Billy Bunter in a Screamingly Funny Circus Adventure—Inside !
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’!‘HERE'E FUN AND EXCITEMENT GALORE IK THIS SUPER CIRCUS STORY—

Opening Yarn of Our Record-Brea

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At Last!

1 WOPENCE '™
I “Threapence !
T Bixpenes ™
“One absurd peany !

N

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five of the Remove thvough his big
spectacles in surprize.

The Remose had come out of the
Form-rocm in moraing break. Harry
Wharton & Co., instead of scampering
eut inte the open air as speedily as pos-
sible, had stopped at the end of the
corvidor. They wera going through
pockets, turning out cash, and counting
up the same.

The counting
They did not

resefited no difliculties.
ave to go into high

fignres.
Harry Wharton produced twopence,
Bob Cherry threepence, Frank Nugent

a whole sixpence, and Hurreo Jamset
Ram Bingh a penny. Jolmny Bull
failed to produca anything. DEvidently
tinmes were hard with the chums of the
Eemove. There was a shortage of cash.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Zhut up, Bunter, while we're count-
ing up our wealth ! said Bob Cherry.
“Let's see—twopence and threcpence,
that's fivepence——"

T 55’}._u

“And a whole tanncr—that's eleven-
pence. And Inky’s solitary brown—that
makez up & bob.”

“Rotten ' remarked Johnny Bull.

*The rottenfulness is tevrifie1” said
Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh sadly. It
looks ag if the esteemed cirens is off.”
*Harry YWharton langhed.

“It  does, rather!™ he agreed.
“ Admizsion one shilling te Muccolini's
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that’s the lowest price. We've
enough te admit one——"

I say, you fellows——"

“There's a3 chance yet,” said Beb
Cherry. " UOne of us may ?&t a tip from
home before to-morrow. In fact, there
may be a letter in the rack at this very
prinute with something useful in it.”

“Tet's go and s=ee, anyhow ! said
Frank Nugent.

“F sav vou fellaws, .do listen to a
chap ! exclaimed Billy Bunier. “I =zay,
' going to the cirens to-morrow after-
noan. and I was going to offer to take
you fellows—my treat, vou know.”

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“Weo can’t afford to Iet yom stand
treat, old fak man! We've only got a
bob among the lot of us.™

“Ha, ha. ha ¥

“You silly 855! hooted Bunter. “TF
I stand treat, I shall pay for the tickets.
I'm expecting a postal ordey—"

“Aluccolini’s Circus will have moved
on by the fime ‘vonr postal ovder
comes " said Bob, with another shake
of the head, "I don’t know how long
they're starving at Courtheld, but it can’t
be hundreds of years—"

“Tin expecting a postal order to-
day !” znorted Bunter. ]

“The same one yon were expeciing
last Easter I¥ asked Bob.

“Or the ane you were expecting last
Christmas " inquired Johnny Bull,

“0Or_the one you were cxpecting the
day I ecame to Greyiviavs?"” asked
Harry Wharton.

The chums of the Remove were hopin
that something in the way of ecaszh
might turn up in time for a visit to the
cireus on the morrow, which was Wed-
nesday and a hali-holiday. But cer-
tainly they were not hoping that BEilly
Bunter's celebrated postal order would
turn up. That was altogeiher {oo much
to hope for.
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Billy Bunter lived in a constant state
of expecting that postal order, But the
delays in the post seemed interminable,
Bomehow eor other that pestal ovder
never secemed to arrive,

“The fact iz, it's from one of my
titled rvelations,” explained Bunier.
“I'm pretiy certain it will come to-day.
Y1l tell vou fellows what. We all want
io go 1o the eireus to-morrow. Let's pool
vezources—szee?  One of von fellows may
get a remittance in time, but I'm pretty
certain of my postal order. If 1t runs
te rt, we'll book a box at the cireus.
You can get the Roval Box theve for a
eund, and we een all cram into It
Mind, I'm only suggesting this, because
maost likely you fellows won’t got any-
thing, and my postal order 13 a practical
certainty.”

The .chums of the Remove chuckled.

Iknowing their Bunter ms they did,
they deduced from his offer that, while
he hoped zome of them might bag re-
mittances, he had not the clightest
belief that his ecelebrated postal order
would materialise.

Had Biliy Bunter supposzed, for one
moment, that there was & letter stickin
in the rack for mm, containing a posta
order, he would not have been wasting
time on the Famous Five. He would
have been scuttling off for that letter as
fast as his fat little legs could cavry him.

“*What about it asked Bnnter.B .

Q

“May as well agree,” pgrinned
“Tf wa zo, that fat barrel will

Cherry.
roll along anyhow, and we shall have

to pay for his ticket.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Let's go and look for letters,” said
MNupent.

“1 zay, vou fellows, 15 it a go 7 aszkod
Billy Buater anxiously. He wanted it
to be sefiled that it was a “go ™ before
the Junior+ went to look for letters. A
remittance for zome member  of the
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famous Co. was a possibility, but the
arrival of Bunter's postal order, though
possible. was extremely improbable,

“Ves, fathead | said Harry Wharton.
“Any old thing.”

“Hold on a minute!” paid Bunter.

“Let's have it clear, Any one of us eix
who gets a remittance stands the tickets
st the circos, sand if if runs to it we
book a box for a pound—what "
“Right gs rain |*
“I shall expect you fellows to stick
to thatl” said Bunter. course,
there’s just a chance that my postal
arder might not come——"

“Ouite a healthy chance, I think "
chuckled Beb. *“(ome on, you men!
It's hard luck if there’s nothing at all
for at lenst one fellow ameong five—"

“Among six M said Banter,

“ Bow, wow "

The Famous Five walked awar, with
Billy Bunter rolling after them. Some
other Hemove fellows were already
gathered at the rack, looking for letters.

“Hallp, hallo, hallo! Any for us
Bmithy 7"  ecalled out Beb Cherry.
Herbert Vernon-Smith was standing be-
fore the rack, looking over the letlers,

“None {or you,” answered the
Bounder.

“ Rotten 1™

added

Billy Bunter rolled wup. Smithy
hooked out o Jetter and handed it to
him, and the fat Owl of the Hemove
blinked at it through his big spectacles.
There was no letter for any member of
the Famous Five. Tlnexpectedlr there
was one for Bunter—though nobody., not
even Bunter, believed that it contained
the long-expected postal order.

*“Oh, rotten!” grunted Buonter. He
geemed in no hurry to open his leiter,
“I say, you fellows, if's st} o go if any-
thing comes in time for (o-morrow
nfternoon.”

“¥Yes, ass " said Havrr. “Aren't vou
going to open vour letter?”

“Oh, it's only from the paler!™ said
Bunter. “I jolly well know what's in
it—jaw | Sl I suppose I may as well
look in it™

Bunter inserted a grubby fat thumb
inte the envelope and rent it open. Fe
took out a folded letter, evidently
without enthusiasm.

Tarental advice was all that the fat
Owl expected to find in a letter from
Buntor senior, and it was clear that he
placed no high salue on it. But as he
unfolded the letler he gave » sudden
mng -and a startled squeak.

“Oh erkey 1"

An engraved slip of paper was cn-
closed in the letter. Billy Bunter
blinked at it through his big spectacles
with his startled eyes almost bulging
through those spectacles. And the other
fellows stared at it They wore
astonizhed—-though not, apparently, as
aztonished as Bunter !

“Oh crikey 1" repeated the fat Owl,

It was & postal order for a pound !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Spot of Bother for Bunter!
ILLY BUNTER rolled into the
B Eemove Forin Reom when the
bell rang for third school with
a deeply thoughtful wrinkle in
Lis fat brow.
He sat at his desk, deep in thonglht 1
Five other fellows were grinning.
Harry Wharton & Co. could guness the
eaute of Billy Bunter’s unusually decp
reflections,
For whole terms the fat Owl of the
Bemove had been expecting a  postal
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order—or, at all events he declared so,
and perhaps believed so.

Now, ab last, it had comel

Amazingly, unexpectedly, that cele-
brated postal order had arrived!

But it could not have arrived at a
more unfortunate moment,

In the full belicf that he would, as
usual, draw the letter-rack blank,
Bunter had made that agrecment with
tha Famouz Five to pool rosourges for
the wvisit to Mumnl‘;ni‘s Magnificont
Clircus on the morrow, DIy that astute
agreement, Bunter had stood to lose
nothing, &s he believed—as a tip might
have come for some of the ., but
hardly for himself [

And lo and behold !—a fip had come
for Bunter, and not for any member of
the Co.l

For once in possession of a whole
pound, Billy DBunter had to whack that
pound out among half a dozen—aceord-
ing to the agreement that lie had pro.
posed, insisted upon, and got away
with |

Instead of going over the counter at
the schwool shop for refrezshunents liguid
and eolid, that pound had to be re-
served to pay for the Royal box at the
cirens on Wednesday afternoon !

No wonder Bunter's fat brow was
deeply elouded with disinal thoughts.
And noe wonder the Famous Five
prinned a3 they noted it.

Bunter had, in point of fact. intended
te “diddle " the Famous Five, He had

Ever since Billy Bunfer has
been at Greyiriars he has been
dubbed by his schoolfellows
the world’s biggest funk. Now,
with startling suddenness, the
fat Removite becomes BUNTER

THE BOLD !
suceeeded  in “diddling ® himaself !

Which, from the point of view of the
five, was amusing—ifrem Dunter's point
of view, not!

MMr. Queleh, the master of the Re-
move, also noted that thoughtful shade
o Bunter's fat brow, ossibly he
fancied that it meant that Bunter was
thinking about the lessen, which hap-
pened to be history.

If =0, he soon found out his nustake.

When he addressed Bunter he re-
ceived no answer. Bunter, deep in pain-
ful reflections on the subject of that
postal order, had forgotten where he
was, and the voiee of hiz Form-mazter
was no more to him than the irritating
buzz of a bluchottle, :

* Bunter " rapped Mr. Quelch.

No answer.

* Bunter 1™

All the Bemove gloanced round at
Bunter. Quelch’s voice was grnwin
both lond and deep, end a glint !mﬁ
come into his punlet eyes,

Peter Todd reached out a long log and
lricked Bunter under the dosk, to deaw
his attention, Then the fat junior woke
up, A% it woero.

“Wow I howled Bunter,

“ Bunter 1" hooted Mr. Queleh,
L Wow 1" gasped
“Home beast hacked moe—ow 1"

"Will vou give attention, DBunteri”
execlaimed the Remove master. ™ YWhat
13 the matter with you, Dunter 3

“0Oh! I—I'm gi\'in‘g atlention, sirl”
stammered Bunter. " I—I heard every
word vou said, sir™

Bunter.

3
"Then answer my question I snapped
Mr. Quelch, 7 i
“Oh lor' 1” mumbled Bunter. He

realised that the Form-master had asked
him a question; but as he had not heard
1k, he could scarcely answer it.

“¥You were not listening to me, Bun-
ter 1" hooted Mr. Quelch,

“QOh, yes, sir] I—JI—"

“I will repeat my question. What
did King Vortigern offer to the Saxons
in return for their aid against the Picts
and Scots "

“A—n postal order for a pound,
mr_._l‘l‘

“What "

“0Oh lor't I—I—I mean—>»"

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the whole
Remova,

Evidently that postal order filled Bun-
ter's thoughts to the total cxelusion of
early Englicsh history. Thoe Removites
understood, but Mr, Quelch, who knew
nothing of that tip from Bunter's pater,
naturally did net. He glared at Billy
Bunter as if he could have bitten hiw.

“Silence I thundered Mr. ueleh.
“Bunter! How dare you meke so
absurd an answer! You are the most
obtuse and backward boy in the Form,
Bunter., You are also the lagiest and
most careless. Bunfer ! Tell me at once
what vou know about King Vortigern.”

YWhat Billy Bunter knew about that
ancient British king awmounted to pre-
ciselv  nothing,  DBuanter's fat  brain
nbsorbed knowledge of any kind relue-
tant!ﬁ. and got rid of it as soon as
possible.  After being driven to learn
anything, Bunter's only consolation was
to forget it as soon as he could, So
he blinked at Br. Quelch in dismay.
But Bunter did his best.

(!  I—I «now all about him. of
course, sir!” he stammered. * He--he
won the Battle of Trafulgar, sir—"

“The what?*

“I—1 mean the Battle of Waterloo,
sirl  ke—he said * Kiss wme, Hardy '
and —"

“Wha-a-at "

C"And—and he never emiled again,
siel” zaid Bunter,

“ Bless my soul 1

“ Ig=—is—itn't that right, sir?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Rilence |  Bunter, you will remain
in the Form-room after class, and I shall
get vou a history paper.”

“{h crikey I"

“ Silenee ™

Billy Bunter contrived to give his
Form-master a little attention after
that. Ancient Britons and invading
Saxons, marawding Picts end Scois,
had no interezt whatever for a fellow
who had just received a long, long-rx-
pected postal order! DBut the fat Owl
sat up and fook notice, with a faint
hope thai Quelel imnight let him off with
the rest of the Remove at the end of the
leszon.

But that hope was delusive.

When the Remove were  dismissed
after third scheoel, Billy Bunter was
kept in. Blr. Quelch provided him with
a hisfory pﬂf}or to keep hiin busy, and
left him in the Form-room on his lonely
own,

“Beast ™ hissed Bunter, when the
door c¢losed after the Romeove master.

Shakespeare has remarked that when
gorrows come, they come not single
spies, but in battalions! Thus it was
with Bunter! His postal order had
arrived at the most unfortunate moment
possible—and now, with a whole pound
burning a hole in his pocket, he was
detained in the Form-room, instead of
being able to make a straight cut for
the tuckshop.
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True, 23 that pound had to be re-
served, by agreement, for the circus,
Bunter had no business in the tucksho
But he seemed to think that he had!
He groaned dismally over Ancient
Britons and Picts and Scots.

It was not till a guarter of an hour
before dinner that Mr, Quelch came in
to take Bunter’s paper and release him,

He snorted at the paper, apparently
not satisfied. However, he let Bunter
go, which, after all, was all that mat-
tered,

Bunter went.

Onee ont of the House, the fat Qwl
blinked cautiously round him through
his big spectacles, and was relieved to
see nothing of the Famous Five. He
scudded away to the tuckshop. Ha
dreaded to be hailed by soine member
of the Co. on his way thers, Bat no un-
welcome voice fell on his fat cars, and
he scuttled into the tuckshop like a
fat rabbit into a burrow,

“Hally, hallo, hallo 1*

Bunter jumped.

Five fellows in the school shop

rinned at him cheerily. That was why

e had not seen them in the quadl
They were there !

“Oh1* geasped Bunter. *“I—I say,
sou fellows—I—I say, Quelch wants to
see you—-= :

“He'll geo us at dinner 1 said Harry
Wharton,

“I—I mean, he wants to see vou now,
&t—at oncel Youw'd better cut off-—yon
know Queleh hates being kept waiting.™

The Famous Five exchanged glances,

“Do him good to wait I said Johnn
Bull. *Got that postal order safe, ol
fat man?”

_“Oh! Yes! But, I—I say, I—I mean
it's the Head wants youl You can’t
keep your headmaster waiting.”

“We'll chance it,” said Frank Nugent

gravely.
_ Billy Bunter blinked at the five in
infense exasperation. Under their eves
he could not ver{ well hand that postal
order over to Mrs. Mimble.

“1 say, you fellows, yoa may as well
eut 1" ho grunted. “If you think I've

come here to spend my i1 i

“Of course not!” said D}Errj' Whar-
ton, with great gravity. “How could
you, when 1t's booked for the box at the
circus to-morrow 1

“Ex-exactly I” gasped Bunter, s |
say, there's a fight on in the Cloisters,
vou fellows! Coker of the Fifth and
Hobson of the Bhelll You fellows going
to see it}”

The Famous Five chuckled, Coker of
the Fifth at that moment was in full
view in the quad from the doorway,
walking and talking with Potter and
Greene.

" Blessed if I see an,;pthin(g to eackle

ot 1" said Bunter peevizshly. “Luoack here,
you fellowe—"
Fisher T. Fish of the Remove came

into the shop.

" Bunter yere?" he asked. *I reckon
I spotted him—och, yere ho 1s! Say, you
fat geck, I yere you've had a remittance.
I guess you ain’t forgolten that you owe
mé a hob—— B8ay, where are you
gamng "

Billy Bunter did not answer—he went.

When the ove sat down to dinner,
that postal order still remained in Billy
Bunter's pocket, unchanged.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,
Shadowing Bunter !
LU OT 1 said Johnny Bull,
R “My esteemed Johun -
murmured the Nabob of

__Bhanipur,
“I srid rot, end I mean rot ! grunted
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Johnny, “Why shouldn’'t Bunter keep
to an agreement, like any other fellow ¥

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ Lots of reasons |” he answered, "In
the first E!“B! this Co. wouldnt be
Eﬂu:}}d dead taking a treat from that fat
a58,

:‘ That's all very well—"

“Very likely one of s will get somes
thing to-morrow, in time for the circus 1*
said the captain of the Remove. “If
not, we shall have to wash it out.™

“Bunter doesn't often get a tal
order [ gﬂ‘inuai Bgb, * ﬁﬂ fat mw
18 sorry he spoke, by this time. All
very well to pull his leg, but we're not
bagg}mg his quid.”

“No fear!" agreed Nugent.

“An agrecment’s an  agrecment,”
grunted Johnny Bull, *“Bunter pro-
posed it, because he fancied we mlghi:
gt:t. something, and jolly well knew that
he wouldn't. We let him get away with
it, and now %

“Now we're letting him get away with
the quid,” said Harry, laughing. “It
goes by vote in thia Co, old bean—
you're 1n a minority of one.”

Snort, from Johnny Bull.

"1 believe the Chif House girls arc
going to the cireus to-morrow,” he said.
‘T’'d like to go. And the lion-taming
act is jolly good, from what I hear.
Man called Mareo——  Hobzon's seen
him, and says he's worth seeing. I don’t
geo letting Bunter back out.”

“* Not much choice about the matter,

fancy ¥ chuckled Bob. *““We zhall
have te watch Bunter like jollv old
shadows, to keep that guid till to-
morrow, As for the jolly ;}d Roval Box
that's pone—I've heard that Temple of
the Upper Fourth has booked it for to-
mcirrﬂw afterncon, for himself and his

E‘J#

“ Bother the box! Shilling scats will
do for us!” said Johnny Bull. “Amd I

unter ought to

jolly well think that

play u[r.“"
" Hallo, hallo, hallo! There he ix!”
Famous Five were discussing lhe
matter in the guad, after clasa. Bill
Bunter came in sight—crossing towards
the tuckshop!

Bunter's range of vision bheing limited,
even with the assistanee of his big
spectacles, he did net observe the grin-
ning group, as he passed them at a iittle
distanca,

He rolled on to the tuckshop, and went
in—doubtless relieved at finding that the
Famous Five wera not inside this time,

Johnny Bull gave a snort.

*“There goes t guid I** he said.

“After him ! said Bob Cherry. “"We
can let Bunter keep his silly guid; but it
will serve him right to pull his leg.”

And the Fomous Five walked alter
Bunter, They entered the tuckshon, to
behold the fat Owl talking to Mrs.
Minmible at the counter.

“It's a postal order,” Bunter was ex-
Iflu.mmg. “A postal order for o pound.

don’t want to go down to the post
ou to take it.”
aster Bunter®

office, so I want
“Very well,

Mrs. Mimble looked at that postal P

order very carefully, before she dropped
it into her till. IHowever, she was sutis-
fied, end Bunter's eyes gleamed with
anticipation behind his big spectacles,

“Halla, halle, hallo!” said Bob
cheerily.

“Oh erikey 1" o

The fat junior spun round. His iittle
roind eyes bulgped through Ins big round
apectacles, at the sight of the smiling

vei

“Look here, you beasts—" hissed
Bunter.

“Eh? What's up, old chap? asked
Bob innocently. ]

“Oh, nothing! I—I wasn't going to
spend that pound, you know,” grozn
Billy Bunter. " N-n-nothing of the k-

kik-kind, J—D'm just changing it for s
pip-pip-pound note, to pay at the circus
to-morrow, you know.”

“Good 1dea ! agreed Harry Wharlon
solemnly. *“They would hardly take a
postal order at the circus. Much better
take a pound note.”

"That’s—that's what I was thinking,”
groaned Bunter. “QGig-gig-give me a
pip-pip-pound note for it, will you,
ma'am §*

“Certainly.”

Mrs. Mimble handed over a pounit
note. Billy Bunter stood with it in his
fat hand,

{ linking round longingly at
the luseious things that could have ﬁecn
bought for a pound. But there was no
belp for it, and the fat Uwl tucked the
pound mnote inte his pocket, and
wrenched himself away from the beatitio
vision.

“Oh dear I" he mumbled, as he rolled
dismally doorward,

“Anything the matier,
asked Nugent.

i Dh,. no ].'u- ,

“You lock a bit peeved ¥ said Bob,
“(zot a pain ¥

“Rot! Never felt better,” groaned
Bunter, “Enjoying life, in fact, Oh,
lor’! I say, you fellows!™ Outside the
tuckshop Bunter came to a halt and fixed
his eyes, and his spoctacles, on the
chums of the Remove, " I—I say—"

“Say on!" said Beb encouragingly.

“I=—I say, d-d-do you think wo ul.nfht
to go to that circus after all?” asked
Bunter. “It's a bit frivolous, don’t you
ihmk—nhardlg the sort of thing that
Quelch would care for us to go to—"*

“I've heard that Quelch is going hime-
self, with Prout.” ‘

“Oh, is—is he? Blow him—I—I mean
gll right! I—I hopa 1 shall be well
enough to go to the circus to-morrow,”
sald Bunter. “If—if I happen to be ill,
or anythin &

“That would be too bad!™ said Bgb
sadly. " But you're not likely to be il
old chap, as you've just tu:{d us you
never feit better ™

“I=—I meant that I—I never felt
worse ! gesped Bunter, “I—I can feel
1t coming ou—pneumonia, I think. In
my—my rnight leg.”

“0h erikey (" o

“My grandfather was lane with it,"
sald Bunter., "It comes on quite sud-
denly, If—if I'm not able to go to-
INOrrow "

“Then we'll tell you all about it when
we get back!” zaid Bob., " A3z vou're
standing the box, we shall go all the
same, though, of course, we shan't really
enjoy it without vour company.”

* The enjoyfulness will not be tervifie,”
saigd Horree Jamset Ram Singh, shaking
his dusky head. * But the standiulness
of the ezsteemed box settlea the matter.™

“Oh, quite!™ said Hearry Wharton,
with a nod. i

Dilly Bunter blinked from face to face.

“Oh!” he saud,. -1 see | Oh, all
right! Of course, I might lose this
ound note.” . i
“We'll mind it for you, if i}:lﬂp like,”
said Bob., " Wharton will Jock it up in
his desk, if you ask him, till we stast
to-morrow.” :

“Certainly, if yon like, Bunter.”

“Oh, no! I-I shan’t lose iti®
ﬁaaped Bunter., “Not the slightest
anger of that. That’s all right.”

And the fat Owl rolled hurriedly
away. Dut under the eyes of the Famous
Five, he could not roll into the tuckshop.
Sadly lie turned his podgy back on Lthat
attractive establishmont.

The Yamous Five chuckled,

“Looks as if we shonld have all our
work cut out to keep that %md till to-
morrow " remarked Do Cherry.
“Dut this is rather a game! Hallo,

old chapi¥




hallo, halle, the fat old bean®s Keading
for the gates! Come on !

Crinmng, the chums of the Bemove
followed Bunter down fo the gates.

Cut off from the school shoep, 18 was
clear that Bunfer was goi to walk
down to the tuckshop in the village, and
bestow his patronage on Uncla Clege
there, Tt was worth even a mile's walk
tﬂlﬁum that quid into eatables and drink-

alles.

He blinked round him, cautiounsly,
outside the gatea, The expression that
came over his fat face as he discerned
the Famous Five just behind him, was
worth more then a guines a box. ty

larc he bestowed on them might almost

ave eracked his spectacles.

“Coing for a walk, old chap?” asked
Bol cheerily. “Jolly good idea! Let's

go down to the village, whatf? Lots of
time before tea.” 7

“I—I'm going for a—a—a walk in the
—the wood,” stuttered Bunter.

- knew.

“ Better still—let's 1™ g ;

“Ripping in the wood, in this lovely
Jiume weather [ agreed Nugent. “ Jolly
goaod idea of yours, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter breathed hard and deep.

“L.ook here, you fellows, I don't want
ta be shirty, but I want to be alone,” he
said. “I—I'vo got to—to think ount
some history for Quelech—I got mto a
row in class this morning about those
filthy Picts and Scots, snd—and—"

“Wharton's 8 whale st histers,” esaid
Bob. “He will help you.”

“f:lad to 1™ said Harry.

“Well, look here, I don't want any
help. You fellows clear off, and leave
me to—to—to think it out.”

“Yon're not going io the villaget"

“Oh! Neol”

Bob winked at his comrades,

WAl rightl If vou don't want our
company, wa'll go on to the village——"

[TE AT

“While you walk in the wood! Come
on, you menl”
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b Deast 1™ hissed DBuanter.

“Eh? We ghan't bother you, walk-
ing {0 the village, while you're walking
in the wood, ghall we?” asked Bob, in
surprise.

Billy Bunter did not answer that
auestion. A walk in the wood had no
attractiona for him, as there was no
tuckshop in the woed. And if the
Famous Five were going to the villape,
Unela Clegp's was ﬁarm-d as offectusally
as 1{he sehool shop. '
rovolved on his axis!
ihe opposiie direotion.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob.
“ Aven't you going to walk in the wood
nnd meditate on jJolly old Picts and
Scota?

