a bike,” explained
Bunter,. “Owing to Cherry's selbsh
ness, mine 15 a crock—simply a erock.
I can't rido it. I'd sell it, only nobody
would give me anything for it. Fishy
offered me five bob, but I'm not going
to take five bob for a bike that cost m;
pater twenty guineas.”

“Fisher 1. Fish offered vou five bob
for it 7" oxelaimed Bob.

£F Yns*u

“Fishy is losing his eye for a bac
gam.”

“IIa, ho, ha!”

“Jump at the offer,
bean. As soon as Fishy bas ceally
examined that bike, he will let you
have it back for eighteenpence.”

“That bike cost my pater twenty
guineas!” yroared Bunter, "It's =&
splendid machine, only & bit crocked.
Still, the fact remains that I can’t ride
it to-day., If you like, I'll swap bike-
with you, I:,‘.herrg. Then you can moend
it.  ¥Yaur old jigger never cost more
than o tenner.™

“ Losa ™ grinned Bob.

“Woell, there's a chance to swap it fom
a splendid bike that cost thirt?' guineas,
and only needs o fow vepairs.”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“0Ofer deelined with thanks” =an
“MNow, if you'll shifi.
Buntor, I'll wheel ont my jigﬁer."

“I haven't finished yet——

“Your mistake: vou have. Slufe!”

Bolh Cherry  wheeled his  machine
towards tho doorway. It was quite aw
ample doorway, but the fgure of
Willinm George Bunter also was very
ample.  There resly was not muclh
room fo pass Bunter. Fellows pre
tended that thero was not room to pass
hitn when he stood in the gateway of
Greviviave itself, But that was an
exaggaration.
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THE BEST DAY OF THE WEEK IS SATURDAY—" MAGNET" DAY!

—

“83hift! Bunk! Vanish!
pear ¥ said Bob Cherry.

“But what about a bike!” asked
Bunter. “I want a bike this afternoon,
az I've said. If I borrow Smithy's, be
will be bound to kick up a row; you
know the Bounder’s temper. Look
here, Wharton, you borrow Smithy’s,
and lend me yours. You don’t mind if
he kicks up a row; you-can lick him.”

“ Bunter's full of bright ideas this
afternoon,” said Johnny Bull admir-
ingly. “You're to bag a fellow's bike,

arton, and Jick hum if he objects,
because Bunter's too jolly lazy to keep
his jigger mended.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“\Well, what about it?" asked Bunter,

Bump ! o

Bob Cherry seemed to be getting 1m-

ticnt. ook
IH!“ITl'ma guestion of 2 mount for William
George Bunter that sunny afterncon
seerned to be very important to Bunter.
But it did not seem to the-Famoys Five
sufficiently important to keep” them
nﬁy from their appeintment at High-
cliffe. s

Bob Cherry wheeled out his hike. He
had teld Bunter to shift, bunk, vanish,
and disappear. Bunter had not shifted,
hunked, vanished, or disappeared. Tha
inavitehle result was that the bike cpf-
lided with William: George Bunter, with
the further result that Bunter sat down
quite suddenly, with a bump and a
'OAT.

“Yarooooh!™ :

“You fellowz feel the carth shake?™
asked Bob.

“Ha,ba, ha!”

“Come on! We shall be late. Sorry
wa can’t stop, Bunty, old man. Go and
tell pome other men your funny stories.”

“Yow-ow! Beast!” roared Bunter,
as five juniors wheeled their machines
past him. *“Yah! Rotter! Can’t even
stop to ask whether you've hurt a chap.”

‘RI'hat‘a all right. I konow I have."

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“ Beast | roared Bunter.

And with that valedtction ringing in
their esrs, Hartry Wharton & Co.
whesaled their machines away, mounted,
and pedalled off cheerily to Highclifie
School, leaving Billy Bunter to waste
the rest of his sweetness on the desert
aAlr.

Disap-

] —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not for Bob!

i ALLO, halle. hallo !
H “Halt 1" said Wharion,
The Famous Fivae were

pedalling  along the dusty
road aoross Courtfield Common. They
were pedelling in a leisurely way, Etrung
ous acrose the road. in a very bright an
cheery mood that n’unnfr afternoon.
The Famouz Five generally contrived
to E].::ljﬂi' their half-holidays, and on this
particitlar alterncon they were very
merry and bright.

From a clump or hawthorns near the
roadside & man ste ta.s tEn cynlisilta
CAme JOggInE up. 1 stepped into the
i:'.nad, and Eeﬁ:] up his hﬂ.ﬂdF;.D the school-

OYE.

The man was a stranger to them, and
the juniors did not particularly like his
looks. He had s stubbly fece and
narrow, furtive eyes, and they noticed
that he glanced quickly up and down
the road as he signalled them to stop, as
1f to ascertain whether anyone else was
in sight, No one was in sight i either
direction on the long, dusty road.

The juniors slowed down.

The man did not lock at all pre-
Eaaaaumg; but it was possiblo that he

ad something to say—some warning

TeE Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,

that the road was up, or zomething of
the sort. He did not look the kind of
mwan whom a fellow wonld have liked to
meet alone on a dark mnight; but in
broad daylight they eould not suppose
that he meant mischief. If ho did, the
five juniors wero guite prepared to give
him all the mischief he wanted.

They slowed down and stopped.

“ Anything up?" asked Harry, eyeing
the man, He stood in the road in front
of the dismounted cyclists, and a closer
view showed him more unprepossessing
than ¢ever. He was not only dusty, but ho
was dirty, and the red-spotted necker-
chief he wore looked as if 1t had neot
had a wash sinee it was new—which
must have been a long. long time since,

“No, sir,” answered the man, civilly
enbugh. “I'd jest like to speak a word
to youw, sir, seelng as you'ra cycling.”

“Go ahead,” gaid Harry, puzzled.
The man looked a rather rowdy and
tough customer, but the captain of the
Remove had no desire to be uncivil.

“I've got a bike to sell, sir.”

“ A bike to zell 1" repeated Harry.

“Yes, sir. A real good bike, and
going cheap,” said man. “I'm
forced to part with it owing to being
hard up, and I thought one of you
voung gentlemen, being cyclists, might
like to look at it.”

“0Oh!" said Harry

“Chence for Bunter, if he were here,”
grinned Bob Cheérry. *1le can do with
a new bike.”

“If a friend of yours wanis a bike,
sir,” said the man in the spotted necker-
chief, “he can’t do better. I bought
this 'eras bike cheap at a sale, thinking
I'd make a profit on it. But I can't
ufford to keep it by.me, being ard up,
owing to losing my job.™

“YVou can =ell a2 bike at Stubbs’, in
Courtheld,” said Harry. “They buy
second-hand bikes there.”

“I've tried "em, sir,” answered the man
readily ; “but they offer me too littlo.
Four pun for a grnctica.l!:.r new Moon-
beam bike, sir! I give five pun myself.
It's worth more'n twice as much, sir.”

Bob Cherry looked attontive,

The Cherry Iauﬁli- were not  over-
burdened with wealth, and Bob's hike
had seen so much service that, had it
been practicable—which 1t was not—
Boh would have been glad to exchango
it for & pew one, Bob took great caro
of his machine, and it was always in a
sorvicaable state: but it was not to be
denied that it compared very unfavour-
ably with some -:-%M’th& bikes at Grey-
friars. 2o Bob was interested, A new
Moonbeamr bike was far beyvond his
medns, but & bargein in Moonbeam
bikes was just what Bob wanted.

“Let’s have a look at it!™ said Bob
rather eagerly. “Look here, what do
vou want for it

“Eight pun, sir, and it's a sacrifics,”
sald the man. “I could get more if I
could afford to wait.”

“Cheap, if it's a practically new
Moonbeam,” said Bob. "I'll jolly well
look at it—the pater will h&]p me out, if
it's really a bargein. Tz it far from
here? We're going somewhcere, you
E’EE-”

“T've
man, *

¥

fgt it with me, siv,” soid the
ft it just beyond them bushes,

r.
“Right-ho! You fellows eut on, and
I'll cateh vou up,” said Bob., “It won't
take long.”

“My osteemed Bob—"
Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh,

‘: Hold on, Bob,” said Harry Wharion
qun:-.:tl{y. “You don't want to take a
bike from a man you've never secen be-
fore, without going into the matter a
little, old chap." He looked at the

murmred

dusty man. "What's your name?” he
asked.

“@George Jobson, sir. They call me
Honest George round about the park

where I belong.”
asked

* Where's that?”
“Near here?”

The man hesitated a second.

“Woodend, ir,”" he answered.

Woodend was a good five miles away.
The juniors had eycled through that
village, but know very little about it o
itz inhabitants; But if the Woeodend
folk called this dusty man " Honest
George,” Wharton could not help think-
ing that the Woodenders were very
casily satisfied in the matter of honesty.
Without being unduly suspicious,
Wharton thought that Ilonest Georgoe
might more appropriately have  been
called Bhifty George, or even Dishonest
George,

“look here!” said Bob, rather im-
ﬁatmnt%i.;. “I want to see the bike, any-
OW. hy not?"

“If you buy & bike, you want to
make sure you're buying it from the
Ewn}er, that's all,” answered Wharton

ryly.

“Uh " ejaculated Bob.

Hopest George's narrow eyes glinted,

“Meaning to eay you think I've
pinched that there bike?” cxclaimed
the furtive-eved man hotly. _

“MNot at. all,” ahswered Harry mﬂlf?u
“But you're a stranger to us, and only
a duffer would buy & bike from s
strangeér without inguiry.”

I’EH you say I've pinched that bike,

“T know o good many bikes have been
stolen around Courifield,” answered
Harry. “This may be one of them, for
all I know. Youn say you bought it
cheap at a sale. Where was the sale
held

Honest George did not answer that
question. r

His stubbly face grew darker with
anger, and his fervety eyes glinted at
the captain of the Remove. Bob Cherry
was the least suspicious fellow in' the
world, and had he been alone, it was

ssibla that he might have bought that

oonbeam bike. BN(}W Bob could eee,
as tho others could see, that Honest
Georgo was wr‘s; improbably the rightful
owner of the bike ho wished to sell,
Obviously he did not intend to answer
the most necessary questions.

“Wall 7 said Wharton sharply.

“0h, git away with yer!” growled
Honest - George. “Making out & man's
pinched & bike! Git away with yor !”

And George Jobson slonched back into
the hawthorns  from which ho  Thad
emerged, and disappeared from view.

“No trade!” grinned Johnny Dull.
“Let's get on,”

“The ownfulness of that cstecmed
bike iz terrifically doubtful,” vemarked
Hurreo Jamset Bam Bingh.

Bob_Cherry hesitated a moment or
two. But as s comrades remounted,
Bob followed their example. Going
along on his aged jigger, Hob could not
help thinking how ripping it would have
been to have heen ghding alang daintily
on a practically new Moonbeam bike.
Honest George might—or might not—be
a doubtful character; but Bob was so
taken with the idea of a new Moonbeam
bike, that ho was disposed to givo Honest
George tho benefit of the doubt,

Wharton glaneed at Bob's rather
clouded face as the bunch of juniors
pedalled into Courtfield.

“You're not sorr, you dudn’t take the
bike, Bob?” he asked. “It's as good as
& cert that the man pinehed it

“T don't sce that,” answered Daob
raither obstinately. “ A man might pick
up & biko cheap, and havete parvt with

Ifarry
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As the Famous Five approached the elump of hawthorns a man stepped into the road and held up his hand as a signal for
them to stop. *‘ Anything up ? * asked Harry Wharton, eyeing the man. The mys erious-looking stranger glanced qulckly
up and down the road, as if to ascertain whether anyone else was in sight, before an wering. (See Chapter 2.)

it, and he mightn't like being asked a

lot of ?uestmns reflecting on  his
character.”

"My dear chap——"

“A chap can be captain of the

Remove without knowing everything,
and a little over,” said Bob. 2

Wharton compressad his lips a little,

“Tf that man had & bike with him, it
was o stolen bike ! he said curtly.

“Well, I don't sea it,”

“1 see ib!” said Johnny Bull gruffly.

“Well, vou're rather an asgs”

“Look here, Bob——"

“0Oh, rats!" said Bob crossly, “I
don't say I'm certain about the matter—
not 3o certain as you chaps fancy you
arc; but I don't see setting a man down
as & rogue.”

“Ho had rogne written all over him,”
gaid Nugent.

“Perhaps your eyes are a lob sharper
than mine,™ said Bob sarcastically. “I
couldn't read what was written all over
him, Blind, perhaps!”

“None so blind as these who won'f
see ! observed Johnny Bull,

Bob Cherry breathed hard.

“I'in going back to look at that
bike,"” he said. *““You fellows can have
vour own opinionp—and I suppose I'm
entitled to mine.”

“My esteemed Bob, the pinchifulness
was a execrable eertainty,” murmured
the Nabhob of Bhanipur.

“Oh, rot!"

It was not like Bob to be obstinate,
but he was obstinate now.  An un-
musical clink from his old bike as it

jogged over a stone made him more
obstinate. That nmew Moonbeam bike
was g0 desirable that it haunted Bob's
thoughts.

“Hold on & minute, Bob!™ said
Wharton. “Here we are at Stubbs'.”

He jumped down outside the cycle shop
in Courtfield High Street.

“T'vo nothing to do at Stubbs'."

“That man told us he'd offered the
bike for sale at Sinbbs',
stolen, he didn't. |
him and detained him for the police.
Let's ask.”

“Oh, rot!"” _

“Let's ask. anyhow,” said Nugent.

Mr. Stubbs was in the doorway of his
shop, and he saluted the juniors.
Wharton called to him.

“Has a man tried to sell you a Moon-
heam bike, Mr. Stubbs—a man named
George Jobson "

“Eh? Nol!”

“Bura of that?" asked Bob.

“Course I am,” answered Mr. Stubbs.
“ Always glad to get hold of a Moon-
beam bike if it's going cheap.”

“Wan told us you'd offered him four
pounds for one,”

“Well, I ain’t,” said Mr. Stubbs.
“Mixed me up with somebody clag, I
expect.”

The juniors romounted and rede on
onee more.

There was quile a curicus expression
on Bob Cherry's face, and the colour
was deep in his chedks.

Even Bob—desirable as a new Moon-
beam bike seemed-—could unot doubt
further that Honest George was a de-
cidedly doubtful character. It was, in
fact, plain that if Honest George had a
bike to eell, that bike had not been

honestly come by. The juniors pedalled

out of the town along the road to High-
cliffe, Higheliffe was in sight when
FEob broke his uncemfortable silence.

“8nrey. Wharken I'' ha hlurted out.
H¥ou were right.”

Harry Wharten laughed. )

“# Although I don't kngw evervthing
and & little over?"” he asked

“I've said I'm sorry!"” growled Bob,

“My dear old chap, all serene! What

If it was :
Thev'd have spotted ailent as the Famous Five pedalled on

does it matter?” said Harry, " 'Wash it
all out.”

Bob Cherry nedded, but he was still
te Higheliffe,

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Borrowing a Bike !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
W frowned.
W. G. Bunter

dis-
pleased.

Bunter was in funds that afternoon.
He had been expecting o postal-ordor—
ag  ysual. The postal-order had not
come—alao as usual.  Nevertheless,
W. G. Bunter was in possession of o
whole pound-nete, Lord Mauleverer of
the Remove was the poorer by that
amount, just as Bunter was the richer.
Lord Mauleverer was so glad to part
with Bunter that 1t counteracted any
regret he might have felt at parting
with o pound note.

Bunter had left bhis lordship, with the
grateful reflection that fool: and their
money are soon parted! Mauly was
now dismissed from Bunter's fat mind.
He had a pound—a whole pound—and
when Bunter had & pound Bunter's
thoughts ran naturally to tuck to the
cxact value of twenty shillings.

At the bunshop in Courtfield a fellow
could “do™ himscli handsomely for a
pound—much more handsomely than he
could “do " himself at the school shop.
An odd shilling, or a hall-crown, might
be carelossly dropped on Mra. Mimble's
little counter; but when a [ellow had a
whole pound—on a half-holidey, tool—
something in rather better satylé was
wanted. Bunter had settled om the
Courtfield bunshop as the scene of his
intended gastronomic operations. But

Tae Magxer LipBARY.—No. 1,050,
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8 guestion of transport remained to be
solved, '

Many fellows would have walked
across lhe comunon te Courtfield on a
sunny alterncon and enjoyed the walk,
Bunter did not even think of walking.
The problem was—how was W. G. Bun-
ter to be transported to the bunshop
~.-::EH1"_I the least possible cffort on Bunter’s
park:

" He thought of ringing up a taxi. But
he was gomg alone; there would be no
fellow-passenger to pay the fare—and
Bunter objecicd strongly to paying it
himself. A taxi fare would have made
& :-nry congiderable hole in that pound
note,

Biking it came next in hizs considera-
tion. His own bike being in o state of
wreckage—indeed, $GE.I'GEF:.' recognisable
as a bicyele at all—the question was—
whosze hike?

Harry Wharton & Co.—with the
selfishpness fo which Bunter was gadly
accustomed—had refused to lend him a
machine. Billy Bunter blinked sourly
round at the other machines.

He preferred Smithy’s. But Herbert
Vernon-8mith had a very uncertain
temper, especially in such matters as
this. The Bounder had a u't::ri.* hand-
soma jigger, and Bunter would have
liked to borrow it; but he shook his
head and dismissed the Bounder's jigger
from his mind. A iift on that bike was
not worth the lift on the Bounder's boot
that would have followed inevitably.

“0Of course, that beast Toddy had to
go out on his bike this afterncon!™
grunted Bunter,

Peter Todd being Bunter's study-mate
in Study No. 7 in the Remove, Bunter
fult entitled to borrow his bike and all
thinge that were his. DBut, with the
selfishness that Bunter found charae-
teristic of all Remove fellows, Taddy
had gone out on his bike himself.

Bunter finally stopped at Tom Red-
wing's machine,

It was a good machine, though not so
expensive as Smithy's, tt had the ad-
vantage of belonging to one of the best-
tempered men in the Lower Fourth,
Redwing might say things—probably
would—but he was not likely to kick a
fellow—whereas the Bounder might say
little or nothing, but was absolutely cer-
tain to kick a fellow who bagged his
bike without lcave. Bunter was a
reasonable fellow; hs was prepared to
let Redwing say what he hked—all he
was particular about was not being
kicked.

So he settled on Redwing's bike and
lifted it from the stand and wheeled it
out—looking this way and that way,
like Moses of cld. He blinked suspiel-
ously at Russell of the Remove, who
was lounging near the bike-shed; and
Fussell grinned.

“Whose bike?” he asked.

“Redwing lent, it to me,”" answered
Bunter. }

“Does ho know he has?” grinmed
Russell.

Bunter did not trouble to answer that
frivolous question. ‘

He wheeled the borrowed machine
away and mounted it, and started
cheerily for Courtfield. The problem of
transport was solved now; 1t was not o
case, as Bunter had feared it mlght ba,
of “solvitur ambulande "—Redwing's
bike had saved the sitwation, If Red-
wing happened to want his machine that
day, Dunter could not help that. A
fnm'::nw could not think of cverything.
Bunter had to think of getting to Court-
ficld, and he had no time—or inclina-
tion—to think about what Tom Red-
wing might or might not want.

And 50 it came to pass that when the
Bounder and Redwing walked down to
the bike-shed for their machines a little

later, the Bounder's was there, and
Redwing’'s was ¢@mnspicuous by  its
absence,

"l."...
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le of bafling mystery.
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IN EACH OF THESE SPLENDID
VOLUMES.

THE BOYS’' FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY

141,—THE F TBALL PRINCE.
Ne. 14 lote seacon Socet By ROBERT MURRAY.
No 142.—S0NS OF THE MEN OF MONS. A Stunning
: Story of War Thrllls,
¥ No. 143 —CAPTAIN MOONLIGHT. A Thrilling Tala
of Adventure. By FRANC 8 WARWICK.

Meo. 144.—CHUMS OF THE CIRCUS. A Stirring Yarn of
@ T Hoxing and Circus Life, By WALTER EDWARDS
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Further daring

“Lent your bi%e, you fathead ™ asked
Smithy. }
“Not
Redwing.

“1t's not hore."

Redwing had alrsady observed that.

“Been iy bike? he called out to
Russell, who was watching the two wilh
& rather entortained expression.

“¥Yes, rather!” answered Russell,

“"Well, what's bhecome of it 5"

“You've lent it to Bunter.,”

il] h“,l.lﬂnltlili »

“You have, old sean!” said Russell,
with a chuckle. * You may not know ir,
bt vou have., Fellows don't always
know when they lend things (e Bunter
—till afterwards!”

The Bounder set his lips.

- “"How long has the fat rotter been
gone, Russell ¥ he demanded.

“Five or six minutes.™

“ Which way?"

" Courtfield.”

The Bounder grasped his machine.

“I'll get yvour bike back in o jiffy,
Redwing,"” he said, .

He rushed his bike awar, Bedwing
following, with a rather uneasy ox-
pression on his face,

“Don't thump him, Smithy,” he called
out.

The Bounder laughed.

“ All serene,™

“{Or anything else.™

“1 won't promise that—-"

" Look heore, Smithy——"

“You follow on,” called back the
Bounder, as he put his leg over his

ithat X

know  of,” answered

machine. “If I get out of sight, follow
your ears. Bunter willi be heard a mile
when I got hold of him.”

" Bmithy, old chap——"

* Follow on.™

The Bounder shot away like an arrow.
Tom Redwing followed him, by the roac
across the common, with a rather anxigus
expression on his good-naturced face. He
was exasperated at finding his machine
missing when he wanted 1t: but he did
not want the Owl of the Remove to be
strewn in small pieces over Courifield
Common

But that was out of lis hands now.
Vernon-8mith was quickly out of Ina
sight—and Redwing followed hiz cars, as
the Bounder had suggested. And his
cars proved o reliable guide: for in a
short time the voice of William Georgo
Bunter came to his ears—in tones which
indicated that William George woas
having the time of his life!

Py

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor !

11 H, dear !™ 4
@ Buntor nttored that ejacula-
tion as he blinked round and

found & eyelist in hot pursuit.

It waz not Redwing: Bunter wouldn't
*have minded that so much, It was the
Bounder : and Bunter minded that very
much indeed.

Bunter's fat brain did not, as a rule,
work quickly. But it Aashed into his
powerful intelleet that Smithy was after
Redwing's borrowed machine.  As tho
two were pals, it was probable that they
were going out together that sunny after-
noon : and Bunter realised—rather late
—that it would be just like that beast
Smithy to go after a fellow who bor-
rowed his chum’s bike and got the
maching back.

Bunter put on speed, :

‘He had as much chance in & raca with
Sinithy, as a particularly {at porker
might bave in a race with o hare, But
a tellow could only do his best, DBunter
pedaltied for his life. :
To be captured now meani nol only &
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kicking, but a long walk, The problem
of transport would be *solved By walk.
:nf* after all! :

t was worth exertion on a bike, to
escape exertion on ioot—apart from the
question of a probable kicking. Bunter
ground at the pedals with terrific cnergy.

“Stop !" roared the Bounder, when he
came within shouting renge.

Bunter did not roply. ]

He needed all his breath for pedalling.
Bunter never had much breath to sparo:
and now he had loss than ever,

" Btap, you fat rotter [

Bunter Hew on.

The Bounder gave up shouting, and
bent over his handle-bars, and fairly
scorched., He had planned n long spin
with Redwing for that afternoon: and
he did not want to ride to Courtfield and
back first. He went all out to overtake
Bunter.

That ancient proverb * Festina lente ¥
would heve been useful to the Bounder.
It was a case of more haste less speed.
He Aew like an acrow, scheduled to run
Bunter down in about sixty seconds.
But with his nosc almost touching his
handle-bars, S8mithy did not observe a
festive little bow-wow which nipped
across the road just in time to cstablish
contact with his front tyro.

