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DON'T MISS THIS STUPENDOUS OFFER, BOYS!




The Finest Free Gift Ever Offered—See Below!
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Alrcaya glad to hear from you,
The Liditer, The

NOTE.—All Jokes and

 Magnel ' Librarp, The
Forringdon Street, London,

chumas, so drop me o line o the following address !
Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleelicoy Houre,

B.Cof,

Limericks should be iemt Lo

clo “Magoet,” 5, Carmetite Street, Loaden. E.-C. 4 (Comap.).

BT resdy to shout, boys—only
G another week and then yom wil
have in your hands tho first part
of cur record-breaking Free Gilt
Aoroplane.  Llsn't it something to shoat
aAbout t Weil, you wart and see. This
M auNET seroplane ia the geods; it's an
imurovement sven on the raodel ‘plane
which was given sway in our companion
paper, the = Modern Loy " anme time ago.
‘And thats ssying romething, for the
“ M. B.” Aeroplane was the talk, and rtili
is, of the country. Nover belore had a
modsl seroplane thas would cost several
-hillinge in the shop, been

PRESERTED FREE TO READERS.

You feflows wil bless the day you
startod to read the MaoNgr mare thsn
over now for this smpendous Gift wil:
ceAt you nothing ; will not take you very
forg “to build and, oneo assemblal. will
provide you and your chuma witl hours
of Yea, it resfly DOES FLY.
With mext weokds MAGNET you will be
wiven the [ueelage, wingd, undorcartiane,
cndder, ote, all printed on strong eand-
Voard, coloured i orange end bl
Lriroctions ou how to cut oub the card and
assemble the various parts in thieir correct
order will alse be found. These directions,
ruppiiet by the demgner of the prodel.
arn o be relied on, se you chaps won't
have any dithculty i yon do exactly
wimt he tells you.  ‘The follewing week,
hetwoen the pages of tho good old MacNET,
vou will find the socand part of the medel,
pamely, the nnbreakable prapeller, elastic,
metal bearnngs, ete. And slf this costs Fou
nothing moro than the pormal twopenee
which ie the Hxed price of the MauNeT.
Unee you have assombled the aseroplase,
you will possess sumething of which veu
ran be proud. No, it doeen’t brosk up
ensily. Biff it up agsinst a {rea or o wall
and there's no demags done. 1 hasten to
=ay this because soe of yon may thiok
that baing made of canlboard the MaGseT
Model AcToplane won't stand up to rongh
trentmont. In my opinion, this model
ix stromper than o good meny faboe models
which are sold in the shops for many
ahillinga. 1'm not going to rub in the old
remunder about ontering the MAGHET
To.Day—the sensiblo chap wil have dons:
ko mlready. And by this mesns, and tis
means only, can he he sure of petting this
amazing gift. Nl said. Now to the fLar
programme 1va referred 1o in earijer
weuma. o start with, there is the opoinny
stary of a new UGreyfriaco series, o U
that sre distinetly novel  Summod
hriefly,
type.

'I'|'|I

thig series im of the * thriller
ylarry Wharton & Co. figure to 1k,
i course, to suwh geod effect that 1 feel
certain my readors will frankly edmit thie
to b the hinest sot of stomes Mr. Frank

Hichards has ever given us. Now to
the new serial. This s by an cid favourite,
Ceo, E. Kochester, and it Jerls with the
French Revolution, showt which so much
has been written, But for all that, Geo.
E. Rochester hns given this aoul.stirnng
peried in the Listory of the French a fre<h
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glameur that 14 at once appeahing.  Hios
story is one that will bold you enykradled ;
one you'li remember for many o lrmg day.
The suppiement ¥  Yos, Dieky Nupgmt
i8 well to the frre. He's supplied vou with
a new sertes of U shoekers T ileabmg with
the laughable adventures of Jack Jolly &
Co.. at the reamids  And then there's
anothar jolly ericket ariicls from Bports.
man * whe takes for lis mbject " Passy
llerdren. Tlewe featares. touether with
the Frea (it Aeroplane, will roake et
woek's MauwET the tatk of the country.
atd its readers the proudest io the world.

Yow wa'll have a laugh at this yarm
which haa earmed a ponknife for Feaeliard
George  England, of i1, t'olenso Road,
Claptom, E.5

NOTES ON A HIGE 3CALE!

Miggs ; '* Bay, old man, 1
nad a bargain the otier day.
1 got a palr of ambush seades
guite eheap ! "’

Biggs : ' Am- J&“@
bush seales?
Whal ever are they 2 77 -
Miggs : *‘ Seales that lie in o
weight |7

——m

Do you remember me telling you some-
thing akout Mexican revohations recently ¥
Wwell, Evaa Joues, of Ehy!, wnnie to koow
sxartly how many revolutinns they bave
hed there. The exact figures are hard to
find, but over a perind of B vears they D
aver 260 revalutions, which meens &R
averaze of nearly three per year.  Yom
pan't say that life in Mexico is unexciting,
can you !t

Tlore is snmenme trying to poll my beg
again,  Frd Warrall, of Alididleten. meks

me

WHAT 15 XYLOTECHNOGRAPHICA ?

You can't pull my leg, Fred! Don't
you remeroher me telling ¥ shout one
f the sub-editors who ean rattle off
information on anvthing like this? He
tells me that = Xylotee, eto, ete,”’ iz a
procesa for gtaining wond vanous colovra
And Le didn’t even turn e Lair whes i
asked him.

Here's a query pui np 1o me by Ralph
Ztokes, of Nottingham, who wants to
wnow what lumioous paint is mads A
1t is compeased of lizne wad sulphur mixed
with ol or water. Clock faecs, swalues.
oto.. painted with this mixture snd exposed
tir Light, witcrwards remain luminoms for
some time, Next, phaase T What was the
Grer uavel baitle ' Frank Winaston, of
Souihampton, wants 0 know thin  The
fiest on rocord i8 the encounte: betwoen the
Cormnihmnes snd Coreyresns, which took
place in titd 3.0

WiY DO KINGS SAY “ WE,”
instemd of 1Y Ftanley Hughes of
West Brommw el Joesn't Kpow.  Nerer
e 1o But [ oesn fell Stapley that the first

1Ry
quici o copy ke samrle, a
the practiee  survives o the
pre=cat day
Hem: iz oa Cetwer

frem &
Trer. the

Fislper T
plogsad e 8
gatme. 1 dare
Lut | oo alr
" takers

Severs] attempts have beon
made ko Rtrodues baseball s a game intd
this oountry, hut they kave met with oo
sueoass.  Kven nowmdlavs  resders who
livo in London nan see games o besebal
at  Seamiord  Uireipe,  whore ATt
American  teafms  yuay  mabohes  Whon
viziting this country.

tizern
y by womhd,
o b weuld Aol

Ome of my chuma menticus in his letter
this week that he spsaks lour languapes.
Fhat's joHy good, sad 1 wish 1 could sav
the <arce. bt wmy chum wiill have o
grt B move on i ne wants ta break records,
{0 the recoed for kuowing foTeign langiagds
was held by an ltaisn cardipal, whe s
waird to have koowd no less than 1id
langunges or diadootr, and 1o have koowit
50 of them really weft! I hardly shink
that record i ilkely to be broken!

By ths way, chumy, dru't forget to 725N
ovt for our special refresent@tive A% the
sodside tihs summer. To &l bers and
ririe he sees distlaymg their copy of the
Man¥eT prominently, oo will  present
FHELE, a novel gift selected irem the
following het: Kitex. winwnilis, iarge
balloons, mystery packets, and flags.

Now, by way «f n change wo wiil
turn to the follwme wonnuw lmerici
that cowmes from S, Hoberts, of 11, Colenso
Torracs, Floibock, Lecds

Whan Harry Wharlon goes (o ihe wickel
Yon eah #epend on really good erickst
With iz eye oo the ball,
He makes Gelders look small,
And his drive o the cff, you can't
beat it !

s worth o pocket wallet, der't you
 think * 1 you bsven't had 8 wallet yet.
why not st down siraight away, Brd Bev
if ¥ou can turn 1o & limerick as clever a4
the above

Finishad, chums?  Bight—rn round
striught eway w0 iha LeansE Newsieent
and tedf Ruo you want cewt week's bree
Gifs isewe of MaowET toervod foroyem
otherwize you'll miss the cponing
in o grawd new series of GropiTiucs yerns,
entitied -

“ THE HOUSE OF TERROR!”

By Frank Richards.

Then comss the apening stery in a rand
new seasido seres of St dam’z warne
entithad -
“ WAKING OPF WINKLESEA "

b gur  yeuthiul lanpher  mErchiant.
Dicky Nugent, togeiher with the onening
instatmment of tie new serial [ mentieped
abava, and which is entitivad:

“ THE SHADOW OF THE GUILLOTINE!"

By Gts. E. Rochester.

Then ukere’s snether cricket articl:
by ' Sportsman,’’ and & frw words—
<paec will be Hnuted aext week- {rom

YoUE EFITOR.
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HARRY WHARTCN & CO. ON TRAMP!

An unusual story written in Frank Richards’ best vein.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
By the Silvery Thames !

b HY not!” demanded Bob
%@ Cherry.
A “* Hem [

“Why not?” repeated Bob

warmly.

“ Bicyeles aren’t allowed on the tow-
path,” said Harry Wharton.

“ A tricycle isn’t a bicycle.”

“Rot, old chap!”

“Well, is it 7” demanded Bob,

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter!”

The Greyfriars walking-party were at
a halt.

There was a disagreement of opinion.

From a leafy Oxfordshire lane, the
Famous Five had turned into the tow-
path by the Thames.

Before them the river rolled
gleaming in the sunshine.

—were not allowed. That was obvious
to four members of the Co., at least,

That, however, was not the only
reason - why Harry Wharton & Co.
paused.

The fact was, Methusclah was not an
ordinary trike. He dated from ecarly
days—very carly days. when motor-
trikes wore in their infancy. All over
Sussex, and Surrcy, and Bucks, and
Oxfordshire, Methuselah had attracted a
lot of attention. Bob Cherry did not
mind. Methuselah was ¢ splendid
jigger, amazingly active for his age, and
Bob was proud of him. Appearances
might be against him, but proverbially
one should not judge by appearances,
The other fellows did mind! - They
were, in fact, rather seumsitive about
Methuselah. They were annoyed when

Anyone can have Bob Cherry's “bargain”

begin, DBilly Bunter's fatuous remarks
were superfluous.

But Bunter, like a cheap penknife, was
difficult to shut up.

He went on,

“I say, you fellows! I've got a sug-
gestion to make.”

“Well, don't!” said Frank Nugent.

“ Beast!” 5

“The cstcemed Bunter's suggestive
remarks are preposterously eupcrﬂugus,"—
observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Remember, my worthy fat Bunter, that
speech is silver, but silence is the stilch
in time that saves ninepence.”

“T say, vou fellows—"

“Will you dry up?” demanded Dob.

“No, I won't! I've got a jolly good
suggestion to make,” said Bunter. “Let's
camp for lunch.’

“What "

“Lunch,” said Bunter,
blinking at the Famous Five

It looked stirsctive. There  motor-tricycle for the asking, s the INpUE G5, MEII
B e ember of the walking.  Private opinion of Bob's chums. But it's miles this morning, Well,
party felt its attraction. a case of “he who laughs last laughs let's camp f?r_lunﬁh-"

Zk%]i‘!!frse “:nr(? bgi:zsoe:ndonpur&s; longes t’“ for that much maligned : trike," "%%u itilﬁmtlgherr}'——"
g tiver " hhe "water comically dubbed ‘Methuselah," turns  «ghus up! Lok here, you

rippled and sang by the green
rushes that bordered the tow-
path. Every fellow in the )
party would have been glad to continue
the journey by the green banks of the
glorious Thames.

But there was a lion ia tha path, so to

speak.
It was Methuselah! :
Methuselah, the motor-tricycle, was

the difficulty

In the course of that summer ramble,
the trike had caused many difficulties—
many more than h. was worth, in the
opinion of all the members of the walk-
ing-party except Dob Cherry. Now he
was causing one more.

There was a notice up, to the cffect
that bicyeles were not allowed on the
tow-path. There was no n-cntion of
tricveles.  Possibly the autherity that
had put up the notice had forgoiicen the
existenee of such things as {ricycles.
Jut if bikes weren't allowed, obviously
trikes—especially enorting motor-trikes

out to be a bargain indeed!

little boys asked them what it was, or
inquired where it had been duog up. And
they hesitated to display o to the
summer crowd on the river. Already a
young man in a punt necar the bank
was surveying it with a startled look—
such a look as he might have worn had
a mastedon or a woolly rhinoceros sud-
denly emerged into view. Much as the
green, sunny banks of the Thames
attracted themn, four of the juniors would
have preferred {o turn back into a shady
lane.

Bob was looking obstinate.

Ilis chums had long ago discovered
that, on the subject of Methuselah, Dob
was not open to argument.

“1 say, you fellows,” repeated Billy
Bunter.

“For goodness’ sake,
Bunter!” said Johnny Bull,

With a heated argument just going to

shut up,

chaps, we're going along the

towpath,” said Bob. “Look

at the river! Ain't it lovely*"

“The loveliness is terrific,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ DBut——"

“But the butfulness is also terrifie,”
grinned Nugent,

“Bikes aren't allowed—" began
Wharton.

“ Blow bikes! This is a trike!”

“DBut when it says bikes, it means

trikes as well " argued Johuny Bull.

“The people who put up all these
notices along the river arc =illy owls,”
said Bob. “But they’re not such silly
owls as mnot to know the differ-
ence between a bike and a trike. IF
they mean trikes, they can say trikes!
Sece ?”

“Now, look here, Dob——"

“Rot!” said Dob.

“ Motors ain’t allowed,” said Johnny.
Bull. “Well, Mecthuselah is a motor.
You can’t get away from the fact.”

Tue MacNer Lisrary.—No. 1,121,
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“Not if I shut off the gas” said
Bob. “There’s pedals on the jigger, and
witil the gas shut off he's just a tri-

0 e-}}

“My dear chap—"

“The fact is—"

“The fact is,” interrupted ,Bob
Cherry hotly, “that dyou’re ashamed of
Methuselah, splendid jigger as he is.
He's carried our b&ggage for miles and
miles and miles, and Wwe couldn’t
possibly do without him. This walking-
tour would have been a rotten frost
without this trike. And you're shy about
him, because that grinning little Cuth-
bert in that punt is gogghng at him as
if he’d never seen a tricycle efore.””

«P1l bet he’s never seen one like this,
grinned Nugent.

“1 say, you fellows—" -

«Qhut up, Bunter.” roared five voices
in chorus. f the Famous Five were
agreed about nothing else, they were
agreed that William George Bunter
should shut up. |

“ T say, I'm thirsty!”

“Put your silly head in
then,” growled Bob Cherry.
in deep, and keep it therel”

#“Oh, really, Cherry ” i

«As for that grinning ass—" said
Bob, with a resentful glare at the young
man in the punt.

That young man, it
interested in Methuselah. A

d-looking young man, in spotless
E‘?l?tﬁ, hatgless, with hair carefully
brushed and parted. Bob Cherry had no
great admiration for “summer boys,”
anyhow, and this spotless, elegant
youth’s keen intersst in Mecthuselah
annoyed him. Standiag in the punt, the
elegant young man poled a little
nearer, as if to get a better view Really
it was impertinent. Thoughtless little
boys might stare at Methuselah  in
wonder, but the young man in the punt
was old enough to have known betier.

“Never mind him,” said Harry.
“But—"

“I sy, ¥
ginger-beer left 7 Bill
was deeply concern

the river,
“Put it

was evident, was
He was a

ou fellows, is there any
Bunter, as usual,
about his inner

Bunter, to the exclusion of less im-
portant matters.

“Nol” yelled Bob Cherry. “Shut
up 1I,

“T'm thirsty! 1 told you so before !
said Bunter warmly. “Blessed if I ever
saw such a sclfish lot as you chaps—
standing there wagging your chins,
while a fellow perisues ot thirst. TF
there’s nothing clse, 1 can do with soda-
water. T can rough it! 1 never ex pected
to be treated decenily when I came along
with you fellows on this trip. 1 knbw
you too well. Look here, is there any
soda-watec left?”

“There's a siphon in the bag on the
carrier,” eaid Harry Wharton. “For
goodness’ sake guzzle and shut up !”

“1 think a fellow might get it out for
me,” said Bunter indignantly. *XYou
know I'm tired. I've mentioned it at
least twenty times since we started.”

As no fellow made a movement to get
the soda siphon out for Bunter, the fat
junior grunted with annoyance and
proceeded to get it out for himself. He
extracted the sipbon, and blinked for a
glasa.

“1 say, yor fellows—="

“Kill him, somebody 1"

“Where's 2 glass—"

“Shut up 1”

“Beasts 1"

“Well, is it settled we're going along
the tow-path?” asked Bob. “If we get
warned off w2 can clear, I suppose. 1f
we don’t, all right! As for that grin-
ning ass in the punt, blow him! Let's
get on.”

Tug Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,121

“Well, if we get run in, they may con-
fiscate Methuselah,”’ said Frank Nugent.
“The chance is worth it.”

“You silly ass!”

“He might topple into the river,
too!" remarked Johnny Bull hopefully.
“It would be worth while losing the
p:ggugn if we lost the trike along with
i

« Excuse mel”

1t was the voice of the young man in
the punt. He had poled into the rushes
and was quite close at hand.

He spoke very politely. But all the
juniors could sece that there was a
tincture of irony in his politeness. Un-
doubtedly he was an impertinent young
man.

“1 say, you fellows, you might hold
this siphon while I'm looking for a
glass! Where the thump do you pack
the glasses? Of all the silly idiots—"

“Shut up, Buater!”

Bob took the siphon from Bunter’s
hand, while the OUwl of the Remove
rummaged tor .« glass.

“Jixcuse mel’’ repeated the young
man in the punt, with the same polished
pol_it;:gmss as before. “May 1 ask what
it is?”

Bob Cherry gave him a glare.

“What—what is?” he demanded.

“That!"” said the elegant young man,
with a gesture towards the ancient
Dionysius tricycle.

“Never seen a before?”
grunted Bob.

“By Jovel” said the young man.
“Is it a tricycle?”’

Snort from Bob Cherry. The other
fellows smiled.

“]'m sure you'll excuse my interest
in your—your tricycle,” said the im-
pertinent young man in the punt. “I've
seen a lot of machines, but never one
quite like that. Quite a rara avis.
What " .

Another snort from Bob. Ie was
fingering the soda siphon almost con-
vulsively. Any fellow might have seen
that Dob was getting angry. But the
impertinent young man in the punt,
regardless of danger-signals, rushed
hecdlessly on to his fate.

“ Might a fcllow ask where it was dis-
interred ¥ he asked Llandly.

“What 7"’ growled Dob, in a tone that
would bave done credit to a royal
Bengal tiger.

“ ' frightfully interested,”
the young wwsan in the punt, “I'm
rather a whale on antiguitics. They
find such interestin’ things 1n excava-
tions nowadays. I1'd like awfully to
Lkuow where it was dug up.”

That, so to speak, tore it

Squisssssshhibih

IFrom the siphon in Bob’s hands a jeb
of soda-water whizzed suddenly, catch-
ing the young man in the punt just
under his nose.

Possibly it was an accident. More
probably it wasn't.

Accident or not, the cffect on the im-
periinent young ioan in the punt was
deplorable.

Ile gave a gurgling gasp, staggered,
and sat down—over the side of the
punt.

Splash | .

“Qh, my hat!” gasped Wharton.

*Great pip!”

“The great piplulness is terrific,”
gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Gerrrrocococogh I’ came from the
elegant young man, as be clambered
back into the punt.

But he was no longer clegant. He
was drenched and dripping, his hair was
ruffled and streaming with water. His
sardonic politencss ﬁad dropped from
him like a cloak. He fairly spluttered
with fury.

“ Better get on, I think,” remarked
Nugent. “Cuthbert looks éross.”

tricycle

explained

THE MAGNET

“Ha, ha, bal™

“] say, you fellows——"

“Shut up, Bunter.”

The walking-party moved on along the
tow-path. That question was settle
now. The trike trailed on with the
Greyfriars juniors. Cuthbert—if his
name was Cuthbert—was left standing
in the punt, dripping with water,
brandishing his fists, and yelling out
remarks that were neither elegant nor
polite. He was still going strong when
a turn of the tow-path id him from
the sight of the Greyfriars walking-
party.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Old Foes!

OB CHERRY had had his way.

But it was a little doubtful,
after a time, whether even
considered that his way was the
best way.

Even admitting that Methuselah was
the wonderful jigger that Bob claimed
it to be, it did seem a little out of place
on a tow-pal

There were plenty of people on the
river, and a good many on the
All of them secmed interested in
Methuselah, just as the impertinent
young man in the punt bad been. And
Bob could not treat them all as he bad
treated Cuthbert. Even bad he thought
of doing so, it would have been impos-
sible, as Bunter had now scoffed what
remained of the soda-water.

On the King's highway, in leafy lane,
and shady path, Methuselah had always
attracted attention. But on the tow-
path by the silvery Thames, he seemed
to be the cynosure of all eyes.

Progress, of course, was slow. Bob
could not venture to turn on the gas
and charge along the tow-path on a
motor-tricycle. Methuselah bad to be
regarded, so long as he was on that
path, as a push-trike. And Methuselah
required some pushing. He was anti-
quated, and he was heavy; and the
weight of the baggage on the carrier
behind was not light. It was really
easier to push him than to pedal him.
Still, it was not easy to push him.
Dunter had a narrow escape from
slaughter when be suggested that he
should sit in the saddle and be pushed
along with Methuselah. It d a
good idea to Bunter, who was tired of
walking ; but the looks of the Famous
Five warned him not to repeat the
happy suggestion.

Several people asked the juniors what
the thunp they were doing with that
thing on the tow-path. 'They replied
cheerfully that they were pushing it
along—a reply that did not seem to
satisfy the questioners.

A small boy, who had been fishing
with a string tied to a willow switch,
and who carricd a tin can in which
there were no catches, quite forgot the
gentle art when he saw Methuselah, and
gave up angling to follow on as if he
were following a circus.

Fﬁ\m behind came a sudden shout of :

L il"

Bob Cherry stared round in exas-
peration.

A boau was beinz towed up the river.
Three o. four fellows were in tho
boat, and two fellows were walking
along the bank with the tow-rope. They
had almost overtaken the Greyfriars
party, and apparently wanted to pass.
The party were evidently schoolboys on
holiday, as the Greyfriars fellows were.
And their faces were not unfamiliar
to the Famous Five.

“Highclife cads!” growled Bob
Cherry.
“Hil GCet out of the way!” called
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out one of the fellows with the tow-
rope, recognised as Cecil Ponsonby of

the Fourth Form at Highcliffe. ~He
did not scem to have recognised the
Greyfriars party; ot perhaps the superb
Pon was affecting not to have recog-
nised them.

“Do you want all the river and all the
tow:path, Pon?” demanded Bob Cherry
sarcastically.

Pon stared at him.

“The blighter knows your name,
Pon,”’ said the other fellow with the
tow-rope, who was Gadsby of the High-
cliffie Fourth. .

“These dashed cheeky trippers!” said
Ponsonby. “They spoil the river for
decent people.”

“They do!” agreed Gadsby. “What
on earth is that thing they are trundlin’
along 1"

“Goodness knows! Looks like some-
thin’ out of the Ark.”