“I—I'm going on Counrthield Common
—yoit {fellows trot on to the village,”™
said Bunter, over a fat shoulder. “Tell
Toddy I shan’t be back to tea.”

Billy Buntex
e started in

N

¥
As Bunter started to run, the tramp reached out with the crook of his stick,
by A fat leg was hooked from under him, and he pitched forward.

“}a, ha, hai”

Bunter rolled on, leaving the chums
of tho Remove chortling. They knew
why Bunter had selected Courtfield
Common. The eircus encampment waa
there, and attached to the eircus wero
refreshment stalls of various kinda. Ik
wos & longer walk than that to the
village of iardale; but Bunter was
gotting quite desperate now, Tea-time
was near: Bunter was hungry !

“Doar old Bunter!™ chortled Bob.
“Ie thinks he's pulling the wool over
our eyes all this time ! Anvbody like a
walk to Courtfield Commeon t"

“Ha, ha, hal*

It was guite a pleasant walk in sunny
Juoe.  And keeping wup this game
appealed to the juniors’ sonse of
hwmonr, They walked after Bunter.

Blinking round over a fat shoulder
irn minutes later, the Owl of the
Remove had the pleasure—or other-
wise I-~of secing five figures dotting the

3

[magl white road behind him. e glared
ot them with o deadly glare.

" Beasts I hissed Bunter.

And he ran. The fat Owl vanished
round the next bend of the winding
road.

Ten minutes later, sauntering cheerily
on, Harry Wharton & Co. found the
road ahead of them bare, as it strotched
across the green common towards
Courtfield fown. Bunter had vanished.

“Stole away " chuckled Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Evidently Billy Bunter had dadged
into the wood bordering the road, to
take cover. Anrvhow, ho had dis-
appeared from sight

“ Here endeth the jollr old joke!”
said Bob. “Let's got back, and get »
Lnock or two at the nets beforn tea”

And the Famous Five walked back to
ihe echool, done with Bunter, and not
deubting that the pound note—changed

=
What happened
i ﬂmnuoéh 1** he spluttered,

into tuck—would bo safely packed away
inside Billy Bunter by the time they
saw him again.

next, Bunter hardly

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Out of the Frying-panl

“ H crikey!” gasped Billy
O Bunter.
Mo stumbled over some-

thing in the dusky woodland
paih, and tripped.

Having oscaped from his shadowers,
the fat Ow!l of the Remove was follow-
ing & narrow, leaiy footpath thaeb
wownil through & deep wood, on the
border of Courtfield Cormon.  This
meant geing some little distance round
to reach his destination, and walkin
never appealed to Bunter; hut he .
st lomst, shaken off those beasts who
were shadowing him.
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The deep shade of thoe wood was very
agreeable, after the blaze of summer
sunshing on the open read. But it was
so very deep and dusky wnder the
thick [&'Eizt%e. that the fat Owl hardly
gaw where he was going. He stumbled
gver the ohsttuction in the path, before
he saw what it was. :

In point of fact, it was a long log
stretched out from a man who was
sitting under a tree. And nz Bunter
tripped over it, a gruff, husky, angry
voice proceeded from the proprietor of
ihe long leg. ,

“CRre, look where yow're going, four
cves |

O pasped Bunter.

e righted himsell, and blinked
reund at 1ha man who bad spoken. He
was not & nice man Lo look at.  He was

roughly <lad, with o dingy, battered
howler hat on an untidy head, and threo
or four days' growth of beard on a
stubbly chin. His nose glowed red in
the dusk of tho wood, hinting that its
gwner was o strepuous supporter of the
drink trafficc. A knobbly stick lay
across hiz knees, and beside him were
the remnants of a weal in & red-spotied
handkerchief.

Clearly, the man was a tramp—and
e looked the surliest, roughest, and
most unpleasant iramp that Dunter had
BYRT SO0,

Not by any means the zort of man
that a fellow waould have chosen to meet
on & lonely footpath in 2 wood—
especially whon that follow had a whole
pound in his poeket |

Bunter gave him ons stavtled blink
through his big spectactes, snd sfartod
to rum. : 3 :

The tramp, grasping his  shick,
reached ont.  The stick had a crock
handle, and he reached for Bunter with
the ¢rook.

THE MAGNET

What happened next, Bunter hardly
lenow.

A fat leg wns hooked from under
him, and he came down, hitting the
county of Kent with a heavy bump.

“Ooooogh |7 spluttered Bunter, as he
sprawled. i

Thoe tramp grinned, and roze te his
feet. MHe gave a quick glance up and
down the footpath.

Overhanging boughs shus off the view
in both directions, It was as secluded
and syvlvan a spot oz any tramp could
have desired. 3r. Jimmy Guggs had,
indeed, selected 16 for that reason, while
he partock of hiz meal. That lunch, as
a maltor of faet, did not beleng to Mr.
Cruggs. Mr. QGuggs had * pinched ®
that lunch from the c¢irens encampment
on Courtficld Common; znd, naturally,
he had not desired to remain iu the
open while he devoured his prey.

Confident that nobody belonging to
the circuz would find him there, the
tattered man had enjoyed his lunch in
wace, He had been in luck that day—

ut ho had not looked for such luck as

this—a fat schoolboy walking right into
hiz hands, in the very spot that he
would have selected [or such a meeting |
Tunch was all very well; but Jimmy
Guggs was in need of something of a
fluid mature to wash it down, and he
was short of eurrent eoin of the realm,
He hoped that this fat chap was better
providoed.

As Billy Bunter lay gasiitn;g and
spluttering, the tramp stirred him, with
a poke of the stick in his fat ribs,

U Urrrggh ' gargled Bunter,

“xit hup " said the iramp.

“Grooogh! Lemme alone ! gasped
Bunter. “0Dh crikey| I say, I haven't
any money! Oh dear!”

I said git huep!” prowled Mr.
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Gugea, with a threatening grow| ikat
macla Billy Bunter's fat flesh creep.

The fat junior crawled 1o his fect.

Ho backed awny a Fncu or two—anid
the tramp followed him wup, with a
menacing scowl and s flourish of the
sticl.

“You want vour 'ead cracked? he
nsked,

Hh dear!” gasped Bunter. ®Nol”

“Tramping on a man's legs!” said
My, Gupgs indignantly. “Can’t a cove
sth ddown and ‘ave a minuie’s rest in the
shade, wilhout a bloke tramping on his
Irgz! Waking vup a cove nappin’ arter

liis lunch |*
“I—=1  never saw woul” gazped
Bunter.

“Well, yon see me now, and you sce
this hers stick | Five bob will lix it t?
sald Mr. Guggs.

“T—I haven't got five
grooned Bunter. “0Oh lor’ ¥

e blinked at the bulky ruffian in
horror.  Ilis fat hand clutched the
pound notg in his pocket.  Ile bad
escaped from the Famous Five—to fall
into the hands of thia fearful rufian—
out of the frying-pan into the five !

“Tf you ain't I snid Mr. Guggs. “I'll
take wot you gotl ¥ou can't trample
on & man's legs, and nothing said.
‘Ere, ‘old oni®

Bunter, desperate, made a bound to
escape. The tramp made o bound after

t:u

shillings

him, and grabbed him by a iat
shoulder. :

U Mo, vou don’t " he grinned.

““ Logego |*  gasped unter.,  “Ow]
Lepgol  Jlelp! Fire! Murdar!
Help I DBunter’s frantic yell woke

cchoes far ahd wide.

“*0ld vour row ! hissed Ar, Cuggs.
The spot was lonely; but it was guite
possible that somebody from the eircus
cemp was looking for a lost lunch, and
Bunter's wild yells spelled danger for
the footpad. *Stow it, blow yoer 1?

“ Help I” shrieked Bunter.

“Take that, and shut up I” hizsed Mr.
Guggs, and his heavy hand smacked
Billy Bunter’s head with a hefty smacl
ihat made it ring.

“Owl Wowl” hewled Bunier.

“Now then, you keep qumet!” said
ithe tramp; and, holding Bunter by the
collay with s left hand, he began to
grope through the fat Owl's pockels
with his riglt.

Billy Bunfer was no fizchiing man.
But the bare thought of losing that
poungd stivred him to reckless  rosist-
ance. On any other day in the term
tha tramp nvight have gone through
Bunter's pockets, and had only his
trouble for his pains. But this day
Bunter's postal order had arrived—and
abt the awful thought of lozing it, Billy
Bunter forgot that he was o funk, and
fought madly.

The tramp, hardly expecting resist-
ance from the fat schoolboy, was taken
by surpriso as a fot fist crashed full into
hia stubbly face. It landed in his eye,
and Mr, GGuggs blinked and howled,

The next moment he punched. I&
wag not a smack this time, but & punch,
and 1t =ent Billy Bunter mllim{i

He rolled nhdys: Iuttored wildly,

" Now, then-—" snarled the footpad.
He jumped at the sprawling fat Owl,

In the excitement of the combat,
neither DBunter nor the tramp had
noticed, or heeded, & rustling in the
branches that jutted over the narrow
paith. Neiiher was oware of o new
arrival on tho scene, till & powerful
hand gripped the tramp by the back of
the neck as he was jumping at Bunter,

In that grip, which seemed like o
steel viee, Jimmy Guggs was jerked
beckward, snd he hung helplessly,
wriggling and gurghng.



Billy Bunter, gasping for breath, sat
up, seb his spectacles straight on his
far little nose, and blinked at the man

who had come to his eid zo un-
expectedly.
o eaw & hbig, Dbroad-shouldered,

owerful man—almost a giant in stature.
‘he tramp, wriggling wildly, hung in
his grip like & sack. The big man
grinned down at Bunter,

“Hurt, sonny?” he asked.
“Oh! Yes! Wow!” gasped Bunter.
“I'Il make this brute pay for it!"

“Dooogh !’ moaned Mr. Gupes.
“Leago! QOooogh! Leago! You're
a-cracking of my neck, wou arel I'll
go quiet. Leago!”

Billy Bunter staggered up. He was
rescued—and the pound was stifl safe
in his ket. He blinked at his rescucr
—and blinked at him again. There was
gornething familine in the hercalean
figure, the strong-featured face, the
maseive shoulders. Suddenly he re-
membered that he had seen thab face
and figure in pictures on all the heard-
ings about Courtfield and Friardale for
the last week—pictured in the ecireus
bille. The big man was Marco, the
lion-tamer of BMuccolino's Magnificent
Mhensgerie and Circus.

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter.
thanks! I say, hold him'!
lot him get loose! Oh, lor'l
going to rob me.  Oh dear !

The big man chuckied.

“ Does he look like getting logze?” he
asked.

And Billy Bunter chuckled, too. The
tramp did not leok like getting loose.
C'rumpled up in the iron grasp of the
lion-tamer, Mr. Gugg: could only
wriggle, and moan, and gurgle spas-
modically.  Jimmy Guoges had heard,
more than once, that honesty was the
best policy; and now, for the first
time, it struck him that there was some-
thing in it.

“I1—1 =axv,
D-d-don't
He was

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Plucky Bunter!
I OU’RE a plucky Lid!” said
E Marco.
“Ehi”
Bunter blinked at him.
“Leago !” moaned the tramp feebly.

Taking no notice of the ruffian sag-

ing in his grasp, like & bundle of rags,
%he big man locked at Bunter, with
ndmiring approval—which was rather a
new experience for the fat Owl of the
Hemove.

“There's not many kids of your age
who would have tackled a hulking brute
like this!” said the lion-tamer.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “No! Yes!”

As o matter of fuet, the fat Owl had
been frightened almost out of his fat
vwits, Only in sheer desperation, at the
idea of lesing his pound, had he put
uwp resistance. But Mareo's misappre-
hensien was natural. He had arrived
on the spot just m time io ses Bunter
hit the tramp in the eye, and go over
under Gug%a’ punch.  Fhs impression
was that the fat. schoolboy had dis
rLa.yed uncommon pluck, in trying to
wndle a burly tramp, obviously more
than o match for halt & dozen of him.

Eilly Bunter was nob the fellow to
disclaim ¢redit, deserved or undeserved.
He was more than willing to admit
that he was a plucky Lkid.

“¥on see, 1 wasn't going to let him
rob me!™ he said. "“The beast was
going t-hmuigh my pockets 1V

“ It was plucky,” said Mareo. ™ Yoau'd
have got rather smashed if I hadn't
come nlong 17

Punter shivered.

“I say, I'm jolly glad you came
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up 1 he said.
for help#

Mareo grinned. ;

“You could have been heard a mile
off,” he answered. “But I was looking
for this sporteman. At least, I was
looking for a prowling thief who
Eutn:-lmd o lunch off my caravan—and

think I've found him1”

“Leago ! moanad Mr. Guggs. “ My
bones are a-goingl I tell ver. you're
cracking me blopming neeli! Leago!™

“You've beon inching from the
circus ! said the hon-tamer. .

“I ain't! gurgled the tramp. *I
ain’t! I never knowed there was no
circus angwimra about, and I never—
urrrggh !

E'r]m%:e, shoke, shake!

. The hapless footpad swung helplessly
in the sinewy grasp. He gurgled and
spluttered and sputtered.

“Urrggh! Leago! I own up! I
'ad it! You can 'ave 1t back—wol's
left of it! Leago!”

Mareo glanced at the remnant of food
in the red-spotted handkerchief lying
in the grass. What was left of that
luneh did not loek worth recapturing.

“ Leago ! mooancd Mr. Guggs.

“I ought to Tun you in for pilfering.”
saldl the lion-tamer.  “Bat jon ain't
worth the trouble. Stick there!”

“Yoo-hoop ! howled the tramp.

Jimmy Guggs was no light weight.
But the big man swung him into the
gir with ease, with a grip on the back
of his frowsy collar.

Bunter blinked in wonder. Up went
the tramp, swinging, and the lion-
tamer swung him bodily over a thick
oak branch that jutted across the path,

The tramp hung there, eight or nine
feet above the earth, his tattered waist-
cont resting on the branch, hiz legs
hanging down on one side of it, his
head and arms on the other. Folded
over tha branch, he gurgled horribly.

“He, he, he!™ chortled Bunter.

“Gurrrggh ™ gurgled the tramp.
“Urrgh! Oh, my eve!l 'QOok me down
out of this, blow yer! TUrrgh!"”

“You'd better come with me, kid.”
said Marco. “ You don't want to be in
thiz wood when that brute gets going
again.” .

“No¢ fear!” said Bunter promptly.

And he followed the big man along
the footpath, leaving Alr. Guggs to
wriggle breathlessly along the branch
and clamber down the tree. His gasps
and gurgles died away Dbehund, a3
Bunter and the circus man walked on
and emerged from the wood on the side
of Courtheld Common.

Far in the distance, towards the
town, could be seen the eireus ecamp—
a huge tent, smaller tents, and parked
caravans and lorries.

“1 say, you belong to the circus, don't
vou I asked Bunter., “I've scen your
pictures on the posters—yvon're Alarco,
the wonderful  lion-tamer ™ added
Bunter.

&  hittle soft sawder.
sidered, never came amiss, And Mareo
was & groat man in the eircus company,
and might be good for a “pass " which
would save the prico of admission to o
fellow who had other roads for his
PO,

“That's right " agreed Mareo.

“Bome of the fellows at onr school
have zcon vou in the cireus,” went on
Bunter. " 'They rsay it’s  wonderful.
The best thing in the show.”

“They ain't far wrong.” agreed
Marco, with a complacent smile, *0ld
Mucky can say what ho likez; but it'a
the lions they come to see.”

Like most gentlemen whoe lhive by
pleasing the public, the lion-tamer had
an excellent opinion of himself and hia

“Did vou hear me call

Bunter ¢on-

7

performance. Probably every member
of Bignor Muceolini’s numerous com-
pany, was convinced that his own furn
was the real gonuing atiraction that
drew the public.

“1 gny, the fellows will stare when
T tell them that I've actually spoken to
Marco, tha famous lion-tamer!™ went
on Bunier.

A little soft zawder having gona
down, Bunter was trving tho effect of a

lot. He found the lot go doun as
successfnlly asz the litile, he smile on
Mareo's %rcmd, good-humoured  fare

grew more expansive. It was l:'].E!Ell: that
he liked this! In fact, he lapped it up.

“1 was going to have o look at the
circus,” went on Bunter. “I'm {hink-
ing of bringing o party to-morrow-—
standing them & box [V

“Come along with me, then!” said
Marco. “T'll show you the lions !

Billy Bunter toddled acress the green
common by the side of the big man.
He had to trot cvery now and then fo
keep paca.

Bunter was, as a matter of fact. more
interested in the refreshmoent stall ob
the cireus than in the lions. And he
had to get back to Greyiriars before
the =chool gates wera closed.  Buk
Marco, having taken his goft sawder in
good faith, was going to show him ihe
lienis, so the fat Owl had to meko up
his mind to that waste of time.

They reached the eircue encampment.
The evening performance waz not due
for 8 good time, and the public were
not yet arriving, A fat man in & silk
hat, with an eyeglass screwed in his
eve, gave Mareo a nod, and Bunter &
stare.

“That kid's no good, Marco!™ he
eaid prufiy.

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

That remark scemed to him far from
polite, and quite uncalled-for.

He guessed that the silk-hatted man
was Signor Muoecolini, the proprietor
of the circus, and he took a dislike to
him on the spot. But Mareo's reply
enlightened him as to the cause of the
circus-master’s remerk.

“This ain’t my now bov, Aucky!"
answered the lion-tamer. “1 ain’t found
one yet! This is o voung gentleman
from fhe school, and T'm going io let
him see the lional”

“Oh I gaid Signor Muecalini, and he
wallked on. )

Billy DBunter blinked afier him with
a deep frown. Mot only had the zignor

nnistaken Bunter—a Publie school chap

—for a new cirens boy engaged by the
lion-tamer, but he hed svepposed, on
hia looks that he was no good! The
ch:alk of it naturally made Bunter
wrathy.

“‘This way " said Mareo, and ho led
hiz voung friend inte the annexe, whers
the animals’ cages were parked.

Billy Bunter felt an inward gquake.
Mareo bad a good impression of him,
and Bunter was anxioas to 1mprove

it—elicfly with n view to a postibla
“pass ” for the performance. Dut ho
dil not like wild beasls ot elose

quarters.  Ile hoped that sll the cages
were safely sconred.
A decp-throated,
woke the ochocs, as Marco
before the bars of a cage.
“Oh! gasped Buniee.
“That's Cesar!” sail dMaveo, 23 a
huge, maned head approsched the bars

thanderous  roar
sloped

from within, “Tamwoe as o rablbitl
Stroke his head.”
TFEh?”‘

“He likes 1t," sa1d Aarco.
“Ohl" gasped Bunter.
Cesar, the big cirens lion, might like
having his gigantic hoad stroked—but
Tne Macxer JTaemany.—™No. 1,481
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Billy Bunter did not hke the idea of
Et};J s ik, Yery much indeed he
didn’t !

Alareo put lis hand through the bars
and stroked the great head. Then he
glanced at Bunter, evidently expecting
him to do the same,

Clearly, the lion was tame enough.
But the great Jaws looked to Buuter
like s cavern. He repressed a
shudder.

“Think—ihink he'd like it
stranger 77 hoe stammered.

“Try him " smiled Mareco,
Kids wouldn't do it, but
plenty of pluek, from what
you™

Bomething made Bunter play up.
Ar Greviriars, the [ellows would hq.!.re
grinned at the idea of Bunter having
plenty of pluck. But the lion-tamer,
as brave as a lion himself, did net
coubt it—and, somehow or other, Billy
Bunter could not let himself down in
the eyes of the one person in the wide
world whoe  believed that he was
plueky |

He would have given his pound, nad
a dozen more with it, to be safe oub of
tho circus ot that moment. Neverthe-
less, he made an eflort and played up.
Hia fat hand went botweon the bars,

from a

" Boma
o' ve  gob
'vo seen of

and he stroked the lion’s head,
Immensely  to lus  relief, Cesay
evidently did like it

“Good man!’ sail Marco. “By

gum! I ean tell you, kid, old Aucky
him=elf wouldn't do that! Fou've not
afraid of lious!™

"N-nno fof-fuf-fear!™
Bunter.

“I'll take you into the cage with

a3 = LR =, 2
me,” said Mareo, “"I'm juzt going to
fecd lim. Come with me’

e stepped towards the grated door
of the cage.

Billy Bunter blinked after him with
o hovetficd blink., The bare idea of
entering the cage, with that immense
beast loosa within, made Bunter's bloaod
almost ecurdle. True, Cesar scemed
tam2 cnough—as tame as & cat! But
one snap of his awlul jaws one pat of
his paws—

It was not good encugh for Bunier !

Az Mareo's back was turned, the fat
junior made a sudden bolt, and crashed
cadlong into the eireus attendant, who
was bringing the lion’s food.

"{dooogh I pasped DBuntee.

e sat down suddenly, and the circus
man stapgered and dropped what e
was carrying. It landed on Bunter's
licad with a plop—and rolled down his
face, and came to o rest en his fat
knees—and he =at and blinked at a
lump of juiey raw beef.

gasped

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
In the Lion's Cage!

1 ROMOOGH 1 gasped Bunter.

G He dabbed beefy  juice

from hi=s fab facc. The
lign-temer stared round. .

“What the dickens—— You clumsy
ass, Parker.”

“The ally kid
gasped Parker,

* Rubbish "

Mareo gave Bunter o hand up.

The fat junior debbed lis juicy face
with hiz handkerchief. TParker, scowl-
iug‘, picked up the beef.

t waos rather dusky in ithe canvas-
covered passage beforo the cages, and
Marco had no doubt that the man had
walked inte Bunter., It did not oeccur
to him that thst plucky youth had bheen
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rushed inlto me!

THE MAGNET

in the act of bolting when
was turned.

“Coma on, kid:" eaid the lion-tanter
kindly, and, taking Bunter’s fat arm,
he led him to the doorway of the iron
cge, 10w Opem

He was taking it so completely for
pranted that Bunter was not afraid,
that the fat Owl contrived somchow to
sergw up his ecourage to the sticking-
puint, rathe than let himself down.

But his fat heast almost dicd within
his podgy bresst as he stepped into the
cage with Marco.

ba

Ho know that there ¢ould 1o
danger, or the liondamer would never
have dreamed of toking s schoolboy
into the cage. 8till, 1t was possible
tlat Marco wos mistaken at that pomt |
At least, it seemied so to Bunter, as he
Iinked at the terrifie jaws and claws of
ithe huge lion.

Cesar cama across the big cage to
meet his master,

Bunter would have backed behind the
liontamer as the huge ammal
approached. DBut he could not stir.
Terror glued his feet to the floor.

“That's right!” He heard Marco's
voice, like a fellow in a dream.
“Ablways loock an animal in the ecyes!
That's right '’

Evident]ly Marco did pot realize the
reason why Buoanter was standing glued.
Tha attendant banded in the meat.

“Gaive 18 to him, lad!” said Mareo.
“Pit of an experience for you to have
fed o lonm in hiz pape, what? And
il_ans:m‘ will like you, after you've fed
™

Dunter mechanically took the platter.

A deep boom came from Cmsar's
cavernous threat. No doubt it was a
soundd of happy anticipation: but to
DBunter’s terriied ears, it sounded like
a roar of fevocity. Me dropped the
platter, and the beef volled under the
liogn's nose.

Casar pobbled ik

That was rather a relief {o Bunter,
who had been in awful and fearful
cxpectation of being gobbled hunsclf !

Faseinated by the sight, ak such closn
quarters, Billy Bunter watched the lion
feed. Mareo pulled the door shut.
Tho clang of it sounded like the knell
of doom to Buanter.

“Can't be tos careful 1V explained the
lion-tamer. “Cassr hkes wandering—
he wouldn't do any harm, but he
would geb oot if he could. He got
away once, and we had a lot of
trouble getting i haeck."

“Oh ! gasped Bunter.

Onee he was safe through this, the
fat junior realised that it wonld hbe
something to brag of in the Remove
passaga |l Ie had been in a cage with
a lion—he had actually fed the terrific
brute!  But he wished that it was
safely over.

IHia torrors were leaving lim  now,
Obviously, even to Bunter, Cesar really
was as tamo as a cal, terrifie as he
looked 3till, he would have been very
glad to get on the safe side of ihe
grated door.

“NMNow Pl shaw you some of
tricks,” sald the good-natured
tamer.

“I—I say, I—I shall liave to be got-
ting back to the school ™ stammcered
Bunter. “I can't be late for ealling-
over.”

“I'l run you back in my car!
Marco.

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter.

He had nob expected to hear that a
performer in a eivceus had a ecar]l 14
looked as if Marco did well out of lion-
tanung stunts,

hiz back

hiz
lion-

* said

TNow look 1"

Marco made a sign, snd the lion
rose on his hind legs. lle seemed, to
Bunter, to tower to infinite height, and
the fat junior hardly breathed.

“Dammi la zampa I said Marco.

Ha held out his hand to the lion|
Cmsar held out & great pawl They
shook handa!

The lion-tamer had an Italian name,
but he had hitherto spoken in very
ordinary English. o doubt that
forcign name was adopted {or show
{mrpﬂﬁes, and, indeed, Bunter was to
earn, lafer, that Alareo’s real name
was the very British one of Williams !
But fﬂrei.?luaﬁc-undin names  “went ¥
better with the public! In speaking
lis connnands to the hons, Mareo used
the Italian tongue, in order to let the
public have their money’s worth. That
wias whgr he asked Cmsar for his
*zampa,” instead of his paw.

It amazed Bunter to see the tamer
thrust his hand to that awful paw!
But it was a regular turn in the
cirens, and evidently without danger.