Smithy indeed nover saw that dog at
all.

He saw the heavens |~e1.-niw‘nﬁ in &
startling cirele, and he found imso}f
sitting {- the roadside, and he saw las
bike c:urg:d up near at hand. The dog
vanished with 2 promptoess that did him
credit. Only a Ii}mh:i. howl floated back
from him—a loud, prolonged, indignant
howl. For a full minute thoe Bounder sat
and wondered what had happened to the
universe, which had fallen to pieces
round him in the most unoxpected man-
ner, 1ile picked himself up at last,
with more aches and pains about him
than he could have counted: and the
expressicn on his face betrayed thé fact
that his temper had sulfered still more
sevarely.

He lifted the bike—fortunately, it was
still & going concorn. Bmithy romounted,
gasping and grunting, and rode on again
—this time looking whore he rode.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was a fat
spob in the distance.

Buntar was going strong.

Had Smithy's bike been dnmnﬁ'eﬂ ns
much as Smithy by that sudden collapse,
Bunter would have won the race. But
it was Smithy who had collected all the
damages, or nearly all: the bike ran as
woll as ever, That was Bunter’s undoing.
h_and by yard, the Bounder gained on

B,

Billy Bunter was nearly opposite a
thick clump of hawthorns by the road-
side, when Vernon-Smith came lovel and
shat past.

“0w!" gasped Bunter.

The Bounder spun round in the road
ahiead, and pedalled back to Dunter.
Bunter jammed on his brakes.

Bunter was short-sighted, but he could
spo the cxprossion on Smithy's face, and
it alarmed him.

He jumped off BRedwing's machine,
and let it spin awnay and roll in the road,
and made a jump for the open common.

Legging it did not appeal to DBunter,
as 8 rule. Buf civcumstances, like car-
penterz, alter cases.

Bunter could only hope that Smithy
wonld stop to pick up the recaptured

bike, and be gatisfied with that: leaving
Bunter to  sprint  across tho green
CoImmon.

But the hopo was faint, The expression
on the Bounder's faco showed how faint
it was,

Vernon-8mith, leaving Redwing's bika
unheeded in the road, turned his machine
on to the grass, and flew after Bunter,

PRIDE
TWOPENGE. - ?

“Oh, lor' 1" gasped the unhappy Owl
of the Remove, as he heard the bike
whirring behind,

L qu -!"

“Ow
Buntor flew on lEIESfJ-I’.‘.\'EI.tL."I . IHis fat
little legs fairly twinkled as he Hew.

But, az a poct would say, it booted
not,

Vernon-8mith was level with him in a
matter of seconds: he jumped down, let
his bike run, and grasped Denter.

" Yarooooooh !”

Nunter roared in anticipation.

1lis anticipations were justified.

“You fat rotter " gasped the Bounder.

“Yarooh! Help! Murder! Fire!”
velled Bunter, "!%.-ljp,' Rescue ! Pax!
Yarocoh! Yoooop !’

Bump! bump! bump! DBang!

“Yow-ow-0n ! Grooogh! Qoooch

Yernon-Smith had grasped Billy
Bunter by tho cars. Being extensive,
they gave him a good hold., Now he was
banging Bunter's head on the cold,
unsympathetic commeon. Buniler's head
was hard. The common was harder.

Bump ! bump ! bang!

“Yaroooh! Help! Murder! Fire!”

“Take that! And that! And that!”
velled the Bounder .

Bunter took them,

It was not a matter of choice with
Runter: he had to toke them. But he
did not take them kindly, His wild roars
awoke every echo of Courtfield common.

Tom Redwing—following the guidance
of his cars-—came along the road at a
rapid trof. Fle was anxious to reach the
seene before Willinm Georye Bunter was
rieduced to a detached or semi-detached
state. Dul as he came up to the spot
where Bunter had halted and left his
bike, he had to dismiss the Owl of the
Remove from his mind for the moment.
A man with narrew, furtive cves and a
red-spotted neckerchiof was bending over
the abandoned meachine, and picking it
up. The man had emerged, apparently,
from nowhere: he had appearcd quite
suddenly on the scene. Redwing's eves
fell on him, as he was about to wheel
the maching away into u clomp of haw-

thorns,
that bike!™

| ¥
*

“Iere, liold on  wit)

shouted Redwing.

He dashed up at a rapid run, and tho
man stared round at him.

:ﬂnhr pmking: ik up, sir,” he said.

. }‘-’i‘rﬂ{ hand it over!" said Redwing.
IVs mine

The man eved him.

From o little distance ocross the
comnmon came the wild yelling of Billy
Bunter. The Bounder was busy. An
i.lfl:.- look come over the features of

onest George Johson., '

“You kegp your distance!™ he said.
*"This 'ere bike was loft 'ere by another
voung gent, and I'm looking after it for
!lm—mu ?-il‘

“It's mine!"” repeated Redwing.

he man clenched a knuckly fist, and
Redwing jumped back. Honest George
drew the machine away.

“Bmithy " yelled Redwing.

“Yorovogh!” came from  Billy
Bunter, “Help! Yaroooop!”
“Bmithy ! (ljum-:: and lend a hand!

Here's a man trying to steal my bike!”
roarcd Redwing,
al the hicycle-thief and

And he rushe
grasped him.

‘Fortunalely, Vernon-8mith heard the
shout and left Bunter, and came racing
back lo the road on his machine.

It was fortunate for Redwing, for
alone he was not & match for Honest
George, and he would have becn booked
for a sovern handling.

“Hallo! What's thiz game?"
claimed the Bouuder,
And, without waiting for & reply, bo

TX-

ﬁg:pnd off his bike and jumped at

nest George.

. The honest

immediately.
“'Old onl” he exclaimed. “'0ld on!

Let a bloke slone! No ’sym meant—

only picking up the youn tl :
hikﬂ!’l? p young gentleman's

one reloased Redwing

“"Hand it over, then!” snapped
Vernon-8mith.

Mr. Jobson handed it over, scowling.

“Come on, Rl‘edd;i" L

“But, Bunter—="'

“That's all right—I've licked him

enough "

"1 was thinking that perhaps you'd
licked him a little too much.” :

:rﬂh rﬂlésT E‘.-l:m;'|JE e Dﬂ!;

ernen-Bmith mounted, and Redwin

followed his example, - and the t.ug
juniors rode back towards Greyfriars.

Honest George Jobson st staring
after them, scowling; while from Billy
Buntor, at a little distance, came in-
cossant sounds of woe:

“Ow, ow, ow! Yow, yow, vow! Yow!
Wow-wow [

Billy Bunter wished that he had not
borrowed a bike that afternoon,

S
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The Caterpillar Takes it Calmly !

H&REY }FH.&BTDN & G?{ walkod
cheerily in  at igheliffe
&echool ; only Bob Gherr:.gr’x faceo
. waz wearing a faint  cloud,
Leaving their machines at the porter's
lodge, tho Famous Five walked across
to the House, rather surprised that
Frank Courtensy and the Caterpillar
were not at the gates to meet them.

The chums of the Romove had
arranged to pick up the twe Higheliffe
fellows there, to join in & =pin, and it
would have undoubtedly saved time Fad
Courtenay and the Caterpillar been
ready at the gates.

But they were not lo be soen. A
group of juniors near the House ox-
changed glances and grinned as the
Famous Five came along, and from one
or two of thomn eamie an audible chuckle.
But the Gmffriurﬁ fellows were careful
to take no lieed of Ponsonby and his
pals. They had come there to sco their
frionds, not to rag with their foes, eo
they carefully avoided looking &t the
group of nuts as they passed.

That, however, did not scem to suit
Ceeil Ponsonby, for he made s move-
ment towards the Greyfriars fellows as
they campe up, and saluted themn politely.

“You fellows come over here to sec
Courtenay " he asked,

“Yes,” answered Wharton civilly,

. Unless Ponsonby and Co. were bent on
1t, Wharton did not want & row undor
the windows of Higheliffe,

“Goin' for & spin—what?” asked
Ponsonby.

“Too bad!” said Ponsonb

“Too bad!” sai onsonby, shakin
his head. “I hardly think Fﬂﬂiﬂmlrc';
will be able to come."

“The spinfulness is an cstoemed ar-
rangement and Gxture,”  explained
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Ponsonby grinned.

“tThe best laid schemes of mice and
men gang aft agley,”” he remarked.
“I'm really quite sorry!”

“Awlly sorry!” remarked Monson.

“* Absolutely ! chuckled Vavasour.
L An:.'thmr; happened ¥ inguired
Johnny Bull.

“Yes, s little.”

“De Courcy under detention?"

“Oh, no! But I don't think he will
como for & bike spin this afternocon. Tt's
reall'ir too bad, but there it is. ™

HE Maoser Liprartr.—No. 1,055,
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further,

And  without EIpIaining rbe
o R 14 B E L

Ponsonby .rejoined his frien
whole group burst ioto a lﬂ.'l.lﬂ'i"h_

The Famous Five felt their ears
tingle as they walked on to the House.
Evidently 'a joke of some sort was on
that tickled
though what
fellows counld not guess.
paused for a moment.

“What price punching Ponl?"
queried.

“Not here, ass! We
here for a row,” answered
“He's asking for it}

“Let him ask!™ )

“The punchfulness is not the proper
caper in.the esteemed circumstances,”
remarked the mnabob of Bhanipur,
shaking his dusky head.

Johnny Bull grumted, and gave up the
idea. e never saw Pon's head with-
out wanting to puneh it; but cven
Johnny reaﬁsed that the present time
and place were not suited to that
performance,

In the doorway of the House the
visitors encountered Smithson of the
Fourth, Smithson was a member cf
Courtenay's cricket team, and on
friendly terms with the Famous Five.
Ho Wharton hailed him.

“‘Ts Clourtenay about, Smithson?”

“Down at the bikeshed,” answered
Smithson, and he grinned. ‘*‘Heard
about the Caterpillar?™

“No. What's happenoed

“ His hike's pinched.”

“(Oh, my hat!”

The amusement of Ponsonby & Co,

it was the Grevfriars
Johnny Bull

he

haven't como
Harry,

was explained now. .
“Pinched this afternoen,” said
Smithson, “The ass left it out of gates

whila he was l;a.lkinE to a chap, and
it had disappecared when he went for it
The Cu.terpiﬁ:.r’a no end of an asst"”

“What rotten luck!" said Harry.

“Oh, the Caterpillar don’t mind!”
grinned Smithson, “He says it will
save him the trouble of riding 161"

The Famous Five smiled; that point
of view was very like Rupert de
Courey. They walkéd away from the
House and headed for the bike shed,
Ponsonby & Co. grinning after them
with- great enjoyment. Ponsonby & Co.
at least found great entertainment in the
fact that the Caterpillar’s bike had been
stolen when-he was dus to start on a
ride with the Greyiriars fellows,

The drawling tones of the Caterpillar
were audible as Harry Wharton Co.
reached the open doorway of the bicycle
house.

“Can’t be helped, dear man! What's
the of grousin’? Look here, yon
can join up when those strenuocus youths
arrive from Greyfriars! I'll sit it out.”

“You're  coming,” answeraod
Courtenay’'s voice.

“Not on foot, old bean. Can’t walk it
while you fellows urge on your mettle.
gome steeds.”

“You can borrow a bhike.™

"Whet abont Shakespears?”

“ Blow Shakespeare!”

“But Bhakespeare says ° Neither o
borrower nor a lender be.)! He was a
knewin' old card; you know.™

“You've lent your bike often enough.”

“But never borrowed one. Iﬁm’t
turn me inte a borrower, Franky! My
character is in your hands, and if you
deteriorato 1t——"

“Fathead I

“That remark,” said the Caterpillar,
as- he discerned the Famous Five in the
doorway, “is nolt intended to apply to
you men. Franky isn't oxproessin® bis
opinion of his honourcd wvisiters. He
1#'usludrtldmmsin’l me. "’ .

“1 endorsa his remarck,” said Nugerit.

“Hear, hear!™ "

TeEE MacNET LipRARY.— No, 1,056,

onsonby & Co. immensely ;

“We've just heard that your bike has
been pinched, De Courcy,” said the cap-
tain of the Removea.

“Hing ille lacrymm "™ =aid the
Caterpillar seriously., “Hence 1ihe
mournful cast of my dountenance, and
the compliment you just heard my pal
pay me, I've been weepin' bitterly
over the loss of that bike.”

“Ass!" said Courtenay,

“Again, Franky's remark applies to
me, not fo any other gentleman pre-
sent,” said the Caterpillar urbanely,
“1 teel bound to explain that, to'avoid
any misunderstandin’, Franky is seri-
ously cut up over the loss of that jigﬁ’er.
I'm really takin’ it quite quietly., The
bike thicf seoms to have taken it
quietly, too, or I should have heard
him."” The Caterpillar amiled genially.
“A little joke, my beloved 'earers, A
poor thing, but my own”

“Was it a good bike?" asked Boh.

“1 beliove so.”

“It was a new Moonbeam bike,” said
Courtenay erossly. “De Courcy's uncle
gave it him this term; a first-class
ngger. And the silly ass left it against
& hedge to be stolen)™

“Not intentionally, old bean,” pro-
tested the Caterpillar, *“I had no in-
tention whatever of corruptin’® the
honesty of the gent who passed and saw
that bike standin’ by ‘the hedge. I
would have preferred him to leave the
bike where it was.”

“Moonbeam bikes cost monev !’ said
Johnny Bull,

“Luockily, mine cost nothin’,"” said
the Caterpillar,

* Nothing !" exclaimed Bob.

me, personally, I mean. 3
personal loss is absolutely nothin’,” the
Cﬂtﬂrpﬁlar explained. :

“Well, it cost your uncle something,”
said Johnny Btlﬁ, _ &

“Admitted! But it cast him. just as
much whether it was stolen or not. Ha
loses nothin’ extra. 1 lose nothin® at
all. I don't see that & lot of harm is
done, That's why I'm takin'® it so

calmly, while Franky here iz almost

tearing his hair off.”

“Well, of all the chumps—"" said
Johony Bull.

SFranky or me?"” asked the Cater-
p111a_hrr, mthdpntite. intel;-est.

“You've done something about it:"
asked Wharton, 2

“Catch De Courey doing snvthin
about anything!” grunted Eha iti[ﬂ'aiﬁ
of the Higheliffe Fourth. “But I've
done something—I've given a descrip-
tion of the machine to the police, and
they're looking for the man. I couldn’t

ive the manufacturer’s number,

Eﬂgtusa that duffer never made a note
G ] I:I:l

“That's rather important, in idenii-
fymf 8 bika," said Harry.

“I know! I've mado him wrile to
his uncle to inguire. It will be on the
recoipt for the bike, of course.”

i e e i .
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“And about asked
Nugent,

" ¥ou'll have to leave me behind,™
said the Caterpillar regretfully. “I’ve
# moral objection to borrowin’ a bike—
g0 I'm sittin’ this out. You men buzz
off before yon get tiréd of doin
nﬁt-l%}n'.”

L You're coming,” said Courtenay de-
cidedly. “8mithson will lend :,mar his
jigger t?

“Can't ask a man I'm
with."

“You're friendly with Smithson!?

“Not a bit! I hate him!" said the
EatErEJIIar solemnly. “Leook at the
way he wears his necktie. Smithson’s
necktie has worried me ever since I
came to Highcliffe. I've restrained my
feelin’s for wheole terms; but they've got
tha better of me at last. I loathe
Smithson |

“Why don't yon want to come, Do
Courey 1" demanded Bob Cherry.

“I do want ta! The E}ii:it 1z willin?,
but the flesh iz woak. was turnin’
over in_imy mind all sorts of excuses
for gettin’ out of o strenuons afternoon,
and couldn’t think of one that would
satisfy Franky. Then a bike thief
comes along and pinches my jigger.
Such a stroke of lueE is not to Eu Jlig tly
rﬂzim:teﬂ, S0 I'm sittin’ this one out,”

‘Bmithson 1" shouted Courtenay, as
Smithson of the Fourth came in sight
at the doorway.

“Hallo!” Smithson glanced round.

“Using your bike this afternocon?”

our spini”

not friendly

“No: I'm going in a bhoat with
Yates,™

“Will you lend it 4o the Cater-
pillar ¥

“IPleasure,”  answercd  Smithson,
grinming cordially into the bicyele
house. “¥You're more than welcome,
Caterpillar 1"

"I =ay, you should never lend a
bike,” urged the Caterpillar. “VYou
never know what may happen to it.”

“0Oh, that's all right!”

“I'm the kind of fellow to got a bike
stolen,” said the Caterpillar. “It's
happened  once, and may happen
again.’ .

“T’ll chance it I'11 jolly well make
vou pay for it if you lese 1t!" grinned
Smithson,

“I might be in financial difficulties. I
might repudiate responsibility. T might
gven punch your head for askin’® me.”

“Fathead |”

Smithson strolled away,

“Now the Caterpillar's said his piece,
wo may as well get going,"” supgested
Johnny Ball, with a isuch of sarcasm,

“Come on, Caterpillar |

Still the Caterpallar did net move.
FEvidently he had beon looking forward
to a lazy slack that warm, sunn¥ after-
noon, and was not disposed to exort
himself if 1t could be avoided. urrco
Jamset Ram Singh had been silent,
with a thoughtful expression on his
dusky fare. Now he spoke.

o }X:,-' estcemed and ridiculous chums,
if I ey mahke & suggestive remark

];{];h, do!" gasped the Caterpillar.
£17] ﬂ ."

:‘ﬁu. ha, hat® ; it

‘If you mean a sug 1on, fatheacd
make 141" zaid W}mrtuﬁfjﬁ A

"The esteemed and ludicrous Cater-
E!lar’a bike was & Mconbeam,” said

urree Jamset Ram Singh. “Do youn
recall that that ex.
cellent rascal on Courtfield Common had
2 Moonbeam bike to sell! We con-
cludefully opined that it was a stolen
hike. Is it neot terrifically probable
that it was the esteemed Caterpillar's
ridiculous jigger?”

“0Oh, my Eatl” exclaimed Wharton,

nob rememberfull
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Johnny Bull thumped the nabob on
the back.

“Good old Inky! Of course! What
wera we thinking of ! That chap jvas
the bike thief [V

Bob Cherry gave a gasp.

MNow that the nabob drew attention
to if, it scemed clear. A Moonbeam
bike had been stolen that afternoon:
and o little later a man, obviously a
bika thief, had a Moonbeam bike to
soll, not two miles away, The conclu.
gion to be drawn was clear enough.

Bob Cherry became crimson.

The bike he had becn tempted to buy,
asgainst the judgment of his chums, was
& stolen machine—and belonged to,the
Caterpillar | It was quite clear to Bob
now.

“Oh erikey!”™ murmured Bob.
“Why, the scoundrel—the awful rottor
—to try to land a fellow with a astolen
bike——" Bob Cherry clenched his
fists, It was fortunate for Honest
George that ho was not within hitting
distanco of Bob just then,

“"What's this?" exclaimed Courtenav.
“What are vou fellows talking aboul?
You've scen the bhike?"

“Not the bike,"” answered Wharton.
“But I'm pretty certain that we've
seen thoe thief—and hoe must have had
!;I:u'i'n! bike with him, az he offered to sell

1t.

“Unfeld the tale!” said the Cater
pillar, with a faint inferest,

Wharton hurriedly desevibod the
encouniter with Honest Georgo on the
way over from Greyfriars.

“That's the man,” said Courtenay,
with convietion. *Of course, he'd be
glad to get shut 6f the bike as quickly
as he could—he might very likely be
gpotted clearing off with it; a man
riding a boy's machine. We're on Lhis,
Come an, f_‘fat{::'pillar } 2 _

The Caterpillar lifted down Smith-
son’s bike. He was as keen as tho
others mow, eithor because the excite-
muant of the chase appealed to him, or
because he really was plad of & chianco

"t j‘?f' . Ui 1

Bob Cherry

0 Bob. " Here hais I The snoring
to pot back the handsome jli or that
had been purloined. Ha rushed Smith-

son’s bike out, and called back to his
chum,

“Buck up, Franky Don't keep a
man waitin’, old slow-coach!"

In about two minutes, seven juniors
were mounted and pedalling away
rapidly to Courtficld Common. If
Honest George was still there, locking
for & customer for the stolen bike,
Honest (reorge was booked for serious
trouble. And it was quite likely that
ho waa still there. Evidently he was
anxious to get rid of & schoolboy's
machine &z soon as he could: and
hoped to “land " it at a give-away
price on some siranger who was too
thoughtless to realise that it had been
stolen, or too greedy to care whether
it had been stolen or not.

Harry Wharton & Co. [airly ground
at their pedals, Courtenay grinding as
hard as ani{ of the Famous Five. Dut
tho Caterpillar, for once, was in 8 mood
for exertion, and, rather to the surprise
of the Greyiriars fellows, he kept level
all the way., In a whizzing bunch th

sevon swept away from Higheliffe, an

the road fairly flew under the whirling
wheels.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes a Bargain !

i H, dear! Ow! Oh! Beast!™
@ Billy*Bunter mumbled, and
grumbled, and mumbled, in
a mood of the deecpest
pessimisia as he crawled dismally back
to the road on the sunny comimon,
Bupter was feeling Liurt.

The Bounder had hanged his bullet
head, not wisely, but too well. There
was nothing in it, perhaps, in the intel-
fectual line, to damage., But Billy
Bunter rubbed his bullet head doloz-
ougly and mumbled, and grumbled, and
folt that life was scarcoely worth living

: hed through the hawthorn clump, 5tumhlln?g over the recumbent
- |7 form of Mr. Jobson, who lay on his back snoring.

“‘Hallo, hallo [ " roared

ceased soddenly, * Yow-ow-ow !™ Mr,

Jobson spluitered, scrambling up. ** What the thunder—yoop ! ** (See Chapter 7.)

in & universe populated by such beasts
as Herbert Vernon-Smith.

Carefully he had avoided borrowing
the Bounder's bike, because Smithy was
a beast; ocarcfully he had selected Red-
wing's, because Redwing was not a
beast—not such a beast, anyhow. But
1t had booted not; it was tne Bounder
who had pursued him and run him
down. Worse could not have happened
hed he borrowed Smithy's bike, as he
had first intended.

Bunter felt that he was very ill-used.
Worst of all, he was ahout half-way
across Courtficld Commeon, and booked
for a walk. It was as far to walk back
te Greyfriars and borrow another
machine as it was to walk on to Court-
field. Bunter did not want to walk, and
after his exertions té escape, and what
had happened to hin after capturo, he
felt less disposed than ever to walk.

He sat down on a stone by the road-
side to rest and rubbed his head, and
mumbled, and grumbled. Even the
whole pound in his pocket and the
thought of a spread at the bunshop did
not tempt him to exertion. Hoe had
had cxertion emough for the present,
and & little over.

“Beast!” wmuttered DBunter, “Ow!
Doeast 1™

He blinked along the dusty road
through his hiF spectacles. Bmithy and
Redwing had long been éut of sight.

Bunter had a faint hopo that a market
cart might happen along, in which he
could beg, borrow, or steal a lift. Bub
not 8 market cart appeared in sight on
the sunny horizon. Bunter hed felt that
ihiz was his lucky day when he secured
a whole pound-note from Lord Maule-
verer. But, with the exception of that
everythin had gone wrong:; an
Bunter sat by the roadside and mumbled
dismally. )

“Bkuse we, sir!” i

The Owl of thoe Temove blinked
round. .

A man with narrow, furltive cyes, and
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a red-spotted neckerchief, had appeared
from nowhere.

Bunter blinked at him without in-
torast. If the man wanted to beg
Bunter had nothing to give him.
Bunter did not believe in giving any-
thing to mendicants—or to anybody clse,
for that matter.

“ Lost your bike, sir!" said the man
civilly.

Bunter nodded.