Bob Cherry turned his back on the
Highcliffians and tramped on, pushing
Methuselah. Strictly speaking, it was
Bob Cherry’s job to look after Methu-
selah. But the others lent him a hand
now. As a matter of fact, the Co. were
tired of the sensation they were causing
along the Thames, and they fully in-
tended to turn off at the next oppor-
tunity, whether Bob liked it or not.
Meanwhile, the Higheclifians were at
their heels; and Ponsonby & Co. were
not losing the opportunity of chipping
their old enemies of the Greyfriars
Remove.

Monson and Vavasour and Drury, of
the Highcliffe Fourth, were in the boat.
They had recognised the Greyfriars
party now, and they kept up a running
fire of comment on Methuselah.

“What is it?"” inguired Monson.

“Can’t guess,” said Drury, shaking
his head. “It's got me beat.”

“ Absolutely !” chuckled Vavasour.

“What do you ecall that thing, you
fellows 7 shouted Monson.

The walking-party made no reply.

“Where did you dig it up?” yelled
Drury.

-1 should say it's been a tricycle, once
upon a time,” rtemarked Gadsby.
“There’s a sort of resemblance.”

“Not much of a rescmblance,” said
Ponsonby. “Looks to me more like one
of those knife-grinding machines.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry's eyes glittercd.

Really, there was nothing in Methuse-
lah's looks to suggest that he was a
knife-grinding machine. His appearance
was uncommon ; Bob admitted that. Few
machines like Methuselah were ever seen
on the roads—if any. But it was obvious
that he was a motor-tricycle, though of
antiquated pattern.

“QOr is it a musical-box?" asked
Gadsby.

“You've got it, old man,” said Pon-
sonby, “that's what it is! I can’t make
out the tune it's playing—American
music, I expect. It's a travelling
musical-box.™

Bob breathed hard through his nose.

The sounds that Methuselah made
in travelling were many and various.
He often gave the impression that most
of his parts were loose, and in disagree-
ment with one another. DBob spent a
considerable portion of his summer
holiday in tightening nuts on that
ancient machine. But something always
scemed to be working loose. The Co.
made plenty of remarks on the subject
—they likened Mcthuselah to a jazz-
band, and all sorts of disagrecable things
like that. But Bob was not disposed to
aceept the same criticism from High-
cliffe fellows.

He glared round at them

“You fellows looking for a thick car
all round?” he shouted. “We've given
you some av Greyfriais, and we'll give
you & few more now if you like!”

Ponsonby stared at him supc.rciliously.

“Is that tripper speakin’ to us,
Gaddy 7" he asked.
“Looks like it,” answered Gaddy.

“What frightful cheek!”
“Well, you know what trippers are!”
said Gadsby.

Squiissssshhhh I From the siphon
in Bob Cherry’s hands a jet of
soda-water whizzed suddenly, catch-
ing the young man in the punt
just under his nose. **Gerrrr-
roooooogh ! gurgled the elegant
young man, staggering back and
losing his balance. (Ses Chapter 1.)

“By gad! A crew like that ought io
be warned off the river!” said Pon.
“It's rather disgraccful!”

“ Awfully !” agreced Gaddy.

“Look here, you lot, whoever you
are,” called out Ponsonby., *“You'd
better get off the tow-path. You won't
be allowed to give a performance.”

“A what?” roared Bob Cherry.

“I suppose vou're thinkin' of givin’ &
performance and takin’ round the hat,™
said Ponsonby. “Isn’t that it?"”

“You checky worm!” y

“That sort of thing won’t do here,”
said Ponsonby. “It isn't done, though I
supposc vou don’t know it. Take your
travelling musical-box and your nigger
a}nd vour champion fat man somcwhere
clse.”

“My esteemed and disgusting Pon-
sonby——"" began Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Look here, you cheeky
squeaked Billy Bunter.

Bob Cherry paused.

“I'm going to mop up the tow-path
with those checky cads!” he said sul-
phureously.

“For goodness' sake, come on!” ex=
claimed Harry Wharton. “ After all,
we're in the way of the tow-rope here.”

“Blow the tow-rope!"”

“Well, let those Highcliffe cads got
by, and we shall see the last of them.”

“Blow the Highcliffc cads!”

“Shove away 1” said Johnny Bull.

“Hi' shouted Ponsonby, behind,
“T've told you to get out of the way!
Take that funny bag of tricks out of the
way of this rope! Do you hear?”

“There's plenty of room for you to
pass, you rotter!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Shut up, or I'll come and shut you

a2

beast—""

“Oh, these blackguardly trippers!™
said Ponsonby. “The river's becomin®
simply sickenin’ these days! The police
ought to turn off a crowd of strollin’
vagabonds like that lot.”

“The police are never where they're
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wanted,® said  Gadsby,
head. “It’s rather sickenin’.”

“Shove away !” said Frank Nugent.

The juniors trundled the tricycle on.
As a matter of fact, the tow-rope an
the fellows with it could have passed
between the walking-party an the
water, and gone ahcad as fast as they
liked. But Ponsouby did not chaose to
do so. The' tow-rope sprawled right
across the tow-path, and several people
who passed had to hop over it. It was
one of Pon’s little ways to make himself
a mnuisance to everybody in general,
right up to the point of getting a kick-
ing. At that point Ion gencrally
stopped, on the principle that discre-
tion was the better part of valour. W hen
a hefty gentleman, who looked as if he
would stand no nonsecnse, came by, Pon-
sonby would give him ample room to
pass, with perfect politeness.  But
elderly gentlemen, and quite inoffensive
people, had to take their chance with
the sprawling tow-rope. When one old
gentleman caught his foot in it and sat
down suddenly with a startled exclama-
tion, Ponsonby found it most amusing.

So Pon was not disposed to pass the
Greyfriars party and Jeave them in
peace. ¢ had an amiable desire to
worry them as much as he could; partly
on account of old scores, and partly
beeaunse it was his nature to.

Harry Wharton & Co. would gladly
have put on speed, and left the High-
cliffians behind, But it was not easy to
put on speed with Methuselah, with the
gas turned off. He was awkward to
wheel, and he was heavy, and he was
well-laden. Ponsonby & Co. easily kept
pace.

“Hi, will you fellows clear out of the
way ?” shouted Ponsonby.

““No, you rotter!” bawled Bob Cherry.

“Hurry up a bit,” said Wharton.

“Rats!” hooted Bob. “Tll jolly well
go as slow as I jolly well like. Does the
tow-path belong to those Higheliffe
cads ?”

“ My esteemed Bob—"
*Rats!”

And DBob, instead of pulling his
weight, so to speak, slacked down, and
the pace became slower.

“They're stoppin’ to give the per-
formance !” remarked Gadsby.

“T shan’t put anythin’ in the hat,”
said Ponsonby.

“Might give the poor beasts a copper
or two,” said Gadsby. “ They look fright-
fully hard-up. That fat chap looks as
if he hasn't been able to stand himself
a cake of soap for weeks”

“0Oh, really, Gadsby—" squcaked
Billy Bunter.

Bob Cherry swung round, glaring.

But Wharton grasped him by the arm
and pulled him onward. The walking-
party was already getting enough atten-
tion along the crowded, sunny river
without a fight on the tow-path being
added to its attractions.

“Come on, for goodness sake!”
grunied the eaptain of the Remove.

“I'll smash him, if he doesn't shut
up!” breathed Bob Cherry.

“QOh, rats!”

“The ratfulness is terrific, my
estcemed Bob. The scrapfulness is not
the proper caper.”

Bob Cherry suppressed his feelings,
and marched on with Methusclah. Pon-
sonby & Co. grinned at one another with
great enjoyment, This chance meeting
by the silvery Thames seemed quite a
happy chance to Ponsonby & Co. There
was no doubt that they had succeeded
in getting the Greyfriars party's “rag ™
out. In the many “rows” between
Greyfriars and Higheliffe, Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had gencrally had the best of
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shaking his

it. Now Pon & Co. were fecling that
they were getting the best of it. p

They trailed on behind the walking-
party, in great spirits. Tho walking-
party elaborately took no notice—keep-
ing at the same lime an eye on Bob, lest
he should charge back at the enemy. As
Pon failed to “draw ” the juniors, he
procecded to make himself more dis-
agreeable. He put on speed at last with
Gadsby to pass the \vﬂi&ng—pany. But
instead of passing between them and
the water, fa}f passcd on the other side,
so that they could not possibly avoid
entanglement with the trailing tow-rope.
The juniors could have jumped out of
the way, but Methuselah certainly
couldn’t. Even had Mecthuselah been
the wounderful jigger Bob believed him
to be, there were limits to his powers—
he could not jump.

Billy Bunter, last of the party, found
the tow-rope suddenly ecatching him
behind his fat knees as Pon and Gaddy
pressed on.

“Whooop !” roarcd Bunter, as his fat
little legs were suddenly plucked from
underneath him.

Bunter sat down with a terrific bump,
which almost secemed to make Oxford-
shire shake as he landed.

One of this week's MacneT
pocket knives has n won by
H. Wicks, 26, Filey Road, Reading,
Berks, who sent i the following
amusing joke.

REASONING ?

An economical Irishman
went into a saddler’s and
asked for a single spur at half
the price of the pair. ‘* And
what will you do with one
spur, my good man } " said
the shopkeeper. *‘ Sure and
begorra,’” replied Pat, *“* I'll
use it. If 1 get one side of my
horse to go, sure the other
side’s got to go wi’ it!®

Come on, you humorists, step up
with your rib-ticklers. [I've plenty
more pen-knives in stock!

“Yarooooh!” howled Bunter. *Ow!
Wow! Yooop! Help! Yarooop!”

Bunter sprawled and roared.

“Clumsy!” said Ponsonby, glancing
back.

“Yow-ow-ow! Help!”

“Qh, get up, fathead!” said Frank
Nugent, going back to help up the fat
junior. He tripped over the trailing
rope, but jumped clear, and helped
Billy Bunter to his feet.

“Mind what you're doing with that
rope, Ponsonby, you fooll” bawled Bob
Cherry.

Ponsonby did not heed. He knew
very well what he was doing with the
rope, and he fully intended to do it. He
passed on with Gadsby, dragging hard
on the rope, which now stretched taut
across the towing-path, slanting back to
the boat on the river. As the tricycle
was in the way of the rope, and as Pon-
sonby did not stop, what happened was
inevitable—and the inevitable happened!

Harry Wharton & Co. jumpegd out of
the way of the rope as it caught them
in the rear, and then it caught Methuse-
Jah. Tt whisked over the rear wheels,
hooked on the carrier and fairly up-
ended the tricycle. Methuselah gave an
intoxicated lurch and toppled over.

Crash!

*Oh, my hat!”

The next moment there was another
crash!

It was caused by Cecil Ponsonby, of
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Highcliffe, landing on the tow-path, with
Bob Cherry sprawling over him, puneh«
ing frantically.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rough on Rats !

[ H! Ow! Stoppit! Help!”
Ponsonby yelled wildly.
Thump! Thump! Thumpl
Thump |
“Yow-ow-ow-ow! Whoooop!”
“Go_it, Bob!” roared Johnny Bull.
“Give him jip1”
Bob did not require cncouragement.
He was already giving the Higheliffe
junior jip.

Thump! Thump! Thump!

“Ow! Wow! Oh, my hat! Oh, gad!
Help!” shricked Ponsonby.

Gadsby rushed to his aid. Johnn;

Bull promptly interposed, and collare
Gadsby, and they rolled on the tow-path,
scrapping ficreely.

The boat shoved in to the bank, and
Monson, Drury, and Vavasour scrambled
ashore. But they had no chance to help
Pon or Gaddy. Wharton, Nugent, and
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh met them,

The Greyfriars party had really tried
hard to avoid a row with their old foes
of Highcliffe. But a row now being un-
avoidable, they went into it with vigour.
Pon & Co. had asked for it, and insisted
on having it; and now they were getting
it—hot!

The three fellows from the boat found
their hands full as they met the three
Greyfriars men on the bank. Bob and
Ponsonby, Johnny Bull and Gadsby,
were fighting furiously. Methuselah lay
on his side with petrol leaking out on
the tow-path. Billy Bunter retired to a
little distance—out of the reach of scrap-
ping—and sat down on the grassy bank
beside the path and watched. For-
tunately he had some toffee in his et,
and he procceded to devour it while he,
rested and watched. Bunter was not
needed in the serap; the Highcliffians
had a large order on hand, witheut pay-
ing any attention to Bunter. Had it
been otherwise, the Owl of the Remove
would probably have retired to a greater
distance,

As it was, the fat junior tried to look
as if he did not belong to the scrapping
party. A crowd of people gathered
round on the bank—five or six craft
stopped on the river—fifty pairs of eyes,
at least, were fixed on the wild and
whirling scene. Two or three voices
called for the police to come and put a
stop to it, but no police, fortunately,
were visible.

Splash !

Vavasour went into the shallow water
by the rushes, shrieking, and scrambled
into the boat again. He remained there.
Vavasour had had enough scrapping.

Then Monsen and Drury were tossed
into the rushes, and they, too, scrambled
into the boat.

By that time Ponsonby was yelling
for mercy. Gadsby was sprawling on
his back, and Johnny Bull was hammer-
ing the tow-path with Gaddy’s head.
Gaddy wished from the bottom of his
heart that that happy meeting with the
Greyfriars erowd had not ppened,
after all.

“Qw! Leave off! Chuck it!” moaned
Gaddy. “Stoppit! I give you best!
Wow! I’'m sorry! Awfly sorry! Wowl
Stoppit 1"

“Sure you've had enough?” asked
Johnny Bull, ceasing to dent the towing-
path with Gaddy’s head.

“Ow! Wow! Yes.”

“Then you can bunk,” said Johnny
Bull cheerfully. “I give you one second
to get back into that boat! If you ain’t
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gone in a second, I'm beginning on you
again.”

I'he second was cnough for Cadsby.
He leaped to his feet and made one wild
bound into the boat.

There was a fiendish yoll as he landed
in it. He landed among Drury, Monson,
and Vavasour, knocking them right and
left.

Ponsonby alone remained on the bank
now, still cngaged in frantic conflict with
Bob Cherry.

Pon really hadu't intended matters to
go so far as that. He had not been
looking for a scrap. DBut it was not
uncommon for Pon to carry his un-
pleasantness past danger-point. Now he
was “for it.” It was quite a terrific
fight; Pon putting all lus beef into it,
as it could not be Eclpod. But the hefty
and indignant Bob fairly walked over
him, and I'on yelled for peace.

“Stoppit, you beast! I give in!" he
howled. *Let a chap alone! Ob, you
rotter! Leave off!”

Bob left off at last.

He collared Ponsonby, who really had
been punched quite enough, and ran him
down to the margin of the water.

The boat was only a few feet out, the
dilapidated crew ~waiting for their
leader to join them, though not ventur-
ing to come to his aid.

“Jump!” snapped Bob.

“You beast, I'm towing the boat——"

“You're not! Jump!”
“Look here—" yelled Ponsonby.
“0Ow! Groogh! Ooooooh!”

Bob Cherry shook him by the collar,
like a terrier shaking a rat.
“Ow! Leggo! EStoppit!
gurgled Pousonby.

“You'd better!” growled Dob.

“The  betterfulness  is  terrific,”
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Ponsonby did not want to jwnp. He
had a premormition of what would happen
when he jumped. But there was no help
for it, and he did jump.

I'll jump!™

As he did so Bob Cherry kicked, land-
ing nicely on Ponsonby, and the High-
chiffe junior fairly flew into the boat.

He crashed down among his comrades,
roariug.

Bob Cherry picked up the
and tossed it in after him.
drifted off from thz bank.

A chorus of howls and groans came
from it as it floated out into the river.
Never had a more dishevelled and
dilapidated crew been scen on the sunny
Thames.

“QOh, my hat!” said Wharton, looking
round with a very red face at the star-
ing crowd. “For gooduess’ sake, lot's
get out of this!”

“Let's, for
Nugent.

“We shall get run in soon!" grunted
Johuny Bull.  “Get a move on!”

Bob Cherry ran to the overturned
tricyele.

“Tend a hand here!” he snorted.

His cowrades lent a hand. Methuse-
lah was righted, in a pool of spilt petrol.
Hurriedly the juniors wheeled it on.
Some of Mcthuselah's ancient parts
scemed to have become loosened by the
crash on the tow-path, for he was clink-
ing and rattling and banging wildly
when he resumed his way.  Sounds of
laughter from the crowd on the tow-
path followed the party.

“(Come on, DBunter!” shouted Whar-
ton, as the party pressed on and passed
the fat junior sitting on the grassy
bank,

Bunter turned a deaf car.

“(Come on, Fatty!” called ont Bob.

Sill Bunter did not seem to hear.

1> was gazing past the walking-party
at the river, apparently ignorant of
their existence.

The juniors pansed a moment, staring
at him. They did not understand what
was the matter with Dunter,

“Deaf, you fat ass?” asked Trank
Nugent, stepping across to Bunier aud

tow-ropc
The boat

goodness’ sake!” said

giving him a poke in the ribs with the
toe of his shoe,

“Wow!"” gasped Dunter.

“(ome on, ass!”

“ Look here, vou get away !” snapped
Junter. “Don’t let all those people
know that you belong to me,”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“ Pretty low seene to be mixed up in,"”
sneered DBunter. * Hooligan row on the
tow-path! Pah!”

“You fat chump

“ For goodness’ sake, get off ! hissed
Bunter. “I'm not going to be mixed
up with a low erowd rowing on the
tow-path. I'll sce you later! T decline
to let all those people know that I
belong to a erowd like you lot!”

“Fathead!”

The Famous Five trailed on, leaving
Bunter sitting on the bank with a super-
cilious sneer on his fat face.

At the first turning from tho tow-
path the tricyele was turned away from
the river. Db made no objection—
though no objection on Bob's part
would have been heeded by the Co.
They had had quite enough publicity
for one day. The shining river was lefé
behind, and they tramped along a
shady, leafy lane—to an accompaniment
of clinking and clanking from
Methnsclah, Since his fall on the tow-
path, Methuselah’s resemblance to a
jazz band had Dbecome stronger than
ever.

“\Well, we jolly well gave those eads
a licking ! said Bob Cherry, breaking
a long silenee,

“We did !" agreed Wharton.

“They asked for it!” growled Dob.

“0Oh, quite!”

“The quitefulness is preposterous,”
remarked Ilurree Singh. ¢ But——"
“But what " growled Dob.

The nabob grinned.

“Nothing, my csteemed chum! All
is serene.”
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“We've shocked Bunter,” grinned
Nugent. “ Bunter wouldn’t own us 1D
public. Bunter's ashamed of us.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bob Cherry snorted.

He glanced back along the lane.
Against the shining river at the end of
the lane, a fat figure appeared.
Bunter was following—now that the
party were out of sight of the crowd
along the river.

“That fat rotter has chosen to stop
behind,” said Bob. “Let him kecp
behind! We'll jolly well put on specd
and chuck him. He can turn up his
gilly fat nose all on his lonely own,”

“CGood cgg!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ripping idea!” exclaimed Johuny
Bull heartily. * Start up that blink-
ing engine, and get going, and we'll
trot. If Bunter can catch us up then,
he’s welcome.”

Bob's frowning face broke into a grin.

He turned his attention to the engime.
With the juice on, Methuselah could be
quite speedy; and if Methuselah went
ahead and the Co. trotted, it was
obvious that William George Bunter
would never be able to rejoin the walk-
ing party, which undoubtedly was
exactly what Bunter deserved.

“ Just a tick!” said Bob.

The juniors paused for a “tick
while Bob started the engine. It proved
to be an uncommonly long “tick.”

That crash on the tow-path appar-
ently had  disordered  some of
Methuselah’s antiquated works. No
answering snort came from the engine.
Bob sct his tecth, and put-his beef into
it, but it was futile. Something was
wrong with the woiks, and Mecthuselah
would not go.

“Buck up, old chap!” said Johnny
Bull.

“Don’t worry, ass!”

* Bunter’s coming up-—’

“Hang Bunter!”

“But aren't we going to drop him
behind 77

“For goodness’ sake shat up

“Look here—""

“Dry up!” roared Bob.

“Qh, my hat! Is that blessed old
trike going to give more trouble?”
sighed Johnny DBull. *“What a life!”

“Idiot!"

The Co. sat in the grass beside the
lanc to rest. Methusclah was “at it "
again; and cvidently it was going to
be a long halt.

The fat fizure that laboured behind
drew nearer and nearer.

It arrived at last.

“J say, you fellows—

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“That weird thing on strike again?”
grinned DBunter. “I say, yom fellaws,
you'd better tuke my advice and scrap
it. I've told you a lot of times that
it's no good. And, look here, you
fellows, T want you to understand one
thing, and I want you to understand it
elearly. If 'm going to remain with
this party there must be no more of
your dashed hooliganism—no more
shindies and that sort ef thing. It's
rather disgraceful, you know. There's
a limit! All very well for you fellows,
hut I've got appearances to keep up.
Sce?”

Bunter paused for a reply.  As he
reecived none, he continued :

“Tt won't do! Friends of mine might
have passed and seen that Tow shindy—
and what shonld I have felt like then?
You can't expect a fellow to stand it. I
want vou to understand that quite
cloarly.”

Bob Cherry turned from Methnselah.
Methuseluh was giving him a lot of
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trouble, but he could not punch
Mecthuselah. Bunter had come in the
nick of time, so far as Bob was con-
cerned. Bob, with a feeling on him that
he had to punch somebody or burst,
turned to William George Bunter, who
was so cheerfully asking for it at the
right moment,

“I say, you fellows—yarochl
Wharrer you up to?” roared Bunter, as
the exasperated Bob grasped him,

Thump! Thump! Thumpl

“Yow-ow-ow! Wow! Help!
my hat!”

Thump! Thump! Thump!

“There, you fat idiot—"

“Yarooooh !”

Bump! Bunter was deposited in a
heap in the dry ditch beside the lane.
Bob returned to the tricycle.

Bunter scrambled out of the ditch.

“ Another word from you &
Bob in a concentrated voice.

He left the rest to Bunter’s imagina-
tion.

And there were no more words from
Bunter.

Oh,

said

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wet !

“ 00K ’cre, Alf—"
“Look ’ere, Bill—"
“1 tell you, Alfl—"

“And I tell you, Bill
Harris—"
“My only hat!” murmured Harry
) | )
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Wharton. He stopped suddenly, and

signed to his comrades to stop.

It was a golden afternoon. The
juniors had remained on the spot where
Methuselah had halted. Bob Cherry
was still busy with running repairs.
The walking party had had lunch—Bob
taking hurried mouthfuls while he
worked at Methuselah. Parts of
Methuselah were spread beside the lane
—he had a dismantled look. Bob had
refused—eurtly—any aid  from  his
comrades. There was no doubt that
Meothuselah and his vagaries had a
deteriorating effect on Dob’s  temper.
At Greyfriars Bob was the hest-
tempered fellow in the Remove. On the
road with Mecthusclah he had many
lapses. When it was a case of engine
tronble his comrades had learned that
it was best to leave Bob alone.

So after lunch four members of the
Co. went for a stroll, leaving Bob hard
at work with Methuselah and Bunter
snoring in the shade of a tree. The
river was only a short distance away,
and it naturally attracted the four. They
eame out of the lane on to the tow-path,
and noticed, without particularly heed-
ing. two shabby and frowsy figures
strotchod in the grass beside the path
under the trecs. Tramps sprawling in
the grass were no uncommon sight along
the silvery Thames; and the juniors
would have passed them unheeding bhad
not the voices of the two frowsy gentle-
men struck on their ears. They re-
cognised those voices.
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The two tramps were engaged im
argument, which seemed to be rather
warm. One of them, a slight man, had

red hair and a cast in the eye, and was
recognisable as Alfred Snooks.
The other, a fat with a flattened

nose, was his friend,’ Mr. Harris. The
juniors stopped on the path and stared
at the two sprawling figures. They had
last scen Messrs. Harris and Snooks in
Buckinghamshire. They had supposed
that the two rascals, who had so
mysterious a yearning to get possession
of the ancient Dionysins tricycle, had
been shaken off the trail of the trike at
last. But they had turned up again like
two bad pennies in Oxfordshire.

