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BILLY BUNTER’'S “JOY-RIDE [”

{One of the meny Inorovons incigdepts contained in iy weeli’s long school and odesntire

shorg.)



A Little Pow-tbo

Between Ourselves!

Alwcays glad to hear from pgou, chums, so drop me a line {o the following address !
The Editor, The ' Magmet " Library, The Amaigumated Press, Lid., Fleetipay Housa,
Farringdon Strect, London, E.C.4,

F course, yvou [ellows have heard
0 gll sbout Dick Turpin, Jack
Sheppard, Captain HKidd, and
other notorieties of that ilk, but
I wonder how many of youo have ever
heard of Jesse James T  Jesse ia not very
woll known on this side of the Atlantic,
but in the United States and in Canada
I think everyone has heard of him. Ons
of my Sheffield readers has written to me,
asking me to enlighten him about this
desperado. Woll, Jesse was

“ A REAL TOUGH GUY,”

ag Fisher T. Fizh would say. He was the
leader of the biggest and most ﬂaring gang
of American outlaws who ever °' held up
n bank, or robbed a train. Missouri waa
the State which Jesse favoured with his
attentions; and he was well supported by
his brother Frank, and three other

rincipal members of the band of free-

gters, who were Cole, Jim, and Bill
Younger—all brothera.

They started off by robbing a bank
at Liberty, Missouri, but one of the band
got eaptured, and & few days later, the
vest shot the gaoler, who refused to hand
over the keya of the town gaol. They
were immediately outlawed, but promptly
held up another bank, and killed the
eaghier. )

They lived in & eavern in the mountains,
and established & sentry system. Ewvery-
one who camé near their roost was promptly
shot, end their ' hold ups ™ continued
at frequent intervals. Then they staged
the first train robbery by tearing up &
fwrbim:l of the track and wrecking the over-
and express. The driver was killed, and
many passengars injured —some of them
fatally. Although s price of ten thousand
dollars wes placed upon the head of Jesse
James, the outrages continued. For
i,'i:ﬂ.m the gang terrorised the neichbour-
wod, but at last they met theic Waterloo
at & small town called Northiold,

Here they rodo down the main atreet,
firing their revolvers and hoping to
scare the inhabitants, and leave the way
clear for & robbery of the bank. But the
men of Northfield pathered round tho bank
and gave the raiders & warm reception.
Tn the battle which ensued, three of the
outlaws were shot dead, and Bill and Jim
Younger were wounded. The robhers
made off, and were vigorously pursued.
They might hoave cscaped, had it not
been for

A TRAIL OF BELOOD

which flowed from Jim Youngor's wound !
Jozae Jamea proposed that Jinn should be

murdered thers and them, but Bill Younper |,

indignantly refused to allow this, and the
James brothors rode off and leit the
others. The three Youngers wore over-
taleen, captured, and received a life
sentence. Later on, Frenk James surs

rendered to the authorities, but Jesze
Joames continued his outlaw existence, and
was eventually shot dead by another
bandit for the salke of the reward. And
that, in brief, is the story of the most
audacious and callous cutlaw who ewver
terrorised the United States!|

THERE are quite a opumber of
interesting anniveraarios this weel.
For instance, Monday iz the 99th
anniversary of the death of
Napoleon at 8t. Helona, Tuesday is the
anniversary of the nocession of aur present
K.Tg. im 1910, and next Baturday iz the
O03rd anniversary of the outbresk of the
Indian Mutiny at Meerut., Buat there ave
éven more intercasting anniversarvies, such
af that of next Weadnesday, for it was on
May Tth, 1015, that the s.s. Lusitania
was torpedocd by the Germans. There
were no fewor than 1,134 people drowned
on that ocoasion, and the callous ainkin
of this magnificent passenger liner cauwg
a wave of horror in this country.

Britain bad more than her own back
on May 10th, 1818, however, for that was
the day on which H.M.8. Viadietive blocked
Ostend Harhour, and so prevented the
German submarines from coming oub.
The Germans had turned Oestend mto a
naval base, as they had alse dane with
Zeebrugge, As I told you, our Navy
blocked up Zeehruggoe Harbour, and tha
Germans never expected that we would
attcmpt the same tactics again.  But they
underestimated the bravery of the
Eritiash Navy, and the reault was that
Ostend waoa blocked up just aboubk two
wecks afterwards.

After the War it was a big jab to pet
the Vindictive raised, but it was aceom-
plished in dues course, ami this gallant
vessel, whieh had done such great scrvice,
was aventually broken up. alicz of her
are to bo found at the museum which was
established by the Belpians at Zecbhrogge.

Ho, you sce, this week has loomed
large in history !

Just before I bopin to dovote myself
to queries which readors have asked me,
et ug bave a lough at this joke, which
hns come from Allan Holmos, of 245,
Clifford Road, Wallasoy.,  He has received
a penknife [or it

“Ours i3 a
family,”” said the
bay. ‘" My [Iather
hunting.' :

**0h, real-
ivI'" said
his friend.
“ What was he hunting 2 ™

“ Ha was hunting for a
gas -leak with a lighted
candle ! ** was the reply.

huntling
boastiual
died

WONDER how many
of you have heard of

CAPTAIN ELOOD !

Tt senndsz like the iitle of
n new serial, but Captain
Elood actually existed, and
two hundred and fifty-nine
years ago he sitemptod to
carry out the most audacious
robbery in history. This
wag nothing lesz than an
attempt to sfesl the Crown
Jowels fromn the Tower of
Londen!  Blood had been
an officer in Qliver Crom.
well’s household, but waas
digearded, and, with somoe
confederates, he -eeized the
Duke of Ormond, and at-
tempted to hanz him. He
actually got the duke to” Tyburn, bus
the duke’as friends managed to rescue
hira beforo Blood couwld carry out his
mtention. Bloed, after various cxploits
on the highway, disgueized himself as o
clergyman, pgot into the Tower, nnd
gerzed the Crown. Unfortunately for him,
he did not manage to get away with it,
ard was captured. Buat, notwithstanding
thia, Charlea II[. pardoned him-—and
actuajly settled o pension of E500 per
anmura upon him! Other highwaymen
wore hanged—but Captain Blood was too
clever for that !

T e

The next letter comes from a reader
who takes me to task for my recent
&ﬂrngrayh about Bufialo Bill. He soys

at

BUFFALO BILL NEVER SHOT A
BUFFALO

in his life! As g matter of fact, my
reader i8 quite right! You see, the
bhuffalo exists only in the old world—
prioecipally Africa and Asia. Put the
Americans eall the bisom a * buffale,™
and it was, of course, bison which
“ Buffalo * Bill shot!

My reader reminds me that we call a
lot of things by names which are not
correct. Let me give you o short list of
some of the outstanding mistekes which
are made in our language :

¥ou all know that o guines pig is not
a pig, and that it does not come from
Guinea, But do you know that—

A eubtlefish i3 not a fish ¥ It
ootopus.

A flying fox ia not a fox—it is a larze bat.

A titmouse i8 not a mouse—it is & small.
bird.

A prairie dog i not a dog—it is & rodent.

A blind worm is not a worm, nor is jb
blind—it iz a Lizard, and Las two eyes,

I dould go on for hours like this, telling
{ﬂu af things which aro wrongly callod.

pencils do not eontoin lead, but
graphite. Also there is no chamois in
chameis Jesther, which comes from shecp-
skin., And the ecamel’s-hair hrush which
artists use is really made from the hair
of squirrels !

Now, what have you got to say to that b

ig an

Hore's a curions question! Arthue
Duncan, of Trowbrideo, wants to know
this :

DO OYSTERS GROW ON TREES?

Now, don't laugh! ‘This i3 s serious
question, and it might surprise somse
of you to know that there aro any amount
aof " gyster trees ' in the Spanish Main !
You geo, oyatcrs are found in lagoons and
swamps all alongy the coasts, sod tho
mangrove trees, which flourizh in salb

{(Continued on prge 28.)
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Send along gour Jole or gour Greyfri
wallels and Shefficld steel penknives.

Lowdon, BC & (Comp. )
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All efforts fo be sent to: cfo * Magnet,’”! 5, Cormelite Sireet,
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CHOCK FULL OF AMUSING SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURES !

THE INIK QPI.A“I[I!
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A Ripping Complete Story, fealuring Harry Wharton & Co., the Chums of Greyfriars,

and Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr. Quelch !

1 U fat asg—"
“Bhut up, Toddy 1"
“What are wyou up

roarad Poter Todd.

“Don't worry.'

FPeter was surprised.

Ho had cause for surprise.

He stared at Billy Bunter ac ross the
tablo in Study No. 7 in the Removo
blunkly. : :

Toddy was in his study writing lines
when Bunter butted in. Bunter came
in hurriedly. Ile hurled cpen the door
of Study No. 7, rolled m, gesping and
puffing like a grampus, 'and shut the
door hastily. MBunter, Il["pﬂ.“t'nt!‘-’ wils
in flight. DBut having recached the
refuge of his study, the Owl of the
Remove did not sit dewn to rest after
his oxertions.

He blinked wildly round the study, as
if in scarch of a weapon of defence.
Poter gathered that Bunter was fearing
pu}r}smt

e

tﬂ?"

rahbed the inkpat from the tablo.
Peter had lately refilled the inkpot. and
it was full almost to overflowing. Wil
the inkpot i his haod, the fat junior
took vp his stand just within the door,

his ayes, pleaming through his lig
speetacles, fixed on the deer. The ink-
pot was lifted apparently in readiness

for the next eomer.

Peter, pen in hand, sob and stared.

“You fat dwmmy—" he recom-
meneed,

“Shurrup ™

“Yhat's this game?" shricked Prlor.

Bunter did not turn his head. [is
eyes were fixed on the door, Ile was
'rna.:-tmg for it to open

But it did not open. Pursuit, per-
haps, was not so near at hand as the
iat unior had supposed.

on benighted owl—

rl"

* aaid Petar.

“Do eshut up, Toddy "’ said Bunter
aver his shoulder., “The beast may be
here any minute! He saw me 1mndini
for the stairs. He will guess ihat
came to the study.™

“What beast?

“TPhat rotter Temple of the Fourth "
%asped Bunter. “Ow! I'm breathless!

mow mde.d‘ I—1 had to put it on, 3ou
know.

“What have you donc to Temple of
the Fourth?"'

“ Nothinz 1"

“He's a%t::r vau for rothing?' asked
FPetor sarcastically. " You're as jnng-
cent o5 a babe, as usunlt™

“That's 1t, old chap! 1 say, Deter,
ool here, be a pal and thrash bim when

SWOOO000SH !
The ink swept out in a deluge,
and——
YEGODS5! A MASTER GOT IT !

he comas in, You can lick Temple,
I'll hold vour jacket. Youw're not going
1-::r let o Fourth Form cad come bullyin

in a HRemove study., are you, ol
fetlow ™’
“That depends!™  chuckled Peter,

i

i H‘ he's afrer vou for nothing——
t Absolutely nothing 1
“Of course, I'm bound to take your
vn:r.n——'
O courze, old [ellow,”

“But if vou were a [ellow whosze word
contld be doobted,' said Peter gravely,
1 should faney that Temple was affter
vou for somothing—judging by that
scar of jam on your fat chivey”

DBunter started.

“ Is—is=—is there any jam on my fare,
Toddy ™

* About & pound !

"Oh, really, Toddy! 1 never touchad
Tt‘:mplc- s jam-tarts, of course. I-1

By FRANK RICHARDS.

went inle his study to—to look out of
the window pt—at the view! There's
i beautiful view from Temple's study

window.”
" And a beautifuller view in his study
cupboard when he's got  jam-tarts

there "' chuckied Tudd;r

“Phe tarts weren't in the _supboard ;
they were on the table Mot that I
touched them, you know. Tf they were
gone when Temple came in, it must
have been the cat. '!E'uu knew that cat
of Mrs. Kebble's—"
; ‘;**f}'f.d Temple caught you scolfiug his
Bres

“T've teld vyou 1 mnever rcolfed his

tarts. Temple's suspicious, Ho kicked
IT.I:E!—"

(33 [;_md !l?

“Beast! Luckily, I caught hold of bis

ankle when he kicked me, and he cam
down wallop on his back, I—I think it
wade him waxy."

“Ha, ha! 1t would ™ agreed Petear.
“ At any rate, it wasn't the way to fut
him in the Lest of tempors.”

“Well, be sounded waxy when I
bunked,” swid Bunter, "1 disdained to
stay and ar ne wilh him—making cut

that I had his larts, you know, l.-—I
think he come after me.'

“Veory likely," asaented Peter,

“You could lick him, old cha

“I faney I could, But I I jolly_weil
know 1'm not going tol” ssid Peter
cheerily. *1f you had the tarts you can

tako the licking, tool’

“I never had, old chap! I naver
know there were any tarts therel
didu't see them on bis table when I was
passing the sludy. Besides, rou know
I'm not the fellow to touch a fellow's

tarts! You know me, DPeter”
“T do!" chuckled Toddy. “1 doesl
Hallo | That sounds like somebndy

coming up from the staira”
Bunter %:[ asped with alarm.
Tasg Macser Lisnany.—No. 1,160,

{Copyright in the United States of America.)}
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There were footsteps in the Removo
assago. and they weso coming along
rom tLhe Hemove stoaircase towasds
Study No. T. ] )

Billy Bunter gripped the inkpot wim
a deadly grip. His little round eyes

leamed wilh desperation through his
E‘ round spectacles,

I%\run a worm will turn—and all Grey-
friars knew that William George Banter
was & worm! If Bunter had been
tracked to his lair he was not going to
be the unresisting victim of Ueeil
Roginald Temple's clegant boots. Ho
wns desperale.

Peter Todd
amuscment.

“ Betier put that inkpot down, old fut
bean,” ho soid. “If Temple's cross
already it's no good making him
crosser."’

“Lick him for me, old chap—"

“7 don't think 1"

“\Well, I'm going to give him the ink
if he opens this door ¢ gasprd Bunter.
*'1 can bunk while he's 1n¢ppin%‘ the ink
off his chivvy! He's going to have the
ink if he butts in here.” _

“Ha's welcome to it said Peter
cheerily  * Ink's not dear! DBut—"

“Shut up " breathed Bunter,

He listened in tense anxicty to the
footstepa  cowming up the Remove
pRssAEs.

He had a faint hope hat it was ret,
pfter all, the avenger. Tossibly it was
some Remove man going lo s study.
But the footsteps stopped at the door
of -Study No. T.

Tap! ] .

Temple of the Fourth peided himself
on his clegant and courteous mannaets,
but it was rather surplising that even
ihe polished Ceeil Reginald shonld tap
at & ztody door when he had come
there to slaughter tha cecupant. The
door opened ummediately after the tas.

PBuntor’s uplifted arm jerked forward,

Swonoosh ] 3

A stream of ink flow from the inkpot
and landed, splashing fairly in the face
of the personage in the doorway.

“Oh! ©Ococoochl Uvon my word!
Goooooooh 1™ came a wild splutter.
“Oht  What—what—what—="

" (ireat pip!” gasped Peter, in horror.

Bunter staod rooted, the empty inkpot
in his hand. Horror rooted him to the
foor. ] ) ]

For the gasping, choking voice that
proceeded from the inky face of the new
arrival was not the voice of Cectl
Reginald Temple of the Fonrth Form,

It was the voice of Henry Samuel
Quelch, the mester of the Bemove,

“Oh, holy smoke!” gurgled Peter
Todd. * Yeu've done it now, DBunter!”

Bunter could not speak.

There was no cdoubt that he had!

looked on with great

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !

R. QUELCIT stagoered.
M Mr., Quelch had never been
so surprised in his life.

Tife, cortaindy. is full of
surpriscs. It i3 often the unexpected
that happens. There are seme unfore-
seen hachningm arainst which the
ozt carciul and thoughtfal man ean-
not puard., This was one of them.

For a Form master, coming up fo a
junior studly to imguire alter lincs that
ought to have been lhanded in some
Hme agoe, {o be prected by a shower of
ink full in his august visage, was un-

precedented,
The Remove master had had many
experiences; but  this  had  never

arcurred in his expericnce hefore,
Tie Maicxer Licnany.—Neo. 1,180

Ile was taken wholly by surprise.

He stapgmered and clutched at the
doorpost for support, and glared into
tho study through a mist of k.

Ink clothed him Jike a garment.

It waz unfertunate that Toddy had
recently refilled that inkpot, and that
it was o Jarge inkpol, vontaining a
generous supply. But as the proverb
sava, "It never rains but [t pours”™
Shakespearns also has remarked that
s When sorrows c¢ome, they come not
in single spics, but in battalions.” The
whole thing was disastrons, whichever
way you looked at itf. A few
dropz of ink from the bLottom of tho
pot would have had the sume effcet on
Mr. Quelch as & rod rag on a bull, The
streaming contents of a large inkpot
wall-hlled had a still more telling effect.
Mr. Quelch streamed ink, he bLreathed
ink, he splattered ink. he  scat-
tered Ink: hea was of the ink,
inky! And the expression on  his
inky face might have shakon the nerve
of Richard Cour-de-Lion or a EKnight
of the Round Table.

Bunter gasped with
affright.

Peter sat and slared, in horror and
dismay.

Wild gasps and gur&les procecdad
from HHeory SBamuel “GQoeleh. He
gouged ink from eyes and nese eund

liorror and
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mouth. He choked and gasped and
sputtered and spluttered,

He fouand his voico.  There was an
edge on 3r. Quelel’s voice, like that of
a well-stropped razor.

“Punter! Bunter! You—you—*

“"Ow Y

* Bunfer—yon——-"

“fI—1 didn't!" gasped Dunter.

“What 1" roared AMr. Quelch.
“What ¥

“It—it wasn't me—-"

i nﬂ:’, 7

“I—I—I mean—-"

“Hoy! Rascal! Daslard ™  hooted
Alr, Quelch. “You—yvovu--vou dare to
—to—to as:ault wour Form masfer!

You ventura to hurl ink—ink—in the
face of your Form master—— Groogh !
You—vou-—you zhall be flogged—Hogged

—with the utmost—oooch !—zeverity!
Woooooooooooh £

“Oh dear! Ow!l J—J—

“7 am smolhered with ink! 1 am
drenched—T am choked! I-—-I——"

Words fatled Mr. {%‘uelei:.

1fe grasped a fat shoulder in & grip
of iron.

“Conte with me!” he roared.

11 say, sir—"

Y Come 1" ]
M. Quelch—unfortunately, from his
own point of view—had not brought his
cone with him. A3z he was calling at
Toddy's study for Toddy's lines, he had
nct supposed that a cane would be
peeded, As it had turned ont & cane

THE MAGNET

was needed, more than it had ever bee..
needed before in all Mr. Queleh's
scholastio carcer.

He hooked Bunter out of Study Na.
T, squirming. To get Bunter to his
study downstairs, where there was o
cenc-—and to test the lasting powers of
that canoe on DBunter—that was tho
Remove master's only thought now.

“Ow! I sag—sir—wow-——"

"Uuma!"

My, Quelch hooked Bunter along the
Ilemove passage to the stairs.  He
hooked him down the stairs.

Bunter went—gquaking! Only too

well ho knew what was going to happen
?;h:.aiu they reached the Form master's
study.
_ They did the stairs quichl;%]—iu faet,
in record time, Mr. Queleh's move-
ments were generally stately. Now he
was going on his highest gear. He
fairly whisled.

The door of the House was wide
cpch, letting in the summer brecze and
the summer sunshine. Bunier cost a
longing glance towards it as they
reached the ground foor.

The call of the open air, the lure of
the wide spaces, had never appenled
to Billy Bunter very much. Now they
appealed to hun strongly. He felt like
the person in the old song who desired
to be endowed with tho wings of &
dove. Far, far away, Buntor certainly
would have roved had he possessed, ab
that moment, the wings of a dove.

“Coma ! hooted Mr. Queleh,

He was heading for AMaster's paszage
—and the cane! He was in a hurr
ie arrive! Dunter, on the other hand,
was not pressed! Gladly lwe would
have emulated the pace of a =nail, &
tortoise, or a cheap Amercan motor-
CAar.

Five Remove fellows were standing in
the doorway, sunning themselves thare;
and they stared blankly at the Twrry-
ing pair as they appeared Ffrom the
staircase. The eyes of the Famous Five
were glued, in amazement, on the inky
countenance of their Form master,

“Greéat  pip! ejaculated Iarry
Yharton.

“The pipiulness iz terrifie!™
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“YWhat the thump—7"
Bob {Cherry,

“Somechody's been wastinz a lot of
ink I murmured Frank Nugent.

gasped

exclaimed

“Poor old Bunter!" muormured
Johnoy Bull
“Coma!™  hooted My, Quelch.
“Dunter——"

RBunter wos desperate.

How he cver came to have the nerve
to do it Bunter never knew. Dut the
excess of terror will lend courage.

As Mr. Quelch jerked him away
towards Masters’ passage, the Owl of
tire Remove suddenly hooked his leg in
the angust leg of his Form master, and
wrenched himself away.

The unexpected had
pened to Henry Samuel
that aflternon. Now 1t
second time.

Bump !

Mr. ﬁucfﬂl sat down.,

Bunter, for the moment, was released.
A moment was more than enough for
Bunter! The open spaces  called!
Bunter flew! :

He came ount of the doorway like an
cacaping rhinoceros. There wus a yell
from the Famous Five. ]

They were not, of course, looking for
g charge from an escaping rhincceros.
The unespected happened rto them
also |

Right and left they staggered undor

glready hap-
ueleh oneco
wmppencd a
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tha charge. A charge with Billy
Bunter's weight behind it was not a
light matter. It was, in fact, a heavy
matter—a very heavy matter indeed.

Nugent sprawled to the right, Whar-
ton to the left. Hurree Singh and DBob
Cherry and Johnny Bull went rolling
down the steps.

Over them charged Bunter.

Bunter was in 8 burry. He did nob
etop. to inqguire whether ho hed hurt
the five fellows who sprawled and

led. No doubt he knew he had.

aving them for dead, azs 1t wers,
Bunter charged on.

In an_unlucky moment for himself,
Vernon-8mith was coming up to the
House. He had almost reached the
stﬂﬁ when Bunter happened.

o Boundor hardly knew what fol-
lewed. Ho knew that be was lying on
his back, gazing at the blue skv, and
feeling a3 if n steamroller had hit him.
Bunter vanished into space,

“Oh! Ow! Tho fat villain—"

“Ow!l Oh! Gn
crumbs 1™

“Thae terrific fat-
head-——"

The ecattered
juniors soried thom-
solves out. Thoy
staggercd to their
fdeﬂt. In the é:lﬂnh

any appenred =
visago that glistened
with ink and glowed
with wreath.

“Wharton!
Cherry | MM! iﬂé
vou—=" Mr, Quele
g!;xrgled, “%ua.c—
that boy—that—that
Bunter—follow him
—pursue him—bring
him back — bring
him back to my
study — keep him
there till I come—I
nnthorise you to use
force—loze no time,
or——"

“0Oh, yes, eirt"
gasped Wharton.

Mer. Quelch rustled
away. Vrathy as
he was, Mr. Quelch
did mnot feel that
he could pursus
Bunter noross the
quadrangle, in tho
open sunshine,
under a8 hundred

irs of eves, in

is  prosent  stato,

Ele rustled away in
search of a wash:
which there woas no
doubt he badly
necded.

The juniors seudded into the guad-
rangle.

In the distance a fat figure wes
vanishing.

“This way!" shouted Johnny DBull,

He started in a dircction which gor-
tainly was not the direction taken by
the fAecing Owl.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

His comrades followed him.

Tha Famous Five were all fpeline
shaken and breathless. On their own
account they would gladly havo collared
the fat Owl and bumped Lim severely.
But delivering him inte thoe hands of
the Dealis was quite another matter.

Me. Queich had told them to po alter
Duntor, and they wore obedient youths;
and they oheyed. It was their duty
and they did! DBut, from the direction
thoy were taking, they bad a long
journey before them before they met

Cherry ! Al of you——" Mr. Quelch gurgled.

Bunter—twenty-five thousand miles, to
be exact, In these circutnstances, they
were nob likely to eapture Bunter and
take him to the Remove master's study.