“{are to buy a bike, sir!™

Bunter blinked. ] ’

“I've got a machine to sell, sir,” said
Honest George. “If you'd care to look
at it, sir—-="" _

“What's the good of a man's bike to

me " grunted Bunter, ]

“It's & juvenile machine, sir," sa.ltd
Honest George. “A mechine built
specially for a young gentleman yeur
size, sir—a young gent of jest your
athletic & ure, sir,”

Bunter ﬁmked a dittle more amiable.
Nobody at Greyfriars had ever noticed
that Bunter had an athletic igure. This
fellow, sly and dubilous as he looked,
wai no fool, anyway.

“You szee, gir," said Honest George,
"this here machine was ordered special

from the Moonbeam Compan ¥ &
gentleman for his son—a “andsomo
voung feller like you, sir.™

“A Moonbeam ?"” sald Bunter, with
interest,

Bunter did not know much about
bikes, but he knew that the Moonbeam
was & good make,

“¥Yessir; fust-class machine, sir,"

said Mr. Jobson. "“The gentleman sold
it to me cheap, sir, because his son fell
ill, and had to be sent away to a—a
sannytorium. ‘ Take it away, my good
man,’ he says, 'it's no use to my pore
boy now,” he says. And I took it away,
gir, cheap. And I'm sellinig it cheap.”

Bunter's eyes gleamed hehbind his

tacles.

“How muchi"” he asked.

“Only five pun, sir”

“ Nothing doing.”

“The fact is, sir, I've been offered a
job, sleep in, and I can't take the
machine with me,” said Honest George.
“I gobt bo get it off my "ands afore I
begin work. And I'm that apxious to
begin work, sir, you can't think. I'll
take four pun.”™

HiEI{& Bunter breathed hard,

A Moopbeam bike for four pounds
was & terrific bargain, if it was in any-
thing like good condition. Dut as
Bunter's financial resources were limited
to one pound, the Moonbearn might as
well have been four hundred, so far as
he was concerned. Honest George was
watching his face.

""Make it three, sir, and it's a trade,”
he said. “I got that bike cheap, and
I can afford to sell it cheap. Three pun,
and it’s yours, sir.”

“Where is 17" asked Bunter.

“"Jest behind them bushes, sir,™ said
Mr. Jobson. “Come and ‘ave o look
at it, and judge for vourself,™

Bunter shook hig head,

He was @ ingly keen omrsecuring
a Moonbeam bike at a bargain price,
but he did not like the looks of Mr.
Jobson. Ha did not want to go out
of sight of the public road with him.

“Bring it out here and I'll look at
it,” he said.

Honest George hesitated.

As much as Bunter disliked the idea
of going ioto the hawthorn thicket with
Honest George did Honest George dis-
like the 1dea of bringing the stolen bike
out into the light of day.

He looked searchingly up and down
the road. A market cart, at last, ap-
peared from the direetion of Friardale,
jegging slowly along. A little boy with
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a hoop came trundling gaily from Court-
field. These, however, did not alarm
Mr. Jobson. Had a policeman ap-
peared on the horizon it would have
been & different matter, Honest Georgo
made up his mind.

“Wait ‘ere & tick, sie”

Mr. Jobson disappeared ence more
into tho hawthorns and re-appearcd in
a few minutes wheeling a bicyele,

Bunter blinked at tho machine, and
almost gpasped.

It was & handsome machine, and quils
now. Its polished parts gleamed in the
sun. Its beauntiful saddle was a pleasure
to look at. It was Gtted with lemps
that wore worth almost as much as My,
Jobzon asked for the whole mechine.
Even the Owl of the Remove could see
that it could not have been long since
somebody had paid more than twenty
pounds for that bicycle. It was such
a hbargain in bikes as a fellow mi;ﬁgt
fdream ahout, without ever szecing his
dream come truo.

And it was offered to Bunter for
three pounds—and he had only one
pound! If that mean, stingy beast,
Mauleverer had given him threo pounds
instend of one, that beautiful bike would
have been Dunter's, on the spot. DBut
Mauly hadn't.

“IWell, sir, what do you say " asked
Honest George, with an uneasy glance

-over his shoulder in the direclion of

Courtfield.

“Tain't o bad bike,” =said Bunter.
“ Look here, if you'll sell it for & pound
I'll take it. T've only got a pound.”

Honest George hesitated.

He was anxious to be rid of the bike,
and, considering the terms on which he
had becoms the praprlebor of it, a pound
showed a handsome profit. But e
hesitated. DBunter, after sll, was not
the only “mug " in the county of Kent.
The afternoon was yet young, and other
mugs might come along the country
road if Honest (George waited,

“Look here, make it a pound dewn
and the other two pounds next week,”
said Bunter eagerly., “1 can sell my
old bike for something. And 1'mn expect-
ing a postal-order, too. I'm a Grey-
friars man; you can trust me with the

machine. My name's Bunter—Bunter, of.

the Lower Fourth. I'Hl hand over the
other two pounds next week.”

Honest George reflected.

Onee the machine was off his hands
there was nothing to identify him as the
bike thief: and a pound was s pound,
He was too near the scone of the theft
to fecl casy with the stolen goods In
his possession. And it was m:{'rremﬂl;}f
risky for a man of Honest George's
looks and garb to be seen wheeling or
riding that machine away in the day-
light. Any policeman who.saw him
with it would guess at onee that he had
“ninched ' it; and Honest George
knew, fram long and pammful oxperi-
enee, how wvery unpleasant the polico
could be to honest folk like himself, 1o
decided to cloze with Bunter's offev.

“TLook ‘ere, sir, the Like's youra om
them terms,” he said, “You vome
along ‘ere to this place next Wednes-
day arternoon, and pay over the twe
quidas.”

“Done ! said Bunter.

“Mind, if you don’t turn up you'll
'ave mo  arter you!” said Honest
George, with a threatoning look. " T'll
come arter that blooming bike [ast
cnough if you don't sguare.™

“I'Il be here,” said Bunter haughtily.
“Two pounds isn't much te me.”

“I s"pose it ain’t, sir,” agrecd Ionest
George. " T'll trust you, sir. I know
the school you belong to from your
blooming cap; and you won't want me

dropping in for the money next Wed-
nesday. It's & go, sir! 'And over the
quid.’

It cost Bunter a wrench to part with
the pound note.
_ That glorious spread at the bunshop
in Courtfield was gone from his gaze
like a beautiful dresn.

On the other hand, it was more than
e mile’s walk to Courtfield; more than
two miles back to the school afterwards.

‘That item appeared on the credit side

of the account, as it were.

And even a glorious spread was little
enough to sacrifice for the possession of
that beautiful bike. Indeed, Bunter
was already reflecting that he could
casily sell that Moonbeam for ten
pounds any time, and have the neces-
SArY WO “?mdﬂ" for Honest George,
and eight left for tuck. It was a wrench
to let the bunshop spread go, but even
a spread in hand wes not worth an un-
limited number of spreads in the bush.

8o the pound note passed over to Mr.
Jobson, and Billy Bunter grasped the
bike and procceded to lower the saddle
to the lowest level ible, as the
machine had evidently been intended
for a fellow with longer legs than
Bunter's.

; :Il:jimmat. George regarded him thought-
ully.

The pleasant idea was in the honest
man's mind—now that he had the pound
—of taking away the bike as well, and
knockin unter into the ditch 1f he
objectad—as probably he would!

But Mr. Jobson gave up that idea.
He was anxious to be clear of the stolen
goods, and he had two pounds to come.
And the lumbering market-cart was
drawing near along the road. It was
difficult for Mr. Jobson to deal honour-
ably, even to the extent of handing over
a stolen bike, But he made an effort
and did it.

“Afternoon, sir!” he said, and dis-
np;l}ellred into the hawthorns again. The
stolen goods disposed of, Honest George
felt that he was cntitled to take & rest
in the shade after his exertions.

Billy Bunter gave him no further
attention.

He blinked dalightedly at hiz new
possession ; the thought of its being a
stolen machine nover even entering his
obtuse, fat brain. Then he mounted
and pedalled away cheerily towards
Greyiriars. His fat face was wreoathed
in cheery smiles az he thought of the
surprise and envy of the other fellows
when he trundled that handsome bike
mto Greyfriars.

e was not, of course, going to tell
tho fellows how he had come by it—that
he had secured it at a give-away price
from some unknown person on the road.
That would have been the truth; but
Bunter and the truth had never been on
familiar terms: in fact, they were
barely nodding scquaintances. Bunter
was already thinking of & much better
story than that.

When the Remove fellows saw that
beautiful, expensive bike they would
have to admit that Bunter’'s rich
relations were not figments of his fertile
fancy, They would have to acknow-
ledge that ir!un"ﬁar Court had a local
habitation and & name.

That handsome present from his
father, or his unele, or General Bunter,
or Sir Algernon Bunter—the Owl of the
Remove had not yet decided which: a
fellow ecould not think of everything at
once—that handsome present from a
rich Bunter relation, at mli,' rate, would
show that rich Bunter relationa really
existed. The most doubtful of doubting
Thomases could not dispute the evidence
of hiz own eyes. In all the Remova
there was only one fellow who owned &
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machine as good as this, and that was
Lord Mauleverer. ,

fﬁ_illy Bunter chuckled as he thought
oL 1.

In his fat satisfection at this happy
prospect he hardly remembered even the
gpread at the bunshop which was the
prico of the bicycle. The {at mind of
the Owl of the Remove was wholly
filled for tho prescut with one thought
and that thought was the thought o
Bunter's bike.

It was his lueky day, after all!

— i —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Delng !

i HAT'S the place ™
! Bob Cherry released ono

hand from its grip and pointed

as the bunch of cyclists shot
up the Courtfield voad in a cloud of
dust. Bob pointed to the clump of haw-
thorns, from which Mr. Jobson had
ﬂmerfd with the first news of the
Moonbeam bike little mare than an hour
or 50 8g0.

The juniors had lest no time, and
they had every hope that the bike thief
was still on the spot. Il he was, it was
probable that the stolen bike was still
with him. In so short an interval as
an hour, or an hour and a quarter; they
hoped, at least, that hio had not found
a purchaser,

here was & japnuning of brakes as the
cvelists swept up to the spot, and Bob
Cherry was the fivst man down, He
jumped off, laid his bike in the grass
by the side of the road, and ran into
the hawthorns.

There was & whirring of bikes as they
were piled togellier, and the rest of the
party rushed after Bob Cherry.

The hawthorn clump was not more
than & dozen yards in extent, so it was
not a difficult task 1o search it from
one end to the other.

As 1t happened, little search was re-
quired. ob Cherry stumbled over 2
vecumbent form in the shade.

The forret-eved man, with his red-
spotted neckerchief now spread over his
face, lny on his back, snoring. Flies
buzzed over him as he snored, without
disturbing him, however; the red-
spotted mufler kooping thom off his un-

repossessing  features.  When Bob
Ehnrry buzzed over him the matter was
different; the duﬁti,' gentleman's snore
ceased quite suddenly.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!
roarcd Bob. .

“Yow-ow-o0w'! What the blooming
thunder—yooop ! spluttered the ferrct-
cyved man, scrambling to a sitting
posture and glaring at Bob.

“Here he 18"

“Oh—you!" grunted My, Jobson,
recognising Dob now. *“If you've come
bhack for the bike, voung feller-me-lad,
you're too late. WNow, leave a bloke
alone to rest arler 'ard work:”

“Where's the bike ?” demanded Bob.

“Gorn, I tell you—seld! Leave a
bloke alone.”

“We'll leave you alone when there's
o bobby to take care of you!” answered
Bob wrathfully. His narrow escapo of
being “ landed ** with a stolen bike made
tha wusually good-iempered Bob ex-
tremely crusty. Ho collared the ferret-
oyed man and jerked him to his fect.

Honest George clenched his hands;
but the rest of the plrg wera round
him now, and he unclenched them
again. The odds were too heavily
against Honest George for punchln?' to
gorvo his turn. And a \'urg uneasy look
camg over hiz [ece a3 he discerned two
Higheliffe caps among those belonging
to Greyfriars, Possibly Honest George

fer
]

Here ho is

- abstruse subject.

recognised in the Caterpillar the owner
of that Moonbeam bike,

Deep down in his honest heart, Honest
George was honestly glad that he had

arted with the machine. Had it been
ound with him, Honest George would
have been booked for o cold and uncom-
tortable residence maintained out of the
taxes, of which he had had more than
one cxperience and which he did not
like at all. At that moment ho felf
almost gratoful to the fat fellow in
spectacles who had taken the jigger off
his hands.

The Caterpillar eyed Honest George
with interest.

“I've seen this merchant before,” he
remarked. “He was hangin' rou
near the school when I left my bike
to talk to Langley of the Sixth. I
noticed the colour scheme of his muffler
at the time. I've an eye for colour, you
know.”

“ Ain't seed you afore in my life, sir "
mumbled Mr. Jobson.

“Dear me! You lock older than
that,” said the Caterpillar,

W Hﬂ_’_r' -"pn

“If you haven't seen me before in
rour life, dear boy, you can only have

een born threo hours ago,” explained
the Caterpillar; “and it was in =2
former state of cxistence that you saw
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me near the gates of Higheliffe.
Accordin’ to the psychological gents,
such things are poasible. What are
vour views on the theory of a formeor
cxistence, my dear bike-pincher
Honest George starcd at him blankly,
Apparently he had no wviews on that
At all events, he did

(I TP T LRl PLERE Y]]

not state any. . .
“He's the thief, right enough,” said
Courtonay.

“1 think s0," assented the Caterpillar.
“IT'm surc he's more than three hours
old, Lhuugh I'm sorry to doubt any
ggntlmnan s word. In fact, T think his

ard is throe days old at least. It was
in his present state of existence that he
saw me near Highelifie. It follows that
ho has been speakin’ untruthfully. I'm
sorry for this, my friend. Great is
truth, and it must provail. 1 could tell
you that in Latin; but probably you
would fail to grasp it. The trouble is
that you did not fail to grasp my bike.
Will you have the coxcessive kindness
to hand it over "

“Kick him till he doos!” suggested

“Jdohnny Bull.

“ A most excellent wheeze, and the
same shall be sn inatruction,” said the
Caterpillar, “"Perhaps Cherry will kick
him for mo, bein' & more hefty chap,
and likelier to make the good man
realise beyond doubt that he is bein'
kicked.”

“I'll  kick

pleasure,”
growled Bob.

him with

prm—

“I1 hope the pleasure will be mui'ul.l‘,"
said the Caterpillar gracefully, “Will
you turn round, my good fellow?”

“Lock ‘ere, you keep orf,” said
Henest Georgoe sulkily, “You let a
bloke alone. I ain't fouched any bike
this 'cre blessed day, s'elp me!”

“Why, you offered to sell ns one on
this very iz very afternoon!”
ejaculated Nugent.

"And you've just told me it's sold!™
exclaimed Bob.

“A feller can "ave his little joke, I
s'posei” said Mr. Jobson. “1 was
a-pulling of your leg.” .

“Why, you lying rascal,” said
Wharton hotly, “ you had the bike here
in these bushes!™

“Did you sce any bike along of me®”
demanded Honest George.

“MNo; but you told us——"

“What I may 'ave told you ain't evi-
denee,” said Honest George stolidly. *If
you'd "card lawyers tork in court, samo
I ’ave, you'd 'ave 'eard them say
that."”

“I've nagxer been in the dock,” said
Wharton dryly.

“Well, p'r'aps I *ave, and p'r'aps I
ain't,” said Honest George. “There
ain't any justice in this muntrioinr s
pore and honest man like me. k at
you young gents, picking on me and
accusing meo of stealing a bike, without

ani' blinking evidence, I'd be ashamed,
g'elp meo!®
“Well, my hat!”

“You didn't actually see the bike,
you chaps?” asked Courtenay.

“WNa: but he had one to sell, and he
described it—a practically new Moon-
beam machine,” said Harry., *He had
it, of course.” ] ]

“Only a littla joke, sir,” said Mr.
Jobzon cheerfully. *Jest a-pulling of
vour leg. If you'd asked to see that
there bike, I should jest 'ave larfed,
and told you vou'd been took in.”

“Oh, cheese it!"” ]

“)Aav be hidden in theso thickets all
the time,” suggested Johnny ° Bull
“Let's hunt for it." -

“The huntfulness is the proper caper,
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, =
romark that drew s stare from Honest
George. _

The honest one did not seem to have
encountered Enclish like Hurree Singh's
before. . .

“ Yos, hunt around for it, dear man,’
said the Caterpillar. *I'll keep an eye
on this gentleman, in case he bolts, He

might.”

‘F\Ter:.r likely, I think,” grunted Bob.

“1 ain’t bolting, I ain't,” said H.r.
Jobson, “I ain't done nnl-i‘:ing. I'll
cat all the blinking bikes wyou find
Yidden in thess "ers bushes, A man
can't say fairer than that”

Honost George was grinning  now.
Mo ono had actually seen him steal the
bike. No one vresent had seen it in
his possession. Proof against him was
absolutely lackine, though thore was no
douht that he had stolen the bike.

Honest George felt that his tion
was legally safe. He could not be “run
in” heeanso a bunch of schoolboys
thought he had pinched a bike. Honest
George felt that he was entitled to grin,
and he grinned—a most exasperating
grin to the juniors, who had not the
slizhtest doubt that the rascal had rid
himsalf of the machine only a short
timo before their arrival,

As & matter of fact, Bunter hagd not
been out of sight more than twenty
minutes; it had been quite a narrow
escape for Me, Jobson, It had not
crossed his mind, aaturally, that the
party of schoolboys to whom he had
offered to zell the bike were going to
Highclific, whoro he had stolen ik
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He realised that he had had a narrow
espape, and he blessed DBunter and
grinned.

The search of the hawthorn bushes
was thorough, but it did not take long.
Bob, with the skill of & Doy Beout,
picked up the trace of a bike tyre in
the carth; but that was all that
remained of the machine. Like the
Cheshire cat in Wonderland, who
vanished leaving only & grin behind, the
hike had disappearcd, lcaving only a
faint trace of & tyre. It was proof that
a bike had been there; that was all.

The juniors gathered round Honest
Georgo again.

He grinned at them impudently.

“Pound any bike ¥ he inguired, ™
ready to cat it, if you "ave.”

‘W%&’!.'e found a mark where it was
standing,” said Bob. )

Honest George only grinned more
widely,

“1 dessay some feller may have rested
in these 'ere buah%:; end stood his. bike
‘are,” he said. “Why not? I didn't
‘appen to see any bike. I s'pose you
roung gents will apologise farcalling a
man & lhief, and a few bob compensa-
tion would be the 'andsome thing.”

“Youn arae a thief, and you had the
bike,” said Harry Wharton. “You've
got rid of it since we passed here.”

“I'm willing to go to the pleece
stalion with you, and 'ear you make
tho charge, sir,” said Mr. Jobson. “I'll
make you pay for taking away an
honest man's character, too.”

“Kick him!™ said Johnny Bull.

“The kickfulness may produce inform-
ation as to the present esteemed where-
abonts of the jigger,” suggested Hurreo
Singh.

"%’uu lay a 'and on me, and T'll "avo
the law of yer,” said Mr. Jobson. “1'll
see what your ‘cadmaster has to say
about it, too—calling a man a thief and
ill-using him.”

“(entlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said
the Caterpillar urbanely, “this gentle-
man is in o Jegally ﬁtrﬂ_ng position. Our
respective and respected beaks would
want to know what proof wo have
against him, and we haven't any.
I suggest letting him alone, particularly
as he isn’t very nica to touch. 1 should
pertainly want him to wash before 1 laid
hands on him.”

“Look here, he had the bike,” growled
Courtenay.

“Obviously,” agreed the Caterpillar.
*But the tense is the thing—he had 1%,
but he hasn't it, But perhaps he will
tell me, as a {riend. whera it is now.
Whaet about that, G'i’-ﬂrizﬂ?”

Honest George shook his head.

“MNever even "card of the jigger, sir,”
he answered. * Not knowing, siv, can't
say.”

“Think it over, old bean,” said the
Caterpillar. " You've pinched the bike,
80 you owe me a good turn—what? Tell
me who's got it, so that I can gét after
hig. T'll leave you out of 18"

“That won't de,” said Wharton.
“ That's what lawyers call ecompounding
n felony, or something. You can't
agrec to let him off in return for in-
formation about the bhike.”

“Not legally 7 acked the Caterpillar,
i'&'rl‘ﬂlll'g'”hls eyebrows,

I'm

“Well, T'll try to manage it illegally,

them. I agree with the gentleman in
Dickeps who stated that the law was an
Hag, hat about it, Georgo?”

Mr. Jobson shook his head. He had
awo pounds te come from Bunter—at
‘.é::&, he hoped so—and obvicusly he
woudd not draw that further payment
H the bike was recovered.
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. “_I*m sorry I can't tell you anything,
sir,” he replied. “I'd like to ‘oblige &
young gent like you, I would. But I
can t tell you anything about your bike
sir, nut-knuwi‘ng. 'm not a man to tell
you anything but tho truth. That's
why my friends eall me Honest George,
sir.  Honesty, that's my motto, I've
is:ret_tb‘_:.r 1t many a time, sir; but I stick
LV |

, The Caterpillar regarded him admir-
ingly,

“Only want of ecducation keeps this
chap out of Parliament,™ he said. “It’s
hard checse on a chap to miss his voca-
tion like that. Put him in a decens
coat, and improve his English a little,

and ean't you see him standin® up to
answer tho  Honourable Member
opposite? I won't ecall vou a liar,

George; but yon must allow me to say
that [ take your remarks in a D'arlia-
mentary sense.™

“Look here, what about tho bike#”
demanded Bob Cherry.

. “Nothin' about the bike, old bean;
it’'s gone, I've borrowed Smithson's
Jlﬁgﬁr for nothin’. You won't tell us
which way he went with it, George?"”

Mr, Jobson grinned.

“ Nover even 'eard of it, sip.”

“My esteemed chums, it cannot have
been wvery long since thiz estecomed
rascal parted with the ridiculous jigger,”
said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. “ Who-
ever rode 1t away did not go towards
Courtfield, or we should have met him,
ard 1t is terrifically unlikely that he
rode across the grass; so the probability
is that he went towards Greyiriars, If
we proceed searchiully we may overtako

him.*
“Good old  Inky! ‘That's

sense ! agreed Johimy Bull

“TUnecommon sense, expressed in un-
common language,” said the Catarpillar,
“Let's bunk.  Good-bye, (George;
pleased to have met you.”

And, unwillingly leaving Honest
George  unkicked—ihe  juniors  re-
mounted their machines and scoured
away up the road towards Greyiriars,

They passed the school gates and
went  on towards Friardale. It
naturally did not eccur 1o any of them
to turn 1n at the gates of Greyiriars ‘o
search of the Moonbsam bike.

They passed many cyelists before they
reached Friardale; but not a single one
on & Moonbeam,

At Friardale they halted to hold
council.

M Chuck it, and let’s get back to High-
cliffe to tea?" suggested the Caterpillar.

“It's not near tea-time veb,” answered
Courtenay.

“What about an carly tea?
bed, carly to rise, is the way to be
heafthy. wealthy, and wise,” urged the
Caterpillar. “Early to tea may produce
the same desirable results.™

“Fathead!”

“We came out for a spin,” said Bob
Cherry. "Let's take a spin all round
the show, logking for a chap on a Moou-
beam bike.™

“Good egg !’ said Wharton.

“The geodiulness of the
terrific,” _

The Caterpillar suppressed a groan.

“"First-rate wheeze,” he said. * Let's!”

And it was s0!

Tired and dusty juniors arrived at
Greyfriars and Highcliffe respectively in
tima for lock-up, just in time, when the
shades of night were falling fast. But
naeither party arrived with a Moonbeam
hike. That bike had vanished as
elumively as the moonbemn after which it
was namaed.

horse

Early to
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Buntar’s New Bike !

o BAY, yob fellows 1™
I HSome Remove men were 1o the
Rag when Billy Bunter rolled-in.
Some of them glanced round et

thé Owl of the Remove.