The sprawling tramps did not observe
the juniors; many people passed them
on the tow-path without drawing a
glance from Messrs. Harris and Snooks.
And they were deep in argument.

“I tell you, Bill Harris,” said Mr.
Snooks, “we ain't chucking it. I tell
you, we're arter that trikel Blow me
tight! Ain't we been arter it for weeks,
ever since we fust spotted it at that
shop in Lantham? Ain't we follered
them kids over three or four countics
arter that trike? Don’t I keep on tell-
ing you that it’s worth twenty-five quid
to us? Blow me tight!”

Grunt from Mr. Harris.

“We ’ad a chance to pinch a car this
mornin’,” ho growled. “There it was,
standin’ with the engine runnin'—"

“Pinching cars me into
trouble afore mow,” said Mr. Snooks.
“I don’t say that a covey can't turn an
honest penny at times, by pinching a
car. I don’t turn up my nose at pinching
cars! But there’s a lot of risk pinching
a car, and there ain’t no risk pinching
that old Dionysius trike. Why, nobody
knows what it's worth—even them
young coveys what bought it don’t know
that it’s valuable. No ody knows any-
thing about them eold Dionysius trikes
except a man what worked in the
Dionysius factory twenty years ago
when they was made. I know a man
what'll buy the stuff off us, and glad,
when we get it off that old trike.
Easy work, Bill.”

“If they'll let wus!” grunted Mr.
Harris. It was clear that Mr. Harris
was fed up with following the trail of
the trike.

“If T can’t put it across on a gang of
silly schoolboys, my name ain’t Alfred
Snooks!” said the honest one. “We got
on the track agin now, Bill. I've
picked up nocos of that trike. 'Arf a
dozen coveys have told me about a row
there was on ihis ’ere tow-path, not a
quarter of a mile from ’ere, this
very morning—and the party had a
blinking old motortrike with them.
Well, that was the jigger we're arter.”

“’Ow do you know?” grunted Mr.
Harris.

“There ain’t a lot of "em about,” said
Mr. Snooks. “It was the trike all
right. We got to pick up their camp,
and sneak the trike away arter dark.

“We've tried that afore, AIL”

“We'll try it again,” s=aid Mr
Snooks. “We've "ad bad luck. DBut
we're going to grab that trike, Bill, and
get that old tube out of it, and that
means tweniy-five pounds in our trousis
pockets.”

Iarry Wharton & Co. grinned at one
another,

There was something rather eniertain-
ing in the two frowsy gentlemen dis-
cussing the intended theft of the
trieyele in the hearing of its owners.

Mr. Snooks sat up to knock out his

ipe, and suddenly caught sight of the

onr figures on the tow-path.

He gave a violent start.

“Blow me tight!” he ejaculated.
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Mr. Harris sat up, too, looking
alarmed.

“Them coveys!” he said. “My
eye!”

Harry Wharton walked towards the
two tramps, his comrades following him.
Messrs. Harris and Snooks regarded
them uneasily.

“So you're still after the trike?” said
Harry.

“Blow me tight!”
Snooks.

*What about fetching a bobby, and
having them run in?” asked Johnny
Bull.
= “S'elp me,” said Mr. Snooks hastily,
‘we ain't after that trike, young gents.
Nothing of the sort! Never give it a
blooming thought, sir! Never knowed
you was in these 'ere parts at all.”

“Oh, my hat 1"

*The whopperfulness is terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

murmured Mr.

Dragging hard on the rope, which was
stretched tfaut across the towing-path,
Ponsonby passed on. The rope caught
Methuseiah, whisked beneath the rear
wheels of the trike, and fairly upended it.
There was a loud crash as it toppled over
and sent Bob Cherry flying!  (See
Chapter 2.)

#“We have been listening to your excel-
lent and idiotic remarks, my worthy,
dishonest Snooks.”

“Oh, blow me tight!” said Mr.
Snooks.

“Y,00k here,” said the captain of the

Remove, “you're after us again to
inch that tricycle. What do you want
1t for?”

Mr. Snooks glanced at Mr. Harris,
and Mr. Harris glanced at Mr. Snooks.
Neither made any reply.

“You've got an idea that there’s
something valuable about that old
trike,” went on Wharton. “You tried
to steal it from the cycle shop at
Lantham before we bought it. You've
hung about after us all through the
holidays trying to pinch it. So far as 1
can see, it's not worth anything. We
gave four pounds for it to carry our
baggage; but nobody would give us
fifteen shillings for it if we wanted to
gell it. Why do you want it?”

No reply.

It was clear that Messrs. Harris and
Snocks wanted that old trike, and
wanted it very badly; but they had no
intention of explaining to the Grey-
friars fellows what its mysterious value
consisted.

“From what I can make out, you
want to get an old tube off it,” said

Harry. *What's the good of a bit of
old tubing off an old trike?”

Still no reply.

“They're not likely to tell us,” said
Frank Nugent, laughing. “If there’s
anything really valuable about that
trike we could make money on it our-
selves if we knew what it was”

“There can’'t be anything wvaluable
about it,” said Johnny Bull. “Only an
ass like Bob would have given four
pounds for it. I wouldn't give four
shillings myself.”

Mr. Snooks’ eyes glimmered.

“I'm a pore man,” he said. “I been
looking for work a long time, but I
ain’t found any. But if you young

gents would sell that trike for ten bob,
my mate and me could raise the oof.”
“We could that,” agreed Mr. Harris.
“That’s a good offer when you think
there's something on it worth tweniy-
five pounds,” said Nugent.

That's only my
said Alfred Snooks.
Fact is, it's old
association makes me want that there

“Blow me tight!
little joke, sir,” i
“Jest a little joke, sir.

trike. I ’elped to build it in the
Dionysius factory twenty jyears ago.
That's all there is to it, sir. I'm sort of

fond of that old jigger.”
«Tijar!” said Nugent pleasantly.
“1q¢ruth, sir, blow me tight—""
“Well, we're not selling it for ten
shillings,” said Harry, “and we're not
letting you two rogues pinch it. You've
tried to bag that trike balf a dozen
times, and now yon're after it again,
and we're fed up with you.”
“The fed-upfulness is terrific.”
“'Ere, 'zmcI!s off, you know!” ex-
claimed Mr. Snooks, scrambling to his
feet in alarm.
“» Ants off 1" repeated Mr. Harris.
“My  esteemed and disgusting
ccoundrels,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, “you must lcarn to keep your
absurd hands from the pickfulness and
the stealfnlness, A ducking in the
ludicrous river will teach you a lesson.™
“ a0k 'ere—" roared Mr, Snooks.
“Y,00k 'ere—" howled Mr. Harris.
“Duck them!” shouted Johnny Bull.
¢ Ands off!”
But it was not hands off; it was hands
on. Four juniors collared the two cycle-
thieves, and in spite of their strenuous
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objections, ran them across the towing-
path to the water.

““Elp!” roared Mr. Snooks wildly.
The prospect of going into water
scemed to horrify him. Mr. Snooks’
G‘IJ](_‘C[I_OHS to water were as strong as
his objections to soap, which were very
strong  indeced. Had Mr. Snooks
suffered from a severe attack of hydro-
phobia be could not have been more
horrified by his near approach to water,

Put there was no help for Mr.
Snooks. The Greyfriars juniors had
been trailed for wecks by the cycle-
thieves, and they were fod up. They
felt that it was time for Messrs. Harris
and Snooks to have a lesson which
might help them to realise that honesty
was the best poliey.

Splazh !

Mr. Snooks went fiying through the
rushes, and landed on his back im
shallow water! He disappeared for &

moment, and came up spluttering
horribly.

“Look ’ere—" raved Mr. Harris,
struggling frantically.

Splash !

Mr. Harris followed his friend inte

the Thames, !
“Grooogh! Ooococh! Gug-gug-gu i
The water was shallow, and rather
muddy near the bank; there was no
danger of Messrs, Harris and Snooks
being drowned. But, what was almost

as bad to the two frowsy gentlemen,
they were geiting a wash.
They struggled wildly out of the

water,

«Tuke that as a tip, and let us and
our trike alone,” said Harry Wharton.
“Next time you'll be handed over to
the police.”

“Gurrerrrgkg !V
“Qooooooch I’
The juniors turned away, leaving

Messrs. Harris and Snocks crawling oub
of the Thames, drenched and dripping.
The chums of the Remove did not con-
tinue their walk, With the two cycle-
thieves in the vicinity it was mot
ja*dicious to leave Bob Cherry alone
With the tricycle, so they returned to
the lane where Bob was still wrestling
manfully with Methusclah,
On the tow-path two bedraggled
Tug Macner Lisrary.—No. 1,121
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figures crawled out of the rushes, gonged
water from their eyes, and spluttercd.

“RBlow me tightl” gurgled Mr,
Snooks.

“Qw!” moaned Mr. Harris. “I'm
wet! Wet all over! I ain’t been wet
all over for years and years and years!
Ow! I shall ketch blinking pneumonia,
Ow! Groogh! Ow!"

“Look at me!” moancd Mr. Snooks.

“Well, lock at me!” snarled Mr.
Harris.

*“0Oh, jiminy1”

“QOh, ’oly smoke!”

“We're going to get that trike off
them, all the same!” hissed Mr. Snooks.

“Blow the trike!”

*Look ’'ere—"

“ And blow you!” snorted Mr. Harris.

Two exceedingly ill-tempered tramps
meandered away along the tow-path,
The way of the transgressor was hard—
and wet!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Halt !

LINK! Clank! Jingle!
“Three cheers!” said Johnny
Bull sareastically,

Snort from Bob Cherry.

Methuselah was going !

A lazy alterncon had been spent b
most of the walking-party. Only Bob
Cherry had been busy. But he had been
busy cnough for all six.

He looked tired now. He also looked
eross. But Methusclah was on the move
once more. The Greyfriars walking-
party were able to proceed.

Even Bob had to admit that the state
of Methuselah was not satisfactory. That
crash on the towing-path had hurt him
somewhere. He was going again, but he
went with obvious reluctance, He jolted,
he jarred, he jammed, and he jingled.
His saxophone cffects were more pro-
nounced than ever.

Still, it was a relief to see him moving:
and the Greyfriars party were thankful
for small mercies.

Only Bunter wasn't pleased. Bunter
had had several meals, alternately with
several naps, during the long rest.
Dunter, apparently, would have been
satisfied to remain permanently on the
spot, alternately feeding and napping, at
least until the end of the vacation. But
it was not to be; and Bunter dragged
his weary fat limbs after the walking-
party.

His fat face was moroze. The beanties
of highways and byways in Oxfordshire
did not appeal much to Bunter. Bunter
had no objection to attractive scenery,
when he eould admire it lying down
with his eyes shut. But walking through
jt was not to his taste. Bunter, in fact,
was beginning to think that he had
made a mistake in attaching himself to
the walking-party at all. He did not
like walking; and he did not like the
party. Many times he had thought of
giving them the go-by. The difficulty
was that, if Bunter was to be with any-
body in the holidays, he had to be with
somebody who did not want him. There
was nobody else in the kingdom. So
Bunter grumbled and groused, and con-
tinued, for the present. to honour the
Famous Five with his fascinating
society,

The heat of the day was over when
the chums of Greyfriars resumed their
way, the sun sinking in the west in a
glory of purple and gold. When they
emerged into the main road to Oxford,
Bob was for going ahcad—he pointed
out that Oxford was worth sceing, and
that the party werc on a ramble to see
things. Gently but firmly his comrades
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turned him from the way. ‘They were
not going to trundle Methuselah through
Oxford; especially now that, since his
trouble on the tow-path, he resembled
two or three jazz bands rolled into one.
They preferred that Methuselah should
be like one of those flowers which are
born to blush unseen and waste their
sweetness on the desert air.  Byways
were much more suitable than highways.
for so remarkable a vehicle as Methu-
selah.

So they had but a distant glimpse of
Oxford's spires and antique towers, and
kept to country roads and lanes.

“I say, you fellows, when
camp?”’

Billy Bunter asked that guestion about
onee every ten minutes. The walkers
did not trouble to answer it.

But when the last gleam of the sun-
sot was going, the other fellows began
to consider the matter.

Bob. however, was for pushing on,

“We've rested nearly all day,” he
said. “It’s going to be a lovely night.
Fine and starry! Let’s push on till mid-
night.”

“Ow!” from Bunter.

“Well, that’s all right,” said Harry

do we

Wharton., “We can see the iolly old
couniry by starlight. Still ”
“We shall want supper soon,” re-

marked Johnny Bull.

“You can leave that to Bunter,” =aid
Bob, “for goodness’ sake, don’t hegin
talking about grub! We get enongh of
that from Bunter.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Look here——" said Johnny Ball.

“We've got sandwiches in the bag,”
said Nugent hastily, “ we can scoff them
as we go.”

“0Of course we can,” said Bob. “and
any man that likes can take a turn at
driving the trike.”

i I_Icm !" :
That offer was not received with
eagerness, Many times during  the

walk the other fellows had rather envied
Dob in the saddle of the old trike. But
they did not envy him now. Methu-
selah was making strange noises. as if
suffering from complicated troubles in
his interior; and cvery moment they
expected him to crock up. In the
present state of Methuselah, they pre-
forred to leave him in the hands of the

expert,

Under the shadows of night. ihe walk-
ing-party sauntered on, Bunter rolling
maresely in the rear. Having decided to
keep on under the silvery starlight, the
Cla. were not the fellows to go hack on
their word: and when they arrived at
the foot of a hill later, they braced
themselves to it. There was a groan
from Bunter: but Bunter's groans were
always passed unheeded. His groaning
was almest as incessant as the rattling
and bhanging of the ancient motor-
tricyele. Bob Cherry put Methuselah to
the hill, ;

Abont a minute later, he stopped and
got down.

“Look here, you men—" le said in
a very thoughtful way.

“Y say, you fellows, I'm tired!” came
in a wail from Bunter.

“&hut up, Bunter!” said four -voices,

“Hold on, though!” said Bob. “If
Bunter's tired—"

“Blow Bunter ! said Johnny Bull

“8till, if he’s tired—"

“1 am~—frightfully I” groaned Bunter.
“Legs almost dropping off.”

“ Bunter's always tired,”
Frank.
Never mind Bunter.”

“0h, really, Nugent—"

“Let's get on,” said Wharton.
“Bunter can hang on behind the trike,
and get a pull up the hill.”

remarked

“He's tired before he starts. -
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“YT'd rather camop!” groaned Dunter,

“Rats!”

““Well, it’s possible to overdo this idea
of pushing on,” eaid Bob, standing
beside Methuselah and regarding his
iricnds thoughtfully. * After all, we
don't want to wear ourselves out, tramp-
ing all through the night.”

“Why, it was your idca to push on,”
exclanned Wharton,

Bob Cherry coughed.

“Well, you sce, a chap doesn’t want
to be inconsiderate,” he =aid. “I don’t
get tired, sitting on the trike; but you
{ellows—"

“That's all right—we're not tired.”

“'The tirefulness is not terrific.”

“&till, if you'd rather camp—"" said
Bob, showing a concern for his com-
rades which, good-natured fellow though
he was, was rather surprising.

“We wouldn’t,” said Nugent. “Now
we've seitled that we're going on, let's
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go on! We're wasting time.”
“Well, Bunter would rather camp
and—"

“Bless Bunter |”

“He's a worryin
don’t want to wear
said Bob.

“Look here, do you want to halt,
Bob 1” demanded the captain of the
Remove. “If you do, say s0.”

Bob Cherry coloured.

“T'm really thinking of you fellows
and—" he said haltingly.

“We're all right.”

“Well, Bunter, then——"

“ Bunter's all right.”

fat ass, but we
t fat duffer out,”

“Tm not!” howled Bunter. “I'm
{ired 1
“Oh, come on!” exclaimed Johnny

Bull impatiently. * Might as well have
camped, if we're going to stand round
jawing. Look here, Pm going on.”

And Johmny tramped on up the hill
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh followed
him. Nugent went on, and Wharton.

“Come on, Bob!” called back Harry.
“¥You necdn’t have shut the engine off.
What did you do that for ?”

“] think I know how to handle thie
trike,” said DBob gruffly.

“0Oh, all right! Come on, then.”

Wharion followed his comrades, and
tho shadows swallowed them. Billy
Bunter trailed after them wearily. But
there was no sound of Mecthuselah snort-
ing in their wake. Apparently Bob
Cherry was not following.

After a few minutes, Wharton paused
and looked back. The light on the trike
could bo scen gleaming, lower down the
hill, but it was motionless.

“Why the thump is that ass still stop-
ping 7”7 exclaimed the captain of the
Remove, in wonder.

“Come on, Bob!” bawled Johnny
Bull.

“(‘oming ! came back a shout from
the dusky distance. “Don’t wait.”

“Well, why don’t you come "

No answer,

There was a soft chuckle from Huiree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“My estcemed chums, I respectfully
opine that the esteemed and ridiculous
i Fcr has jibbed at this ludicrous

i

“Oh, my hat!” growled Johnny Bull.
“(rocked again!”

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh.

“The fathead! That blessed trike is
erocked, and that’s why that ass was so
concerned about Bunter! He can’t get
the thing on, and he wouldn’t own up.”

“Ha, ha, ha”

The chums of the Remove waited for
several minutes, The light of Methu-
selah still gleamed cheerily, like a
beacon in the night, but his jazz band
effects were still; he no longer sounded

(Continued on page 12.)



Ghants of Cricket,

By “Sportsman.”

Only 17 years of age, and he skittled seven of the Surrey
giants out for 7 runs. That early feat foretold the success

of W. E. Astill, the popular Leicester cricketer.
No. 6. W. E. ASTILL.

the leading counties! He'd have been more
famous, and would have been selected for
many an Australian tour.”

This was a statement which I overheard as I took my seat
in the pavilion at Lord’s a few days ago. And I was eager
to learn of whom two friends of mine were speaking,

“Who's the man?” I asked

“ Astill of Leicester,” replied one. “A great all-
rounder, and if he’d played for Middlesex, Surrey, or
Kent, he’d have been given more chances.”

As a matter of fact, although my two friends were not
aware of it, I have known William Ewart Astill since he
was a small child. He was named after the late Mr.
Gladstone, young Astill’s father being a very staunch
follower of that wonderful statesman. W. E. Astill was
a cricketer in his infancy, and now at the age of 39 he
can proudly boast of having scored nearly 14,000 runs, and
taken nearly 1,500 wickets in first-class cricket.

Ewart Astill was born in the atmosphere of cricket, his
father being quite a prominent player, and his uncle,
Tom Jayes, ing one of Leicestershire’s finest all-
rounders. It was while I was in tho company of the
latter, nearly thirty years ago, that I first met young
Astill. I had been to see the match, Leicester v Sussex,
and, at the conclusion of the day’s play, was driving out
to Ratby, five miles away, having given Tom Jayes a lift.

K were about half-way on our journey when I

W had to swerve to avoid running over a youngster.

“Why, that’s my young nephew!” said Jayes.

We stopped, made the boy get into the car,

and then ascertained that he, also, had been to see the

match, having played truant from school for the purpose.

He was about eleven years of age, but he talked most

enthusiastically about the wonderful score of 275 made by
Prince Ranjitsinhji for Sussex,

“Wait until you're a man,” 1 said, “and then you may
play for your county.”

“T'm not going to wait until then,” he replied.
going to play for Leicester when I leave school.”

I shall never forget the serious expression on the boy's
face as he said this, nor the loud laugh which Jayes and
I had over the child’s optimism.

Soon, four years later, or when Ewart Astill was fifteen
years of age, the Leicester County Club advertised for
four young players, and one of the written applications
for a trial was from this boy. He referred the secrctary
to his uncle, who, by the way, had never seen his nephew
perform. But young Astill interviewed Tom Jayes, and
told him that he would be quite safe in recommending him
as he was absolutely IT.”

“wHAT a pity it is that he didn't play for one of

“1'm

NYHOW, the enthusiastic young cricketer was in-
ﬁ vited to attend the county ground for a trial,
and, being perhaps one of the pleasantost-looking
lads one could meet in a day’s march, he immedi-
ately made friends for himself. His supreme test was
when he had to bowl about a dozen balls to C. B. J.
Wood, who was then one of the mest diflicult batsmen in
England to get out, but Ewart Astill managed to hit his
stumps. It looked suspiciously like a conspiracy, but,
at any rate, the youngster was cngaged, and began his
long association with the Midland county.

At the end of the scason, or when he had just passed
his sixteenth birthday, Astill played in his initial first-
class match for Leicester against Hampshire. 1 did not
forget his words when he had played truant from school,
50 1 sent him a wire worded: “Bravo! I laughed at your
boast, but am now overjoyed at its fruition.” And the
acknowledgment was typical of the youth. “Thanks very
much! I am nerveus but nippy.”

He scored, to the best of my recollection, 12 not out, and
took three wickets for 30 runs, his performance and
wholo bearing upon the ficld of play being so creditable
as to inspire the great C. B. Fry to write some eulogistic

L e A .

W. E. ASTILL, Leicester's popular all-rounder.
remarks about “this promising boy ™ in a magazing
article. And during the next five years Astill did not
miss one match. This, I think, is a reccord following &
first appcarance.

The M. C. C. soon got to know of this phenomcnal boy
cricketer, and he was engaged on the ground staff at
Lord’s to play for the M. C. C., on those days when
Leicester hadn't any fixtures.

Then, as years went on, and Astill became the backbone
of his county team he was sought after by Colonial
organisations who required the best English players for
coaching purposes. Thus it was that during three English
winters he was domiciled in South Africa, where he be-
came very popular.

STILL is probably the most popular ecricketer in

A the county of Leicester, and wherever he goes

has the habit of making close friendships. Only

a few days ago I was told by a famous batsman

that there is no more popular cricketer than Astill in

South Africa, in the West Indies, and in India, in which
countries he has toured with representative teams.

Only a few days ago I asked Ewart Astill to tell me of
the occasion when he experienced the greatest pleasure in
a first-class match. He did not refer to a Test match,
nor to any of his century innings, but to the game,
Leicester v. Surrey, at the Oval in 1907, when he was only
seventeen years of age.

Surrey went in before lunch and had scored 100 for no
wicket when the interval arrived, 34 runs being scored
off Astill. “But,” he said, “we got them all out for
139, I getting seven wickets for T rune after Junch.”

Seven wickets for 7 runs by a boy bowler against Surrey
whon that side was a far more powerful side than it is
tr};—;iay! When Surrey were a team of giants! Good going,
e

(Next week’s interesting article by ** Sportsman " deals
with “Patsy” Hendren, of Middlesex.)
Tue MacweT Liprary.—No. 1,121,
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THE MYSTERY OF METHUSELAH !

(Continued from page 10.)

like several saxophones in competition—
he did not sound at all. Evidently he
had developed some internal weakness,
and that was why Bob Cherry had
changed his mind about pushing on.

“We made rather a mistake in duck-
ing those tramps,” said Johnny Bull.
“We ought to have tipped them, Then
we might have got rid of that awiul
trike.”

“Too late!” said Nugent, with a
sigh.
*“Let's go back,”” said Harry; and
the juniors retraced their way down the

ill.

Bob Cherry was busy. Tools and
parts of Methuselah were spread round
nim, and evidently it was another case
of running repairs wanted. '

“Crocked!”” asked Harry.

“Not exactly erocked,” answered Bob
cautiously.

“Well, ecan
"Jchnny Bull.