“Now you ask him for his pawl”
gald Marco, “"Use the same words—
‘Dammi la zampa!™—he's accustomed
to it"

Bunter shuddered.

But he repressed his shudders. It
was clear to him now that he was in no
danger—and when danger was absent,
Bunter ecould he hold. 8411, 1t was in
s very gingerly manner that he held
ont a fat hand te Casar.

“Dammi la zampa ! he said.

And he uttered the command m an

exact imitation of the llon-tamer’s
voice. That was an easy trick to tho
Greyfriars ventriloguist, He hoped

that the familiar tones would have a
soothing cffect on Cesar—not that that
rood-tempered beast needed scothing.
Marvco gave a starh
His own deep voice was very unlike
Bunter's natural squeal. But the fak

ventrilogquist  bad reproduced it
exaetly.

“Say! Do that apain!” exelaimed
the lion-lamer.

Bunter grinned.

“Pammi o zampa ! he repeated,
again in exact imitation of the hon-
tamer's voice.

“That’s a clever trick!™ said Marco.
“By pgum, if vou were looking for a
job, voung man, you're the boy 1 want.™

Cmsar took Bunter’s fat hand in hia
huge paw. For a second, Billy Bunter’s
fat hoart seomed to miss beating. DBut
the next nroment, he was quife  ye-
azsured. Cmsar shook hands with him,
as he had done with his master, :

“By gum!” said Marco. *“8Bay, kid,
what's yvour name "

“* Bunter 1"

“You're at school ¥

“In the Hemove, at Greyiriarse™

“Vou ain't looking for a job, then?”

Bunter grinned.

Y Havdly ¥?

“1’'d start you at & good salary!”
said Marco. ““¥ou see, | have a boy
with me in the performances—and the

lazt kid was got away from me by
another show. They ain't so easy to
get in this line of business. 1t wants

plucﬁ, and plenty of 1t! It would suit
ron,
o Ro far s that goes, ves!" agreod
Bunter cheerfully., “1'm pretty well
known at Greyfriars for my pluck.”
“If vou lenve school,” said Mareo,
“yon let mo kuow! Youw've got o job
waiting for you, if ever you want one.
Like to try a ride on his back? T'm a
hit too heavy, and I've had to cut that
since my boy left me. But youn—"
“I don't weigh wuclh,” said Dunter.
“ But—="
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Billy Bunter watched the Removites as they rolled Temple along the gquad. Then, suddenly, his eyes and spectacles fell
on an oblong piece of eardboard that fell from Temple's pmkat.' , Oh erumbs ! ** gasped Bunter. ** It’s a flcket for the

Marco grinned.

“You don't weigh anything like me,
anvhow,” he said. “Try it on 1"

y that time DBunter was reassured.
He was still a little uncasy, but he made
no demur as the lion-tamer lifted him
astride Cmsar’'s back. The lien
walked sedately round the cage, with
Bunter on his back, clinging hold of the
mane.

“Now, il you're in a hurry to get
back to school—" esnid Marco.

“Oh! Yez! You spe—"'

“If vou had time, I'd like you to have
ten in my caravan,” said Marco.

“I'm not in such & hurry as all that [¥
said Bunter promptly.

“Come on, then!” :

Bunter had made friends with the
lion. He was no longer afraid of Ceesar,
%till, he was rather glad whon he was
once more on the safe side of the grated
door.

Tle was =till more glad when he was
seated in Marco's handsome and roomy
caravan and an atiendant brought in
tea from the mess tent. It was quite &
nice tea, and there was plenty of it
and Hilly Bunter began to think that
there wnz & good deal to be said for
circns life! =

Best of all, when he got into Marco's
little Anstin, to be driven back to Grey-
friars, hiz pound was still in his pocket.
e had fed up to his fat chin, and it
had cost him nothing, and that pound
was still intact, after its many perils.
It was o happy and satisfied Bunter
that whizzed back to Greyfriars School
in Lhe lion-tamer’s Austin.

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Bob Loses a Bet!

SAY. vou fellows——"

“Ha, ha, hal”
“It's true—>="
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Bounier Minked roumned at the

X

Billy
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laughing fellows in the Rag., with a
wrathful blink that might have cracked
his spectacles.

Most of the Remove wore thore, affoer

rep, and they seemed entertnined.

utiter had been telling the tale !

Billy Bunter was not the fellow 1o
hide his light under a bushel. He was
the fellow to make the most of an
exploit. And—having by that time for-
gotten his terrors in entering the lion's
cagoe at the eircus—Bunter's idea was
that he had done o jolly plucky thing,
and naturally he wanted the rest of the

now what a daring and
dauntless Bunter he was! So he told
them ! i

Sad to relate, the HRemovites only
ronred with laughter. So far from
believing Billy Bunter to be daring arwd
dauntless, they did not believe that he
would have faced o white mouse wikhout
a tremor, so they were not likely to
swallow the lion story.

Had Bonter explained that Ceesar, the
lion, was ns tame az o tabby cat, they
might still have doubted. But Buouter
did not explain that. He deseribed
Clmsar as a savage, fievee, and fcerocious
wild beast of the jungle, that roared and
growled in a manner thal wounld have
terrificd anybody but Bunter !

So the Remove fellows laughed ! They
knew exactly how near Billy Bunter
would have approached a savage, fierce
beast of the jungle! Bunter, ns usual.
could not tell a plain, vovarnished tale,
and the trimmings he added only made
his tale of derving-do incredible.

“1 pay, vou fellows, it's true, every
word 1" imwled Bunter. "I walked into
the lion's came az cool as an iceberg——>"

“Ha, ha, ﬁ i ) .

“The lion roared like—like—any-
thing ! Absolutely fierce ! said Bunter.
i | fﬂai{eﬂ right in his eves! Always
look an animal—any animal—straight in
the eves! What are vou stanng at mo
like that for, Smithy 7

Eemove to

-

“Looking an animal straight in the
eves ! answered Bmithy.,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“You silly ass ! howled Bunter., 1
ean tell vou, that lion was as guict ns—
as a lamb. after I'd looked him full in
the face—he was frightened of moe—-""

“Did yvour face do that? acsked Pelor
Todd., "It's a bit of a nightmare, I
koow, but—"

*“1la. ha, ha '

“Fab! T'd like lo see you do o it
anvhow 1" hooted Bunter, “I'd like to
see von face a fierce, ferocious lion in
& CR

“Well, T'd like o oo vou do it ! re.
marked Peter. “Not s fearfully likely
thing to happen. though,™

“1 did it " shricked Bunter.

“ila, ha, ha!”

“ Have you been to the etrens ab all 3
asked Bob Cherry.

“Haven't I told you I have " yelled
Dunter.

Lut

“Yes,
haven't."

“Na, ha, ha!”

“]1 had tea with the lon-tamer in his
van !” roared Bunter, “1I tell you I had
u jolly good tea in that van™

“Did he spot vou bagging 1?7 ashed
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Teast ! He asked me to bea, and I
enid vom——"

“That sounds probable ! romarked
Johnny  Bull. “If anybody aosked
Bunter to tes, he would =ay yes all
right.” .

“The wesfulnes: would be terrvifie,™
chuekled the Nabob of Bhampur.

“He drove me back to Greviriars——"

that looks as if von

“For pinching his tuck?” asked
Skinner.
“No, vou sillyv ass, he drove meo
back—"

“ Berve vou right if vou pinched his
tea fvom his van™ .
Tue Macxer Ligpant.—No. 1,48l
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“You silly idiet, let a fellow speak—
he drove me back to Greyiriars in his
car ™ howled Bunter. “He admired
my pluck no end. I sat on the lion's

ok——*

“And broke it?” actked Skinner.

“No, you ass] You should have seen
me riding round the lion’s cape on the
lion's back—and the beast roaring and
goashing his teeth fearfully all the
time ! added Bunter impressively.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled tﬂa Reomovites.

“If you don’t beliecve me——"

“* Believe you!” gasped Bob Cherry.
*Oh, my hatt Not guite !

“The believefulness 1s not ternfie”

“Ha, ha, ha1® .

“Did vou book that box while youm
were ab the circus?” grinned Bob,

“0Oh! No! I—I was poing to, but I
—I forgot—being so busy in the lion's
ca%‘e, you know I said Bunter. “I've
still gof the money.™

*Gammon 1

“Oh, really, Cherryr——"

“¥ou fat ass!” exelaimed Harry
Wharton, laughing. “We jolly well
knew you were dodging us, to blow that
qguid on tuck™

“0h, really, Wharton-—="

“And we jolly well konow you did1”
said Bob. *“Chuck it, old fat man—we
know you got your tea out; theve's still
jam on yveour face——"

“ia, ha, ha!” )

“And we know you blowed that quid
on it " continued Bolb, “You zee, we
knew your gama all the time, and we
were only pulling your fat leg., Now
ehuck telling whoppers, and own up that
vou've been io tha bun-shop at Court-
fi1:-‘13;:1E and blowed that pound note™

havent ' yvelled Buwntler.
"Rﬂ-lﬁ !:l.l'
_ Billy Bunter glared at the grinning
Juntors,

It was true that he had dodged the
Famous Five, with the fixed intention of
“blowing * that pound on tuck. Btill
owing to unforescen eircumstances, he
had not ecarried oub that intention,
I{ad not Marco stood him  that fea,
there was no doubt that Bunter would
have stoml himself one before he came
bavk 0 the sehool, Nevertheless, 16 wos
a [act ihat the pound npote was  still
mract.

“1 =zay, yvou [ellows, if you can’t take
a chap's woul —" hooted Buanter.

“Ha, ha, bha!®

“I've still mot that quid—*

“Llarnmon 1M

“T tell you—" roared Bunter.

b, deaw it mild ' said Bob, * You
dedged ws 1o blow that quid on fuck,
sid you've blown it. You could no
more keep o quid in your pochet, when
there was tuck to be bought, than vou
could fly., What’s the good of gammon-
ing, von fat duffer?’

“1 tell you—""

“YWell, if you've got it, let's see it,”
prinned Bob, " Bet vou two tg one, in
doughnuts, that you can't show it up.”

Y Done 1" said Bonter at once.

e groped in his pockes,

The juniors watched him with grein-
ning  facca. They did not belicve a
word of the lion story, and did not,
therefore, believe that Bunter had tea'd
in the lion-tamer's van.  Buat it was
cortain  that Bunter had tea'd, for
nothing conld have kept him avay fram
the foodsiufls, when he had the where-
withal o pay for the same. 8o thoy
had no doubt that the fat Owl had
“Dblowed * 1hat pound. And lis grop-
g i bia pockets did not chauge their
belicf, as they fully expected fo hear
Bunter announce that he coulde't find
tha pound.

A fat hand came out inta view.

Luie Magner LisRany.—Na, 1,481,
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There was a ship of paper in it

Bunter held it up.

“{h crikey V" exclaimed Nugent,

“Ob erumbz ! pasped Bob,

It was a pound note, :

HWell, miy hat!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton blankly. *“He's still got the
gquid. Wonders will never cease.’

“{Oh, really, YWhartont Didn’t I
arree ta book a hox at the circus with
this quid?’ demanded Bunter. * Ain't
I a fellow of my word? You owe mao
two doughnuts, Bob Cherry.”

“Fan me " murmnred Bol.
Doly had lost his bet—there was no
doubt about that.

“ Now porhaps you believe me," said
Bunter scornfully. “That lion-tamer
chap admired my pluck so much, he
would hate been jolly glad to take me
on as his assistant i the lion-taming
Il.'l.‘.'t LF]

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if T see anything to eackle
atl You fellows wonld have been
scared stif hy that lion. I never
turned a hair”

*I'H bet you'd turn a corner if vou
remarked

aaw a liom a mile off ¥
Skinner,

“ Ha, ha, ha "

Eilly Bunter; for once in his fat

career, was telling tha treth, or as near
the truth az Bunter could possibly pet.
But it booted not. Not a fellow be-
lieved a word of it. Indeed, Skinner
remarked that Bunier the Lion-Tamer
was the best jeke of the term; and
the other fellows agreed that it was.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Golng—Going—GONE !

ILLY BUNTER hesitated.
B It was break the following
morning.

DBunter, as soon as the Re-
move were dismissed from their Form-
room, made a straight cut for the
school shop.

Many fellows liked 2 snack in break.
Billy Bunter liked 2 large enack. If
Bunter's funds ran to it, Bunter's snack
waa likely to be as large as any other
fellow’s sguara meal.

Bunter was in funds now. A wheole
pound note repozed in his pocket. And
v wag, of course, hungry.

It was reslly surprising that Billy
Bunter hesitated at the door of the
school shop, The eall of the [nodstufls
was slrong.

But  that afterncon there was the
cireus.  Ilunfer wanted to go to the
civcus. And he wanted to keep his

word—to stand that bex, as per his
agreement with the Famous Five. IHe
really did want to. Unluckily, he did
not want to keep his word, so much as
e wanted to sample the good things in
the tuckshop.

It 15 well said that he who hesitates
iz lost. Thus 1t was with Bunter. Ile
hesitated—almost a whole minute. Then
the tuckshon drew him like & magnet.

ITad the Famous Five been on hand,
Bunter, no doubt, would have refrained
from “blowing ** that pound, as he had
done the previous day, when their eyes
were on him. But they were not on
hand. ‘They did not take that compact
with the fat Owl seriously; they did
not want him to stand them a box at
the cirens; and they had done with
pulling ins fat leg on the subject., So
the Owl of the Remove was left to his
own deviees, and hia own devices drow
him {o where the foodstuffs most did
ongregala,

That pound had had a series of nar.
row escapes the day befere. Dut it's
vicissitudes were over now. It passed
over Mrs, Mimble's counter.

1I':lﬁ:'aﬂlr. that mormbge was o happy
time for Builer—happy, and rather
sticky.

He st on a high stool at Alrs
Mimble's counter, and gobbled.

But Billy Bunter had a conscience.

As econ as ihe pound note had
passed over to Alrs. Mimble, the game
was up—so {ar as booking a box at the
cireus was concerned. Dut thera wero
“bob ™ seats nt Muccolini’s magnificent
circus.  And Bunter manfully resolved
Lo reserve six shillings out of the pound
to pay for admission for himself and
the Famous Five.

Fourteen shillings was, to auy fellow
but Bunter, a cousiderable sum  to
spend on tuck at one sitting.  Fven
Billy Bunter felt that he had hadl
almost enough when 1hat exact som
had been expended.

Then he hesitated again,

There was almost wnlimited aceom-
modation for foodstulfs inside William
Leorge Dunter's wide circumference.
Six shillings remained, and if it went
it was all up with the eircus that after-
neon,  He hesitated,

Bt ihiz titme he who hesitated was
not lost, for the bell for third school
clanged  out  across  the auadrangle.
There was no time for mere.

Sticky and shiny, Billy Bunter ralled

out of the twekshop—six shiliings still
sufe in his pocket.
_ The Famouns Iive grinned at the fat
junior as the Bemove went in. The
stieky state of DBunter’s fat countenanco
told ita own tale. They could guess
that the pound, after its miraculous
escape the previous day, was pone.

“1—1 say, you fellows !”” said Bunter,
blinking at the chums of the Remove
ruther uncasily through lhis big spee-
tacles. "I sav, aboub that box—"

a3 standing 167" chuekled Bol.

“Oh, yes! Bubk I've been thinking
{thai—"

“YWhat on earvth with ¥

“Oh, really, Cherry! T sav, I'va
been thinking about that I said Bunter.
“I—=I don’t think much of the boxes
at the circns, you kuow. They call ‘om
boxes; bub iw's @ll rot, really—only
swank. My idea 1s that a fellow would
geo much botter on the benches in tha
bob seals.  If you fcllows prefer it,
we'll go inte that part, instead of
having o box.”

“And f we den't!" asked Raob
pravely.

“Well, my idea iz that it's evor o
much better,” sard Bunter. " I'm only
thinking of you [feilaws, of course.
What 1 want is—you fellows to enjoy
ihe show this afternoon. That's the
chief thing. 1 haven't been zpending
the rmoney in the tuckshop, or anything
of that kind—-"

“Ha, la, ha 1"

“I=I'va still
conrse.”™

“F think T should win the doushnuts

this time,” vemarked Bob Cherry.
“ Flave another bet on ik, Bunter.”

“Well, I don't approve of betiing,
old chap, even in doughnuts,® said
Bunter, shaking his head. "I know
qon don't wean any harm, of course,
ut, you see, it's o matter of principle
with me.”

“Why, you fat villain !" gasped Bob,
“T don’t think you ought to call o
fellow names, because he's got high

got Lhat poovud, of



principles, Cherry. 1 don't thiok
Queleh would approve of betting, even
in doughnuts, and we're bound to re-
spect Queleh’s opinion. You see—"

“Let’s see the pound,”” eaid MNugent.

“Certainly, old chap, if you like!
E&r& iE‘, izl Oh, I forgot, I left it in

E——

*The tuckshop.”

“No; in my study., Buot I think we'd
better have the shilling scats this after-
noon. I've kept six shillings out of
the pound—I mean, I haven't changed
the pound.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Bemove went into their Form-
room for third lesson, many of them
thinking more of Muceolini’'s Circus
than of Mr. Quelel’s valuable instruc-
tion, Quite &8 crowd of the Remove
were going to the circus that after-
IO .

Amongz them were the Famoua TFive:
for the letter-rack that morning lad
turaed ap trumps. There had been a
letter for Frank Nugent, with a ten-
shilling note enclosed from a thought-
ful aunt, so the diffienlt ouestion of
finance was happily settled.

Billy DBunter, nnaware of that happy
circwmstance, hoad a thoughtiul expres-
ston on Lis fat brow as the lemsson drew
to an end.

Maost fellows, having parked fourteon
shillings' worth of relreshments in
break, would have been content to wait
till dinner for further sustenance.

But DBilly Bunter could not help
thinking of the delightful things that
coulld be purchased for the sum of six
shillings,

When the Remove were dismissed
again, the fat jumor wandered awav
to the school shop acrcss the quad, as
if his footsteps wers drawn in that
direction by some invisible  but
irresistible foree.

He rolled in,

If lie hesitated, i was one more
example of the [act Lthat he who lesi-
tates is lost

Six shillings passed over the counter !
Tuck to that ‘?miaa value was packed
away mside William George Bunter !

Bunter rolled out again.

Tha box at the cireus was a goner;
now the shilling seats were goners, also,
It was a little more than twenty-four
hours since Billy Bunter's postal order
had so surprisingly arrived! Now the
fat 0wl of the Remove was in his ac-
customed stony state once more !

“Hallo, hallo, o™

Bunter gave & guilty start as he
almoest ran into the Famous Five,
coming out of the hll.':kﬂhﬂ{:. Ha blinked
at them rather uncertainly through his
big spectacles.

Booked that box?" asked Bob
blandly.
“0Oh! No!” gasped Bunter.
“We've pot to start zoon after two.

Better get 1t on the phone. Quelch will
let you use his phone, if you ask him.”

“The circus isn’t on the phone, fat-

head 1 .
“They've got an agent in Courlfield
to boolk seats.”
I don't know hiz number.”
“I've seen it on the bills—Conrtfield,
two-donble-one.”
[I—I—-I'll go and

“Oh! Al right!
ask Quelch !” Bunter EEIE-{E{L i

He rolled away to the House, leaving
the Famous Five prinning. But he did
not roll to Mr. Quelek's stucdy to ask
leave to usa the telephone. Billy
Bunter's brief wealth had evaporated;
hiz postal order had come—an gone |
Haorry Wharton & Co, were going to the
cirena that aftérnoon, but it looked as
if Billy Bunier wasn't]

EVERY SATURDAY
THE NINTH CHAPTER.

And Bessle !
b H lor" I" gasped Billy Bunter.
O He thk:-g at the leiter i
his hend.

He blinked again.

Ho blinked in horror.

Bunter was reading the letter that had
arrived the dav before, with the postal
order enclosed in it.

Hitherto, Bunter had not read that
letter. Ie had been more interested
in the tal order than in the letter.
Still, the letter had to be read, some
time or other: and now Bunter was
reading it, sitting on one of the old
caken benches in the quad, after dinner.

The contents of that letter from Mr.
Bunter scemed to give his hopeful son
a shoek, .

Bunter had heen surprized to receive
that postal order—so surprized that it
almost looked as if he had not really
been expecting a postal order at all!
But he found the-explanation, now that
he read the letter from his father.

It woas rather a long letter. It con-
tained a good deal of what Billy
Bunter described as Y jaw.” Bunter's
half-term report did not secm to have
caused Mr. Bunter auy great satisfac-
tion. DMr. Bunter expressed an em-
Eimtm hope that the term's report wounld

e better,

Bunter was used to thiz sort of thing.
pud could tolerate 15 with a ocevtain
amonnt of cheerful resyproation,  Bar
there was a paragraph in the letter that
rmade hing Jump.

“Your sister Bessie Las writfen that
there 15 a circus at Conrthield, to which
siae desires to go. No doubt you would
like to go alse. You mav, therefore,
talie Beassie to the cirens on the next
half-holiday—Wednezday, 1 think.
Dessie nforms me that a box mav be

ked for the sum of one pound.
enclose a postal order for £1, for yon
to use for this purpose.™

Billy DBunter's eves alnost bulged
through his spectacles at that starthing
paragraph i lus pater’s letter.

Really, he wished he had read that
letter earlier, as a dutiful sou certainly
ngghh to have done. i

That pound was not a sudden burst
of exuberant generosity on the part of
Bunter senior. It had been sent for a
apmil:m purpose, And now—it  was

H Lo

Bunter had not guessed this! He had
never dreamed of it! Certainly, he
would have learned it had he read the
letter at onee, as he ought to have done.
But he hadn't read the letter—till now !
Now it was too late!

certain that Barother Billy would hear
from Sister Bessiel On that point there
was not a shadow of doubt.

“Oh, jiminy ¥ raid Bunter.

The pound was gone! Not & copper

remained. If the British public had
been pdmitied to Muccolini’'s Magnifi-
cent Circus at g penny s hesd, Bunter
could not have raised the price of ad-
Mmission.
_ Any minute now Bessie might blow
in to join up for the excursion. BShe
must have expected Billy to call for
her at Chiff House. But if he did. not.
she would eall for him at Grevfriars. If
ihe mountain did not come to Mahomet,
Mahomet would go to the mountain!

“h erumbas 1 groaned Bunter.

The interview with Miss EKlizabeth
Bunter was certain to be painiul, She
wanted to go to the circus, she expected
Billy to take her there, and she 5ul_;lx+
posed that Billy was in funds for the
purpose ! It was going to be awful
when he saw Bessie !

If only he had read that letter sooncr !
But he hadn't—and that was that!
Bunter rose from the bench under the
clms. Theve was only one thing to be
done ; hie had to avoid an interview that
was not only unprofitable, Lut very dis
agrecable. As it was a half-holiday, he
was free to po out of gates, and stay
ouk as long as he liked—till call-over
And, as ssic might blow m anvy
minnte, it was only judicions to go while
the going was good,

The fat Owl blinked round the quad
and spotted Harry Wharten & Co.
coming ouk of the House., e rolled
over to them.

“I zay, you fellows!” he squeaked
hurriedly. “I=1'm sorry it's all off.
about the corens! I—I've got Lo ool out
this afternoon, to see my pafer.”

“Then we shan’t got that box, afler

all I said Bolb Cherry sadly. ¥ How

lucky we never supposed  that we

should 1" i
“The Iluckfulness was  terrifig!™

grinned Hurree Jamset Hom Singh.

“Well, it’s mot really my fanlt,” ex-
plained Bunter. “As m¥ uncle's coming
down to Lantham, and wants to sce
ma—"

*Your unele 3

#Yea, my Uncla William

“4s well ns voor pater? psked
Mugent.

*J—1 mean my pater,” stammered
Bunter.  *Alv father William—I mean,
my uncle father—that is, 1 mean—-—"
Bunter secmed to be getting a lillle
confused.

Practice is said to make perfeet, and
there is no doubt that Billy Bunter had
had a lot of proctice at fibbing, Bur

(Continued on next paie.)
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“Oh crikey!l”
groancd Bunter.

Now that the
pound was pgohe,
the fat Owl had to
make up hiz mind
that the circus that
afternoon was off.

That was bad

cenough., But, ns
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gomehow, his fbs never seemed to eon-
vince anybody. He was rather linble to
get themy miixed.

“Yon mean your Aunt George, or
vour Uncle Mary 1™ asked Bob. *Or
perhapas your father’s uncle, or your
utiele’s father 7

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“¥ou fat ass!” said Harry Wharton,
“Can’t you get it into your silly head
that we wera ﬂnIi? pulling djqur leg,
and woulda't be tound dead in your
hox, even if you were rcally going to
stand one, which you weren't¥

“0Oh, veally, Wharton—"

“No need to go out of gatez, as we
know the whole %ame. you fat ¢hump !
grunted Jobnny Bull. “8Bo cut out the
rest of the wimpﬁem.“

“I say, you fellows, I never changed
that pound, and I kept back six shil-
lings out of it, too 1" za1d Bunter. “But
I’:ii? really got to go out, because Bessie
will—

“ Besagio 1

“I—1 mean, because my Uncle Peter
—I mean, my Father William—that is,
my pater, is coming down to Court-
field—"

*As well as Lantham

“I—I mean Lantham—and I've got to
F:: over and sea him, and so, if Bessie
1ippens to blow in before you go to the
cireus, vou tell her that—that "ve had
to hurry off to see my unele—I mean my

pater. SBea?”
g “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Tiva,

Looking past the fat Owl, they had a
view of a ﬁg’um coming in at the gates
—a plumap figure, that rather resembled
Bunter's, with a plump faco and a

largo pair of spectacles that resembled
Bunter's very much indeod.