“I say, you fellows, it's come!” said
Bunter.

“¥Your postal-order¥” inquired Skiu-
ner, with a grin. " Any whiskers on i7"

“Oh, really, Skinngr——"

“If Bunter's postal-arder has come,™
remarked Squiff, "wo ought to pass
round the hat and raise the tin for a gilt
frame to put it in. It certainly ought to
be framed.”

“Oh, really, Field—"

“You ought to claim compound in-
tercst from the post-office for keeping it
back all this time,” observed Ugifw.
“Five pereent per annum on all.the timo
you've been expecting it would mmount
to a lot—even if the postal-order was
only for a bob.”

“Pounds, at least,” said Bolsover
major,

“"Hundreds of pounds,” =aid DPeter
Todd

“Ha, ha, ha'!"

“0Oh, really, you fellows! I wasw't

caking about my peostal-order,” said

unter; “I was speaking about my new
bike.”

“First I've hecard of

kinner,

“I've mentioned a lot of times that I
was going to get a mew hike on my
birthday,” said Bunter. *“*Well, it’s my
birthday to-day, and the new bike has
come. My pater’s played vp well this
time.”

“American  machine, warranicd
kill at forty rods?” asked Skinner,
b_l;"‘ll!"r?u silly ass! It's & Moonbeans

L1HE.

£

that,” said

to

ammon !
“Oh, reallg?, Skinner——"'

“You can’t get a Moonbeam bike
under twenty pounds,’” =aid Skinner.
““Mean to say that your pater las drawn
ell his money out of the bank to buy
vou.a birthday presenti™

“Ha, ha, ha!'”

“Well, coma and look at iL!" snorted
Bunter. "I suppose you know a Moon-
beam bike when you see one "

“When ! agreed Skinner. ' But, as
Inky would say, ithe whoenfulness is
terrific. I'll eat all the Moonbeam bikes
your pater gives you.™ '

“I've told you often enough that mv
ﬂeuplc have plenty of money,” said

unter disdainfully.

“Too often!” agreed Skinner,

“My uncle, Colonel Bunter, is simply
rolling in it,” said the Owl of the
Remove. “You've heard of him—he's
the one who got the 1.8,0. in the War.
He captured a German trench single-
handed.”

“If you zaid a German tuckshop I'd
believe you,”™ yawned Skinner.

“Ho your uncle, the colonel, gave you
the bike?" asked Peter Todd, staring
blankly at thae Owl] of the Remove.

"Gm-tainll{. He can afford it.”

“"¥ou said your pater & minute ago."

Bunter started.

It had often been borne in upon
William George Bunter's [at mind that
a cortain elass of persons—a class to
which he belonged—should have good
memorics.  But William George Bunter
never could help getting mixed when he
was following in the {ootsteps of Ananias
and Munchausen and George W&sln‘inﬁ-
ton. Bunter's memory was not "good,
and a whole library of little grey books
would never have made him remember
all the fibs he told. The celebrated
memory of Macaulay could not have
carried such a load.
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Morcover, Dunter had nol fully de-
cided yet which of his wealthy relatives
liad given him that bike. DBunter often
left details like this to be settled on the
spur of the moment, It would have boen
wiser to scitle such details beforehand.
But wisdom lhad not been included
;u;:fmng Williamm George Bunter’s many
rritts.
© “T—I mean my pater ! he sianumered.

“Jz there a Inke at alli® grinoed
Snoop.
“Or o bivthday ?"  asked Toddy.

“You've had ono birthday already this
vear, Dunter, Do they have two
unnually in the Buuter family 27

“¥es—I mean, no! Don't be an ass,
Toddy. What I mean is this is my birth-
day and the other wasn't. As for the
bike, it was sent me by my pater, but it
was a prosent from my uncle, That's
what T mean. Dve just unpacked it in
thw bike-shed,”  Billy Bunter blinked in-
dignantly at the Ernmmg Removites,
“Mean to say you don't believe I've got
¢ new BMoonbeam bike for wy birth-
day " .

“ Just that 1" assented Squiff,

“ Bet you Len to one in doughouts that
it's in the shed now, then,” said DBunter
triumphantly.

“No takers—you wouldn't sguare, old
fut bean. But I'll tell you what, Il
coma down fo the bike-shed and kick you
if the bike 1sn't there.  What aboul
that ¥" % dl

“Done ! said Bunter unexpectedly.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“You can kick e as hard as you
jolly well like, if there isn't a new Moon-
beam bike on my bike-stand!"

“Creat pip!” )

“I'm on this,” said PBelsover major.
“1 elaim the first free kick. Let's go
and see.”

And hall & dosen Removiles, quile

you galoot !
American junior hurrled after him.
cash! Hard cash !

curious now, walked out of the Rag with
Billy Bunter, who rolled ahead with a
lofty strut.

The fellews were inberested and
]]mz.a]ﬂd. There was no  doubt that
Junter would get the kick if he was
ulling their leg, and there was no new
ike to be seen.  But if Bunter's people
had “stood ™ him a new Moonbeam bike
it was a surprizse. It was troe that
Bunter told many a tale of the un-
exampled wealth of Bunter Court, where
fivers and tenners grew almost like black-
berries on the bushes. Those livers and
tenners, however, remained at Bunter
Court, and never by any chance found
their way to Groviviars.

It was true that Bunter had stated,
more than onco, that he was going to
have a new bike of the most expensive
kind discoverable, as suited the resources

of tho Bunter family. But he had stated

that he was going to have many things
of the most costly kind, and these things
had never actually materialised. The
handsome gold wateh, the expensive
camera, the umegualled ericket-bat, the
priceless wircless sck, and other articles
that Bunter was going to have, had not
hitherto put in an appearance. S0
nebody had expected to sce an expensive
jigger arrive for Bunter. If one actually
had .arrived it was likely to be B nine
days’ wonder in the Greyfriars Remove.

William George Bunter rolled impor-
tantly into the bike-shed, and the Re-
moavites followed him in, with several
more fellows who had heard the news
pnd joined up en route, William George
pointed a fat forefinger at a handsome
Moonbeam bike on his stand—hiz ancient
wreck of a bike having been removed to
make place for it.

“What about that?"” grinned Bunter.

“frroat Seotb!”

“Yourz!"” cxclaimed Skinner.

*t Hyer, you fat clam ! ** ealled out Fisher T. Fish.
I guess I'm talking business."

PV
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* Don* go off on your aar,
““Rate | " replied Bunter. The

“I’ll make it four for the bike. Spot
The genuine durocks ! ™
four pound notes in a bunch in his bony hand.

And Fish cunningly displayed
(See Chapler 10.)

“Whose
Bunter.

“1 say, that's a jolly good machine!”
exelaimed Bolsover major. “Your
pater must have put all Bunter Court
up the spout to pay for it.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Oh, really, Bolsover—"

Admiring glances were turned on that
Moonbecam bike. There was no doubt
that it was a handsome machine, that
any fellow might have been proud to
possess. DPetor Todd eyed it, and eyed
Bunter, puzzled and perplexed. Peter
had heard much—too much—of the
Buntor family, and had taken the
liberty of doubting all that he had
heard. It was quite possibla that Mr.
William Samuel Bunter had had a burat
of generosity on the birthday of hix
clder son. But Peter did not oven
believe that it was Banter's birthday at
all.  As Bunter had already had one
birthdav that year, it scemed, to Peter,
improbable,

Bunter, in the matter of tuck, was no
respector of the rights of property; ho
sepmed to bave no ides whatever of the
distinction between “meam?® and
“tuun.”  But it was impossible to
suspect Bunter of “pinching * a bike!
Bunter's limit was a wide one, but he
had a limit; and Peter could not sup-
pose that ba had pinched that hendsome
machine, But if ho had come by it
honestly, why wasg he lying about 1t?

Petor was perplexed. He sensed a
mystery surrounding that bike, and its
acquisition Billy Bunter.

He glanced round the bike:shed.

“Thiz bile came lo-day, Bunier” he
asked.

“Yes, old chap™

(Comtinued on page 16.)
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do you thunk?” smiled



14

READ HOW THREE STONY-BROKE SCHOOLBOYS RAIS
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The first of another rol-

lickimg fine series of

stories dealing with Jack

Jolly, Merry and Bright,

the cheery chums of 5t.
Sam’s.
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ik ROKE!"™ said Jack Jolly
B gloomily.
“On the rox !  grosued

Merry. . .

“Not a penny” in the wide!” said
Bright, turning out the pockets of his
wide trowsis. g

Our three heroes were in  despoare.
Seated at their froogal tea—which con-
~isted of stale sardeens and dﬂjrhlﬂhlﬁ——'
they. looked anything but Jolly and
Merry and Bright.

Jack Jolly's stndy was usually & land
flowing with nilk and hunny, but
fammin had fallen upon it now. For
days past the three chums had been In
the state known as stony. They had
made frantick efforts to raise the wind,
but without suxxess.

“I can’t think why my pater hasn't
sent along a remittanse,” said Jack
Jolly. *“There's gle:-t;,.' of munny in the
old oak chest at Jolly Towers.”

“Bg thero is at Merry Manner,” said
Merry. “ But my pater's getting mean
and niggerly in his old age. 1t's like
having a tooth out for him to part with
muany ! What about your pater,
Bright? Have you tackled him for a
semittanse §7

“(f corse! T sent him my wusual
weekly letter—' Dear Pater, please send
e some munny, from your loving son
NiLLy *—but the pater ignored it. I
wleeve he's saving up to become a
sankrupt

“My hat!"

“Tt costs a good bit to become a bank-
rupl these days ! said Bright.

“Ratis 1™ saad Jack Jolly. “All
vou've got to do is to buy a file for a
fow pence, and file your petition! Then
TOu orao tiec!&.red & bankrupt, and you
w0 off and hace a big banguett to selly-
brate 1t  After that your credditors
can't touch you. It must be awlully

jolly to be a bankrupt!™
' ¥es; but it isn't jolly being broke 1V
said Merry, with o groan. *“I wish to

goodness we could think of some way
of raising the wind ¥
THE MAo¥ET LIBRARY.—MNo. 1,056,

thoughtful, Bright got
: ] He
{unkcd up an Indian club which was

Looking very
up suddenly %mm the tea-table.

ying in the corner, and started fo
knock himself on the head with it

Bright's chums Bblinked at him in
alarm.

“What on earth are you doing, fat-
head ' eried Jack Jolly.

“ Cudgelling my brains " eggsplained
Bright. “I'm trying to think of =
wheezo for getting vieh guick! Ow—

ow—ow 1"

“Bteady, or you'll be nocking all the
sawdust out of your noddle 1" cautioned
Merry,

Bright continued to cudgel his brains
for some minnits, yelping with angwish

as he did so. Prezzently he gave a

shout.

“T've got it, vou fellows! The very
thing ! It never struck me till I struck
myselfl ! Why not start w toilet saloon

at 8t. Sam's?™

“A—a ipilet zaloon*” gasped Jack
Jollvy,

“¥es: & berber's shop, you know.
Why, it would be a regular gold-mine!
We'll take over the woodshed for our
premises, and the fellows wili roll up
in their thowsands to be shorn and
shingled, and Dobbed and bingled!
They will be saved the fearful fag of
going over to Mugglelon for their hare-
cuts. Besides, wo shall do it cheaper.
I tell you, it's a dandy wheeze !™

Jock Jolly and Merry seemed to think
50, too; for they jumped to their feet
and linked arms with Billy Bright, and
waltzed him round the study.

“Bravvo, Billy boy I

“What a giddy brain-wave "

Bright nodded brethlessly.

“We'll get busy right away,” he zaid.

“But I want you fellows 1o undersiand
that I'm to be the barber-in-cheef, It's
my wheeze, zo it's only right that T
should take the lion's share of the

prophets, Your (wo will be iy
assistants.™
“ANl serene ™ satd Jack Jolly. 1

rather faney myself in the roll of &
barber's assistant, trimming the Head's
beard and enrling Herr Guggenheimer’s
mistozh ! Heigh-ho!

“Ta shear and shave, and to cur] and
WRVE,
And to be a barber’s bov-oy-oy-ov!
And to be 2 barber’s hoy !™

“If all goes well,” eaid Bright, as the
three chums hurried away Lo 1he wood-
shed to make their preparations, ‘‘we
shall each of as as rich as Crocus
in 8 fow days !

“Rich bevond the dreams of avarris ™
chortled Merry, “Hooray!”

Bright and his assislants spent a very
busy evening converting the woodshed
inte a totlet saloon. -

They were not handicapped at the
start by lack of capital, bekawse, as
Bright pointed out, you didn't need any
capital to begin a barbher's business.

“We'll pay a visit to the masters
bath-rooms, and take away all their
shaving tackle!” said Bright brightly.
“Then they'll simply have ta came to
us to be shaved, and we shal! bo well
equipped with razers, and shaving-soap,
and all the rest of it "

“We shall want some wash-basins™
said Jack Jolly.

“Of corse! We can
from tha dorm.”

The threo chume paid a syruptitious
visit to the bath-rooms while the masters

borraw thosze
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were in ihelr stndies, and made a clean
sweep of all tha razers—both naked
and safety—and shaving-brushes, and
shaving-soap, and other toilet requasitis,
They alse borrewed a number of wash-
hazinzg, and some old armchairs from
one of the lninber-rooms.

Very soon the woodshed was fitted up
a5 an up-lo-date toilet saloon. A painted
hroomstick, to represent a barber’s poll,
was stuck up outside, and the scale of
charges was posted on to the door, as
Lollows :

“THE ST. SAM'S TOILET SALOON.
TARRII.

HARE-CUTTING (Eaten Crop,
Bobbing, Shingling, Bingling)
SHAMPOOH {(wet or drx) - -
SHAVING - -« = = = =
AINGING (oo larksl) - -« -

Curling Gents’ distoshes {by hand}
Trimming Gents' Beards (by the

foot) - = - - =
Catting Corn {(withoul any chaff!) -
FACE MASBIDGE - -~ » -1/
Wash and Dust-up + = = = 1d.

FAMILIER WAITED ON E;'.:';ILY !
BILLY BRIGHT, Proprietor.”

“ Now wa're all ready to stark!” said
Bright. *But p'raps we'd better put
in some pracktiss frst with the sissors,

uat in one of these chairs, Jack, and
?ﬂl ive vou an Eaten Crop!”

ou jolly well won't!” said Jack
Jolly warmly. “T don't want to loek
like an excaped conviet, or to
tips of my cars cut off! If you want t{:
eggsperiment on somebody, try Merry !
IE:-. hasin't had a hare-out since he was 4
neve kid .

But Merry was nol anxious to be oggs-
perimented upon, either. 8o it began
to look as if there would be no pre-
Jiminary prackliss for Bright and his
acsisiants.

“1 know !" said Jack Jolly suddenly.
“AMonsure Froggay, the French master,
has got a French poodle. We can prack-
tiss on that! ’I%Im beast badly needs
trimming; it looks like an overgrown
holly-bush at the moment. Let's find it
and bring it to the slawter 1

Bright stepped to the door and gave
a shrill wissle. Thera was B velp in
reply, and Monsure Froggay s French
poodle came scampering on the seen.

The dog was promptly pounced upon
by the eager eggsperimenters, who at
once got busy with their sissors.

Jack Jolly trimmed the poodle’s head,
and Bright trimmed its tale; while
Merry lopped off large lufts of hair
from the creature’s back. )

The unforchunit poodle—which was
Monsure Froggay's pride and joy—
would soon have been reduced to o
seraggy and hareless skellington had not
hiz master happened on the seen at that
moment.

Meonsure Froggay could hardly be-
loove hiz eyes. He stared, and he
glared, and he locked as if he was
roing to throw a fit. Instead of which,
e threw himszelf upen the juniors,
cufling them and sending them sprawl-
ing. Then ho gathered up his precious
pek in his arms,

“Mon cher
“These { ]
Vandals—they haf mutilated you, ain't
it? ‘They haf h-'r.ri?ped you of your
foliage, and you will haf {o stark grow-
ing all over again! Mon Dew! They
shiall be eaned severely for this outrage !
Follow me, you young villains 1™

A fow minnits later sounds of steady
ewishing proseeded [rom  Monsure

ha cried.

puppee "

havo the.

‘onglongs terrible ' — these |

Froggay's study, punctuated by vells of
a-ngv-'%sh. And the vouthful barbers of
2t. Sam’s bitterly regretted their pre-
liminary pracktiss on the French
master’s poodle !

II.

ARLY noxt moming the 8t. Sam’s
Toilet Saloon started business 1n
real Ernest

The first customer—or shall
we say victimP—was Burleigh of the
Sixth. Burleigh pawsed ouvtside the
door of the saloon, and peroozed the
scale of charges, with a broad grin on
his hansom face. Then he stepped
inside. i

“Good-morning, sir!'™ said Bright,
whe was in his shirt-sleeves, ready for
tha fray. “What can we do you for?
I mean, do for you? Eaten crop, sir?
Face massidge? Or would you like
yvour mistosh curled, sir?”

Burleigh flushed crimson. He had
just tho shghtest suspishun of down on
his upper lip; and it was this which
Bright flatteringly allooded to as a mis-
tosh.

“No cheek " said Burleigh sharply.
“I want just a plain hare-cut—not a
convict-crap, mind ™

“Very good, sir! Take a pew!"”

Burleigh seated himeelf—a trifte too
hevvily—in bna of the rickety arm-

Tak BY Bia's
TOILLT
-

§ _{'h:_.___ ; "
Burleigh’s twelve gtone of solid flesh
and mussle was too much for the

armahair. Thers was a crackin
and erashing, and the seat cntfapsug
compleat by.

chairs,  'I'lat  armchair had been
pensioned off long sgo as unfit for
servisgs; and Durleigh'’s twelve stone of
zolid flesh and musele was too much for
it. There was a cracking and erashing,
and the scat collapsed comploatly.

Burleigh sat down violently on the
Raor, with a bump and a yell. He was
alaymed, as well as hurt, for he had just
been reading the currant number of
the “Sweeney Todd Library,” which
described how the Demon Barber of
Fleez Street used to dispose of his
vietims by means of a trapdoor under-
neath the chair.

Was it possible that Bright of the
Fourth was adopting the sinnister
mnethods of the famus S3weeney Todd ?

Burleigh was reassured the next
minnit, as Wwilling hands hoisted him
to his feet.

“ Awiully sovry, sir!” said Bright. “I
had no wdea that chair was so wonky.
Try the next, and see if that will bare
your wait.” o :

Burleigh sat down very jinjerly in the
next chair. It creaked and wobbled a
bit, but it didn't collapse; and Bright,
tucking o cloth into Burleigh’s collar,
seh to work with the secissors,

“Yarooo!" reared Burleigh, suddenly.
"'That was my ear, vou clumsy cuckoo!
You've taken a chunk off the top!
Yooop! What are vou up to now?"

—

“Taking a peace off Lhe olher var, Lo

make 1t mﬂt(!.h!" said Bright coolly.
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jack Jolly and

Merry, : .
Burleigh struggled und squirmed in

| the chair, but Bright's assistants held

him down, while Bright continued to ply
the sissors. |

The hare-cut was quickly over, audl
the kaptin of Bt. Baw’s strolled out of
the saloon, locking like a convict fresh
from & visit to the prison barber. Each
of his ears was adorned with sticking-
plaster, He would never have paid his
sixpence if ho knew what a guy he
looked.

The day was Saterday, and l[lerefﬂru
a holiday, And all the morning the
schoolhoy barbers wero as busy- as epuld
be. Iare-cuts, and shampoohs, and
face messidges were the order of the
day. Bright and his assistants bad no
rest; but thero was a cue outside, @
tending hali-way across the quadrangle.

The shillings, and sixpences, and two-
pences farely poured into the till; and
it really seemod as if Bright and his
chums were well on the road to riches

Most of the mastors locked in during
the mornivg for a shave. They wero
obliged to, for their own silgu‘mf;
materials had misteriously vanmished.
And they were given no chance to rocog-
nise their otvn razers in the toilet saloon,
bekawse their cyes were amothored with
soapy lather, and they weye compelled
to keep them closed. o

There were several casualtices in the
ranks of the masters. This was unfor-
chunit, but it couldn't be helped. As
Bright said, such accidents will happen,
even in the best-reggulated teilet
saloons, i ]

Mr. Lickhamn sustained a cut on his
cheek. Heorr Guggenheimer's dubble-
chin was lasserated by Jack Jolly's
razer. Mr, Chas. Tyser lost the tip of
his long nose; and it was no fault of
Bright's that Mr. Swishingham’s él:lguh‘r
vein wa3s nob severed. right did his
besk; and he left quite a nasty scrateh
on My, Swishinghain's throat. 'The un-
forchiunit maater, fearful that it might
turn -seeptic, hurried ‘off to the matron
to havae it disaffected.

When the masiers assembled for
dinner it wasz apparent to all 8t Sam’'s
that they had ieen in the wars. For
chunks of strapping-plaster, of varying
sizes, .adorned their faces where they
had been punctured ; and My, Bwishing-
ham's throat was bandaged from ‘ere
to "ere.

Dr. Birchemall’s turn came after
dinner, Heo had not scen the mishaps
which had befallen the members of his
staff, or he would have given the Bt.
Sam’s Toilet Saloon a wide birth. As
it was, ha strolled gaily into the ‘yood-
shed, and Bright promptly ushered him
into & chair.

“ Hare-cub, sir?” he asked

“Don't be rood, Bright!

rlitely.
said Dr.

Birchemall. “You know very well my
haad is innoscut of hare. s a bald
statement of fact, I want my beard
trimmed.” i ] ;

‘“Very good, sir ! said DBright. “The
charge i3 threepence per foot.”

“Thon I'll have an inch off,” s=aid the

Head. “That will work out at a
farthing.”
“Mean old ecodger!” mermered

Bright, under hiz br

Tﬁau jerking back Dr. Birchemall's
head, Bright started to trim his beard.
First he took a little off ono side, and
then a little off the other, to wake ib
nice and even. A

If Bright had left it at that all might
have been well. . But he was nob

(Continued on pane 28.)
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FY¥ou told us in the Rag that vou'd
Just unpacked it.”

“That's right.”

“ Where's the packing.casc ™

ot Eh ?u .

“It wasn't packed in brown paper, or

silver foil, I suppose®"” asked Toddy,
anrn’nﬂticalfv.

“MNunno.” 5

“Well, where's the packing-case

“The—the packing-case?” stammercd
Bunter.

Apain the Washington of the Remove
wags in difficulties. It had not even
goourred to his fat mind that if the bike
had just been unpacked, some sort of a
packing-case should have been in
ovidence.

“Well, where is it?" asked Peter,
%a:aing intently and curiously at Billy

untear.

“I—I gave it to—to Gosling for fire-
vood,” said Buntor, recovering himself.
“I didn™t want Lo keep the packing-case,
vou know.” .

“What did Gosling do with 17"

“I—1 think he took it to the wood-
shed.”

“I'll walk along to the wood-shed and
look st that packing-case,” remarked
Peter. “I'm quite mterested in that
packing-case.” .

“I—F say, I—I think Cosling didn't
ﬁ“t ‘it in the wood-shed,” stammercd

gnter.

“Taok it on to his lodge, perhaps®”
asked Pater,

“¥Yeos: exactly. T zay, Peter, don't
vou go bothering Gosling; you know he
"eﬁa ratty at fellows butting into his
o le fogy

Aﬁl eyes were on Bunter how, instead
of on the Moonbeam bike. Ib was
abvioua that Bunter was lving, though
why he should tell uwntruths about a
packing-case was a deep mystery,

“I'l chance Gossy getting retiy,” said
Peter. 1 really want to see that pack-
ing-case—if any.”

‘The—the {act is, Pelor——" :

“{rood! Let’s have the fact!” said
Toddy. “Cough up the Fact, if you
don't think it will give you a pain.
¥ou're not used to facts, vou know.”