““He can go splendidly, as you know.”

“Why don’t you come on, then?"’

*Give a fellow a rest.”

" Look here, Bob, do you want us to
balt, or not?” asked Nugent.

“Not!”" answered Bob.

“Camp !” said Wharton.

* No need to camp,” said Bob grufily.
“I shall have this jigger going in a few
minutes. Ten at the most.”’

“We know your few minutes, old
bean. Camp!"” said the captain of the
Remove, and the walking-party camped.
By the time Methuselah responded to
his persuasions, Bob was fecling
much more inclined to turn in than to
push on, He crawled into his blankets,
. “You awake, any of you?” he
grunted.
Snore from Bunter.

#] say, Wharton—"

the brute go?” asked

“Wharrer marrer?” came & drowsy

“ Look here, I think, instead of push-
ing on in the mormng, we'll go back
down the river,”’ said %ob.

Wharton started into wakefulness,

“ Kh, why "’

“To look for Ponzonby !” said Bob.

* Ponsonby !’ repeated  Wharton.
'f' What do you want to sce Ponsonby
T

*To smash him |

“ Fathead ! :

“That trike’s damaged,”’ said DBob.
“That Higheliffe cad did it! I've got
it going again, but therc’ll be more
trouble——"

“ More than usual ?” yawned Wharton.

“Don’t be an ass! Look here, I'd
like to go back down the river
to-morrow to see if we can find Pon-
sonby, and smash him to pieces—"

Wharton turned over to go to sleep
again. Bob grunted, and followed s
example.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Sold !
o REAT Scott!"”

G Billy Bunter half-opened his
eyes, but did not take the
trouble to fully open thefu,

It was a glorious morning.

So lovely was the summer weather
that even Billy Bunter was not grousing
that morning. Still, Bunter had another
and a better reason for not grousing.
The walking-party were not going on;
Bunter was aﬁlc to get a rest. Leaving
the tent and the trike, after breakfast,
in Bunter's chur%e, the Famous Five
had walked out of the camp. Far over
the meadows in the distance the morning
sunlight had shown the towers of Oxford
still visible; and the Famous Five had
agreed that it was a good idea to take
a walk round that historie city, They
were out to walk, anyhow; and a walk

A Rousing Book-Length Yarn fjor 4d. only!

With the Bow Street Runners hot on his heels, Dick Turpin, galloping
like the wind on his trusty Black Bess, makes a flying leap from the
saddle to an overhanging signboard of a passing tavern. He scrambles
through the casement window underneath, and thus eludes his pursuers,
Here he meets his double, who in return for some service from Dick,

agrees to join forces with the highwa:
From London to York, and

Two.

an a8 Diek Turpin Number
ndon to Dover, the two Dick

Turpins keep the Bow Street Runners on the run by as daring a series
of escapades as were ever recorded of the famous Knight of the Road.
Read this stirring story to-day. Ask for No. 201 of the

Boys’Friend Library

You will also em'oE'sfﬁm other volumes in Boys'
i

Friend

rary=—now ready !

No. 202, BIG-FIST THE FEARLESS. No. 203, THE GREY BAT.
No. 204, CROOKED GOLD.

THE MAGNET

without Methuselah was quite delight-
ful, in the opinion of four members of
the party. 1t was doubly delightful
without Bunter as well; and Bunter, of
course, did not want to walk to Oxford
and walk about Oxford. Bunter pre-
ferred to rest in camp; and as there
were plenty of provisions on hand, a
quite contented Bunter was left behind
when the chums of the Remove started
for Uxtord’s cloistered calm. Having
scen the last of them with great
satisfaction, Bunter prepared and dis-
posed of a second breakfast, and then
siretched his fat limbs in the grass to
rest. All the walking-party intended to,
enjoy the morning—and Billy Bunter
not the least.

Bob, it was trae, felt a little uneasi-
ness about leaving Methuselah, But
the camp was many miles from the spot
where the two tramps had been ducked,
and it was to be hoped, too, that the
ducking had been a warning to them.
Four fellows, at least, were glad to get
out of sight of Methuselah. So they
went; and by thkat time they were in
Oxford, while Bunter napped under the
trees by the lane and listened to a
familiar voice that ejaculated “ Gad!”

The voice was familiar to Bunter,
though for the moment he did ‘not re-
member to whom it belonged.

Someonc had come along, scen Methu-
sclah, and stopped to look at that
ancient and remarkable machine. The
cjaculation showed that the beholder
was surprised and interested.

“Great Scott! Whatever is it?"

Then Bunter sat up.

He knew the voice now, though it was
a long time since he had met Peter
Cuthbert Gunner of the Fourth Form
at Rookwood.

“Great Scott!” said the burly youth,
for the third time. “What ever is it?"

“T say, Gunner]”

Peter Cuthbert Gunner started, and
glanced round. He had not observed
the fat figure reposing in the grass.

“Great Scott ! He turncd on the Owl
of Greyfriars. “Bunter|”

“Yes. oid chap,” said Bunter affec-
tionately.

He scrambled to his feet.

Perhaps the  Rookwood junior was
rather sorry he had stopped to gaze at
Methusclah. For & moment he seemed
disposed to resume his way quite
abruptly. Gunner of Rookwood was
one of the innumerable fellows who did
not realise what a fascinating fellow
Willium George Bunter was.

But there was no escape for Gunner.
Bunter rolled over to him with effusive
affection and held out a grubby hand—
which lett a mark on Gunner's hand as
he reluctantly but politely shook hands
with the fat junior.

* Awfully glad to see you, old top!”
said Bunter. * 8it down—here'’s a camp-
stool! Take a pew, old fellow.””

“Thank you very much, Bunter,” said
Gunner, and he sat down.

"Just a minute, and I'll get you a
ginger-pop,” said Bunter hospitably.
“I'll have one myself.”

“You're awfully good.”

“Jolly glad to sce such an old pal,”
said Bunter,

“Great Scott!”

Billy Bunter was dusty and grubby.
Gunner, who had evidently been walk-
ing, too, was spotless by comparison.
The contrast between the two juniors
was really striking, but it did not strike
Bunter.

“Travelling in these parts, old chap ?”
asked Gurner, as he accepted a glass of
ginger-beer. It was a warm, sunny
morning in August, and ginger-pop was
quite acceptable.

“Yes, old chap,” said Bunter, sitting
down on another camp-stool, He guzzled
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ginger-pop, took breath again, and went
on: “ king at my trike, what?"

Gunner coioured faintly.

“1 was not aware that you were close
at hand, Bunter, or I should certainly
not have made any remarks regarding
the trike,” he said. “I am sorry,
Bunter.’’

Bunter grinned.

“That's all right, old chap. Lots of

people have made remarks about that it

trike.”
“I don’t doubt it,” agrced Gunner,
with another glance at Methuselah. “It

seems to be rather an uncommon
design.”
“But it's a good machine,” said

Bunter, blinking at Gunner through his
big spectacles.

“Yes, I'm sure it is.”

“Goes like anything,” said Bunter.

“Does it, really?” said Gunner, in
gurprise.

“Fine! If you happened to want a
motor-tricycle, Gunner, I'd sell you that
one quite cheap.”

“Don’t worry, old chap,” said Gunner.
“I do not l'ln.?pen to be in want of a
motor-tricycle.”

“Ten quid would buy it,” said Bunter.

* Great Scott!”

“] mean, from an old friend like you,
I'd take five.”

“No thanks, old chap.”

“You should see me handle it,” said
Bunter. “I've covered two thousand
miles on that machine ihis vac. All over
the kingdom. With a man who knows
how to ﬁmndlc it, it does forty easily.”

“ Great Scott!”

“Look at the baggage it carries, too,”
said Bunter. “If you were getfing up a
walking-party, for instance, it’s simply
ripping for carrying the baggage.”

“1 suppose £0,” assented Gunner.

“What are you doing about here—
walking 7* asked Bunter, blinking
curiously at the Rookwood junior.

“Yes. The fact is, I was eycling,” ex-
plained Gunner. “You sce, I'm staying
with some people near Oxford, and 1
cam® out for a run on a bike this
mornin’.”

Bunter stared. Except for a pair of
trouser-clips, he could sce no sign of a
bicycle about Gunner.

“But I have lost the bike.,” explained
Gunner. “T left it at the foot of a hill
while 1 walked up to admire the view,
and when I came %ack it was gone.”

¢“He, he, ha!”

“What are you cacklin’® at?”
Gunner.

“He, he, he! It's been pinched, of
course ! said Bunter.

%1 hope not,” said Gunner. “As a
matter of fact, it doesn't belong to me.
I borrowed it from = chap at the house
where I am staying. No doubi some
chap has taken it in mistake for his
own.”

“He, he, hel”

Gunner rose from the camp-stool.

“] had better be getting along,” he
remarked. “I’'m ten or twelve miles
from the place where I'm stayin’, and
it's a long walk, yoa know.™

“Hold on a minute, old chap! We
haven't had a talk yet,” said Bunter.
“Have another ginger-pop! And I've
got same tarts here.”

“You're extremely good.” Gunner sat
down again and accepted refreshment.
“You travellin’ with this trike on your
own, Bunter?”

“That's it,” said Bunter cheerfully.
“But the fact is, 1 wind up my tour
to-day, and I should be glad to get the
trike off my hands, even at a loss.
don’t mind admitting that I've spent
all the money I started with—money
goes, you know, when a fellow’s on a
holiday and does himself regardless of
expense. [I’'ve spent every bean.”

asked

That statement was quite correct.
Bunter had started his summer holiday
with threepence in his ket, and un-
doubtedly he had spent it all. It had
not lasted long.

“I'm taking the train from Oxford
for a friend’s house, where I'm spendin
the rest of the vacation,” explain
Bunter. “I'd like to scll that trike
be‘f‘ora I go. T gave fifteen pounds for

“You must have been caught, then,”
said Gunner.

“Well, I never haggle about money,”
said DBunter careless%y. “What’s the
go‘edo,h\iv’pcu a fellow’s wealthy 7"

“You drive a car,” said Bunter, * you

“ Great Scott I”

Gunner, as Bob Cherry grasped him

firmiy and dragged him off the saddle of
“Got you, you thief!?”

the tricycle.

panted Bob. ““I’ll smash you!”

“You’ll do what?” * Why—whai—

who—— ** Bob Cherry suddenly relaxed

his ferocious grasp, as he became aware

of the identity of his adversary *‘ Gunner!”’
he gasped. (See Chapter 9.)

could drive that trike. It's casier than a
car! Look here, I'll let you have it for
a couple of pounds.”

“No thanks, old fat bean!”

“1t will take you home, anyhow,” =aid
Bunter. “Save yoa walking ten miles.
Is it a go?”

“Nothing doing!”

“Make it thirty bob,” said DBunter
recklessly. “Dash it all, I never was a
fellow to haggle.”

‘lBut_-’?

“It’s yours,” sail DBuuter, *‘‘Don't
say another word, old chao! It's your
jigger. I throw in the petrol—a good
five bob’s worth. The lamp alone is
worth thirty shillings. Cherry bought
that new—"

I‘Eh?l‘

“I mean, I bought it new,” said
Bunter hastily, “Bob came with me to
sce that I got a good one He—I mean
I—gave thirty shillinﬁs for it. You're
getting a bargain in this trike, Gunner.”

“PBut, really!” protested Peter Cuth-
bert Gunne: feebly. It seemed that he
was going to become the owner of the
motor-tricycle whether he liked it or
not.

yelled Peter Cuthbert

13

“Licence paid up fo the end of the
year,” said Bunter. *¥ou get that in.
Book’s in the bagl! Eve ing in
order! It's a bargain, what?

There was no doubt that the motor-
tricycle, with its appurtenances, was a
bargain at thirty shillings, the .lamp
alone having cost that sum. The only
drawback was that Gunner didn’t wans
it. But that difficulty Bunter brushed
aside, like a trifle that he regarded not.

¢ Just try it and see how it goes!” said
Bunter,

“ Does 0

it really asked Peter

Gunner, regarding the ancient trike
with a very doubtful eye.
“ Just you try it.”
“T think I will.”

CGunner knew a great deal about
motors, and was interested in them., No
doubt that was why he had stopped to
admire the ancient Dionysius. As a relio
of a long-forgotten past, it had ita
interest.

He proceeded to examine the machine
and to start it up. He really found
interest in the experiment. To his sur-
prise 1t went. It sounded strangely—it
grunted spasmodically—it creaked and
moaned. But it went. Gunner handled
it quite as well as Bob Cherry. He
carcered along the read for some dis-
tance, turned without overturning, and
came carcering back.

“Goes all right,” he remarked,
“glthough it makes an awful noise.”

“You won’t be sorry you've bought ity
take my word for it,” =aid Bunter.

“But I haven't—"

“Like a receipt?” asked Bunter.
“Between friends, I suppose that's
hardly necessary.”

“ What—"

“By the way, you haven't handed me
the thirty bob,” said Bunter pleasantly.
“Short accounts make long friends, you
know.”

Gunner gazed at the fat Owl of the
Remove.

(Continued on page 10.)
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RASH! Bang! Wallop !
g * Yaroooo, !
* Gerroff my chest ! ”

“ Woooooop ! 7

i 1.‘].’!1 B

In the hart of a forest on the kanks of
the Amazon, Jack Jolly & Co,, of Bt
Sam’s, were fighting a desprit battle.

Tt was ruff luck that One-eyed Pedro
should have turned up just at the moment
when our heroes had unearthed the trezzure
they had ecome so far to find. But if
their attackers had been merely Oneo-eyed
Pedro and his gang of pirates, the St.
Sam’s party would have felt quite capabul
of licking them to a frazzle.

Somohow or other, however- —the juniors
didn’t quite know how—their villanous
Spannish cnemy had suxxeeded in gather-
ing under his banner hundreds of feroshus
Indians, armed with tommyhawks and
skalping-knives. Natcherally, four skool-
hoys and a cupple of grown-ups couldn’t
eggspect to lick that lot.

Neodless to say, however, they put
up a first-rate show—with the eggseption,
0? corse, of Dr. Birchemall. That cow-
herdly old fogey gave one yell of alarm
as the Indians attacked, and climbed
up the nearest palm-tree, from which spot
he watched the battle in fear and trem-
bling.

“Sock it into ’‘em, chaps!™ yelled
Jack Jolly, giving one of the savvidges a
biff on the boko that sent him hertling
into a kaktus tree.

**What-ho ! corussed Jack Jolly's
loyle colleags, hitting out right and left
with a hearty zest.

But it was a losing battle. Against
hundreds of wild Redskina and a scorggol
Spannish desperadoes, what could a small
band of Brittish heroes do ?

Defeat came all too soon. In less than
gn hour Mr. Fearless and the juniors were
overwhelmed by sheer wait of numbers,
and beaten. :

“Bueno! That's the stuff to give
them ! leered One-eyed Pedro, lounging
forward to the spot where our herces still
struggled despritly in the hands of their
Redskin captors. ‘' So you thought you
would beet One-eyed Pedro, did you,
genors 7 Ha, ha, ha!”

And the willanous rotter burst into &
peel of mocking sinnical larfter.

At that moment, there was a sudden
crash as Dr. Birchemall dropped lightly
from a tree.

Now that the battle was over, the Head
conzidered it safe to dessend to terry-
firma, Slithering down the stately trop-
pical tree with the ajillity of a monkey,
be waved a cheery greeting to the pirate
ghief.

“ Good afternoon, Pedro! You worked
the giddy orackle, I observe ?

““8i, senor ! smiled Qune.eyed Pedro.
“Thanks to you, HSenor Birchemall, the
trezzure is mine.”

* Qurs, you meen ! ** reminded the Head,

iving his fellow-conspirator a playful dig
m the ribbs.

One-eyed Pedro smiled again—a leering,
ginnical, sardonic smile.

* Qurs, then, if the senor wishes,” he
gaid.

Mr, Fearless and the St. Sam’s juniors
lissened to this dialogg in open-mouthed
wonder.

“ You—you » gasped Frank Fear-
less, as the garstly trooth pennytrated his
branebox,

“Well, of all the villans ! " ejackulated

Jack Jolly.
** Dished, diddled and done!” ecried
Mr. Fearless savvidgely. * Birchemall

has betrayed us again, boys ! ”
* The awful rotter !* cried Bright.
“ We mite have known you were up to
gome deep game, you old villan ! 7’ grunted
Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,121,
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Dr. Birchemall is
a first-class reward
hunter, but the reward
he receives in connec- . [\ \
tion with Jack Jolly
& Co's. famous “ Trez-
zure” Hunt is cer-
tainly not what he
bargained for. Stlll
it's a 100 per cent
more than he deserves.

Mr, Fearless, “ Never mind,
boys! If they take owr trezzure,
we’ll never rest until we rest it
back from them again!”

“* No fear I corussed Jack Jolly

& Co. grimly.

“ Some hopes ! echuckled the
Head. “Hear what they say,
Pedro 17

“1 hear, and I larf. Ha,

ha, ha P sneered One.eyed Pedro,

“We go back to the river
now, with the trezzure, and leave these
dogs with the nativs, isn't it? The
clever English senors catcha us—if they
can! Ha, ha, ha!™ il

And the Spanniard went off into another
peel of mocking larfter.

“Well, what about getting down to
brass tax ? ” asked Dr. Birchemall briskly,
when his leader had finished larfing,
“1 euppose 1 shall come along with you
and your pals, eh ?”

“ 8i, senor ! * answered One-eyed Pedro.
“ You come with us and carry the trezzure,
isn'tit 17

“Well, it’s a bit waity, but I don’t mind
that ! ” chuckled the Head. " If you'll
just lift it up on my back >

The pirate chief bared his yellow fangs
in another grin, and wrapped out an order
in Spannish. Instantly, half a duzzen
villanous cut-throats sprang forward and
hoisted the hevvy box centaining the
trezzure cn the Head’s back.

“ Steddy the Buffs!” prinned Dr.
Birchemall. * Yaroo! Mind my corn,
you silly ass! Up she goes! Greoooo!
It’s heavy ! ”

* And now we leave you ! "' smiled One-
eyed Pedro, turning to our herces again:
‘1 trussed the weather Leeps fine for you
gsenors! Adios!”

Turning to the chief of the Redskins
he remarked in fluent nativ langwidge :

‘ Om tiddliom pom pompom ! ™

To which the chief replied, with dignitty :

“Ueh 1

Then Pedro and his party started off
through the forest, followed by Dr, Birche-
mall bearing the trezzure of the Amazon.

For some hours they trudged on through
the grate troppical forest, and by now Ur.
Birchemall was boughed down under the
wait of his vallual le burden.

the River
Amazon came
in gite and it
was a glad site
for the weary

Head of St
Sam’s.
With a loud

gasp of releef, he drop-
ped the trezzure-chest
to the ground and
stretehed his weery lims

*“ My giddy aunt ! I'm
jolly glad that’s over,”

he remarked. “ What’'s
the neckst move, Pedro,
old scout 1™

The chief of the

desperadoes grinned.

“We make the return
to our pirate ship, senor
—in the canoces,” he
replied, pointing to some
cances that were con-
sealed under the river bank,
no taka you with me.”

“Eh 1" eggsclaimed the Head, a vaig
feeling of alarm taking hold of him,

“One-eyed Pedro no take Inglees
fools aboard his ship,” leered the pirate
chief. " We make other arrangements
for him. Sawvy1”

“ Oh, well, so long as you see me righted,
I shall be sgattisfied " said the Head,
rather uneezily. *° But, of corse, in that
case, we shall have to whack out the
trezzure before we leave each other. I
shall simply refuse to go without my
reward.”

Ha, ha: You get your reward, right
enuff, senor!"™ grinned the sw ¥
scoundrell.

“Whendo I get it,then 1™
For answer, One-eyed Pedro turned o

“But I
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his grinning followers and yelled out a
stern command in Spennish.

Instantly, to Dr. Birchemall's utter
dismay, the swarthy villans fell upon him
and seezed him in a grip of iron.

“ Yaroooooo ! Look here, what's the
riddy game ? Callemoff, Pedro!™ roared
Dr. Birchemall indignantly.

One-eyed Pedro shook his head.

“You ask for your reward. Now I give
it,” he replied, his evil eyes glaring
feendishly., “ You have help me, senor.
Now I tell you what I do. I tie you up
to a tree—"

“T__ttie me to & tree ! hooted the
Head.

“8i! Then I leave you to the Redskins.
The savvidge Redskins come along and
ekalp the Inglees senor 7

*“Sk-skalp me t” shreeked Dr.
emall. -

“That will be your reward, Senor
Birchemall | * sneered One-syed Pedro.
“1 hope you enjoy it ! Ha, ha, ha!®”

And he roared with kallous, brootal

Birch-

ter.,
Grinning all over their villanous diles,

One-eyed Pedro’s swarthy foliowers tied
the head to the trunk of a tree.

“Bueno!"” eggsclaimed the pirate
chief, when they had completed their
handywork. “ Now we buzz off to home
and booty. Mind how you go with that
trezzure-chest, dogs !” "he finnished in
Spannish.

“1, I, sir!” answered his men—in
Spannish, of corse.

Dr. Birchemall watched them lifting the
trezzure into one of the canoes, with feel-
ings that were almost too deep for words.

A minnit later Pedro had taken his place
in the leading cance, Half a minnit after
that, the canoes were in mid-streem.

Another quarter of a minnit, and One-

Pedro and his merry men had
vannished from site.

Dr. Birchemall was left in an eggstromely

worried frame of mind, tied to a tree in a
perrilous forest, thowsands of miles from
civvilisation,

i B
[T Y giddy aunt ! This is annoying,
and no mistake !’ muttered
the Head, for the fiftieth

time, as he vainly tugged at
his crool bonds. ** Surely there is someone
in this gaerstly place who will sucker a
jentleman in distress ? 4
As if in answer to his question, a feerce-
looking Redskin jumped out from behind a
bush almost immejately.
“ Aj.ai-ai!’ he yelled, as he jumped
out—this being the war-cry of the Red-

gkins,

* Yaroooooo ! Whattisit ? * roared the
Head, his scanty hair farely standing on
end.

* Ai-pi-ail”

The Redskin eggsamined the kaptiv
paleface with grate interest for a few
minnits, then he turned round, and putting
his fingers to his lipps bloo a shrill whissle.

In a cupple of seconds, the place was
simply swarming with savvidges, all
armed to the teeth. They crowded round
Dr. Birchemall, then cut the crool bonds
that bound the Head to the palm-tree.
Then they laid ruff hands on him and
marched him through the forest towards
the distant flicker of camp fires.

“ (3rooooo ! Blessed if I like this!”
groaned Dr. Birchemall, as he tramped
along.

His mitey brain brooded over the prob-
lem of escaping the fearful fate that threat-
ened, and suddenly a grin flitted across his
classicle face. A wheeze had entered his nut
—a daring, desprit wheeze which mite work,
and mite not—but a wheeze for all that.

“ Anyway, it's worth trying ! ** he mut-
tered to himself, as he was led into the
Redsking’ encampment.

Passing down a lane of wigwams, the
savvidges evenchally brought the Head
before the chief of the tribe, who was
toasting his moccasins in front of a roaring
camp-fire. ¥ .

“ Now or never !’ muttered the Head
to himself.

So saying, he bou rhed to the chief, and
before anyone could say him neigh, pro-
ceeded to put his wheeze into execution.

First, he turned a dubble summersalt
and a katherine-wheel, and finished up with
a hand spring.

A mermer of astonishment went up from
the ignorant savvidges. i

Then the Head produced hali-a-duzzen
tennis balls he happened to have in his
pockets and gave a breef eggshibition of
juggling. Cries of amazement broke out
from the Redskins, as they watched.