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wanted !

u H dear!” gasped Lilly Bunter,
0 The Owl of the Remove

tottered inte the bike shed.
It was instinct thot led him

there.  In his present terrified and
horrified stato, unter waos hardly
capable of thought. He had assaulted

g Form master—he had inked the visage
of Henry Samuel Queloh; which of all
the visages at Greviriars, was the least
likely to be inked with impunity. To
got out of Quelchy’s reach—to give him
time to cool down—that was the one
bhmgc needful. True, it hed been an
accident—the ink had been intended for
Temple of the Fourth. But it was

Queleh who had captured it—that wag

pj"l" ‘f T

5

But there were other machinas to
choose from. Dick Russell’s Sunbeam
was roally a very nice machine; and it
was there on its stand. Bunter hooked
it off the stand.

Mpre than once he had asked Ruezell
to lend him that machine. On each
occasion, Russell had answered in the
negative, adding that if ho ever found
Bunter on his machine, he would burst
him, scalp him, and slaughter him.
Fortunately, Russell was not con the
spot. Bunter trundled the machine out
of the shed.

e

Mr. Quelch, glistening with ink and glowing with wrath, appeared m the doorway. ‘' Wharton |

“ That—that boy—Bunter—bring him

back—I1 authorize you to use force [ **

the outstanding borrvifying foet! Quelch,
obviously, was 1n po mood for explana.
tiona,

Later, he might bel  Bunfer had &
nntural desire thut the explanations
should come before tha licking, not
aftor. The instinct of Hight drove
Bunter to the bike shed. ¢ wanted
to pet out of reach—and get out of reach
rapidly It was a huli-hohduy; and if
Lo stayed out of gates till call-ever,
ueleh might have cooled down by then.
Runter ralled into the hiko shed and
Lblinked round for a machine.

He did not blink at his cwn machine.
His own machine, as usual, had several

uncturcs waiting for soine Good

amaritan to mend them. Likewiszo it
had 2 dislocated erank, a bent pedal,
and several other defects. It was not o
bike that a fellow would bave sclected
when he was in & burrcy.

Hao nearly trundled it into a fellow
who wus coming in. o almest groaned
as be eaw that it was Hussell of the
Remove. Flad he known that Russoll
waa ceming thero for his bike, cortuinly
ha wonld have borrowed some other
jigger. DBut how was a fellow to know 1

Rusiell glanced st the bike.

“GGot B now jizger, old fat manl!”
ho asked.

Bunter breathed again.

“¥es!™  he pgasped. “ N-n-nieo
machine, ain't it, old chap? Present
fromn my Uncle George—a Christmas
gras-.mt—]: mean 2 birthday present—

gay, I'm in rather a hurcy—"

* Looks decont I enid Russoll. * Same
make as mine! It won't loock like thoet
long, I funey! You can't be trusted
with a jiggor, Bunter."

Tug Msorer Linpary.—No. 1,160
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“1 sav, gerrout out of the way, old

I a]:v—-"

"What's the hurry?”

“I—I've gobt to seo—io sco—a man—IA
mean—I—— Do let 2 fellaw pass! 'm
frightfa]l pressed [

“Oh, all right!”

Ruszell steppod aside, and Dunter
hastily rolled the bike onward, He had
been 0 a hurry before, on Quelch’s
account. Now he was inm o hurry on
Russell’s acoount alse. He rushed the
bike away to the side gate, and ran it
into the lane.

Dick Russell went into the bike shed,
for his machine. He was going for a
spin that fine afternoon; at all events,
he thought he was, But once ingide
the bike shed, his experience was like
that of the celebrated Mrs. Hubbard !
Vhen he got there, the bike-stand was
bare; and so Russell had none. He
stared at the empty stand.

“Why, what Cheeky blighter's got
my bike?” ejaculated Russell, in great
wrath, “Who—whot—— Obh, that fat
villuin 1

Russell understood why Bunter’s new
biko was so like his machine. Ile tore
out of the shed.

“ Bunter1” he roared.

If Bunter heard, ha heeded not,

oxcept to put en a little more speed.
Russeil of the Remove rushed in frantie
pursuit.

Bunter was in the lane. He already
had one fat leg over the machine, when
Russell came running out.

“Stop 17 yalled Russell,

"Oh erikey !

Bunter Elumpe_-d into the saddle, and
drove at the pedals. Dick Ruossell made
a leap after him.

“Ow 1" gasped Bunter.

Heo pedalled frantically.

_ Russcll was almost within reach,
jumped and elutehed.  But the

Ho
bika

shot forward under Bunter’s desperate
drive; and Russell’s downward clutch
just missed him,

Crash |

“Ow " howled Russell, az he pitched
forward on his face,

Bunter tore on. Russell lay fAuat, his
noso  grinding inta  the dust, He
scrambied to his feet.

“Btap!” he shricked., **Bunter, I'll
skin yoi! I'll burst youl I'll smash
you into small pieces! I—I—I'I1 H

e rusned in pursuit. Dut DBunter
Was goling strong  now. As a rule,
Bunter did not shine as o cyelist, But
eircumstances alter cases. DBunter put
his beef into it; mnd whatever else he
lacked, Billy Bunter had plenty of
beef.  He {Lirliy flew; and BRussell
droppod hopeleszly behind,

“I—I—I—I"ll skin him!* gasped
Russell, halting at last, crimson with
wrath and exertion. " I'll burst him!
=T t—"

Bunter vanizhed round a corncr far
ahoad.

* The—tho cheeky fut willain! B-D-
borrowing my bikel” gasped Russell.
“I—I—1 Words and breath failed
Ruszzell topethor

He walked back to (Greyifriars, sim-
mering with wrath., Bunter was gone;
and the bike was gone.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the row
old bean ™ Russell came on the Famous
Five a3 he was crossing the quad, and
hiz cxeited face drew their attention,

“That villain Bunter—" gasped
Russell, “He's ed my bike, and
hunked! I'll—=T'll burst him nll over
Creyiriarsg—=»"

“Ha, ha, hal™

“What are you cackling at?” coared
Russell. “¥You know what Bunter docs
to & bike? He will bring that jigger
back with half & dozen punctures, and
the tgﬁdnhuh&nt. and the mudguards

twis
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“Dunter was in a hurry1” chuckled
Bob Cherry,

“PThe hurrviulness was terrifie ®

“When he comes in—" breathed
Russell.

“He won't como in yeb” chuekled
Nugent. “Quelchy is after him—he
seems to have bunged 1nk at Quelehy,
poodness knows how, ond why., Yonu
won't see him till calling-over—if then.”

“The fat villaini "There's a circuz af
Woodend, I've heard—and I was going
over on the bike—"

Well, Bunter will go over on the
bike,” =aid Bob,  “Bunter often gocs
over, on o bike™

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Bikly ass!™ snovted Russell. “What
are you fellows rooting about the quad
for? Lm:r];:in? for something 17

“We're ooking for  DBuater!”
explained Vharton.

ussell stared.

“Well, vou won’t find him in the
quadt, you silly owl, when he's gone out
on a bike.”

“That's why
quad.”

i Eh'_“'hf?“

“Because we shan’t find him here.”

“Potty 7" nsked Tussell.

“MNot quite! Cuelchy told us to look
for Bunter, and bring him in to be
licked. 8o as Bunter went one way,
we're looking the other.”

“Oh! Russell grinned. “Tho silly
ass! He will only get it worse when
Cuelehy gets hold of him!l And Tl
jolly well slaughter what Quelehy leaves
of the fat bounder.™

Russell went on hiz way. Harry
Whorton & Co. continued to lock for
Bunter—in the quadrangle. They had
been told to look for Bunter; and they
wore dutiful and cbedient youths,

“You fellows seon DBunter 7 Temple
of the Fourth came up. ora wWore
eigns of wrath {n the usually calm and
aristocratic visage of Cecil Reginald
Temple.

“Halle, hallo, halle! Bunter seems
to be in demand thias afternoon | said
Bob Cherry. “You wanting Dunter®"

“I'm goin' to burst him—"

“PThe burstfulness of the esteemed
Bunter will be terrific, at this rate,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset BRam Singh.

“He scoffed a bag of jam-tarts out of
my study—under rn% very nosal”
breathed Temple, “Right under my
nose, you know! And when I kicked
him, he had the cheek to grab my
ankle, and land me on my backe——*

“Ha, ha, bha!*

“¥ou cackling chumps! Do you
know where he 137" demanded Templo.

"“Wa're looking for him now.”

“He's not here, ass!?”

“That's  why !  chuckled DBab.
“Quelehy wants him for execution—and
we're pulting him in o stay of cxecu-
tion.”

“H:-'l,. hﬂ-:. h‘ﬂ 1+

Temple snorted and strodo  awaey.
Peter Todd came ocut of the House,
and sighting the Famouos Five, bore
down on them.

“Seen Bunier?” he ashed,

“My only hat!” c¢jnculated Harry
Wharton. " Does everybody at Groy-
friars want Dunter this aftcynoon ¥V

“We're looking for him," Dob Chervy
explained once more. " We're looking
for him becanse he isn't here! Join
;tp, old bean, and help us not to find
.t

“Quelehy wants te sce him,™ said
Frank Nugent. * Dunter didn't seem
to want to see Quelchy. He seemed to
hate the idea.”

Peter Todd chuckled.

“Tha fat wliot! Quelchy came up to
the study for my lines, and tiat

we're  looking in the
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ihe study for my lincs, and that
benighted chump thought it was Temple
pficter him, and let ﬂb:.r with & pot of
ink-——"

“FHa, ha, hal"

*Quelchy looked o bit inky,” chortled
Iioh. “Looked as if he had been
making up as Othelio for & play!”

“And DBunter's bunked on Russell’s
jigger " suid Johnny Bull. *So weo're
secarching the quad for him.”

And the Fomous Five conbinued fo
search for DBunter Eill they considered
that a suflicient tuine had clapsed; after
whigh, they ropaired to Mr. Quelch's
study to report that William George
Bunter was not to be seen within the
walls of Groeyiviars,

They found Mre. Quelch loss inky.
¥lo had had the necessary wash,, and hoe
was newly swept amd garnished, g0 to
speali., Dut the expression on his [aco
was quite deadly. 3

“Very well!™ he said; and if a
Royal DBengal Tiger could have said
“¥Very well!” he would have said
it exactly as Henry Samuel Quelch
gaid it.

“AMy hat!” murmured Jobhnny Rull,
as they went down the passage.
“There's something wailing for Bunter
when he comes in.” i

“Let's hope the old boy will cool
down!” said Flarry Wharton. *Now
what about & run over to Woodend on
tho bikes? According to what ['ve
heard, Swinger's Circus opens there
this afternoon.”

“ Let's1" ppreed the Co.

And the Famous Five walked away
to Lhe bike shed and wheeled out their
machines, And though they felt rather
sorry for Russell and hiz Sunbeam, they
were rathor glad that Bunter had
selected that Sunbeam, and not one of
their own machines.

They mounted, and pedalled away by
tha winding lanes for Woodend, in
cheery spirite.  And esuddenly. Dob
Cherry gave & shout,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Look!

“My hatl Dugter!™ =

Ahead of the Famous Five & fat
figure was labouring slong on a bicyele.
Billy Bunter blinked round over n fat
shoulder, and gave & gasp of slarm.
Lvidently he looked on the Famous
Five as pursuers. Ha drove at his
pedals and fled, and the Famous Five,
chuckling, vode after him,

s ]

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes the Lead |

' EASTS! pasped Billy Bunter.
B Bunter had covered a muile

or two at high speed. After

that he had slockened down.
Ho was, he considered, safe irom
pmmoediate pursuit, and he was taking
it enasy, when that blink over his fat
choulder revealed the Famous Fivoe
behind him.

“ Beasts [ proancd DBunter.

He had strewn the Famous Five
recklessly, vight and left, in  his
flight from the House. It was just like
the beasts to follow bim like this; as
if Bunter hadu't had enouzh trouble on
hand, with Henry SBamuel E}ueich YeArn-
ing to flog him, and Temple of the
Yourth thivsting for lis blood, and
Fuszoll of the Demove longing to scalon
Iim. Troubles were piling thickly on
William George DBunter that eventfnl
afternoon; but he bLad supposed that
lie had a soupite, ot [least, until ho
sighted the five juniors helind.

That they were there beenunze they
happencd to e going to Woodend,
and because that lane happeaced to lead

to the Woodend road, did not cecur fo
Bunter. They were behind him, riding
after him, and that was enough for the
Owl of the Remove.

Bunter made fresh eflorts, and drove
reckiossly at his pedals.

He was near the end of the lane,
whore it tyrned into the Waoodend
eoad. As a rule, thero was little traflic
on that read. On this especial afier-
noon, howover, there was unacenstomed
traffic. Dilly Punter had not heard of
Swinger's Celebrated Cirens, and was
quite unaware that Mr., Swinger was
opening et Woodend that afternoon.
o the sudden roliing of a deam, and
the blare of o trumpet, made him jump
as he alled on as fast ns his fat
little legs could drive the pedals. e
blinked through his big spectacles,
wondering  what the wow  was, and
through the opcning: of irees aond

W wesnsssssrsnasevasrvanpddnigsarnnsngnas naay J
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HALT HERE FOR A SMILE,
CHUMI

Housewifb {to tramp):
HWell; my man; and how dlid
you like that cake | gave you
yeaterday 7 "

Tramp : ' All right, mum,
but 1t brought ’bunk old
memories.’

Housswlifa : # 0O wyour
home 7

Tramp1:1 " No, breaking

etonss at Dartmoor ] *

H. Carter, of 88, Albemarle
Road, Willesborough, near Ash-
ford, Kent, who zent in the above

winnin§ rib-tickler, has been
awarded one of this week's useful
pocket-knives.

Jot down your funny story and
send it on to me. [F it's worth a
pnze you'll get one !
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hodges he caught sight of the circus
procession.

A tall elephant, with & circus acrobat
in tights and spangles, led the way,
and %ﬂ”ﬂ'ﬁ'il‘tg‘ him came horses and
other animals, and a motor-car. The
fellow on the elephant was beating &
drum, and a clown was blowing 2
trumpet, and after the procession
trooped a lar?a_caliecﬁan of the local
juventle population.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! exciaimed Bob

Cherry.  “That’s the jolly old circus,
you men.” .
And the Famows Five cycled on

fastor, to stop at the covrer and watcl
tho procession os it passed.

DBunter's fac little Jeg's ecased to
diive, Ho gave a bDlink back at the
Frnonz Five as he free-wheeled.

They were coming on faster than ever.

“ Beasts I pasped Bonter.

Whether fo stop or whether to dash
out inio the road erowded Ly the on-
coming circus procession, was a question
to which Bunier had to Gnd the ansvey

1

in about a second-—considering the rate
at which he was goinz !

Bunter's powerlul brain never worked
quickly,

There was a slope in tho lane, and
Bunter, though free wheeling, was go-
ing fast. Ho had made up his fat mind
to stop, and c¢hance it with bhis pursuers,
by the time his bike cavricd him past
the corner.

What happened nest was dark to
Bunter.

His bike crashed into somelhing—he
learned later that it was the ler of an
cleplant,

There was a crash and a elatler;, and
a wild howl from Dunter as he went
spinning and sprawline, and a startlod
cxclamation from the eircus performer
mountcd on the elephant’s neck,

Then Bunter—like a'fellow in & dream
—found himself travelling onward.

ile was not on hiz bike! He was not
on his feet! His dazed and dizzy brain
was in & whirl, and he could not, for
some oments, grasp what was happon-
ing.

Then, as he suddenly realised, he let
ont & yell that awoke most of the cchoes
of the countrvside,

Ho was in the elephant's trunk.

With the trunk ecorled round him,
Bill&' Bunter was being carricd onwards,
It did not cceur to Bunter that the
circus olephant was trained to carry
people in his trunk. He squirmed, and
velled, and shricked.

“0Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob Cherry,
'The Famous Five stapped at the cornesr,
in tiung to see Wilham Gecorgo Bunter
proceed by tha new and remarkable
mode of progression.

“(rreat Scott!”

“Jla, ha, ha!”

“"Yarooooh! Help! Murder! Firet™
yelled DBilly Bunter, *“0Oh, ow, ow!
Yarooooh! Grooeogh! Yooooop!”

Bang, banz, bong! conie from the
drem,  The fellow with the drum did
not seom  alarpied—he seemed enter
tained. He grinted down at Dunter,

“All serene!™ he celled oub,  “ Pie-
face won't burt you—bhe's all right!
Don't yvou be afraid.”

" Ygw—opw—ow-—ow! Halp!™

Pm killed! !

“¥a, ha, ha!™

“Beast! Lepgol
Help! Whonoopt Make that beast
topro! raved Bunter.

As g matter of fact, the well-trained
clepliant had picked Bunter up in his
ftrunlk, to avoid treading on han. But
Bunter was not grateful. He wriggled,
and roared, and squirmed, and strug-

“Pis is & jolly oid unrcehearsed
rerformance ! chuckled Bob Cherey.
“Ha, ha, hal"

“Stop!  Yoeoon! Help! Rescuc!
Whooop ! roared Dunter. .
“0Oh, my hat!™ gasped Dob. * Poor

old Bunter——"

“HMHe's all right! chuckled Johnnx
Bull. “That's an old game with that
butliphant—you can see that! He
won't hurt Bunter. The fat chump's
lncky not to be troddeu on, Liffing inte
an clephant like that.”

“He's gelting a
Nument.

“The Lififulness is terrifie l”

“Ha, ha, ha ™ _

“Help!  Tescas!  Murder!  Fire!
Virooooh ! velled Duanter, \‘Frigﬁling
wildly in the curling trunk of DPicface,
the clephant.  “Stop! I say, stop!
Do vemt hear mo? Yarceoh! Stop!”

A stout gentleman in the moloc-cor
that formed part of the precession
shonted to the man on the clephont

"Cirorge 1"
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“¥es, boss??

“Ieep ont”

* What-ho 1"

The huge clephant trampied on
sedately, spparvcutly entroubicd by the
heavy weight lla neld corled in bhis
Lrunk,

Lire merobat on thoe clephany's neck
grinned down al Duntor,

“You're all ngnt!” he suid.

“ Yaroooh 1"

“Cuan't stop here. Jost stick it!
Wa'll be in Woodend in a  lew
t.itnutes,™

* Whooop 17 .

"You're as right as ran, s !
vou worry.'"

* ¥Yow-ow-ow-ow "

Bang, bang, bang! wenl the deum.
Blare ! went the trnpet.

William Georpe Bunter, sguiming
aieel yelling, hardly aware whether ho
was on his head or his hecls, was borne
onward, If was not easy for the long,
winding procession ta halt i tho
purrow  rouwd, and BMr. Bwinger, the
stout peutleman m the ear apparvently
saw no reason for stopping. He lnew
that Bunter wae in no dunger, if Bunter
¢id not. Bunter had butted into the
procession, and now b was {forming
part of it.  Onward he went, lo an
pecompaniment of  wiid yeils from
Bunter, blares from the trumpet, bangs
fvom the drum, and roars of laughter.

"0ODh crumbs!®  gasped  Wharton.
“They're sticking to DBunter!”

“Ha, ha, hal” -

Bob Cherry grabbed Russell's bike,
and dragged it out of the way of the
procession. ‘The procession wound by,
and when it had passed, the Famous
Five ¢merged into the road, and fol-
lowed on, wheeling their machines.
{Inward went tho circus, Bunter in the
lead. It was Billy Bunter’s belief that
he was a born leader—one of those
{cllows who ore born to commayd.
Never befora had Bunter's righils to
leadership been acknowledged. Now he
led—but he did not seem to be enjoying
it.

But there was no help for Bunter,
and when tho eircus procession rolled
inte Woodend, Bunter was still in the
lead—and in the clephant’s trunk.

Don't

—tm b

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Offer !

O 1
Billy Bunter made that
remark as he was laonded ab
last.
e st in the prass and gasped.
“Ow! Wowl”
Mr. Swinger, the fat and rubicund
proprielor of Swinger's Celchrated

Circus, grinned down at him.  Mr
Swinger had a plump, good-natured
face, and n cheery eye.  He scemed
gquite entertained by Duntor's adven-
lure; and to judge by their chuckles,
the rest of the cireus compnny were en-
tertained. DBilly Dunter was far [rom
sharing their entertninment.

He sat and spluttered,

“Ow! I'm killed! Wow!®

“Yon ain't hurt ™ grinned M-
Swinger. “ Why, blesa your ‘eart, Pie-
face 13 uzed to cerrying fellers in lis
trunk. You've had o free ride!
ain't charging you anything for that
ride.”

"DW 11-1

Billy
dizzily.
Fieface, the elephant. had uncurled
his trunk, and dropped him in the grass
near the big circos tent. George was
leading Picface away.

Bunter  blinked round him

*Show opens in half an hour ™ said
Ar., Swinger cheerily. " You come in
front, and youwll see Pielace canying
George 1n his trunk,"”

LE] U‘I-.II l!:l

“FPrices to suit all pockets,”  said
Mr, Swinzer., ™ Boxes at half-a-guinca,
down to a hob.”

liu“r !J_:-

“Biggest show on earth! You don't
wint to miss 1Y said Mr., Swinger.
“You'vo had o free rigde to tho circus.
You come in {ront and enjoy yourself™

“Wow "

“ Biz short in tho wind 7 asked Mr.
Swinger sympathetically. “Well, you
sit thero as long os you like, and take
# rest, No charge for sifting on the
grass. ‘Toke it essy.’

Y{w ™

My, Swinger turned away. He wis a
busy mwan that elternoon. The circus
had “processcd ¥ through ihe neigh-
bouring villages to draw an awdienco
for the afternoon show, and the show
was scheduled to begin i half sn hour.
So Mr. Swinger had no more time 1o
waste on Bunter.

Junter sat where he was, spluttering,

I'here was never much Dbreath n
Bunter, and now there was hardly any.
And bis fat brain was still in a whirl.
It took Bunter guite & long time to
realize Lthut he was not hurt.

I1ec sat and gasped for breath, un-
heeded by tho busy circus company.
The door of a caravan near at hand
opencd, and a fat face looked out.
linnter set his spectacles straight on lus
fat little nose, and blinked at the man,
wiio was staring at hun from the door
of the caraven.

The man sccmed
Bunter.

liee waz o a2t man—an Eﬂﬂfmﬂuﬁj:ﬁ"
fat man! Judging by his cireumfer-
ence, he might have been a relative of
Bunter's. He stepped out of the van,
and the steps ereaked under bia weight.

He secemed so neenly interested 1n
Bunter that tho fat junior blinked at
him in surprise, He could guess, from
the man’s looks, thu: he was the Fat
Man of the circus, On the circus adver-
tisoments he was bilied as Rolle the
Fattest Man on Earth. e looked it.

Ho came down the creaking steps,
and approached Bunter. His eyes wero
fixed with intent interest on thoe Owl of
tha BRemove—why, Dunter could ovob
imagine. e had never scen Rollo
before. and wasn't interested in him
.

“My dear grandmother!” ejaculated
the fat man. [e spoke in a rvich, roll-
ing vouice,

Bunter blinked at him

The FFat Man had pot taken part in
tho proceszion. Perhaps his weight was
too much for him to carry ubout with
comiort. Ile towered over Bunter, a
hill of flesh. Slowiy he walked round
the fat junior sitting in tho grass, scan-
ning him from all sides—north, south,
cast, and west. Hiw interest in Bunter
was keen, but inexplicable.

"TLook here!l What are vou staving
at *" demanded Boanter warmly.

Bunter was a [fellow who seldom
passed without & sccond glance. Ho
was aware of this, and attributed it to
liis good looks and distinguished ap-
pearance. But he was not accustomed
to being inspected in thiz mannce. Hao
wag anooyed,

“SWhat's vour weight 7" asked the Fat
Man.

“Eht"

“Woight 7

"What the thump doea that matter to
vou 7" enapped Bunter, more and more
anuoyed. HRemarks on his weight never

intorested  in
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pleazed Dunter. Ile had beard
many at Lreyirare.

" Never been weighed? What about
sixtcen stone!” nsked Rollo,

“tNine  stone ! sald  Bunter,
dignity,

“And the rest!” said the Fat Man.

" Look heve—"

“You looking for a job?"” asked Lhe
Fat Man.