“Oh, really, Toddy! The fact is I
unpacked the bike at the railway
ntation, and—and left the packing-case
there. I gave it to the porter.”

“And you gave it to Gosling after-
wards F” )

“Nunno! I—I didn't give it to
Cosling at all.”

*“Then why did you say vou did 7"

“You—you see, I really meant to say
I gave it to the porter,” explained
Bunter. “I rode the bike home from
the station. Gosling saw me. VYou can
ask him 1f you doubt my word.”

"1 suppose this bike 18 yours,
Dunter ¥ asked Peter, with an expres-
rion of deep doubt.

“Oh, really, you beast——"

“Even unter wouldn't pinch =&
bhika !” said Bolsover major, shaking his
bhoad,

“You zilly ass!” roared Bunter. “I've
pot the letter from Sir Algernon in my

ket now.”
e MagyeT Liprary.—No, 1,056.

“8Bir which?”" ejaculated Skinner.

“My unecle. Sir Algernon Bunter.”

“ Mot the giddy colonel ¥ asked Peter.

“Oh! I—I mean—ves! Certaiuli-r!
Colonel Bir Algernon Bunter, of the
Guards !” explained Bunter.

“1 know Bunter's got relaiions in the
Eua.rds,” remarked Skioner. “The

lack-guards.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“0h, really, Skinner——"

* Let's see the letter from the joliy old
uncle ' suggoested Snoop.

“Here it is,"” said Bunier, fumbling
in his pockets..

Fven Peter was stagpered for a
moment as Bunter searched in his
pockets for the letter. If Bunter could
produce a letter from his uncle, mention-
ing that handeome birthday present,
obviously the matter was all O.EK.—
though it remained & mystery why
Bunter had told whoppers about it.
Perhaps that, howover, was merely the
force of habit.

Dut William George Bunter did not
produce the letter from Colonel Bir
Algernon Bunter, of the Guards.

His hands came out of his pockets
cmpiy.

“I—=I must have dropped it on the
way back from the stabtion,” he said.
“After all, it doecsn’t . matter. The
bike's the thing.”

“ Look here, Bunter——"

“h, rats!” retorted Bunter. “If you
can't take a fellow's word about trivial
things, Toddy, I decline to discuss the
matier with you at all. I know what’s
the matter with you—you're envious,”

“What*" roared Peter.

“Your pceople can't afford to send
you & bike like this on yvour birthday!”
sneered Bunter, * You're envious, Peter.
That's rather mean. I hope you don't
mind my mentioding that I'm disgusted
at rou.”

And William George Bunter rolled
out of the bike-shed, leaving Peter Todd
specchloss.

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bike for Sale !

ABRRY WHARTON & C0O. did
H not hear of Bunter's new bike
until the following day.

They heard of it then from
Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove joined the
Famous Five when the Remove came
out of the Form-room at morning break.

“1 =ay, you fellows, seen my new
bike ¥ inguired Bunter.

“Time you had a new one, though
vou'll jolly soon turn it inte an old one,”
remarked Johnny Bull, “What niake ¥

“ Moonbeam,"

[3) {:}h !f'

The chums of the Remove could not
help  being struck by that answer.
Moonbeam bikes were rather running
in_their minds, owing to the Cater-
pillar's loss, and the long, unsuccessful
search for the missing machine, which
had taken up the half-holiday the day
before.

“ Moorbeant, ¢h?’ said Bob Cherry.
“That's & good make.”

“My pater wouldn't be likely to send
me - anything bubt the best,” answered
Bunter ]ﬂ-ftiﬁ.'.

“The bestfulness is suitable for the
ceteemed and

excellent DBunter,” re-
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
gravely.
" Exactly,” assented Bunter. “Like

te come and have a lock at 1k 1f you
didn't nctice 1t when vou came in
yesterday "

" Let's I™ assented Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five walked down to the
bike-shed with the Owl of the Remove.

“Took ™ smiled Bunter.

The juniors regarded the handsomo
new Moonbeam bike with due admire-
tion. Certainly it did not occur to thom
—3t the moment, st least—that it was
the Caterpillar’s bike. i

“Ripping !” said Bob Cherry heartily.
“Cirattors, old fat bean! I'd like a
jigger like that, and no mistake 1"

“Well, your people couldn’t afford it,
could they?” romarked Bunter, in his
pleasant way.

“You silly owl

“0Oh, really, Cherry "

“What I like about Bunler,” ra-
marked Nugent, ““1s his pleasant, agree-
able, gentlemanly way of expressing
himself. In that line I think Bunter
really takes the whole cake !”

_Barcasm was a sheer waste on William
George Bunter, ;

“(lad vou cam sce it,” he assented.
“That's what comes of belonging to &
really good family, you kaow.'

“Cﬁl, my hat [”

“But I'Il tell you what,” said Bunter
confidentially., It was awbully g(m::] of
my Uncle George to send me this bike.
of course; but, in point of fact, I'd
rather have had the thirly guineas ik
cost.”

“It didn't cost thirty guineas!” said
Bob Cherry. “About twenty or twenty-
twa guineas, I should say.”

“Fat lot you know about it!" S-B-i_ﬂ
Bunter. ‘' My uncle mentioned that it

[EF)

had cost thirlty guincas!

“Well, I dare say & Bunter would
mention what it cost,” agreed Bob.
“But he was drawing the long bow, like
his nephew, if ho said it cost thirty
guineas—becauseo it certainly did not i"

“1 suppose my father knows what he
gave for that bike, Bob Cherry "

“Your father®"

“Ha's got the receipt!”™ said Bunter.

“Your father's got the receipt for the
bike that your Unele George gave you i
ejaculated Bob,

“I=~I mean—no—that is, yes—Uncle
George handed him the rececipt along
with the bike when he asked him to
send 1t on '™ said Bunter hastily. “ But.
as 1 was aayini, T'd rather have had
the money! T hardly like the idea of
selling a Christinas present—""

“ A Christmas present "

“1—I mean, birthday present! It was
my birthday yesterday, you know, and
the colonel sent me this bike on my
birthday. 1 unpacked it at the station
and rode it home. I hardly like the
idea of selling a birthday present; but,
after all, I needn't mention it to Sir
ﬁl'gernm:, ag far as that goes.” '

*To whom*" asked Harry.

“I mean, my Uncle George! Now,
vou'd like a bike like that, Cherry "

T would I agreed Bob. :

“4As a pal, I'll let vou have it for
twanby-five pounds!" said Dunter,

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“As T vould buy one at Slubbs' for
twenty guineas or so, I don’t think 1'll
jump at that offer,” he answered,
“thanks &l the same!”

“Ha. ha, hal”

]J':I

“Dash 1t all, say {wenty!™ zaid
Bunter, with reckless generosityv. “I
never was mean aboub money ! Twenly
quid, and it's yours!”

Boh shook his head.

“Can’t touch that figure.,” he
answered. “'I'm locking for a bargain

in bikes, but I can’t go npear tweutby
pounds.” 2
“Make it fAiftecn !" said Bunter.
HEh?H
% Fifteen quid
The Famous

and it's yours
Five stared at Buuter.
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A rapid fall in prices like this was
enough to make auy fellow stare.

“Hot ! said Wharton. *“You don't
sell it for GOfleen pounds,
It's nevw, oy nearly new,”

1 suppoese I know what { want to do
with wmy own bike, Wharton! What
about fifteen pounds for it, Cherry?"”

“I'd mive you fAftcen pounds like 3
shot if % had it,” said Bob; “only 1t
would be rebbing vou, old fat man !”

“Rot ! answered Buuter, I suppose
I know my own business! The fact 18,
T:can buy a cheaper Inke that will de
for me—or 1 cau have my old one
repaired for two pounds ten, I don't
go in for cyeling such a jolly lot, you
know. Fifteen quid, and it's yours!”

Bob Cherry looked very thoughtful.
Undoubtedly he was tempted by that
nrunificent offer.

“* My pater would help me out,” ho
said slowly. *If vou really mean yom
want to sell it at that figurve, Bunter,

n:I dﬂ,u

“Hunter's uncle might have guessed
ithat Bunter would rather have had
tuck ! grinned Johnny Bull

“Fifteen gquids!™ said Bob, cxamin-
ing the machine with a thaughtlul eye.
*“*Look here. Bunter, it's worth more;
but if I could raise fifteen, that's the
top figure I could go to.”

“Done ! said Bunter immediately.,

“Hold on!™ said Bob, with a smile.
“1 should have to write to my father
first and get his answer. 1 can't say
for certain till I hear from my pater.”

Bunter's fat face fell.

Having enjoyed the distingtion of re-
ceiving an expengive bike for a hirthday
present, Bunter was now anxious to turn
that present into cash. DBy thizs time
the Owl of the Remove alniost believed
that he really had received that bike
as & bivthday present.

“Look here, I cant wait a long
time ! said Bunter. “I want the Lin!

f vou want that bike, Cherry, you'll
Liave to buy it on the mail! TI'll take
fourteen pounds, spot cash! You see,
I've still got two pounds to pay on it,
and I want the money I

Tha Famous Five juniped.

“¥You've got two pounds still to pay
on a bike sent vou for & birthday pre-
sent ' ejaculated Nugent,

“Oh—I—I mean—"

*You silly ass!™ roared Bob Cherry.
“Mean to say you're getting that hike
on the lure-purchase system, and trying
te sell it before iW's pard for! Yom
tf‘mhii:iﬂ}.g chumyp, Jdon't you know that's
raud "

“Nunno ! gasped Bunter. “Tincan—
that is, I meant, yvou sec—"

“Well, what Jdid you mean? asked
Wharton, .

“I—I mean, I—I've got {wo pounds
to pay on the carviage by railway!”
gasped Bunter., “Sec®™

“Your uncle sent you the
carriage forward, da you mean I

* ¥es, axactly

“ Well, that's a queor way of sending
a fellow a birthday present. But theo
ratlway wounldn't charge two pounds.
They stick you prelty steeply, but they
don’t charge two pounds for carrying a
bike,” =zid PBolb. " You've pot 16

rEa
¥

want to
Bunter.

bike

wrong |

“You see. it came a long way,” said
Bunter., *Passenger train, and insured,
and all that "

“Bhll, twe qpounds 13 too  steep!
There's somoe mistake ! They can't be
charging two poinds on the carriage of
a bicycle by rail. T know 1'd let them
hear about it if they charged me
that 1"

“Oh, T'm not 1he fellow {0 make a

fuss about a pound or 1wo!” said
Bunter. “Idon't caro! Look here—"

“Can _it, Bunter ! said the captain
of the Hemove quietly, “ You've not
got two Epunds to pay on the carriage
of "that bike! That's vot! If you're
being over-charged to that extent, it's
a mistake, and the railway people will
set it right. Where's the delivery note ?
Let's look at it!™

““The—the delivery note?”

“¥es. Thoe paper that came along
with it."”

“There wash't—I—1I mcan, I threw it
away."”

“Fathead! Btill, we can get it sct
right at the station. Look lere, I'll
walk down to Friardale with vou after

classes, if you like, and sce them
about it.”
*It—it didn'i come to Friardale”

“Well, Courtfield, then.”

“ Ib—it didn't come to Courtfield.”

“Where on earth did it come, then "

" Lantham |” said Bunter, diplomatic-
ally selecting a station ten miles from
Greyfriars, and out of recach of a walk
after classea.

“Goods for Greyfriars consigned to
Lantham !" exclaimed Wharton, with a
stare, “ What utter rot !

“"I—I think my TUncle William
thought Lantham was the station for
Greyfriars ! stammered Bunter. “ He's
rather old and doddering, vou know ™

“"¥our Uncle William "

“¥es. You see—"

“And suppose your Uncle William
thought Leantham was the station for
Greyfriars, what difference would that
make to your Uncle George?™

“Oh! I—-I—I mean, my Uncle
George—that 15, mf Unela William
GGeorge, you know ! I—I'm named sfter
him! I—T call him sometimes Uncle
William and sometimes Uncle George !
I dare say Unecle William George
thought Lantham was the station for
Greyfriars. That's how it 15.”

“And he told your father so®*

“Eht" -

“¥You've said that vour fathor sent
the bike on 1™

“ I—=I—1 mean——=

“Oh, chuck it !* ,grm'nrled Bob Cherry.
“Can't you ses you've given it all away,
you fat duffer? It's not a birthday
present at all 1™

“0Oh, rcally, Cherry——"

““Hire-purchaso bike, I suppose, with
something still to be paid on it," said
Bob. “And that fat idiot is trying to
sell it before it's paid for. e will fand
in chokey somo day.™

“Look here,” roared Bunter,
yvou buying that hike or not?

HNot!" grinped Bob, "I don't want
to pay for it and heve it taken back by
the owners when you don't keep up tho
instalments.™

“There aren’t any instalments, you
chump!? howled

"-'EI-I,'EI

-

“You said you had.”
I didn’t mean to—I mean {hat was
only a figuro of speecht” stuttercd

Bunter.
2 Great %g i
I eay, Bob, old chap, you can bhave

the bike for ten pounds cash down,
That will leave me eight when I'vo paid
—I mean I baven't got anythiibg to pay.
Is it & go?”

“ Mot quite!” chuckled Bob.

And Famous Five walked out of
the bike-shed. Eeen' as ho was io
possess & Moonbeam, Bob Cherry did
not entertain the idea of p asing
Bunter's new hike. The origin of that
bike was wrapped uwp in too much
mystery for him.

Billy Bunter blinked alter them and
blinked at the bike. It was a handsome
bike—s thing of besuty and a joy for
ever to & fcllow keen on cyeling. But
Billy Bunter was not keen on cycling,
and he wanted the cash valug of that
bike. Moreover, he was bound, some-
how, to raise tho [further iwo pounds
for Mr. Jobson during tho week; ho did
not want Honast n‘.ﬁenrgn calling  at
Greyfriars for the money,

“%eaﬂt " zrunted Bunter.

The boll rang for third lesson, and
Billy Bunter rolled away disconsolately
to the Remove room. The valuable in-
struction he received from Mr. Quelch
in third lesson was cntirely lost on
Bunter. He was thinking of the Moon.
boam bike—at lcast, of its cash valug,
and of the serics of gorgeous apreads
thet its value reproscnted. But thosa
gorgeous spreads were still a vision of
the future, and Bunter's new hike still
reposed on its stand in the bike-shed—
for sale, but unsold,

R e 1T

Fishy Makes it Five !

L ow 1
w _Billy Bunter uttered that
cjaculation suddenly and in-

voluntarily. A bony
knuckle poked him in the ribs—a
kuuckle so sharp and beony that it

almost punctured Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish, the American junior,
grinned at him genially as ho blinked
angrily round.

hat jab n the ribs wes ounly
Fishy's way of drawing the Owl's atten-
tion,

Bunter rubbed his slmost punctured
ribs and glared at the American junior.

“You silly chump!™ he -mnmz:-:l-
“Can't you keep your skeloton kvuclkles
to yourself? You bouy beast——"

“Can it, old man!”" interrupted
Fisher T. Fish briskly., “What about
that bike?”

(Continued on next page.)
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Bunter, “It's not &
hire-purchase bike!
I dare s=say your
people Lbuy things
on the hire-pur-
chase aystenr. Minao
don't 1"

“1fF it's not lire-
chase, how have
you still got two
pounds to pay on
it 1" demanded the
captain of the
Kemaove.

8 A great chance to save £4 and have « famous
3 RELBY All-Britlsh Cyecle. Sturmey-Archer 3

1 Gear, Dunlap Cord Tyres, Lycett Saddle, Hans
A Eenold Chain, ete. Packed fres. Carrlage
d Direct from factory.
§ delivery on payment of Small Deposit. Essy
Terms, 3d. a day. Money refunded If dissatisfied.

M.

Frea Trial. Immediate

“T] — 1  haven't
Eﬂ't-"—'—“ FFRITE #OR FRER ART LIST.

“You haven't!" SELBY Mfﬂ. COQ| Lid.
yelled Bob Cherry. (Dept. 438),

IR PAEL gasped 21a, FINSBURY OTREEY, LONDON, E.0.32.
Bunter,
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Bunter “canned ¥ it, as requested. If
Fisher T, Fish wanted to buy a bicyele,
Bunter was prepared to overlook a bony
jab in hiz plump ribs. i

“T hear you'ro -'-ﬂ_l]in%‘thal:- birthday
present of yours,” said Fisher T. Fish,
*Ta that D.]’y{.?"

“Yes—going ut 8 bargain,” answerad
Bupter.  “I don't mind letting you
have it for fifteen pounds, Fishy—you
bai.g%‘ a pal.”™

“Treating me-ss.a , whati™

“That's 1t, old fellow.”

“] guess I'd rather not be treated as
a pal, then!” grinned Fisher T. Fish.
“Make it & business matter.”

uﬁh; m“,, Fiﬂl&fﬂ.—n .

“You've offered it to Skinner for ton
pountds, ard to Bolsover major for
ning,” baid Fisher T. Fish. “You've
been trj-iinﬂ to goll it up and down the
Bemove all day. What's the genuing
figural” . s

“I7 take nine from you, Fishy."”

“I guess you ‘won’t]  What about
threa?
“You cheely idiot ! howled Bunter.
Billy Bunter bad offered that band.
some bike for sale quite cheap all
through the livelong day without find-
ing buyers, Bunter ivanted cash down
—and, naturally, there were few fellows
in. the Lower Hchool at Greyfriars with

‘mine or ten pounds at their ‘disposal.

But that wae not the only reason why
the bike did not * go.” ‘

Suspicion attached to that bike.

The many and varicus statements
Billy Bunter had made concerning thak
bike 'were more or less entertaining,
but certainly they did not agree wit
one another. _

The most plausible theory. wes that
Bunter, or Bunter’s people, had got that
hike Bn. the hive-purchase system, and
that it was not yet completely paid for.

In that case, Bunter, of course, was
npt cntitled to sell it, and nobody
wanted to buy trouble. :

That it was pot, as he stated, a birth-

 present, ill the Rémove knew.,

t was exceedingly improbable, to put
it mildly, that ﬁaﬂuw would have two
hirthdays in the same year, and Bunter
had had one already.

eovar, his uncle might have been
named George, or Willinm, or both; he
might have been Colonel Bunter, of the

Guards, or he might have been B8Sir

ronon Bunter.,

. But ke could scarcely have heen all
those peYsonages at one and the same
time.

The bike, therefore, was not o birth-
day present; and it did not come from
Bunter's nncle. at was assured.

The alternative theory was that it was

ht on hire-purchase—a fact which

Bunter would never have admitted had
it been true, and which, therefore,
accounted: for his romancing on the
subject.

"Bo, though that handsoma Moonbeam
jigger tempted wany other fellows as
well as _BUE Chorry, nobody wes keen
to buy it, though there was no doubt
that 1t was a tremendous bargain at

3

nine pounde—the lowest figire yet
named by Bunter.
“l Nine pounds—and perhaps a dozen

instalments: to pay!” Skinner had re-
marked. *Not good encugh!”

Figher T. Fish had thought the
matter over carefully. Fishy was always
keer on a bargain. He lived, moved,
and had his being in bargains. Any

in that showed a profit was joy to
Fishy: and if, in addition, it laft the
other fellow feeling sore and “done,”
'to Fishy it was undiluted joy. And
ishy had thought out the hire-purchaze
aspect of the mﬁt&r. E}iﬂimulmanta
remained vet to be paid, that was up to
Trr MaiGurr Lismany .

—No, 1,056

Bunter., If Fishy bought the bike—and
sold it again fairly soon—he did not see
how he could be *landed,” even with a
dozen instalments falling due one after
another on the Meonbeam.

S0 the Transatlantic junior was after
that' bike, It was litke him to offer
three pounds for it. As it was worth
at least five or six times as much, even
Fishy could have given three pounds
for it without feeling more than a pass-
ing pang.

But the cute American junior had
rather overshot the mark. Billy Bunter
had been lowering his prics -all day
long. But he had not come anywhere
near three pounds yet.

He gave Fisher T. Fish a glare of
contempt through hizs big spectacles,
turned-on his heel, and walked awvay.

Figsher T. Fish stared after him.

ke H;rm:. yvou fab clam1” he called ouk
“Don't off on your ear, you galoot!
I guess I'm talking business,”

“Rats!” was Bunter's reply over his
fat shoulder.

Fisher T, Fish hurried after him.

“Four!” he extlaimed,

“Go and eat coke "

“Spot cash!™ said Fisher T. Fish
temptingly. “Hard cash! The genuine
durocks! Solid dust | What ?"

And Fisher T. Fish cunningly dis-
f:ja:,rad four pound notes in a bunch in
1is bony hand.

Bunter paused.

Money itself did not charm Bunter as
it charmed Fisher T. Fish. Fishy heard
the music of the spheres in the clink of
metal and the rustle of banknotes. He
could have listened-in to that sweet
sound for hours, as ather fellows
listened-in t0 a  wircless  concert.
Money, in any shape or form, was to
Fisher Tarloton Fish a delightful thin
in itself—a thing to be handled wit

leasure and hoarded with glee.

unter only thought of moncy's worth,
chiefly in the form of tuck.

The four currency notes crumpled in
Fishy's bony hand meant a gorgeous
spread to Bunter—so far from hoarding
them, or gloating over them, he would
have got rid of them as fast as prac-
ticable—that 1%, as fast as the inner
Bunter could stow away the procesds.

He was strongly tempted.

“Bpot cash!” urged Fisher 1. Fish.
“What 1"

Bunter resisted the temptation.

“HEight!” he said.

“Mow, look hyer, yoa clam—--"

“Well, seven ten to a pall” said
Bunter.”

W Fﬂ‘ur!"

“Beven-ten !

“ Four 1

(11 hmtl !’J

Bunter rolled away again, and this
time he rolled wunchccked.  Parting
with a pound was, *o Fishy, like having
a2 tooth drawn. - Parting wilh seven

ounds ten shillings was, therefore, like
oging seven and a half teeth, Such a
dental operation was too much for
Fisher T. Fish. Transatlantic flesh and

blocd eould not stand it

Fisher T. Fish reflected deeply on the
matter. After tea ho scouted cautiously

.alopg Masters passage, and found that

Mr, Prout, the master of the Fifth, hed
gone out. He dropped inte Mr. Prout's
study, and borrowed his telephone, and
rang up Stubbs’, in Courtfield.

a was soon through to Mr., Stubbs.
He eoxplained concisely that ‘he had a
new Moonbeam bike to sell—practically
naw.

“Have to see 1t before I make an
offer,” was Mr. Stubbs' reply.

“New-—birthday present from & rela-
tive,” said Fisher T. Fish. “You can

gee that it comes up to the description
when I bring it along. Just give me an
idea of what you'd give in that case.”

“ Might go to seven quids,” said Mr.
Stubbs.
. "It cost over twenty pounds & weck
gO.

“ Very likely," assented Mr. Stubbs
politely. " But I should ’ave to sell it
again, and second-hand bikes sre a

drug in the market.” :
HMHay seven, then,” said Fisher T
Fish,

“1'd have to see it first,™

“Right-ho 1™

Fisher T. Fish ran
nately left the study before Mr, Prout
returned. He could rely on seven
pounds from Mr, Stubbs, if any other
market failed. He sought out William
George Bunter again,

"“What about five 7” he asked.

“I'll take six ten ! said Bunter,

Prices were still falling.

_“Now, look hyer! Don't you be a
silly fat clam,” said Fisher T. Fish
ersuasively, " Nobody will take that
ike off your hands.  All the galoots
think there's a lot to be paid on 1t yet.”

“Thers isn't!" rosred Bunter
“Only two pounds—I mean—nothing !
It was a birthday present from my
Uncle Herbert.”

Fished T. Fish chuckled. Once more
Bunter's memory was failing him.
Evidently Uncle Herbert was a new
edition of Uncle George and Uncle
Willlam and Colenel Bunter and Sir
Algernon.