Conclooding his juggling performance,
Dr. Birchemall cawsed the balls to vanish,
then brought them out of the chief’s ear,
one by one.

By this time the specktators were almost

arst. -

“ Well, my hat ! ejackulated the chief
of the tribe in Redskin langwidge, “ This
merchant takes the giddy biskit ! He must
be & witch-doctor ! Bough down to him,
you warriors | Bust me if I don’t make lLim
my second-in-command !

And the chief was as good as his word.
Then and there Dr. Birchemall was
prezzented with a fether headdress, a
tommyhawk, and a skalping-nife.

* * *

Crash !

It was the sound of dawn breaking cver
the mitey River Amazon.

For Mr. Fearless and Jack Jolly & Co.
of the Fourth of St. Sam’s, it was a hopeless
dawn., Tied to steaks driven into the
ground, they were prisoners.

Stay ! What is that ?

1t is a figger. adorned with a savvidge
headdress, klutching a tommyhawk, and
creeping through the undergrowth.
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Tt is Dr. Birchemall, headmaster of St.
Sam’s !

Following on the heels of the Head comes
a vast horde of real Redskins, thirsting
for the blud of their enemies.

Suddenly the chief jumps to his feet.
_A horse ery rings out from his savvidge
lipps.

An instant later hundreds of yelling
savvidges are charging into battle, Cries
of dismay ring out from the surprised
Redskins in the camp. §

Another instant and a wild and whirling
battle is in progress,

Dr. Birchemall grinned cheerfully as he
watched. Then he hurried to the steaks
to which our heroes were tied, and quickly
cut their bonds.

“ Birchemall | " gasped Mr. Fearless.
“ Well, of all the surprises——"

‘* Notime to argew the toss, jentlemen ! "
said the Head briskly. * We've got to
make ourselves scarco!”™

*What ho!™

Mr. Fearless and the skoglboy adven-
cherers were only too glad to do so. They
sprinted off like champions on the cinder-
track, and continued to do so until a good
many miles had been placed between them-
selves and the Redskin camp.

Only then did Dr. Bircgemaﬂ wvencher
to eggsplain how he had mannidged its
He told his astonished lisseners how he had
been made second-in-command of the tribe
of savvidges he had run into ;' how he had
told the Redskins by means of sines and
jestures that he could take them to a
Wwhere another tribe would be quite willing

to oblige them with a good serap ; and how

he had led them straight to the place where
he knew his old colleags to be prisoners.

“ Rirchemall,” said Mr. Fearless, when
the Head had finished, “ you're sevveral
sorts of a rogue, and a lot of other things
besides. But this time 1 must admit
you've done well—very well, in fact !

“ Hear, hear ! 7 corussed Jack Jolly &
Co. hartily.

The Head blushed under his war paint.

“ Oh, it was nothing,” he said modestly.
* 1 only did my duty as a man—no more,
and no less. 1'm glad I was able to help
you, and I shall be quite content to let
virtue be its own reward. Of corse, T shall
eggspect you to give me a few thousand
pounds as my share of the trezzure, if we
get it 1"

“ Qh, my hat ! ™

“Well, we haven’t got it, yet ! said
Mr. Fearless. ** I sujjest we go ahead with
all speed and catch up those pirates before
they get away with it.”

** Yeos, rather ! ™

And the party resumed their jerney ab
the dubble.

Space alone prevents the orther describ-
ing our heroes’ advenchers in full on their
return jerney. Necdless to say thoy had
plenty of eggsitement. For one thing, they
caught up with One-eyed Pedro, and, aiter
a gruelling fight, got back the tirezzure,
and borded the ‘* Conkeror” without so
much the loss of a tooth.

And that night, when the ** Conkerer "
steamed out of the River Amazon, our
heroes sellybrated their wonderful suxxess
with a grate feed, followed by a sing-song,
and in foaming jinjer-pop the company
drank the hoalth of the jentleman, who, in
spite of all his faults, had made the trip
suxxessiul after all—Dr. Alired Birchemall,
headmaster of St. Sam's!

Little remains to be told. Our heroes
had a jolly good voyage back to England,
home, and booty. Frank Fearless whacked
out a goodly proportion of the trezzure
very jennerously among his pals, and, of
course, the Head.

THE END.
(Watch out next week for the first yarn in @
grand new seaside series entitled “WAKING
UP WINKLESEA!™ You will roar
with laughter.)
Tue Macwer Lisrary.—No. 1,121



Thirty shillings was not a large sum
to the Rookwood junior, and it seemed
somehow—he could rot quite sece how—

that he had bought thai trike. Billy
Bunter, at least, was taking it for
anted. CGunner did not like to say that
o would not willingly have been found
dead on a machine lixe Methuselah. He
reflected that it would carry him home,
anyhow, and save him a long walk to a
railway station. He groped in his pocket
and produced a little Russianleather
note-case, extracted a pound note and a
ten-shilling note, and handed them to
DBunter.
Bunter's
behind his spectacles.
notes disappeared

little round eyes danced
The two currency
instantly into his

cket.
“Good-bye, old chap!” he said.
[y Eh ™

“Fact is, I'm rather pushed for time.”

& Oh 1”

Now that Gunner had bought the
trike, Bunter was anxious for him to
get off the scene. Matiers would have
bheen rather awkward had the Grey-
friars fellows returned before Gunner
departed.

“0Oh! Cheerio!” said Gunner stiffly,
and he remounted Methuselah and
snorted away on it.

Bunter chuckled.

There were thirty shillings in Dunter’s
pocket, which meant a gorgeous feed for
Bunter next time the walking-party
passed through a town. And he had got
rid of that beastly trike. Bunter had
double cause for satisfaction. He was
only anxious for Peter Cuthbert Gunner
to disappear from sight before the
Famous Five rcappeared in the offing.
The snorting and clattering of Methuse-
lah died away in the distance, and all
was still.

Bunter chuckled again, and stretched
his fat limbs to repose in the grass,
under the shade of a tree. Bunter felt
that he had done a good morning's
work, and he settled down to sleep the
slecp of the just.

——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Found in Unlawful Possession !

ALLO, hallo, hallo!?*

“My hat!”

. “Blessed if they’re not haunt-
ing us!”

“The hauntfulness is terrific!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were walking
back to camp. Taking a short cut by a
narrow lane that wound under shady
trees, they came suddenly on two frowsy
ientiemen who, by this time, were well-

nown to them.

Alfred Snooks and Bili Harris were
standing under the trees in that secluded
spot, on either side of a handsome Moon-
beam bicycle. They were examiuning that
handsome and expensive jizger with glee-
ful faces. The Famous %’iw, coming
round a bend of the winding lane at a
good pace, almost ran into the two
vagrants.

Messrs. Harris and Snooks stared round
at them.
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“Blow me tight!” ejaculated Mr.
Snooks.

“My eye!’ said Mr. Harris.

“Stop!” said Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five halted.

';iI‘hey’ve pinched that!” said Johnny
uil.

“Just what I was thinking,” said
Harry, “and they’re not going to stick
to it.”

“No fear!” agreed Nugent.

“The pinchfulness is terrific, and the
stickfulness is not the proper caper,” con-
curred Hurree Singh.

“Where did you get that bike,
Snooks?” demanded Wharton.
“It’s ourn!” answered Mr. Snooks

sourly.

“You mind your own business,” said
Mr. Harris. *“What you butting in for,
1'd like to know. Git out!”

The Famous Five did not get out.

The bicycle was a very handsome
machine, looked nearly new, and had
evidently cost not less than twenty
pounds. That it could be the property
of the two tramps was impossible, Lvi-
dently, they had been pursuing their
avocation of cycle-thieves, and had
picked up that handsome Moonbeam on
their way. They were in the vicinity,
on account of the old trike; but all was
grist that came to their mill.

“You've stolen that bicycle,” said
Wharton unceremoniously.

“Blow me tight! This here is my own
bike,” said Mr. Snooks. *“I bought it
and paid for it, honest.”

“Where and when?” asked Harry.

“That's my business, mnot yours,”
snapped Mr. Snooks, *“You git out, and
mind your own business. 'l'ain’t yourn,
anyhow.”

“Nor yours,” said Harry.
tried to steal our tricycle, and now
ou've stolen somebody else’s bike.
g(ou're- not going to be allowed to keep
rascal,”

“No jolly fear!” said Bob Cherry
emphatically.

“Look 'ere—"" hooted Mr. Harris.

Wharton glanced at his chums.

“They’ve pinched that jigger, of
course,” he said. “The owner will be
}uo’king for it. We can't let them keep

“You've

it, you thievin

it.

“] should say not!” growled Johnny
Bull. “Let’s take it, and them, to the
nearest police-station.”

“Miles away,”” said Bob. “Let’s scrag
the rotters, take the bike, and hand it
in at the first police-station we pass.”

“Look ’ere, 'ands off!” roared Mr.
Snooks, as the juniors drew nearer. “I
keep on telling you that I bought this
’ere bike and paid for it—""

*Got the receipt 1" grinned Nugent.

“] ain’t got it about me this blessed
minute,” admitied Mr. Snocks. *“But 1t
ain’t no businese of yourn.”

“\We're making it our business,” said
Wharton. “Collar them, you men.”

The next moment the two tramps were
struggling in the grasp of the Famous
Five. The odds were heavy against
Messrs. Harris and Snooks; but they
were extremely unwilling to part, if they
could help it, with the plunder over
which they had been gloating, when the
juniors came on them. They put up
quite an energetic scrap.

But the sturdy Greyfriars fellows made
short work of them. Mr. Harris found
himseif lying on the ground, with Johnny
Bull and Frank Nugent sitiing on him;
Mr. Snooks, in the grasp of Wharton and
Bob Cherry, was backed up against an
oak tree, against which his head was
banged with great vigour.

Bang, bang, bang!

Fei;ful yells proceeded from Alfred

Snooks.
“Ow! Blow me tight! Let a bloke
go!” he wailed. “You can ’ave the
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bike! Blow yer, you can ’ave it! Owl
Let a covey go!”

Bang, bang!

“Ow! ’Elp! Ow!”

“Where did you get that bike?” de-
manded Wharton.

“Ow! Bought it fair and equare from
a young gent—yarooooogh!” roared Mr.
Snooks, as his hapless iead smote the
oak again.

Bang, bang!

“Now, where did you get that bike?”

#Ow! Pinched it!” wailed Alfred. “I
owns up—I pinched it! Ow!”

““Where did you pinch it "
. ¥ gw! About ’arf-a-mile from ‘erel
w

“Whom does it belong to 1"

“Ow! ’Ow’d I know?"’ groaned Mr,
Snooks. *“A smart young gentleman
left it agin a fence, while he went walk-
ing somewheres, and we pinched it! Owl
You can 'ave it! Ow!”

oak, as the juniors released him, He sat
there, rubbing his head in anguish, and
groaning.

Deep groans from Mr. Harris accom-
anied the groans of Alfred Snooks. Mr.

arris was lying in a state of breathless
collapse in the dust of the lane, faintly
requesting the juniors to *‘keep orf.”

b Cherry took the Moon

“Come on,” he said. “We'll take it
along to the camp—we may come across
the owner looking for it, or, if not, we
can take it into a police-station and
leave it there: Good-bye, Snooks!”

“Ow ! moaned Mr. guoolm.
: The Fa!:nous Fifve went on their way,
leaving the two frowsy vagrants groan-
img. Once more Messrs, Harris and
Snooks had discovered that the way of
the transgressor was hard.

“Jolly lucky we came on those two
blackguards,” remarked Bob Cherry.
“This is a jolly valuable jigger. But
they were after our trike, of course.
hat! We might have lost the trike!”

“Awful, if we had!” murmured
Nugent.

“Frightful!” said Johnny Ball, with
deep sarcazm.

“The frightfulness would have been
truly terrific.”

*“QOh, rats!” said Bob crossly.

The juniors pursued their way. The
lane ended in a footpath that ran beside
& shady wood, on the other side of which
was the camp where Bunter had been
left with Methuselah.

Bob Cherry gave a sudden start, and
stopped.

“ Listen!” he exclaimed.

Through the leafy wood came echoing
sounds, from a lane on the other side.

Clink, clank, jingle! Jank!

“The irike!” exclaimed DBob.

“QOr a band!” said Nugent.

“Cheese it, you ass! Somebody’s
riding that trikel” exclaimed Bob
Cherry anxiously. “Perbaps I'd better
cut through this wood—"

“Trespassers will be prosecuted!”
grinned Nugeni. “For goodness’ sake,
don’t be an ass! It can only be Bunter
on the trike! Those trampe are a long
way off, and behind us.”

“Well, it can’t be Harris and Snooks
this time,” admitted Bob. “But perhaps
some other thieving rascals—"

“Oh, rot! As if anybody in his senses
would steal that trike!”

“Fathead !”

Bob Cherry started again. It was not
far to the camp now; the path wound
round the corner of the wood into the
lane where the wa!king-part‘f's camp lay.
The sounds of Methuselah died away.

Possibly it was only Bunter, passing
the time by taking a spin on the trike.
But Bob was uneasy.
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“Look here, I'll mount this jigger, and get on,” he
gaid. “You fellows can follow. I'm rather worried about
that trike.”

“Right-ho I said Wharton. “You won’t find it missing,
old man.”

“No such luck,” said Johnny Bull

Bob Cherry put a long leg over the Moonbeam bieycle
and pedalled off. He went at a good rate. His comrades
followed at a more leisurely pacc; and in a couple of
minutes Bob Cherry, going strong, was out of their sight.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Gone ! Y
i W! ’Tain't rising-bell!” gasped Bunter.

O Bunter was deep in the land of dreams, when
he was suddenly awakened by the toe of a
boot grinding into his fat ribs.

“Wake up, you fat idiot!”

“Ow! Keep off, you beast!” gasped Bunter.

He sat up and blinked at Bob Cherry.

Bob, standing with his hand on a bicycle Bunter had
;_m\'er seen before, glared down at him with an excited
ace.

“Where's the trike?” he roared.
“The—the trike?” stammered Bunter,
“It's gone ! roared Bob.

* U-g-gone !

“Yes, you fat idiot!
camp I

“ h, really, Cherry—"

“Where's the trike?” roared Bob.
body's taken it! Who's taken it?
dumnmy 1”

Bunger blinked at him through his big spectacles. How
long the new owner had been gone with the trike Bunter
did not know, as he had fallen asleep immediately after
Gunner's departure. But he hoped that the Rookwood
junior had been gone a long time. The look on Bob
Cherry’s face warned him that he had to be circumspect.

Bunter’s fat conscience did not trouble him in the least
about that transaction. But he did not expect Bob to
sce eye to eye with him in the matter. On the subject of
Mcthuselah Bob was past reasoning with.

“Who bagged that trike I” howled Bob.

_ “How should I know?” argued Bunter.

isn’t gone.”

“What?”

“Sure you've looked?" asked Bunter.

“You fat dummy

“QOh, really, Cherry—"

“Isn’t it big enough to be scen if it was here?” bawled
lebAq “It's been pinched. Have you been asleep all the
time 7™

““Never opened my eyes once,” said Dunter promptly.
“1 was drcaming about a feed in the dormitory when
vou woke me up, you beast! I dreamed that we had a
bag of jam tarts—"

“Did you see who took that trike?” shricked Dob.

“How could 1 see, when I was fast asleep?” argued
Bunter. “I was dreaming that we had a bag of jam
tarts, and a bag of doughnuts—"

“You fat chump!”

Bob Cherry turned savagely away from him. If Bunter
had been asleep all the time, obviously he could give no
information about the missing trike. And Bob had no
time to waste. *

Fortunately he knew the way the trike must have gone.
Those sounds that had come floating on the breeze through
the wood told him. While the juniors were coming up
the path on one side of the wood, it was clear that the
trike had been going down the lane on the other side.

Bob put a leg over the bicyecle again.

Is this how you look after the

“It's gone! Some-
Wake up, you

“Perhaps it

“Bunter! Tell the fellows I've gone after that thief
when they come in!” he called back.
“Oh, crumbs!” Bunter j,tlmlpcd up. “I say—hold on—

hold on a minute while—

Bob stopped, staring back at the fat junior impaticntly.

“What 1s it?” he snapped.

“You—you see——" stammered Bunter, staring at the
bicycle in dismay.

How on earth Bob had brought a bicycle back to camp
with him was a mystery to Bunter. It was horribly un-
fortunate. On that bike Bob was quito likely to overtake
the trike if he went in the right direction. Methuselah
might be going well. On the other hand, he might not.
There was a lot of risk.

“J say, where did you get that bike?” asked Dunter.

“Fathead I

“Hold on!” yelled Bunter. *You're going the wrong
way.” Dob was going the right way for the trike, but
andoubtedly the wrong way for Bunter.

(Continued on next page.)
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Bob Cherry paused again.

“What do you mean?” he panted.
“Do you keow which way he went!”

“Yes!” gasped Bunter. *Kecp to the
left—that path along the side of the
w __i!

“That's the way I've just come, you
born idiot! He didn't go that way.”

“0Oh, I—I mean—the other war—
farther to the left i

“ How do you know he went that way
with the trike?” demanded Bob. “You
said you were asleep when it was taken.”

“1—I mean—""

“Go and eat coke!”

Bob Cherry drove at the pedals of the
Moonbeam bike, and raced away along
the lane by the wood. He was guite
assured that Methuselah had gone that
way, from the sounds that had floated
through the wood. Billy Bunter blinked
after him in dismay.

“(Oh erumbs!” he murmured.

Bob was out of sight in a few
moments. The Moonbeam bike was a

ood machine, and it fairly raced under
ﬁim. Certainly if Methuselah was going
strong with the gas on, the fastest push-
bike was not likely to run him down.
But with Methuselah you never could
tell. At the best of times he was a little
uncertain, and since his crash on the
tow-path his uncertainty had been morc
uncertain than ever.

“Beast |” murmured Bunter. “If he
catches Gunner there will ‘be a row.
That beast will be sure to tell him I sold
him the trike—aad the other beast won’t
believe that he pinched it when he finds
it’s Gunner! Beast! 8till, perhaps he
won’t find him! Perhaps he'll come a
eropper on that bike and buckle up the
wheel or something.”

And Bunter cheered up at that happy
possibility.

He was still standing blinking in the
direction Bob had taken when a smack
on the shoulder made him jump.

“Ow!"” howled Bunter.

He blinked round at the Co,

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Where's the trike?” asked Harry
Wharton, glancing round. Methuselah
was conspicuous by his absence

“ And where's Bob?” asked Nugent.

“(ione after the trike,” said Bunter.
“He makes out that somebody pinched
it while I was asleep. Of course, I
don’t know anything about it. I dare
say it was those tramps, Harris and
Snooks—"

“It wasn't,” said Nugent, laughing.
“We've met them, and left them for
dead about half a mile back,”

“Mean to say you slept while some
cycle-thief was starting up Mcthuselah
and getting him away?’ demanded
Johnny Bull.

“Tike a top!” answered DBunter.
“Never heard a sound. If you fellows
think I had anything to do with it,
you're mistaken. As for seclling the
trike—"

“Selling it!” yelled Wharton.

“Yes, as for selling it, of course I
wouldn’t. And, besides, nobody would
be idiot enough to buy it, except. lob.”

“You've sold that trike!” cjaculated
Johnny Bull, staring blankly at the
Owl of the Remove.

“0Oh, really, Bull!
haven’t—"

“My only hat!”

1 know nothing whatever about tho
matter,” said Bunter. ‘Nobody's been
here—nobody at all. Tt's hardly likely
that a Rookwood fellow would happen
to come this way."”

“Vou've met a Rookwood fellow?”
exclaimed Wharton.

“Nothing of the sort! 1 shouldn’t
recognise Eim even if I did meet him,
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T've just said I

as it’s so long since I've seen him, In
fact, I'd forgotten that his name was
Gunner,” said Bunter.

“Gunner! You've
Rookwood ?”

“Oh, no! I was just saying I hadn’t.
Look here, you fellows, if you've got a
lot of rotten suspicions in your minds
you needn’t mention them to Bob when
he comes back. You know his rotten
temper. He's quite potty about that
measly old trike, and if he knew I'd sold
it—I mean, if he thought I had—he
would kick up a vulgar row. I prefer
to hear nothing more about the matter—
nothing whatever!” said Bunter, with
dignity.

And the Owl of the Remove stretched
his fat limbs in the grass again, to
resume his interrupted nap.

“Well, my hat!” said Nugent,

“No good going after Bob,” remarked
Wharton, ““He will be making the fur
fily on the bike. Better wait for him
here. I’m ready for lunch.”

“BSame here!”

““The samefulness is terrifie!”

The four juniors prepared lunch.
Fast asleep as Bunter was, some instinct
seemed to warn him that there was food
about, for he woke up when lunch was
ready. He east an anxious blink round,
and was greatly relieved to sce that Bob
Cherry was not in the offing.
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“That beast not back yet?” he said.
“Good! I say, you fellows, I'm hungry.
I dare say lie won't catch up the trike.
It may go for onmce; or he may fall
off that bike and crock himself, you
know. It's a rough road. and he was
going like lightning! Might have an
accident !

And comforted by that reflection,
if_iill Bunter devoted his attention to
uncn.,

————

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Surprise !
HE villain!”

T

Bob Cherry was going
sirong.
“The scoundrel !”

Those ecjuculations told that the

guarry was in sight.

“The rascal!”

Bob had covered a couple of miles on
the bicycle, going, as Bunter had said,
like lightnmmg, when  he sighted
Methuselah.

The lane had been left behind, and
Bob was on an open road; and at the
corner there were two ways to choose,
and he dreaded that he had lost the
track. Then the sound of Methuselah—
like the music of the spheres to Bob
Cherry’s ears at thai moment—floated
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to him. Wild and weird came the
sounds from along the road, and, as
Bob knew that it could not be an Ameri-
can orchestra there, he knew that it
must be Methuselah, So he turned in
that direction, driving at the pedals
like one possessed, and at last came in
sight of Methuselah.

Methuselah, it appeared, had slowed
down—a way he had often! Now he
had bucked up again—a way he had
sometimes! But he was in sight—and
now Bob only feared to see him put on
speed! There was no doubt that when
the old Dionysius trike was in good
order he cou]yd fast, and he had
been in good ord%g several times since
he had come into the walking-party’s
possession. But Bob drew hope from
that accident on the tow-path. Since
that crash Methuselah had not been
himself. Bob quite unexpectedly found
himself feeling glad, after all, of that
meeting with the Highcliffe fellows on
the Thames. But for Pon’s playful
jape with the tow-rope, and its results
to Methuselah, Bob might never have
sighted the old trike again.

Now he had sighted it, and was keep-
ing it in sight. From ahead the clink-
ing and clanking and clonking came
musically back.

Bob put it on!

There were a good many vehicles on
tho road, and two or three drivers
yelled to Bob as he flashed past. But
he had no fime to heed them.

e flew!

Ahead of him, clinking and clanking
merrily along, was Methuselah, with a
rather nicely dressed fellow in a Panama
hat sitting in the saddle.

Bob could not, of course, see the
fellow’s face, and he had no idea that
it would have been familiar to him
had he seen it. Only he was rather sur-
prised to sce a cycle-thief such a well-
dressed fellow. That Methuselah was
ridden by a bona-fide purchaser, and not
by a thicf, naturally did not.occur to
Bob. He had no suspicion that
Methuselah had been sold. He had no
doubt that the trike had been pinched
while Bunter was asleep.