Bunter had read that letter, and
taken warning, too late! Bessie had
arrived |

“Blessed if I sce anything to cackle
at 1" said Bunter pe vis%ly. “What are
ou _fellows cackling at? say, if

ssie asks you whether I booked that
hox at the earcus, tell her I had to rush
off in such a hurry that I hadn't time.
I couldn't keep my uncle waiting at
Courtficld—I mean I couldn't keep my
father waiting at Lantham! Tell her
I will send half of the postal order to
her. See? 1 shall be able to do i
to-morrow. I'm expecting a postal
ur:‘lier-—anotjher postal order, vou know—
Algm—"

"h'ﬁ'hy not tell her yourself i asked
Bah,

“I can't wait till she comes” ex-

lained Bunter. "“I've got to rush off

efore she gets here—I mean, I'm
awlfully sorry that I can’t wait till she
COInes over,
"Q-'LI.?”

1 think =so!® said Harry Wharton,
laughing. “ But you won't have to wait
long to see Bessie, old fat man! You
gee, she’s just behind you.”

“Wha-a-t 1"

Billy Bunter spun round.

Bessie, having spotted the group ni:ly
the House, was coming directly towards
them. Her unhappy brother mef her
face to face.

“Oh 1 gasped Bunter.

"Hﬂ-, hﬂ, hﬂ.l"

“QOh lor’ !” groaned Bunter. “I-—I
say, Bessie, old dear, I—I'm jolly pglad
to ses you | I—I wasn't just going out,
Bessia.™ ]

Miss Bunter blinked at him. ’

“} should think not]” ghe =aid,
“ Hava you got that box

“*Ohl Nal Yesl”

“Why didn't you ecall for me at Chif
ITousa?™ demanded Bessio warmly.
“Do vou think girls ought te have fo
call for boys?"
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“Oh! ¥es! Nel I—I didn't want
you to calll” gasped Bunter, for once
telling the truth, the whole truth, and
vothing but the truth. 3

" TI've beon expecting you ever sinco
dinner I snapped Miss Bunter. * Mar-
orie and Clara have been waiting, too.

‘'m taking them to the circus. Thera
will be room for four the hox.
Marjorie and Clara—-"

“(th crikey I

“They've gone on, and they're going
fo wait ab the stile,” said Bessie. “ Are
vou ready to start?”

“Oht Yes! No! You see—m"

“I think you might have put a clean
collar on,” said Bessie. ““And I think
you might have washed, while you were
about 1t. 1 can see that you had
treacle pudding at dinner.”

* Look here—*

“Well, how long are you going to
keep me waiting 7 a.!jked} Bessie, “If
you haven't booked the box wet, we
shall have to get there early——"

“Ohl Thet's all right! You—you
starg 1" fasped Bunter. “I—I've got to
sco Quelch—1 shan’t be long after you

;ou get off, old girl—you can’t keep
Marjorie and Clara waiting at the
stile—"

“Bure you've got that box all right?”

“Think I don't know how to book a
box? You book 'em by telephone—
Courtfield  two-double-one, wyou koow,
I=I'll just cut in and change my collar,
and—and I'll be after you like—like a
shot |” groaned Bunter.

“Well, none of your dawdling,”™ said
Bessie, and she turned and walked away
to the gates, to follow on the way
Marjorie and Clara had gone.

Bunter gasped with relicf when she

disappeared. i
“You fat wvillain!” sald Harry
Wharton, “Are you going to keep the

girls waiting at the stile, when you're
not really going at all

“ JomToe]——* Bunter gasped. “ I—I"mn
going! I=I'm only waiting #ill—till
Bessie gets clear——"

*“Tao go in the other direction 1* asked
Harry,

Bunter made no reply to that. Dut it
was clear that that was his intention.
The pound was gone; and there was no
box. DBunter could not produce a hox
at the cireus, like a conjurer producing
a rabbit fram 2 hat! His one idea, at
present, was to avoild painful explana-
tions with Bessie.

“There’'s ona thing you've for-
gotten ! said Bob., “If they're walting
at the fArst stile, they'll see vou go
o t—="

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1™

“*Better cut off to the dorm and hide
under the bed ! suggested Bob.

“ Beast [

The Famous Five walked down to the

gates. Billi Bunter was left rooted in
the quad, blinking helplessly, at the
cid of his resources.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter's Windfalil !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE of
q the Upper IVourth Form
grinned. His friends, Dabney
and Fry, grinned also.
Billy Bunter was the object of their
risthility. . ]
“Here he is!” said Tomple.
“The jolly old lion-tamer [¥ grinned

ry.
“Oh, rather!” chuckled Dabney.
Bunter’s tale of derring-do had been
ing the rounds since the previous «ay.

fg e Remove nobody believed a word

of it Oudside the Remove there was
the samo lack of faith. Temple of the
Upper Fourth declared that it was
Bunter’s funniest story; and his friends
agreed that ib was,

Having o little leisure on his hands,
Cecil Reginald was umproving  tho
shining hour by chipping Bunter on the
subject.

emple & Co. were pgoing to the
circus. But they were in no hurry to
start, like commoner mortals, Ceeil
Reginald did these things in style. Ha
had a ticket for the Roval Box in his
waisteoat pocket, which had cost him a
whole pound. And he was going to
?huna up a taxi to take himself and
riende to Mueeolini’s Magnificent
Cireus and Menagerie. Other fellows,
who were going to walk, were already
gettulﬁ' off, but the wealthy man of the
Fourth had lots of time to sparc.

" Tell us about 16, old fat freak ! zanl
Cecil Reginald banteringly. “I hear
you've been daring to lgbe a Danicl,
what ¥ . )
__"More like a spaniel than a Daniel,
if wou ask mel” remarked IFry.
Y 3paniel in the lion’s den 1

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Billy Bunter blinked morosely at the
grinning Fourth Formers. 8 WwWas in
no mood for badinege.

Ha was worried—deeply worried.
Unless he joined the Clif House girls,
waiting at the stile on the road, it was
certain that Bessie would come back
for him—not in o good temper.

Bessie would ba wrathy; all the more,
because, believin that DBilly bad
carried out his father's imstructions, she
had asked two other pgirls of Chiff ITouszo
to share thet box ! hat Bessie would
say when she learned that there was no
box, and not even the price of admission
to *hob ™ seats, Bunter hardly dared
to think, It was certain to be some-
thing awfully unpleasant,

“Taming jolly old Hons, what " wernt
on Temple.  “I can sort of see Bunier
doing it, vou men.”

“Eort of I chuckled Fry.

“th, rathee!™ said Dabney.

“Faney Bunter handling a lien!”
chortled Temple. “I fancy he wonld
jump eclear of the ground, if he heard
a dog growl! And a lion— 1Ia, ha!”

Billy Bunter gave him a glare.

“I'd like to scc you do what L did "
he snapped.

" Easy eﬁlqugh," grinned Temple, *as
it was nothing at afl!”

Gurrrggggh ! came a sudden, hidrons,
and snarling growl, almost under
Temple's feet, behind him.

Temple of the Fourth, ne doult, had
heard that Bunter of the Remove was
8 ventrilaquist. Bub he was not think-
ing it just then, aud he was taken guito
off his guard.

At that herrible growl juzt behind
Lim, Temple pave o gasp and a sudden
bound, which lifted him a good {oot
irom the quad.

“*He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.

“Oh gad! gasped Temple. * Look
aut for that deg—"

“What dog?” asked Fry.

“Didn't you hear him, you ass—why
—what—where——"  Temple stared
round him blankly., There wos no dog
to be scen.

“He, he, he 17 chortled Bunter. “Who
jumps elear of the ground if e hears o
dog growl? He, he, he!™

w heard  him——"

stultered
Templa.

“He, he, hel” ; .

“It was that fal a=s playing tricks”
grinned Dabney. “I  romember ho
made & dop growl under Capper's chae
ORI G’
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The playful Mr, Tip reached cut at Billy Bunter, who sat in the box with the Clff House girls, and jerked out a string of

sausages from the fat junior’s pocket.

Bunter, as red as a turkey-cock, glared in speechless wrath at the clown.

“* You've

brovght enough grub ! ** sald Mr. Tip. ** Thought you'd be hungry before you got home l-tl' tea, what? ™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Fry.
Temple crimsoned with wratl.

There was no dog present—it was a
irick of the Remove ventrilogquist—and
the dandy of the IFFourth had been need-
lessly alatrmed. And, after his words to
Bunter, there was no doubt that Cecil
Roginald Temple looked an ass!

emple did not like locking an ass!
That he was one made no difference to
that| Fe did not like it at all.

“Ho, he, he!” cackled Bunter.
“Who's aflraid of a dog? Wha jumps

when he hears a dog growlt Ile, he,

hE !!j

Temple qlaw&—-&nd grabbed ! There
was & howl from Bunter, as the dandy
of the Fourth got him by ono fat ear.

“Varopoh ! Leggo! Whoooop 1

“You cheeky fat slug!” hooted
Templa. “Y1l jolly well toach you io
play vour silly tricks on o Fourth Form
man [

“ Yow-ow |¥ roared Bunter. “Leggo,
vou beast] I say, you fellows, rescue!™

Five or six Bemove fellows camo
gpecding up.

Bunter's fat ear, considered merely .4

as Dunter's ear, was of no great con-
gequenca; but Bunter waz a Hemove
man, and Remove ears were not to be
pulled by the TFourth—not with
impunity.

Varnon-Smith came up with a rush.
He barged into Temple and sent him
spinning.

Bunter's ear was released aa the
dandy of the Upper Fourth went over.
He rubbed it temderly.

Dabney and Fry promptly grabbed
Vernon-3mith, Redwing and Peter
Todd and Squiff, Tom Brown and
Qgilvy, of the Remove, were on the
gpot 1 another moment. Dabney and

ry wera strewn in the quad,

‘empla jumped up, redder than ever,

mnd wrathier than ever. He hurled
himself at Bmithy.

The Bounder grinned and grappled
with him. They rolled over together in
the quad. . .

“3 nayB. vou fellows, give "em ]}ip

u

pan
L

ticket for the Royal Box at Muccolini's
Magnilicent Cirens!

“0Oh erumbsz1” gasped Buntor,
_ A moment more, and that ticket waa
in Bunter's waistcoat pocket.

If Temple did not want that ticket.

gasped nter, Bunter did! And if Temple wanted it,
Bunter did not join in giving the he shouldn’t have started pulling

Upper Fourth Formers *jip.” He was Bunter's ear, and gol into & ragging!

busy rubbing a painful fat ear. But  Bunter felt that, in the circumsiances,

there were plenty of other hands,

Dabney and Fry fled for their lives,
with threa or four Hemovites whoop-
ing after them. Temple was not so
fortunate. He had grasped Smithy, to
give him what he deserved—only to
make the annoying discovery that
Smithy’s grip was sbout twice as strong
a3 his own ! ;

The Bounder, getting the upper hand,
rolled him slong the $I‘ﬂ1.lt‘.l.l.‘1, with ruin-
ous resulta to ‘.E%mpie 8 clegant clobber,
Tm;gia gasped and spluttered aa he
rolled ; but he had to roll, and he went
rolling on and on, followed by the Re.

move fellows, roari with laughter,
His hat fell ofi—his handkerchici
dropped from his pocket—and he

on, epluttering, leaving 1hem
behind,

“He, e, he!” chorvtled Bunter,

Ie stood blinking after the juniors as
i‘-h:;yd went, rolling Temple along the
quad.

Then suddenly Bunter's eyes and
spectacles fell on mn oblong piece of
cardboard that lay almost at lns feet,

He blinked st it.

He jumped.

That oblong ecard had evidently fallen
from Temple's pockets, like other
articles, as he wrestled in the grasp of
the merry RBemovites.

"Tho other articles’ did not interest
Bunter!| But that card did! He had
no use for Temple's hat or handker-
chief ! But he had o use for Temple's

he was entitlod to bag that ticket!
Bunter genorally felt, in any cireum-
stances, thet he was entitled to bag any-
thing he wanted, if he could get his fat
pawa on it

Billy Bunter did not delay to change
into & clean collar, or wash! He was
not fearfully keen on & clean ecollar, or
evenr & clean face! But he was Leeu
on the circus, and on escaping Bessie'a
Just wrath ! The fat Owl walked out of
gates, with Temple’s ticket in his waist-
coat pocket.

Temple, in the hands of the Phalis-
tines, was still rolling end roaring.
Billy Bunter cheerfully left him to roll
and roar !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Box !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H raised their straw hais very
politely as they came up to the

.E'I'ﬂig) 'b:{ the stile.
Marjorie Hazeldene was standing by
the stila, Misa Clara Trevlyn sitting on
tho top bar, and Bossie Bunter on the
step.  The three schoolgirls were wait-
ing for Billy Bunter fo join them:
which, so far as the I'amous Five eould
see. was rather improbable.

“Where's Billiv?¢" demanded Mics
Dunter, as the five juniors come wup,

(Continued on poge 16.)
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tefore anvone else could speak. “Isn't
L coming yeti”

#1—1 think not 1™ said ITarry, rather
dubiously. e could not explain the
cirenmstances to the Cliff ouse girls;
but, at the same time, he did not want
to leave thiem waiting there, for a
fellow who was nol coming. " What
abiout walking on to the cirens?”

“RBills's got the moner!” answerod
Boasie.

“Has=—has he?” _

“ ¥es, he has, and we're going to have
a box! There won't be room for you
ovs in it ! added Aliss Bunter.

“Oh!  We're trickling into the
common or garden bob seata!” said Bob
Cherry. “IH-—-if Billy doesn't come
along. perhaps you'll all come along
witit s )

“Rot ! said DBessic.

“Elom 1"
“If he keeps me waiting much
longer.” said Mliss Bunter, "T'll

(4]
back for him. And if T go back f?:rr
Lim, I'H serateh him 'V

“Oh, my hat!"

“Boys have no manners,” said Bessio,
“ heeping us waiting ! Why didn’t you
Lring him aleng, if you were coming3”

“Well, you—you see——"

“Lazy 1™ said Miss Buonter. “Too
much trouble! You're worse than

: hally "

“Ay esteomed and beauteons Tessie,”
marmured IIurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“wWell, T shan’t walt muach longer.”
said Bessie darkly, “and if I go back
for him, ho will ba sorry for himself I

“Let us walk on!™ sugpested Mar-
jorie genily.

“Bosh 1" said Miss Bunier,

“Now, look here, Bessie,” said Clara,
“oe don't want to be late! Ten to
one Billy won't tuen up! Ile's almost
too lazy to live: and——"

“Rublish "

“T'Il #cll wou what,” sald Ilarey
Wharton., “TLet's walk on, and if
Bunter catehes us wp, you can go into
his—kem—box: and if not, you can
come into the bob seats. They’re really
quite all right.”

Muriurin and Clara, it was clear,
sere inelined to close on that.,  Bat
Porssie shook her head and sniffed.

“Btuff " she satd curtly.

“ But—but, realily, it’s 2 good idea !”
nrged Ilarre. “l1—I shouldn't wonder
}f snme‘flung happena to stop DBunter
rom——""

“Ilar he blued the quidi” asked
Miss Clara choerlully.

“Oh, Clara " gasped Marjorie.

“0Oh " exclaimed DBessie. “Is that

it* I'll ecratech him!l 1'[}—*

Aiss Clara slipFotl from the stile,

“Iot's beat it.”' she said. *No d
waiting for Billy. Come on, Mar-
jorie !

Alarjorie hesitated.

The chums of the Remnove could dis-
coin that neither Mavjorie nor Clara
wa: keen on sharing the Bunter box.
Tirasio had asked them, and thev had
eat carcd to refuse. Beth would have
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prelerred {he bob ™ scats with their
friends, 10 a box with DBilly Bunter, At
the =ame time, it was impossible to
turn the Banters down, so long as there
was a ciance of Billy arrimving.

“Do vou think Borasie’s brother 1s
really coming, Darey#” asked Dar-
Jorio,

“YWell——" Wharten heaitated.

“1lalle. halla, hallo?' ejaculaled
Bobh, “Here he comes!”

All cves turned on a fat Digure that
was rolling up the road from the dirvec
tion of the school gates '

Iinnter was coming !

The Famous Five could only stare.
Wnowing what ihey knew, they had
naturally not expected io see Bunier
aggain that afternoon. They had, of
courae, no idea of what had happened
to Temple's ticket, which had eaused

g3 complete 8 change I William
George Bunter's plans.

“Buck up!” ecalled ont Bessie im-
patiently, ““What have you kept us
waiting for, Billy? You haven't
changed your collar, either!"

* (Oh, really, Boeasip—"'

“Nor washed your face!™ added
Miss Bunter, surveying her Dbrother
critically. * It needs i

“ Look here—"

“All bovs have bad manners, Int
vou're really a coughdrop!™ saild
Bessie, " Keeping ns waiting about like

this—"

“I—I ecouldn’t {ind the ticket!™
stamniered Bunter. “I—I mislaid it,
vou know.”

“Mhen vou've got the ticket ¥

“{h! Yes! The Royal Box "

“You've got a ticket for a hox at the
circus, Bunter?' exclaimed 1larry
Viliarton,

Bunter Wlinked at him,

“Fht Ves! I've got it all right!
Horry I ean’t ask you fellows into it,
after all—=but, you see—"

“*Never mind that,” eaid Harey.
“TLook here, Bunter, don't play the
goat, We can all po into the ehilling
sedbs—"

“Wouldn't be found dead in them 1"
reloried Bunter calmly. “All right for
von fellows, but I have to be a bit
more particnlar—especially when 1'm
taking ladies to the circuz, 1've got the
Roval Box. ™

*“1 heard that Temple bocked that
for to-day,” said Harry. *If he's got
it vou can't have.”’

“Only Temple's swank!™ answered
Bunter. ““You know what & chap he iz
for swank. 1 don't suppose he could
afford it. Anvhow, I've got it "

ITarry Whavion & Co. could only
starve,

They knew ihat Banter had made
{hat pound fiy, and, withont it, le
could hardly have booked the  box at
the eirens; moreover, only a quarter of
gn hour ego they l’m{l left him in a
state of dismay, evidently thinking of
anvilhing but cireuses.

1t was quite a puzele; and they eonld
only suppose that it was some more of
Bunter's "gammon "; and thak, when
they arri st the civens, the fat Owl
would announes that e had lost his
ticket, or somelhing of the sort.

“Now, leok hers, Bunter—" said
ihe captain of the Remove,

“Oh, rot; let's get on,” said Bunier.

And Bunter started.

“Don’t lose it!" snid Bessie, “Yau
know what yon are, Billy! Do come
on—we shall be late for the cireus at
this rate.” :

And {he parly proceeded, Billy Ban-
ter grinning o fat and satisfied grin,
{mee ar twice as they went, he glanced
back over o fat shonlder. But there
was  really  no danger of  pursait,

Temple of the Upper Fourth, when he
missed that ticket, was fairly certmiu
to search in the quudrgnﬁ!a for iv. Cer-
tainly he was not likely to find it;
neithey was he likely to guesa that Billy
Bunter had picked it up and walked
off with it.

There was no sign, at sll avenis, of
Temple coming along. The selioolboy=
and schoolgirls walked on to Courthield
Common, and a blare of musie from
afar greeted  their ears ws  they
approached the cirous.

Plenty of other poople were hoading
in the same dircetton: {ownsfolk from
Courtfield, villagers from Friardale and
Woodend and the other villages rounl
about: Greyfriars fellows, and 1Tigh-
cliffe fellows, and fellows from Redelviie
and St Jude's, In the midst of a large
crowd, the Remove party ervossed from
the road to the entrance of the cirens
tent.

Near the entrance, Hlarry Wharlon
slipped his arm theough Bunter's, and
drew him out of hearving of the CLR
ITouse gicls.

“Now look here, vou fat asg— -
he whispered,

4 Loggo I

“We've got omongh tin to stand Lob
seats all round,” said Harery., “ We'll
see  you  through, won fat  duiler.
You've not got a tickete—"

“I've got a box!™

“Are you going fo keep up {hat
gammon till we get inside ¥ snapped

the captain of ihe Remove, “Don't
talk rof!"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Chuek 1f, you fat ass! We all

know——-"

“ Leggo my arm, vou beast ! enoried
Bunter. “I'm sorry 1 can't take vou
inte the box! I know that wus the
arrangement; but vou sce, I hadn'c
read iny pater’s letfer then—*"'

“Never mind that, fathead——""

“But T do mind ! said Bunter. “The
pater sent me that pound for a box, to
take Bessie, and she’s brought iwo girls
with her, so vou have lo be left out!
Take it smiling."

“You blithering idiot, we wouldn't ba
found dend in yonr box if you had one;
but you haven't, and—"

“Ladies first, you Lknow!"™ said
Bunter, “In the ocircumstances, wvou
fellows have to stand down! 1 can’t
crowd my lady friends with a lot of
schoolboys”

“You howling asg-—e——"

' Lt-ggn t”

“¥ou blinking bandersnatch, you'll
have to own up in another minuie that

voir laven't a tieket——""  lissed
Wharton. “And so—"

“If wou donbt my word, HHarry
Wharton—-"

“ Tdigt 1"
“ Loaol here—"
“Fathead! Ass!"

“Well, look at this, then!" sporied
Bunter, and he jerked from his waist-
coat pocket the card that had lately
been the property of Ceeil Reginald
Temple.

Iarry Wharton staved ab it—blanklv.

“Zatished now?” sneered Bunier.
“You clear off to the cheap seats with
our grubby crowd—and leggo my arm |
{*“ got to sea my lady friends to my
bhox.”

And Buntee rolled away, leaving the
captain of the Remove dumbfounded.
With a cheery grin on his fat face, he
saw his lady friends to his box: while
ihe IPamows I'ive, having paid theie
shillings, scampored over wooden
benehes 1o bag (ront spats.



THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Teo Clever!

L UNTER looks Ducked!™
B rernavked Bob Cherry.

“"Ho does=—he dal” grinned
~pgent.

The civens was filling. The Famous
Vive had bagged feats in the frant row,
and the benches behind them weve
hlling fast. Most of the great tent wasg
banked with tiers of seats; but there
were boxes—somewhat flimsy siructures,
il 18 true, buf, nevertheless, boxes; and
in the cenire one, which Signor
Muccolini called the Royal Box, =at
Billy Bunter and his lady friends.

H-:r:.'alt{, it was very probable, had
never mhabited the box: still it was,
i name at least, the Hoyal Fox: and
tha most expensive onoe in the
Magnificent Cirevs: and Bunter had it

=0 netuvally Bunter looked bucked !
There were other hoxes: and in one of
them, Coker of the Fifth sat with Potter
and Grecne of that Form. And Coker
glanced slong ot Bunter with & frown.
it was “ride ' in 8 junior, Coker con-
sidered, to bag that box, and he tald
Folter and Greono that he wonld jolly
weoll kick Bunter, later on, for guttiug‘
on " roll ¥ to that extent. Whila Bunter,

blinking along at Coker, gave him
m  patronising  stare—Coker's  box
being merely a ten-shilling one, not

nearly so commadious and swmil’:y o
Riunier's Roval Box.

Rilly Bunter sat helween Mariovie
and (‘lara, and blinked patronizingly
nwot enly at Coker, but at the whole
cirens,  Bunter had the most expensive
seats in tha place—thongh not expensive
to Bunter! He [eit very swan and
impartant: rather like 2 millionaire to
whom money wa3 . no object.  Wingate
and Gwyone, who wera Sixth Form men
and prefects, were there—but only in
the half-crown seatz, A crowd of the
Remove were \'t'mighzg into the shilling
banches, seuffling for places.  Billy
Buonter felt vory superior: and looked
it=1hoagh ilw offeet, cerininly, would
have brop enhanced by 3 clean eollar
and a wash,

Marjovie, catehing szight of ‘the
Famoua Mive ab o distance vound ihe
ring, waved her hand and smiled.

Bunier blinked in iha same dircetion.

“Anybody wvou know there??! he
asked.  Bunter’s vizion «id not extend
=0 fak, oven with tha aid of his big
spretacles,

“ITarry and hig feienads ' answered
Marjorie, smiling.

O, dhat  leb!™  sald  Bunter.
“They're in the bob eram! ITard up
you know ! Well, T suppose everybody
can't afford boxes™

To which Marjorie made no reply.

“Got any ehiocs, Billy ¥ asked Bessie
Buater.

“No: haven't vou ¥’

“Nol You can get some from the
altendant ! snggosted Noesie, brightly,

Billy Buntter preferred o torn a cdeat
ear to that segpestion,

“That'a Mucky "' he vomarked, with
a jork of his fat thumb towaerds o plump
sentlemian whe appeared in the vine,
in silk hat, erimson waisteoat, and cye-
rinsa, with a whip indev hig arm,

“Who ?7 asked Miss Clarva, gluncing
at 1he ring-mastor,

ST mean Bigner Alueealini-—they eall
him Mucky, for shect, in the eiveus,”
anid Dunter, with an aiv of a fellow
who know thingas, “Rather a2 chenky
old aze,” he added, remembering iho
Signor's remark of the previens day.
And Bunter gave the cirencanaster a
vory severe blink through his spectaeles.

Yhere was g thue «f gallaping hoafs,

H
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as horses caresred round the ring. The
performance was beginning.

A clown tumbled in, in a =eries of
catherine wheels, IHo exchanged back-
chat with the ring-master, eracking ihe
ancient wheezes of the cirens: rode a
horze with his faee fto the tail,
jumped through * balloons” and over
Y hanmers,”

Billy Buanter
programme.