“YWha-a-at "

"Iron't 1 speak plain?
job "

" A—p—a job 7" stuttered Bunter.

“"What's yonr name i

“Find out 1"

too

wikth

Looking for a

""1'11:1Etla'-'sl why I'm asking! You're a
find I said the cireus man. “ You're a
priceless find, yon arel Took here!l

You're the lad 've been looking for for
donkey's years.™

“You've been looking for me?”
gasped Bunter, wondering whether thoe
man was a little wrong in the head.

M Jest you!” said the Fat Man,
fExactly you! Yeou're a Gnd !
TA—=p=g find

“That's it ! Look here, if you're look-
g for o job you don't waut te go any
further, ™

“Yeou silly ass!” haoted
“I'm gnot looking for a job!
thump do you mean?”

“What do you do for a living?”
asked the Fat Man.

Bunter blinked ot him and then
grinned.  Bvidently this circus nan did
not realise that he was a schonlboy,
and that he had never been under the
necessity  of  deing  enything for a
living.

“Nothing !” he angwered.

“Oh, come off 141" said the at Man.
“¥You don't live on air! Yoo don't
ook as if you do, snyhow. Ever been
m a cirews beforp ¥

O crnmbs ! gasped Bunter.

" Not that it matters—previous ex-
perience ain't neeessary.  Nobt in oy
ling, You wouldn't be wanted to walk
the tiglt-rope!™ =aid Rollo facetiously.
“And we wouldu't ask you to jump
through the hoop! 1 tell you, 1've been
looking for a boy hke yon for donkexy's
years! You're o find! How'd you like

to Iil;:nin_'i""
“Join ¥ stuttered Buuter. ¥ What
I say—je=t that, and

do you mean?™

“Jest what
nothing more or less. Don't you under.
stamd plein English

Bunter blinked at hiin with wide-apen
eves behind his spectacles,

“Do you mean join the cireust” ho
gasped

“Well, [ don't mean join the Army,™
said Rollo. * Nor yot I don't mean join
the Diplomatic Serviee. UCourse 1 mean
join the cireus!”

“{Oh crumhs!™

There was a shout from the divection
af the big tent.

“Rollo!™ Tt was Mr. Swinger's voice,

“Coming ! called back the Fat BMan.

He turned to Bunter again,

* Look hcre, young 'un! I gof to o
now—I"d like to have a tnlk with you.
You ain't in a hurry? Neo? Look
here, that's my van, you take & rest in
it till T come back! What? II rou'd
like a spack you'll find some groh in
the cupboard., Don't Fou clear off till
I come bhack., [ can tell you thas ia
a chance for you. You're a find. vou
are—you're pricelrss, Now, yo'll wait,
won't youf"

Bunter serambled up. The menticn
of grub in the earavan was cnough for
him He was not going back to Grey-
friars till the latest possible momaent,
Yo Mr. Rollo's offer came like corn in
E&:.rpt in one of the lean vears,

‘Certainly,” he gasped.

LBuntey,
What the
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Bupter was not acecustomed to being inspected In t.hl a.m:mr. He was annoyed, ** What's your weight ? ** asked

the Fat Man.

"Good " gaid the TFat Man, “That's
all right! You wait for me!”

“But—but what should I do in the
circus " pasped Bunter, “What do
you mean? What good should I be?”

“Jest walk into the ring and let iho
B.P. look at you!" grinncd the Fat
Blan. “'I'hat's all.”

“ Tho—the what "’

“Tho B.P.~the British Public!"

“Oh! But wha.a-at would they want
to look at me for?” stuttercd the
amazed Owl of the Remove,

Follo grinned.

“Look in the glass in my van, snd
vou'll sec!™ he answered. AN right,
boss, I'm’ coming. *“Dou't spare the
grub, young ‘un—make yourself ab
home, And wait for me—mind you
mwait for meo!”

“Right-ho!" gasped DBunter.

Hollo rolled away, and Bunter rolled
into the caravan, The f[at junior was
completely amazed and perplexed, but
in the midst of his amazement and per-
plexity, one salient fact stood out cleav;

ere wasg grub in the van, and that
fact was ecnough Jfor Buanter. Billy
Bunter lost no tune in accepting Rollo's
hospitable olfer. He was guickly in
the van, quickly he found the cupboard,
and with an cestatic cxpression on his
fat foce, he gazed at o cold pie and
other gpood things.

In the circus tent, the performance

began with a blave of music. Tunter
did not heed it
DBunter rather liked eircuses.  But on

this occasion, the counfer-attraction was

stronger. There was a large supply of
grub in Rolle’'s van, a very largo
supply. Rollo had told Bunter not to

spare it, and DBunter did not spare it
He was poing strong when a familiar
voico hailed him from the open door.
way of the van,

“Ilallo, Lalle, hallo!™

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business [
i ALLO, helle, hallo!™ roared
H Rob Cherry.

The Famous Fivae had

walked into Woodend after

the proccssion, and put up the bicyeles
in the village. Then they walked round
to the circus. Before going in, however,
they felt that it was up to them to
ascertnin what had happened to Bunter.
And as they came into the circus field,
they were tn time to see the Owl of

the Remove going into the caravan. So
they came up to the van, )
Billy Bunter blinked at thewm, his

mouth full of pie.

IMarry Wharton & Co. stared at Lim.
They had wondered how they would
find DBunter after his rvide i the
olephant’s trunk, buot they had not
expected to find bim in a circus care-
van scoffing the foodstulls

“ Beasts 1™ sard  DBunter,
mouth full, “Gerrout !

“What on earth are you doing here?®™
demanded Harvy Wharton.

“{Jo and cat coke!”

“You fat bLorglar!” =zaid Jolnny
Boll, *Yeu'll pet into o vow il they
vcome and God vou scolling the prob™

“Yah 1M '

“*You'll get run in!” gnid Nugent.

“ Boeast 1™

“Look here, you fathicad, wiiat are
you up o exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“I've heen asked to tea 1 this van,™
gaid Bunter, with dignity. 71 can't ask
vou fellows—there's not cnough grub.
You had better clear off!”

“Well, my hat!” saul Bob.

“ My osteemed Tatheaded Dopter———"

“(h, cheese it!" said Bunter. Ho
refillod his capaciouzs mouth Lefore he
continped,  “T eay, you fellows, was
Quelchy waxy Y

“"The waxfulness was  terrifie,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

witii  his

** What the thump does that maiter (o you ? ** snapped Bunter.

£

“1t was an accident, of course,” said
Bunter. "1 meant that ink for that
beast Lemple of the Fourth. Ho made
out thet I'd bagped his tarts, end came
after moe—at least, 1 thought he was
after me. Then that old ass Quelch
butted into the study, Heo got it [V

“You fat chump—""

“Of course, [ wasn't to blame,” said
Bupter. “But it was no use trying to
cxplain to Quelch. The beast was poing
to wallop me!”

“Well, you fat duffer, you'll get the

walloping just the same,” said Johung
Bull, “%cu might ay well have pot it
over.’”

Tt

“Quelehy may cool down—
“Ile may!™ grinned Jobnny Ball,
“DBut ha didn’t lock as if he had when
ﬁc saw him last. He looked like a
TE

"Well I'm jolly well not going to be
flogged,” said Dunter. “1 know that
Guelchy ean go and eat coke. You can

tell him so, from me™

“"Yes, we're dikely to ii‘-‘e Quelchy
that messape—I don’t think " chuckled
Baoly Cherry.

“1 suppose CQuelchy sont you alter
met” sneered DBunter. " Well, yon can
o and eat coke! I'mm nobt comung
hack.™

“You'll havo to come back for cull-
ing-over, fathoad."

“That's oll you know!” said Duntor
loftily.  “It mray interest you to hear
that 've had an offer to join this cir-

LD
s |

“Wha-n-att"

“I've been azked to join this cirens,
A very lettering olfer, too,” said Bua-
ter,  “The salary haso't been  men-
tioncd yer, buet, of.course, T shall stick
out for a very large salary,  Probably
i hundred pounds o week.”

“Oh erwinhs!  Bomebody been pullivg

"I'ie Magxer Lasnany.—No, 1,160



your eilly leg?" asked Harry Wharten,
in astonishment.

“What do they want you fori”
gringed Bob Cherry. " Are they run-
ning a Chamber of Horrors in this
Cireus i

“Ha, he, hal”

"“Beast |” rocied Bunter. 1 can
jolly well tell you I'm asked te jein
this circus, simply to walk in the ring
and let the public see me. @'ve always
thought that I ought to be abla to
raake something ont of my good looks,
and now I've got the chance |

“Your—your whatter?”

“My good looks!”

“0h, great Christopher Columbus!”

“( where and O where can they bai”
sang Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The dlookfulness of the esteemcd
Bunter is not terrific,” romarked Hur-
rea Jamspt Ram Singh, ** But perhaps
there is & show of csteemed and ridicus
lous freaks in this absurd cireus?”

“1 don't want any cheek ! roared
Bunter.  “lLook here, you lcllows,
clear off. You pecdn't mention o
Quelch that you've secn moe here. 1
want that kept dark.”

“You fat idiot, ;ﬂu'vc gobt 17 como
back to Greyfriars,”" said Harry Whar-

gtuttered

ton. ' ¥You can’t take on =z ?cb as &
civeus [reak, or whatever it is they wank
you for."

“You cheeky beast—""

“"Come round and see the show with
us, and come back to school with us,”
suggested Bob Cherry. “You've got to
come back, you know.™

"1 decline to come back! Quelchy's
not going fo take 1t out of me beeause
ho was ass enough to stick his head into
?15' study when I had the ink all ready
ar

emple. I refuse to be flogged!”
“You silly owl—"
“1 may come back later. That

%EPEI}FE. If Quelchy likes to bo eivil

“You burbling chump-—"*

“At present U'm staying here.
grub is good—""

“Ffa, ha, ha!"

“You can take Ruszell's Like back
with you, if you ean find it. Tell
him he can go and cab coke.  Tell
@uelch he's an old ass—from me. Tell
Temple I'll lick him when T eome hack
to Greyviviars—if ever I do. I'mi net
at all eertain that T shall. I'm not
B‘mnsg“t-: turn up my nose at o salary
of a undred pounds a week, I can tell
Yo,

" You footling fathead——""

“Oh, checse it 1" gaid Bunfer. “I'm
staying here. This is better than being
licked in Quelchy’s study.”

“You fooling frump, wou'll Le
fetohed back if you don't come ™ roared
Bob Cherry.

“I'm relying on you fellows not to
give mo away, of course. You're not
guuﬁ’ to sncak, I suppose ¥

“"Well, T snppose not,”” said Harry
Wharton, rather perplexed, “But you
olly well know  that you can't stay
ore.’’

“I jolly well know that T can, and
I jolly well know that I'm going to,”
said  Bunter, with emphasis. “If
Quelchy wants to lick somebody he ean
hek Temple. It was all his fanlt, 1've
received a very flattering offer, and
I'm going to accept it—for the presont,
ab least.  All you fellows have got to
do is to Lieep your heads shut, See

"Yon harbling bandersnateh——""

“Tah !

“Ob, come on!" said Jobony Dull
“We're missing the cirens. Bunter can
ro and eat coke IV
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“Look here, Dunter,” said the cap-
tsmn of the Hemove. *VWe've left the
bikes et the Uyclist’s Reat, in Woodend.
Come there if you want to go back with
ps; we shan't have any time to wasto
after the show's over if we're to %ct
in for roll-call. 3ind yow're there !

sr}ﬂﬂiltﬂ

“If you're not we shall have to go
back without you.”

“You can go and cat coke™

“0Oh, come on!" said Johnny Dull,
“What's the good of missing the show
while we listen to Bunter wagpging his
chin? Cowe on, T tell Iynu."

“Right-ho, old bean !

And the Famous Five left Bunter to
fecd in peaco. They made their way to
the entrence of the big tent and went
o, to find the show well under way.
But the tent was not crowded, and they
found seats. After which they forgot
all about Bunter.

SBwinger's Colebrated Cirous was very
much like other circuses; but the
chums of the Remove had come thers
to enjoy themselves, and they enjoyed
themselves. They cheered every turn,
from the clown and the barcback riders

! AN IEEA AR NS N RN FEREE RN ERARE I-Il!

LOOK, LADS, HERE'S A
CLEVER GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK!

Two Fifth-Formers, Polter

and Greene,

With Coker are usually seen.
When Horace has monoy
These two are like honey

But llke lernans when he's nuE

a ** bean."

One of this week's leather pocker
wallets has been dispatched to:
William Carroll, Buckley Hall,
Rm:hﬂa]c., author of the above
winning effort.

If you have not won a prize yet
set about doing so now
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ta the elephants and the acrobat en the
high trapeze, and the Fattest Man on
Earth.

And when the show was over they
lost no time in getting back to the
(yelist’'s Rest, in the village. They
waore somo miles from the school, and
it was closc on time for calling-over,
and they had no time to lose. There
was noe sign of Billy Bunter at the
Cyclist’s Hest, in Woodend. Wharlon
ingquired for him, but nobody had sccen
him, and evidently the Owl of the
Remove had not turned up.

“The fat choamp!” said  Harry.
Yemelehy will be madder than ever if
ha doesn’t turn up for calling-over.™

“Well, he's not here,” satd Johnny
Eull.

“If he won't come, he won't!" re-
marked Nugent.  “We can’t roll him
home three miles, like a barrel.”

“The fat idiot!”" prowled Wharion,
“71 suppose we'd better po.’”

“Yea, come on,” said Bob Cherry.
“ No use wasling any more time on the
fat idiot !

“The nousefulness s
estoemaed  ehuma,”
Singh.

There was evidently nothing elz:o to
ba done. The Famous Five whecled
out their bieyeles, Bob Cherry taking
Ruszsell’s machine in tow. They rodae
back to Groyirviars at a good speed and
arrivedd just in time for ealling over.
And when Mr. Quelch eriied the names
in Bir Hall there was one volee that
failed to answer “adsum."” It was the
voire of William George Dunter, con-
spienovs by bis absence from the ranks
of the Remave.

.I“i

terrific, my
inurmured  ITarres
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTEL,
Bunter on his Travols |

NORE!
g Hollo, the Fottest Man on
Earth, started.

That deepn, echoine, and
musziezl sound proceeded from his cars-
van, and for the moment it sigriled
Rallo.

“My dear grandmother '’ ejaculated
Esllo.

Snore !

He mounted the step and Jooled into
the van.

On the bed was strotehed a fat {orm—

snoring ! William George Buunter was
fast asleep.

Bunter  had  axerted  bimsolf  that
aftermoon. Hig ﬂ[ght from Al Qunhr}‘j

and his bicvele ride had Gired him; hut
his exertions in Rollo's van had tired
him still more. Plentifel had heeon the
supply of “?:ru.h * in Rollo's enphoard.
Rollo himself looked a hefty tioncher-
man ; and e wous what hie looked., His
food supply was goeod, and there was
plenty of 1t. It was so good, in faet,
that Bunter had perhaps considered
that it would be a pity to leave any

of it. Ab any rate, he hadn't left any
of it. And after he had cleared it up
to the last morsel Bunter neceded a
rest. Now he was taking it—with lns

mouth wide open and & garganiuan
gnove prococding thereiron.

The civeus Pat Man gazed at hip,

Bunter did not logk o sleeping beauty.
He did not strike the beholder as a
thing of joy for ever. As he lay snoring
it was tho rofundity of his form that
canght the eye of the beholder.

“Immense I gaid Relle, with o nod
of aatisfaction.

The ven ecreaked under Rolle as he
came 1. The performance was over,
the audience had gone, and already the
company were preparing for the road.
My, Swinger, in spite of advertiscmont
by means of processions, with & banging
druro und o blaring trumpet, had not
been doing big businezs in that guict
and secluded neighbourheood. Most of
the juvenile populition of Woodend and
its environs had patronised the circus,
but the juvenile population was not
large, Mr. Swinger had remorked to
his company that if they remained any
longer on their pitch at Woodend they
would soon have to apply for accommo-
dation at the local Unien. So that was
the last performance, and that night
the Celebrated Cirens waa to seck fresh
ficlds and poastures new. And Rolla
had come to his van for o hasty meal
before he took the road.

Ho looked in the cupborrd, He looked
round the van. He ]iluﬂked at Bunter,
and scemed puzzled,

FFaodstulfa galore had been left thore.
There had been a cold meat pie, a large
apple pudding, several sausages and
saveloys, a couple of cold mutton chops,
a selmon cutlet, snd any emount of
potatoes, a cucumber, and other articles.
Of all these edible goods, Rolle failed
to fimd any trace in gis van,

Where they had dizappeared to way
w mystery. Certainly, ho had {fold
Dunter not to spare tha grub.  Rallo
was an hoespitable sonl, and—from —his
own pecdline point of view, considering
the views he had for Bunter—tho more
thia fat fellow ate, the bhetter. But it
scemed  impossible that Bunter eould
have stacked away all those foodstulls
inside. Unless Duonter wos made of
elastie, and could stretch to any desired
cxtent, it really scemed out of the
questing. .

“My great grandmother 1" said Rolla,
in perplexity.

{Continued on page 12.)



ANY FELLOW CAN MAKE THIS !

In this interesting article the
Moagret ““Hobby S8pecialist”
telfs yoy how to make a
comfy study stool at a very low cost,

A Study Stool.

HANDY little piece of furniture for study or room is a
A stool, something one may lounge on in odd momenta
or kick across to a chum who drops in for & chat,

If you follow the ipstructions carefully in thia article you
will find it quite an easy matter to make one of thess useful
articles yourself.

The stool iHustrated is a
homely, eomfortable sort of
chap, with a wooden frame
and seat made of leather or
CANVAH.

The choice of wood rests
entirely with the maker. ¥t
18 advisable, however, if funds
will allow, to have good stout
legs made of a fairly hard
wood-—oak, for instance.

The frame must be capable
of bearing the strain of the
seat bands when the stool is
in use, Three-ply wood will
do very nicely for this.

The Legs.
The legs are composed of four pieces 15 in, long by 2 in.
wide and 1 in. thick, nieely finished off with a stopped } in.
oove or chamfer down the outer edge of each by way of

ecoration, The chamfer should be stopped 4} in. from tho
top and 3}in. from the base of each

N3 T
e "'ﬂ“‘?&“’:—i’i

e e i
AR,

Tha atoal ls
sorewed to
maln frama.

in
he

T

longth of the stogl. Thoe first strip should be fitted on the
side of the frame so that itz edge is flush with the tops of tho
stool legs, Its ends must be passed over the outside and
tacked fto the inside of the side pieces of the frame. There
should be 1% in. between cach strip, .

Next cut two strips each 2 in. wide, about 21 in. long and
tack them into position across the frame 2 in. from each sids,
passing each strip underneath the lengthwise strips,

Now cub two more, each 4 in. wide, of the same length,
and tack them across the frame, but pass these over the
lengthwige strips. The fnside edges of these stripa ghould

practically meet. Their outside edges consequently will be
gbout 1 in. from each side strip.

When mﬂaaurin% the strips it iz advisable to leave just a
small margin for the play of the leather or canvas.

The seat naturally sngs when the stool is in use, and if the
bands rro too tight, the strain on the frame of the stool may

be too much. If desired, some brass-headed pins may be
used further to sccure cach strip to the outside of
the frame.

Having finished off the construction mmm]l;,r, how about
putting an extra * posh " appearance

leg.,
The Frame.

Tho frame consists of four picces,
two mecasuring 18 in. and two 12 in., of
half-inch three-ply wood 2 in. wide.

These are fixed into position either
simply by ftwo scrows at each end, or
by lap-jeints, in which case, of course,
further work must be put in on the legs
and the side pieces of the frame cut to
11 in, instead 12 in.

The second method is the neater,
however, but it calls for more compli-
cated joinery, and providing your
measutements are accurate, and you can fit the ends and
cdgea of the frame fiush with those of the legs, the simpler
method will do as well and Jook as neat if the ends of the
framo are rounded off with gouge or chisel. Tho use of
brass-headed serews for fixing the frame to the legs will add
to the appearance of the stool.

The Seat.

Having finished the construction of the wooden frame with
a coat of varnish, begin next on the seating.

For this, seven strips of leather, canvas or webbing will be
required. Leather will be the strongest, of course, but the
most expensive; webbing and canvas
are within easier reach of our pockets
and practically as good.

It will be advisable, however, when
either canvas or webbing iz being
nailed to the frame to vse a small serap
of leathor as a socket for the nail or
tack, otherwise in time the canvas
may split and drag.

Firat ¢ut threo sbo
long by 2 in. wide, an
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Which indicates how the webbing
la interlaced,

on the stool by polishing it

A polisher's pad is made by taking
a piece of cotton-wool, folding it into
a firm oval pad, and covering it
tightly with & piece of old linen,

The polish must bo applied to the pad
from the back—never {rom the front,
and when it has thoroughly socaked
through, it should be applied to the
surface of the wood in a pentle circular
miotion.

Remember that a frosh coat of polish
must never be applied until the firet one
is thoroughly dry. Also, between each coat the surface
should be rubbed down gently with pumice powder and
then dusted.

Now to finish off. Take some very fine pumice powder,
mix it with a drop of linseed oil, and work it gently on to the
ghell, following the grain of the wood. Next, a final coat of

lish should be applicd on top of all this, and the stool must

e left for a few bours,

The last step is to take an entirely new piece of cotton-wool
and pour a small
quantity of crystal
glaze on to it
Uncg more rub
the surlace wvery
gently, still wit
the same circular
maotion, until the
new pad is almost
dry, then rub
vigorously until
a fine bright
polished  surface
is obtained.

i

Showing thea
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12
BUNTER, THE INK-SPLASHER!

(Continued from page 10.)
Peering around the interior of the
van revealed po feod. It was in the
interior of Bunter that a search had to
be made to be rewarded,
Rollo shook thoe fat junior by the

shoulder. Billy Bunter grunted, but
did not awaken,

“Here, wuke wup!” raid Rollo,
shaking again.

"' Groooogh !’

Bhake! Shakel

“Ow! Deast! LEE‘[{-I}! Leave off I'
mumbled Bunter. “'Tain’t rising-bell.
Ow! Look here, Bob Cherry—-"

“Wake up!"" roared Reollo.
‘'Shan't !
“Look bhera—-"

Bnore !

SBhake! Shake! Shake!

“Ow " gasped Bunter, He woke up
at last, sat up, and blinked round him
through his spectacles, “Ow! DBeast!
Wharrer marrer?"

“Well, you know how to sleep, you
do!" maid Rollo, staring at him.

“Oh! ¥You!" gasped DBunter. He
remembered where he was. *Groogh'!

rrer marrer? Con’s a fellow have
a litils nap ™

“Where's the grubi™

“Ehl What gruli?®

“You ain't scoffed the lot,
poso?' asked Rollo.
= “There wasn't o lot,” soid Bunter.

1 had enough-—well, nearly encugh.
If you've woke me up to say tea’s ready,
nil right. Where do you have tea in
this show "

Rollo gazed at him.

“You—you ain't scoffed all that in
the van, have youl?"” he ssked faimtly.

“Oh! Yes! I was rather hungry,”
said PBunter. "You told me not 1o

spare the grub, you know. S¢ I had &
snack.”

1 sup-

“You had a—a snack?” gurglod
Rollo.
“¥Yez, Btill, I covld do with some

tea,” said Bunter. “I likc cake for
tea—and a [ow tarts and scones and tea-
cakes and some doughnuts. Not much.
you know; I eat very little, as & rule.”

“My dear grandmother! Where did
Jou put 1" asked Hollo.

“Oh, really, you know——"

No wonder you're fat! Look here,
I sup you'ro not going to burst!
I don't want you bursting all over my
van !V

“ Look here—" hooted Bunter.

“Not a crumb lcft!” szaid Rolle, in
wonder. “Well this beat:s the band!
This does beat the band, this doca! Oh,
Jerusalem !

“What about tea?” asked Buntor.

“Tea?! You're ready for teat”

“QOh, quite 1*

“My only Unele Joo!™ seid Rollo,

" Sull, can wait,” said DBunter.
“That's all right! It's not nmch I cat,
you know. I zay, I've decided to nccopt
your offer, I think the lifo will suit
me. Ill Gnish my nap, if you don't
mind."