With a crimson face, streaming with
perspiration, Bob drove at the pedals,
blessing the good quality of the Moon-
beam bike. That meeting with Messrs.
Harris and Snooks had been lucky. But
for that Bob would have been on foot,
and Mcthuselah hopelessly beyond recap-
ture. Really, it scemed as if bad
characters had their uses in the world.
Owing to the ecycle-thieves, Bob was
mounied on an excellent jigger. Owing
to Ponsonby, Methuselah was in a
crocky and cranky state, unable to beat
the jigger in the race. Bob really had
much to thank Harris, Snooks and
Ponsonby for!

He was gaining!

The youth in the Panama hat was get-
ting the best he could out of
Methuselah. But it was a very second-
best! Bob, riding as if in a race,
gained and gained—slowly but surely.

Methuselah turned from the road at
last into a guiet lane that led out into
the country. DBob spun round the corner
after him.

The lane was hilly.  Methusclah,
especially in his present mood, disliked
hills. More slowly he ranm, snorting
painfully and spasmodically. Dob put
all his beef into pedalling, and flew u
the hill as if he were going downbhill,

Now he was gaining fast!
He was tempted to shout “Stop
thief!” but he did not. That would

only have warned the cycle-thief to
make more desperate efforts to get
Methuselah to put on speed. So far the
youth in the Panama hat scemed to
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Ponsonby & Co. had finished with

Methuselah, but they had not
finished with Bob Cherry. They
gathered round him, grinning.

“Sorry now that you punched a
fellow’s nose ?** asked Ponsonby
genially. **If I could get my hands
loose— ** The Greyfriars junior
broke off suddenly as Ponsonby
emptied the oil-can over his hair,
as a final mark of attention.
(See Chapter 11.)

have no suspicion whatever that he was
being chased. Not once had he glanced
back. No doubt his hands were full
with the motor-tricycle. Methuselah
was rather an exacting servant.

Closer and closer came the whizzing
bike, Bob's face now like a freshly
boiled bectroot, and perspiration trick-

ling down his neck n strcams. He was
breathing in panting gasps. _But he
was closing in  on the rider of

Methuselah.

A few minutes more— Tired as he
was, breathless as he was, Bob had beef
enough left to handle that cyele-thief
when he got hold of him. The thought
of ﬁetting hold of him, hammering him
right and left, reducing him to some-
thing like a jelly, was quite exhilarat-
ing.

(loser and closer whizzed the wildly
driven bike, till Bob was only a few
yards behind the motor-tricycle. Methu-
gelah was gasping and groaning more
than ever, irked by the hill. He had
slowed down very considerably. Bob
Cherry suddenly shot past him, jammed
on his brakes, and lcaped from the
bicyele.

His aching legs erumpled under him
as he landed in the middle of the lane
and he sat down.

There was a startled exclamation from
the rider of the old trike.

“You clumsy ass!”

Bob scrambled up.

“You rotten thief!” he panted.

“Great Scott!” yelled Peter Cuthbert
Gunner, as he was grabbed an dragged
off the saddle.

Methuselah whirled round into the

dge.

He dashed his front wheel into the
hedge and stopped there, throbbing and
popping wildly, secking to drive a way
through.

There was no rider on Methuselah
now; no guiding hand on the handles.

b
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(Gunner was rolling in the dusty lane

in the powerful grasp of Bob Cherry.
“Got you, you thief!” panted Bob.

“By Jove!”
Clatter! Crash! They rolled into
the bicycle, which had fallen in the

middle of the road when Bob left it
There was a wild how! from Gunner
as the back of his head established con-
tact with a pedal,

“Yaroooooh !”

“Naw, you rotfer

“Oh, you clumsy asa!”

“I'l smash you—"

“You'll do what?"”

“Why—what—who——" Boh Cherry
suddenly relaxed his ferocious grasp as
he beeame aware of the identity of his
adversary, Gunner,

“Great Scott! Bob Cherry!”

“My only hat!”

“Oh, erumbs !’

The fighting juniors released onc an-
other. ‘Thev serambled to their feet and
gazed at each other blankly.

“(unner!” repeated DBob, stupefied.
“Gunner of Rookwood!™

“PBob Cherry!” gasped Gunner. “Bob
Cherry of Greyfriars!”

“But what the thump—"

“What the deuce—"

“What—what—what were you doing
with my trike?” gasped Bob.

“ Your irike!” gasped the astonished
Cuanner.

“Yes—I—I—thought it was pinched—
I—I thought I was after a eycle-thief,”
stuttered Dob, “What the thunder v

Gunner was about to reply when
his cyes fell on the sprawling bicycle.
He ctared at it, stooped over it, and
stared again.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated.

“What were you doing with my tri-
eycle P repeated Bob.

“You mean what were you deing with
my bieyele?” replicd Gunner.

“Your bicycle??

“Yes, you assl™

"
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“That's your bicycle?” gasped Bob.

“Sure thing !”

“Well, my hat! We got it away from
some ecycle-thieves who had pinched it,™
said Bob blankly. *“So it's yours?”

“1 borrowed it from the chap I'm stay-
ing with this morning,” said Gunner,
picking up the Moonbeam. “It was
taken away while I was admiring the
scenery from a hill. I am very much
obliged to you for getting it back for
me, It will be quite a relief to get on
it after riding that beastly, noisy, evil-
smelling motor-trike,”

“What1”

“If you happen to be in want of a
motor-trike, old chap, T will make you
a present of that,” said Gunner. “In
fact, I will give any chap ten shillings
to take it off my hands.”

Bob stared at him.

“What the thump were you doing
with the trike 7" he demanded.

“Riding 1t, of course. ass!”

“Woll, T know you weren't stealing
it now I know who you are,” said
Bob. “But it's rather thick to take
away a motor-trike without asking
leave.”

l[Eh?),

“Well, isn't it?” demanded Bob
warmly. “You've given me five miles
at top speed, in this blinking hot
weather. running you down. I call i
jolly thick.”

“71 don’t understand. I was an ass to
buy that trike from Bunter.”

“Wha-a-a-t?7”

“But, you see, I'd lost my bike, and
I was ten miles from home, and Bunter
offered it for a mere song—bad as it is,
it is cheap at thirty shillings—"

“You—you—you bought that trike
from Bunter ?” gurgled Bob Cherry.

“VYea

“Oh, erumbs! I—I-TN—"

“ As a matter of fact, I wished after-
wards 1 hadn't,” eaid Gunner. “I
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thought the thing would give me a Lift
home, and then I could have given it
away to somebody. But it won't go. »

“You bought it from DBunter?”
gasped Bob Cherry. “Oh, my hat! Tl
burst him! Tl pulverise him! Tl

spificate him! I'll—”

“DBut surely Bunter had a right to
gcll his own trike?” said Gunner,

“Tt wasn't his!” roared Bob.

“*Wha-a-at 1"

“The fat villain! T'll burst him! He
told me it had been pinched while he
was aslecp—"

W Eh TIF

Methuselah was still throbbing and
gurgling wildly in the hedge. Dob
Cherry dragged him ouf,

“Ybu gave Bunter thirty ehillings for
the trike?” he asked.

“1 did 1"

“Well, I'll get that from Bunter, as
soon as I get back—and I'll square you
now,” said Bob, feeling in his pocket.

“Not at allLl” said Gunner. “You
take the trike and T'll be satisfied. It's
nice to be able to get rid of it."”

“Oh, rats! You've got to take the
money, fathead—here you are.”

“Very well, if you insist.”

“It’s a jolly good machine, you
know.” added Bob. “It's had some
knocking about lately, but it's a rip-
ping jigger. Look here, if you'd like
to run home on it, I'll lend it to you.”

“That's good of you. Cherry,” said

Gunner. “But I'd rather not.”
“Well, all serene,” said Bob. “Tll
be getting back to camps 2 you again

some time”

“1 hope so,” said Gunner cheerfully.

They shook hands and parted.
Gunner, in great celicf, monnted the
Moonbeam bike and pursued his way
home, and never had a push-bike
scomed so delightful to him.  Bob
Cherry mounted Methuselah, and per-
gnaded him from the spot—and, like
the ploughman in the poem *he ancient
trike homeward plodded his weary way.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Bolis !
i H, crikey!”

O Bunter jumped.

Fearful alarm was in his
fat face,

The sornd that reached his fat ears.
and caused the alarm, was pot musical;
but was not, in itself, especially alarm-
ing. It was the clink-clank-clonk-snort-
gurgle-jingle of an ancient motor-trike,
that had seen better days, and =seen the
last of them, unwillingly taking an
ascent. It was, in fact, the voice of
Alethuselah—the voice that Billy Bunter
had hoped. and cvpected, never to hear
again—now echoing up the hilly bye-
lane to the walking-party’s camp in
the hot August afterncon. The peace-
ful simmer stillness was shattered and
obliterated as the voice of Methuselah,
like the voice of the turtle of old, was
heard in the land

Harry Wharion & Co., loafing in the
grass and taking & rest while they
waited for Dob’s return, rose to their
feet as they heard the distant musie of
Methuselah. But, for once, Bunter was
on his feet more quickly than any of
the Co. He was up with a bound.

“Oh, erikey!” he repeated.

He locked down the hill. It was not
a really steep hill, but Methuselah was
taking it protectingly. More and more
he seemed to be suffering from internal
spasms, brought on by the crash on the
tow-path. Thk:t lingering malady had
been the cause of the trike's recapture,
THE MacNer Lierary.—No. 1,121,

and for that reason Bob had been feel- Cuthbert Gunner
to Ponsonby of learned from

ing almost obli
Higheliffe. Now, as he wrestled with
Methuselah on the slope, his feelings
had changed again, and he longed to
meet Cecil Ponsonby, in order to
reduce that youth's features to a_state
of pulp. Since leaving Gunner, Bob—
oven Bob—had realised why Gunner
had been glad to get back tfo his
push-bike,

Bunter, gazing at Bob from the dis-
tance as he came into sight, could not
see the expression on his face clearly.
But he could guess what it was like.
Besides, the remarks of the other
follows enlightened him. They were
blessed with longer vision than the Owl
of the Remove, and they could make
out the look of almost Hunnish ferocity
on Bob's speaking countenance.

“He's got back the trike,”
Harry.

“Hurray!” said Johnny Bull, with
deep sarcasm,

“The hurrayfulness is terrific.”

“He doesn’t scem to have the bike
with him,” said the captain of the
Remove. “But he's got the trike!
Oh dear!”

< Well, after all, we want it for the
baggage,” said Nugent, as if making
the best of a very bad state of affairs.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter! We're landed

|

said

Here's a clever limerick, which
has earned for its author, Edgar
C. Masters, 85, Huntinghield Road,
Putney, S.W.15, a useful leather
pocket wallet.

Billy Bunter felt happy and
merry,

H"dc;;“"\d tarts belonging to
3 v

i

When he sampled that tuck,

He had dreadful bad luck,

For his teeth in the mustard
did bury !

If you haven't succeeded in winning
one of these useful prizes yet—
try, try, try again!

B D
with that trike,” said Johnny Bull
“We're going to have that trike with
us 2ll the vac—unless we die of it.”

“Bob looks rather waxy!” grinned
Nugent.

“The waxfulness is terrific.”

“Looks as if he'd like to slaughter
somebody,” said Harry. “I dare say
he's slaughiered the chap who took the
jigger away. Sorry if it was a Rook-
wood man, as Bunter says——"

“(Oh, really, Wharton, I said it wasn't
a chap—""

“ Well, let’s hcpe we shan’t be called
on to bail Bob out on a charge of man-
slanghter,” suid Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Keep an eve on him when he gets
bere,” =aid Harry, laughing. “He
mustn't kill Bunter! He can thrash
him as muoch as he likes—"

“Oh, really, you beast—"
B“tIn {rct, the harder the better.
i P

“1 say. you follows—"

“Shut np, Dunter! Save your breath
—you’ll waut it all for yelling when
Bob gets here, and he’ll be here in five
minutes now.”

“0Oh erikey !

“If vou have tears, prepare to shed
them in five minutes,” chuckled
Nugént. |

Bunter gasped,

Bob hud recovered the trike, which
indicated that he had overtaken Peter

THE MAGNET

and undoubtedly
him that Bunter had sold
Methuselah. And he was coming back
in a bad temper! In the circumstances,
he could scarcely be expected to come
back in a good temper. But the pros-
pect was alarming. Already Bunter
could feel the heftiest pair of fists at
Greyfriars hammering on his fat car-
cass; he could feel his podgy person
hurtling before the heftiest boot at
Greyfriars or anywhere else. Bob was
near cnough now for Bunter to discern
the look on his face. That look might
have stricken terror to a stouter heart
than William George Bunter's,

“] say, you fellows, I—I think, on
the whole, I'm fed-up with this walk-
ing stunt,” said Bunter. “I've stood
you fellows, and your selfishness, and
your rotten bad manners, a long time;
but there’s a limit. This kind of party
isn’t exactly the class of holiday party
that I'm accustomed to. Travelling
with a putrid old trike like that is the
limit. I'm off.”

“Wait and say good-bye to Bob
suggested Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“] decline to stay with ‘this party
another minute,” said Bunter firmly.
“T'm fed-up with it. Bad manners and
selfishness all round. You haven't even
brought any jam back from Oxford,
though I specially asked you to. I'm
going.))

“Bob's got something to say to you
before you go,” urged Johnny Bull
“Hang on another five minutes.”

“J refuse to do anything of the sort.
You can tell Bob Cherry, from me,
that he's a dunderheaded chump, and
that, when I see him at Greyfriars next
term, I'll give him a jolly good hiding.
Now I shall want my fare home,” said
Bunter. “Which of you fellows is
lending me a couple of pounds?”

“The whichfulness is terrific.”

“M\ake it a pound,” said Bunter. “1
can manage on that. Are you lending
me a pound, Wharton 1"

“I think not.”

1

“Beast! Are you lending me a
pound, Inky?”

“The answer is in the esteemed
negative.”

“Rotter! You lending me a pound,
Bull?”

“1 don't think.?”

“Pig! You lending me a pound,
Nugent 1"

“Ask me another”

“Vah! Go and eat coke, the lot of
you!” snorted Bunter. “If you think I
need your measly loans, you're quite
mistaken. I’ve got money in my pocket,
I can jolly well tell you. ¥Yah!”

And DBuonter turned away. He had
thirty shillings in bhis pocket. quite
enough to see him safely home. And he
had a strong suspicion that when Bob
arrived he would lose that thirty
shillings in addition to receiving the
thrashing of his fat life. Obviously it
was time for Bunter to go. Many times
he had thought of shaking the dust of
the walking party from iis feet, and
now he had finally decided on it. He
was not only going, but going in haste.
It was important to be well away from
the spot hefore Bob Cherry reached it.

Bunter had little to carry in his very
small bag. He stayed only to shove in
a few of Wharton's handkerchiefs, a
couple of pairs of Nugent’s socks, a
necktie of Johnny Bull’s, and a few of
Bob Cherry’s collars, and then locked
the bag and departed. The juniors,
watching Bob’s slow progress up the
hill, did not observe Bunter packing,
but they sighted him as he came out of
the tent and started—in the direction
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opposite from that by which Methuselah
and Bob were approaching. 5
“My hat! He's really going!
ejaculated Wharton.
“No such luck!” grunted Johnny
Bull.

“(Good-bye, Bunter!™

“TFare thee well, and if for ever, all
the better, fare thee well!” sang
Nugent.

Bunter blinked back over his shoulder.

“Yah! Go and eat coke, the lot of
you! Beasts! Yah! I despise you!
Pah!”

And with that valediction William
George Bunter scudded along the path
by the wood, disappeared beyond the
trees, and vanished from the gaze ot
the GCreyfriars walking-party. And
there were dry eyes in the walking-
party when he vanished.

Clink - clank - clonk - jingle - jangle!
Methuselah, more reluctantly than ever,
came on, in a series of jerks and fits and
starts. Close to the camp, Bob Cherry
dismounted, shut off the engine, and
wheeled the ancient trike the rest of
the way. He arrived gasping for
breath, gleaming with perspiration, and
with a high complexion.

“Where's Bunter 7"

That was Bob’s first question.

“You want Bunter?” smiled Nugent.

“Yes,” gasped Bob. “Where is he?”

But for the cxpression on Bob’s face,
one might have supposed that Bunter
was his long-lost brother. DBut DBob's
expression was not brotherly. It was
anything but brotherly. But evidently
he was longing to sce Bunter—ycarning
to sce him.

“Where is he—quick 1"

‘lGonal"

“Gone?” yelled Bob.

“The gonefulness is terrific.”

“You silly chumps!” roared Bob.
“What did you let him go for? I was
going to smash him into little picces!
Why didn’t you keep him here for
me?”

“My" esteemed and infuriated Bob,

s

“Which way did he go?” bawlcd Bob.

“Which way did he go, you men?”
grinned Wharton.

“T wonder!” chuckied Nugent.

“Will you tell me which way
went ?” howled Bob Cherry.

“No, old chap,” said Wharton sooth-
inglv. “There arc some things it's
better for a fellow not to know—and
that's onc of them. We don’t want
Bunter burst all over Oxfordshire.”

“Look here, you silly ass =

“You got back the trike all right, old
chap,” said Nugent. “We're awfully—
hem !'—pleased to sce it safe back.”

“That fat villain sold it to a Rook-
wood man!” snorted Bob., “8old it for
thirty bob! I gave Gununer the money,
of course, when he handed it over. I've
got to get it back from Bunter.”

“0Oh, my hat!™

“Whet did you do with the Moon-
beam bike 7" asked Johnny Bulll

“Hang the Moonbecam bike! It was
Gunner's bike, as it happened, and I
handed it back to him. Never mind
that. Where's Bunter?”

“Cone from our gaze like a heauti-
ful dream!” said Nugent. “ Never mind
the thirty bob—we’ll whack that out.

he

1t's worth that to get shut of Bunfer.”
“What-ho !” said Johnuy Bull.
“Well, that’s se,” admitted DBoh.

“PBut he sold the trike—sold it to that
Rookwood man—sold it, you know!
I'm going to smash him!”

“He won't ever sell it again,” said
Wharton -soothingly. “Ile’s gone. e
thankful he's gone, and don’t wgry
about anything else. Look here, your
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of a heavy fall.
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lunch is ready—scoff it, and let’s get

on.

“Can’t get
grunted Bob.

“* Kh—why mnoti”

“The trike—"

“Q0h, dear!”

“QOh, don't be an ass! The trike's
never got over that crash on the fow-
path. It's got to have a thorough over-
hauling. I'm going to make a thorough
job of it this time, and 1t will take ut
icast all the afternoon. You fellows
had better make up your minds to it
Now let a fellow have something to eat.
I'm famished! And don’t jawl”

The Co. gazed at one another. Bob
Cherry gave his attention to a belated
lunch. Billy Bunter had gone, but it
was clear that the walking-party were
not to go. A *thorough overhauling ™
of Methuselah was not a light task, nou
an easy task, and not a rapid task. It
was likely to last at least until night-
fall and to bring out the very worst
traits in Bob Cherry’s character. The
Co. resisted the temptation to scize
Methuselah, roll him down the hill, and
hurl him into a ditch., They had
resisted many temptations of that kind
with Methuselah, and they were learn-
ing wonderful sclf-control.

“Well, we're for it,” said Wharton.
“What about another walk round
Oxford while Bob is pottering with that
vile jigger?”

“Let's!” said Nugent.

Bob Cherry rose from a hurried lunch.

“¥Yon fellows had better take a walk,”
he said. *Youn haven't sense enough to
help—and you'll only worry me, cark-
ling around like a lot of geese. Lo
somoewhere and do something.”

“Like us to take a walk to Oxford?”
asked Wharton, smiling.

“Splendid! Come back as late as you
can.”

And the four juniors sauntered away
in the summer afterncon, leaving Rob
Clicrry sitting in the midst of dis-
entangled parts of Methuselah, oily and
grubby and hot and perspiring, and in
a mood to wish that Methusclah was

on this afterncon!”

alive—in which case Bob assuredly
would have been guilty of cruclty te
trikes,

—_—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Pie for Ponsonby !

ECIL PONSONBY grinned.
é It was not a pleasant grin.
“0Oh, what a little iit of
luck !" he said softly.

Gadsby and Monson, Drury and
Vavasour agreed with Pon. It really
was an undreamt-of stroke of luck,

Four of the Higheliffe fellows, at
least, had been very half-hearted in that
expedition.  Ponsonby, however, was
leader, and Ton had his way. Ponsonby
& Co. were looking for the Greyiriars
walking-party. Pon was on the trail of
vengeance.  Pon had declared that,
travelling with such a thing as that
antiquated trike, the Greyfriars party
couldn’t have got very far away. He
declared that everybedy must have
noticed the trike and remembered it,
so it would be casy to track it down.
His comrades feared that he was right,
They weroe looking for the Greyfriars
party—but Monson and Gadsby, Drury
and Vavasour were rather anxious not
to find them. They did not sce any
use in finding them. The Greyfriars
fellows had licked them onee, and could
lick them again—easily! They had been
licked enough! So what was the use of
taking tho trail of vengeance? DBut
Pon was obstinate. Certainly he did
not want another licking. He had hopes
of catching the enemny separated, or at
some disadvantnge—hopes  which his
followers considered delusive and born
only of P"on’s fierea desire to revenge
himsell on the Greyfriars fellows.

But Poun had proved to be right. For
the antiquated trike had been run down,
and the walking-party’s camp was in
aizht, Late in the summer afternoon
the Iligheliflians sighted it—coming on
it quite suddenly as they turned from a
road into a dusty lane. And only one
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fellow was there! Bob, in shirt-~ :eves,

oily and grubby, was labouring at
 Methuselsh, who looked like a jig-saw

puzzle. Parts and picces and portions
of Methuselah surrounded Bob. And
any observer might have supposed that
all tho King's horses and all the King's
men could never have put Methuselah
together again. Bob, however, was
working away with great determination,
evidently hopeful. Hope springs eternal
in the human breast.

He was alone! Pon & Co. could sec
that. The tent was standing, but the
flap was open, and they could see that
it was empty. It was quite a lonely
spot—fields on one side, woods on the
other, no house within the range of
vision. Nothing, from Ponsonby’s point
of view, could have been better.

Ponsonby grinned—and his comrades
grinned, too.  They had been hoping
that they would not find the walking-
party. In these circumstances, however,
they were quite pleased to come on the
walking-party's camp. They were guite
able to Eandle Bob, with his comrades
far away, and Bob was the member of
the rty that they desired most to
han f: Really this was a stroke of luck
for the heroes of Higheliffe. }

“The rotter's on his own!” murmured
Ponsonby. * Muckin’ about with that

utrid old trike—the others have left

Eim to it!” -

“Shows their sense!” grinnzd Gadsby.

“That's the rotter who gave me a pink
eyc!” eaid Ponsouby  venomously.
“Just the one I wanted to catch, out of
the whole gang!”

“YWe've got him mnow!” chuckled
Onson.

« Absolutely " grinned Vavasour.

Bob, busy with Methuselah's various
parts, had no cyes and no cars for the
Higheliffians. Pon made his companions
a sign to be silent, and they advanced
behind Bob. Five to one as they were,
they did not meglect the advantage of a
surprise. ILiven against such odds, Bob
was likely to get in a few telling blows
if he had a chance. And nobody wanted
to stop them. i

They trod softly on the grass behind
Bob, and were quite close to him when
(adsby trod on some trailing portion of
Methusclah, and there was a jangle.
Bob looked round.

« At him!" hissed Ponsonby.

Bob was half up when they leaped on
him.

He went down with a crash, the five
Higheliffians sprawling over FEim and
grasping him.

“You rotters!” roared Bob.

“Keep him down!”

“Sit on him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Bob Cherry struggled furiously. He
got one arm loose and landed out one
terrific punch. It took effect on Gadsby's
nose, and Gadsby went over backwards
as if he had been shot. :

But four pairs of hands imprisoned
Bob, and he was jammed on the ground,
sat on, and secured.