“Pippity Tip, the Funnicst Clown on
Farth, and the World's Waomderful
conjuver 7 he said., “Id like to see
him do somo conjuring. We've got a
chap in the Remove, fellow named
Wipps, who ecan do comjuring tricks—
bt he ean’t take me in. I spot him
every fime, I-——7

“0h, look ! sand Clara.

AMr. Tip had borrowed the signoi’s
hat—and from that hat, he was pro-
ducing 2 remarkable variety of things;
o rabbit, a kitten, and yards and yards
of coloured ribhon. Then he dvew—aor
appeared to draw—yards and yards
of ribbon fromn the signor’s ears, and
wound them ronnd and round Sighor
Mueealing, annd laughter and applause.

“That's vory clever [ said Marjorie.

“Fasy cnough!” said Bunter. ©I
conld do it on my head. He's got it
all in his sleeves, of course.”

Billy DBunter always had n happy
persitasion that he could do anyihing
that anybody else could do—until hLe
eama to do it, Then he woke up, e85 1t
wers,

Tha Clif ITouse girls had come fo
the circus {o enjoy the performance,
like most of the audience. Bunter
proferred to eriticise,

There was & roar of laughter as Mr.
Tip, having told ihe ring-master io
apen his month, appearved to take Lthere-
from a =nt of false tocth—a aot 5o large
that obviously they hard never been
inside a hnman mouth.  1le rushed oft,
hrandishing his prize, with tho Signor
i pursnik, ﬂmrﬁring his whip., Thia
“turn " imade the audicnes roar.

"“Pretty eheap stufl "' =aid Bunter,
clfﬂpamfgingly. “T saw him take them
ont of his sleeve, vou know.”

“1 didn't I said Clara.

TWWell, T jolly well did!” doclared
Bunter. The fact that he hadn’t was
o trifle, ight as air, to Bunter, Ife waa
more concerned witlh showing how jolly
clever he was, thon sticking to ihe facts.

“HBow-wow ! said Clara, and Marjorie
langhed,

¥ ammon 1 sald Bossin,

illy Dunter  prunbad, A elever
fellow like Bonter expecied o be
admired for his cloverness,  Bunker was

Hinked at Clara's

annoyoed. :
" Rotlen .ﬂ'lmul', 2 e sawd.  “That
fellow can't conjura for tolfea! Booner

they elear him off the better, amd let’a
een something worth seeing.”

My, Tip was passing in front of the
hoxes as Duonter made that remark=—in
quite & lond vaiee., The fnet that 1he
funny merchani of the corcus conld bhear
him, did not matter to Bouater. The
elown gloneed round ot him,

“Chersg (61" murmured Miss Clara,
“He ¢an hear youn M

“T don’t eare if ho does!" retortmd
Dunter, "1Te’s welcame to hear iy
apision of Diig roiten show, He can't
conjive,  Inbbish 17

Mr. Tip camn up 1o il barrier,
inzt in front of the box. ‘lT'here was a
grin o his highly decorated visage,

“Ihnd you %iing the scuzapes? ho
aslred.

Bunter starved al him Llankly.

“ Wha-a-1 %" he ejsculated.

“id yon hreing the sosses Y tepoated
Me, Tip i 2 vewee that was heard all

¥

through Lhe circus. *Ilave vou eaxten
them T

“You checky ass!™ hooled DBunter,

erimsoning with wrath. *“What the
dickens do you mean §*
“Have you got the sausages?” _
“0Of course I haven't, you silly ass ™

howled Bunter, * Gerraway 1"

But the playful Mr. Tip did not get
away ! He rcached at Bunter, and, to
the fat junior's amazement, jerked s
string of sansages from his pocket.

" Here, chuck that, Tip!" shouted the
signaor,

The signar did not approve of tricks
on members of the ﬂltcﬁﬂﬂﬂ!, from a
business point of view, But Tippity Tip
was annoyed with Bunter, and he did
not ““chuck ™ it

Ha drew an almost cndless string of
sanzages from {he Owl's pocket, amid
yells of langhter, Billy Bunter, as rved
as a turkev-coek, glaved in specchless
wrath at the clown. The fat Owl liked
the limelight, but not in the way he was
getting 1t now,

“Well, yow've brought enough grulby 1"
remarked Mr, Tip. “ You thought you'd
ba hungry before you got home to tea—
what 77

W11 nover——" gasped Bunter.

“And a pork pie, too!” exclaimed

Mr. Tip, extracting it from the
nstonyshed fat junior. "“Youn wa=n'
And & cake! Ard a

gu'mg to starvel
ox of chocolates

Billy Bunter's syes almost bulged
through his spectacles as the clown pro-
duced those articles, ons after another,
apparently from the fat junior’s pockets,

“You said you hadn't any choes,
Billy I” snapped Bessio,

“ I—1 hadno't—" gasped Bunter.

**Why, there they are this minute !

“T—1 hadn't—*"

“You wera guing to keep them all
for yourself—"
U I-I—T wasn't 1" stuttered Banter.
“[—I never knew I had them—1I ncan,
I never had them—I—I1——"

“Gammon " sniffed DBossie.

*Ha, ha, ha |

“Well, the fat pig!” come Coker's
voice from the next box. “Fancy cvem
that fat pig Bunter bringing sausages
and pork pies to a cireusl Jevver heae
of anything like it "

Bignor Muccolini came up, cracking
hia Jong whip round Mr, Tip's legs 23 o
hint that he had carvied that ]it.l,ﬁ* joka
far enough, Mr, TI? scampered off, and
Billy Bunter was left gasping.

“¥ou might have passnd those choea

[JJ

ronnd, Billy 1" said  Bestic  Bunter
aecidly. “Now that cloewn’s taken
them——"

“Thery were lus, I think,”™ said
Marvjorie, ]n'n;:i:ilfmg'+
“1low could they bo his when ilbey

were in Billy's pockel2 ¥ dematded,
Bessie. " You were always o pig,
Billy 1 -

I nover--—" gasped Bunter,

“Pig 1 osaid Besse.

*Lial 1" smapped Buuter,

“ L ihink you'll have to own np now
that ‘lippity Tip ean do  conjaring
traeks ™ ehckled Mizs Clara,

And Thally Hanter had to odinit {hat
he conld,

[P ——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Boeld !

i IE jolly old lions!™ gaid Dol
Clierry.

There was a gencral sige

m the packed cirens wlien

Mareo's  furn  was  amnouneed, A

gigantic cage was wheelod in, throngh

the hava of which sinwona forms could
Tre Manser- Lisesiy.- Noo 1,481
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be seen n}m'mf.
s magnificen
singlet. i .

rom the cage, as it was halted in
the centre of the arens, came a deep,
booming rear. o

There were four lions in the cage—the
biggest of them Cmsar, the extremely
tnine old lion with whom B._-i{]rf Bunter
was salready acquainted. we other
thres were younger snimals, and by no
means so good-tempered, and there was
no doubt that the tamer needed a nerve
of iron to trust himself in the cage with
them—as he was going to do.

Thers was something thrilling in the
decp-throated roar that boomed and
vehioed from between the bars,

“Shouldn't eare to have that chap's
job 1" remarked Johuny Bull.

“Hardly I” agreed MHarry Wharton,

“They've got a atunt in this cireus of
offering & prize to anybody who will
step into the coge with the hon-tamer 1
said Bol Cherrr. **Any of you fellows
going in for it¥"

“INo fear!” grinned Nugent.

“Rotten stbunt,” said Johnny Bnll
“Somo ass might take it on some time
and land in trouble.” o o

“I['expect they'd take care he didn't [”
remarked  Harry Whearton, * But
nobiody’s likely to take it on. I fancy!
They don’t sound inviting, That chap
Marveo mmst have a nerve of reinforeed
conerete ™

Marce was standing at the grated
door of the cage, all eves on him., Bt
zll eves furned on Signor Muccolini as
he took off hiz silk topper and bowed
round to the andience, 'The ringmaster
wos goite to make hiz usual annonnee-
ment: & safe offer that had never vet
been accepted, bub which never failed
to impreas the " people in front.”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” boomed
ine signor, “Marce, the King of the
Lions, is about to present his wonderful
act, as performed before all the
crowned lheads of Burope! A purse of
fitty guineas js offered to any maember
of the asudience who will step into the
Lons' cage with Marco and remain
msicle for one minute.”

Billy Bunter jumped.

“1 gay, that's good ! he ajaculated.

Buuier's oves wera fixed on the lions’
AR,

The roars from that cage did not
thrill Bunter as they did the rest of the
awdience, Bunter had been there
before, so to speak. He had ridden on
the back of old Camsar, and after that
experience Bunter had no more fear of
Ceesar than of a tame rabbit.

The distance to the centre of the

arena was considerable, and Bunfer was
in happy ignorance of the fact that
other lions were in the cage, With his
limited vision he could make out tha
bors of the cage, with a dim g}lmps& of
sg;;nefhmg moving therein, hat was
ﬂ *
Iivervbody else in the cireus conld see
four lions. But he could not see anv,
but supposed that there waz one—the
ong he was acquainted with.

He jumped ap.

If a purse of filtz guiheas was going
for any member of the andience bold
_enough to step into thoe lions' capge,
Bunter waz: “on”  Ifis eves gpleamed
beliind hiz spectacles at the bare idea
of bogging so considerable a sum with
sHCh oage,

“Sit down, Billyl” snapped Bessic
Donter.  “Do you think I can sec
through wou ™

“1'm on this ! said Buonter.

“You're not on anylhing—vou're
standing up, and—"

“I mean I'm taking that offer™

“Don't bo funny [ advised Bessio.

Tue Muexer Lianary.—Na, 1,481,

Marco followed it in—
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“Youll jolly well see! said Bunter
determinedly,  “Think I'm afraid of
haonst”

“You're afraid of mice!™ retorted
Bessie, '

“Yah [

Signor Mueccolini paused, like Brutus,
for a replv. "As s rule there was no
reply, and he did not expect to hear one
now. But it was the unexpected that
happened. here was a burs of
astonishment in the circus as a fat
schoolboy elambered out of a box inte
the arena,

“Billy I gasped BRessie,

“"What the dickens * gasped Bisa
(Mara. while Marjorie staréd dumb-
founded.

he
£

it out ' said

Theve was a well from about ffty
Greyfriars fellows in the endience. All
cves were on Bunter as he relled into
the ring.

“ Bunter !

“Thoat fat ass ™

*“HBuzz off. Bunfer!™

“What does that fat doffer fancy he's
up tai"

“Bunter ¥ gasped Bob Cherey.  “1Is

oty 2"

HThe potlifillness must be terrifie!™
ejacnlated ITurree Jamset Ram Singl.

The Famous Five stared at Bunter,
spelibonnd.

They hed plenty of pluck themselves,
but they never dreamed for o moment
of stepping into the lions' cage.

ﬂhriﬂu*sfv it was uot a safe proposition
for anvone but the tamer; and, in fact,
it was not safe for him—for Marco
rizhed his life at every nerformance.
But if any reckless, unreflecting fellow
thought of taking the risk, the verv last
fellow the Famous Five would have
thought of was Billy Bunter ! Yet there
was Bunter. as large as life, rolling
towards the cage !

“Mad as a hatter I" said Johnny Bull.

“They won't let hum do it!™ said
Nugent. “The offer’s only swank—it's
not meant to be taken on, I suppose he
kuows that.”

“Blessed M T male
Ilarry.

Neither did Signor Aluccolini seem
able to make it out, He stared blankly
at William George Bunter.

“What do you want?? he snappaod.
“Go back to vour seat, please ™

Bunter blinked at him scornfully,

“I'm jolly well taking on your offer 1*
he retoried. “I'm jolly well going into
the lions” cage—see ! And I'll jolly well
stay in it as long as you jolly well like 1"

* But—-" gasped tho signor, taken
quite aback,

“Blow your bots!™ reforted Bunter.
“Yon made the offer, didn’t youn? All
ﬂwﬁ? people heard you! LUm taking it
o .

* But—="" gtuttored Signor Muoeeolini.

“Rats ! said Bunter. And leaving
the plump cirens-master staring, Billy
Runter rolled on to the door of the lions'
c-a'%t-, where Mareo stood,

‘here was s breathless hush in the

andience,

As bold as brass, the fat junior
marched up to the cage. Every eve in
the eircnr was glued on him.

Suddonly Bunter halted.

Close to the tron bars, he made a dis-
covery. Iiis old friend Cisar was
there, as he expected. But his old friend
{mezar was not alene there, as he had
also expected. "Three obthter lions were
there, and thevr were looking at Buanter

through the barz with gleaming rcyes
amd  ferrifyving  jaws, illy Bunter
halted, and stood as if vooted to ihe
tan.

“OLI” he gasped.

Marco gave him a stare of astonizh-
ment, snd then an approving ned. Ile
alreudy had the impreszion—rather a

mistaken one—that Eilly Bunter had
heaps of pluck. But—unaware of the
short-sighted Owl's misapprehension—he
1ad not expected such daring as this,

“ All right, kid, if you'll risk it!” he
=aid, and he put his hand on the grated

Q0.

That was enough for Bunter!

For one terrified moment Bunter stood
blinking at the gleaming eves and terri-
fring jaws in the cage. 'Then, as the
lion-tamer put his hand to the door, the
fat junior let out & squeéal of terror.

“(Oh erikey I" -

Bunter turned and bolted !

There was & yvell in the eircus,

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

* Hook it, Bunter ™

“Put it on "

“The fat ass—ha, ha, ha!"”

* Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the audience.

Marco stared. Bignot  Muccolint

rinned. The audience rocked with
atighter as the bold Bunter—all his
boldness gone—sireaked across  lhoe
arena, going all out,

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Tamous

Tive.

“Ia. ha, La?!' shricked all the
awdienee,

Bunter Jid not heed. He hardly,
heard,  Only one thought wes in

Bunter's mind—to get out of the arcna
before the door of that cage was opened !

He puffed, and he panted—and he
flew! He did not head for the Roval
Box, where Marjorie and Clava amd
Bessie were langhing as merrily as the
rest. He streaked for the nearest exit
and vanizhed. MHe left the whole eircus
rocking with langhter.

“Oh erumbs ! gasped Bob Chorry,
wiping his oves, “ Bunter ought to join
& cireus—he can put up 2 funnier furn
than any clown,”

“ Ha, ha, ha !

“Did the fat ass really faney he had
nerve enough fo go into the cvage!™
gasped Harrr Wharton.

“Goodness knows!  Ile changed his
mind, 1f he did !

“The changefnlness was terrifie.”

“ Ha. ha, ha 1"

Billy Bunter did not reappear in the
Roral Box., lven Bunter did not care
to show up again, after the absurd figure
he had cut under so many eves. He
missed the rest of the performance—
which was a sheer waste of Ceell
Heginald Lemple's expensive ticket !

e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Nice for Bunfer!

HE next day William George
Bunter did not seem to be enjoy-
ing hife,

After the jumors had refurned
from the ecircus, the fat Owl heard all
he wanted to'hear—and more—about his
adventure there. IIe did not want to
hear about it again on the following
day. But he did!

Bunter's lion-tamin
taken ng & joke in the Remove. Nobody
had believed it. The fellows were less
likely than ever to bolieve it now, after
Bunter's anties in the arena. But a
%ood many fellows took the view thac

unter, in making such an ass of him
solf, had let dewn Greyiriars in the
public eve, For a fellow to march up to
a lions' cage with the declared inten-
tion of entering it, and turn tail and
bolt when the door was going to be
opened, was no doubt funny; buat it was
not good enough for Greyfriarz, Whiech
fact was made elear unto Billy Bunter.

Coker of the Fifth, meeting him in
the guad after breakiost, kicked him.
Potter and Greene, who did not olways

tale had been



fullow the cxmaple of iheir great leader,
followed b in tiis insianee, and kicked
Vunior, too,

Bunter, fleeing, ran into Hobson of
ithe Shell,

“Qh, vou!" said Hebson. “ You fat
a5 1* He grabbed Bunter by the collar.
“I saw a crowd of Higheliffe cads
chortling when you made a fool of your-
gelf wosterdar at the circus! ‘aleo
that 1*

Tle twirled Punter round, and Bunter
toak *thati”

“1 zay, vou [cllows!” Baunter rolled
up to the Famous Five in the quad, *I
zay, that beast Flobson’s kicked me——"

“(iood 1 said Beb Cherry, * Hobby
Iias good idozs sometimes! Let's all do
tha same, you fellows™

“ Hear, licar ¥ )

“Peast I rearad Dunter indignantly.
“"Laaok hero——"

“You blithering fat as " said Iarry
Wharton. " What id »ou play the goat
for, letting the school down? Maling
uz oll lock assce to thase Higheliffe cacls
—ihey wero all thers, prinaing.”

“Eiek him [ saud Johnny Bull,

“The kickfulness 13 1hoe  proper
caper ! agreed ITurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Yaroogh !"

Ttilly Buanter had often lLeen kicked
in the courss of his fat caveer. But
he had never grown to like it. Ha fled
from lunging boots, yelhng, It was
rather a relief to him when (he bell rang
for class, and {he juniors went into the
IForm-room.

In break that moruing, several other
fellows looked for Bunier, 1o tell ham
what they thought of bhim, and to
emphasise the same with a hack or two.
Once more Billy Bunter was glad to hear
the bell ring for class.

Billy DBunter was quiie morose that

day.
And he had another worry on his fat
mind., Temmple of the Fourth was

i‘r:n.l-:ing & fuss about that lost licket of
18,

Buntor, having unsed the ticket, had
dismizsed the malier from his mind, a3
aver and done with, Temple, who had
paid for the ticket without being able
to use it did not dismizs it so easily.

That ticket, of conrse, Lad not been
fournd., And Ceeil Reginald suspected,
by thiz time, that semo fellow had
picked it up and gome to the cireus with

Bunter «id not mind what Temple
suspecied, so long as suspicion did not
turn on him personally,  Bub with every:
hody talking about his antics at the
vireus, it was only too likely that Cecil
fteginald would learn who had occupied
il Royal Box on Wednesday alternoon.
In which caze, tha fat ﬂwi"' was likely
{o have some painiul experionces at the
hands of tha indignont Ceai]l Reginald.

There was only onn spot of silver
Jining to the cloud. Tho Famous Five
wore poing over to Chff Houso to ten
nfter ¢lacs that day—and Bonier was
included in the invitation.

T'hat was rather unusual, for Alarjorie
& ('o. did not seem io pine [op the
company of William ticorge DBunter,
foscimating ag it was. No doubt it was
beeause Bunter had stocd the box at
tha ecirens, They wera far from being
aware whozo hox La had stood !

After elass, Bob Cherry {apped Lhe
fab junior on tho shoulder,

“Otark in half an hoar, fatty,” hie eaid,
“amd if you take my iip, yvou'll hunt
cover til woe starel. Temnle of the
Fourith losk a tickel yesterdpy——->

“What ths thump should 1 know
phaont Vemple’s ticket ¥ prunted Bunter.

“Well, he's looking for the chap who
foomdd it B prinmed Baob,

Wi oeonree, 1 never fommd JL sald

EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter. “8o far as T know, Temple
never deopped it when Smithy was
ragging him. [ never saw it lying in
tho guad, Tesides, 1 left it there, just
whera it was. "

“Oh crikey! You'd better tell Templo

that " gasped Bob. " He may believe
it—perhaps i
Harry Whavlon & (Co. had heen

puzzled ahout Bonter’s box, DBut when
they learned of Penple’s lost tickel, the
mystery, of ecourse, was elneidated. And
by this time, it had reached Clecil
Rﬁanaldiﬂ. cars (habk Hiﬂ_}r Buriter hacd
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acenpied  hi=  hax S0, aller class,

Templo looked for Dunter.

It was a worry to Bunier. A dozen
fellows, at least, had Licked him that
day for letling down the Remove by his
anties at the eirens.  Bunter did not
want any more.  And when, after Dob
had warned  him, he spotted Cecil
Heginald in the quad, Bunter ralled
down. to the sates, deciding to wait [or
1hey Famons  Five outside, £ ey
glarted for CLY IHowse,

(Conficued on nexl pagt.)

GREYFRIARS

COreyiriars Rhymester
snappy  poem. | his

{1}

A fellow, like Linley, from Lanasg,

His pater's a miller in eotion,
With money in several banks

And never a ba'penny forgotten !
He keeps up 4 couple of cars

Tao travel in suvitable splendour,
He goes in for costly clgars,

But still, ke’s not muech of 2 spender |

{3)

Like father, like son, so they say,

A proverb veraelous and plhy,
And Trevor, in quite a small way,

Takes affer his father—and Smithy !
He hasn™ a scrupaleus mind

Where money concerns are aflecled,
And that is the reason you'll find

He Isn't much liked or respected,

eyl F

I sel out to wisit

Skinner.
He gambles, but

When onoe
losing.

(8)
These thres cheery sporis on the make,
My presence eniirely unheeding,
Were alter thelr halipenny stake,
I stood ghere and watched them pro-
ceading,
For Trever was losing—not much,
But suffcient to set his heari beatlng,
He frowned at the cards in his elufch,
And hall-thought that Skinmer was
cheating [

(8]

And while they went on playing nap
I took out the cards I'd absiracted
And dropped 1hem in poor Skinner's lap,

While none of them saw how I acted.
We then heard the bell ring for elass
And Skinner, In quite a gay manner,

Said, ** Pack It up, Trevor, you ass!
Yon now owe me one and 3 tanner ! ™

And so,

Bo careful, and

Continuing his series of interviews, our clever

HEREBERT TREVOR,
of Study No. 9 in the Remove.

{5}

This alternoon,
#  And found him at heme, playing na
With two other blades, Stoit an

It isn't a game ol his cheosing,
He stops any game like 2 shot

{10)
And then, oh, dear readers, 3 fght,
A horrihle combal, was siarted.
I could not endure such a sight
with a fear, 1 departed.
Ii’s sad 1o see Iriends in a serap,
And if you'd aveid such a quarrel,

I leave you to think on the moral [

INTERVIEWS

supphes us with another
week his  subject i3

(2)

Without the infiention to carp

At such proifitesring top-liners,
It cant be denied he Is sharp

At getling his hooks on the ** shiners *' I
At letting his money gZo forth

He isn't too recklessly lavish,
In fact, he is known In the Norih

By pickname as Angus MacTavish.

(4}

And yet he's not really too bad,

He hasn't the strength or the cunning.
He's merely an average lad .

Who's generally out of the running !
He& hasn’t a very low vice,

And yat has no very hizh maorals, |
You ¢an't say ho's nasty or nice,

He just simply isn't worth Iaureis.

e chap
just after dinner,

never a lot,

he disecovers Le's

(7
A spate pack of cards on the chair
Atiracted my casual atientilon,
I stealthlly moved over there,
Unnoticed by them, I may mention.
I carefully {ook up tha pack
And from it I took all the aces,
The rest ol the cards I put back—
Then bent down to do up my laces !

(9)
S0 Trevor paid up, with a doubt
And many suspiclous grimaces;
Then Skinner stood up to walk out,
And-—down came a forrent of aces !
Quite speechless at what he beheld,
He stood there, his sénses wers spinning.
“ You underhand cad ! " Trevor yelled,
* 30 thal’s how if Is you've been
winning ! ™

never play nap !
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“ Hold on !™ came a shout behind him.
Temple had spotted him,

& tfh lor” I gasped Bunter,

He ran'!

Bo did Temple!

Dunter dodged out of gates and
seudded up the road.  After him scudded
Cecll Reginald Temple.

“Hiop 1" welled Temple.

RBunter flow.

Down the road, from the direction of
Uourtficld Common, a2 man cams ran-
ning, in wild haste. He scemed to bo
in a tremendons hurry, and did not sce
Banter, Neither did Duanter see him.
Thev ¢rashed.

“Ow " gasped Bunter. as he sat
aown in the read.
The running man  staggered  and

alinest fell, But be recovered himseli
and rushed om,

“Look outi!” he shouted over
shoulder as he woent.

O | Dc-ug;h!” spluttered Bunter.

“Took out!™ the mar shouted mgnin
a3 he passed Temple.

his

Then he vanished down the road
towards I'riardale.
Temple did not heed him. He saw

nothing special to look out for. Ile
souidded on after Bunter, and reached
him a3z the fat Owl was staggering up.

*MNow, vyou fat rotter!” roared
Temple, as ho clutched the Owl of the
Remove by the collar. “Now, where's
my ticket$™

“Ow! Ieggo!” gasped DBunter. T
—1I never had 1it! Tesides, I didn't
Lkhnow it was youral You shouldn’t
have dropped it in ihe quad! And I
niever—=~"

Billy Buonter broke off suddeniw,
Trom up the road, the direction fromn
wlich the nnknown man had come run-
ning, sonnded & decp-throated roar.
Bunter knew that roar. He spun
vound, his cyes starting through Lis
spectacles.

“(Oh gad!” pasped Temple.

1ie released Billy Bunter's collar and
stoud petrified, staring at the terrifving
fizure that came lumbering down the
roadl.

It was a lion—a large size in lions!

THE MAGNET

o knew now why that man had been
running | It was an escaped lion from

Muccolini’s  Magnificent Cireus  and
MMenagerio !

“Run 1 panted Temple.

And he turped ond fled.

Billy Bunter stood epelibound. e

would willingly have rum; but his fat
knees wore knocking together, and his
fect scemed  plued to  the ground.
Transfixed with terror, he stood blink-
ing at the civeus lion. The teerific
brast reached bim in another moment.

Bunter, almost fainting with terror,
gave a moan. The lion reared on his
hind legs, and, to Bunicr's dizey
amazement, extended a paw.

The next moment be understood—as
he recognised Cmsar

Cesar, ovidently, Lknew  Buanter
again, and remembered the follow whe
lad fed him, shaken hands with him,
and ridden on his back. DBunter gave
a gasp of relief. The lion lumbered
on, leaving the fat Owl standing in ihe
road, blinking aftey him.