Bunter Iaid hiz bullet head down
again. Rollo stared at him. Bunter's
oyes closed behind hia glasses, hiz mouth
opened, and the gargantuon snoce
rumbled through the van apain.

“Well,” said Rollo, “you're a corker,
you are! You're & prize-packet! You
take the cake, you do! My only Aunt
Maria ™

Rollo left the van. in search of suston-
ance elsewhere, PBunter snored on
peacefuliy. :

It was already past time for call-over
at Greyiriara. unter had forgotien
all about Greyfriara. He slumbered in
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likely to give

hoppy peace; the wrath of Henry
Samuel Queleh o mere nothing to him
nonw,

The noise of packing and harnessing.
of shouting voices and rumbling whoeels,
did not awaken Bunter. A thunder-
storm would not have awakened him,
VWhen the caruvan got into motion he
slumhered on.

Through  the summer  twilight
Swinger's Celebrated Cirens moved off
on the road; and with the circus wont
William George Bunter.

The van jolted and jarred on ruts and
ridges, wi.t:'{:ﬁut awakening the Owl of
the Remove. To the rolling and
rumbling of thoe wheels his deep snore
Inrnished a musical mecompaniment.

But the Owl of tho Bemove awakencd
ot last.

The caravan had stopped. Perhaps
the cessation of motion helped to
awaken him; or perhaps it was an
inward monitor warning him that it
was high time for another meal,

He awakened, and hlinked round him.
All was dark, Night, evidently, had
fallen.

‘Bunter sat up, rubbed his eyes, set
his speetacles straight, and grunted,
He was !um;f:jj. Ho rolled off the bed,
and groped his way to the door of the
caravan, and opencd it

The ecamp was pitched on a wide
common, Overhead, in the summer sky,
tho stars glistened. Lights gleamed in
the circus eamp, surrounded by tho
gloom of night.

Bunter wondered where be was. Ha
did not mind much, so long as he was u
gmd distance [rom Greyfriars, and zafe
from purseit and recapture. The press-
ing matter for the moment was that he
was Hithgry.

He descended from the van

A stout gentleman, in a crimson
waisteont, with a silk hot on the bhack
of his head, was talking to George, the
aerobat, at a litMe distanece. unter
recognised Mr. Swinger, and rolled up

to him.

“1 sa " he began,

Mr. Swinger glanced at him, and
nodd

ki ﬂ'h.. Fou a0

he said. " ¥ ou're
Rollo's new find!

Well, you look the

port I Mr. Swinger scanned Bunter
with evident interest. “ Rollo’s right—
you'll do! What do you think,
Georgat®™

“Priceless " said George.

Bunter smiled, a pleased smile.

Exactly what the circus people wanted
him for he was not yet awaroe; but ho
had no doubt that he was required to
play some distinguished part—soma
part in which a handsome fellow, of
unusual good looks and distinguished
appearance, was required. That suited
unter. e was, in fact, barn for such
a rt.
nee Bunter had had an ambition of
fﬂing on the films, in o Valentine part,
or which Naturn had so obviously
designoed him,

Bomething of that sort, he supposed,
was wanted now; otherwiso, why should
these people be so anxious to cngapge
him? Heo smiled cheerily.

“¥You'ra joining Rollo’s lot, thon®"
gsked AMr. Bwinger.

“Oh, cortainly I said Bunter.

" Hl‘}g;ilxtf iy the way, what's your
nama ?

Bunter hesitated o moment. Howso.
evar much the circus peoplo wanted an
unusually handsome fellow  of dis
tinguished anppearavce, they wore not
_ refuge to & runaway
schoolboy—if they knew it! Dunter was
not bright; but he was bright enough
to guess that much. Hiz hesitation waa
coly for a moment.
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“Robinson !"" he answered

“Well, Robinson, vou look as if you'll
do!" eaid Mpe. Swinger. * Anyhow, it's
Rolle's husiness; he runs the side-show.
You'll find Rollo in the tent yonder;
ha's having supper.”

Bunter waited for no more.
not parttcularly apxious to see Rollo;
but ho was very anxious indecd to sce
supper. Ha shot off towards the supper-
tent liko an arrow from a bLow,

Ha wos

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Nice tor Quelch !

L1 UNTER ™ )
B Mr. Queleh's voice was not

Ioud, but deep. Thero waa no
angwer from the ranks of the
Reniove.

“ Bunter |

The Remove master repeated the
name. Mr. Queleh’s voice, novor very
musical, sounded like a rasp.

But there was no enswer! W. G,
Bunter was not present. Mr. Quelch
marked him absent, with a glint in his
eyes,

“Where's that fat idiot got to 7" mur-
mured Petor Tadd. “He will got a
frlghtfu] whopping when he docs come
in "

“Funks coming in, T fancy ! grinned
Skinner. “ He knows what Quelchy has
got ready for him !"

Some of tho Removites chuckled. By
that time all the Remove knew of the
mishap in Study No. T. .

It was not surprising, in the ciroum-
stances, that Billy Bunter funked coming
in; but cuttipg call-over wdis not the

way to placate Mr. Quelch. The
Remove men knew that glint in
Quelehy's eye, and nobody cnvied

Buntoer what was awaiting him,

When the school left Hall after eall-
over, Mr. Quelch spoke to the captain
of the Remove.

“Wharton "

“Yen, sirf”

“¥You will send Buntor to my study
as goon a3 he returns.”

“0Oh! Yos, air”

Wharton was glad that the Form
master did not ask him if he knew any-
thing of the missing Owl’s whereabouts,
Fortunately, it did neot occur to the
Remove master that his head boy know
anything on that subject,

Haorry Wharton hurried after his
friends. They went up to the Remove

assage; and in Study No. 1 they
ooked at one another.

“"Well, he hasn't come back!" aaid
Iob Cherry. “I—I1 suppose be'll blow
in later.”

“If he doesn't——"

“"Ha won't ke fool enough fo stay
out I said Nugent.

“Izn't he fool enough for anything "

“Well, ves; bute—"

“There will be a frightiful row if Le
etays out after dorm ! said Harcry.

““Oh, my hat! Just o few'”

“The rowfulness will be terrific!™ ra.
marked Hurrce Joamzet Ram Singh.
“The lickfulness of the csteemcd
Bunter will alsno be orepostercus !

“The fat ass funks coming in and
taking his hcking.” said Harry., ™ Dut
the howling chump i3 only making
matters worse. by getting Quoelchy's
rapg aut liko thia.™

“Quelchy will be bhoiling aver zcon!'
remarked Johnny Dull. " He was sim-
mering ot call-aver! If DBunter doesn™t
come in befoare dorm, he will boil over.”

“Well. let's hope the [at 1diot will
have sense cncugh to come in befora
dorm " said TDob.

It was a faint hope. Apparently, tho
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cireus peoplo were allowing Dunter to
remain at the eircus; for what reason,
the Famous Five could not guess. So
lang as Bunter had & refuge, he was not
likely to turn up at Graerfriars and face
tém i:iui:-aamting wrath of Henry Samuel

uelch.

Bunter was not the fellow to think of
the fulure. He was not the fellow to
meet trouble hali-way. Without being

able to read o line of Horace, Bunter
was in full agreement with the phil-
osophy of that ancient gentleman, the
“ﬁassiug day " was enough for bhim.
The future could take care of itself.
The fact that a record licking awaited

him at OGreyfriars was a  sufficient
renson for Bunter to stay out of gates,
so long as he had refuge. And appar-
ently he had found o refuge at Bwinger's
Colebrated Circus.

After prep, the Famous Five went
down to the Ilag. Most of the Removites
were discussing the absence of Billy
Bunter. That fat and fatuous youth had
not yet como in.

As bed-time drow nearer, interest in
the missing Owl intensified. Vo stay ouk
after bed-timo was an almost wnheard
of offence, but it looked as if the Owl
of the Remove intended to be guilty of
it At pine o'clock, Mr. Quelch came
along and glanced into the Rag.

" Bunter has not returned ¥ he asked,
addressing 1o one in particular.

“ No, sir ! said Havry.

"Yeory welll™

Mr., Quelch compressed his lips in a
tight line, and walked away. Hoe had
gaid “wvery well!” Dbut his expression
did not indicata that it was well

The Remove master returncod
study.

On 1us study table lay a =tout canc, a
enne  specially  aclected for William
George Bunter. That canc should have
heen exereised before this, bot it still
lay idle. Mr. Queleh picked it up,
abzently, and swished it in the air, with
g loud swish.

Had INlly Bunter heard that swish,
and scen the expression on the face of
Mr. Queleh he would not have Dbeen
encouraged to return to the school. He
would luve been encournged to eontinue
hiz travels to the preatest possible dis-
tanee {romm Greyfriars,

Mr. Quelch laid down the eane, st
at his table, and procecded to go
through & heap of papers. Mr. Queleh

to his

generally had a heap of papors requiring
his attention,

On the present occasion, he [ound it
difficult to give the papers his attention,
Bunter haunted his mind.

Mr. Quelch was marking the papera.
Tn his present mood, it is probable that
he did not err on the side of cxtrava-
gance in giving good marks.

He ceased to pernse and mark papers,
az the half-hour chimed from the clock-
tower. It was bed-timoe [or the Ie-
INOVE.,

Bunter had not come in.

Mr. Quelch left his study again, and
gave Remove a glance as they
marched off to thoir dormitory., The
fat figure of the Owl

of the Remove was
mizsing  from their
ranks.

Mr. Queleh
breathed hard and
deep.

The rechless Owl

was stayving out after
dorm.  In o stato of
suppressed excite-
ment, the RPemovites
went to their dormi-
lory. Wingale caruo
in to zee lights out.

“Any of you kids
know' where DBunter
i he asked,

“ Haven't the fnint-
et idea,’’ said Peter
Todd.,. The Famous
IFive were judiciously

**I—1 say, sir, are you
waxy ? " spoke Bunfer,
into the {rans-
mitter.

** Wha-a-at ? ** Mr.
Queleh gasped over ihe
mouth-piece. *“* Upon
my word [ I-—J——-"

silent. *'I fancy he's

staying out to dﬂdﬁt‘

a icking, Wingate.
“The young ass!"

Wingate put cut
the lights and left
the dormitory. There
was a buzz of voices
from bed to bed. All
tho Remove — with
five oxceptions—woere
wpndaring where
Buuter was, The
gilm:erai opinion was
that he had bolted for
lome, in which easc
it was fairly certain
that Mr. Buntor
would zend him back
in the morning, and
that the last state of William George
wonld Le worse than the fivst.  Harry
Wharton & Co. still hoped to hear the
Owl of the Remove coming in=—till they
fell asleep and forgot his existence.

Mr. Queleh, however, could not forget
the existence of that troublesome pupil.

There was anxiety mingled with Mr.
ueleh’s wrath., It was probable, in fact
certain, that the fat junior was staying
out to cscape a licking. Nevertheless,
the possibility of an accident pxisted.
Mr., Queleh had learned that Dunter had
been seen on o a bicvele.  Danter, of
course, was cxactly the fellow to have
a spill on a bisyele., If an accident had
happened—

It wes quite nwkward to be yearning
to give Bunter the thrashing of his life,
and at the samo time to be {feeling

13

anxious about bhis safety. Such =
mizture of feelings was by no means
comforting.

At ten o'clock Alr. Quelch made up
hiz mind to telephons to the pollee
station, and ingquire whether any
aceident hiad been heard of,

No accident had been heard of.

This was comlorting, so far as it went,
but in proportion as Mr. Quelch's
anxicty was velicved, his wrath intensi-
Ged. Hod Williom George DBunter
rolled inte Greyfriars just then, ho
wotld have been given ample reason
to wish that he hadn't.

But he did not rell in.

_t‘:&ppm—ﬂutl ¥ he was making a night of
1

If Bunter did not come in, it was Mr.
Queleh's duty to report his absencoe to
the Ifead. Mr. Quelch naturally shrank
from pm‘fr:«rmin,r_.i that duty. Ho was
putting it off as late as possible.

Tlie Head, ecrtainly could not lay any
blamoe on him: he was blameless in the
matber. Stitl, it was an unfortunnte
occurrcnee. Dloys were not suppozed fo
giva all this trouble; their Form masters
were supposed to sce that they didn't.
And Mr. Queleh was DBunfer's Iorm
mazter.

The Head would be disturbed and
ennoyed: he might even remark that
these things did not haoppen in other
Forms:. Already, Mr. Quelch did not
doubt, the mattes was undor discussion
in  Masters’ Common-romm, and  he
droaded the commments of lus colleagues,
Criticism of one another was the ¢hicf
entertainment of the stoff, and Quelch

was sensitive to criticizm,. At hall-past

ten, Queleh was almost in a mood to
forgive Bunter, if be would only come
in.

Tap!

Mr. Queleh jumped, as that tap camo
at his study door. HHe gave a goaap of
relief, nothing doubting tbet it was
Bunter at last.

DBut it was not Bunfer. The door
opened, to reveal the ample form of
Mr, Prout, the master of the Filth,

Mr. Quelch almost glared. Of all his
enlleagues, Frout was tho one he lenst
desired to sce when there was trovble in
his TForm. Provut was intolerably
patronising at the best of times. Now
he was likely to be insufferable.

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Conttnued from pagg 13.)

“I hear that & boy of your Form is
missing, my dear Queloh!®' said Prout.
“Not an accident, 1 hopo?”

“I am sura mot."

“Ia it possible that the boy is deliber-
ately remaining out of gates, after bed-
time, without leave? asked Prout.

“It would appear sol” said Mr.
Quelch pointedly. %I have a number of
papers to mark—"

“I will not interrupt you, my dear
fellow," said Prout. “I thought T wonld
look in. I am sorry. I was remarking
to Cappor that you have a very trouble-
some Form."

" Indeed !

“Fur bo it from me to obtrude advics
upon a colleague,” said Prout. * But
pechiaps a little more severity, my deax
Qualch—"

“I am obliged bo you,"” said Mr.
Quelch, in a voite that might have made
w _refrigerator feel unusually chilly.
"But I am quite capable of managing
my own Form.'*

“GOh, quite, quite,” said Prout. “Far

bo it from me that a slight chanme of bk

Lk

method———

Buzsrzzzzzz!

Perhaps it was fortunate that thd
telepheno bell rang just then, The reply
that trembled on Queleh's lips might
have mado Prout jump., Buzerzerzzz!

Mr. Queleh jumped to the telephone.
Hgt hnpeu"l that it was news of Bunter.

Wad.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Staggering 1
E ILLY BUNTER smiled.

Ha was in g amiling mood.
The hour was rather lato, for
o Hemove follow, DBuf as Duntor
had slept most of the afternoon and
evening, he was in no burry for bed.
Ho was feeling very merry and bright,
in fact.
Supper had been good. Sl more to
the point. it had besn amrFIc.
. Certainly, many eyes had heen turned
in wonder on the fat junior as he
stacked it away, Agein Rollo, the Fat
Man, had Leen puezled to guess where
he put it all. But no one had said him
nay. After supper, therefore, William
Qeoor ¢ Bunter had reason to fesl merry
and bright. He was, in fact, a pig in
clover. His new employer had told him
that they would talk Dbusiness after
supper.  Bunter was cheerfully pro-
pared to talk business,
He was still in the dark as to what
rt ho was to play in the company of
winger's Celebrated Cirens, and hno
wa3s rather keen to learn.  Also he was
rather keep to hear about the ealary.
If it ran to a hundred pounds a weok,
Bunter would be satisfied. Indeed, he
felt in his present fat and generous
glow that Le could be satisficd with
less than that. How much circus per-
formers drew in the way of salnries,
Tue Mugxrr Lisnany.—No. 1,160,

Bunter did not know; but he supposed
that star turns were paud largo sums.
And he was going to be & ster turn.

Rallo, tha Fat Man, sat on the sbeps
of his van, in the summer starlight,
smaoking a cigar. The steps creaked
under bhun. A camp-chair cresked
under Buoater,

“Now wa'd botter talk it over!” snid
Relle. .

" Cortatoly,” said Bunter,

*By the way, what's your namei”

Bunter hesitated & moment. He was
not trying to remember his own name.
He was trying fo remember wirat name
ha had given Mr. Swinger when that
gentleman hed asked the same gques-
tion. The %r&at drawback of telling
whoppers is that it is zo difficult to re-
mernber precisely what whopper one
has told. Bunter remembs that he
Lad given somo namo that was not his
ewn; but the name for the moment
escaped him, Btill, he had to answer
tho guestion.

“Johnson!" he gaid.

“Wall, Johnzon,” said Mr. Rollo,
“ wo'd better Hx things up., The minute
I saw vou, I saw that you'd do. You'll
fill the bill, You're the hoy I've been
wanting., I don't mind telling wyou so.
You"ve nover had an offer from a circna
before?”

Buntsr shook his head.

“You must have kept out of sight,
then,” said Rollo. “Why, you're built
for my side-show. My show, as it hap-
gens, 1a the great draw of the cirouns.

wingor doesn't realisc it, but that's
how it stands. There's o lot of swank,
and n lot of coneeit, nbout ctrous folls.
Thet chap George Binks, for instance,
thinks the people in front come fo sce
im doing stunts on the trapeze. They
don't 1"

“No?" said Dunter,

“No!" said the Fat Man. *“Then
Bandy, tho Strong Man, thinks they
come to see him slinging round dummy
weights, They don™t.”

“"Noi?” repeated Bunter,

“Horrocks, who does the barchack
stunts, thinks they eome to see him and
his horses. Thoy don’t.”

“Na? agreed Dunter.

“And—yon'd hardly helieve it—hnt
Swinger thinks he's a draw himself 1™
sanid Rollo. “Hep thinks people in front
like to come and sce him, "They den’t.”
i No?™ zaid DBunter, for the fourth
fimce.

“No!™ esaid Rollo emphatically, *I
can fell you what the poople in front
coma to sce, Johnson, They come to seo
the Wild Weird Freaks.”

“The—the what? sjaenlated DBunter.
_ The Wild Weird Freaks1" said Rollo
immpressively. “And for o {reak show,
voung "un, I can tell vou that my zshow
takes the bisewit. It prances off with
the whole bisenit factory! Tt dors
that "

Dnntor gazed 2t bim. Tor the moment
he could nob speak., Tle had heard of
freak shows atb ecirewses. o had scen
them, Bot ho wondered dizsily what n
freak zhow had to do with engaging
him, A fellow of distinguished appene-
ance and uwnnsual epood lonks conld
hardly have anythinge fo do with n
frenk show, He blinked in porplexity
at Rollo.

*¥ou'll make the show complote!™
went on the civens man, i blissful
ignorance of the offeet of his words on
Willinm George Bunter. ' There's four
of us now—me, the Tatfest Man on
Earth, Florinda, the Fat Lady, Madame
Whiskerina, the Bearded Lady, and the
Laving Skeleton.  You've poing to be
billed as the Fattest Boy on Enrth.”

“ The—the wheti"
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“The Fatlest Doy on Earth!” saia
Rolle. “You'll make the family com-

lote. I've beon looking for a i};.t hoy
or donkey’s years, to add to my show,
Minute T saw vou, I saw that you were
the goods. c genuine goods! How
Fou carry :ﬂl_ that fat asbout with you,
without falling down, is a blessed
mystery. I've seen fat boys befors, but
you take the cake! I tell you, you'll
oarn your money a&s one of the Wild
Waird Freaks.™

Bunter'a jaw dropped.

Hos gazed speechlessly at the Fat Man
of the Circus.

He coold scarcely bolieve his ears,

Ho had wondered for what part he
was designed. He had taken it for
granted that it was some part in which
good looks and s distinguished appear-
ance were essential. Certainly it had
never occurred to him that he was to
be engaged as a freak, .

Such an idea had never crossed his
mind. Rollo had told him to look in
the glass; but Bunter might have looked
in & dozen g without guessing the
dreadful truth. When Bunter looked
in the glass, he saw a handsome, well-
set-up fellow, with a rather aristocratio
bearing. His glasses, he fancied, rather
added to his distinguished appearance
than detracted from it. He had no
doubt that had Apollo looked in =&
mirror, he wonld have scen something
very like what Bunter saw there, Never
in his wildest imaginings, would it have
occurred to Bunter that his mirror re-
flected anything suitable to be added to
a froak show in a circus.

He gasped,

Raollo, ha.lppily uneconscious of Bunter's
fealings, blew out & elond of smoke
from his cigar, and rattled on cheerily.

“1 wonder you've never been snapped
wp before! I really de wonder! You
gee, it ain't only that you're fat—though
vou're uncommon fat. But there's vour
unoy face.”

Bunter gurgled. Words would not
come! Ho conld only gurgle.

Hiz funny facel hat hondsome,
pleasing countenance that looked back
at him when ho glanced into & mirror—
a5z he often did, admiringly—was
deseribed by this idiet—thizs imbeoile—
thiz Innatic—as n funny face, likely to
b o draw in a freak show!

“Your features" went on Reollo, with
growing enthusiasm. *“I tell you, youn
'un, that if I'd made you onut of wax,
couldn’t have done it better for my
freak show. Look at vour nose™

It waz really impossible for & follow
to look at his nosze without the aid of n
mirror. Dut Dunter did not want to
look at his nose. He knew that it
was 4 handsome nose. Not cxactly
Greek, perhaps—scarcely classic. But
a handsome nose, supporting a pair of
spectacles  in o very  distinguished
manner. Not one of your large noses—
perhaps rather on the small side, end
perhaps with a slightly elovated ton-
deney  : but a noso that Bunter had
offen feit thankful f{or, comparing it
with other feliows' noses,

“Like a little dumpling chucked at
vour face, and sticking whera it
‘apnened fo fall1” zaid Rollo,

‘Che rann wag evidently inspne!

T Then vour mouth——"" =aid Relle,

Tinter found his voice.

“What about my mouth? he hissed.

" Riggest I've ever seen.” satd Rello.
“When vou open it, blessed if I don't
feel as if you 'ead s coming in 'arf”

Tanter made an inarticulate soumd.
O course. the man wasz mad! This
deseription of Bunter's well-chiselled
month showed hopelass insanity.

“And your ears!™ eald Rollo. "Talk
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about clephants! Why, they fBap as
you wall 1™

Bunter was not smiling vow. His
amiling mood had completely left him.
His eyes gleamed throvgh his spectacles.

“Take vou for all in all,” said Rollo,
“and vou're the ds. If you don't
mwake the B.P. laugh, nothing will 1

Lunter breathed board. It was not his
mnbition, in the ‘l.l'{!'l":},; least, to make the
British Public laugh. Neither was ho
likely to belicve that Nature had de-
signed him to such an end.

“Well, as I sud, you'll do,” =aid
Rolio. “How a freak like you hasn’t
been snapped up before, T don't know.
The Fat Doy with the FMunny Face—
that wiil do all right for thp bills
What? How do vou like it7”

Bunter did not like it at all. He sat
and blinked nt Reolle through his
rmectacles, in speechless rage. The Fak
Man threw away the stump of hisz eigar
end roze from the step of the caravan,

“ Fiftﬂcn bob o week and all found ™
ho saul. “You'll run me into another
vid for E;n:h and more, 1 expect.

rnd I don't mind telling youn that I'm
ﬁ‘hd to havo you among wy freaks. I
en't mind telling vou that youw're born
for it. You don't want to got conceited
about i, you know. But I helieve in
giving a bloke his due ; and T tell you
fair and square, that when it comes to
freaks, you're the genuine goods. You
are that!”

And Rollo strolled away, leaving

William George Bunter ~absclutely
areechless.
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Buniar Quits !

i EAST ™
B That was Tilly Bunter's first
remark when he recovered the

pawaer of epeech.

Bunter's face was red with rage.

IIe had been feeling rather pleased
with Rolla. The man was cortainly
liberal 1n the grub line, and understood
that o fellow had ap appetite. And his
evidently keen desire to obtain Dunter’s
gorvices had been rother Hattering—
until Bunter learned exactly what ser-
viees he was to render.

Ila was not pleased with Rolla now.
(Zladly would ho have planted a fat fist
full in the plump countenance of the
Fat Man of the cirecas.