“I puess Tl

off, and f[ortu-

! go to five-ten,™ said
Fisher L. Fish. “Spot cash! That's
the pesky limit! Take it or leave 1t!”

“I'll leave it, blow you!” growled
Bunter.

But he hesitated long, and Fisher T.
Fish walked away feeling satisfied. He
had no doubt that Bunter, after further
vain efforts to sell the bike, would
come down to five pounds ten, and then
Fighor T. Fish had simply to ride it
down to Courtficld and szell it for soven
pounds.  Thirty shillings’ profit on u
bike ride was good enough even for an
enterprising and worthy son of “Uncle
Shyleck.”  As for the further instal-
ments, if any, Bunter could look after
them when they happencd. Fisher Tar-
leton Fish was content te wait, and he
was confident that he would not havo
to wait long. [urther instalmenta on
the bike did not worry Fisher T. Fish,
who did not care o continental red cent
1f Bunter was landed up to Ins fat neck
in the most scrious trouble,

Even the cuic and sagacious Fishy
did not suspect for a single moment tho
real origin of Dunter's nke. Certainly
he would never have supposed that Billy
Bunter was capable of sccuring such a
bargain as a Moonbeam bike E:lr three
pounds—one down, and two to follow.
Certainly, had he known of that bar-
gain, he would have pguossed that
Honest George had not come by the
machine honestly, and would not have
touched it for tor cents. But Fisher T.
Fish did not know all that.- It was not
the first time, by many o one, that
Fisher T. Fish had over-reached himsclf
with his own sagacily,

Half an hour later Billy Bunter's fat
face and glimmering spectacles lookod
into Wisher T. Fish's study.

Fisher T. Fish was alone in the study,
ongaged in a happy occupation which
filled un mueh of hia leisure. e was
caleulating exactly how many dollars he
had spent since he had como to Grey-
friars, and exactly how many he had
made out of his Form-fellows in the
wav of bargains.

The sum on the cradit side was not so
large as Fishy would have liked to sce
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“ Have you sold the bieyele ? ** demanded Harry Wharton. ** Answer me, Bunler——'* “Shan*!* “II you've

s0ld the hike you'll have to give the money back to the fellow who bought [t.

“ Wha-a-a-t ¢ "

it: for thare was no doubt that many of
his schemes went scriously wrong, a}ld
showed & Joss instead of a profit. 3till,
there was something ito the good, and
even 8 cent gained for nothing gavo
Fizchy 2 pleasant thrill of gladness. Ha
did not ﬁmk up as Bunter blinked in.
It was his cue to appear indifferent as
soon a3 the other parly to the bargain
came forward.

“1 say, Fishy——

Fisher T. Fish waved his pen at tho
Owl of the Remove.

“RBusy ! Call another time!”

“ About that bike—"

“MNover mind the bike now.
busy.”

“Yook hera! I'm taking your offer
of five pounds ten!” hooted Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish winked one eve at his
abstrusa calculations. But he did not
ANSWET.

“Deaf 7 hooted Bunter.

“Nopa I"

“Well, where's the money !

“] guess I've been thinking that
over,” answered Fisher T. Fish coolly.
“I can't go beyond five"”

“Why, vou beast. vou eoffered me——"

“I guess you should have accepled the
offer when made,” answered Fisher T.
Fish ccolly. “It's off now. Five if you
like. But I can tell you I'm not keen
on it anyhow. Call another time. I'm
busy now.”

“T'll take five!” growled Bunter.

Having made up his mind to take
what he could get, and having alrcady
planncd an extensive feed on the pro-
ceeds, Bunter was unwilling to leave

I'ma

(See Chapier 11.)

the matter over—as Fishy well knew ho
would be.

Fishy jumped up brizkly enaugh now.

“Done ! he zaid. * Make out & bill—
put the number of the bike on it, and
all particulars. I'll come down to the
bike-shed with you and help. You see,
I may szell that bike again some time,
and I've got to have it business-like.
Come on, Fatty 1"

A quarter of an hour later Fisher T.
Fish was cycling down to Courtfield,
and Billy Bunter was sitting on a high
stonl at Mrs.” Mimble's counter in the
tuckshop—both of themr in a very happy
frame of mind; which was not, alas!
destined to continue !

mme e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

o Y ostecined chums
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh
spoka with & thoughtful
wrinkle in his dusky brow.
Famous Five had had tea 1mn
about
but the Nabob of

silent, hardly con-
Hiz thoughts

LEE]
H

The |
Study No. 1, and wero chattin

oricket matches;
Bhanipur had sat
tributing & remark.
scemed to be elsewhere,
Ho spoke at last in so serious a tone
that his comrades all looked at him,
and cricket was dropped for the

moment.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's worry-
ing you, old black beant™ inguired Bob

Cherry.

The machine belongs io 2 Highcliffe man."
A jam tart stopped haliway to Bunter’s capacious mouth as he blinked at the captain of the Remove.

“I have been thinkfully reflecting, my,
psteemed DBob., A remarkable and ter-
rific coincidence has struck me.™

“Did it hurt?® inquired Bob
humeorously. ;

The nabob smiled.

“The esteemed Bunter——"

+“0h, blow Bunter!” yawned Johnny
Bull, “You don't mesn to sy that
you've been thinking about Bunter "

“Tha answer is in the esteemed
affirmative.”

“Well, what’s the trouble, old chapi”
asked Harry Wharton, looking curiously
at the nabob. He could see that the
dusky junior was in & grave and serious
nmui

“The estcemed, fatheaded Bunter is
the haq;'apy possessor of & new Moonbeam
jigger,” went on the nabob. “Is it not
a remarkable and ludicrous coincidence
that he came inte happy possession, on
the samo esteemed day that the ridieus-
lous Caterpillar lost a Moonbeam
jggeri®

There was & general jump in Study
No. 1.

The juniors stared at the nabob,

They had wondered about that bike.
They had even remarked how odd it
was that Bunter's new bike—howsoever
it liad been come by, as a birthday
present or on the hire system—waa
same expensive make as the one lost by
the Gaterpillar.

Yet it had not oceurred to them that
it was the same machine ]

But only the seggestion was needed.
Tre MaaxeT LiBRART.—No, 1,060,
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The truth rushed into their minds at
Onoe.

“De Courcy's bike!”

Wharton. l ; lled

“The Caterpillar’s jigger!” wallec
Johnny Bull, ** Why, d]IEnmlraE! FThnt
forret-eyed rotter who tried to sell it to
us must have sold it to Bunter !

"That's why he's telling lies about
it,"” szaid Nugent, “making out it's &
prosent instead of having becn picked
up for next to nothing 1"

“That's why he's st gﬁt two pounds
to pay on it ! said Bob Cherry. ™ How-
ever cheap he got it, he couldn't pay
on the natl—he never has any money !

“0f cou he didn't koow it was
etolen,” said Harry.

“Then why did he think a man was
solling & new bike for next to nothing "
growled Johnny Bull.

“Oh, rats!” zaid Bob Cherry, redden-
. "A fellow might be taken in.
o1 might have lots of reasons for
golling, ™

Johnny Bull grinned.

“Sorry, old ?lppln " he said. “I
forgot you nearly got landed with it.
Of cotrse, Bunter may have besn
spoofed, as you wvery nearly were,
You've got more sense than Bunter I

“Thanks!" said Bob ssrcastically.

“Not st all. You have, really. Not
much more, but some I

“ Look here—"

“My esteemed and ridiculous friends, "
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Ering‘h,
“if it is agreed that the esteemed bike
belongs to the respected and absurd
Caterpillar, the sodner it is returned to
him the better [*

Wharton rose to his feet.

“¥es, rather!” he exclaimed. “A
cad like Ponsonby would be capable of
making out that & Greylriars man had
I;;n ed tho jigger if 1t turned out to

at Greyfriars, If that ass De Courcy
had known the number of his machine
we could prove it on the spot, one way
or the other; but there's precious little
doult, anyhow."

“*None at all,” said Johnny Bull.
“And De Couroy knows the number
now; he will have heard from his
PEI:IF']E about it to-day. They won't be
50 jolly careless about losing & twenty-
ggxm&a. jigger as he is. Tet's go and get
the truth out of Bunter first thing.”

Bob Cherry smacked the nabob on the
shoulder,

. "“There's & lot of sense in that old
inky noddle of yours!™ he said: “We
m‘l_‘ght really have guessed this, but——*

But we didn't,” said Wharton,
laughing, “thaugh I think we shounld
have tumbled eoconer or later. The
coincidence is rather striking, as Inky
aays. Let's hunt for Bunter; we may
get the jigger back to Higheliffe to-dary,
and stop any jaw on the subject.”

Tha Famous Five hurried out of the
ntudi.

Billy Bunter wasz not to ba found in
the House. and they hurried mcross to
Mrs. Mimble's shop to look for him. If
Bunter had any money, it was safe to
look for him in the tuckshop at any
time. There ho was!

Mra. Mimble was serving him, and

ad been serving him for some time,
Mrs. Mimble was treating the Owl of
the Remove with unusual respect.

Generally he was not a valued cus-
tomor, re. Mimble had no desire
whatever to part with cakes and tarts
on the security of a postal-order which,
though long expected, had not actually
arrived. But on this occasion Bunter
was provided with cash—ample cash—
plenty of cazh! He had changed a
pound note already and shown several
mora. Bunter, in thase afluent eircum-

TaE Magrer Lisrary.—No. 1,056,

exclaimed

in

‘Harry.

stances, was s customer to be honoured,
and the good dame was honouring him

acoprdingly.
On  ancther high stool close by
William (jecrge was seated Sammy

Bunter of the Second Form, Bunter
mingr also was having a good time.
Brotherly love was not highly developed
in the Bunter tribe, but when Billy
Bunter was in great funds he rémem-
bered that he had a minor in the
Soecond. Bammy, greatly astonished, but
greatly delighted, was mopping up the
crumbs that fell from the rich man’s
table, as it weore,

Two or three other fellows had joined
Bunter. Bunter in funds was a generous
Bunter. Bkinner and SBucop were tuck-
m%rmﬂ Jom-tarts as if for'a wager.

illy Bunter blinked round at the
Famous Five as they came in. He
bestowed an_ affable nod on them and
smiled & sticky smile.

“1 say, you fellows, roll up! Have
some of these tarts! Have a ginger-
pn}J! My treat !

*Hallo, hallo, hallo!

Rolling in it,
old fat bean?” asked Bob Cherry, in
surprise,

“¥es, old chap! I've had rather e
decent remittance from a titled rele-
Iation.” explained Bunter. *You
fellows treated me rather meanly yester-
day. ¥You refused to lend me a bike.
But I'm not the man to owe a grudge.
Come end have & whaek in t%is
P hart

arton’s face grew grave. Ha
thu-ughg, he could guese thge source of
Bunter's sudden nfﬂienm, All day long
Bunter had been trying to sell a Moon.
beam bike. It looked now as if he had
sold it.

“Have you sold that bike, Bunter?"”
asked the captain of the Remove quietly.

::Dh. really, Whartop—."

Have you sold it?" demanded

“Mind your own business!” retor
Bunter independently. “Tt was my ul"i‘iE
l.u}fa, to do as I liked with, I suppose !™

No need for you fellows to butt jnto
Bunter's business that I can see!” re-
marked Skinner easually,

Wharton did not he-et{:' Skinner.

“ Answer me, Bunter [

“Bhan't I

“1f you've sold the bike, vou will have
to give the money back to the fellow

who boueht it! The bik
Higheliffe m:m jip T belongs to a

i Wllma.-at 14
jam-tart stopped Thalf-way to
ﬂuntcrhshga acious mmja_th. He blinked
rough his big spectacles at th tai
of the Remove, dumb. S e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Climax !
ILLY BUNTE
B Wharton, NTER gazed at
Skinner and Snoop exchanged

a grin.

Thers was a murmur from the oth
fellows in the school shop. K

“Listen to me, Bunter,” said Harry
gquietly. * Yesterday a Moonbeam bike
was offered fo us by a man on Court-
field Common, and we found that ha
had stolen it from a Higheliffe chap—
De Courcy. Did you buy that bike from
a man with a spotted neckerchief on
Courtfield Common 7"

“Oh, no!™ gasped Bunter, fipding his
voice. “ It was a birthday prezent from
niy Uncle Rupert——"

“You fat 1diot!" roared the captain
of the Remove.

“Oh, reslly, Wharton—"

“Can't you see the matter's serious?

That man was trying to sell a stolem
bicycle. If you bought that one, you'll
have to hand it back to the owner !

“I didn't! I never went near Court-
field Common yesterday!” answered
Bunter pmm?t!y.

“Gammon !" chuckled the Boynder,
who was disposing of gingor-beer at
Mrs. Mimble's counter. *I followed
you there to get Redwing's bike back
from you, vou fat fraud”

“Oh, I—I forgot that! I mean——"

“And I saw the man Wharton’s
speaking of, teoo,” said the Bounded,
“He was hq.ngmgi;‘ah:rub, and tried to
}:gmch Redwing's bike. Man with eyes

ike & fox and a red-spotted muffier and
three days' beard on his chin !

“That's the merchant!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

“I—1 say, you fellows, I—I wasn’t
there—I mean, the man wasn't there!
I've never met & man named Jobson in
my life 1"

*“0Oh, erumbs!” chuckled Emithg.
“Then how de you know the man’s
name was Jobson 7

“I—I don't, you know. He never told
me hiz name. It's not on the receipt
he gave me for the pound—I—I mean, I
never paid him & pound! As for
arcanging to pay him anything more
next Wednesday, that wasn't even sug-
gested. I hope you fellows can take my
word ?"

_The juniors gazed at Bunter, In the
circumstances, they were not likely to
take William George Bunter's word !
“That makes it all clear,” said Bob.

e man gave us his name as Jobson.
That's where Buntor got the bike] It's
the Caterpillar’s jigger right enough.”

“Tho rightfulness 1s terrific!”

“Oh, reslly, you fellows——"

“Where iz the bike now, Bunter ™
asked Harry.

“I've sold it to Fishy,” answered
Bunter sulkily. “ As for buying it from
a man named Jobson, I may or I may
not have. There's nd law that I know
of against buying a bike from a man
named Jobson.™ | .

“MNot if wou didn't know it was
stolen,” said the Bounder.

“As if I'd buy a stolen bike!” ex-
claimed Bunter indignantly. *I bought
it fair and square fg: cash. I paid the
man Mauly's quid—I mean, I paid him
g quid out of & remittance I'd had from
my Uncle Herbert—and promised the
other two next Wednesday.,  All fair
end square. I dorn’t believe he had
stolen the bike. He looked honest
enough—anyway, he was quite civil. If
he stole it, that's not my biznoy.
Besides, he didn’t! And, besides,”
added Bunter, as a brilliant after-
thought, “I never bought the bike of
him at all; it was a birthday presant
from my uncle, General Bunter, as P've
told vou fellows already.™

“¥You'll have to give Fishy his money
back.”

8nort from Bunter.

“Cateh me! Think that man Jobson
will give me my money back "

“1 =eermn to discern a little doubt in
that matter,” remarked the Bounder,
and there was a chuckle.

“You won't get your money back
from Jobson,” said Harry., * You ought
to have had more sense than to buy a
hike of a stranger, and you deserve to
lose it. But Fishy will want his money
back from you, when he has to give up
the bike."

“Ha can want!” jeered Bunter.

"He will F:: to Quelchy about if, and
Quelchy will make you hand 1t over,
:.ﬂ:nﬁ fa;b i&ic-tl”dr 1

unter's jaw dropped.

o (i | 5.11:.-'. you fellows Qu&lcf:'\{
wouldn’t bo such & Least!” he asped.
“Mako me hand over what I got for a

i
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“FOR THE HONOUR OF GREYFRIARS!” !

By Frank Richards.

Cive Ponsonby & Co. of
Highcliffe a chanee to

score off their old rivals
at Greyfriars and they
seize it like a hungry dog
does a bons. But Pon.
and his shady cronies are
not particular in their
methods, neither are they
particular whose good
name is dragged in the
dust, providing they
wreak their petty spite
a&gninst Harry Wharton

Yet Pon, in hiz latest
yventure doesn't have
things all his own way,
for even his own schaol-
fellows think it high time
they chipped in. Chief,
and most energetic
amongst them, strange to
say, is the Caterpillar—
the fellow whe was born
tired | The Caterpillar
wakes up with avengeance
and, mainly thﬂngks to
him, the honour of
Greyinars i3 vindicated.

A~ — e i i, et g e e i

L i

l"?ir ¥ '.-:'__ II“.
Y b
| o i,

/

]

Ay

.r-:#-

il ot il -l

e i ol i i i it i —of~ i - o

Don’t miss this treat next week, boys !
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bike my Uncle James sent me for a
Christmas present——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
B:bWham’a the bike now ! demandod

“1 don't know. Fishy went out of
gatez on it. I suppose he's gone for a
ride,” answered Bunter. “You'll see
him at lock-up, I suppose. You can
gottle it with lim. Yon can meotion to
him that I want to hear nothing mora
about it—absolutely nothing !

Harry Wharton & Co. left the tuck-
shop. Had the Moonbeam bike been
:,tiIFin the shed the matter would havo
bean simple; it could have been taken
over to Higl'miiffﬂ beforo lock-up and
restored Lo its owner, But it had been
sold ta Fisher 'I. Fish, and Fisher T.
ish had gone ouf, aj}[lmn:ut-]y, for o
ride on it. 'That ¢amplicated matters
& little.

The juniors went out of tho school
gates, and looked up and down tho
voad, in the hope of sccing Fisher T.
Tish returning from his spin.

What Fisher T. Fish would think and
say and feel, when the biko was taken
from him, f.l'xcj; did not know or care.
What he might losa on the transaction
was a matter of little moment, if any.
Indeed, every man in the Remove was
p'[qase.-q:f when  the sharp juntor from
“Noo Yark ™ netted a loss instead of a
profit on his business transactions. Fishy
did not matter a straw; but it was
important to got that biko back to its
gwner, But the Tranzatlantio junior
was nobt in sight.

The chums of the Remove went in
again., There scemed to be nothing
{urlﬁar to be done in thoe mattor till
Fisher T. Fish returned.

“ Anyhow, we can let the Caterpillar
know that his bike's found,” remarked

Bob Cherry. “If wo ring up Mobbs, his
Form master, he will tell Do Courcy.”

“Good egg!” said Wharton, “We can
do that, 61.:&!-:1:3 will let us uso his
phone if wo ask him nicely.”

The Famous Five went along Masters
E"assug'n, and four of them waited whilo

'harton tapped at My, Queleh's doorv.
His tap passed unheeded.  Within the
study o voice was audible—the voice of
Henry Samue]l Quelch, ™ in startled
tones, Mr. Quelch was apparcntly
Spmhmg on the telephone that Wharton
intended to borrow.

" Impossible! A Groyfriars boy?
There is some terrible mistake! Fish?
Yes, there is a boy in my Form named
Fish! Certainly, I am Mr. Quelch,
master of the Remove here.  Who 13
speaking? Stubbs—SBtubbs, Yes, I
know the name. I have passed your
astablishment many times. DLinpossible,
I tell you! A Greyfriars boy in posses.
sion of a stolen bicyele! It 15 a fearful
mistake!™

Wharton did not tap again.

Tho startled voice of the Romove
masier was clearly audible through tho
door. Mr. Quelch was evidently in a
stato of great agitation.

The ceptain of the Remove stood
rooted to the passage Aoor.

“What—what? Ho states that he pur-
chased it of another Greyfriars boy !
How could ho purchasze a stolen bieyele
of another Greyfriars boy? I—I am
astounded! You have detained him for
g constable to be called? Goodness
gracious mo! e has asked you to tele-
phone mo first? Wo doubt—no doubt!
There iz gome torrible mizstake! Pray
let matters remain as they are until I
como. 1 will come immediately. Bless
my soul ! i

Wharton heard the whir of a receiver
jammed on the hooks.

He scudded back along the passage to
rejoin s friends.

A momont later the study door
opened, and Mr, Quelch came out, in
a stato of great apitation. He passed
the group of juniors almost like a whizl-
wliig without even noticing them.

“What the thump—7" ejaculated
Bob Cherry, staring after hia Form
master, as Mr. Quelah disappeared
ronnd & ecorner, goiog strong.

“The fat's 1n the fire now!"” sald
Harry in dismay. “They've phoned
(uclehy from Stubbs’. That born idiot
Fishy has been trying to sell the bike
theve I”

“Oh, my hat[”

“They've got its description, of coutse,
{from the police: and that crass ass Do
Courey has handed out the number of
itha machino by this time., They know
it's the stolen Higheliffo  bike, and
Fishy's being detained for a bobby to
bo called in.”

“Great Christopher Columbus!®

“Ho's asked to phono Quelchy. That's
whore Quelchy’s gono.  Oh, my hatl
What's going to happen now 1™

“Three months’ hard would be good
for Fishy!” remarked Johnny Bull.

“* Irathead ! A Groyfriara man
detained for the police! What a
frightful disgrace for the school if it
gols out ™ .

“What a morsel for Ponsonby and his
gang 1" said Bob. “If they get hold of
it. we shall never hear the ond of it.”

“We'll scalp Fishy I

“ And Bunter!” :

From a window the Famous Five had
a view of Henry Samuel Quelch soud-
ding—actually scudding—down to tho
gates in cost and hat. Mr. Quelch was
losing no time in getting down to Court-
ficld. As a ruh_i.'-{r. walch navigated
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the surface of the earth in a calm, lolty,
snd serens manner, locking as if he
would ma:al?' raise his eyebrows if the
skios fell. That calm majesty was con-
gpicucus by its absence now. He was
fairly scudding; his long legs almost
twii:iled as he departed with speed.
Fellows in the quad stared after him
and blinked. :

Harry Wharton & Co.—quite forget-
ting their intention of phoning High-
cliffe—went out of the House silent and
disrmayed. ‘The turn the affair had
taken was dismeying enough. o
doubt Mr. Quelch wounld be able to
explain matters at Mr. Stubbs’ shop, and
bring off Fisher T. Fish unarrested. No
doubit he would thrash Fisher T. Fish
soverely, which was so much to the

. " But the whole affsir was _dis-
maying snd disconcerting. What Pon-
gonby & Co. of Higheliffic would make
out of it, if it came to their ears, the
chums of the Remove knew only too
wall, i

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter,
sticky and shiny and happy, rolled up
to the Famous Ei\"ﬂ in the quudrﬂnf::la.
“1 say, what's Quel-::h:.r.rushad off like
that for? Is he potty?’ . o

“He's ne to bail out Fishy !
a%\ﬁ]r?:’i E’)huh;m grimly.

«And when he comes back he will
want you!”

“.Glt IH . "

* Look gut for sc#ualls, vou fat idiot!

“I—1 sav, you fellows, I don't know
anything about that bike!” exclaimed
Bunter in slarm.  “You fellows can
bear me out in that. I'm prepared to
swaar that I've nover seen it—"

“ Nover seen it 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Or heard of it,” ssid -Bunier. “ You
fellows back up, you know. Swear that
T was with you all yesterday afternoon,
and that we went up the river in & boat,
vou know, and none of us ever ocven
saw & bike—what?"

Billy Bunter hhnlmd hopefully at the
Famous Five. .

They did not answer him in words.

As if moved by the same spring, fve
jumiors collared William George Bunter
at the same moment.

Bump ! _

And the Co. walked on and left him
o roar.

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Thrashings for Three !