“0Oh ertkey!” pasped Dunter.

Ig¢ stared after the lion. Three or
four fellows, looking out.of the zchool
gates, velled and darted in, as the lion
appeared, Ceesar halted a moment, and
hlinked in at the gates, as if thinking of
poing in.  Then he lumbered on, and
dizappeared through a hedge, eheerfully
continuing his travels.

“h ecrikey i repeated Bunter.

e ——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Amazing !

1 10N 1
L “ lizseaped lion!”
" Liook ount!™

“Hun for vour lives!'”

Thers was wild excitement in the
Creviriare guad. Temple of the
Fourth was the first to give the alarm
ns ho seudded meress the guad and
bolted into the House, welling to the
fellows to look ont. Other fellows, who
had seen the lion pass the gates, added
their voreoes Lo the nproar.

e dam—m
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How would you like to go to a school
where there is no summer holiday, no
fun or sport, and where the grubis
terrible? You'd hate itl Yet Don
Flaxton was sent to such a place . . .
because nobody wanted him| From
his very first moment at Tallenbury

'

Hall Don fights ageinst the tyranny
of its masters—not only for himsell
but for his unfortunate schoolfellows.
You will be thrilled when yon read of
the adventures of this plucky young-
star, now appearing 1in a grand
series of complete stories in—

The PILO

Of All Newsagents.

Epery Friday.

z:!

“That ass Bunter!” exclaimcd Bob

Cherry

He had seen Buater send out of
gatea

“Got into the IHouse!™ sakd larry
Wharten. “I1f tha Dbrote gets o
herg—>"

“But, DBunter—he's gone out—"'
gasped Bob,  “Ile eut, with Lempla
fter him., Temple's pot in;  bat
Bunter—

“0Oh, come on, then!”

Harry Wharton ran down to the

gates, followen by his ohums. Jacing
an escaped lion was not & lizht matter;
but if Banter was out in tha road thew
were not poing to hunt cover and leave
him there

On the road therp was no =ign of a
lion to be seen.  Ussar had already
taken to the fields. and was Inmibering
away towards Pege. But Billy Bunlec
eouhd be seen. Ile wae standing in the
middle of the road, ond, to the aziouish-
ment of the Famous Five, showed no
signz of ter-qr.

“Bunter ! roared Johnny Tadl,

“I say. vou fellows—"

“Run!” yelied MNagenr.

“Eh? What for?t

“There’s an escaped lion looze from
the eircus, wvou fat diet!” howled
Harvry Wharton,

“Oh. I know that!" said Bunier
calmly. “He pussed me a few minules
ago! You should have seen Templa
cut! He, he, he!”

“He—he pazsed you!" stuttered the
captain of the Remove. “"He duezn’t
seem to have hurt you.™

“Oh, T just looked at him!" said

Bunter careiessly, *“The power of the
eye, you know! TI'm not afraid of
lions 1™

I'he Tamousz Five stared al hin

Temple of the Fourlh was no fuuk, but
his feet had hardly touched the ground
a3 he ran. And Banter had not run!?
He was not even in a hurry 1o go in,
thouglh the czcaped lion was at hand-—
and might have appeaved at aony
moment from behind a  hedge or s
fence,

The guad waz in a roor now., Los-
ling, at the alarm ¢f an escaped lion
in the vicinitv, ought to have shub the
gates promptly. nstead of which—
Gosling had shut himseld in Ins lodge
and bolicd the door.  And the gates
still slood wide open. Soveral masters
wera in the guad, ordering the boys
into the IHousp—an order that most of
them woere glad to obey with wmmzual
prompiness.

“You fat ass'"” gasped ITavry Whar-
ton. “Come in! Come in at onee !t

“What rot!” said Bunier.

“Do you want to Lo cliowed wnp?l
roarcd Johnny Bl

“Oly, I'm not afeatcd!” sand Banier
airilv.  “T say, wou fellows, il you're
funky, vou cut in! IIp, he, he! Bur
vou look here—if we're gomg over 1o
Cliff Honse 1o tea—"

“You burbling bandersnatel ! ex-
claimed Bob., “Do you think we'rs
walking through the wood, wilh a lion
loose there "

“VWell, T zhall be with wxou!" said
Bunter. “I'll look affer you!™

“*You—rvou—yon—-=>" gasprd Bob.
" ogaid Puntee,

“Dh don't jaw!
“Loolk here, a3 soon as Queleh heara
abont that lion being loose, he will gate
us—the Ilead u'ilF gate the whole
zchool. hat means we shan't be able
to go over to CLE Ilouse™

“Who wants fo go over
gasped Nuzent.

“Ih? 1 jollv well Jdo!™ said Bunter.
“They always stamed a desent fea at

now =7



Cliff House—old Mliza Primrose lets
them have a r’}ﬂli;r big cake—"

“Ay only hat I’* gasped Bob.

It was like Bunter to think of the
cake, certainly: but ithe chums of the
Remove bardly expected even Bunter
to think more of a cake than of an
cscaped lion prowling about.

“Thiz i3 our chanee !” urged Bunter.
“ Az spon ag Queleh gets his eyes on us,
we're done. We shall be galed, you
can bet on that!”

“Of ecourse we shall, till that lion’s
ceught [¥ said Harry. “Come in at
onee, you fat ass, before they bang the
galea on ups ™

“Bhan’t!”  retorted Bunter. “If
you're afraid of the lion, »ou can ent
—1'm going lo fex at Chif House!
Think %’m gomng toc have the girls say-
ing that I was afraid to come because
there was a lion loose?”

“We're dreaming this!™ gasped Bob.

Really, it seemed like it! Knowing
nothing of Caszar and his tameneszs, or
of Bunter's knowledge of the same, the
Famous Five could szcaicely Dbelieve
their cars! They were ﬁing to give
up that excursion to CHE Housze School,
az o makter of course, alrer this start.
ling news. It scemed ihat Bunter
wasn't,

“If you've got cold feet,”” continued
Bunter cheerfully, *“yon can cut in and
hide under tho beds in the dorm! He,
he, Le! Pl tell Alarjorie and Clara
that you were afraid to come ™

“¥You're not going ! yelled Bob.

“I jolly well am 1"

Amwd Bunler, with perfect coolthess,
rolled off down the rnad, leaving the
Famouns Five rooted with amazement,
staring after him.

He reached the gpap n
through which the lion had gone, and
glanced back at the petrified juniors.

“Funks " he howled.

And he plunged through the gz2p and
ralled off across the fields, the way
Camzar had gone, which led towards the
village of Prppe and CLA House School.

* He=—lhe=-ho's pone ' gosped Bolh.

“Is he mad?” stattered Whavion.
“What the dicken:——>

“Well, he's gone,” said Joelimny Ball
grimly, “and I'm going, too!"

Johnny started down the road. His
friends rushed after him.

“You can’t!™  exelaimed
“The lion—""

* Nobody's gzli:!:uu to eall me a fank ™
sajd Johnny Bull. “L'm going, if all
tha lions in Africa were just round the
corner.”

Bob Cherry nodded.

* Bunter's not going to get away with
that 1 he said. "1 can’t understand
it—but if Bunter's rot afraid ef the
jelly old Vien, I'm jolly well not! I'm
guri'rlg as far as Buntcy does, andd chance
w1

“It's rot?" zaid Harry.

“I know=—hut I'm going, all
gamme. "

Johnuy Bull was already plungin
ithrough the gap in rthe hedge, o
Cherry plunged after him.

“Tho rotfnlness i3 terrifie,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh. ' DBut this
esteomed Co. never backs dawn, Come
onfully, my absurd chums ™

And Wharton, Nugent, and the nabob
followed on. PBunter wos already a
ficld's length ahead, and they hurried
gfter him. It was felly, and they knew
it; but they were not going to be out-
done by the fat 0wl of the Hemove.
Where Billy Bunter had got all this
nerve from was a mystery—a mystery
beyond their fathoming. ]‘3(111; they wera
not gaing to be onidone, at any rate,

Behind  themy  the pates  elanged

the hedge

Nugent.

the.

EVERY SATURDAY

Alarmed masters weres shopherding ex-
cited fellows into the House. The
Iead's order went forth, “gating ™ the
whole schoul. Buot that order could not
be applied to fellows already out of
gates, who numbered six—the Famous
Five and Billy Bunter. And, cool and
Fluﬂky as they were, it was with waich-
wl eves, and not without trepidation,
that Havry Wharton & Co. followed
Bunter acroes the fields, more and maore
asmazed to see the fat Owl sauntering
along eprelessly, hia lands in  his
pockoets, m‘irluuti{y not in the least afraid
of the cscoped eircus lion |

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alarm af CHf Honse!

{3 QOOQ0OOH ! shricked Dessie
@ Bunter.
“Wha M exelatmed
Aarjorie,

YW hat=——" echord Clara.

“Ooooooooch 1 came in o prolonged
how! from Miza Elizabeth Bunter.

*“What's the matter®" chrieked
Barbara Redfern.

Tlhe four zirla were plaving badminton
whiie they waited for their friends to
artive from Greyiriars for tea. Bessie
was mizzing the shutile with a regulavity
worlhy of her brother Billy, Now she
suddenly dropped her pracket, and slbood
SereATI g,

Her eyes and Lier spectacles were fixed
on a form that had suddenly azppeared
on the edge of the court,

Looking round in the =ame direetion,
Marjorie and Clarva and Barhara =aw it
also, and three shrieks were blended into
ane,

Thev had seen Cwmsar beflore, but
behind tron bars in the cage in tha cireus
arvena. Now they saw him free asz air,
wandeving at hig own sweet will, and at
close guarters, It was a torrifying sight.

“Run " gasped Marjorie.

“(h, ran ! panted Barbara.

*Help ! shricked Bessie Banler., " Oh
dear! w! Lions and tigers—yarooh !
Help ! Whooop i

A deep-lhiroated
('mzar.

Az a matier of fact, the cheery old
lion meant no harm by it.  Iie was
enepuraged to roar at tho cireus, io
give the "“people in front ™ value for
their money. He had an awe-inspiring,
nerve-racking roar—but it was only his
way ! The Chff House girls, naturally,
did not know that that fearful-lecking
heast wonld not have harmed a kitten.
On Nis looks old Cemsar was nerve-
shaking. They shricked and ran.

Bezsie lod the way, going all out. In
wild haste, sho did not rememwmber that
the badminton net sirelehed in her
way. =he charged into the net, tangled
in i, and howled wildly.

TRun ¥ shrieked Clara.

roar pealed from

“Yarooh ! Helpr ! Help mel
Yooop 1" howled DBessie.

Another roar from the lion? He
stalked across the badminion court

towards the schoolgirls.

Terrified as they were, Marjoric and

Clara and Barbara van to Bessie, and
dragged her out of the tangled net, and
=ck her going again.
Bessie gurgled, and  charged  on.
Between the badminton court and the
School House was a wide shrubbery,
atel the schoolgirla seuttled away by
the paths throvgh 1t al a pace old
Ceezar could hardly hove equalled, had
e been in active puvsuit.

But old Cesar was not, for ile
moment, bothering about Alarjoric &
Cn. Ho had wslked over the tangled

2l

net, which t.ﬂ-'i'l'f{]ﬂ‘r in his legs and
annayed him He grabbed and clawed
at the nct, drﬂ.ggmg it off the posts,
and tangling it in his claws,

Bewildered and irritated by the
clinging net, Cesar roared and roaved,
and clawed and clawed, hiz usual good
temper rather failing him. His roar-
mg rang like thunder.

tartled voices rang in all directions.
The deep bass volce of Miss Bullivant,
tha maths mistress, was heard, altorna-
ting with the startled treble of 3Aliss
Penclope Primrose, the principal of
Chif House School. Schoolgirls ran
and senitled and scrcamed. Deep and
terrible, the lion’s roar rang over all
afner sounds.

G0 in—go in at once 1Y boomed Mizs
Bullivant.

“ Goodness gracious!  Are all the
gicls safe 1 came the high-pitched voice
of Miss Primrose.

*“Run for vour lives

“Oh, run!l*
::Thu lion! The lion ™
Run 1™

dear

“"Run!

Marjorie and Clara and Barbara
scuttled in at the deorway. Hlisz Bulli-
vant was helding the big oak door,
ready to slam it when alf werne inzide.
Misg Primrose stood in the doorwary,
a fragile but determined fizure.
Behind her a frightened erowd buzzed
antd shrieked and gazped.

“Miss Primrese, please let me =hut

j 3%

the door!"” exelaimed the Bull., Do
pleasa step out of thoe war, Aljss
Primrosc 1" _

“Are all the girls indoors, Alies
Bullivant 7™

“Yea, yes!"
* Ask Bliss Locke to take he voll at

anep 17

“Bessia  hasn't come in!™” gasped
Clara.

“ Bessie T

“Bhe was with us!”  exelaimed
Marjorie, “1 thonght—"

"“Bossie 1" shrieked Mizss Primrose,
from the doorway, " Bessiec] Dessie

Bunter 1

Bessio Bunter had  senttled throuel
the shrubberics with Lthe etliers, Bug
with Bessie it was a case of move hasle
and less speed. She had taken the
wreng path, and charged on at full
speed in the wrong direelion, unnotiesd
by the othors. Bessie was still in the
grounds—iwith the lion !

“If vour will let me shut the door—"
H“*i}}’"‘{ Miss Bullivant.

Miss DPrimrese drew a deep, decp
hreath.

She was a rather ancient lady, and
looked as fragile as a picce of old
chinga But her heart wasz as stonb as
her ancient figure was slim. Bhe was
Head of Chiff House School—and duty
wag duty! The roar of the cscaped
lion sent a chill to her vory heari—hut
she stepped out of the doorway.

“Alizs  D'rimrose ™ came a  proeral
shriek. _

“You will close the door, Miss Balli-
vant,”” said Miss DPenclope cably,
though her ald heart was  throbbig.
“®eo that all dosre and window: are
cloged. I must find Bessie

“You will bo torn to pleces—-="

“ Please shut the door!™

“I will come with yow, Aiss Deime-
roso M exclaimed Mariorie.

“You will do nothing of the kiud!
Stand back ! Aiss Bullivani, cloza the
door at oncel The hon may come Lhis
wav! Do you bear me?"

The big cak door was clozed on the
hoadmistress of CLE Houze,

With o firm step, 3Miss Priarese

Tue Macxer LiBRany.—No. 1,481,
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went down the path. From s dozen
windows f{orrified eyes watched ler.
The lion could not be =een; but at
short intervals his booming rear
resounded.

“Bossio 1™ ealled Miss Primrose, in a
firm voice. " Ressie "

From a distance came s shriek.

It came from Beassie Bunter. Find-
inr herself st a distance from tho
howuse, the hapless Bessie had elambered
info a tree. From the branch to which
she elong, shoe could see the lion stalk-
inz to and fro, with fragments of the
badminton net trailing from his limbs,
growling and roaring by turns

Cmsar was not so good-tempered now.
Ha had szmitten one of the Tadmintc-n
posts, smashing it to splinters with ono
swipe of his mighty paw., Now he was
chewin the racket PBessie had
dtﬁg}pc .

cssie 17

Shrick 1

“"Where are you, Bessie 1™

Shrick!

“Come to me at onee, you foolish
giwrl! Bun !

Shrick |

MNathing would have induecd Bessio
tn descend from Lhat tree. But Miss
'rimrose, guided by the shricks, hur-
ried towards her. Al the same moment
she sighted the lion, and her blood ran
cold at the signt. Discarding the frag-
meonts of the racket from his gnazhinp
jaws, Cmsa» came lumbering towards
Bliss Primrose

Tha poor lady's Iimbs almost failed
her. Bhe stood gazing at the lion with
dilated eves.

Bessie Bunter clambered higher into

the tree. But Miss Primrose’s tree-
climbing davz were long over. Bhe did
not even think of it. Closer and

closer came the lion, with gleaming
eycs and open jaws. And Miss Prim-
rose, ataggermg weakly against the
treo-trunl:;, could only watch him in
frozan hovror—while from the branches
above ecame shriek on shriek from
Bessie Buntet.

THE SEVERTEENTH CHAPTER.
Follow Your Leader!

& B8AY, yon fellows—"

E “¥ou fax idiok 1™

“Funky ?"" grinned Bunter.
Harry Wharton & Co. glared

at the Owl ot the Remove, as it they

could have eaton kim.

Tha CGreyiriars juniors had emerged
from the field-paths, into the read which
ran down to the village of Pegg, past
the gates of Cliff House Scheol.

_They had seen nothing of the escaped
lion so far. It was possible that he had
taken to the woods, and they hoped that
he had. Certainly they did not want to
fall in with him.

Bunter did not seemn to mind.

On the open road the Famousz Five
looked about them wvery Eharpll_v and
anxiously. hey were cerkainly not
funky, but they did not enjoy this reck-
less adventure. That the cireus lions
woere ficree animals, and needed the iron
hand of the trainer to eontrol themn,
they knew. They were not aware that
one of the lions, old Cwsar, was as taine
azs a cat, and that Marco sometimes
allowed him to trot at his heels about
the circus. That, indeed, was how
Cresar had got loose—his desire for
wandering having come on while he
Was uutsiﬁu his eage. But the chums of
the Remove, of course, knew nothing
abount that, and they could have kicked
Bunte? for thizs new and astounding reck-
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feseness he was displaying and them-
selves for having followed lim.
Bunter was grinning cheerfully.

Seldom, or never, did Billy Bunier
have a chance of showing off his pluck.
Now he had a chance, and he was wmak-
ing the most of it

*1 say, don't dawdle, you fellows!®
sald the fat Owl admonishingly. “It's
not civil to be late for tea, you know.”

“We're carly,” grunted Johnny Bull

“Well, no need to waste time, gll the
same,” said Bunter. “If Bessic gets a
chance at that cake, I jolly well know
what will happen to it. Come on !

“ And suppose we walk into the lion ?*
snorted Dob Cherry. *“He may bhave
cowne this way, as likely as any other.”

“{hk, that's all right!” said Bunter.
“ Leave him to me I”

“You blithering,
fromp——-~=»"
- You can call a fellow names!™
jeered Bunter. *But Pm jolly well not
afratd of lions, if you are! Follow your
leader I

“Bunter’s bursting with pleck!” said
Joimny DBull sarcastically. * Same asz
he was yvesterday, at the circus. Did
vou scuttle away from the cage because
yvou weren't afraid of lions, you fat
spoofer I

:LE{ELI’I . laving 1 t d Frank

e're plaving the goat ! seid Fran

Nugent. " If we sight the lion, we shall
have to stick to that fat funk, and the
brute will get some of us!”

“Yah!™ retorted Buunter. “If we
sight the lion, I shan't see vour hecls

for dust! Do I look afraid®

It waz a fact—Bunter didn't. And it
was quite puzeling and mysterions to
lhe Remove fellows.

“Come onl” grioned Bunter., I
shouldn't wonder if the lion eame this
way—I know he started in thiz diree-
tion. Well, that's all the more reason
why we should go on te CLff Iouse. Lhe

irls will be fearfully frightoned, if the
ign turns up there”

“MNot so frightened as vou will be, if
vou see the lion a mile off 1" snoried
Johnny Bull,

“My dear chap, T can handle lions !
zaid Bunter breezily., *“T1 told you how
I went inte the lion's capge the other
day—->"

“Don't tell us that silly yarn again!™
snapped Harry Wharton, “Come on,
vou fellows!  We ean warn them ac
Chif House that a lion has escaped from
the ocireus. if they haven't heard
already. DBlessed if I like the prospact
of n‘n]kh]gbhaek to Grexviriars, though,
with that brute roaming about”

#1 shall be with you ™ Bunter pointed
out.

“Shut up 1" reared the Famous Five,
with onc voice.

ke 'E" ﬂ1... [?.' =

Billy Bunter rolled on. regardless of

eril, being m the fortunate position of
Encm'in that the peril was non-existent.
Harry Wharton & Co., to whom the
danger was real, kept a very shary look-
ot az ther went: The road ran by the
high palings that enclosed the school
grounds. the gate being at a distance,
towards the =zea.

“Hallo, hallo. hallo ! exclaimed ab
Cherey suddenlrs.  * Listen [*

Over the palings, from the trees and
shimbberies within, came a deep. boom-
ing roar from the distance.

iiarr;r Wharton caught his breath.

“Tho lion!” he exclaimed.

1t woz the deep roar of the circus
Lon, booming from within the gprounds
of CIff House School. Evidently the
lion was there—in the grounds.  The
juniors felt their hearts stop beating for
a neoment.

“Ti's the lion!™ breathed Nugent.

blethering  fat

“The absurd and terrific lion!” mur-
miired IHurvee Jamset Ram Singh.
“I =sav, you fellows, come
squealied Bunter.  “Follow
leader i

The lI'amous Five stared at him. They
were amazed by Bunter’s recklessness in
venturing outside Greyfriars while a
lion was loose in the vicinity. DBut they
had taken it fer granted that the fat
jumor wonld bolt at top speed if any-
thing were seen or heard of that lion.

Instead of which there was Dunler
breaking inte a run towards the CLff
House gales, and calling to them over
his fat shoulder to come on.

Bunter was not running away—as any
fellow who kuew Bunter would nalur-
ally have expected. He was heading for
the danger=wone. The Famous Five
stared at him stupefied.

Bunter was puiting on speed. Hia {at
little legs fairly twinkled as he ran.

Y harton set his teeth.

“Como on ! he said.
be in dan
SUPPOSE,
on [

“You bet!™ said Bab.

The Famous Five seudded aftor
Bunter.  There was little or nothing
that unarmed schoolboys could do, in
the way of tackling a lion; but that did
not make them pavse.  If the schoolgirls
were in  danger, #s scomed hikely
enough, they were poing to bo on the
scene, at least, and do what they could.

But Billy Bunter had a good start,
and he was going all out.

It was the first time in history that
Bunter had run with his face to tie
danger-spof, instead of his podgy back!
But he was deing it now. The Famous
Five were still behind when the fat Ow)
of the Remove turned in at the open
gateway of Cliff House, ahead of them,
arn isappeared  from  their sight.
They panted on after him.

Roar on voar was pealing over tho
palings. Amid the deep roars eama
shriek on shriek. They could hear the
shrieks of Bessie Bunter now—loud sud
ghrill! Breathless, panting, the Famous
¥ive tore in at the gate of Clifi House

chonol.

And then, in sheer stupefaction Lhew
halied and stared at what they saw. It
was not casy to believe their eyes.

an 1
your

“The girls may
r—we can't do anything, [
ut we've gobt to sce—gowmo

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Hero!

ILLY DBUNTER gasped for
B byeath as he blinked round
through his big spectacles,

He was, as usual, short of
breath, fh-:-ufh, on this occcasion, not
ehort of pluck., His eyes and his spee-
tacles, fixed an the startling scene in the
school garden which was watched from
a distance by packed faces at windows.
From Bessie Bunter, hidden by foliage
high up the tree, eame perling shrick
on shriek. Miss DPeneclops Primrose
vaz not shricking. She was silent,
whita as chalk, lezning feebly on the
trunlt of the tree, making mechanical
motions with her hands, as if to wave
the lion off. And within three yards of
her, with bristling mane, whisking tail,
and yawning cavernous jaws, stond
Cmsar, the circus lion—pawing ine
ground and roaring. 3

It wpa a sight to thrill any lheart.
Miss FPrimrose had given herself up as
lost: she could only stare at the dread-
ful viston before her, with white, lxed
face and stony oyea,

“Oh erikey ! pasped Bunter.

¥Had it been any other of the eircus
lions, Miss Primrose would have been
in terrifle danger, and Billy Dunter,



Three shrieks were blended into one as the Cliff House girls furned round a
““ Oh, Tan ! ** panted Barbara.

gasped Marjorle,

certainly, would not have been rushing
to the resewe., Bat the Owl of the Re-
move knew what hoe was about.

Tozens of pairs of eyes at the
windows of ClHf House School saw
Billy Bunter barge in at the gates. And
thoso eyea widened in utier astonich-
ment as Dunter, instead of barging out
again faster than he had barged in, a2t
sight of the lion, cut across to the spot
where Alisa Penelope Primrose stnm{,

Bunter knew that eyes wers on him—
many eyes, His own little round eyes
twinkled with satisfaction behind his
big round spectacles. This was a chanea
for Bunter! Marjorie and Clara had
seemt him scuttle away fromy the Hons'
cago in tho cirens, and he knew that
they had, laughed like tho rest. Were
they going to laugh now? Rather not.

“All right, ma'am,” squeaked Bunter,
as he eharged up, “don’t be afraid, Miss

Primrose. Leave him to me.”

ilisa Primrose heard him and saw
hinmi. Her starbing eyes turned on the
fat jumior as he came. She was
scarcely  able to speak; but  she
arvticulated :

“Gol! Go! Runl”

“ Mo fear!™ said Buanter.

Wiih perfeet coolness Wilhhiam George
Bunter  stopped  between  the  head-
mistress of Clif Houze and the lon.

From erowded windows the schoolgicls
watehed him. Harry Wharton & Co.,
coming in panting at the pate, watehad
him.  Bunter had the house, so to
apeak. It was Buntor ficst, and every-
boedy else nowhere.

Standing in front of the lion, Bill
Bunter raised a commanding fat hzr.nd:f

(Cmsar blinked at him.

Ilo knew Bunter! In fact, he liked
Buuter! Bunter had fed himy, which
was & poassport to Cmsar's  esteomn !
('rezar had taken Bunter on his hack at
his trainer’s command!  Bunter had
spoken to him with his trainer’s woice,

EVERY SATURDAY
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and the fat ventriloguist had not for-
otten that trick. He spoke now to
the lion in an cxaet reproduction of
Marco’s commanding tones,

“Up I” commanded Bunter.