Bunter had cften listened to plain
English about himself; in the Lower
¥ourth at GGreyfriars they did not always
measure their remarks, and seldom ob-
sorved the strict rules of Choesterfieldian
politoness.  But Rolio’s remarks were
really tho limit. Bunter had never (elt
g0 awfully insulted in hiz life.

S0 this was what the fcllow wanted
him: for—to ;ﬂiﬂ a company of freaks,
the “Wild Weird Freaks." Bunter had
vwondercd, but he certainly never had
dreamed of this. Mever for a single
instant had it crossed hiz mind that any-
body could ever regard him as a Will
Weird Freak. ‘The man, of course, was
a fool—a hopeless wdiot—in f Insane.
Bunter longed to kick him, all the same,

“ Beast ! repeated BPunter. " Awiul
heast ! Cheoky beast! Low robter! 1—
I'd jolly well like to punch his mosel
1'd pive him freaks!”

Punching Rollo's nose, however, was
out of the question. DBunter could not
have reached i, anyhow,

At a liftle distance Rallo had stopped,
end was talking to Mr. Swinger in the
light of s naphtha lamp. There was a
ratisfied exprossion on the Fat Man's
face. He wes obvicusly pleased at

havinghmada a satisfactory arreangemant be

with Bunter and added that precious

speeimen to his eollection of freaks.
Apparcutly it did not occur to Rollo that
Bunter was not equally satisfied. He
had taken silence for consent. He was
for from dreaming of the fury ha had
left raging in Bunter's fat breast,

Bunter blinked at him  with decp
SINNOSIEY.

“The cheeky votter!  The—the—the
frightful beast! Me—a freak! 1'd give
him freaks 1" gasped Bunter. * Buot—but
what the thump am I going to do row?
Ohb loc' 1"

Bunter was not thinking of accepting
the Aattering offer made by the Fat Man
of the Circus, Even had the salary been
high, Bunter would not have dreamed
of accepting it. Even had the grub been
twice os good and wwice as ample,
Bunter would not have accepted that
offor, Not for any consideraslion what-
ever would Billy Bunter have joined a
company of freaks in & side-show in a
travelling gircus, WNo inducement what-
ever would have made him  display
himself to the Britich Publbic as the IFat
Boy with the Funny Face along with the
Fat Man, the Fat Ladv, the Bearded
Lady, and the Living Skolaton,

He was not, after all, wanted for o
star turn, Ho was not required for
hiz good looks, his distinguished appear-
ance, or his aristecratic bearing. And
hia thoughts turned back to Greyfriacs,

He loocked at his watch. It was past
ten.  In the belief that a star turn
awaited his lofty acceptunce if he con-
descended to remain with the circus,
Bunter had recklessly cont call-over and
staved out after dorm. Ele liad made
matters ever 50 much worse at the school
if he returned there now. The thought
of returning late at night and facing
the gimlet-eyes of Quelch made bim
shudder. Ho could not do it. On the
other hand, it was impossible to accept
the position offored him in Swinger's
Cireus, He could not do that either.
The haplezs Owl of the Kemove was on
the hornz of a dilemma.

“0h lor' I" groaned Bunter,

%ﬂﬂ]iﬁl. of course, would be a3 mad as
& hatter. His wrath, like wine, wouid
have impraved with keaping. If Bunter
could only have explaincd somehow
that it had been a dreadful mistake in
Study No. T—that the ink had been
landed on Quelchy’s pugust visage in
BT — ;

But he shook his hend dismally.

weleh was not likely to listen, especi-
ally as he had staved out after dorm.

unter folt as i the cane was already
swishing on his {at person ez he thought
of it. If he tried to explain to Mr.
Queleh, it was essential ta be out of
Mr. Queleh’s reach when he made the
explanation.

’Fhm his fat face brightencd. .

“I'll joily well get him on thoe phone!”
he muttered. *“He can't lick a fellow
at the other end of a telephone wire.

It was a happy thought.

\7

company had gone to bed. Rollo was
comupg back towards Jis ven and he
ave Buuter a cheery smile. IRollo was
in a maad of satisfaction, and he sup-
poscedd Lhat Bunter was in the same stote,
Hollo loolied on Bonter entirely with a
professional eve, and no doubt he su
pozed that Bunter feli flatterod by the
mformaiion that in the freak lino he
took the cake. DBunter blinked at him
malevolently,

Bunter's mind was made up. e was
poing to get to the nearest telephone,
phone to Queleh, cxplain to thdit ox-
asperated gentleman, and make the best
terms he could. Then e was poing
bacl to Greyfriars. He did not want
to go hack, but it was a case of any
port in o storm, And ho would have
been very glad to punch Rollo's noso
hﬁ'um he wont had that been practic-
anla,

“Tima to turn in, Johnson,” saild
Rollo genially. 1 can fix you up in
m% van for to-might."

unter's ot hp curled,

“Thanks!" ho =aid sarcastically.

“That's all right!"” said Reollo.

Dunter apened his lips to e}l Rolle
what he thought of him. Then he re-
memberad i time that he did not know
where the circus camp was pitched, and
that he required information to get to
a telephone.

"Look here, where are wa now? he
askod., “We eamie o good many miles
from Woailend, didn't we?"

“ About five,”” said Rollo. **'This here
ia Courtfield common,”

Bunter jumped.

e had taken it for granted that when
tho cireas travelled on fromn Woodend
it was travelling farther away from
Greyfriars. Inetead of which, it bad
travelled nearer, Courtficld commen
was not a mile and 2 hali from the
school.

“Oh erumba!™ ejaculated Bunter.

“We're opening  here to-morrow,"
saic] Rolla. “"Bwinger expects to &u
bettor husinoss near the school. Thore's
o big school near Courtfield,”

“Ja—is—is therct’ gosped Bunter.

“Yes: it's ealled Grﬂg. riara, or soma
guch name,’” =aid o Fat Maon.
" Swinger's tnking the procession past
the school giudes in tha morning to let
the fellers there know about ths circus.
He expects to get a good house from
the rehonl, T've lixed it up with him
for the Freaks to be in an open car in
the procession. They get the public,
vou know, You'll be along™

Bunter gurgled. He was booked to
pass the gates of Greyfriars in the cireus
procession in o an  oben  ear—with the
other freaks! This was the job Rollo
was offering him1

“OL T he gasped.

It Bunter had dreamed for & moment
of sticking to the eircus this would have

(Continued oh nexd piage.)

tho camp-chair.

Unless he was to
becomio & profes-
sipnal freak in
Swingor's  Cireus,
Greviriars was his
enly refare. He
darcd not return to

Bunter rose from
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torn i, Fortunalely, he had learned theleen enough to join the circus afore.

drexdful truth in o.

“Better turn in now,” seid Rello,
“You'#l have to be up carly in the morn.
ing, Jobnson, 'l fix you up——"*

“Thank you for mnothing!”
Bunter,

“Wha-a-at?'’

Rollo stared at him. :

Billy Runter returneid his stare with a
haughty sncer.

He had no further use for Rollo now,
He knew where the circus was, and
kiiow wheroe he could pet at = telephone
now that he knew he waa near Court-
field wita the school. He eould not
vonture to punch the Fat Blan’s nose
before he left, but at least he could tell
the Fat Man what he thought of him.
Thera was no reason why he should not
pour forth his owverflowing scorn and
contompt for the Fat Man and all his
works. y

Bunter fixed his eyes on Rollo's feel
and let them travel slowly up to Rollo’s
astonished face. Then they travelled
down to Rollo's feet again, and then
once more to Rollo’s still more aeston-
ished face. This woe what Dunter
called looking a fellow up and down.

The effect should have bean petrify-
ing. .
Rollo, however, did not seem petrified.
He seemed astonished, and he gazed at
Bunter in pgreat surprise.

“Look 'ere—"" he said.

Bunter curled his lip in & portentous
gneer. It was a sneer of the most
ineffable scorn, and it ought to have
withered Rolle. But the Fat Man
seamed only more and more astonished.

“YWhat are you making them faces
for?" he asked in wonder.

“Pah |” said Bunter.

il E}I ?'I'I

“Pah!”

Rolle looked =zlightly alarmed as well
as astonished.

“J—1 say, you ain't wrbn%
'‘ond, are you?” he asked. "If '
wrong in the ‘ead I can't engage you.

“Why, ¥ 0 u—y o u-—"" gasped
Bunter, ] .

“Well, what's the matter with yon?
demanded Rollo. “What you blinking

gnid

in the
you're

like a owl [or, and making them
facos ™" .

“Pah! I'm done with you!” satid
Bunter. “You're a low rofhan!
rotter ! Go and eat coke. T'm fed up
with you! I'd jolly well kick you, if
you were worth a fellow soiling his
bootz on! Yah!"

Bunter turned haughtily away.

Rollo gazed at him as 1f mesmerised.
Never had the Fat Man been =o aston-
tshed.

“Held on!” he ejaculated. as Bunter
was rolling away. He rolled after him.
“Hold on, young "un! AYhat's the
trouble 2 If you think ffteen bob ain't
enpugh, I might make it a pound.
Look here, if vou turn out a draw, it'll
bo worth vour while. I own up that
I don"t want to lose & freak like
:.'g.“—_"

"You cheeky rotter!" roared Bumter.

“(all it a ponnd a week ! seid Rollo,
“YWhat about that? I can tell you
vou've got & future before you, as a
freak—"

#8hut up!”? howled Bunter. “VYou
cheeky rotter! Is that the way to talk
to o genfleman ¥

“Who's talking
demanded Rallo.
pin't 17"

“*You—you—you  beast!”

Bunter.

“Blest if I know what's come aver

youl” said Rollo blankly. “You was

Tae Muorer Lenaey.—No, 1,160.

to a2 pentlgman?™
“I'm talking to you,

gasped

What's made you change your mind?
Look hore, vou try it on—0-"

“1 wouldn't be found dead in your
rotten circus!” roared Bunter.

* Look lbere—"

“{io and eat coke!"

Bunter strode awary,
temptaous snock.

“My dear grandmother ! ejaculated

ﬂl

Rollo the Tat Man was a good-
tempered man. Like most iat people,
ho had a placid and good-natured dis-

psition. But the bost-tempered Fat

zn might have been annoyed by
Bunter's actipns and words just then.
Wrath Aushed into Réllo’s fat face. He
followed Bunter.

“8o you're going?" he exclaimed.

W sesansnssnsssnnansnsusnsnnesnnnasssannonnna- J

with n con-

A LAUGH FROM LONDONI
Arthur Blanchard, of 15, Crogs-
land Road, Chalk Farm. Hﬂzﬁi

wins a useful penknife for supply-
ing MAcNET readers
fnﬁuwing laugh.

with the
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“ How old are you T ' eshed
& taacher, of a small boy.

"Er-er-apr——" Tha
youngster became flustered
and stammersd.

“ Gome, come,”” said the
legrned one, *"don’t be
afraid. How old wers you
on vour I[aet birthday 7 7

W Baven, 8ir."" The young-
ptar got it out at last.

 And how old will you be
on your next birthday 7%
asked the tfeacher, eh

&

" Nine, =ir,'* camo
prampt ﬂp!?.

" Now,; think again,'" asaid
the teacher. " How could
that be T

i Plaage; s, aaid the Littie
one, ' 1 am elght to=-day I **

Why not emulate Arthur and
win one these useful prizes

YOURSELF? [t'ssimple enough!
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"0f coursn I'm
ruffian 1"

“Then vou ecan jolly well take that
alomg with vow !" said Rollo, and he
landed out with a large and heavy foot.

Crasl !

“Yaroooh |”

“and that[" added Rollo.

Crash !

Bunter ran for it
rush in pursuit; but, fortunately for
DBunter, he had too much weight to
carry for an effectrve puwrzuit.  Billy
Bunter vanished into the darkness of
Courtfield Common,

“Wow! Yow! Varooooogh!" yelled
Bunter. * Stoppit, vou low rotter 1

But Rollo didn't stop it. He came
after Bunter.

Once again his boot landed where
Bunter's trousera were tightest,

“Ow! Wow!"” yelied Bunier, ae he
took the welght of that baot. “0Oh
crikey "

gonrg, you low

EBollo made a'

THE MAGNET

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
A Talk on the Telephone !

BR. QUELCH grabbed tho
M receiver off the hooks. Never
had the ring of the telephono

bell been so welcome in the
Remove master’s study. He felt sure
that 1t was news of Bunter. Mr.
Prout glanced at him, smiled ironically,
and departed for Capper's study, to tell
the Fourth Formm mastor what he thoughs
of Quelch and his methods with his
Form.

“Halla "

“Is that Greyiriars(®

“Yes. Mr. Quelch speaking.”

“Oh, good!"™ came o fat, familiar
Voulce.

Mr. Quelch started.

He had expected that that late ring
on the telephone would prove to mean
news of Bunter. But he had not ex-
pected to hear Dunter's volce.

Still, it was rather & relief to hear it.
Thiz was better than a trunk call from
Mr. Bunter, in Surray, to stata that hia
son had arrived home; and much better
than & call from the police station to
abnounca that an accident case had
been taken into Courtfield Iospital,

" Bunter 1" ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

“Ves, airl"

* ¥You—you voung rascal !

Reliof at learning that Bunter was
safe and sound, gave placo immediately
to intessilied wratn. Now that he knew
Bunter was safe all M. Quelch’s yearn-
ing to give him the thrashing of his lifo
revived,

“You—you young rascal! How dare
you absent yourself from the sehool 1

“You see—"

_“ How dare you remain out after bed.
time I

i Y'E.'ll.l SE'E-'—"

“You will be punished most
saverely.™

“Oh ler' IV

“Where are yvou, Bunter?  Answer

me this moment ! Where are you?®”
“In a telephone hox, =0™
“You stupid bay! I mean—7"
“I1—1 say, sir, are you waxy®”
“Wha-a-at?"

“Waxy."
% I.Ii:nnn my waord! I—-I—" Mpr
Queleh gasped over the receiver., “JI—

I—]—I— Upon my word "
::I hn::gﬂu you san'tk waxy, siv ¥
“The fact is, sir, that I'm not to

blame! I never meant to wallop ihat

ink over yvour chivey, sipr—"
“ Bunter 1"
“If wou'd let me explain—
“ Roturn to the school at onece! 1
will wait up for veu! 1 command you,

Bunter, to return to Greylriars nnmedi-

ately ' hooted Mr. (Guelch.

*Ves, sir. That's what I want to do,
gir. But I want to explain—"

"You can make any explenations
when you are here, Bounter! I com-
mand you to return without a moment's
delay '

ki

“¥as, sir. Dut—but about that Jick-
iﬂg.“

“Yhat "

“Licking! Can’™ vou hear me, sir!”

“J can hear vou. Bunicr! Woere vou
within my reach T wonld chastise you
with the utmost severity for your im-
pertinence.”

“pDh erikey I

“¥ou will return at once! Immedi-
ately !  Instantly ! Any prolongation
of your absence from school will only
:|1:|:chIr to the severity of your chastize-
ment. You have alveady incurved tha
severest punishment. Your conduct is
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Rello stepped cul of the caravan with a stick in his hand. Bunter wondered what it was for.

nutrageous—Hagrant—Hagitiona! Never
imm all my experience as a schoolmaster
have 1 known of such unparalleled con-
duct. You are tho most tronblesome
boy in my Form. Dut I shall make an
example of you. You will learn that
you cannot dely authority with impu-
nily |

Mr. Queleh paused for hyeatl,

“71 didn’t ecatch that, sir—-"

1] “?.I'lﬂ-'ﬂ-‘tl ?h

“Would you mind saying that again,
Eil’ ?:l:l

il ) B B Upon my word!
Bunter! Am I to undeorstand that you
aro now refurning to Greylriars, or am
J not ie understand that YO a4re now

returning to Ureylriars?" hooted Mr.
Cucleh,

MOk Yes, sir! Dot about that
Ir-:}tmg-—”

1 vefuse to bandy words with vou,
Bunter! Do you dare to presume for a
single woment that vou can make termas
with your Form master?™

"?EE. Eil" 1”

ar. Queleh loocked as if ha would lLile
the transmitter. Could William George
Bunter have seen his speaking counten-
ance at that moment he woald probably
have decided that Greyfriara was no
plece for him, even if the alternative
was o [reak show in a circus.

“Boy!"” gasped Mr. Qualch. " DBoy”
The Hemove masler’a unsual easy flow
of eloquence scomed to fail him.

“Yea, sir! If you'll let e
explain——"
“If you have any cxplanation lo

male, DLunter, you can make it in my
presences |V

¥ No fear ™

“What 17

“I=I—1 mean, I'd rather make it by
phone, sir!  Your voice sounds as if
you're awlfully waxy 1™

Mr, Quelch uttered a zound like the

growl of the Great Hupge Iear. He
would have given a tenn's sgiary, at
thot moment, to hring Dunter within
reach of his cane. t was intensely
oxasperating to bave Bunter's veice ot
hand, and the rest of hiin out of reach.
It waa the rest of him with which Alr.
Queleh wanted to deal

“Where are you, Bunter ? asked AMr.
Quelch at last. “1 order you to tell me
your present whereabouts. I warn you
that 1f yvou do not immediately refurn
to the school, you will be fetched. You
understand me i*

&l Dh Erikﬂ:; lu

“ Bunter—tell mo at onco——"

* [—=I=—I'"m nilea away, sivl” gusnﬂd
Bunter. “Hundreds of miles] You
couldn’t poszzibly find me, cir! I haven't
been near the eireus,”™

“The circuzl” repeated Mr, Queleh.
“Js it possible, Bunter—is it imagin-
alrle, that you are at a circus?”

“0Ohl Neo, sir! I—=I haven't been
at a cirens—in fact, I haven't scon o
grveus | I haven't boen offered an
chgigement in a circus  I'm not starvin
at w civeus, gir! Nothing of the kind.

“ Bunte i

“1'm not poing back to the cirous for
the night, =ir, if von cut up rosty. I
haven't thought of anyibing of Lhe
kind. ™

Y Plesa my soull”

I =—if—if that licking's off, sip———

"You will be flogged, Bunter ™

“0h loe’ 1?

“You will be fogoed with the utmost
aoverby——"

.'i{_"'w;n

" You will make matters worsze by pro-
fontring yone absence, aud siving farther
trovble. I eommand you——m"

“{n dear!™

“Tha vou hear me, Bunierl I com-
mand you #o return to tho schoaol tles
instant ! Do you hear me ¥

No reply.

i
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He was soon fo learn |
[L3 nu_ﬂtﬂ.[‘ l?’

Sull no answer,

“Boy " roared Mr. Quelch,

But answer there came none; Billy
Bunter had rung off.

My, Quelch, with an expression on his
face that no words could adequately
descrive, hung up the receiver. He was
almost trembling with wrath as he left
the telephone. Mot only had Bunter
dodred away from a deserved licking.
not only had he cut eall-over, and stayed
out after bad-time, but he had had the
unheard-of inzolence to ring hia Form-
master up on the telephone, and attemrt
to make terms before returning teo the
school. The cup of Bunter's offences
had been full bhefora, Now it was gver-
flowing. Judzing by the expression on
alp, (guf:.h:h’s face, the most [artunote
thing that had ever bhappensd to Bunte
was the fact that a f-E!]t:[}E]nlm wire separ
atedd him  from  the incensed Torm
masier.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

NG!
ALLG, hallo, hallol” )
ol Cherry  opened  his

eyes, and blinked, as the light
came on in  the Remove
dormilory.

Sovetal other Removites
an<d blinked in tho light, It was past
hall-past-ten now, and all the Lowey
Fourth had been =afe in tho arms of
Morpbous, when the dermitory doov
opraed, and the light was turned on,

Mr. Queleh stoad in the doorway.

'The awakened jumors =tared ot Inm.

“Punter nd last ! said Peter Todd.

“That's AL snid  Marry Wharton,
“That [ut chump has come 1u at last!™

“Has Bunter comae in, sir "™ psked Bob
Cherry.

Tne Mieaer Liekiry.—No. 1,160,

wwakened,
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*Bunter has not come in, Cherry!”
'"‘#E?;.rfﬂ Mr. Quelch,

“] am gorry to disturb you, my
boye,” added the Remove master
kin%iy. _ _ )

“Not at all, siz!" said Lord Maule
verer politely,

Most of the Remorvites were awake
now, staring at Mr, Quelch. As Bunter
had not come in, they wondercd what
the Form master wanted there. Bir.
Quelch proceeded to explain, Appar
entléaha was in quest of informaticn.

"{an any of you tell me whether thers
i:k 8 cireus in this neighbourhood ¥ he

The juniors etared 1 astonishment.
Their own interest in circuses was rather
keon; but they had never supposcd that
such entertainments would appeal to
their Form master.

“(h, yes, sir!” said Russell.
& circua at Woodend.™

“ At Woodend !” repeated Mr.

“Yes, sir; Bwinger's Circus!” said
Russell. “I was going over there Lhisz
aftornoon, only——" Russell checked
himzoalf.

*You have heard of no other cirous ib
this_vicinity 7

::%T : Hﬂ;:l Thank Ruszell 1’

ery ] an ou. Ruszall 1™

“ But i%ﬂwill bo clugﬂl now, sirl™
added Russell, apparently anxious that
bis Form master, if ha wanted to seo &
circus, should not have his journey for
nothing. _

T Closad Y rer&mated Mr. Quelch.

“¥Yeas, sir] WNo good going now, girt”

“Blega my soull I am not thinking
of ﬁnq to the cirous!” ojnculated Mr.
Quelch. “ At oll events, nor for the—tha

rformance, You are sure the circus

st Woodend "

“0Oh, yes, sirl I believe soma follows
went there to-day.”

“1 desire to mnoke quite ‘sure,” said
M. Quelch. “Did any boy in this
Form go to tho circus to-day ot Wood-
end

¥ ¥es, sir,” said Harry Wharton, "I
went with my friends I

“¥Yery good: then there is no douht
that the circus is st Woodend. Thank

al I regret to have disturbed you.

ood-night, my boys "

“Thoro's

q-_yu&ich.

" Good-night, sici"”

The light went out, and the door
closed. There was a murmur of sleepy
voioes from the row of beds,

" Fancy old Quelch %‘oing {o gircuses I™
said Russell, “Hardly thought he'd
care for such things.”

“"Hea's not going to scc the show !

chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Well, ha s=aid he wasn't,” said
Vernon-3mith, “Dut if he isn't oing

to sea the show, what i3 he geoing fort”

“He must have found out that
Bunter's thero ! said Harry Wharton.
“Goodness knows how he found out.™

“0Oh, my hat! TBuonter at the circus?”

"That’s where we Ieft him, anvhow I*
said Bob Cherry. “He said they had
offered him o job!  May huve put him
in the menagerie.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Therc was & drowsy chuckle, and the
Romove closed their eyes again. They
ware too sleepy at that time of might
to discuss the weird preccedings of
William George Bunter. .

Mr. Quelch descended the stairs, his
mind made up. He had gathered from
Bunter's roemarks on the telephone—
though Bunter waos nnaware of it—that
the fat junior had found refuge at the
circus. He had inquired amonpg the
Sixth Form prefoets, but they had been
unable to give him any informakion:
they wore blissfully ignorant of the
existence of Swingor's Celobrated Circus.
But Mr. Queclch sagely opined that,
though the great men u¥ the Sixth were
sublimely indifforent to cireuses, it was
probable that the Lower Fourth knew
something about the matter. Heunce hia
visit to the Remove dormitory.

Having reached his study, Mr. (iuul{:h
picked up the recciver, and telophoned
ta Clourtheld for & taxi, giving instruc
tions {or the taxi to stop at the Masters'
gate, At that hour, he did not want
the vehicle o come grinding and honk-
ing up the drive to the House,

The lesa publicity this mattor received,
the better Mr, Quelch liked it. y

Already it was the one great topic
in Masters’ Common-room—a great
relief to the wsuwal boredem of that
exchange of possip. Already Prout's
remarks had made the Remove master
writhe: and he was guite able to guess
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what Capper, Twigg, Wigging, and the
rost  were su}'mpi to cne anocther,
.ﬁlrﬂ.di'. he knew, Monsieor Charpentier
bad alluded to the matter as *Pafaire
Buater,” Mr. Quelch folt like g‘ritting
his teeth, at tha idea of the * affair
Bunter ¥ becoming the absorbing topic
of all Greviriars. Indeed, probably
he would have gritted them, had they
not heen an expensive set.