“Hold him!” gasped TIonsonby.
“We've got the ruffian now! Here,
Gaddy, get somethin’ and tic his hands
while we hold him!”

“Ow! Ow!” camo from Gaddy. “My
nose! Ow! Wow!”

“You ass! Get somethin'—

“Woooch! My nose! It's smashed!
Ow! My nose! Wooooooooooooh !”

Gadsby sat and nursed his nose with
both hands, and moaned. DBut four
fellows were too many for Bob. Mon-
son held his right arm, Vavasour clung
to his left, Drury sat on his chest, and
Ponsonby jerked off one of the ropes
from the tent, and Bob's wrists were
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dragged together and tied fast. Then
the Higheliffians breathed a little more
casily.

«Safe now!” said Drury, getting off
Bob’s chest. The next moment he

itched over with a wild howl as Bob
unged out with a boot.

“Tie the beast’'s legs!” gasped Vava-
sour, “He's kickin"!”

There was another struggle, and Bob’s
legs were bound. Then he lay helpless
in the grass, glaring at his foes.

“Ow, ow, ow!” said Drury, rubbing
the place where Bob’s boot had landed.
“QOw! Ooooooh! Ow!”

“Wow !” moaned Gadsby. “My nose!
Wow [

“Where are the other cads?” asked
Tonsonby, grinning down at Bob
Cherry’s furious face.

“Find out!”

“T say, they may be comin’ back, you
know,” remarked Vavasour, with an
uneasy glance round. *We—we don't
want a shindy with them.”

“We don't,” agreed Ponsonby. “But
it won't take long to rag the camp!
Have that tent down, and shy the bag-
gage all over the place, while I look
after that trike.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry, wriggling savagely in his
bonds, looked on with an cye of fury. He
was helpless to intervene. The tent was
dragged down and pitched over a hedge.
Bags were emptied, their contents scat-
tered far and wide. Everything that the
Higheliffians could lay hands on was
mercilessly ragged. The supply of petrol
was poured away, the cooking-stove
jumped on, erockery smashed, and
cutlery hurled in various directions. That
was bad cnough, but as Shakespeare has
said, thus bad begins, but worse remains
behind. It was the fate of Methuselah
that cut Bob deep.

At a careless glance, it might have
been supposed that Methuselah could not
be taken into more picees than Bob had
already taken him into. DBut the High-
cliffians soon proved that he could.
Crashing blows and grinding jerks
soon told on Methuselah., In a short
time he was in more picces than could
have been ecasily counted. His wheels
were separated, divided into as many
fragments as they were divisible into,
the saddle ripped and torn, the carrier
smashed, the inlet pipe twisted out cf
shape, the ignition tube wrenched bodily
off, the pedals smashed, the very frame-
work rendercd shapeless. Bob had said
that the old motor-trike pceded a
thorough overhauling. There was no
doubt that he was getting it

For ten minutes or so Dob Cherry
found some solace in telling the High-
cliffians what he thought of them. But
he was silent at last, gazing with grief
at the ruined trike. Bob had great
faith in Mcthuselah, and in his own
powers as a mechanic, but cven Dob
could not hope to get Methselah all in
one picee again after that. It was all up
with Methuselah!

Methuselah was a shapcless heap on
the ground when the raggers had
finished. They had  finished  with

Methusclah, but they had not finished
with Bob.

They gathered round him, grinning.

“Sorry now that you punched a
fellow’s nose ?” asked Ponsonby genially.

“You rotters!” gasped Bob. “If I
could get my hands loose—"

“Botter go while the going's good,”
murmured Monson.

“1 say, we'd better clear,” said
Vavasour. “If those other beasts should
come back—"

“Wait a bit!” said Ponsonby.

He emptied the oil-can over Bob’s hair
as a final mark of attention. Then the
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grinning Higheliffians departed. =~ Bob
was left squirming in the grass, in the
midst of the ruin they had wrought.
They chuckled as they turned the
corner of the wood and left the camp
behind,  Undoubtedly Ponsonby & Co.
had scored this time! A surpriso
awaited Harry Wharton & Co. when
they returned to camp. All the High-
cliffians wanted now was to be well off
the scene before that return happened.
They walked away rather quickly. Two
frowsy and unkempt gentlemen, coming
along the path by the wood,
them. Ponsonby & Co. took.no heed of
the two tramps, and Messrs, Harris and
Snooks lounged on their way.

About a_quarter of a mile farther on
the H:ghcli%sns turned into a road that
led to the river.

“Oh, gad!” cxclaimed Monson sud-
denly.

Four figures, sauntering up the road,
came in sight.

“Those Greyfriars cads!”

Ponsonby & Co. halted. Harry Whar-
ton & Co., strolling homeward in the
sunset, sighted them. They came on,
but the Highelifians did not wait for
them to come up.

“This way!"” said Ponsonby.

And he turncd off the road into a lane,
and his comrades promptly followed him,
and they proceeded at a run.

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled as they
vanished.

“That's Pon's crowd,” said Johnny
Bull. “They don't seem to want to mect
us again.”

“The wantfulness is terrific,”
remarked Hurree Singh.

“] thought they’'d gone on up the
river,” said Harry. “Well, we don't
want any more rows with them. Let
them rip.”

“My esteemed chums,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh thoughtiully, *I
noticed observefully that the cxcellent
and cxecrable Gadsby's nose was ter-
rifically swollen and fiery. Those
csteemed  rotters have been  scrapping
with somebody. If they have happencd
on our absurd camp——"

“QOh, my hat!” cxclaimed Wharton.
“If they found Dob on his own "

“Let's go after them,” suggested
Johnny Bull. “We can give them a jolly
good hiding on spec.”

“Let's get on to the camp and sec if
anything’s happened,” said Harry.

And the four juniors, changing their
easy saunter for a rapid trot, set out
swiftly for the camp

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Prize !

[ LOW me tight!” exclaimed Mr.
Snooks, in astonishment.

And Mr. Harris, ecqually

astonished, made an appeal to
unknown powers te strike lum pink.

Liob Cherry glared at them. They
stared at Bob Cherry. They starcd at
the wrecked camp, and at the remnants
of Mecthusclah. Never had the {wo
frowsy vagrants been so astomished
all their frowsy lives.

“If this don't beat cock-fighting 1" said
BMr. Snooks.

“1 believe you!” gasped Mr. Harris.

“What do you rotters want?” growled
Bob Cherry.

The question was rather superfluous.
He knew what Messrs. Harris and
Snooks wanted. They wanted Methuse-
lah. However, they were welcome to
Methuselah now, so far as was con-
cerned. b, at least, had no further
use for the jumble of remnants that lay
in the grass around him.

Mr. Snooks, recovering from his
astonishment, chuckled.

not




EVERY SATURDAY

Crash ! Bump!
as the four Greyfriars juniors, speedin

from the other direction.

s_taggering to the ground. “‘Ow!
tight ! >’ howled Mr, Snooks.

wailed Mr. Harris. (See Chapter 13.)

<%
“This ’ere is luck, Bill Harris,” he

said.

“Not "arf!” eaid Mr. Harris.

“Didn’t I tell you we’d get a chance
at that trike, if we kept on arter 12"’
demanded Honest Alfred.

“You did, Alfl And you was right.”

“’Qw did you get fixed up like that,
mister 7 asked Mr. Snooks, grinning
down at the Greyfriars junior.

“Find out!” grunted Bob. “Let me
loose, and I'll pay you for your trouble.”

“Yowre all right as you are, sir,”
smiled Mr. Snooks. “You've got rather
a ’eavy ’and when you're loose, sir.”

“Wotto!” chuckled Mr. Harris.

“Ducking a bloke!” said Mr. Snooks

indignantly. *’Ammering a bloke! You
stick there and be blowed to you.”
“Somebody’s mucked up that trike a

bit, Alf.”

<)\ore than a bit,” said Mr. Snooks.
«“'OQwsumdever, that don’t *urt—whoever
it was, has saved us the trouble of get-
ting that blinking tube off of it. Eve it
is, Bill!”

“Let me loose,
Bob Cherry.

“Not "arf.”

Alfred Snooks sorted the old dis-
coloured ignition tube out of the wreck
of Methuselah.

He held it up, grinning.

“Fre it is, Bill!l”

“:Urray | said Mr. Harris.

“Yeave that alone, you thieving rot-
ters!” growled Bob.

41 don't think,” chuckled Mr. Snookas.
“Why, we been arter this ’ere for weeks
an’ weeks! Now we got it.”

“We ’ave!” concurred Mr. Harris,

The two rascals fairly gloated over the
old tube. Mr. Snooks took out a pocket-
knife, and scraped it. A bright gleam
came through the discolouration of the
old metal.

“(ienooine, what?” said Mr. Snooks.
“Took at that, Billl”

“] believe you, Al

Bob stared at

you rotters!” bawled

”

1
them, almost forgetting

There was a sudden collision
g round
the corner, crashed into two frowsy figures coming
The meeting was
unexpected and violent, and the iwo tramps went
Blow me
+* Strike me pink [ ™

\

g
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his wrath, and his exceedingly unccm-
fortable sitnation, in_his surprise and
curiosity. So far as Bob could see, that
old bit of tubing was worth no more
than any other remnant of the dis-
mantled trike. Yet the two vagrants
were fairly gloating over if, as over a
pearl of price.

“Quly a covey what had worked in
the old Dionysius factory, twenty years
ago, would 'ave knowed anything about
this ‘ere, Bill,” said Mr. Snooks. ¢
dessay that trike’s been through a lot of
“ands, and nobody knowed. They don’t
put this stuff into trikes or bikes nowa-
days, Bill.”

“They don’t!” grinned Mr. Harris.
“You sure it’s the right stuff, Alf 77

Mr. Snooks sniffed contemptuously.

“Don't I know ?” he jeered, “Didn't
I ’elp build them old trikes?”

“hey wasn’t all done the same,”
said".-\ln Harris. “Only the first lot,

“ Ain’t there a blinking number on the
blinking machine, and didn’t I spot the
blinking number on it, when it was out-
side that blinking shop at Lantham 7
said Mr. Snooks. “I tell you, Bill, this
‘ere is one of the machines that ’ad the
platinum tubing put into it.”

“T s'pose you know, Alf.

“Blow me tight if I don’t!” said Alf.

Bob Cherry stared blankly. The word
“Platinum * struck lim with amaze-
ment. If that old bit of tubing was

L1

made of platinum, it was worth a lot of
money. ut how could it be so? It
seemed to Bob that he was looking at 2

air of lunaties, Messrs. Harris and

nooks had trailed the bike for weeks
in the belief that that old ignition tube
was made of one of the most valuable
of metals—a metal more valuable than
gold. It was a sheer impossibility, so
far s Bob could see.

Many a time had the juniors won-
dered what on' earth of value the two
tramps could see in that old trike. Again
and again they had discussed the mystery

But certainly it had
never occutred to them for a moment
that one of Methuselah’s parts was made
of a precious metal, 3 )

“Twenty-five quid for us, Bill!” eaid
My, Snooks. “Mind you, more’n that, if
we wot our rights! Dut it ain’t easy for
the %ikes of us to sell a lump of this ’ere
stuff! But I know a cove who will ’and
ont twenty-five quid on it, and make as
much for ‘imseli when he passes it on!
And there may be more of these old
Dionysius trikes knocking about, Bill—
wm-tg iest as much as this—if a covey
km-mrer}J where to lay ’ands on them."”

“\What the Moses did they put that
stuff into it for, AlE?” :

“Jt was cheaper in them days,” said
Alr. Snooks. “It's gonme up enormoud
since the War.

of Methuselah.

Course, it wasn’t exactly
cheap then—but they could put it in at
that time, what with the price it was,
and the price they char ed for the
machine. Fur as I can maEe out, there
was over a ‘undréd of them jiggers made
with this stuff used in the ignition tube
—and if a covey could get his ’ands on
the other ninety-nine, Bil S &
Snooks gave an ecstatic sigh at the idea.

“Well, let’s ’ook it,” said Mr. Harris.
“We got it, and so let’s ‘ook it. 1 can't
think ’ow that young covey got fixed up
like that there; but his friends will be
coming back sooner or later—""

« 0ok it!” agreed Mr. Snooks.

Iie sorted a newspaper out of the
wreckage of the tent, and wrapped uP
the old ignition tube, and tied it with
string. Bob Cherry watched in silence.
Amazing as the thing was, he realised
that it must be true—somehow or other,
either by design or mistake, that valuable
metal had been used in the construction
of the old Dionysius tricycle—and Mr.
Snooks, who i’w.d worked in the
Dionysius factory in those ancient days,
knew the secret. No wonder the honest
man had been wildly excited when he
spotted the old trike outside the cycle
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shop at Launtham—no wonder he had
trailed it over several counties during
the Greyfriars walking-party’s summer
tour!- With a prize like that at_the end
of the trail, it was not surprising that
Hounest Alfred Snooks had kept to it
like a bloodhound. iy

Bob wriggled furiously in his bonds.

Owing to Ponsonby Co., the prize
had fallen into the hands of the two
frowsy rascals! They were about to walk
off with it, and Bob was powerless to
mtervene.

“0Oh, you rotters!” gasped Bob help-
lessly. : 4
“(f«'a'll ‘ave to be leaving you, sir,
said Mr. Snooks. *‘’Ope you'll ’ave a
good time, sir, a-wriggling there like a
biinking worm, sir.”

“You rascal!” spluttered Bob. *“Oh,
you rotter!” )

“Don't lose your temper,” admonished
Mr. Snooks. " Bad for a young gent to
lose 'is temper."”

“You—you—yo .

* (Clome on, Alf,” said Mr. Harris.

“I'm arter yiou, Bill!” oy ;

Stopping only to twea 's nose in
a piai;rful sorhyo[ way, Honest Alfred
Snooks followed his frowsy friend from
the camp, the wrapped-up tube under his

"

—

honest arm. o i
“Oh!” gasped Bob, writhing with
fury. “Oh, crumbs! Oh, my hat! l'f

those silly asses would only butt in—

The sun was sinking low; really, it was
time for his friends to be back. Bob had
sarcastically told them to come back as
late as possible: but he would have been
wildly delighted to see them now. In the
faint hope that they might be within
hearing he shouted at the top of his
voice as Messrs. Harris and Snooks loafed

away.
“ﬁelp! Help! Stop thief! Help!”
Bob's powerful voice carried far and
wide. It followed Messrs. Harris and
Snooks, like the bellow of an enraged
bull, a3 they disuppeared round the
corner of the wood.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Exit Messrs. Harris and Snooks !

[ ARK!"
| 5 B
“That's Bob!"

Evidently, there was trouble
at the camp.

After sighting Ponsonby & Co., the
chums of the Remove had lost no time on
the way back. They were coming along
the path by the edge of the wood, at a
rapid trot, when from the distance wild
shouts reached their cars.

“Help, help, help! Hurry up, fat-
ticads! Hallo, hallo, hallo! Stop thief!”

1t was Bob Cherry’s voice—still dis-
tant, but easily recognisable. It came
from beyond the corner of the wood
where the camp lay. :

“Bob's in tmugie,” exclaimed Whar-
ton. ‘“‘Put it on.”

“The troublesomeness seems terrific,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Put it on!” ;

The chums of the Remove broke into
a rapid run. They had been going
fairly fast before—now they Hew!
Those wild yells from the distance
showed that the trouble was serious.

It was rather a puzzle—for if Pon-
souby & Co. had been at the camp they

were long gone. Whatever might have
happened then, it was long over.
“Those tramps, perhaps—'" gasped
Johnny Bull.
“My hat! That's it!" exclaimed
Wharton. “They’ve come on Bob alone
—and—for goodness' sake, put it on!"

The four juniors ran their hardest.
Wiid yells were still coming from the
direction of the camp, as yet out of
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sight beyond the trees. It sounded as
if Bob was in bad trouble; aud if b

was struggling in the hands of the
tramps, he certainly necded help.
Svldom had llarry Wharton & Co.

covercd the ground so quickly.
- They came round the corner of the
wood at full pelt.

Crash !

Bunp |

There was a sudden collision.

As the four juniors came round the
corner from one direction, two frowsy
figures came round from the other.

The meeting was unexpected
violent.

The two parties crashed together, and
every one of them went staggering to
the ground.

“Ow, blow me tight!” howled Mr.
Snooks.

“Strike me pink !"* wailed Mr. Harris.

The parcel under Mr. Snooks’ arm
crashed to the earth. Mr. Snooks him-
self crashed, and for the moment quite
forgot the precious parcel.

“The tramps—" yelled Frank
Nugent.

* Sock it into them I

“Give them jip!”’

From the camp, Bob was still roar-
ing. Why he was roaring now, the
juniors did not know, as the tramps had
left the place. DBut they did not bother
about that for the moment. They were
bothering Messrs. Harris and Snooks.

Several encounters already had the
walking-party had with the two tramps,
and each time they had tried to
impress upon them that it would be
wiser to keep their distance, This time
they made 1t quite clear. They were
fed-up with Harris and Snooks, and
they guessed that the two rascals had
been doing some damage at the camp—
and probably to Bob, judging by his
roaring. So they pitched into Harris
and Snooks right and left.

“Bang them!” roared Johnny Bull,
as he clasped Alfred Snooks round the

and

neck, and got his frowsy head into
chancery.
“S8mash the rotters!”  shouted

Wharton.
“The smashfulness is terrific,’’ panted
Hurree Jamset Ram BSingh, who was
hammering Mr. Harris' features with
vigour and vim.

.Ow! IEIP !!I

“Leave orf!
Leave orf 1"

“Blow me tight!"”

“Oh, 'oly smoke!”

The two tramps put up a fight, as
hard as they could. But the four ex-
cited juniors were much too much for
them.

They felt that Harris and Snooks
wanted a lesson, and they gave them
onc—hard !

Blows rained on the yelling tramps;
they were punched and pummelled, and
thumped and banged, till they hardly
knew what was happening to them.

Mr. Harris, tearing himself away at
last, with closing eyes and streaming
nose, bolted for his life.

Spluttering and gasping, Mr. Harris
ran like a rabbit, and disappeared in
the distance.

Mr. Snooks, still held, was struggling
and wriggling frantically.

Thump, thump, thump, thump !

“Ow! Leave orf!” shrieked Mr.
Snooks. “You can 'ave the blinking
thing—I ain't got it! Leave orf! Blow
me tight! Oh, leave orf!"

Thump, thump, thum

Let a bloke alone!

1
Teave a covey

“Ow! Will you
alone?” raved Mr. Snoocks. “Ow! My
nose! Oh, my eye! Ow, my ’ead!
Ow! Ow!”

Not till they were breathless did the
juniors leave off. Then, as Mr. Snooks,
gasping, scrambled up, Jobnny Bull's
boot smote his trousers, and Mr. Snooks
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rceeived a start and fled. Not even a
glance did he give to the precious pa
iying on the ground. Mr. Snooks had
no chance of getting away with that—
he was only too glad of a chance of
getting away with himself! He tore
away after his vanishing friend.

The horizon swallowed Messrs. Harris
and Snooks, and the panting juniors
turncd towards the camp. IFrowm the
camp still came the roaring of Bob
Cherry.

Harry Wharton picked up the parcel
Mr. Snooks had dropped. What it con-
tained he did not know, but obviously
it was something stolen from the walk-
ing-party’s camp. With the parcel in
his hand, the captain of the Remove
ran on, his comrades at his heels.

“Help! Stop thief! Help!” Bob was
stlllBytt:: lnlg.

“Bob, old chap—"

“My hat! What—"

_ With a rush, the four juniors arrived
in the camp and beheld the wrecka,
there, and Bob Cherry sprawling in the
midst of it. Harry Wharton dropped
the parcel and ran to Bob.

“ What the thum I3

“Get me loose—quick "' gasped Bob.

In a few moinents he was free.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected Riches !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H stared round the wrecked
camp. The state of Methu-
zelah did not worry them very
much, DBut the state of the rest of their
property was distinctly exasperating.
“ind those two tramps do this?"’ ex-
claimed Wharton.
*“No, Ponsonby and his gang have
been here .
*“Oh, my hat! If we'd known: e
“1 suggested going after them and

giving them a hiding!” remarked
Johnny Bull,
“They've jolly well wrecked the

place!"” said Nugent.
old Methuselah !”

“They've done for the trike,” said
Bob. *Jerked it to pieces under my
eyes! Next time I meet Ponsonby -

“But what were you yelling for?”
asked Johnny Bull. *You sounded as *
if you were being murdered at least.”

“1 thought you silly asses might be
near enough to hear me,”’ snor Bob.,
“Harris and Snooks have been here
since those Higheliffe cads left, and
they found me tied up. They've stolen
the ignition tube off the trike.”

“But what =

“That's what they were after all the
time,” hooted Bob. “It's made cf
platinum, and it's worth pounds.”

“Platinum ! yelled the juniors.

“Yes—that's why they've been after
it all the time. Snooks knew, because
he was employed at the works where they
made them years before the War. Can’t
you understand now? They've robbed
us of a thing “worth about thirty
pounds!”

“No they haven’t; we've got it back 1"
said Wharton.

“What1”

“Here it 1s!”

Wharton ran to the parecl he had
dropped on entering the camp and
picked it up.

“Here it is, fathead!”

“Oh!"” ejaculated Bob.

The parcel—so carefully wrapped up
by Mr. Snooks—was unwrapped again.
The juniors gathered round it eagerly.
All eyes were glued upon the ancient
tube as it was revealed.

It did not look valuable. But where
Mr. Snocks had scraped it a gleam
showed throngh the discoloration. With

(Continued on page 28.)

“Look at poor




CONCLUSION OF OUR TEC THRILLER!

THE

A final wrench, and the helmet came off, revealing the face of the

By

(Introduciion on

?--_—.:'.

mysterious Mr. X.

The Mysterious Hr. X!

HE warning came too late.

Locke had barely shouted
when there was a blinding flash
and a terrific explosion. The

ground shook under their feet.

“«Gad!” stammered Webster. “But
he can’t hope to escape.”
“He won't,” said Locke grimly. “He

is at our merey now. He can’t get out
of that diving suit by himself, and the
other man has gone.”

They started to run along the shore.
The reverberations of the explosion had
died down, and they could hear the
sound of a man moaning. It chilled
their blood, but made them more deter-
mined than ever to reach the perpe-
trator of this dastardly outrage.

It was wanton, purposeless crue!ty-
It didn’t in the least open any avenue
of escape. 'The dynamite
had been thrown as a final,
diabolical gesture by a man
who knew that his life was
forfeit.

“But who can he be? Who
is the man in the diving-
guit?” The question clam-
oured in Jack's mind. Lock
knew, bu: so far he had
speak.

As they approached the scene, Jack
noticed the diver crouching in the boat.
Frem the trees, the police were ap-
proaching more warily. One of their
number had been blown to pieces, an
his back, terribly

o
refused to

another lay on
injured

“Race after the other,” said Locke,
turning to his assistant. “ He can’t get
very ar. But rememhbher he is
dangerous.”

«1'1 find him,” muttered the boy con-
fidently.

Webster gave similar orders, and four
of his men scattered to search the
grounds. As Jack neared the shrubbery,
he fancied he heard a stealthy sound.

He paused, drew his revolver, and his

The curtain rings d
worthy Case,” bringi
Ferrers
portant still, an arc

eyes tried to picrce the darkness. Was
it only fancy that he saw a vague shape
moving in the shadows?

Bending double, Jack erept closer.
He felt a thrill of excitement as he
realised it was not his imagination
tricking him. There was a man just
ahead.

He considored what to do. If he fired
and missed he would betray his presence
and leave himse!f exposed to return fire.
It would be better for a while if he
could follow without being seen.