UITE &an army of follows
gathered to see Fisher T. Fish
cormne in with Mr. Quelch,

MNews had spread like wildfire
of the present parlous state of Fisher T.
Fish'a Enancia speculations in bikes.
Most of the fellows were grinning.
Certainly, it was unpleasant enou
for a Greyiriars man to be detained in
s shop on suspicion of having
“pinched ” = bike, and having
attempted nefariously to dispose of the
sama. B8till, the matter had its comio
nspect. 'That Billy Bunter had been ass
enpugh to part with good money in
exchange for a stolen bicyole was not
surprising—Bunter was well known to
be msa encugh
Fishy—the business man of the Remove,
the keen and cute galoot from “Noo
Yark "—should have landed himself

with- it, was regarded by the Remove

as {unuy.
Moreover, Bunter had haf!gad the
bike for three pounds—one in hand and

had parted
for & bike

profit,

two in the bush—and Fiuh‘j'i
with five whole, real gui
that broyght him, in. the way of
ﬁu'thlii:;]i -'t}ubt: Bl nh:;J#[nE;?iln ‘stolen
' It was, 10 use ¥ishy 8 ANFUARE,
Pax MaGrET Lisraxt.—No. 1;

for anything. But that

tha “goopds " on Fishy! And Remove
fellows, who were more than fed up
with his Uncle Bhylock methods at (zrey-
friars, were hugely entertained to see
the “goods " on Fishy,

Fishy was eringing when he came into
the House—almost crawling. Plainly,
Le had been through a hectic time.

Mr. Quelch stalked ahead, with fire in
his eye and thunder in his brow, Fish
crawled behind, utterly dispirited, an
looking as if he guessed that life was
scarcely worth living in a pesky island
where real oute business men from
“Noo Yark " got landed like this.

Grinning faces regarded Fizhy on all
sides.

““Not taken to quod, Fishy?" asked
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“The quodiulness would be the proper
E!;DHJI; [ chuckled Hurree Jamset Ham
ingh.

Fisher T. Fizh-dropped behind Mr.
Quelch, who stalked on with Jevelikeo
majesty and wrath.

“Where's that fat clam, Bunter?”
hissed Fishy. “I'm going to scalp him !

I'm going to strew him eround in small

1eces ! uess I'm going to chop him
inte leetle fragments! What's he done
with my money 7"

“Blowad it in the tuckshop!”
chuckled Squiff.

Fisher T. Fish gave a deep, deep
groan.

Anyone who had handed money to
Fishy might have experienced difficulty
in geiting it back again. DBut at least
ke would have known that it was still
there. But in Bunter's pockel money
burned a hole, All the way back from
E?urtﬁeld Fishy had been wondering,
with "anguish, how much was left of the
fiver he had handed Bunter in exchange
for & twenty-guinea bike—which was
now to be restored to its owner! He
could guess, caloulate, and reckon that
Bunter had lost no time in expending
cash at the tuckshop. How much had
Bunter expended, was the burning ques-
tion—a torturing guestion fo Fisher
Tarleton Fish.

Mr. Quelch looked round.

¥ Bish 1™

“Ow!l Yep!” groaned Fishy.

“(GZo into the Forme-room.
see that thoe Remove are all
Form-room 1 ten minutes.
the .whole Form to witness a . punish-
ment that is about to take place.”

“0Oh! Yes, =zir,” answered the cap-
tein of the Remove. ]

All the Remove, with two oxceptions,
were keen to' go into the Form-room.
They wanted to gee that punishment ad-
ministored. anybody sympathised
with Bunter, as doubtless me did,
nobody sympathised with Fishy, A
fellow whe had such a keen eye for bar-
gaing as Fisher T, Fish deserved all he
got, and a little more, in the opinion
of tha Lower Fourth Form of Groy-
friara.

Fisher T. Fish erawled into the Form-
vaom, followed by & grinning mob.
Billy. Buntar rolled in ‘reluctantly, with
Feter Todd helping him. Bunier had
an idea of hiding in the box-recom until
the -affsir blew over. Peter persuaded
him to walk to the Form-room—with
knuckles grinding into the back of his
fat’ neck. Persuasion of that sort was
not to be resisted. Bunter came.

Mr. Quelch swept in and found an
attentive Form, gathered in their places
to the last man.

harton,
in the
I desire

“Fish!" Mr. Quelch’s voice was not
loud, but deop. *“DBunter! Stand
forth !

On & less saricus occasion the Remove
master would have bidden the delin-
guents “step out.” When he ordered

them fo "stand forth ™ maiters weare
evidently grave.

Bunter and Fishy stood forth. They
were not ecncouraged by the sight of
s stout cane tucked under Mr. Quelch’s
arm.

“Fish! You have stated that
bought the machine, which you su
quently attempted to dispose of to Mr.
Stubbs, from Bunteri”

“Yep!™ groaned Fisher T. Fish,
“Five pounds, sir, spot cash.”

“Mr. Stubbs has told me that the
bicycle was a new machine, costing oyer
twenty guineas; You must have talen
unscrupulous advantage of Bunter's
ignorance in obtaining it from him for
50 small 8 sum," said Mr. Quelch. "I
have noted before that-you are an un-
secrupulous boy, Fish. You have
atternpted to make B profit by dealings
with your Form-fellows. You bave had a
narrow escape of being arrested on sus-
picion of stealing a bicyele. Fortun-
ately, I have been able to srrange the
matter, and the bicyele will now be
h&ndeci to its rightful owner, on being
identified by him." Mr. Quelch paused.
“I shall .eane you severely, Fish: Now,
Bunter !

llﬂwlil

“I require to know how you obtained
the bicycle you sold to Fish. It was a
stolen machine, Did you steal it?"

“Yow-ow-ow ! Oh, crikey!”

“Answer me, Bunter!"”

“It—it was & present, sir!"™ gasped
Bunter,

"“What " .

A Christmas—I mean a birthday
present, sir, from my Uncle Jobhson—I
mean General Uncle—that is——"

Bunter was growing confused,

“Tell ma the truth, Bunter! If yon
cannot explain satisfactorily you wiIl?h-a
expelled from Greviriars for theft.”

‘Y¥aroooh! I—1 bought it, sir. I
thought it belonged to the man., I—I—I

el ]

gave three Pmm‘d_s for it, sir,” groaned
Id':'runtﬂr:;. “I've still got two to pay. Oh,
ear !

“Tell me all the circumstances.”

Bunter mumbled ont the circomstances,
Mr. Quelch’s brow cleared a little. He
really seemed to have entertained a sus-

icion that Bunter had been the original

ike thief.

“Yery well! You have acted
stupidly, Bunter. You should not have
bought a bieycle from a stranger. You
are & crasaly stupid boy. aturn to
Fish at once the moncy he paid you for
the machine.”

Fishér T. Fish brightencd up. He
was booked for a licking, but a licking
was a trifle light as air in comparison
with tho Ioss of hard cash.

e | some of it

—I've spont sir 1"
mumbled Bunter.

“Placa on this esk what remains.”

“0h, dear!"” 3

Three pounds filteen shillings were
forthcoming. i

“Take up that money, Fish.”

Fisher T. Fish pounced upon it like
a vulture u carrion.

“There's mther twenty-five shillings
to come, sir,’” he gasped.

*You will lose that, Fish."

" Zroooch IV

“Bunter, I positively forbid you to
hand Fish any further repayment. The
loss of that sum, Fish, will he a lesson
to you—a lesson needed by 8 greedy, un-
ecrupulous boy."”

Fisher T. Fish groaned. In the whole
history of the United Btates there had
happened no ualamuf to oqual this,
Ffinlm_r '.E‘ Fish groancd aloud in anguish
Ol BEpPITLt.

“Now 4" said Mr. Quelch, s’lipiinp:
the cane down into his hand. *Both of
you will bend over a desk.”™

What followed was painful
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Fed up with Fisher T, Fish’s ** Uncle Shylock ** methods at Greylriars Harry Wharton & Co. were hugely entertained when
the Transatlantic junior came into the House cringing and crawling behind Mr, Quelch as though he had been through a

PBunter had three whacks—which Mr.,
GQuelech considered enough for him, and
Bunter considered too much—much too
much. Fisher . Fish had six, wall laid
on, Fishy fairly wriggled under them,
and while they lasted almost forgot the
lozs of hiz twenty-five shillings,

Mr. Quelch dismijssed the Remove and
whisked away. lns cane under his arm,
frowning portentously., Billy Bunter
rolled oot with the rest of the juniors.
But Fishy did not follow. Fishy leancd
Over a g{ssk, %manmgu He was not
groaning over the licking, though it had
Been & hofty one. He was groaning over
the twenty-five shillings—gone from his
gaze like twenty-five beautiful dreams.
The neoxt time Fizshy made up his
accounts thero was & sum of twoenty-fivo
shillings Lo go down on the debit side.
If that was not sufficient cause for a
gatoot to groan, no galoot ever had
canie to groan.

Fisher T. Figh groancd and groaned
again; and, like Rachel of ancient
times, mourned for that which was lost,
and found no comfort.

On the following 'i"r'ﬂ{]nnsdn(.gr afternoon
six jumiors walked out of Greyiriars—
the Famous Five and Billy Bunter. At
the same time, two juniors walked out
of Highelife—Courtonay and  tho
Caterpillar,

They foregathered on the common,
and Billy Bunter fared on slone to the
clump of hawthorns, where he had an
appoiniment with Honest (George.

Honest George was there.

heotie fime. (See Chapier 13.)

“*Arternocn, sirl” said Mr., Jobson.
“GFot the two quid, I 'ape?"

Bunter did not answer.

There was no need for him to answer.
He had drawn the game, and the
hunters were at hand.

From all sidos Greyfriars and High-
¢liffe juniors eonverged upon the spot at
a rapid run, once Honest George was in
mil}t. and they were sure of him.

r. Jobson stared round.

A very ugly expression came over his
face. H); made o stride towards Buntor.

“I say, you fellows!” yelled Bunter.
“Hﬂl [

Without waiting for help DBilly Bunter
spun round and bolted. He did not look
hack once to see what was happening to
ITonest George.

Hoe went unheeded by the other
fellows. They were done with Bunter,
now that he had drawn the game from
1ta covert.

Sevon fellows closed in on  Me
Jobson, ) )
“"Look ‘ere! What's this game?

demanded Mr. Jobson surlily.

“ Good-afternoon, my honest friend!”
said the Caterpillar gracefully. “Bo
leased to meet you again!™

“The pleasure is terrific, my estoemed
scoundrel!” grinned the nabob of
Bhanipur.

“¥You'll be no end pleased to hear that
I have my bike back, dear man!™ said

the Caterpillar. “I'm sure you'ro
pleased!  Your looks de you an in-
i}uahﬁe. Goorge. Whe's got the fives
at ¥

“ Here it is!" said Bob Cherry cagerly,

Ho appearcd from the hawthorn  “Would you do me the kindness of
clump, and Billy Bunter stopped. In bendin® over in a suitabls attitude,
view of what was about to happen to George ™ asked the Caterpillar politely.

AMr. Jobason, Bunter did not want to got
too near that honest gentleman.

“ Look }ET-Q—“

“Cat it short!™ said Courtenay.

“"You're going to be thrashed for steal-
ing a bicyole, you rascal; and if yon
raise any objection, :E'c:u'll be walked off
to the police station |

Honest George regretted that he had
turned uﬁ to claim the further two

ounds. Dut it was too late for regrets.
¢ eyed the juniors savagely, and made

& sudden rush to break through the ring
and escape. The next moment he was
grasﬁe:i by many pairs of hands, rolled
on_the ground, and ﬁ:lacd in & favour-
able attityde for a OERing.

‘Bob Cherry wielded the fived bat with
VIEQUT:

he yells of Honest George awoko
almost all the echoes of Courtfield
Common.

He wriggled and yelled and roared;
but in vain did he wriggle and yell an
roar,

Mot till Bob's powerful arm was tired
did the fives bat cecase from troubling
and let the wicked be at rest.

“That's a tip, George,” sald tho
Caterpillar. ™Take the tip, and don't

inch any more bikes! It's a bad habit.
eorge, and you ean’t break off a bad

habit too early. Take Lhe Lp, George,
and don't do it any morel”

Mr. Jobson's only I"E'Pif* was a dismal
roan. The juniors walked away and
eft him to it. And that painful incident

—painful to Honest George—closed the
strange, eventful history of Bunter's
Bikel

THE EXND.

(¥ow look out for next week's rollick-
tng fine story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
entitled: "FOR THE HONOUR OF
GREYFRIARS!” I's a treat no
Magnetite can afford to miss,)

Tre Maaxer Lisgary,—MNo. 1,054



A BIFFERENT * TINY "}

of gratitude from him deapite Tthe fact thaot they have rendered himm geoman service.

the Man of Iron, in a hwrst of gratitude, becomes the Man of Straw !

WALTER
EDWARDS.

EHEnowving Tinyg Scannan as ey da none of the Storrgdene boye is prepared for any show

Yel, amazing as it scems,

A rousing story dealing with the
adventures and misadventures of the
Storrydene Villa F.C., introducing
“1liny " Scannan, who turns the scale
at eighteen stone, and packs a punch

A Puzzier for Seannpan !
T[IE Man of Iron remained silent

his close-sot
from one

for somo seconds,
little eyes movin
fellow to another. Then
“What's up with you?” he demanded,
laring down at Fred Noyle, the inside-
feft, '.'Wln_f,r have you got your arm
in & slingt" '

“To keop the dost out of my eyes!”
answered Noyle, without the vestige of
& smile.

“"Ha, ha, hal"

“1 fell down and sprained my wrist
rather badly,” explained Noyle hastily,
for Le did not like the ugly light that
leapt into Beannan’s eyes. “I shall be
as tight ns rain in a day or so!”

“And what about you?" demanded
the Man of Iron, turning to Coyne.
“What the dickens are vou hobbling
about for ¥

“T got o kick on the knco—"

“Ugh!” grunted Secannan, in disgust.
“You're likn a bunch of simpering
schoolgirls!| What's up with your face,
Sceptre 7™

“I had a bit of a scrap——"

“Tooks as though vou did!™ sneered
ilie Man of Iron, “It's o pity some of
vou don't know how to lock after vour-
selves!” He swung round upon Grace,
whoso head was swathed in a ba.m]a%;::,
*‘ Woodpecker becn at your head?” he
inquired, with an ugly grin.

*No," answered the full back, in his
quiet way; “‘Just an’ accident, you
Lnow!"

Tae Magxer Lipeary.—No. 1,066

KJ that a world-beater would envy!

The Man of Iron gazed round at the
footballers, a cunning smile curling his
thick lips.

“All I can s=avy,” he
meaningly, “‘is that it's mighty strange
that you s’i'n:auid all turn up with some-
thing the matter with you! What's the
big idea?” he asked. “ Do you think
you're. going to be excused duty, you
chicken-hearted lot of malingerers?
Chinks and niggers try to get away with
that sort of stuff, but it never comes off
with Tiny Scannan! Not on your lifel
You poor invalids will charjg-.‘:r into your
playing rig at once, and if you aren’t
on the field inside five minutes there's
going to be troubla!™ His grin
vanished as he glared at the tight-
lipped players. * Anyone got anything
to say to that?"

No one felt inclined to rise to the
bait, so Bcannan, disappointed, gripped
little Battle by the shoulder. i

“You ain't got a lot to say this

merning,” he growled, shaking the
diminutive winger and lifting him
bodily from the Hoor. “I—"

“"Put me down, please,"” broko in

Battle, his white face twitching with

agony.

“I'll put you down all right”
grinned nnen, “*but not until it
suits me! As I was saying——"

“Please!” begged the little winger, in
an appealing whisper.
hen his eyes closed, and he became
a dead weight, and on being released
he pitched to the floorboards in a
huddled heap,
“What's up with the snivelling little
worm?"” pgrowled the Man Iron,

remarked |

“Heo's shamming, of course, like the resk
of you, and if he thinks he ¢an bluff
me——"""

“Go for the doctor, some one!”
ordered Terry Carson, who was on bis
knees beside Battle.

Hefty Hebble made for the door st
OIca.

“Come hack!"™ shouted the Man of
Iron fercely. “You will take your
orders from me, not from——"

“Go and chow vour chin!"™ snapped
Hefty, breaking into a trot as he turned
into the corridor.

Little Battle was still unconscious
when Hefty returned with  Bruce
McKinnon, the club doctor.

“Was he crocked in Baturday’s game
against Bosworth?” asked the latter,
making a swift examination.

“ourse he wasn't!” growled the
Man of Iron, & speer in lis throaty
voice, - ““This bunch don't play hard
enough to take risks, doc!®

Bruce McEinnon locked uwp and fixed
the big fellow with a cold, inimical ere.
“Man," he said, “if there's one thin

I object to it's being called * Doe,
especially by people I dislike! I'm Dr,
McKinnon to you, Seannan!”  The

snub took the wind out of Tiny's sails,
and he was still speechless when
McKinnon ran on: “"H'm! Hah! So
that’s it! The poor, brave, silly young
idiot 1"

“What is it, doctor?" asked Terry
Carson snxiously.

“Battle,” answered Bruce McKinnon,
“has been walking about with a coupls
ol splintered ribs! P'shew! It makes
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me go hot and cold when I think of if,

for ho must have suffered untold
agony " ]
“You sey he's got fwo splintered
ribs ! growled the Man of Iron. * Aro
you sure?”
“0f course I'm  sure!”  snapped

MeKinnon, testily.

“But how did ho splinter "em?” de-
manded Scannan. “He was all right
at the end of the match, I know; so
how—-"" Ho shook hiz bullet head in
bewilderment. © It's a regular puzzler !
ha declared. Then, leoking round ak
the grave-faced players: “Do you lob
know anvthing about it ¥ he asked, his
gaze coming to rost npon Hefty Hebble,

Hefty ﬁhrugle his broad shoulders.

“ What should we know about it¥"” he
asked evasively.

The Awakening !

INY SCANNAN was siill in a

I bad temper when he lefé ihe

Bedwell Park ground later in

the morning, and the fact that
he camo face to face with Unele George
autside the players' gate merely added
to hiz illhumour. He would have
zcowled and passed on, but the red-faced
old fellow gripped him affectionutely by
the arm. ;

“ Ah, Scannan, my boy ! eried Unele
George heartily. T was just coming
along to see how the boys are shaping
for the last game of the season!”

The Man of Iron emitted a grunt.

“Thon all I can say is that you must
he hard up for a job!"™ he growled.
"'Tha;; call themselves footballers, yef
there's not a man-sizod man amongst
the whole lot of "em ! I'm used to deal-
ing with he-men, not a bunch of whlmng
ninnicz who are afraid to take a har
knock or two!l”

“Mecaning, mo boy " gueried Uncle
Goorge, his blue eyes twinkling.

“Moaning,” snorted the Man of Iron,
“that they're p lot of snivelling
walingerers, who ask to go on the sick-
list if they get a pain in their little
toa! 'Take this morning, for instance.
Most of em turned up with wmethmg
the matter with "em, and they seeme

uite upset when I made 'em turn out
or & bit of ball practice! Did you
nver hear anything like it?" he asked,
nunder the impression thai ha had found
o8 mFuthntic: listener.

Jm o Geor looked cxtremely
thoughtiul as ﬁg siroked his middle
chin.

Y Got something the matier with "em,
had they " he asked.

“Qo they said, but—"

“Has l:i':l'tj" got o broken ear and o
swelling under his jaw " asked Uncle
(3eorge, his shroewd old eyes fixed upon
his companion’s battered countenance.

“Yes, I think he has, now you coman
to mention it,” returned the Man of
Iron, a ﬁmz:zlad light in his close-sot
eyes.  ““Boat—-"

“And what abont Craye?® pressed
Uncle George.  “Has he got his
shoulder strapped ap?”

“He did say somelhing about il,"™
nodded Scannan, looking more puzzled
than ever.

“And Coyne?” queried the old man.

“Heo's hobbling about with a stick,
though I don’t snppose there's anything

really wrong with him!" Tiny Secan-
nan's  eves narrowed in suspicious
fashion as he looked down at Unels
George. “But what's Llhe 1dea?™ he
asked.

“I'm coming 1o that, me lad!”
beamed the old fellow., “Did yon
notica that Grace had his  head

handaged up, and that Beeplre's faco
was cut and bruised 7
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“Bure!" nodded the Man of Iron.
“And Battle. tho nhcaki iittle rat, has

ot what he's been asking for for a
ong time—a couple of splintered ribs!
Guess they'll keep him quiet for & week
or sol" p

“¥You don't know how the little chap
got those injuries, I suppose?” asked
Unele George, his tone almost gentle.

“No, I don’t!” answerad Scannan.
“What's more, I don’t care! 1 sup-
pose he was playing the fool ¥

“¥es, 1 suppose ho was!" agreed
Unele George. “In fact, I'm sure he
was, Scannan! And young Terry
Carson was foolish as well 1™

“ What's Carson got to do with it,
anyway " demanded Scannan, with a
frown.

“Nothing much, me boy,” answered
Uncle George, * except that he and
little Battle stood over your body and
saved you from being Jynched.by the
Smith Btreet gang! %t. was foolish of
them, for you're not worih—="

“Bay,” broke in Tiny Secannan
fiorcely, *what are you driving at?
Are you talking about Baturday even-
Ing, when the gang s6t about me1”

‘I am, me hoy!" answered Unclo
George. “And I'm going to tell you
that Hefty, Terry, Battle, and the rest
of the lads turned up just as you went
down for the count !

“But what were they doing in Little
Smith Streot?"

“ Looking after you, mo boy 1™

The Man of Iron pursed his lips and
stared fixedly into space for some
seconds.  Then:

“D'you mean that they followed mao
from the ground after I'd chewed 'em
up and told 'em that I-could look after
myself? Lot me finish.!” he said, lift-
ing a protesting hand a3 Unecle George
was about to say something. * So they
came along and rescued me, did they,
and got a bashing for their trouble?”
He gave a bitter laugh. “Why the
should trouble to save me—me, mar
you—is & mystery, and I tell you
straight that I ean’t understand it! It
fair "._g‘ets ma guessing, an' that's a

“I've no doubt that it does, me hoy,”
sald Uncle Georgo breezily. *“I won't
say that the boys have got any brotherly
love for you, but their sense of sports-
manship and fair play wouldn't allow
them to sit tight and do nothing, well
knowing that there was every chance
of the Smith Street gang stringing voun
up to the nearcst lamp-post! Your
trouble, Scannan, is that you've heen
dealing with natives all your life, so
you can't appreciate deecont white folk
when vou meet '"em! I've no doubt that
vou ean searc ithe liver out of Chinks
and niggers and heathen of that sort,”
continucd the old man scathingly, “ L

SIS NEEFEEEFEREANNINEANSNGNAGASAEEEEAERRAREE R EE N

INTRODUCTION.

A fter n sequence of wing the boye of Storrydenn
Vitle F.C. strike a bad palch and lose nine
niaiches vight off the reel.  Migsatizfied awith the
glate of affwirs S Aulvey Ailen, a purse-proud
feronet, and chairman of the club, engages
“Hiny " Scantan fo step the rof which hoes el
i, Ting "—a giant of @ mah—proves begond
doudf, that he's a buliying tyrent of the worat
fype. Muddened by Seannan's conduct, the
rougher element of the Villa's supporiers bake
snflers inlo their own hands ipith the resuil thet
Seannan & wayleid on iz way home aud
Freocked  tncomscions,  Seannants life i in
Jeoprdy tohen the bops of Storrydene, nf great
rink do themselves, rush in and pul the rufians
to rout,  Litfle Enowing who hie rescuers were,
asrd bent on ' laking i out ” of the Ville players,
“Ahuy " borges inle the dresging-room  fhe
Jolloteing Mond maorning ond desands o
ko gfyy fiis ere to furn wp for proclive af
nine o'eloek kare not been obeped,

Bt you dide’t give orders” growle Hefly
Iebble, = w0 woe lurned 5 aa waeal [ "

(Now read on.)

everr you—big and ugly as you aro—
couldn't put the breeze up Terry Carson
and little Battla!

“¥ou see, your bluster and bullying
leaves 'em stone cold, kids though they
are! You've tried to rule the boys with
g rod of iron, and if ever a fellow asked
for mutiny you have; yet no sooner
are yow in danger than young Terry
rouses the others to action and leads
'om against the toughest racecourse
thugs in the country! And they run
the risk of injury—or worse—to save
yvour skin, Mister Man of Irop !