Mr. Queleh donned cont and hat, and
%}ueﬂy let himself out of the Ilouse.

o walked quictly down to the side
gate under the eolms, te which all
masters and prefects had keys.

Woodend was three miles from Grey
friars; too far for o walk at that lato

hour DBut it was an easy run for =
taxicab.

Lo arrive at Woodend, call at the
circus for DBunter, piteh that robellipus
and rascally yonwg mutineer neck and
crop into the taxi, and bring him back
to the achool—thot was the Remove
master's simple plan,

Why and how the circus people wero
%;vmn- shelter to o runaway schoolboy,

r. Quelch could not imagine, Ho con-
cluded that they could not know that
Bunter was a runaway schoolboy, and
that the fat Owl had deceived them
somehow. At the same time, he in-
tonded tb give Mr. Bwinger a picco of
his mind, Mr. Swinger should havae
been more careful in such matters,
and Mr. Queleh intended to convey that
fact to him in a few well-chosen sen-
tances of & vinegary nature,

_ He let himself out at the gate, closed
it after him, and waited in the road for
the texi, It was quite a pleasant
summer’s night, with bright stars twink.
ling in o . ark blue sky, and a soft
Lreeze sticring the branches of the elms
that overhung the ancient stone wall
But the beauty of tho summer night
was entirely lost on Mr., Quelch, To
was not in & mood for the charms of
MNature. He was in & mood to use tho
cane, which he had thoughtfully tucked
under his arm before leaving his study.
It had seemed to Mr. Qualch alml;:{
that he might need that cane, if Dunter
showed any reluctenge to leave his
refuge.

Mr. Quelch stared along the shadowy
road in the direction of Courtficld as lwo
waited for the taxi to arrive. A shift.
ing shadow in the gloom, close to tho
wall, canght hiz eye, and he started a
litile. It was so close that it was a
little startling, and Mr. Quelch uttered
a suppressed cxclamation.

“Who—what—"

Tho shadow vanizhed.

e, Queleh slipped the cane inta his
!’mrl’r;:i, He stepped quickly along the
wall,

Mo one was there.

Someone had been there, crouching
close against the wall, when he let him-
salf out at tho pate. He was sure of
that. But whoover it was, he was gono
vow., Mr, Quelch concluded that it was
some  tramp, who had stopped ‘o rest
Liz weary limbs on tho wall. and dis
misscd  the wmatter from his  mind.
There was a gleam of head lights on the
road. and a whir of a car.

The taxi came huzzing up from
Courtfeld.

Mr. Quelch stepped into the road, and
the vehicle stopped.  The taxi-driver
peered at him,

“Whero to, sir?™

" Woodend,” said Mr. Quelch. %I
desire o veuch a cireus which, I undeg-
stand, is at Woeodend, or close by tho
village.”

1] ?T&E.Eil“!”

My, Quelel sat down in the taxi, the
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enginoe huzzed, and he was whirled

swny through the night.

By shadowy lanes and byways the
text buzzed on, rocking over ruts and
dried mud. hooting loudly as an ocea-
sional caw strolled in the way.

Mr. Quelel: sat belt upright in the
gab, his lips pompressed, his eyes glint-
i under knitted brows; his arms
fgf:!ed. and tho canc firmly grasped in
one hand., His grip on that cane was
very frm. Thero was o keen longing
in Mr. Quelch’s heart to exercise that
cane on the portly form of William
Georgoe DBunter.

The taxi ran into Weodend at last.
‘The driver stopped, renched back to the
door, and opened it.

“Thia ‘ere’s Woodend, sic.
geo 1o clrcus,”

My, Queleh peerod out,

All Woodend waos fnst aslecp at thas
time of night. MThe last hahy bad been
extinguishad even at the Peal of Dells.
Dimly the cotinges looraed in tho glioe
mer of the stars. Feown sonewhers
came the howl of o Jdog, from every-

Don't

where the smell of hay vud agriculturad |
products, 1
“The eivens 18 heve!” eaid DbMr.
Queleh. "It was visited this afterncon
by szomie hoys from the school. It is
coertainly here'
**Don't sce it, siv 1 said the chauffeur.
Mr, Quelch stepped out of the eab,
“There's o slop, siv!” said the driver.

“What? What?” MMr. Quelch looked
rowiid quickly, fearing that he was
about 1o troacd .i“ a puddlo.

“A pecler, sip™

“A—a—n peelart”

" The hc:hll;:.r I mean, sie!” said the

driver, jerking his thumb towards a
stout figure that was coming slowly
down the villago streot.

" A=a constable ! Alr. Quelch com-
prehended.

“Night ask him, sir!”

“*Very good ™

The wvillage constable, {ortunately on
his rounds, and the only wakeful person
in Woodend., came up to the taxi,
turned his light on it, and peered sus.
piciously at Mr. Quclch.

“{ipod-evening, officer ! said Me.
Queleh politely. * Perhaps you can tell
me where to find the circus,”

“ Blass you, sir, you're too late for the
cirens,” said the constable.

Wfr. Queleh breathed hard through
his nose.

“Tt is not my desire to witness a por-
formanea at the eireus,” he said freez
ingly. “1I desire to ses the proprictor.
I understand that a Mr. Swinger—"

“That'a right, stir—83winger's Circus I
said the Woodend constable. “'They
give & performance here this afternoon,
sir. Mot a bad shew, sir, ii you ask me.
That there [Fat Man—fattest man you
ever sowe—"

*But where—"

“ And the Living Skeloton. sir ! said
tha Woodend eonstable. whoe had appar-
ently beheld, with enthusiasm, the at-
tractions of BSwinger's Celebrated
Circus. “1 can tell yon, sip—="

“%Ypoa yes; but where 18 the cirens?”
interjected Mr. Quelch. “The hour is
late, and I om pressed for time—-—"

“0Oh, it's gone!™ said the Woodend
constable,

iF Gﬂ'ﬂﬂ TJ‘?

“Yes, they packed up and went after
tho show this afternoon.”

“They—they packed up and went "

“Yes, sir”

AMr. Quﬂlch was silent for a moment.
It was diffieult for him to expresa his
foelings in words that would not havye
stovtled and shocked the constable and

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Dicky Nugent may be a clever
“ orther ** himself, but he has to play
second fAddle to our brilliant rhymester,
who selects the youthinl Dicky for his
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wall
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For Nugent Minor—Dicky !
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OF animals: surprising,
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I speak of “orthers,” Noble ban
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In Dicky's strange orthography:
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Of the " orther ¥ of Greyiriars!

The cheeriness of Dicky's wavs
Through all the school infuzes,
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Far Thcky Nugont—writer.
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the texi-driver,
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“Can you tell me where thoy are
gone, officer 1 he asked at last,

The policeman rubbed Lis nose
thoughtfully.

“'Frawd I can't, sir!  They might
have gone on to Lantham—"

“Lantham ™ said Mr. Quelch.

“Or mavybe to Redelyflo—?"

“Redelyfe 7 said Mr. Quelch.

“Or muyboe Pegpg way—"

*¥ou cannot teﬁ me where they are
gone?” asked Mr. Quelch, in & voice
that was like unto tne filing of a saw.

“Couldn’t zay, sir!” said the Wood-
end constable cheerfully. And he
touched his helmet civilly, and pro-
cecded on his round.

Mr, Queleh stood guite still for a fow
moments,  Mr. Queleh knew half a
dozen languages, but not one in which
he could have expressed his feclings.
He had come out to Woodend at that
late hour of the night-—to find the cireus
rone—vanisired into the unknown—and
Bunter as far away as ever—or farther!
He stood nonplussed, his lips hard set.

Tho taximan coughed, s 2 pontla
hint that he, ;}OI‘SGIIB.":?, had no desite
io make o night of it

Mr Queleh stepped back into tho cab.

“Greviviars ! he said curtly.

Evidently there was nothing doing!
The missing Owl of the Remove was
not to bhe recaptured that night! Mr.
Queleh's grazp on tho cance, as he drove
back to Greyfriars, woes almost convul-
sive. Bunter had to be left over until
the morrow, and it seemed to Henry
Samucl Quelch that it was really impos-
sible to wait till the morrow before
thrashing Bunter.

But there was na help for it. For
that night, at least. Thlly q}unter had to
remein uncaptured and uwnthrashed, and
BMr. Queleh had to make the best of ik

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !
i H dear! groaned Billy

@ Bunter,

Bunter drifted down the
High Street of Courtield in
the lowest possible gpirits,

He had lhnped much from that talk
on tho telephone with Queleh. He had
hoped to explain how very innocent he
was—IErom a safe distance—nand placate
Quelch before venturing withih reach,
It had not been a success. The tone of
his Form master's voice had teld him
how little Queleh was to be placated,
For only one thing was Bunter thank-
ful, and that was that he had attempted
th» explanation oa the telephone, im-
stead of taking the chance pc-r:mn&l)ly.

e had been able to gather, from
Quelch’s voice, what would have hap-
pened had he been in Quelch’s presence,

But that was Bunter's only comfort.
Al' tho rest was comfortless. It waa
latee--he dared not go back to Grey-
Frorg—umd at the eireus his remarks to
Ar. BRollo had had the offect of burning
inz hoats hehind him. The Owl of the
Remnve had nowhere to rest his weary
head.

1o thought of the hotel at Courtfield.
But ho reoalised that 1t was useless to
te]l the hotel people that he was expect-
ing_ & postal-order. They conducted
husineas there on a sordid cnsh basis;
and, so far as Bunter was concerned,
cach. us utual, wae the one thing
mareetul.

“0Oh dear ! groanod Bunter.

Greviriare was barred to him now.
Hia [at ecar had caught the tone of
yearning in  Queleh’s  voico.  The
thought of coming within reoch of
T'nie Macuer Lizmany.—No. 1,160,
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Queleh’s eane maoe cold shivers run
down Bunter's back.

But what was a fellow to do?

He had to go to bed! Fortunately,
he had had supper. DBut he had to go
to bed. He could not gleep under the
sturs. If only that beast Quelch had
been willing to listen to reason—

Tho benst onght to have been glad to
get kim back, Bunter woendered bitterly
what Queleh wonld feel like, 1f he never
went back at all! The beast would bo
sorry thon that hoe hadn't jumped ut
this chance of getting him back!

8till, ho hadn’t! All that Mr. Quelch
was likely to jump at was Billy Bunter
hitnself—cane in hand |

“0h lor' I groaned Bunter.

Refletion often comes too late! In
Bunter's case it always came too late,
whon it came at all. ITe wished now
that he hadn’t bolted from the school,
but had stayed to take his licking; b
would have been over, and he would
have got over it by this tima. Alter-
natively, as the lawyers say, he wished
that he bhadn't slanged Rollo, the [Fat
Man; he could, at loast, have steyed the
night in the earavan.

“"Oh erikey ! said Bunter dismally.

Heo stopped on the road over tho
eommon. It was gotting awiully late;
and he wes tired, and getting sleepy;
and thought of & warm bed was a
deliphtful vision., He envied the Be-
move fellows tucked pp safo in bed in
their dormitory, sleeping—the beasts, as
Liunter bitterly reflected, without giving
him a thought! But bitter reflections
were mno uso: the guestion was, whero
was Bunter to find a bed? That, at the
moment, was the one question of im-
portance within the wide limits of the
solar system.

It wns Greyfriars or the circus,
Bunter realised that, After all, that
ful brute, Rollo, might let him in——solt
sawder cost nothing, and Bunter was
prepared to say anvihing, or to agree

lo anything, to got o shelter for the

nicht. The heast had been jolly keen
to get him to join the show. Certuinly
Bunter had no intention of joining a
freak show; but he felt that it would
be justifiable to temporise.

o rolled along the path from the
road towards the circus camp.

_tﬂﬂ was dark there when he reached
it

Mr. Swinger and his company were
fast usleep, in tent or van; and the only
light was that provided by the sters.

EBunter made his way to Rello’s van,

¥From the interior of that van pro-
ceeded o rumbling snore.  This indi-
cafed that Rollo was there, and that he
had retircd to rest.

Bunter tapped at the doar.

Tap, tap, tap!

The steady snore nnswored him,
Rollo did not seem easier to awuken
than Bunter himself. The Owl of the
Remove became impatient, He selected
2 rather henvy stone, and banged at the
door of the caravan.

Bang, bang, bang! "

The snore in the interior ceazed, and
he heard a muffled exclamation. Rollo
was awake.

Bang !

“My dear grandmother! What's
that 2+

“Me " answered Dunter.

"What? Whoi"

“ila! Yvo come back!™

LRiollo scemed 1o recognise the voice.
Buntor heard him draw a deep breath.

“Oh, it's vouw. is it*"” satd tho Fat
Man; and Bunter heard a heavy creak-
e a3 Bolle sat up in hed.

“Yeu, old chap I said Bunter. “I'va

Tue Mucxey Lisruky.~—No. 1,1ED.

ecome back! I say, let me in! Fve
sowhere to go!" he added pathetically.

“You've come back, have you?” said
the Fat Mun; and there was a tone in
{nlf voice that Bunler did not wholly
ike.

“Yos. old fellow ! said Bunter. *I
say, you're roing to pus me up for the
night, ain't you? We—we—we'll talk
it over lo-morrow  about—about my
joining the show—what "

“Wait a minuto!" said the Fat Man.
“Wait till I pet something on, and I'll
open the door!™

Bunter gasped with relief.

“0Oh good ™

He waited hopefully,. He heard the
Fat Man moving in the wan; tha
vehicle creukied to overy movement.
Bunter waited, and grioned while he
waited. If the FFat Man supposed that
he had come back to nccept the offer
to {um thae "*Wild Weird Froaks,” ha
could jolly well suppose so—till the
morrow. Bunter was willing to let him
snppose anvthing he liked—so long as
he—Bunter—was given shelter for the
night. That was the important matter.

The curavan door opened at last.

Follo, in trousers and slippers,
Rtﬂp&'}ed out. He had a stick in his
hand, and Bunter wondered what 1t was

for.

Ho was soon to learn.

Itolle rolled towards him, with a firm
grasp on the stick.

“You've come back, have rou?' ho
said. * After checking 2 man and call-
ing him names, you've pot the nerve to
come back and wake him up in the
middle of the night! Wall, I'll bet ten
to one that you'll never do it again
aftor I'm through with you!"

“I say=— Here, leggo!” howled
Eunter, 1n alarm, as tho Fattest Man
on Earth grasped his collar, with a

hand that secmed, to DBunter, the
heaviest hand on earth.
Whack, whack, whael !
The stick f'airfy rang on Bunter.
“*Yow-ow-pw-ow "  roared Bunter,
strupgling wildly, 0w ! Wow!
Leggo! Chuek 1t! Yarooogh! Eelp!™
Whack, whack, whack !

" Whoooooooop !

“That’s for your check!" gasped
Rollo, panting with his  exertions.
“"That's for your impudence! 'That's
for your mnerve.” Whack, whaek,
whack ! “That’s for your neck 1"
H"lfﬂ*ﬂﬂp ' Help! Fira! JAurder!

elp 1™

Whack, whack, whael!
I"Take that—and that=and that—and
tiat——"

“Yooooowooooop 1™

Buntor made a terrific effort, and toro
his collar away from the grazp of the
Fat Man. He jumped away.

Rolle made another swipe at him ns
he jumped, and o fiendish yell answered
from Bunter. 'Then he «was oubt of
rench,

“1 ain’t finished yet!” panted Rollo.
“Come back, vou young scallvwag! I
gin't finished yet."

He brandished the stick, and plunged
after Bunter,

* Yow-ow-ow-ow-pw-ow "

Tho last howl of Bunter answered
from afar. Once more Willinm George
Bunter was hitting the open spaces, with
a =peed that did him eredit.

B

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Luek !

REYFRIARS lav esilont

shadowy, under the glimmer
of the stars,

The last door had closed, the

last ight had been extinguished.
The schiool was sleeping.

THE MAGNET

In the E.Ea_mnua quadrangle, amid the
gtey old buildings, all was silent and
still, save in oue spot, where a fat Ggure
stirred.

With etealthy steps that fat fpure
moved towards the Houre,

Bunter had come back !

There hed been no help for it! His
rp{;e?tmn_ at Rollo’s van had been dis
tinetly discouraging: and ho was done
with Bwinger's Circus. And Groyfriavs
was the only alternative te a night
spent under the stars.

A night under the stars did not appeal
to Bunter in the vory least. '(J,u-zlr:gil or
no Queleh, the footsteps of the weary
wanderer had to lead him back to Grey-
friars.

But he still had a [aint hope. Hops
Efprmgs eternal in the human breast,

t was past midnight now; and Quelch,
of course; would be in bed, like thu
rest of Greyvirviars.,

Bunter's idea was to got in somchow,
sneak quietly to tho Remove dormitory,
and turn in, The dreaded interview
would be put off till the morrow,

1n the morning Queleh might be more
disposed to listen to reason.  He bad
apparently let the sun go down on
his wrath; but o night's rest might
have a calming cffect. Io might dream
of Bunter, wandering in a cold, eruel
world, and his heart might soften. He
migiht even realise, on reflection, what
o thoroughly nice fellow Duntor was,
and how little he could be spared from
the Remove. At any rate, DBunter was
putting of the evil hour; and the
future could takoe care of itzelf. At
present Bunter wonted to lay his weary
head on a pillow, That was his object
Naw,

Somohow or other he was poing to
get into the House—stealthily, without
awakeuing Queleh. He had clambered
in over the Cloister wall with consider-
able difficulty, but he was now sofe
within the precincts of the echool. And
he rolled into the House hopefully.

As a loast resource lo might pitch
stones up to the windows of the Romove
dormitory and awaken some of tho
fellows. But that was s very last
resource, for there was e risk of
awakening others beside the fellows, A
door or & window might have been left
unzesured. Wiggins, the Third Form
master, had been known to leave his

study  window wide open—Wiggins
hmnlg a remarkably absent-mindeod
gentleman. Ilunter crept round the

creat facade of the House, hunting for
an unfastencd window.

1"he starlight gleamed on window after
window, all fastened. Then all of &
sudden Dunter stopped, with & grant
of satisfaction.

He slopped under Prout’s window.,

For a momcnt he could scoarcely
belicve in his good luck.

He blinked anxiously at the window.
There was no mistake—the lower sash
was raiscd six or seven inches.

“My hat!"” murmured Bunter. *“ Thea
old ass!”

He was alluding to Prout in that dis-
respectful manner. If Prout had lefd
the stivdly window open al the bottom
it certainly was very careless of Prout.
Even Wiggins only left his window open
at the top, when he forpob to eloze it
before going to hed.

And here was Prout's window, open
at the bottom! It was an amazing
stroke of luck, for the Fifth Form
master was by no means an albwont-
minderdl gentleman like Mr., Wiggins.
It rcally s=eomed as if Prout, for the first
time in hiz life, had left his study
window open for Billy Bunter's esperial
belioof.

Dunter grinned with sabizfastion,
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This was real luek! There was no
difficulty in his way now. Ho only had
ta clamber in at Prout's window, grope
his way up to the Rewmove dormitory,
and go to bed.

Ho grabbed the window.siil and
clambered up.
Festing on hizs fat knees, DBunter

caught hold of ihe sazh and pushed it
up higher, very softly and cautiously.

Thore was, of course, nobody in the
study ; Prout had gone to bed long ago.
But kad Bunter been a eat-burglar he
eould not have been more careful to
maki: no nolse,

Up went the sash, slowly and =zoftly.
till there wa3s room
for Bunter to squecke
11,

He squeezed in,
and pgasped  wilh
relief when he found
himsell standing io-
side the House.

He clozed down the
sash carefully and fclt

for the ¢ateh to
Fasten it 1f Prou:
had carelezsly  feft

hiz window opon [or

the econvoenicnoe  of
any  barglar w o
]nigimg il.‘t}'rpml t.c¥
come  along, DBamirr
was  nok going 19
follow his  cxamnle.
Bunter fastened  the
catch.

Then he groped

across Frout's study
to the door.

Then a sudden mis-
tving smote  him.
‘orm Jnasters BoImnce
times locked their
studies at night;
Prout generally did,
if not imvariably.

“Oh erikey ! mur-
mured DBunter. *“If that fat old ass
locked the dopr T—

But fortune seemed Lo be smiling on
Bunter that night, after frowning on
him all day.

The door opened fo his touch.

His groping hand did not touch a
key; he groped again, and found that
there was no key in the door.

It really was very singular. Prout
must have changed the key to the out-
side, and forgotien to turn it belfore
taking it out.

“Hd mnss!™
gratefully.

Ho passed out of Prout’s study and
closed the door noisclessly behind him.

He was in Masters' passago now, In
dense derkness.

At o little distanes there was a win-
dow in the passage, and at that window
a glimmer of starlight fell dimly in.

Bunter's eyes were fixed on  that
window,

He stood stock still.

His eyes bulged behind his spectucles,
the fat heart within him almest ceased
to beat.

Torror, like a cold chill, cropt along
hiz spine.

For the square of the starlit window
was hroken Ly n black shadow: the
starlight was barred by a bpure that
stood there.

It was 2 human figure.

It was silent, mobionless, ns Bunter
himself. Not a dozoen paces from him,
still, =soundless, the head bent, as if
hiskening.

Bunter’s fat brain spun.

At that hour nobody in Gregfriars
echaal was aut of bed. Nobody, if Lo
had been cut of hed, would have been

murmured Punter un-

The burglar sprawled on his hackﬁin the giare

coat !

standing silent in the darliness in
Master's passage, his hcud bent to
listen.

Runter suppressed & groan of terror
as he realised what it was—what it
tould only be i

He knew now why Prout's window
had been open at the bottom. The
catch hod been forced from outside.

He knew now why Prout’s study door
had been unlocked, though the key had
been token away hy the Form master.
Prout had left it locked, and the lock
had been picked. :

Bunier had found his surreptitious
entrance  infa the Housa =o  factlo
because somebody clse bad made a sor-
roptitious entrance Lefore him.

And he had emerged from Tront’s
study while that *““somebody " was still
in Lthe passaze outside,

Hiz fat brain recled as he realised
tliat he had entered the House almost
an the heels of a burglar.

And tho burglar bad heard him!
Cautious as Bunter had been, e had
heen heard by the man who wes eo
close at hand. The night-prowler, pro-
bably creoping on hiz way to the Head's
siudy, where the safe was, had heard
Buanter emerge froam Prout's room and
stopned, and was listeming. It came to
Bunter in a wave of terror that the
man knew he was there.

He stagpoered back against Proot's
study door with a masp of affright,
That gasp was answoered by o muottered
cxelamalion froan the darkoess.

The black shadew af the atarlit pas-
sage window moved.

It moved towards Dunter!

A wvell of terror from the fat junior

3

of the electric light, with both hands pressed 1o his walst-
is 1ace was ghasily and he moaned horribly.

rang through the silent House. Far
and wide rang that terrific bowl.
There was o footstep—n muttered

oath. Bunter made & jump, to fee.

Crash !

“ Yoooooooooh ' shrieked DBunter
frantically as ho crashed iuto an un-
scen figure in the darkness,

Bump!

“Oh!" came o startled gasp.

The sudden collisiop bad up-ended the
unscen one.  Bunter beard himm sprawl
on thoe foor. He started to rum,
stumirled over a sprawling eog, and
camne erasiting down—on the burglar ]

“Qooouoh ! come faiotly from the
wretched man as Billy Bunter's weight
landed  fairl on his  waistcoat.
“ Uovoonosoh

Bunter was up in an instant, and ron-
ning for his life, As be ran he yelled.

“Help! Burglars! Fire! Thicves!
Reseuc!  Yaroocogh! Help! Help!
Oh crikey! Help!”

The House rang with DBunter's wild
yolls-—rang, and buzzed, and cchoed.

Doors  opencd, voices called, lights
fleshed on.  1illy Bunter continued to
yell,

From the barglar came foint sounds—
sounds of wor! A low, murmuring
moan of anguish expressed the f{celings
of the hapless wretch on whose waist-
eoat Dunter had  fallen, A faint,
anguished moan, like the mooing of a
mournful cow, was the only sound that
proceeded from the unhappy malefactor,
who lay helplessty on his back, with
-f!:'n;rr_'l,r ounce of wind knocked out of
Hit.
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier’s Burgiar

éi ELP !
H [ l‘};h&k iE
“ Yaroooogh !