Fortunately, by this time Jack knew
every inch of the grounds. Dehind the
chrubbery lay the well. Was it pos-
cible that the man was making for the
well, hoping to lie low in the secrct
passage?

Softly the boy drew into the
chrubbery, and peering through a gap

Locke, detective,

he saw that his reasoning was correcet,
Something  black moved against the
mouth of the well, and suddenly dis-
appeared.

“ (Caught
chuckled exuliantly.
fetch help—"

Rut suddenly Jack broke off. ITc
remembered the possibility that there
was an cxit to the passago which he had
been unablo to discover. Locke had
hinted as mnuch, and, in that case, if he
turned back the man might make 2
clean escape.

He couldn’t afford to take tho chance.
To go down that dark hole and face a
desperate man in a kind of sewer was

like a rat in a trap!” he
“I've only zot to

not a pleasant prospect. Dnt there
seemed no alternative.
Aftor a minute’s reflection Jack

crossed to the well and pecred eautiously

John Sylvester.

iext pitue.)

own on the “Bridge-
ng fresh laurels to
and, more im-
h criminal to justice!
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MASKED DEATH!

down. He could hear the hollow knock-
ing of a #oot against the wall as the
unknown man descended.

He waited until there was silence
again. Then he threw his legs over the
top and started the pursuit.

Jack reached the bottom after some

anxions moments. In his eagerness he
had made far too much noise. Once his
feot touched firm ground again he
resolved to take a bold course. )
flattened himself egainst the wall and
chouted at the top of his voice:

“T've got you covered! You’d better
come out [”

Tor several seconds nothing happened.
Ho was beginning to wonder if he had
been fooled, when a scarlet tongue of
flame spat through the darkness.
bullet whizzed close to his face.

Two ecan play that game, Jack
thought, and raising his own
revolver, he fired.

A cry of pain told Jack
that he had been lucky. He
stole forward on tiptoe, his
finger ready on the trigger,
But as he advanced his cars
detected a new sound. It was
the squeak of rusty hinges.

So there was a way out after all. He
must risk showing a light, otherwise he
might find himself in a cul-de-sae, with
the man gone.

Pulling out his torch, Jack pressed
the button. The beam of light revealed
something startling and totally unex-
pected. Not six yards away, on a leve
with the ground, was a man's head.
Abruptly it vanished.

T saw it for a second only. The face
was a distorted mask of fury. But it
was the faco that gave him such a shock.
Ile had scen it many times before,
but then it had been the craven look of a
coward.

“Qnames 1” Jack ejaculated aloud.

Tle suddenly realised how Soames ha
disappeared. There was a trapdoor in
the ground, cunningly disguised by
cement. There were no steps, Jack
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found, when he rushed up. He had to
kneel, grip the edge with his hands, and

rop.

As he dropped, a revolver barked
again. Jack never knew why he wasn't
hit. To his dismay, however, as he
struck the ground his own revolver
clattered somewhere out of reach. He
had no recourse but to fight the armed
Soames with his fists, if he could get to
close quarters.

Jack turned recklessly, reaching out
in the darkness until he touched an arm.
He clung to it, and a second later he was
struggling fiercely with a man who
knew that his adversary stood between
him and liberty.

Jack had always imagined Soames to
be a weakling, but he soon found out
that that was another of his many
mistakes. Of wiry build, Soames had
muscles of iron, and he fought like a
maniac.

None of the ordinary methods of self-
defence were any use in the dark. The
main dificulty was not being able to see
each other. They wrestled desperately,
but finally Jack caught a hand making
for his throat. He straightened the arm
across his chest, using the latter as a
kind of fulerum, while hisown right arm
extended as rigid as a bar, to the man’s
opposite shoulder. With an oath,
Soames bent his head and buried his
teeth in Jack’s hand. :

It was a last desperate cffort. With-
out letting go, Jack jerked him off his
balance, so that his whole weight fell
sharply on one taut arm. The strain
was so terrible that had it been main-
tained the arm would have broken.

Suddenly Jack let go, and Soames
stumbled. Jack’s arm drew back, the
fist clenched. He had to rely for
timing on sheer instinct, and to judge
the distance without being able to sce
what he was striking. Jack knew, too,
that if he missed, having released his
man, he was giving him a chance to get
at his gun again.

But ﬁ: didn’t miss. His closed hand
moved with the precision of a piston:
rod and crashed to the point of Soames
saw as he was falling forward. The

low was so accurate that it straightened
him. Soames reeled, and then col-
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?hck drew a breath of relief. He
switched on the light, and kneeling
down, trussed the man up none too
gently. :

“ A" surprise for him when he wakes {*
chuckled Jack, suddenly beginning to
realise the immense importance of what
had happened.  Single-handed he had
captured the Bridgeworthy ghost, since
he no longer doubted that that was the
part Soames had originally played.

It would also be a surprise for Lomax
when he returned from London, to find
that the despised butler was really the
criminal. After  Webster’s initial
blunder they had all eliminated Soames
from the range of suspicion.

Now it was quite obvious how Soames

had worked. He had discovered the
sccret of the passage,” and it had
enabled him on many occasions to

return to the house without being seen
and to play the part of a mnervous

wreck. The man's acting had been
superb. s
taring down at him, reminiscently,

Jack suddenly woke up to the fact that
there was still the final mystery
awaiting solution. Perha}\?s by this
time the identity of Mr. had been
discovered.

He must get back to the honse. But
should he retrace his steps or endeavour
to find the secret entrance?
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It was clear enough that some en-
trance existed. Soames had been on
his way back. If Jack hadn’t overtaken
him he would have shortly appeared in
that tattered dressing-gown, locking a
picture of innocence and alarm.

Jack looked round the narrow vault in
which he found himself. Some distance
ahead he noticed a ladder. Deciding
that Soames was safe, he walked towards
it, and after testing a few rungs began
to- ascend. It led to a stone platiorm
from which an almost perpendicular
flight of steps rose. Climbing the steps
Jack reached a short passage. It ended
in & wooden wall, and half-way up was
a complicated piece of mechanism which
had been recently oiled.

Clearly the mechanism was controlled
from the other side. But it required
only a brief, concentrated effort to see
how it worked. Inserting his pocket-
knife, Jack released the spring.
Instantly the whole panel slid noise-
lessly back, revealing the interior of
Silas Morecombe’s study.

Jack no sooner put one foot across
the threshold than something descended

on him like a sack of coals. For a wild
moment he thought that by some
miracle the other criminal es-

caped. He struggled frantically, but
suddenly he stopped. The massive hand
that gripped his collar let go.

“Well, I'm hanged !” gasped a familiar
voice. And he Jooked up at the
apoplectic face of Inspector Webster.

“You are too impulsive, inspector!”
he protested. “ Next time I advise you
to look before you leap.”

Webster glared from the boy to the
gaping aperture.

“Where the blazes did you spring
from?’ he demanded rccovering his
breath. “I thought I heard shots.”

“You did. I've just been having an
argument with Soames. He's down
there,” added Jack, jerking his thumb
in the direction of the passage. “I've
tied him up, and at the moment he's
sleeping it off.”

“Soames!” gasped Webster; and his
foce suddenly assumed an expression
of triumph. “You mean it was Soames
who was in the boat?”’

“It was also Soames who prowled
about dressed as a2 ghost,” said Jack.
“It was Soames who scared Morecombe
out of his wits. It was Soames who——"

Webster interrupted with an oath.

“] always declared that Soames was
the murderer. I wanted to arrest him
at the very beginning. This is where
1 score over Locke. You say he's down
there? You are sure he's safe?”

“ He's safe enough,” said Jack, cheer-
fully. “Take my lamp. But don’t go
too fast—and mind the step!”

He had never seen the burly inspector
move with such alacrity.

Leaving the study, Jack went outside
the house, and he could see a group of

INTRODUCTION.

Ferrers Locke, the world-famous deleciite, and
his assistant, Jock Draks, are investigating the
mysterious death of Mr. Silas Morecombe, of
The CGrange, Bridgeworthy, South Devon.
Hidden beneath the waters of a lake ol the back
of the house is half a million pounds’ worth of
gold bullion, stolen years %m by a gang of

which Morecombe was a . Focke is con-
vinced that this is the key fo the murder. The
lake is surrounded at night by police, and

suddenly Ferrers Locke switches on the lights of a
stationary moltor ear on the bank. The beam of
light reveals a boal in the middle of the lake, con-
taining two men—one in the dress of a diver. The
screech of o police whistle cuts the silence, and as
the police rush out of ambush the diver raises one
hand menaeingly above his head. ** Take care!"”
Locke yells frantieally. ** He's got dynamite ! ™"
(Now read on.)
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men standing around a grotesque figure,
lit up by the headlamps %f the car. o

He made out the tall form of Locke,
who scemed to be directing operations.
They were removing. evidently with
difficulty, the diving suit.

Jack's heart beat more quickly. .gAt
all costs he mustn’t miss this. He must
be there when that head was uncovered.
It was the last act of the drama, the
unveiling of the mysterious Mr. X.

He sprinted across the open space and
arrived panting. Locke turned to greet
him with an unspoken question.

“It's all right, guv’'nor. I've got him
safe and sound. Webster’s taking
charge. Did you know it was Soames?”

“I knew,” nodded Locke, with a
faint smile. “Did you have much
trouble?”

“Oh, just a bit of a scrap; nothing to
speak of.”

“We've had a good deal of trouble.
There was another stick of dynamite
and the devil would have thrown it and
blown himsclf up as well if I hadn't
been pretty quick. As you see it's
takm.g six men to hold him down even
now.

The man was lying on the und,
his_hands and feet sgtret-ched 0%1;0 and
pinioned. The constable kneeling over
him gave a final wrench to the ielmet
and it came off.

Jack stared in utter incredulity at
the face now revealed.

"Why, it’s Lomax!” he cried.

“No,” said Locke quietly. *“His real
name is Murdoch. and he is wanted
for the murder of James Lomax as well
as of Morecombe.”

Ferrers Locke Explains!

HE study of Ferrers Locke, over-
looking Baker Street, presented
a curious spectacle. A table in
the middle of the room had been
cleared of everything except a number
of small packets, each of which was
labelled. Inspector Lambton and
Inspector Webster were studying these
mysterious packages with considerable
interest, under the " watchful eye of
Jack Drake, when the detective himself
entercd. He stood for a moment in the
doorway, puffing a huge curved
calabash, his hands in the pockets of his
dressing-gown.
“Do you approve of my exhibits?
Ferrers Locke asked, with a smile.

“I don't see what use they are,”
complained Webster. “You can't ex-
pect a jury to follow all this. Desides

we've got our man.”

“ We wouldn’t have got him,” replied
Locke, “if 1 hadn’t applied my par-
ticular methods. A criminal with the
genius of Lewis Murdoch would have
escaped through the broad mesh of
official detection.”

“We are waitin
put in Lambton,
make any retort.

“Sit down and make yourselves com-
fortable,” said Locke. *Jack, will you
pass the drinks and the cigars. If you
don’t mind, I'll remain standing. I can
talk better with all my things within
reach. Before I begin, have you taken
my advice, Lambton, about those points
that 1 asked you to clear up?”’

“Yes, and the result is perfectly as
you predicted. Murdoch—"

“ We will come to that in 2 moment,”
Locke interrupted. “It is a complicated
‘case, and I want to cxpound it in my
own way.”

Locko leaned back against the table,
shifted his pipo to the other side of his
mouth and folded his arms. When he

for you to explain,”
cfore Webster could
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resumed there was a subtle alteration in
his manner. It was rather that of a
professor of science, addressing pupils,
than a summing-up of the case.

_*““An excessively complicated case,”
Locke repeated. “It is a very long
time since I have encountered a case
which presented so many baffling and
unusual features, and in which proof,
in the legal sense, seemed so elusive.
"I insisted all along,” Locke con-
tinued, “that the crime was the work
of a brilliant but perverted brain.
Looking into Murdoch’s record, 1 find he
was once a demonstrator of physics in a
Canadian University. He first took to
crime because he became involved in
financial difficulties. His knowledge of
science made him invaluable to a gang
of forgers. Canada hecame too hot and
he disappeared, and was next heard of
floating fraudalent companies in Burma.
He shot a man in Cochin China, left the
East, and came back to England. He
devised a clever scheme of distributing
faked gems, and the imitations were so
good that it was a long time before they
were detected. He was betrayed by an
accomplice, and served a term of im-
%nsonmenh. While in prison he met
eter the Pedlar.

“Now I do not believe for a moment
that Peter the Pedlar confided the
secret of the bullion to a total stranger.
My view is that Murdoch overheard a
conversation in prison and saw a means
of -enriching himself beyond anything
be had hitherto dreamed of. He had
plenty of time to mature his plans, and,
as we know to our cest, thcy were
skilfully laid.

“As soon as Murdoch came out of

rison he paid a visit to Morecombe.

o didn’t mince matters. Ie saw at a
glance that Morecombe was a coward.
He gave him an ultimatum. Either
Morecombe divulged the hiding-place
of the bullion within a fortnight, or he
would be killed.

“The time-limit was drawing to a
close when Morecombe came to see me.
Scared as he was he refused to yield
up his secret. On the night of his

murder Morecombe locked himself in
his bedroom, believing himself to be
safe. There was a cordon of police

around the honse, and it seemed im-
ssible that Murdoch could carry out
iz threat. Nevertheless, he did.
“Murdoch entered the house that
afterncon, and told Scames bluntly that
if he made any diffienlties he would
meet the same fate.- Soames decided it
was in his interest to change his cm-

g?oyer. . As we know. Murdoch lay
idden in the roof, and entered More-
combe’s bed-room by the ceiling.

Because he didn’t wish to-betray himself
by firing a shot, he strangled his victim.

“His next problem was to leave the
house. He consulted Soames as soon &s
the crime was accomplished. Soames
told him abont the secret passage, and
he decided to hide there. But with con-
siderable astuteness Murdoch realised
that unless someone were seen to leave
the heusc the existence of a secret pas-
sage would be suspected. So he insisted
that Soames should dress up as the
spectre—which he had been doing on
Morecombe's instructions for some time
past in order to frighten away inquisi-
tive villagers—dash into the open, and
return by the secret passage.

“We may safely assume that Soames
objected bhui that he was overruled.
The monk’'s cowl would cffectively hide
his face, in case he were seen from a
distance, and a rising mist would make
hi= task easier.”

At this point Webster leaned forward.

“May I ask a question? Haven't ¥ou
forgetten that in the window of the loft
there were unmistakable signs of a2 man
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having recently made his exit that
way?”

Of course there were,”’ replied

Locke, as though explaining something
patiently to a particularly dense pupil.
“Naturally, if he wanted us to believe
that the murderer had left the house,
lie wouldn't encourage us to doubt it
by not leaving traces of departure.
Those marks were bluff. The most
interesting feature of this case is the
false scent which continually recurs.
Almost every step we took was foreseen
and provided against.

“We have now, I think, dealt suffi-
ciently with Morecombe’s death, and
we must turn our attention to his
brother, James Lomax. He had only
recontly come to England. He didn't
know a living soul in the whole
country. His attempts to be friendly
with Silas were rebuffed, since the latter
only wanted to be allowed to live in
seclusion. Some angry letters passed
between them.

“Lomax, however, had come back to
settte in England, with the idea of

leading a retired life as a country
gentleman. Murdoch foresaw that if he
inherited the manor heuse—which he

would, being the nearest relative—all
lis trouble would be for nothing. At
a1l costs he must get possession of the
house himself. It was worth half a
million pounds. If he were to attempt
to buy it, assuming Lomax was willing
1o =ell, and if he showed the least
anxicty tp gain possession, he would

instantly become an object of suspicion.
Whercas, if he could only take charge
of it by impersomating Lomax, no one
would dream of connecting him with
the erime. The proof of that is that,
in actual fact, believing him to be the
genuine Lomax, none of you did suspect
him. -

“So Lomax had to be removed. To
do this Murdoch took a flat in Half
Moon Street, in the name of the man he
intended te kill. He invited him to the
flat, shot him, stripped him of anything

that might cstablish his identity, and
burnt the letters he took from his
pockets in the fireplace. He left the

body in such circumstances, with a letter
declaring that the writer was sick of life,
that everyone assumed it to be a case
of suicide.

“When he was in Australia, Lomax
had a design tattooed on his chest. 1t
was extremely useful, so far as Murdoch
was concerned, since, by having the
same pattern tattooed on himself he was
able, with the help of the papers he took
from the dead man, to establish his
identity. When he went to the tattooist
he adepted a simple disguise.

“To return once more to the main
narrative. My suspicions of Soames
were aronsed when I  visited the
Reference Library at Plymouth. I
noticed his nmame in the register. I
discovered he had borrowed a book on
the history of Bridgeworthy. It was
Soanies who had discovered the seeret

Tue Macwer Lisrary.—No. 1,121,
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passage, and urged Morecombe fo have
it unbricked. Their original idea was
that if ever- they were raided by the
police—and Morecombe lived in dread
of being traced—they might be able to
elude arrest in the same way that the
plotters of a previous century had
escaped. Later, they found the passage
useful for staging the appearance of the

ost.

“Murdoch wasn't long in realising
that I was going to prove dangérous to
him. When he discovered that I was
mvestiin.ting ‘the Half Moon Street
affair “he came post haste to London.
1t was he, of course, who broke into my
rooms, and, afterstrying to shoot me,
managed to get away with the burnt
letters I had pieced together.

“Failing to murder me, Murdoch
tried different tactics, and asked me to
act for him. I think I can see the
hand of Soames in that faked black-
mailing letter which would have sent
me trailing after a red herring across
the continent, while he hastily dis-
posed of the hidden treasure. 1 pre-
tended to go, but instead I secreted
myself on the moors, only venturing out

at night. By then, I suppose, 1 had
practically accumulated enough
evidence to justify an arrest. But-I

decided it would be safer to wait until
I could catch Murdoch and Soames red-
handed.

“ Meanwhile, Peter the Pedlar’s gang
provided a diversion, They had recog-
nised Murdoch’s photograph in the
newspapers, and jumped to the right
conclusion. Red Elliot came down to
deal with Murdoch.

“You will romember that, Jack. You
winged him the night you first explored
the secret passage. But he mever went
near the passage. The man ?ﬁ)o_ passed
you was me.

“If you take a look at these exhibits
you will -sce more o§
lowed up the clues. You will gsee how
the guilt radually attaches  to
Murdoch. First he is a vague figure,
but he slowly assumes more definite

shape.

“In this envelope I.have two hairs I
found on the handkerchief dropped in
Half Moon Street. ‘Fhey establish that
the owner was.a .man with fair, red-
dish hair. And I assumed at. the time
he followed the statistical average and
had blue eyes.

“Next; L-have a portion of cigar-ash
found in the flat where. Lomax was shot.
It is easily recognisable as having
come from a Burmese cheroot. We were
looking, therefore, for a man who
smoked Burmese cheroots.

“Here, again, I have the measure-
ments of the murderer’s hand. The
ball of the thumb, eleven-twelfths; and
the first finger, four and one-eighth,
from the knuckle to the tip of the nail.
Have -you compared the fingers and
found them correct, Lambton ?’

« patfectly correct,” was the reply.

less: how I fol-

“We now come to quite a valuable
clue. A surprising piece of carelessness,
for- which- I- blame Soames rather than
Murdoch. The letter that was to decoy
me to Belgium was sealed with wax.
But one of the seals on Morecombe’s
desk was used. I abstracted the seal

d you can examine them together.

“Finally, I have two bullets fired
from a revolver. I have examined
them microscopically, and they both
issued from the same gun. Omne was
taken from this room, after the mur-
derous attack on me. The other was

found inside Lomax. I have the
revolver itself, which I took from
Murdoch.

“That concludes the evidence. Piece
by piece, I think you will agree, it fits
into a very coherent pattern. And even
if it failed to sccure conviction,
Murdoch would go to the scaffold for
throwing that dynamite when we sur-
rounded him. One of the constables
was killed outright, and the other is in
a critical condition.

There was a pause, and finally Lamb-
ton rose. He held out his hand.

“It was a marvellous performance,”
he declared. “ What astonishes me even
more is the fact that you are going to
allow us to take the credit.”

“That part doesn’t interest me,” said
Locke simply.

“But it interests me,” said Webster
rising. “It means promotion—and I've
got to thank you for it, Mr. Locke.
1I'm afraid I've been rather brusque at
times,  but- you see——"

“] see perfectly,” broke in Locke,
with a smile. “Only it’s a mistake td
always back the favourite. Sometimes
r is won by an outsider—like
niyself.”

When they had both gone, after still
warmer expressions of gratitude, the
detective sank down, with a feeling of
relief v his armchair )

““That's over, Jack. But it was a
fascinating. case. We had a foe worthy
of our steel. You, too, did extraordi-
narily well.”

The boy flushed

“] suppose, sir,
be a holiday?”

“Y1 suppose so,” sighed Locke, with
almost humorous regret. “However,
the mind mustn’t stagnate. I may have
a little' time to 'complete my mono-
graph on ‘ Spectroscopy’ and ifs rela-
tion to- criminal ‘detection. Meanwhile ”
—he stretched; for his tobacco-jar—" let
us refresh ourselves with a little music.
Go to the gramophone and give me
* The Funeral March of a Marionette.” ”

THE END.

(Whatever you do, chums, don's miss
the - opening chapters of George E.
Rogﬁéstér‘s latest masterpiece: “THE
SHADOW. OF THE GUILLOTINE!”
week’s
of the
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THE MAGNE?
THE MYSTERY OF METHUSELAH!

(Continued from page 24.)

great excitement the chums of the Re-
move examined it.

“If it's true—"" said Nugent.

“It's true all right, fathead,” said
Bob. ““That man Snooks knew what he
was talking about. It wasn’t the trike
they wanted—it was this old tube! That
fathead Bunter suggested that there was
something valuable hidden about the old
trike, but we never guessed that it was
part of the blessed old thing ade of
a precious metal. Look here, we're in
funds for the rest of the hols. now.”

“Tf—" said Johnny Bull dubicusly.

“No *if? about it,” said Bob de-
cidedly. “Look here, we’ll chuck the
walking tour for a bit—get off with this
tube before something happens to it.
Anyhow, we should have to find some-
thing to carry the luggage now Methu-
selah has gone west. We'll pack the
things—what those Higheliffe cads have
left of them—catch a train at Oxford,
and then—"

“And roll in Hlthy luere!” said
Nugent. “Let’s! My hatt Won't
Bunter be sorry he bolted!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And so it was settled.

What was worth salving of the

wrecked baggage was packed and trans-
ported to the nearest railway station,
and the Famous Five took the train.
Generally the ¥Famous Five were
sufficient unto themselves, but in_ the
case of the platinum tube they realised
that an older head was needed. Late
that evening they arrived at Wharton
Lodge—much to the surprise of Colonel
Wharton, who was still more surprised
at the tale they had fo tell. and evi-
dently dubious about the value of that
old tube.

But ‘the next dav Colonel Wharton
took the matter in hand, and when he
returned to the Lodge later it was to
hand out the handsome sum of thirty-
two pounds, which when divided
amounted to exactly six pounds eight
Ehil]inga for each of the members of the

o

Whereat they rejoiced greatly.

“I think I told you that trike was a
big bargain when I made you fellows
back me up in buying it,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “What do you say mow?!”

And the chums of the Remeove ad-
mitted that it was so, and they resumed
their walking tour in great spirits, with-
out the motor-trike, but much bucked
by the happy solution of the mystery
of Methuselah.

THE END.

(Now look out for: “THE HOUSE
OF TERROR!” the first of a special
thriller series of Greyfriars yarni which
will appear in next week’s record-break-
ing issuel)
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