A mantle of warm ecolour overspread
Tiny Scannan's broad face; a new ox-
pression dawned in his close-:et little
CYes,

“I didn't understand,” he muttered,
shaking his closc-cropped head—*1
didn't understand!"” Again he gavo
ihat bitter laugh, *“They did this for
me—me—and I said there wasn't o man-
£1z¢ man amongst the lot of em ! Say,”
he exclaimed earndstly, looking straight
into the old man's blue eyes, “I gnoey
I ou ht’ to be kicked round the town!"
. Youve said it!" agreed Unclo
George. “Hi! Where are you going,
Scannan?” he shoufed, as the big
fellow turned abruptly snd dizappeared
through the players' gate,

But the Man of Iron made no reply.

The Man of Straw !

ERRY CARS0N and the othor
fellows were on tho point of

leaving when Tiny Secannan

. bhurst into the dressing-room,
and instinctively tho foothallers Lecamg
tight-lipped and hard-eved--on {he
defensive,

“I want to have a word with
fellers,” said the Man of Iren, a new
note in his throaty voice, “and 1
promise not to keep vou for long I

The players exchanged questioning
glances, for this was & very different
Scannan from the bully who had so
recently swaggered out of the room
with a threat upon hiz lips.

“Go ehead!™ urged Hefty Ilchble,
with a significant glance at the clock.
His damaged car was throbbing pain-
fully, and the sight of Scannan alwaves
put him in a bad temper. “Mako it
snappy ™

“In the first place,” said the big
fellow, "1 want to toll you that I know
all about what happenod on Saturda
night, and if there’s anyone here whao'
like to punch my head, they'ro welcome
io do so! And there'll be no kick
coming from me !

He looked round at the starile
Hlayers, but no one took advantage
s invitation,

“In the second place,” he ran on, 1
think you ought to know that I'm quit
ting—clearing out! Reckon thnt.*ﬁ bo
the only decent thing I'vo done since
I joined the Villa '™

Hefty and the other players gazed at
him in a kind of Wi{ﬁ-!‘!?‘ﬂd stupefac-
tion, for it scemed incredible that this

FOu

self-effacing erson  could be 8ir
Aubrey Ailen's Man of Iren. Tiny
Seannan's manner and  voice  had

changed complotely, and the general
metamorphosis was alinost staggering,
“The fcllow's almozt huaman!™

thought Terry Carson, in amazemont.

"T'Il bet there's a eatch in it somo
where 1
“Refore I go any furthar,” continued

Scannan, still in that quiet tone, 1
want to thank you for saving me from
a real rough ﬁmum on Saturday! I
lwear that the Smith Sireet gang wanted
lo string mo up, but I'm hanged if I
nnderstand why vou went out of your
Tue Macxer Liszagy.—No. 1,056,
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way to stop 'em ! 'Cause T guess I ajn’t  “ Look here. Scannan,” hlustered Bir  Bir Aubrey nodded and went straight
one o' the things that really matter in Aubrey, jamming his menocle into to the point,
your life, being o big-fisted, bullying E»n-sil,iun, “how many more times must “Can you fight, Tiny?” he asked.
stiff who onght to have been beaten up I tell you that you've got to treat me  “1I once killed a man,”

long ago! That's me, boys—a big-fisted,
bullying stiff! Dut I didn't know 1t
until about ten minutes ago !"” he added,
with a crooked grin.

Hefty and two or three of the others
began to look uncomfortable and em-
barrassed, for the Man of Iron in peni-
tent mood took them completely by
surprise. Desides, deep down in their
hearts they found it difficult to believe
that Tiny Scannan was in carnest. Ik
was an unkind thought, perhaps, an
uncharitable suspicion, yet they had
ample veason for being a trifle dublous
about the big fellow's meek and mild
mapnner. The change from roaring lion
to bleating lamb zcemed to be alto-

ether too sudden.

" “That's all right, old man " growled
Hefty, not knowing what else to say.
Y PForget it 1"

“Buat' T can't forget it," said Seannan.
“Why shounld you fellers tackle a cut-
throat gang— ]

“PBedause you're our skipper, ol
course ! put in Terry, as though that
explained everything. “Wo always
stick together!™ i

The Man of Iron shook his bullet
head 1 almost comieal bewilderment.

“And another thing that gets ne
stone cold is the fact that you didn't
mention the matter this morning ! he
said, hot blood Hooding his cheeks.
“zee, wouldn't 1 have crowed if I'd
been in wour ghops! IE scems. to me,
bays, that I'm a poor bonehead who's
got a lot to learn, and I guess the best
thing 1 can 46 is to go-back East and
hoss niggers! Rockon that's all I'm fit
fcr:;, sornehow I

“Rot!" growled IHelty Tbble, "It
just happons that you and the boys
didn’t “zen eye to eyel Look here,
Scannan,” he soid, stepping across to
the Man of Iron, *let’s shake hands and
fnflget the past!”

iny Scannan stared down at the
proffered hand in wide-eyed surprise.

-do vou mean that, Hebble?” he
asked, his voice low and husky.

“You bet I do, skipper! Pub
thare !

Quick to follow Hefty's lead, Terry
Carson siepped forward and ripi;ed
Scannan by the hand, and the big
fellow's eyes became wistful and moist
as he gazed down into the boyish face.

“Guess you're a pukka salib, voung-
sler,” he said, emotion in his deep
voice, "and if ever I can do anything
for you you've enly pot to say the
word "

“How truly touching !” declared a
sneering voige.. “ It looks as though the
Man of Iron has become the Man of
Btraw ! I'beg of you not to burst into
tears, my dgar Heannan !

Atanding in the doorway, a mocking
smile upon his flabby countenance, was
Sir Aubrey Ailen,

]

A

it

e —

The Proposiiion !

N ugly, reptilian glitter Bashed
into "I'mi.:. Scannan's close-set
eyes as he swung round and

frarud across  at the over-
dressed little man with the waxed
moustache, end once more he looked
like the threatening Man of Iron that
they koew sa well,

“What's bitibg you, Ailen?” snarled
the big fellow, taking fwo giant strides
across. the foorboards and towering
over the well-fed foothall magnate.

with respect? I'm your employer, and,
as your employer, 1 instsk upon getting
what is due to me !"

Seannan nodded shortly, and placed
his bands upon his hips. '

“Bure, you're my employer at the
moment,” he said, * but perhaps 1 aught
to mention that 1'm cleariog out before
sundown !

“Y-youre what!” gasped Ailen, in

alarm. “ ¥-you can't possibly do that,
my dear fellow, and at such short
notice——""

"There's nothing 1 can't do when I
put my mind to it!” grinned the Man
of Iron. “IL's up to me to leave Btorry-
dene by the evening train! TIt's the
pnly decent thing I can do!™

* Nonsense—utier nonsense ! snapped
‘Bic Aubrey, emitting explosive noises as
he inflated his fabby cheeks. “ You've
got the clib to think of, Scannan!™

“1 know I have,” nodded the Man of
iron; "that's why I'm going !”’

“Yow're mad—raving mad!" ecried
Ailen,

“Wrong again!”  grinned Tiny
Scannan. “As & matter of fact, I've
only just become sane 1”

_Bir Aubrey shook his sleek head in
bewilderment as he searched the hig
fellow's face for signs of insanity,

“I'm hanged if T know what's coma
over you, my dear fellow,” he con-
fessed, “but I tell you quite frankly
that you won't be allowed to leave
Storrydene tomnight! I've got some-
thing of the greatest importance to say
to yow,” he ran on hastily, as he saw
the ugly glitter creep into Beannan’s
eyes, “so I shall be much obliged if
you will follow me inte my private
raom [ :

Favouring the silent plavers with his
usual pompous stare, Sir Aubrey swung
round upon his heel and strutted out of
the dressing-room; and Scannan, with
a wink at the players, thrust his hands
into his pockets and followed in the
great man's wake.

“Look here, Tiny,” said Ailen, as
they neared his office, *what's all this
rot about your clearing out?”

“Aw, 1 don't see that it matters,”
fencod Scannan. “We've practically
finished the season, ain't we?®

“I know all about that,” snapped Sir
Aubrey, opening the door and passing
inte his comfortably-furnished office,
“"but.there's no reason why you should
leave Btorrydene, is there?”

“I amin't so fure about that, Ailen.™
said the Man of Iron thoughtfully.

Anyway, I tell you that T'm clean
throu I}I g0 far as the Villa's con-
Col e,

Sir Aubrey lifted an interrogative eye-
brow.,

“¥ou have your reason, I suppose?®”

he asked.

“Bure!” nodded the Man of Iron.
“Reason that you wouldn't under-
stand.”

“1 don’t understand your attitude ab
all, my dear fellow,” said Ailen, “but
I don't know Lhat that matters in the
loast, The point is, are you ready to
-Iisf.an to a money-making proposition
that T want to put to yvou?"

Tiny Scannan studied the unhealthy-
looking face for somé scconds, Thon:

“Bure!” he said, perching himself m

wpon the edge of the great man's desk,
-~ But look here, Ailen,” he added warn-
ingly, “you're dealing with the Man of
Iron this journer, not the Man of
Straw 1"

illieit diamond

thrust out his jaw,

. The dark eycs of the football maguoate

lit up as he jammed his gold-rimmed
moneele into ]‘J-miti'nn.

“You don't say
fellow——" he began,

And the words brought a grunt from
the big-limbed giant on the other side
of the desk,

“What d’vou mean?” demanded the
Man of Iren. “Don’t 1 talk plain, or
den't you believe me? I :1-.':1.i':i:I I onee
killed o man."

* With 2 revelver, or——"

“No,"” grunted Tiny 2cannan, “with

&0, my dear

. And he held a mighty fist within an
inch of Sir Aubrev's flat nose,

“Dear me!” eaid the baronet. * How
very interesting ! And the other man--
the man you killed——"

"He didn't fnd it most interesting,
old man,” grunted Scannan, a mirthless
grin Bitting across his strange collection
of features.

“8o you killed a man®" said the
baronet. The words were a statement
rather than a question. * How did it
Irappen, my dear fellow®”

Tiny Bcannan did not answer at once,
and for twenty scconds he studied the
flgshy, face of the man seated on the
opposite side of the desk. And he was
satisfied with what he saw, apparently,
for o slow grin twisted his lips, ]

"1 reckon it's safe enough to tell
you,” he said, his words coming hlﬂwign

“Of course 1t 1, dear fellow ™
said, Bir Auvubrer, Jﬂ%’m a man of
i':;mum;’. and I wouldn't breathe a word

“That's right agreed Scannan.
“You wouldn't. You see, I could sna
vour neck as I would a carrot. No,
don’t think you'll breathe a word!" he
chuckled, enjoying the other man’s dis-
comfiture. “But to get back to the
killing business. It - happened - out at
South Africa. T suspected a big, tawny-
bearded Bwede of being mixed up 1n
buying business. 1
happened to know that he'd got stones
on him, I met him in the bar of an
hotel and told him that he was asking
for trouble, and the skunk felt for u
gun. That was all. He just felt for
it! And then I hit him—once! Amnd
he died.” Tiny Scannan nodded and
"I left Kimberley
that nighh.” he finished.

“And they didn't cateh you?”

“"Not a bit of it1"

“Then you're still * wanted
Cape police?”

iny shrugged his massive shoulders.

“I reckon =0," he said, “But I don't
know w they should make such u
blamed fuss about a dirty, thieving
Bwede "

The baronet smoked in silence lor
some seconds, his dark eves hali closed
a8 they peered through the thick haze
of cigar smoke,

"What's vour welght, Tiny?®"

| e

by the

he

asked obruptly.

“Just over sighteen stone,” replied
Scannan. “Bat what's the idea® Why
did vou ask me if I can fght?"

Ailen’s pale featurcs creased inlo a
smile.

“1 was thinking——" he began. And
a deep chuckle broke from the other

an.
“That's risky., ¥You might break
something,” grinned the footballer.
And the familiar tone brought o liok
flush to the baronet’s smooth cheeks.
[(Continuwed on page 28.)

TLm mae e T

Printed lﬂurnﬁhlm ‘avary Baturday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleotway House, Farriogdon Btreet, London, B,

A ADd New

Eﬂ ;.. Th tway House, Far LB
tﬁﬂ’}f Merith Gordon & a:'r'luE. Ltd, ;gﬂ?ﬁ:‘ o

b, London
. o
Ank

- Ol Rt'uturﬂ for transm
agents for South Afrlos : ‘Tha
da: The Imperia] Hews Co.. Ltd,

2%,

.-
by CaEpdisg zln ﬁm%gumrgﬁm
lm%:'ﬁ{l?l—:ggﬁrdﬁ:?ﬂﬁ% b, 19280 il



NEWS PARS AND PICTURES!

PUTTING THE BREEZE
UP 'EM!

The queer-locking gadget shown above is a
wind tunnel, the Ei'““t apparatus in use for
testing model aeroplanes as to their air-
worthiness, wind resistance and stability, A

ropeller furnishes the ™ breeze " which can

e regulated to atlain a speed of ninety miles
an hour., If anyone sh_u-u?j be unwise enough
to stand with his hat on in [ront of the tunnel
mouth when the machinery is in operation
" hats off " becomes the order of the day .
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TAKING A CHANCE!

The life of a cameraman is fraught with great risk on occasions
that seldom come to the knowledge of the general public,
Qur picture below shows a number of camera men recording the
" take off ' of an amphibian plane on a test flight. If nnylﬁﬂl}

went wrong with the engine of the new plane these intmp:ﬁ
cameramen wouldn't stand much chance of getting away with
their skins intact. The phutﬂgrapher't life 15 not :xactly a bed
of roses after all—not just a matter of tuming a handle as some

people imagine |
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(Conbinued 8
prow qage 26.)

Under-bred, ppmpous, and an incurable
snob, he was not’ used to impertinence
frown the *lower ‘oxders.™

o ]:ii_-!'l.-”"i' my dear Heannan,” he pro-
bested, ' Eon seem to o

11.1:1, I scom ™16 fm;,n:t that T am a
common professional footballer, and that
vou are the bloated millienaire who
made n fortune out of ° Ratto, the
Rodents' Death Knell ” put in Tiny,
greatly amused. “I've heard all that
before. You're not talking o one of
your players now, you know, for T've
vosipned. We're equal:s for the timio
Leing, for vou think I ean be useful to
vou. 1sn't that =07 Didn't you call
we in here bécause vou want to get
smnrlhmj? out of mt.' Come on, oib
with 1Y

The Laronet waved the remark aside,

“I don't “ant snvibing out of yom,
my dear follow,” protested Ailen, * but
I certainly !mw & proposition to put
to vou. But it's business—strictly busi-
ness L
Tinv

l;,_...—

Seannan podded iz zguare hoad,
“Go on,” he said, reaching for one
of Sir ’l,.uhrm s choice cigars and pro-
ceeding to light up.
T'his was & - liberty that {11# doased
Ailen, and hé econphed in an ort to
ullﬂr' }..., AnnoYance.

“I'm! Ha''” Le bogan, fingering ilie
heoacl ul_:'l_u'_m af his Il'I{:II'Il:I'E"I.I." e ke
this, my dear 3o annan.,  As ¥Ou may

have heard, I aw not unknown in the
boxing world, having staged o number
of fights in the Olvmpus Hall, in Regent
Strect. Well, of late I‘}mm been travel-
ling up and dmm the couniry in scarch
of & promising heavy weight, and I find
that Lig nien arc as sCarce us snakes in
Teeland ™

“Who the blazes would go to Iecland
loaking for snakes?”’ demanded Liny
Semnnan, “Bull, what has all this goi
io do with me?”

. Lrawn.

“I'm corsding to that in a minute,”
answored iue baronet. I searched
Manchester, Cardiff, Liverpool, Ply-
mouth, and a score of other towns for
a likely lad, vet not once did 1 come
across a combination of broius and
I saw plenty of big., busky
fellows, but there was not one of them
who could have lived through one round
with Pal Jordan !

Tiny Scannan removed his big cigar,

“Pal Jordan,” he asked, *“the
Amerwcan "

Ailen nodded.

“Yes. Thev call him the Pitt&bur%'
Dentist, bui Le's never’ pulled a tooth

in his life !

“ MNa, he hasn't got time to pull 'em !*
p;mmc-d Tifiy Seannan,
f.: man-¢ater, from what I bear about
diam L7

S ¥ou c':r.nt believe all the American
papers LAY ak ul. a hOpehter," declarad
=i A‘leréj v ha prwutn reports
fmm,hrhn Hmms, and I'm told that Pal

Jerdan’ is'no more than & second-rater.-

A good, ‘man would eat Jordan, “and
that's where you come i 1”

e I'-Iur'” said Scannan, his eigar dr np-
'rumg from. his lips and rolling across
ithe “carpet.

“Yea,” 11::--:j-r]r_-:] Sir Aubrey ecasily,

“vou! Dida't you once kill a wman #”

“eure !’ agreed Tiny.

“Then why shouldn't vou . try thak
sudden-death punch upon | Jordan B
nsked the baronet. ™ He's only, human,

and vou've got o natural advantage in.

hmg’t:t reach, welght—and :brains!
What is more, my dear fellow, there is
¢ mlo of monev mntmg ‘for tlic &t
who can beat Pal.”

Heannun leoked  {houghiful
pursed his thin lips,

“That sounds. all right,” be said ab
t&t‘g‘tli. hut 1z il ]lk.i:f_}l' thiat & well-
known serapper would agrac to meet a
nobody, a fellow the” publie hus never
even heard of ¥ I've'never fought in o
ring in-my lifo, yet I've done. moro
fighting than, mogt men of my age,
including the p'lf:-s

as he

(Do you think "Em-r..' 2 ‘-ma.-umr afaineds
n chones of ﬂ'f!lrifﬂ; 1o .J,-u.w aith the
Frittaliverer . .Ua:'.rmsr bﬂyuf Next week's
inatalment w Hl tell you.) :

“He's a bit of .

A BARBEROUS AFFAIR!

(Continwed fron poge 15)

satished with his, hamhnm]-. and ho
Lopt mupiuug off & bit here and a bit
there, tl “Birchemall looked like
loaving " tho ‘saloon in a totally beard-
iess stato. q
13

Baoip-soap !
BLESOTE. .'
By the 4ime Bright bad finished the
Hcad had the merest wisp of a heard-—
iuub a Fﬂ-ﬂEEE shorter than Monsure

Snip-znap! went

“I m:' you finished, Bright?” asked
tho Head impatiently.

“Yeasir! I—ahoem !—found it neees-
sary to take off a trifle more than au
ineh, sir——"

“Only o teifle ! gasped Jack Jolly,

Dir. leﬂhemaEl roso to his feet and
groped higher and higher, till at last,
with a shock of horror, ho discovored
the remmanis of his magnifisent beard™- -
tho short, stubbly growth which Bright's
gissors had been mersifully sparad,

Then the ITead glaneod down at tho
floor ; ‘and there, stroon at his feet, was
the beard of n]m:-h e had been so
proud.

He pave Hugitt one deadly look.

o ﬂu-ﬂ.m: upspeakable Vandal 1" ho
hiszed. “Youw shall pay dearly for this!”

And . Bught did. Tie  was Lirched
black, and : biue by the furmua Head,
who ordered ihe St Sam’s. Toilet
Saloon to be closed down forthiwith,

s iF this were ‘not enuff, Dr. Bire h-
emall coolly halped himself to the -‘.lm 5
takings, as.some shght compensation fm
tho iluumudgc Ao his personal appesr:
ance.. Fhie munuy was spent on o patent
heard- -grower. aiid for somoe wecks after.
wards the Flead never showed himself
in publick unless by coula nelp il
Uradually, under the magic influence of
the beard-grower, his Leard sprouled
RTINS Lot Dr. Dirchiemall iz never
likely lu_fmgnt, Billy Bright for thc-

- part he playved in that “barberous ™

afFair !

. THE EXD.
(Fherd’s  nnather feast of fun i
“HRIGHI'S RRANEWAVE!™ wnéwt

week's topping tale of St Sand 3 Dr.m i
mAze 1f, chuma, mfmiwcr you ol

(. FRANCES, Faq.,
denwenil, And sl wy fri

el T

wrilos:

1The * SILEH ITE' Registered EELF-FI LLING . FOU NTAIN PEN
Over 5,000 Teutim nnml& rene:i?ed. 1 GU.&RAHTEED E YEA RE" WEAR!

iE “J'-] i-.pru ];;u.w I pue- : L. l*ut‘-aLL
ends apre perfectly satisfied ™ I Calikrite’ Pon,-

T WEItes |
fl cigunls nny -ulhq

16

'DFh.’-:hhy:l -.Hh
T ki &t

¥ With every " Bilkrite’
Fold
P.0. for 1/9 ONL

nifying Gilass, (1} rmI F-IJ-r 1928 Gift Codalogue.
Irekly PHlwst-arat, full of Big Burpditis, Jewelléry, Faney Goode, Post Free]—THE FEEDS BARGAIN OO0, (U.J,), 31. K I'..A.{I! uh

© Pon at, 14

Frea Git.

Tpack (andiid, extra for postage of glit) we give ausolutely I"HEH these towel I'.-‘n:hlt
GLABEBES; comebluing B uteful instevinonts in OMNE -—Telescope, Etercoseope, Miucroscone, Conipiss, Mag-

sacures this n:n.t-l:lhi offar of Feno an Band NOW !}

Euppl
ﬂ‘H 14

T Wi

/% 3 9 ()

fnext Coventiry built 1:-_1rn|:en
A¥g APPROVAL, PACKED

s 18 COVENTRY. POCKET

AND THE BIKE
D YOURS

F-5 inchesa

- HEIGHT INCREASED 5/-

Without appliances-—drags=——_c disting.
THE FAMOTE CLIVE BYSTEHM HH?B‘.R- FAILS.
Completd Conrsg 67= P.O. poat fres, o :uﬁhr;r partlce. atarmp,

Dompleta
Courso

In ONE MONTH.

. Horth Waler, SAI

receipt of 4 EInA BRoalk. i . T1s
L ¥ "pATMEHE Ternim. —lew Lo wenulee it 'F.‘. H. LEASON"=
wrn'érfgf IE:-?EBu:mu Ligta HOW GU““ HEH“RY MENTALLISEM COULREE, comprizing

four lessons, complele with exercises, 174.— BEewson, Ureat Crosbr,

ETBP STAMMERING !

ticulars

HUGHES, T, EGUTR.H.HP'I'IDH ROW, LONDQM, W.C.1.

I:u:a vourself as I did) Par ’

Free. — PRANK' n. 5 I'rlccﬁd encl,dforl/-

MAGIC TRICGK

=T, W, Warrizon, 233, Pentonville Rd., London, N I

ete— Parecld,

R, 5. 6. "lr-i'li‘trliuquiat-:
ITnstripnetit.

Im. izitnle.  Timitate Bi

Sy

Y ;1' T L

R

All applications for Advertistmpnt Space in this

publication should be addressed

tisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.

g Syl lelrlnUsSels SeibrSeciu W

MM

: vy

to the Advers

ensires ‘delivary . afa world-farmed 400a Mead

darvel " Bicyéle.” Mothing more to pay till
you
" M
e

machine one month.

have ridden the
ARVEL 400 — £4 Ts 8d CASH.

k FEEE, pay carringu and guarmntes satis-
i'mlﬁ ar pafun 0

d: ym.lr munl:r Factiory-soiled

JCHENP.  “Atcassories

ERel0g ular prbum:
Wreite T0O DAY f-r_-.r illuat tated C:mﬂp Biti=
moanial Bodget and special ofarof 15 Dmrn Frﬂu Iﬂ-ﬂ-

Mé_(l

CYCLE COMPANY (ING.)
Dept. B 611. BIRMINGHAM,

12-5-28.