“Who—what—what—""
" roared Bunter. “Help!

“ Burglars !
: Thet is Bunter's
volce ! DBuntep I

Fire! elp !

“Bless my soul!

“Yoop! Help! Ow! He's alter meo!
Help " raved Bunter

(11 FILE

‘Mr, Queleh’s voice was simply ter-
rible. But Bunter had lcet his tcrrors
of Quelchy now. Ae the light flashed
o, and ke discerned the Remove
master, draped in & dressing-gown, on
tho stairs Bunter beheld him with joy,
Ho could have hugred Quelch.

He charged up the stairs. Behind
Quelch came Prout and Capper, end be-
hind Prout aed Capper, a crowd of
startled Greyfriars fellows, half-dressed
und excited and alarmed.

" Bunter ¥

“Help ! Oh erikey ! Durglars! Ilelp!”

Mr. Quelch caught Punter’s collar in
a grip of iron, His eyes almost bored
inte Bunter.

“Bunter! TYou young rascal—then
you have returned o

“Teggo! Help!™

“How dare you make this distur-
banee at this hour®” shricked Blr.
Queleh. “Silence! DBe silent!”

“Ridiculous ! boomed Prout. “Ridi-

culous! Really, Queleh, this to teo
much! I do not desire to wound you,
ucleh! Far bo it from me to woudd

the feclings of a colleague! But I am
bound to say that this is too much!
T'his boy of your Form—"

" Burglavs 1™

o Bilenca !

“This boy of vour Form, after a day
of rebellious and mutinous conduct,
enters the House surreptitiously, and
awakens us all in the middle of the
mght——*"

"It 15 past midnight !** said Capper.

"It is ncarly one o'clock!” said
Twige.

Prout boomed apgain.

“I sav it is too oouch!
repout that it 18 too much! ‘This sort
of thing cannot be tolovated

Mr. %lttlalf.'h'ﬂ' face was crimson. He
held Bunter firmly by tho collar, and he
looked as if hoe would hoave liked to bite
him, From the crowd of fellows farther
up tho staircase eamo a chuckle.

“Qo it, Prout!” called cut a voice,
uwnknown In the crowd, though Mr.
Quelch fancied he recognised tho voice
of the Bounder.

“Ha, lia, ha "

Prout glared round.

“What? What? What are all you
boys doing out of your dormitories?
Go back to bed at once! Do you hear
mc?r?

“We thought it was burglars, sir™
said Dob Cherry. 2

* Nonsensge 19

" Bomebody was yelling for help!™
said Harry Wharton.

“Absurd! This stupid Loy has been
friphtencd in the dark, and lhas
awakened the whole House!” :norted
Prout, “There i3 no occasion for
alarm! No oceasion at all! Quelch, I
repeat i

*Will vou allow me to speak, Mr.
Prout?” hootod the Roemove master.
HF. ave Puntm‘ a ghake. * Bunter—-"

ow 17

“How did yout enter the House, Bun
ter? Explain vourself at once !

“Ow! 'The burglar—"

Tue Musgxer Lignane.—No. 1,160,
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* There 18 no burglar ! boomed Prout.
“The wretched, cownrdly boy has been
frightened by 2 shadow-——*"

“Let me speak, sicl” bawled Mr.
Quelch, “ Dunter, explain to me at once
how you entered the House, after it is
locked up for the night.”

“Oh dear! I got in at Prout’s win-
dow, sip—Mr. Prout’s window—it was
open—>"-

¥ Preposterous 1 boomed Prout, *' My
window was shut and fastened—my
study door locked—the key in my
pocket | Preposterous!™

“Bunter! Is that the truth?” ex-
claimed Mr. Qucluh.
“Ow! Yes! Tho burglar—"

“Absurd!” boomed Prout. “Wa are
awakened at one o’clock in the morning,
because this Loy of your Form has
been frightened by a shadow—"

“Let the boy speak!™ snapped Mr,
}Qilm ch, “He must have entered the

ouse somchow—Bunter——"

“Let us search !” supgested Mr. Cap-
per. *“If there should really be a bur-
glar—"

“Ow! There's a burglar!” gasped
Bunter. "I ran into him, sir—he got
me—he nearly got me—oh dear! He's
there now! f can hear himt Ow!™

“Hark!" exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

He held up his hand for silence.
Prout, about to snort contemptuously.
suppressed his snort, Al listened,

From below camo a strange sound of

woe. A faint, moaning, mooing sound,
like the last expiring mozo of a dolorous
CoW.

“Who—what i3
Prout,

“It sounds as if someone is hoart ! re-
marked Cappor.

“I—I fell on him, eir!”
Buntor.

There was another chuckle
farther up ihe stairs.

“I—I think 1—] fell on his tummy,

E-i E"'-'-"-' ¥
lg’uspuﬂ Rr., Quelch.

that?" ecjaculated

stuttored

from

“His whatt"
“Tummy, aicl
“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ Ianr old burglar 1* said Bob Cherry.
“If Dunter ln::r]%::] on s bread-baskes
i's a hospital casel"

“8ilence ! hooted Mr. Quelch.

Ho roleased Bunter and  hurried
down the stairs. Prout and Capper
and I'wigg followed him. By this timne,
somo of the Sixth were on the scene,
and Coker of the Fifth arrived with an
Indizn elub in his bhand. A crowd
followed the masters as they approached
tho spot whenee that agonized moaning
proceedoed.

“Good gad!” ejaculated Prout.

There lay the burglar, in the glare of
the eletrio light.

Ho lay on his back, with both hands
pressed bto his waistcoat ! His face was
rhastly, his cycs sectned to ho atarting
rom  his head.  He moaned. Hg
moaned horribly, He scemed incapable
of motion, indifferent to capture. Hoe
was still strugeling to get back the
wind Bunter hed so effcetually koocked
out of him, but he wes not succeeding
yet. Law-hreaker as he was, the sight
of hiz anguish ought have moved a
heart of stone.

“Bless my soul!™ said Mr. Quelch.

“A—a—a burglar!” pgasped Prout.
*TUndoubtedly a burglar!? Wo must
secure him! He does not seem to be in
a state to offer resistance.™

“Let me pot at him, sir! raild Coker
of the Fifth. Coker zeemed anxious to
sllmi;v what he conld do with the Indian
club.

“Btand back, Coker! The man seems
guite  helpless,” said  Me.  Quelch.
“Blesa my soul! Thero—there was
roally & burglar!  This—this is the
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man! Bunter bas—has provented o
robbery ! Wingate—Gwynue—seours
that man—] think he will give you no
trouble [

“1 think not, sir!” =aid Wingate,
with a grin.

The burglar gave no trouble. He
only moanod as Wingate and Gwyone
lifted him to his fect. To continued
moaning a% they led him away to be
locked in & room till the polico came
for him. Prout rushed away to tele-
phone for the police.

Mr. Quelch’s eyes turned sternly on
the Removites.

“ Boys! _You should not have left
ﬂ:mr dormitory! Go back at onece!

unter "

“0Oh dear! Yeg sie!™

“1 will deal with you in the morning,
Bunter! [—I will deal with you as

leniently as possible in—in the cireum-
stances! It is clear thet you have pre-
vented a burglary, by giving the alarm!
I shall take that into considerotion!
Go to bed at onco™

“"Oh! Yes, sir! gasped Bunter.

He rolled efter the Romove a3 they
went back to their dormitory. He was
grinning when he arrived there.

::l’ say you fellows——"

30 you've come back, you frabjous
foozling fathead!” said Boh Cherry.

“Oh. renlly, Cherry—>

“Wouldn't they have you in the
menageric at the circus aftor all®"
asked Johnny Bull.

“Boast! They offered me a tnp“ping
engagement,” said  Bunter. Bi
salary, star turn. but on the whole, %
thought I'd stick to the old schiool. 1
folt-that Greyfriars needed me.”

“0On, my hat!|”

"Lucky I came back, as it furns out,”
said Bunter, “¥You fellows would have
gone on snoring while the Head’s safe
was burgled! I'd like to know which of
you fellows would have had the pluck
to tackle that burglar as I did? You'd
hava been jolly well scared! Not me!
I k:h&nﬁn& him minqinw :

"And yon weren't scared?” prinned
Bob Cherry.

Ma 1"

“ Bearad | eatd Bunter

con-
temptucusly. “SBcarcely! He sprang
at me, and I knocked him spinning—a

straight left, you know.”

“When we heard you yelling it
sounded as i#f somebody was seared!™
chuekled Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh really, Chorry——*

Mr. Queleh looked in.

“Are you boys not in bed yet?”

The Remove bolted into Led.

Billy Bunter turned out the next
morning in & cheerful mood.

Bunter was a bero—i. his own esti-
mation at least! He was to see Me.
(Quelch ettor pravers! He was lookinp
forward to the interview! He had it
mapped out in his mind! My, Quelch
was going to pat him on the head, or
tap him on the shoulder, and say, in n
voice full of emotlion: * Bunter! All is
forgiven! My brave boy! How can 1
thank you? You heve brought credit
on your Form, Bonter ™

It would be quite nice to hear Quelch
saying that. Bunifer. of course, decerved
it all, and more. But he would reply
modestly : “Oh, no, sir! Not at all, sir.
I only did my duty !

So when he rolled away to Quelch's
study, Bunter was in a stule of happy
anticipation. _

I'hat happy state was destined fo be
briel.

“Buntar "

Mr, Queleh's voice did rot Ehrill with
emotion. It was quite matter-of-tact.

(Continued on puge EB8.)



drew, leaving Sergeant-Blajor

Bolke to solve the problem as
to why Guy Warren should have
offered him a thousand pounds to see
that the Legionnaire Dlake did not
return from the desert alive; and
then for this same Warren to have
got himself killed in an effort to
snve the boy.

The thing didn't synchronise. It
wag ahbsurd—mad!?

But, nom d'un chicn, were not all
Eoglishmen mad? With which sage
reflection Sergeant-Major Bolke men-
tally bade farewell to his thousand

ounds, apd, unbuttoning the flap of

is revolver holster, went out to 1n-
spect the patrolling of the walls.

P.&.UL BLAKE saluted and with-

- & = * L]

The attack c¢ame when the first
faint light of dawn was greying the
eastern sky aund flooding the desert
with a cold and eerie half-light.

“Yos Arbis!” yelled a voice near
Paul. “Voila! Les Arbis!” ‘

Silently, and with deadly swift-
ness—Ilike grey ghosts in the murk
of dawn—a huge force of Arabs was
advancing upon the village.

“Aux armes!” roared DBolke.
“Ztand to, you dogs! DPrepare to
open firal”

Every buit was cuddled into cheek
and every rifle barrel trained on the
oncoming lorde. There were a full
three thousand of them, and the

itiful little garrisom now numbered
egs than two hundred men. :

Bolke, standing rigid and motion-

Imporiant
Announcement
on Page 286,

lese by an embrasure in the wall,
watehed the advanee through eyea
which were cold and hard.

“They think to take us by sur-
prise, the dogs!” he muttered to the
corporal by his suide. “Saere mnom,
but it is they who will get the sur-
prise 1

Less than one hundred wards
eeparated the leading white-robed
Arabs from the walls of the village.
But atill Bolke stood motionless.

Then suddenly he roared:
“Fire I

There came a reverherating crash
of muskefry, and Iurid flame stabbed

3,000 Arabs atfack

200 Legionnaires . . . . . .
“STAND FIRM, LEGION-
NAIRES ! ™

ountwards the whole length of
wall.

the

“RHapid fire!” screamcd Bolke.
“'Rn]i\i:l fire, you dogzs! Dlood and
fury! I'll ghoot the first man wheo
fumbles !
Like mcn possesscd—firing, load-
ing, firing—the Legionnaires poured
volley after volley into the close-
acked yelling hordes, who, mown
gcm'n by that dead sweeping hail of

lead, were breaking and surging

like waves of the sea.

“Keep firing!” roared Bolke,
“Bangmort! If that gate falls,
we're doomed 1

A large

Eart;.r of the Arabs was

attacking the gates with azes and

swords, covercdk by the fire of otlers
who were armed with muoesketa.

FPaul, hiz rifle coddled iuto his
check, was firing with the coolness
and preeision of a wveteran. On one.
eitlr of hira was Pesmond, and on
the other the grim-faced Zimmer-
mann, They were concentrating their
fire ou the Arabs who weore trying
to emash in the gates, and every
bullet went home in some dark-
skinned yelling fiend.

Bolke, revalver in hand, directed
that defence, exposing bimself fear
lessly to the Arab fire. His courage
wag magnificent, and he looked a
very fiend inearnate as, with livid
face streaming with blood from a
geared sealp wound, he sercamed his
orders, swinging the fire of the
Legionuaires with an effect which
completely demoralised the Arabs

gurging about the gate,
Then, as though realising the
failure of their fist whirlwind

attack, the Arabs ewept back, re-
tecating to the cover of the pand-
hills some distance away, and leav-
ing the stretch of sand between them
and the village dotted with huddled
ane lifeless, white-robed forms.

The bugler of the Legion Company
sounded the " Ceage fire!” and there
came the gorder to mnoload and stand
CAsy,

Fifteon men had been killed by
balls from the Arab muskels in the
terrific onslaught, and twice thag
nutmber wounded.

* Al wonnds will be dressed here
on the firing platform |* eaid Dolke
harshly. “"You, Zimmermana, aeo
that pails of water are brought up
for the replenishing of watcr-flasks.
Esterharn, aseist Corporal Dupont
to have the asmmunition-boxes
hrought up from the magrazine.
Three hundred rounds per man!
Blake, you will come with me !

Paul accompanied the scrgeant-
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major on a quick tour of the
barrack-room=. Bolke wasted no

time on those who, having reported
gick, were abed.

“Dress, you dogs!” he snarled.
“Every man ia wanted to defend
the walla, We earry ne passengers,
You can take your clivice—an Arab
bullet, or one from me!”

The majority of these men were
really ill, weakened hy the long,
forced mareh to Zukra, the eternal
blazing sun, and the stinking water.
But to a man, they rose and dressed
and, collecting their rifles, went out
te man the walls, More than one
could secarce stand om hLis fect: but,
as long as trigger-finger could func-
tion, they were useful to Bolke.

It wae towards mid-afternoon that
the Arals attacked again. A large
force, numbering fully a thousand
men, had made & wide detonr dur
ing ithe mbroning. And mow, yelling
and shouting, the r came sweeping to
the altack on the opposite side of
the village to that assaulted at dawn.

Bolke had posted eighty men to re-
pel “attack from this quarter, and
they ot once opened a rapid and
withering fire. But this time, it
seemed,
Laulked.

On they eame, ecighty of them fall
ing every time the rifles of the
Legionnaircs crashed reverberatingly.

gl
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Their losses were cnormous, but they
surged onwards to the very foot of
the walls.

And then it was that the second
attack on the pates was launched at
the other side of the village. Yell-
ing like demons, the main body of
the Arabs bore down on the gatos,
sweeping forward like some great
wave Which wounld foam and ercam
over the bullet-spatiered walls,
carrying the little band of Legion-
naires before it.

“Drop them! screamed Bolke.
“Blood and fury! Keep firing,
there !

Frantically the Legionnaires fired,
loaded, and fired again. Wot a shot
went wide, and those Arabs who
pitched forward to the sand were
trampled underfoot the moxt instant
by their companions, who ewept on
towards the gates,

They were firing as they eame, and
they had picked markemen among
them, for their bullets were being

laced with an accuracy which was
both digeoncerting and wnexpected.

Esterharn, firing through an em-
brasure near Paul, suddenly clutehed
at his throat and spun round The
clatter of his falling rifle impinged
on Paul's hearing, and for an in-

stant be turned his head in that
direction.
Bolke snw the boy do it, and he
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sprang at him, maniacal fary blaziug
in his eyes.

“You turn your head again, you
rat,” bhe screamed, "and I'll shoot
you where you stand! QGet on with
your job, rot you [”

Next imstunt he grabbed at hia
shoulder, his face drawn and grey
with sndden agony. An Arab bullet
had got him, shattering his left
shoulder But with the iron will
which was his, he had himself under
control again in a moment.

Now the Arabs wore at the gates,
Lhacking and slashing at them with
heavy swords and gleaming axes,
oblivious, it scemed, to the withering
fire poured down on them from above.

“By thunder! But the dogs mean
busincss ™ roared Bolke. “ You there,
Zimmermany, why in blazes aren’t
you firing, curse you "

Zimmermaunn did not answer. He
was shot through the lungs, and there
was a drool of blood-flecked siliva at
the corners of his twisted lips. He
was dying, and he knew if, but, tiue
to the code of the Legion, he remnined
on hia feet to the last.

Weakly he slid his rifle barrel
across the wall, sighted it on the fast
blurring mass of white-robed firures
below, and pressed the trigoer. Then
suddenly the vifle fell from his nerve-
nese hands. His knees eaved in, and,
hia face greying with death, he
pitelied face foremost to the ground.

Shouting aund cursing, Sergeant-
Major Bolke endeavoured to speed up
the firing of the weary, powder-be-
f:?maed handful of men now left to
tim. But it was—and he knew it in
his heart—only a postponing of the
inevitable end.

Already the gates were beginning to
cave 1n against the almest berserk
onslanght of the velling Arabs: whilst
at the other end of the village the
wall was now being beld by less than
A seore of men.

Bolke turned to his bueler and
snavled ont amn order. The man
clapped his bugle to parched and
cracked lips, and there rang out above
the ‘hubhub of hattle the order to
L E’r'-ﬂSE ﬁ“? !1:r

“T'ix  bayoneta ™ roared Bolke.
“We hold the eates with steel '™

There was something magnificent
about that last desperate stand of the
Logion. Formed in a pitifully small
squave, the sun sleaming on their
fixed bavonets, they waited shoulider
te shonlder inside the splintering
eates for the first frenzied rush of the
trinmphant Arabs.

Depleted in numbers like they wore,
it was a matter of impossibility to
leld out much lonzer against the
Arabs,

But the brave band of Lerionnaires
tlid not falter. Every man was roade
to fight to the very last inch, If death
was to be thieir lot they would die
firhting.

And was not Sergeant-Major Bolke
thiere to help them? Bully as lie had
proved himself to be, his cournge was
macrnificent. He was o leader of
leadera, a doughty warrior, and bis
presence inspired them.
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fergeant-Major Bolke went down, his skull clefl by a downward [ashing b'ade wiclded by & great giant
of a Touasreg!

It came as the zales crashed in-
wards, and a horde of yelling demons,
with whirling swords aloft, pourcd
into the narvow street.

“Stand fast, Legiounaires i’
Eolke.

Next instant he went down, his
skull cleft by a downward flashing
blade wiclded by o great giant of n
T'onareg. And then the last stage of
the fight was on,

Parrying, lungine, thrusting, the
gallant little band was pressed back.
A cleaving blow from a great enrved
sword wax parried in the nick of time
by I'aul, but it splintered hig bayenet
and bit deep into his arm.

Searce conscious of the spouting
blood from severcd arters, the boy
clubbed his rifle, whirling it with
what remained of his fast cbbing
etrength. All aronnd him now were
grinning, leering, snarling faces, Not
morve than a dozen of his comrades
remained on their feet.

It was the end!

T'hen, faint and far away, as though
in a dream, there came to the boy’s
ears the elear notes of a distant bucle

sounding the “ Advance!"

Next instant, felled by the broken
eword of a huge Arab, Paul Blake
went down, the blackness of oblivion
closing over his head.

roarcd

L] - & -

When next Paul Blake opened his
eyes it was to find himself lying in
bed in one of {he barrack-rooms
which had bheen converted into a
hospital ward.

Standing by the side of the bed was
Lomarne. Scecing the boy awake, the
old Legionnaire bent down, a smile in
his cyes.

“So you live, comrade,” Le said.
“Aa fo1, but we just arrived in the
nick of time "

Then, sceing the loek of bewilder-
ment in the boy's face, he went on;

“But you do not know. 1 got
through to Kesh-el-Kakbar, and fifteen
hundred men, iocluding a mnle-
monnted company, were dispatched at
onee for Zukra. We teok the Arabs
in the rear, and those whom we did
not kill are mostly prizccers. Fow
escaped 17

For some minutes lie lingered,
then, lookine towards the deor, said .

“But there 1s another who wishes
to speak to you, mon ami. I will seo
you again later ™

ile withdrew, and to Ianl came
Charles Desmomnd, ltis arm in a sling.

“Iow are you, Blake?” he ashed
fuietly.

“All right, except for a Least of a
headache,” apswered Poul cheovily,
fingering the bandage about his head.

Tesmond handed him a bloodstained
piece of paper—ilie picee of paper
which Fraser liad given FPaul from
Guy Warren.

“1 want you to know that I"ve scen
this,” he said awlwarvdly., It fell
from your belt wlen we earricd vou
in here, I picked it un and looked at
it befere  destrovimg i, I—D'm
sorry |

Wonderingly Paul took the paper.

In the rush of cvents he had almost
foreotten all about it.

Unfoliding it, he read the words
wlhich Warren had sevawled that fate-

ful might before beavding Ali bu
Sadi ¢

“Paul Dlake, al my request,
shouldered the blame of having

approprinted thirly pounds of the
Gawer Fund at Greystones, He fled
from school to save my good name,
jor 1 was the one who took the
moncy. DBlake can make any use
af this letter he likes, and T suggest
that ke sends il 1o the Qovernors af
Greystones, That iz the only recom-
nense I can make to llake, whom [
have decpdy wronged.
“"Guy Wakrex."

Elowiv  anl  raised to
Tresmond's.

Wl P oasked Desmond quictly.
“What do you intend to de?”

“T intend to ask you to forget that
you've ever seen this,” replied Iank
*Warren is dead-—and hie eave his life
for me. T remain with the Legion!
You and I alone know the truth.”

Slewly and deliberately Paul Blake
tove the note into fragments,

THE EXT.

{You've read the arnnouncement on

the previous page, haven’t you,

hiz cyrs

chums? Well, now sit tight until
next Saturdoy, when Smiling il
Murray wmakes his debut in the

greatest sporting yarn ever written.)
Tne Micxer Lipnary.—XNo. 1,160.
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COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

(Centicucd from page 2.)

water, form convenient places bo whick
the ovsters can ettach themselves. Tho
aysters fasten on Lo the mangroves as far
supr o5 the tedo will rise, aod the resulb is,
that when the tide is ont the trees present
a strapgy appeasancs with thelr crop of
oysters !

It might alse baterest Arvthore to koow
that zhirts ErOW v troes, nleo! The
Tndhians  in South  Amedien pec] off
cevlindrical picces of the bark of & certain
tree, and make then into o sort of shivt.
The upper opening sevves for the head,
and two holes are cut to allow for the
arms !

ri— e —

Ready for a limerick 7 IMere’s ene that
ho: carned o uscful poclket-wallel for
Jomes Dixon, of 2, Tender Lane, Stamford,
Lines :

When a cheque for 2 thousand poubds
came

To a porier, Bill Gozling by name,
His head il guite turned,
In his pocket it burned,

Till at last it brought Gossy 1o shame !

Xow for o fow
EAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

J. W. Pearson (Halitax, Yorls. j—'J'£:¢

lant probably gotz ils_name of " Hea
ew, because it is found growing in
prﬂhlﬁinn round the consts of the Mediter-
TANEADN S,

Joo B AL {(Btonebridge  Porl) —The
Humming Bird makes the hum Ly mvans
of ita wings—not ita mouthh ! Fortier-
more, it 15 the onjy bind that con iy
Lackwards !

* Boxer " {Dublin}—Thy longest Gyl

THE MAGNET

stopped tho fight, -and deelared if “n
conteat ')

Tom Crant (Gateshead).—Yes, {he
Atlantic has been crossed in 8 rowing-boat,
Two Norwegions cnce rowed from New
York to Havre, and took sixty-two days
to do it! But I wouoldn't advies pnyvone
to try to emulate theiv example |

=

Now let’s geo what the Bluck Book
has to say !

First and foremost, next week's super-
story of the Chums of Groviviers ia
entitled :

“ ROLLING IN DOLLARS 1™
By Frank Richards.