He advanced on the lion, breathlessly
watched by countless amazed eyes. Alizs
Primroso wondered if this were a dream,
Harry Wharton & Co. were almost con-
vinced that it was an optical 1Musion.

With perfect coolness, the fat junior
aclvan on the lien, hisz fat lhand
raised in command.

“Up? barked Bunter in ithe well-
known tones of Marco.

Cwresar was not in hia lest femper.
Tho tangled net had irvitated him, and
a fragment of Bessic's racket was stick-
ing in his jaw. But the halet of
obedicnee was strong. Automaiically, as
it were, the lion played uwp at his mas-
ter's volce,

The gigantic beast rose =lowly on his
hind legs. Mo Miss Primrose's terrified
cyes, he secemed to tower. But Billy
Bunter was nob terrified | Not Bunter !

Harry Wharton & Co, were ready for
a desperate rush forward fo help ihe
fut Owl, nothing doubting that the lien
was about to seize him in hizs tervible
paws.  But they wore not needed.

“Dammi  la  zampa !  eommanded
Bunter,

The well-known words, which Coxzar
had obeyed bundreds, if not thousands
of times, produced their acenstomed
cffcct.

Amazed eyes starcd, as the liom,
reared on his hind legs and extended a
paw to Bunter! :

Dunter, grinming cheerily, took it wiih
a fat hand.

“(G-goo-goo-goodness  gracious 1
tered Mizs Primrose.

“Billy 1” howled Bessie, peering in
amazement from the foliage., “DBilly !l
Ch erikey 1M

stutt-

‘a lion on the ¢
* Help I " shrieked Bessie Bunter,
In her wild haste, she charged into the badminton net, tangled in i, and howled wildly.
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dge of the court. ** Bun!'*
Bessie led the way, goinz all-out.
“*Yaroooh ! Help!'*™

“Are we dreaming this ™ stuilered
Dok Cherry.

gt | “tltl.lfﬁ
Wharton.

Bunter hlinked round rveassuringly at
Miss Primrose.

“Tt's all right, ma'am-——"

“My boy—nty deay brave
stuttered Misa Ponslope.
ch, take eave—"

“T can handle him all vight, ma am !?
said Danter., “I'm not afraid of lians,
ma'am ! I'll take him eway—"

“eodness gracious 1™

“Down " barked DBunter.

Cwesar dropped on four legs.

Billy Bunter, cool as a cucwmber,
clambered on his back and gripped bis
Imanao.

" Houp-la ! he barked

Ciesar ambled away, with Bunter on
his back! Bunter calmly guided him
down thae drive to the gales,

Thiz was Bunter's moment ! He knew
that cvery eve in Cliff IHouse Schonl
wae on him. He saw thoe Famous Five
fairly gaping! He heard the howl of
amazement from Sister Bessio |

Releasing one hand from the lion's
mane, the fot junior took off his lLat
and wawed 16 to the packed windows
a5 he rode Cresar oub of the %arm'ram
Life at that moment was well worih
living to William George Bunier|

¥ & L]

“Billy I

* PBunter 1™

“ Brave boy

“What pleek

“What courage [¥

“ Amazing 1

“Dear, kErave lad ™

Bunter was the goods ! Having ridden
tha lion out of gates, Bunter had left
Cliff House in & buzz of amazement and

{Continned on page 28.)
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we are!™ gasped Harvry

Lt}

boy —--
Crl'ake care-—

r!l



NON-STOP THRILLS IN THIS STIRRING STORY OF MODERN PIRACY !

CAPTAIN VENGEANCE!

The Guardlan of the Tombs!

0¥ DRAKE claﬁ)pa& a_hand to
R his throat, his hair ﬂtiﬁemngl_nl:
the roots, his mouth and lips

dried with horror.

It was a great and monstrous serpent,
a bod-constrictor, that guarded the
Tomb of the Kings in Pai ¥Yang; those
ancient tombs with their treasures of
gold and jewels that Von Eimar, the

modern  pirate, had attempted to
despoil, : :
on Eimar, onetime convict on

Wemesia Island, now captain of the
pirata cruiser Vengeance, had led his
crew of ennvicugmrat.ea in & rald upou
tho Island of Pai Yang, intent upon
enriching himself with the spoils of that
remote and unguarded relic of ancient
Tastern civilisation,

Up to s point all had gone well
Rﬂypﬂrﬂki}. l;11'3 English boy prisoner,
son of Morgan Drake, of the British
Sceret Service, had escaped, attempting
to warn the islanders; but had been
vecaptured before he had been able to
achieve his object. The sultan, the
Dutch resident, and Chu Ho Shan, the
wealthy Chinese jewel merchant, were
all Von Eimar's prisoners, and the
(Great Pagoda had been captured. With
a native priest as & guide, Von Limar
had penetrated deep into the ancient
cotacombs of Pai Yang, where the
treasure  was  hidden—to  discover, 1n
horror, that the jewels were guarded by
a gigantic boe-constrictor that had s
haunt under the tombs, 1

On his hands and knees Von Limar

roped in the darkness, till, more by
ﬁnckm than anything else, he chanced
upon his fallen electric torch. He
pressed over the switeh, and, though he
and hia men were instantly relieved of
the enfolding cloaks of shadow arpund
them, the beam of the light showed the
monster in all its fearful proportions.

A flat, hideous head, green eyes
scintillating like emeralds, reared high
upon a pendulous trunk that relled in
fold after fold from its den beneath the
tomb. Giant muscles rzgpled like waves
beneath its barred and spotted scales
that were all the colours of the rainbow,
In the middle it was so thick that a
man's srms could not have cireled round
it; from forked tongue to the tip
of its tail the snake must have measured
fifty feet at least,

Often had Roy Drake heard of the
monstrous boa-constrictors that dwell in
the fetid swamps and jungles of Burma
and Malaya, but never had he dreamed
that & cresture of such size could exist
on the island of Pai Yang.

Von Eimar was the frst fo recover
his stunned senses.

“Treachery I he barked, ralsing his
automatic and closing one eye over the
sights. “That cursed priest—led us into
th;_:: II” Quick! Find him! Find the
axi

In that confined space the explosion
of his pistol was appelling. TFumes of
sulpburous cordite filled the narrow

tomb-chamber,
Pii-aang!
The mma.mmﬁ bullet merely grazed
that scaly and sinwous trunk and

Hattened itself in & splash of lead.

Tha  boa-constrictor checked its
advance as if startled by the stinging
shot, awaying its head from side to side.
Then slowly, leisurely, it recommenced
its rhythmic approsach.
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A3 the Frenchman went erashing
hand, *“ You sons of d

dow

s sintillating diamond dropped from his
1" gnarled Von Eimar, turning on his pirate crew.
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“ The next man I cateh at that thieving game will get a jewel from me, and it
will be of steel-Jacketed lead ! **

To be caught in those coiling,
revolving foldys meant a certasin and
sponising death. The creature was
capable of crushing & horse or a buffale
into & pulp, and then swallowing it
whole.

“Back |” roared Ven Eimar, as the
thing shudd&rlr}g}f recoiled.  * Where's
that priest? Find the way out !"

Dazedly Roy Drake blinked eround.
The priest had disappeared. Killer
Moran and Ramire had thrown them-
selves flat upon the worn stone Hags,
hiding their faces in an agony of terror,

Galvanized by Von FEimar's urgent
injunction, Rﬂ:{l groped back through
the shadows. The circular tomb-chamber
was ringed with squat stone pillars, 611-
ing the space boetween them and the wall
in gloom, and he was not sure of the
exact locality of the doorway. Round
two or three of the massive columns he
stumbled—in time to see & gigantic
block of stone filling the doorway as 1t
swung upen & hidden pivot.

A chuckling laugh from the abscond-
ing priest filled his cars as the stone
slab grated into ition.

With a cry anger, the Loy flung
himself upon the rough surface of tho
stone; but the slab was immovable.

Somo secret mechanism, known only to
the i}rieﬂa of the Great Pagoda, had
enabled their guide to entrap them.

‘Almost sobbing, Roy beat upon the
rugged surface with hia fists, clawed at
the eracks with his nails until his fingers
were bruised and bleeding—all in vain!
Whatever the secret mechaniem that
moved the stone was, 1t was beyond hia
powers of discovery.

Von Eimar, crouching behind a pillar,
blazed his electric torch full inte the
eyes of the unnatural monster as it
coiled and coiled sbont the tomb-
chamber. The blinding white light
scemed to dazzle it, for it swayed its

head to and fro like an inverted
pendulum, as if in & daze,

Crack, crack, crack!

Stunnming reverberations flled the

chamber as Von Eimar pressed the
trigger of his automatic.

The whistling bullets had as little
effect upon the thick overlapping scales
of the boa-constrictor as they would
have had upon steel armour-plating.

Hiz sole chance was to wing a bullet
through one of those hideous, unblink-
ing eyes that stared upon him.

inﬁ that Von Eimar could not do.
The chief pirate’s hand was cool snd



Itﬁﬂ{lf; .. He was an excellent chot. But
the bri strong light dazzled his be
vision; nor was the monster still for a
=econd,

And if he snapped off the torch they
would be left in total darkness, at the
crealure’s mercy.

Killer Meoran and Luis Ramirg,
sbandeoning their rifles, lay crouched in
the sable shadows beyond the circle of
pillara. Under their mask of swagger-
g aggressiveness and brutality these
two were a choice pair of poltroons, and
their nerve failed them utterly at this
juncture,

Crawling on hands and knees, with
ong eye upon the giant snake as it
writhed and coiled, Koy Drake snatched
at Moran’s rifle where it lay in view of
the torch's beain, hastily examining the
magazine as he took cover behind a
pillar. .

Five cartridges were left.

Carcfully Roy DPrake took aim, run-
ning his steady gaze down the sights ns
he erooked oue hinger round the trigger.

Crack |

His first shot whirred past that flat,
ugly head.

iling a second, it swayed towards
him. The second bullet tore a scals
from that huge, coiling body.

“"Look out, youug g'ﬂrn]m I roared
¥Yon Eimar,

With all its snaky nature arcused, the
thing writhed towsrds him. One second,
and Rcﬁ' barely avoided those crushing
coils. Dodging nimbly round the colon-
nade, he saw the rifle being caught up,
the barrel bent and twisted %ﬁm a
corkscrew,

And now it wes a mad, unesrthly,
nightmare race; s race that lived for
ever in Roy Drake’s memory. The boa-
constrictor was rolling, lashing, thrash-
g its undulating curves and folds
shout the stone-flapged Roor. In and
out of the columns the four prizoners
dodged, avoiding its embraccs with no
more than inches to spare, helped only
by the light thet Yon Eimar kept flash-
mf) mto ity eyes.

Perspiration clogged Roy Drake's
vision. Out from his lungs pumped his
breath in great, sobbing gasps. He was
nesring the end of his tether, and he
knew 1t, He knew, too, that it would
not be long before the battery in Von
Eimar's torch would be exhausted, and
then they would be lost in the blinding,
pitchy blackness, blundering into one
another and falling helplessly into the
hug of the constrictor.

'l'rlpﬁmg in a crack: between two worn
flags, oy fell flat upon his face, with
sll the wind knocked out of his bady.

Lying inert, shackled by the weight
of his l}ﬂ]glaﬁt_laﬁ, he closed his eyes
and waited, with thumpiog heart, for
the inevitable end,

And then, faint and sweet, from the
distant shadows, there fell upon his
ears & sound of music.

The Jewels of Dead Kings !

OY DRAEKE supposed that his
R senses were playing him trieks:
that the sound that he heard wos
the likeness of ringing bells that
fills one's ears at the last point of ex-
haustion. For a full minute he lay
prone and gasping, unable to rize, and
waiting for the crushing embrace that
he was unable to averk
Nothing happened. Only the low,
eweet etraing of music rose and fell in
s rhythmic cadence, scemingly from
somoewhere abova his head,
At lost he realised that it was the
wailing of a recd pipe.
Recovering his breath, and the power
of hig tired muecles, the i:m;r twisted over
and raised his head.
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By the light of Van Eimar’s torch he
beheld the giant boa-gomstricior, rolled
in a pyramid of enormous coils, restin
in the midst of the tomb-chamber, an
swaying its flat, ugly head gently to and
fro as if enthralled with the rhythm
of the music.

The strains of the reed pipe, Roy dis-
covered, eame from an alr-shaft hewn
through the domed roof of the chamber,

Gazing around dazedly, he discarned
his companions, Eqnaﬁg astonished,
staring stupidly at the now subdued bos-
conztrictor.

¥ Mein Gott!” he heard Von Eimar
say, in a feeble, gasping wvoice, that
testified te the exhaustion cven of hisz
powerful frame.

_BRoy had heard of the uncanny charm
lnat musig possesses for these gigantic
snakes. But who was the unknown
friend who thus piped their deliverance?

Blowly, as he watched, the Loa-
mrgﬁtrmh-r rose upwards, coil aflter cail,
".'!n‘;I‘lEEﬁﬁg: and unduolating through the
air-shaft i quest of that alluring musie,

With starting oyes, the prizoners
watched the movements of that huge
cable-like trank, till, at last, the tip of
its tail disappeared into the mystery
ahove,

Von Eimar drew a handkerchief Irom
his pocket and swabbed a matted, oozing
forehead.

“Ach! What a =ight!” he grunted
throatily, and a shake in his voice be-
trayed the terror that had strained even
his iron nmnerves to  breaking-point.
“That was terrible! May I never see
thre like again!”

He produced a silver hip-flask, and
unscrewed the stopper with his strong
wh!tTet teeth. ,

"That gave me g turn, my friends,’
he added, after he had ’urej;l 8 liberal
mouthful of the potent, fiery linguid down
his throat,

Then he passed the flask to Moran and
Ramiro, who emptied it between them.

" Now we must find & way out of this
death-hole,” pursued Von Eimar, fash-
1 his torch around the chamber.
“That—that thing—may come back, nrd
I'm not anxious to meet it when it
daocs 1"

Even a3 Von Eimar spoke, Roy Drake
heard & grating noise as the huge block
of stone swung round again in the door-
way. LThe music had died away, and,
excopt for that faint crcak of chafing
stone, o silence ns of death itself hung
over the tomb-chamber.

Hastily Von Eimar crammed frosh
bullets into tha chamber of his
sutomatic.

The stone slab opened wider, and then
&ll four prisoners laughed shakily, in
relief. as instead of the murderous
priesis they expected, they recognised
the brown, scarred [features Von
Eimar's fﬁflmrers, headod by Dictz, the
German quartermastar,

For once, even Roy Drake was glad
to see the i?rutnl‘vtsu.ges of his captors.

“What is this, captaini” iets
stared in stolid surprise at their white,
strained faces. “What's happened?
We waited a time, and as you dide't
come back, we forced another of those
domon-priests to show wus the way—
begging your pardom, sir, for actin
without orders, but we Eus‘grﬂﬂtnﬂ fﬂ-lﬁ
play. Is anything wrong? You look as
if you'd seen s ghost, captain,™

“A ghost? I've scen the devil, rather,
Dietz—or the devil’s likeness in the
shape of the bipgest serpent that cver
lived 1" ejaculated Von Eimar., *Thesa
davil&p:iasts have a very protty way of
guarding their ancient treasures.'®

Then the }Eirate chief told his followers
of the fifty-foot boa-constricior that had
its lurking-place among the: tombs,

“ Someona lured it away with music,”
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Yon Eimar concluded, pointing to the
vertical air-shaft. *“Whoever 1t was I
don't know, but I'd like to mect him.
He's a pal! Each one of us would have
been ouddled into a pulp if be hadn't
turned on the entertainment |

Uneasily the convict-pirates gazed at
the aperture in the domed ceiling.

“The priests control the ‘ﬁhirlg;YI I
sUppose, with their infornal musie,” Von
Eimar ran on. “What they fecd it on
I'd not like to guess. I know one thing,
thouwgh, and that is that I'm not going
up to investigate—->*

“Hallo !  exclaimed Rowy Drake,
“Lock, Von Eimar! What's this?"

There was something like a stampeds
83 the conviet-pirates crowded hack into
the doorway, just as a light, swis.hiﬁg
object slipped down from the air-shaft
and brushed against the stone flags as
1t dangled,

“Keep your heads, vou rabbit-hearted
fools 1" snapped Von Eimar, jamming
enf)arimta the corner of his mouth.
“ Iron’t {nu know the differencc between
8 rope-ladder and & hoa-constrictor?
A rope-ladder won't hurt you [

A rope-ladder iE was, though in the
uncanny atmosphere of the tombs, and
after Von Himar's startling story, it
was quite enough te shake the unsteady
nerves of the convict-pirates.

They watched as & gorgeous figuve in
zeily coloured silks descended the rat-
hines,

As he reached the floor, he furned
writh an inscrutable smile, and with a
}‘g'r:ufﬂu:ld Oriental obeisance to Von
timar.

“Chn Ho 3han!™ eried the pirate
captain, in surprise,

“My humble and cobedient seif, ancl
always ot your command,” smiled the
Chineso jewel merchant, speaking n s
nzual impeccabla English,

“ But—hbnt——" on Eimar =iarcd,
tho eigar held between plump fingers.
“ How came you hers, éjl"m Ho Shan?
Waa it you that decoyed the boa-
eonstrictor ¥

With another bow and a bland smile
Chu Ho Shan drew a small reed pipe
from the breast of his fowered,
embroidered jacket.

“I havo some small knowledge of the
wiests of the Great FPagoda of Pai

ang, and of their little wavs,”™ ha ox-
plained. *“ Yes, 18 was [ that played
the snake-musie, knowing that the
priests only led you to this place so that
they might entrap you. pet gseured.
Tho great snake is now soothed to sleep.
He will no Jonger disturb you. Yon
see, it did not suit my purpoge that you
should die in so barbarous a fashion,
Von Eimar, nor =—and here his obligue
brown eves dwelt upon the features of
F.ﬂ':f Drake—* this so brave Engli:h lad
1era.”

Von Eimar rubbed his square chin,
and through his menocls o pale blue
eyvo rested suspiciously upon the Chiness
jewel merchant.

“It did not suit your purpose—ch,
Chu Ho Shan” he repeated, walehing
the Chinaman narrowly, “Now, I find
that strange. I am your enemy; I have
captured you to obtein ransom., I
would not have mpgomd that yvou were
so devoted to me, Mr. Chul”

A faint smile quivered about the lipa
of Chu Io Shan as he spread out his
handa.

“For Von Eimar per.smm]];.r——puwib]y
not,” he returned softly. “Bnt Von
Eimar i3 the chicf “’ﬂ-l? of the pack.
Without its head thiz private pang of
yours would go mad, Delter T should
pay you ransom, Veon Eimar, with a
porion of my wealth, than that my
throat should be cut, and Pai Yang
burned and destroyed, wilh its peopln
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maswacred. "That 15 what would ha?pen
kad you been killed, Von Eimar.”

“1 see,” agreed Von Eimar, nodding
hiz shaven bead. %1 see your point,
Chu Ho Shan, But * and he glaheed
around ot the tomb-chamber, ™ where,
I wonder, is the secret treasure of jewels
of the Great Pagoda? Not far, I
should imagine, if the boa-consirictor
s its guardien.”

Chu Ho Shan's narrowed eyes rested
upon the carved stone sarcophagus in
the midst of the chamber. .

“That,” he said, peointing, “iz the
resting-place of Melesa, first of the
ancient kings of Pai Yang, the founder
of its now forgotten greatness, It is
said that he hoarded & vast wealth n
jewels, which dizappeared at the time
of his death——2

“Of course!” Ilands upon his hips,
Von Eimar loocked down upon the sculp-

turcd effigy on the lid of the
sarcophagus. “If the jewels are
anywhere, they will ba here. Come,

men! Fetch your hammers and crow-
bars and open the lid. It's not the
first time some of you have broken open
a bank—though never such a strango
bank as this, I'll warrant!"

Thunderous echoes rang in the roof
of the crypt as the tomb-robbers set
prumptiE to work,

Roy Drake, on the fringe of the
little group. locked on in cold disgust.

By the light of torches and hurricane-

lamps, the tomb-robbers plied their
tools  with the skill of practised
cracksmen.

At Jast, the stone Lid was split open,
and it crvashed on to the floor in a
cloud of splinters, chips, and dust,

Perspiring faces looked downwards
as they crowded forward cagerly.

Impelled by a curiosity that he could
not restrain, Rloy Drake peeped between
bowed shoulders and craning necks.

In the stone coffin he saw a swathed
and swaddled mummy, with a gl-:ald
mask set over the dead face. Jewelled
eyes stared upwards silently at the
would-be despoilers of the deaed.

The majesty of death bound the
tongues of even those hardened rogues.
3¢ tense was the stillness that their
breathing sounded loud and heavy.

Only Von Eimar sounded unim-

ressed, and his mocking, contemptuous

ugh, thuufh it jarred on Roy Drake's
cars, served to break the tension.

“Say, cap, 1 don’t see no treasure.”
drawled Killer Moran, “Guess them
twao ‘rocks’ must be worth suthin’,
an’ thet gold mask, but yuh kain't call
thet & heap when shared amongst all
of us " ) i

“I)'ye expect the jewels to jump out

into your hands, you fool,” snapped
Von Eimar impatiently. “ Search, men,
gearch 1™

Foy Dreke turned aside in aversion,
and as he did so, he encountored the
eombre gaze of Chu Ho Shan.

The Oriental's face was as lImpassive
as ever, and Roy was left to rack his
brains to discover what it was that was
g0 oddly reminiscent about Chu IHo
Bhan.

All his efforts were froitless,  Bho
remained to him a baffling enigma.
There was something indefinable about
the man that stirred the chords of his
memory, but the more he probed the
mystery the more he was left puszzled
and wondering.

It was as he pondered that a wild
cry of delight suddenly rang in his
CAars.

“Here wo are!” eried Von FEimar,
exultingly. “Jewels! Ifidden beneath
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the mummy! Rubies,
emeralds | Lock st that nﬁqlﬁand that
string of pearls! Mein Himmel, they
must be worth hundreds of thousands
sterling—a million, I wager!”
At his words, Roy glanced back, and
instantly his eyes were dazzled by the
prismatic, multi-hued szplendourz of
colour as the delighted convict-pirates
passed the stones from one horny }?a.Tm
ch a

sapphires,

to the other. It was as thou
rainbow had been broken up into a
thousand tiny pieces, and magically
scattered into that dark, dank voult,

Von Eimar picked up a splendwdly
luminous diamond and held it between
finger and thumb, scrutimzing 1t with
one eritical eye in the glow of the
hurricane.lamp.

“Ach, this alone mupst Le worth a
fortune,” he declared enthusiastically.
“I'll swear there is not ancther like 1t
in the markets of the world! And these
twelve pink pearls, equally matched,
pearl for pearl—a millionaire couldn’t
afford to buy them for his bride! Look
at that ruby, big as my thumb! Men,
our fortunes are made ! There's enough
here to make uws all rich when we
get back to ecivilisation !

Little az he knew of gems and their
value, Roy Drake could well believe
him as he saw those magnificent stones

passed to and fro and examined -

hﬁ!iﬂﬁ
by the ex-conviets, many of whom were
ex?erts in such matters.

T'hen suddenly Von Eimar growled in
hiz throat like an angry mastiff, and his
doubled fist cerashed full into the mouth
of o man who had once been a
notorionus confidence irickster 1m  the
Continental citics, a Frenchiman named
Dunres,

As Duprez sprawled flat, Roy Drake
saw a scintillating pebble drop from the
man's fingers and spin across the torhb-
chamber Hoor in fashes of light.

“Fou dog! snarled Von FEimar,
kicking the Frenchman savagely in the
ribs as he bent down and secured the
stone that his guick eve had detected
being slipped up the man’s sleeve.

“Bo that's your game, i3 it you
underwoerld sewer-rat? I'll deal with
vou later. DMoran, wateh every man
as he comes out of this chamber. Each
one is to be =zearched, down to his too-
nails 1 Grimly Ven Eimar thrust a
I.‘.u? fist under the flap of his gun-
holster. “The next man I cateh at that
game will get a jewel from me, and 1t
will be of steel-jackeled lead ! Remem-
ber that, you sons of dogs!”

Every man shifted his gaze as Von
Fimar glanced round at them; but, to
Roy Drake, who was watching cleosely,
it seemed as if the fires of rubies and
emeralds were transferred to  those
narrowed, gleaming eves that squinted
furtively at the scowling master-pirate.

Alrcady the jewels had acted like an
apple of discord tossed into the pirates’
midst.

Chu Ho Shan Jaid a hand gently
upsn Yon Eimav's arm.

“If I may have the privilege, Von
Eimar,” he snid, in o quiet voice, as
tho captain glanced rovnd at him, “I
would like to have a word with you—in

TER

private

Chu Ho Shan’s Proposal !

DY DRAKE would have been
R lad to hear ile conversation
etween Von Limar aond the
Chinese jewel merchant. Bui

the two withdrew to the shadowy colon-
nade that encireled the tomb-chamber,

and the guartermaster, Dietz, headed
him off, scowling as his hand tested
upon the butt of his gun,

Aside, Von Eimar watched the
Chinamarn with keen blue eyes

“Well, and what i3 it, Chu Ho
Shan?” he inguired, in & tone that sug-
gested that he wunderstood what was
coming.

Before he answered the question, Chu
Ho Shan, with a murmur of apology,
gently withdrew the big diamond from
Von Eimar's fingers and studied it as 1t
rested in the hollow of his yellow palm,

“I cannot say definitely, in this light,
what 15 its price, Yon Eimar,” he said;
“But, all the same, I fully endorze your
opinion that there 13 not ancther like 1%
in the markets of the world!® '

In the half-light their eyes met.