It's a real * eorker,” and it's bound to
kecp vouw in roars of Jaughter ; so if you're
seneibly, yvou'll minka mmug{'-mf,nts for o
copy of next weel’s jstue to be reserved
for you, Yaou'il find that Fisher 1. Fish
iz very mueh in the limelight, and, as
yor knews when the American junior gots

suing, aomething aecidedly amusing s
i.-L lain to Iu it ! 1

Hiw:'s anothor IJ[I‘:* surprise for you,
namely, o now zenald, which is swritten
round  the allimportant Test Matehes
venmat Australin's eracle eviclketsrs. John
Breavley 2 the anthor—you  remembor
his * Foundry ™' story, of course——and in

““THE TEST WMATCH HOPE!*™

this popular author has exeelled himself,
Yaou'lll find ihe long, Gpefing . instalment
e next week’s issoe, and 1 have no fear
of your vordiet,

Last, bt fey nooaneans least, there will
b amotbicr dueiilatial ¥arn {]r:_l_lmb with
Medieval Greyiriavs, enlitled

‘““SAVING SIR STILTON !

a  fTurther pomnz by the  leeyiviees

EVERY SATURDAY
BUNTER, THE INK - SPLASHER !

(Continued from page 24.)

“Bunter! You have been guilty of
outrageous conduct! You have incurred

the very severest penalties! I am
bound to take into consideration, how-
cver, the fact that yom ﬁmvented A

burglary last might, and caused the
atrest of 2 law-breaker whom the police
recopnise as an old offender and a very
bad chavaeter, It was purely by chanee;
nevertheless, T am bound .to take it into
consideration,”

00 said Bunter.

Queleh was not proceeding according
to. programme=—-Bunter's programme,
" *Yau wounld have been flogged with
the ntmost severity, Bunter. In the
circumstances. you will not be flogged.
1 shall redoee vour punishment to a
shimple caning.”

fllll*r! :

Ale, Queleh picked up a ¢ans From his
table.

“ Bond over that chaiv, Bunter”

“Wha a-a-t3"
At once!” Mr. Quelch swished the
ecane. " Do nob waste my time, Bunter.”

Evidently Bunter’ programme was DH
He Llinked at the Remove master in
diamav and mdignation.

“Ole, veally, siv! T thinke—""

“Tend aver!” said Mr. Oueleh, in a
formidable volee.

And Bunter gasped and bent aver,

Bix tines the eane rose and fell: and
svery time it foll there was a roar in
Ar, Qoeleh's stnde. When Dunter de-
parted from that study, he wriegled his
way cdown the passage. and had Mr.
Swineor =eon him then, it iz preohahble
that he might have offered Billy Bonter
an’ engagement o the spof as a
contortionist,

THRE LXTL

{Xert wee ks vollicking fue story of
Flarry Wharton & Co,  dx enfitfed :

that ever took place was in New Ordeaps, vlymester, and jokes and dimevicks from  “ROLLING I DOLLARR!? . N
in I8#E, between o negro and o white raan, our readers. Can you beat this for w  fradures Fishep P Fixh, the guy from
It lasted 110 rounds, or seven hours and  prograoume ¥ “Noo Yarl” wad, Lelicee me, chume,
nineteen minutes, The refervo  {heon YOUR EDITOR,  wee'f cijug rrevy line of it f)

e i ]

GIBBONS? ALBUMS for vour
CIGARETTE GIFT STAMPS

Tirst-rate stamp albums of all kinds at prices from ls.
upwards. There are none better. Ask for biz FREE
ilustrated lists. Approvals of any country om request,

STANLEY GIBBONS LTD., '

DEPT, 112, 391 STR.ﬁHD. LONDON, W.C.Z2.

SPURPROOF TENTS

Lightweight pronfe] mumiu! Complieta with

ihree-pieto inled Ew.-l. Hes, nily  locs,
and wvalisc. cight 45 1 dizu

6 16 6 fne X 4 Tt 6 ins, % f
3 ft. € ion. Wih © ln u.a.l

Accpnnnodates thrlm':I F
Gpecinl extira llzhtwe I Trpilmn
. Weight 33 19,G.
Cdeipe for beauliful fMlestreled Lamping L I-H frosk free.
GEDO. GROSE 4 €0, B, HNEW EBERIDDE STREZT, DLOCI.

Cuaion.

Why be wﬂ out a bike when
ou can have this one NOW,
iwamnteed bike your friends
will en yﬁurs'fnr 2/6 down
and no Ea}r for another
menth, |5 ee trial. Mon-
ey back if drsaattsﬁa«d Write us
tﬂ-day for fully illustrated cala-
fogue of modern eycles—it’s
frﬂe to all rcaders,

iBept, BAGL } I-IH.MI‘HG!MH

MAGIG Tn[c“ ete.—Parcels, /8, 5.8 Ventritoguist's
Instroment. Invizible., Tmitufe Dirda.

Pricesd. each 4forl /- p-l.' . Harrizon, 239, Pentonville Rl Lmu’-.nl_.."-'-L
?‘ COLLECTION AND ACCESSORIES FREE:! T I
unis ".lrl ans,

weesers, TO dlﬂ't,l‘l;.‘ﬂl. Ela:uum 1} Capuda, 8
- Transparent Ervelaprs,  Sond 2o pest (9F APRTOTAES
LIBETR & 'r-:rw:nﬂr::mn (tfrsy, LIVERFOOL

Tnereaacd my nwn keicht 106 It 31 ins,

lﬂﬂss iﬂr HEIGHT! Clgne, aga 16, reachcs 6 it Aneiher,

azo 21, gaing 5 ina, In & months. The O.K, Sysiom.  Treatmend. 2 gus,
Conwinelng ‘Ceetimony 140, stp=F_ M, BOS4, Helghe Speciatisf, 8earbarough,

FREE PASSAGES 70, O TARI0, CANADA oy v/

gy [arm learwners, ot 185 ta 13
Apply -~—ONTARIO GOVERNMENT, 346, STRAND. LONDON.

HE!GHT INCREASED 5: Complecte ©

Coursao

2-% imghes : * In OMEB I'-I"-‘JHTH
* Withaut appiianeei—drige—or dicting,

THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM MHNEVTER 'I'JI.ILB

Complete Course BF« P.O. ool frog, ar further parties, siamp. AEY

. A, CLIVE; Harrosy Wouss, COLWYHN BAY, Horth Waleg. T2

LL

Jour

Ihipht ingrénged o 14
days,

Or money bhaok! 3-5
idghes rahidly gamed, abso

40 YEARS OF SQUARE DEA] l I NG
healdiiy aned meow anargy.

BE TALL!
Amarine Complels Corae coRls

wHly Ble or W, BTAMY bringy Free ook, Testimeniale, and
fiywranieg  im phlain sealed  envelooos,  Write XO0W foies
STREBBING EYSTEM, 28, Depn B4., London, HOW.2.

RLUSHIN

gineple Lotue

HHYNESS. —TI'gr I"RI‘E paclirulary

cire wriie Mr, HUTGHES, 7, Southamplon
How (Box 187), LﬂHDﬂH Wz 1.
FAH{:EL uF Eﬂﬂ Inltrisl.["r: Liaoyips, such as I-'nn.‘;l Biam,

sumanmn (Bory Eingl, Tricogulae, Eli‘: Erie
. WHILE, Erging Lane, LYE, 5!Gul'l.r'|l'|].-..'3'

BREEE e RGN RSN N FONEC I RN S EOFFFAANE IS AERE N IO RN AR SENENCARTFRO R PRI EE

3, with Approvals ohly.—W,

All applications for Advaortisement Space In this pubileation showH
bz adifressed to the Advertisement Masapsr, UNION JACK SERIES,
The Flegtway House, Farringdon dtrest, Longon, E.C.4.

LLE LR AR R PER D NN E TR I R b LSl LI TR NS EF AT I R EEL TS

A=



4 .
I

RASH! Bang! Wallop!
A tinumerus rap sounded on
the door of the Head’s study.
Dr. Birchemall, Master of

Artfulness, hastily folded the commic

paper in which he had boen absolved

and thrust it beneath his Llotting-pad.

“Trot right in!" he said in bis most
Em. nified manner,

w door opened, and Jack Jolly,
Merry, and Bright, the heroes of the
Fourth, came in like lambs, looking
very sheepish, :

Dr, Birchemall, like the Old Man of
the Sea—or was it the Ancient Mai:
rinerf—fixed them with his glittering
oye. It was a baiiful look.

“You=—you =zent for us, siv?" Jack
Jolly interrogated. ]

“1 did 1™ said the Ilead gvimly. "1
eent for w_u;u Jolly, to azk you what you
jolly well mean by it§’

"“Mean by what, sir”

"By not attending my lecture last
might, on ‘Famus [Icadmasters of

Bt. Bom's, from Mo downwards,’ At-

tendance ot the lecture being optionel,
1 natcherally commanded every boy fo

be present. The roll was called, and
u threa boya failed to answer
Adsom.' "

“"Weo've 'ad some " mermered Merry,
sotto vocey., Lisscning to the lead's
long-winded lectures was no picnick,

r. Birchemall glared.

“For why?" he demanded stcrniy.
“Tor why did you absent vourselvesy™

* Ahem 1" colfed Jack Jolly. “Tho-
the fact is, sir, wo were all sick.”

“Sick of my lectures, do you meani”

“ Nunno, sir. We wera indisposed.”

“Felt dickey, you meent”

* Yeossir !

“Then why can't you use King's
English?"" thundered Dr. Birchemail,
“HAnd what, pray, was the nature of
your dickiness?"

Jack Jolly & Co. losked st each other.
They hezzitated o minnit. and then,
elapping their hands lo their jaws, they
blurted out in corus: :

“Toothake, sir I'*

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

“It is eggstraovdinary,” De enid,
“that three boys, at one and the sanw
time, should be stricken down witl
toothake. First timo I new that teoth-
ake was infeckshus "

“It—it’s awlully catching, sicl" sald
Bright. “ Worse than meczles, or rabies.
Why, I've known it spred right throagh
the skool, sir, on the evening of one of
your leetures P

“Yes, rether " said Jack Jolly, "1

ot toothake first, and Merry caught it

rom me, and then Bright caught it
fraom tho pear of nus. It was .us.?r_ i

Dr. Birchemall larfed. It was a
boller, mocking larf, that sent eold
shivvers down three spinal kollums.

“Ha, ha! There i3 only one enre for
toothake—to have the n%ﬁ.&:ﬁ molar
removed. T cannot run the risk of an
eppidemic of toothake rpredding through
the skool. Y will tellyfone at owes to
Mr, Gentle, the dentist in Muggleton,
and fix up an appointment for jou
ﬁ_ﬂ__u_.m..-

_ Jack Jolly & Co. blinked at the Head
in disinay.

“Oh erumbs'  Teally, that's not
nessessary, sicl” ﬂﬁﬂmm Jack Joily.
“Our toothake's gone now.”

“Quito ﬁEE. gir |”’

But Dr. Birchemall, grinning wicked!y
into the tellyfone, paid no heed. He
waa already calling uwp Me, Gentle's
punibher—* Muggleton oli-oh-oh P

After a paws, the quaking juniors
heard him say:

“Hallo! That you, Mr. Gentle? Dr.
Birchemall spraking. How's biz? Quiet,

Tie Misgxer Lipnary.—No., 1,160

LIKE THE PROVERBIAL

you say? Well, we'll soon
make it a hitle noisler!
I've got three cronnie caszes
of toothake here—three of
my junior boys suffering

nntold forchers. Will you
not  them out of their
misery 27

This seunded g0 sinnister
that Jack Jolly & Co. woere
farely nocking at tho neeze.

“All serene!” zaid the
Flead, after heaving what

the dentist had {o sav.
“I'Il bring  them  along
vight now. Chin-chin !

e hunz up the rescover g8
and turned to the trewb
ling tree.o.

“I've fixed it he zuid
briskly, "1 will now sacri-
fica 1y valewable time '—

Dr.  Birchemall  thouzht 253
wistfully of the ecomimic mqm%
paper | repeaing  henecath 2R

s

his bloitivgpad—"lylE
:“m.::m you to the deniiai’s B
(zet your caps, and join me
m the quad in a brace of
shakes 17

“Bat, sip—"
Jack Jolly dismally.

“But me no buts, Jolly!
Obey my

Began

orders
welp | ¥ e
It was a very gloomy
procession  ihat  trooped
down to tha village o

little later. Jeack Jolly &
Co. _cwrmh._" a3 if they were
going to their own eggsecu-
tion. And Dr. Birchemal),
who strode briskly ahead,

might have Leen the Cheef Eggso-]shun,

cutionor.

Bitterly did ihe juniors regret having
told that tale of toothake. Why hadn’t
they hit upon some other mallady, such
ns mnmpa, or collie, ar housemaid’s nee,
as an eggscuse for not attending the
leeture?

But it was too late for vane regrets.
Here they were, being hussled off to the

GOT TOOTHACHE ?

HARD LINES !

COME TO DR, BIRCHEMALL’S ACADEMY,
HE'LL CURE YOU !

DBut the Head said there had
boen too much “gas™ already. Mr.
Gentlo then suggested treezing the gums
with cocane, but the [Head didn't freeze
on to that idea,

“Therc's no fun in pancless eggsirac-
tions,” he said. And Jack Jolly soon
found that there was no fun in paneful
ones, cither |

It was a garstly ordeal, It seemed

tervifying Mr. Gentlo—"' Gentle by name — quite & decayed before the decade tooth

and brootal hy nature,” as Jack Jolly
vemarked under hia breth.

A wild idea of bunking occarred to
Jack Jolly & Co., but only for =&
moment. 'Phe links-eyed Dr. Dirchemall
ﬂmm_m__?h to have cyea in tho back of his

cad.

“Funks! Cowherds!” snorted Dr.
Birchemall, when they reached their
destination, and were ushered into the
waiting-raonm. “You are all showing
the white fether, I declare! JIs this the
ctuff that herces are made ofT DPaht
Likewise, yah! You make me blush for
vou, you craven bratia!”?

What followed was like a nightmare
to the unforchunit juniors. One by one,
ithey were summoned into the sergery,
where Mr. Gentle, & mate jiaut of a
man, stood luvingly Gngering Ivis forseps.

Dr. Birchemall went into the sergery
nlso, and gloated over their sufferings.

In the case of Merry and Bright, Mr,

Gentle could find pothing wrong with
their teeth, but s proddings and prob
mga eoused the juntors to yelp with

angwish. 3Mr. Gentle wonld have been
wore at home with 2 pick-acks than o
prar of forsepa,

Jack Jolly fared worse. Ils had a
back tonth which had been decade [or a
decayed.

“It must eome out,' said AMr. Gentle,

“Here, hera ! agreed the Head.

“"Hove and pow! Mr. Gentls sug-
pestod o will of gas for the opera-

yielded to Mr, Gentle's ungentle per-
swasions. He pulled and panted, he
tugged and twisted, he struggled and
snorted; and Jack Jolly, squirming in
the chaw, wos conshus all the time of
Dr. Birchemall’s grinning, mocking dile
leering at him.

Out at Jast! And Jack Jolly, stagger-
ing to his feet, put his hands to lus head
to make sure it was still there. Much to
his serprize, it was.

To add iusult to injury, Jack Joll
had to pay for the eggstraction, whic
was another paneful rench.

“There!"” said Dr. Birchemall, as he
cscorted the juniora back to St Sam's.
“Lhat'll learn youl You won't miss
any more of my lectures, I'm thinking.
As for the cowherdly eggshibition you
hava just made of yourselves—="

The Head stopped short A sudden
pang of pane in the jaw caused him to
shut his month with a snap, and clap his
hand to his check.

Thero was no mistaking that pane. It
stabbed him again and agein, causing
tho Head to yelp like o wild beest in
angwish. b:% Jack Jolly & Co., forget-
ting their own tiublles, nudged cach
other gleefully.

“The Head's got it himself I chortled
Jack Jolly. " And serve him jolly well
right, for being such o hartless broot 1"

The Head sertainly had il—bad!
Every pang that ehot through his aking
jaw wasg worse than the last, He threw
back his head and howled like & dog.,

BAD HAPENNY DICKY NUGENT

POPS UP WITH ANOTHER HAIR-RAISING YARN OF ST. SAM'S!

Tooru/

mm “.-\v 2K Y % stood ,,Elm_r_r “Iam o

“To draw & how at o
vulture, siv,” he said, " I
should say you were in
the throwa of toothake.”

:.rmnr:pu.r.w m.a mﬁ.nﬁ_
't ldead, sinking into
fve only chair which

my last legs! 1 am

* Ow.ow.ow! I'vo
caught the infecksbun
—eaught it from you
young rageals ! ust
you wait tilf we pgat
back to Bt. Sam's!
I'll hirch you black
and blew—bust s if 1 don's!™

——

I1

HE torchers of toothake, however,

m drove the bicching from Dr.

Birghemall’s mind. On reaching

_ bhis study, be charged two and

fro liko o caped lion; and the roars of

angwish he emitted would have done
creddit to a hole menvagery of lions.

“"Ow! Wow! Yarooop!”™ Oh, the
aggerny and pane! It's like someone
brandishing mo with red-hot irons! Help
Merdor ™

Pr. Birel:emall rushea round the room
lthe n man cemented, scatteving the
ferniture right and left. A chair wont
fiying into the fender; another erashed
into the bookcase, with o shivvering of
glass; and the table rocked like a ship
in distres: ou o rull sea.

T'he din was terrifick bringing crowds
of fellows imto the quad, gaping in
wonder outside the Head’s winder. It
reazlly seemed os if Dr. Birchemall was
domg his best to smush up the happy
Liome !

Jute thiz scen of commotion and con-
fus:on rushed Mr. Lickbam, the master
of the Fourth. He entercd the study
doorway just as tho coal-shuttle came
wlinzzing throungh space towards him.

Alr, m.wnr##n: wis bowled over like
a skittle by the skuttle. e Janded on
the lino with a bump and a roar.

Wi _m_..p.wh...n._._u.ﬂﬂ_. _-u

* Berve you right for butting in, Lick-
ham ! sparled the Head. *“You are
ulways poking your nose in whore 1t's
not wanted 1"

Mr. Lickham slowly pteked himeelf
up. He staggered into the study, blink.
ing in amazement at the reckage.

“What the merry dickens—"" ho he-
gan. Then he caught sight ¢i the Head’s
check, whieh had swollen up like a ripe
cheese; and the eggsplanation dorned
cir hion.

frantick with pane—
crippled and parrelisced
with the torcher of this
toothake. Alast How
sharper than e serpent’s
child 1t is, to have an
| uking tooth ¥’

“] always thonght
your =eth were false,
sir,'' said Mr. Lickbam.

“QOouly some of them;
the thers have played
e false!” groaned the
Head. * Lickham, for-
give mo for my hasty
remarks just now—]1 was
beside wyself. Can’t you
help meT Can’t you sug-
pest an upecdote to cnre
this awful afflickshon?"

“Do youa mean &n &n-
tidote, sic? 1f so, I fear

thero iz only ohe
remody. Tho offending
maolar must bo re-
moved,”

“Qw! ‘That will mean a visit to the
dentist 1™

“Not at all, sir!"? said Mr. Lickham,
fumbling in his poeket, and producing
a picee of string. "1 can save you time
and trubble—and tho pane of a pancless
egpsiraction This 13 on old-fashuoed
way of dealing with toothako—I learned
it from my grandmother.”

The Head blinked at the Form master
in doubt and comprehension,

“What's tho httle game, Lickham?
Surely yon don't propose to cure iy
toothake by strangling mei”

“Not st all, air! T simply attach
once end of this string to the offending
tooth, tying the other to the handle of
the open door. Then I step out inte the
passidge, and slun the door sharply.
Before you have time to say so much as,
*1 wonder how long this terrible torcher
of toothalir will continue to torment and
tantalise me?” the tooth will be out! [t
is a swift and mersiful way of doing the
trick. The tooth will be drawn out—=but
not by a long-drawn-out prosess. Are
you ready, sie?

There waa such comfort and nassur-
ance in Mr, Lickham’s remarke that Dr.
Birchemall consented to the cggsperi-
ment. Had ho known what was in
gtora for him, bhe would have run =2
mile !

“"Open vour mouth sir,” sald Mr.
Lickbam, *and show me the tonth.”

Dr. Divehemall obeyved, And the Form
master, with deft finrers fassened one
ond of the strine to the doomed melar.
Thoe Head etamped and roared like a
beest being tethered in the slawter-house.

“Hush, huosh!™ =aie Mr. Lickham
soothingly., “It will soon be over! 1
pow fzssen the other end to the door-
nolbh—sa! I now step into the passidzo

—z0! I now eclose the door upon you
and all your trubbles!”

Crash!

AMr. Lackham slammed the door with

stunning foree. The sound of it farcly
clikood through 3t. Sam's.

Then Mr. Lickham held his broth, and
waited.

t'rom within the study came o loud
and dreadful cry, It was o cry that froze
Mr. Lickham to the marro.

him a black bag containin
-weppons of his trade,
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Pulling himself togother, he ushed
into the study.

Tho first thing that met his gaze was
the aggernized and distorted face of Dr.
Birchemall. Then he transferrod hias
gaze to the floor, where, to his unspeck-
uble horrer, he saw obout & duzzen
teeth |

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Mr. Lickham,
in blank dismay. * Whatever have I
done 1"

“What have you done, you villain®
cricd the Head, In o choking voice.
“You have pulled out my false tooth—
the entire plate of them! That's what
you have done! And the aking tooth is
still intacked in my head ¥

“A thowsand pardons, sir!”" gosped
My, Lickham. “It was a bad blunder
on my part, but I will soon correct 1t."

._m..z.m lie mado a movement towards the
string.

But the Head was in no mood for a
second eggsperiment. He had reached
the limit of his endurance. Ie fell upon
his would-ba bennefactor, and smote
hitn hip and thiph-—wiped up the study
with him, in fact. And after a fow
heetick and brethless moments, Alr.
Lickham sheot through the study door-
way like a stone from a cattorpnlt. Ile
landed on the lino for the second time,
moking & noise like air eseaping [rom
a punciured football,

Mr. Lickham picked himsell up ut
Inst, and, aking im every limn, toltered
back to his own study.

“I1 hopo Birchemall's tooth pains him
H_..__nmm...nu and anon,” he mumbled to him-
self.

Mcanwhile, the Head of St. Sam’s
was pacing his study corpet, rouring
like o caged lion.

“Ow-wow 1" he yelled. “What can I
do? T shall go mad in o minute! Ah,
Mr. Gentle, collus as he is, ¥ must have
him. T'll tellyfone the brute now ™

An hour later, Mr. Gentle was scen
to arrive at 5t Bam’s, bringing with

the deadly
o speut ten
minnits in Dr. Birchemall's study—ten
of the most paneful minnita the Head
had ever cggspericneed.

Mr. Gentle offered to eggstract the
tooth by gas, but the Head preferred
clectrick hight. And he leaned back In
hiz chair and gave himself up to the
tender wncrsics of Mr. Gentle.

Jack Jolly & Co., neering in at the
winder, kept urging tho Head to bo
brave, and not {o show the white fothor.

“Be a Spartan, sirl'” echortled Juck
Jollv. “Be a Stoick® Show us the sovk
of stuff of which heroes are madoe ™™

£E __m_..ﬂ_... T.ﬂ_..“. ._..._ﬂ._:.

A feendish wvell rang out from the

Head's m_._.u.:..—mﬂtlﬂ. vell which might Lave

Deon heard in Muggleton.

The offending meolar was nocked out
at last; and Mr. Gentle was nocked out
at the samo moment, by a tervifie punch
fromn the Head's fist.

“Tuke that, yon—wvon butcher
panted the Head, “That's the last time
I'll ever .have any dealings with a
dentist! Ow ! Wow ! Grooogh ! Yaroooh {”

And, with that tuneful duct—lor Mryr.
Gentlo lay on lis back and joined in
the corus ringing in their cars, Jock
Jolly & Co. stagpercd helplessly ocway
lo tellyfone for the ambulanse!

—u.-

THE END,

(Fook cutl next week for another yorn
O Medicevnl  Greyfrinrs, cntitled:
“SAVING SIn STILTON IV You'll
citjoy it from first line to last !y
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