“Yon Eimar,” the Chinaman con-
tinued, as he read encouragement in the
captain’s gaze, “you took me as your
prizoner because I, Chu Ho Shan, am
reputed to be one of the richest jewel
dealers in the world. You wanted
ransom. DBut—I think that I can peint
out to you a better way, a way wherein
we can‘make a mutual profit.”

Von Eimar grinned. Already he had
fathomed the Chinaman’s meaning,

#“Go on, Chu He Eha.n‘,” he said,
flicking the ash from his eigar,

Though they were remote from any
possible  listener, 1nstinetively Chu
lowered his wvoice, and glanced around
before he proeeceded.

“Y take it that it is your intention
to disband your pirate c¢rew after this
raid 7" he guestioned softly.

“That i3 s0.” Von Eimar nodded.

Chu stroked hiz beard.

“Jewels make excellent booty. They
arc casily concealed, snd they always
fetch their price. Dut "—and here Chu
laid a slim yellow finger upon the broad,
massive chest of Von Eimar—" 1t iz not
always easy to dispose of rare and large
gems, if you cannot give a reliable
account of how they came into your
possession, lspecially =——and he opened
his hand to show the great diamond—
“such immensely valuable ones as these.
There sra but few dealers who could
handle them, and those that would
talkke the risk would only offer you a
twentieth part of their value.”

“I understand you, Chu Ho Shan.”
Von Eimar spoke guietly. “ You mean

that you are prepared to dispose of
them for mef®™

The Oricntal howed.

“Precisaly, Von Eimar. 1 am Chu

of Pai Yang. With all humility, I say
that my name and reputation 13 known
from New York and Amesterdam to
Macao and the East. I alone could
dispose of such jowels without suspicions
being aroused. I will not pretend to be
moral., What, after all, are the dead
kings of Pai Yang ta me? I am not a
native of this country! Let it be sup-
posed that I am carried aboard your
pirate warship by foree, to provide you
with ransom. That will sound plavsible;
indeed, it was your first intention.
Then, when your cruiser 1s seuttled and
your crew safo in hiding, ‘1 will sell
these jowels for you. I will sell them
guietly and sceretly, and at five per
cent commission, shall we say, I can
make a handsome profit for myself.”

“It 1z m bargain!” declared Von
Eimar. “I know that you will not play
me falze, Mr. Chu, For if I am taken
and executed for a pirate, then Chu Ho
Shan goes to the gallows with me1”

The cold blue eyes of Von Eimar mot
the oblique brown ones of Chu Ho Shan,
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and the thin; erooked smile around the
month of the one was reflected in tha
face of the other, :

“We understand each other, then,”
smiled Chu Ho Shan.

“The Prisoner Has Escaped ! ®
THE stars were paling to the dawn,

when, with creak of oars and

rowlocks, the boats containing

Von Eimar and hiz pirates
erowded under the vast steel hull' of
the Vengeance, as sho rodo at anchor
with steam hissing from pipes, and with
héer powerful guns still trained wpon
tbe silent roofs and pagodas of Pai
Yang, that were silver in the dawn.

Ronald Westdale met Von Eimar as
the pirate chief sprang up the accom-
maodation-ladder to the gangway. The
Englishman’s handsome, clean.cut face
was grave and stern, and theve was an
angry glint in his eyes,

""The prisoner has ezcaped,” Roy
heard him say, az the boy followed Von
Eimar up the rungs. “The Dutch
flying ofhcer, I mean, He got away
during the night.” And with that his
cold grey eyes Hung a challenge into
the face of Von Limar.

“Why, that iz unfortunate,” Von
Eimar fingered his squave, heavy chin.
1 left him in your charge, Mr. West-

dals,”
“You did that,” Westdale agreed
grimly, “But that’s not all. 1I'm net

taktng the blame so tamely as that, Von
Eimar.” His cold clear eyes never left
tnosa of Von Eimar as he added: “I
saw to it last night that he was seeure
before my gun-crews were piped to their
stations. = After that we had ne time to
attend to him. Baut someone helped him
to escape. The door was unlocked—not
forced—and g0 wore the locks of his
fetters. Have you shill got the keys,
Von Eimar?”

From every side angry growls reached
Roy Drake’s cars as he stood in the
gangway, close by Von Eimar. Behind
him Killer Moran was leading the rest
of the raiding-pavty as they scrambled
up the side, ‘They had leaded rifles and
bandoliers slung over their noked brown
shoulders, bags of loot hung to their
belts, and they scowled blackly and mut-
tered together as they overheard West-
dale’s words, Every cye was upon Von
Kimar, but s broad, fair face never
lost ‘its frosty smile.

With a quickening of his heart, Ro
Drake remembered Von Eimar's dar
hints, uttered a few hours previously—
that perhaps the Dutchman might
escape, taking with him the news that

bad voluntarily joined the pirates.
- Was thia Von Eimar's revenge upon
hizs old enemy, Morgan Drake, Roy's
father? Hed he sccretly left instrue-
tions with & trusted man among the
pirate crew to release the Dutchman
during. the night?

That, evidently, was in the minds of
the pirates as they glowered suspiciously
ot their leader, Von Eimar’s hints had
been uttered in the hearing of Ronald
Westdale and Killer Moran.

As 1t happened, Roy had earlier ex-
plained the whele situation to the Dutch

isoner—but this Von Eimar did not

Nnow,

“(Gee, thet's a sour bite, T’'ll tell the
world 1" Killer Moran glaved sulkil
et Von Eimar, “I mind yuh s&ii
suthin' about Dutehy makin’ a break,
cap, on’y t'other day—just before we
left Inaccessible Island?  An’® pnow—
what? ILf Dutchy apills the beans about
Yoacceszible Island, we're done for.

EVERY SATURDAY

We'll have a dozen warships nosin’
round the place 1”

Luis Ramire, behind him, led the
surly mutter with which the crew voiced
their uneasiness,

But Von Eimar merely yawned.

“¥You alarm yvourself unduly, my dear
Moran,” With a sweep of his-plump
hand, Von Eimar took in the green, en-

i o
folding shores of the ba‘; the peaked
roofs and spires of Pai Yang, and the
crescent-shaped . junks and  proas
mirrored in the placid blue of the sea.
“See for yourself, Pm Yang has no

eommunication with the outside werld.
The. wireless. station at the Residency
has been wrecked beyond repair. There

(Continued on next page.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRES!
Your Editor i3 always pleasad to
hear from his readers. Write 1o
him: Editor. af tha MAGNET, Tha
Flestway House, Farringden Street,

Londom, E.G.4. A stamped, addressed-
envelope will ensure a reply,
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oil is to modern eivilisation ?

Southampton resder asks me this
. week if 1 ean tell hima how much oil
is used in this eountry in a year. The
answer .may surprise you. In twelve
rmonths this couniry uses nearly

TWO THOUSAND MILLION GALLONS

of ¢il, almost the whola of which is brought
from overseas. So far, we have been
dependent upon foreign lands for our oil,
but experts hope that in time we will
become self-supporting. Last year thirty.
nine oil-prospecting licences were granted
in Britan, and all over the country men
are trying to * sirike oil,” It scems curious
to think that there are oil wella in this
country, but there is o well in Derbyshire
which has yielded neéavly three-gquarters
of a million gellons since 1919. Two
years ago anothor flow of oil was discovered
in the same county.

Down near FPortsmouth a group of

ria are’ now searching for oil, and are

deilling through rock at & cost of three
pounds ﬁm foot, in the hope of finding a
neww  waetl.

The next guestion comez from Sam
Watis, of Darlington, who asls me to tall
him something about

THE GOLD RUSH,

which happened in the Yukon in the year
1898. What, he asks, was the method of
mining for gold vsed in that district ¥ It
was a pretty tough job, I can tell him !
The gold had beon dﬂgu&itﬂd in the

by rivers that had Howed thers in
ages, and the long-lost rivers had dr
up and been covered over, It was necessary
to dig down between twenty and thirty
feat below the purfaco to strike the “ pay
streak.” Now considering that the ground
was frozen ag hard as nails, you can
imagine what that meant. First of all,
the ground had to be thewed oust. This
was done by building bonfires over the
spot where the sgheft was to be sunk.
When a few feet of earth had been thawed
out, this was dug awsy, and then another
bonfire started.

The shafts were generally about five
feet equare. and every few feot another
bonfire had to be burned. It ook two or
three weels to dig a shaft to a depth of
about twenty-five feet. The gold waa
found in tiny nuggreis about the size of o
pea. Doubtless you have heard the
expression ' fool’s gold.! Do you know
what it was ¥ ;

und round about there wea rich
in pyrites, which eparkled and gave the
impression of being gold, Actually, it was
worthless. Renl gold in the raw state
does not sparkle. but is merely a dull
yellow, Many inoxperienced prospectors
wasted all their.timo collecting quartz
which contained pyrites; and then freked

hae'k_- to jjawaﬂn City—to find that their
* strike ! was utterly waorthleas !

Now let’s coma nearer home and talk
abous

BURIED TREASURE IN ENGLAND!

Down in Daorsetshire, at & place called
Barton Farm, & great treasure hunt is to
begin. Néarly o thousand years ago the
farm was the property of o monastery at
Cerna Abbas.” It is believed that the
monks buried tremsure of a t walue
somewhere in the ground which the farm
now oceupies, A little while ago a water
diviner went over the farm ing for
subterranean strasms. To his surprise his
rod indicated the presence of metal, and
this iz believed to be the long-hidden
treasura of the ancient monks,

This isn't the firat time this divinsr has
discoversd metol in tho earth, Whila
searching for water at another farm in the
neighbourhood his rod indicated metal.

ground was dug up~ 8 YVictorian
brooch was found. That, of courss, was
not very valuable, but the treasare hunters
ere hoping that they are going to find
something much more exciting this lima |
_Dorset scems to be s county that is
rich in buried tressure, Not so loug ago
workmen were digging foundations for a
new d;panmmb store in Dorchester, whea
they discovered twenty thousand thicd-
century silver Roman coins |

S0 if any of my readers are holiday-
making in Dorget this year, they might
have & look round for hiddea treasure !

Tom Walker, of Esher, asks:

HOW MUCH SALT 18 THERE IN THE
DEAD SEA?

The Dead Sea conteins the most salt of
any eea-in the world. The salt content is
twenty-five per cent—far and above that
of any other sen. The Adriatio comes
next with only a little over four per cent.
The Atlantic contnins only thres and a
half per cent salt content., The Blaok Saa
has lesa than two per cent, bub that
hasn't deterred the people of Bulgaria,
who live on the shores of the Black Sen.
They - are. proposing to develop a new
induatry by ]Emciuc:iﬂg salt from the waters
of the sea. I am afraid they've got a big
job in {ront of them.

And now & word or two about noxt
Saturday's programme. First of all there
isz

** BILLY BUNTER'S BUNK | "

the seeond story in the grand new circus
seriea Frank Richards is writing for us,
and by jingo, chums, it's a top-notcher |
Billy Bunter, our prize porpoise, piles up
80 much trouble for himself that he shakes
the dust of Greyfriara from his fect. Bub
there's; & method in Bunter’s madness,
for he’s got & safe refupge at Muccolini's
Circus where he is determined to become
& big noise and a great gun | You'll rocl
with laughter when you read this smashing

yarn, chums. As for thrills, you'll get o
whole heap of 'em in the further exoiti
sdventures of Captain V and hia

convict pirates. Qur other featuree—a
renlg humorous " Greyiriare Herald,”
the Rhymester's contribution, and my littls
chat will be bang up to the usual standard,
YOUR EDITOR.,
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are no stcamers in the harbour, not a
singlo mobor-boat on the whole island.
It will take days for.a sampan to reach
Batavia in the Dutch East Indies, nhlch
is tho nearest point of 'eivilisation.”

“Yoah, an’ what then, sirree?” de-
manded Killer Moran, thrustm.g out his
heavy jaw.

“By thon, my dear follow, we shall
have recovored the bullion from tho
Sylvia Bay, which we cached on Inae-
cessiblo Island, snd: will have !eft our
secret island -baso for ever. As I told
you, this raid upon Dai Yang was
intended to be our last enterprise. Tor
the future, we have to scize some small
freighter, scuttle the 1’-:~ng"cance. and
then make our. way to somo remote
South American port to share out our
spoils.”

Chu Ho Shon, standing bLeside Von

Eimar, sniled, and softly rubbed his
hands together,:
Killer Moran dui not answer—at least,

not direetly and in words. Iustead,-he
growled like & balked dngha.s hu-..awun%
away, and the lgok' that he exchanger
between Luis Réndito and Dupfrez, and
one or two siore,” boded the pirato
Jeader no- gnnﬂ,

Unheeding® hlm, Von Limar climbed
to the eriser’s Forebridge, and, unplug-
ging the ﬂpt&kﬂﬁptﬂb* called down to
Mikhail - Lebedoff.  the - renegade
engineer, as he stood down in the swel-
tering stecl compartment that housed
the nngeance-:-r powerful twin engmes

“Bicam up, Lebedof? All in roadi-
ness ™ ho asked. *Good!” he added,

a3 the other replied. “‘Twt her ri
Mikhail. I want to meke Inaccessib o
Island as swiftly. as iblo 1M

With that, he teok lis hmﬂ-::ulnrs, BUT-
veyping the Emﬂlng blue of tho Indian
(Jccan; then spoke 4 few bricf words to
Dictz, the scarred Gérman quarter-
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master, as he stond at
wheel,

Roy Drake, pacing the well-deck, felt
ile deck plates strain and heave beneith
his feet as the engines below throbbed
into life, the - pirate cruiser taking tho
sea with a swirl of f.am at her bows, -

From the receding masses of trees,
hills, and glinting pagoda roofs of Pai
Yang, Rey glanced to Westdale, who
smiled -grimly a.d shrugged his” broad
shoulders. About the gun-turrets, venti-
laters, and hatches he looked to see the
convict-pirates gathered together, scowl-
ing, muttering.

Killer Moran and Lans Ramiro were
busy among. them, and Roy Drake
sensed that trouble leomed ahead for
Von Eimar, the modern pirate,

. For one thing the boy felt grateful
The: Dl;lt{'-h fiying officer 'Iﬁ'hﬂ had becn
*‘”ﬁﬂ ]ﬂﬂﬂf B risafer - ﬂ*ﬂﬂiﬂld
kaowing the Iu]ffactﬁ of Rm a position
onthe pirate erwiser, and that spelt the
death of Von Eimar's despicable plot to
make it scem to the world that h{m‘gﬂ.n
Drake's son was one of his pirate crow,

But what lay alead? What part
would Chu Ho Shan play in the troubles
that Roy Drake sonscd were coming?

Whichever way he looked at the situa-
tion, the futurce seemed dark and fore-
boding.

In the growing golden light of theo
mornife the Vengeance lunged swiftly
through the sen, black pfumns of smoke
volleying“from her twin funnels, driving
with all the speed of her giant turbines
towards Inaccessiblo Izland, whera the
rest of the carcer of Von Rimar and. his
pirafes was to come to ifs ::wniful con-
clusion.

[(Theres a surprise for Von, Ermar,
and & surprice for you, in nexl week's
chaplers ﬂ}’ thiz powerful pirate yarnl!)

the steering-

BUNTER THE LION-TAMER !

(Continted from page 23.)

edmiration behind him, But he had
ot been long gone. Cedar fas already
hunted for, far and wide, arid a party
from the circus were coming up the
road as Bunter rode Cewesar out. Ha
handed over the lion and walkéd back—
rolling in with a cheery grin on his
fat wvisage, and his little fat nose
clevated. oven more than Nature had
ﬂ]'m ated to begin with.

Bunter was surrounded at once. Miss
Pf‘nﬂ]npﬂ Primrose overwhelmed him
Awvith praises and gratitude. - A whole
bevy of girls made & tremerldﬂus fusy
of Bunter; for once, the Famous Five
werec nowhers, and DBunter was the
goods.  But ihey did not mind; the
made much of Bﬂnter themselves, Bok
Cherry expressing his feelings by
smack _on the back that made Bunter
cmit, & vell on his top note.

There was tea at Cliff House—Bunfer
the guest of honour, Nobody seemed to
notice that Banter ate all the cake!
Btmf:-:-r for once, was the goods—and

rivileged, person !

'heon %-uutr;r walked back to Crey-
friagrs with the Famous Five, he seemed
to be walking on airl  And he only
hoped that nobody would find out that
the eseaped lien was a tome animal who

would not hatve hurt a mouse! That,
Bunter could not help -foeling, would
have. detracted considerably mm his

glory !
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THE HEAD

THE GOLDEN HART!

This Week's * Sensashunal” Insialmeni of
Dicky Nugent's * Grafe™ Serial :
“ Doctor Birchemall's Dubble!”

Mr. I. Jolliwell Lickham
burst into the Fourth
Form Room like o 4:;.1:-31031_1.
There waa & Ca&ns 1in hia
hand and & scow! om his

face. .

T J‘ﬂ",&r ! ¥ Il'B ﬂ'l'ldﬂq.
“Come out! And bend
ovar 1"

* Becawss why 1" asked
Jack Jolly.

“ Becawse I'm going to
give you a wackingl"
roared Mr. Lickham.
“ Toadey Inajor B3YS

you'rs the one that chalked
ithat libellous pikture of
me on the Bkool House
wall this wmorming ; and I
intend to make you set up
for being so sawey 17
“ Oh, all right, then, sir,”
sighed the %uptin of the
Fourth, * Anything for
a quiet life 172
Ho walked out to the
front and touched his
toea: and Mr, Lickham
rolled up his sleeves and
spat on his handa as
ough he intended to fay
hia vikiim alive. _
Then, just when it
scemed that Jolly wes in
for & jolly rull time, there
came a startling inter-
ruption. The door of the
Form-room opened, and
there on the threshold
stood Professor Willknot
Birchemall, the new
headmaster of 5S¢, Sam'a!
Bé Et'ﬂp ! 1% .
The new Head's wvoice
rang out like a pistol-
ashot. Mr. Lickham
dropped his cane like & hot
briek and looked round like
a startled fawn.
“G-ggood-morning,
gir | "' he stuttered.
Professor Birchemall
stalked majestically into
the Form-rgoom.  Thera
was an eggspression of
uttor horror on his face.
“Mr. Lickham ! Do
my eyes deceeve me 1" he

WITH

of 8t. SBam’s, Mr. Lick-
ham, the boys will be
ruled by one thing only

’Hu

GREYFRIA

s =

EDITED BY HAR¢' YHARTON.

—kindness | If any
master raises a oane
to a boy, then I shall raise
Cain with that master !
Do vou here 17

“1 here, sir1* gasped
Mr. Lickham. * But what
sbout boys who arc sawey,
like Jolly has been thus
morning T "

Professor Birchemall
smiled jently.

“ When that
Mr. Liekham, wou must
treat them as a doctor
would {treat his patients.
When boys are naughty,
vou muet look on them as
being ill, and give thom a
dose of fizzick. Let me

happens,

show you what I mean.
Jolly 1™

“Yes, sirt

“ Tutt-tutt ! Don't
worry about the °‘air,”"
pmiled the new Head.

"My name ia Willknot
Birchemsll, Jolly. You
may call me Willis for
ghort.”

“0Oh, erumsl® gasped
Jack Jolly, “.ﬁ.ilgrighb,.
Willie § 22

“ Mr. Lickham tells me
you chalked
& pikture of
himi on the

wall,” went
onn  Profasaor
Birchemall,
beaming ab
the kaptin of
the Iourth.
“Is that
correct 1
“I —1I'm
afraid it is, Willie.”
“Don’t be afraid, my
boy,” chuckled the new
Head, “The bad old
days when wou wonld
suffer pain and yewmilia-
tion for it are gone. You
can look on me as the
headmaster with tho

dose of the fizzick, then
tipped it into Jolly's open
mouth,

The next instant the
kaptin of the Fourth
jumped as though he had
been shot.

“ Cueh ! Groooooo |
Woooooop !  Whattisit 7 "
he shreeked. “You've

poisoned me, Willie ! **

“ Just o dose of fizzick,
Jolly, that's all 1 *" beamed
Profegsor Birchemall, " It
will do you any amount of
good. ou may go. back
to your desk now."

“Ow ! All
Wilie 1 Grooooco ! M

Groaning and meaning,
Jack Jolly farely stag-
sered back to hia  desk.
Profezsor Birchemall then
turned again  to  Mr.
Lickham and wagged o
gollem fourfinger at him.

“ Romeraboer, Mr, Lick.

right,

ham ! he coride. ' No
more  corporal unish-
ment after this | If a boy

iz sawey, just be kind and

jentle to him and
the pro medical treat-
ment. WWhatever you do,
don't give him the cane 1

With these words, Pro-
fessor Willknot Birchemall
left the Fourth Form-
T OO,

He left them in a state of

give him

had appointed in  his
stead lis cuzzin Professor
Birchemall, everybody had
Been prepaved for shocke.
But they hadn’t quite
been prepared for &
headmaster who doled out

fizzick instead of lickings

and eggspected his pew-
pils to call him ** Willie ¥

The juniors began to
realise what a vasbt differ-
once there was between
Doctor Allred Birchemall
and Professor Willknot
Birchemall. Trew, the
two headmaslers wero as
like as two peas to look
at: but whereas the late
headmasler had becen a
tirant and a hooly, his
euzzin seemed to bhe the
very opposite—a Head with

a Golden Hart, as he had.

put it himself!

If you had told apyone
in the Fourth just then that
Professor Birchemall and
his cuzzin were one and the
same, they would have
said you were potty. If
vou had said
that the new
Head was
meorly the old
Head in & new
guise——a guise
which he had
adopted in
order Lo keep
hiz job and
dodge his
creditors—
nobody would have
heleeved you for an instant.
Bo far, the Head's cunning
ruse was cerftainly
proving & grate suxxess !

When the Fourth
streemed out of the Form-
room that morning, there
was but ono toppick of

repeeted all over the 8h.ol
House  that  mornug,.
Professor Birchemall
seermmed to have had a
regular morning out. He
had stopped Mr, Jusies
meting oub lia  pekdiar
brand of justisa; Do kid
chipped in on behalf o 10
fecond Form chaps whin
Mr. Swishingham wes
swishin ‘orn ;. and a
the Third Form, he Bd
atriktly  forbidden Ifr.
Chas. Tyzer to act o a
chastizer | W

Az the fellows stood »m
the &kool House sies,
argewing the toss aboubihe
new ead, Professor Binh-
emall himszell appead.

* Qood-morning, sl
they cornssed, dofling thir
CATIE.

Professer Birchemsll
mada an impatient jeatde.

“My dear chaps, sou
really  shouldn't — frw
to call me ¢ air,” "™ hae!
“* Cull me Wiilie. It souids
wuch more friendly.™

“ Oh erikey ! " i

“ Right -ho, sir—I mu.,
Willie ! ™

“ You're the man furus,
Willio1 ™

“"Gond! I'm owiliv
glad you like wme,”’ #id
Profeszor Birchemall, win
a smirk, ‘' Sorry L o't
atop longer.  I've jist
remoembered Burleiph atad
me gver 1o the tuckshon o
a snaeclk, Cheerio, eha)<| 3

“ {heerio, Willia 1" L.

The new Head trotied.ff
in the direction of the tele.

shop !
“My Lhat!" breeilhd
Jock Jolly, breakiog jio

silenca that ensewed dler
he had gone., ** Wo'vojob
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the cork, he pored out a|croolty and the Guvvernors | Form-rooms  had h'.%n enily, howover, had he

heard what Professor Birch-
ernall was saying to him.
self at that very moment.
“Ha, ha, ha ! ** the new
Heatl was chuckling., * The
wheeze is working hke a
giddy charm | Not a sole
suapects that Professor
Bivchemall i8 & mocer flg-
ment of L(he imagination,

wilh no cggisteneco nggsopk
in my fertilo brane ! Wan't
my creditors get a shock
when I tell them T'in nol
the man they think L am,
but meerly hisa curzzin?
Ha, ha, ba1’?
And ihe "Jead larlud
and larfed again, 1l he
found other wnszes for hia
moulh at the zkool tuck.
shop-—at DButleigh'a eggs.

pense |
vore  pibdeekling  de-
velopments, Loye, in hesd

week's instalment [)

CROQUET--FROM
TWO ANGLES!

We sent along iwo re-
portera to write up the
croquet mateh played on
the Head's Tawn this weck
-—Alonzo Todd end Fisher
T'.:E‘i’:h‘ Hera's what they
EH R E -

ALOXNZO TODD.

Tho pame was befwzen
Dr. Tiocke and Mr., Queleh
on the one hand, and Mer.
Front and ihe Reverend
Lamabio on Lhe other. How
appropriate, I reflected, as
I wedelied them, that these
quiet, dignilied gentlemen
should hbe playing this
quiet, dignified gamo of
sroguct 1 How pleasing to
ihe ear wos the rustling
ol the trees in the breeze as
a  baekground  to the
"Cliek!” of mallet
alesking ball ! How sooih-
ing the cultnred voicea of
the plavers !

I must confrss, my dear
vienda, thet ithe technical
etails of the game rather
eluded my comprehonsion,
My chiel impression was
of the leisured movements
of the learned playera and
the etudied deliberation
with which each in turn
made hiz atroko.

feedd on my bivthday.
his nile back.

Answers to Correspondents

CRECONDNFORMER ™ -
mife berawaes o thoupht T was going {o stand him o
T dJdidn™t, and now ke wanls
Should T give b up ¥

** Bolton gave me a porket

A mosk reatful reerention,
both to play and to walch
——guch, my dear follows,
i8 my samming-up of cro-
quet after ceeing the game
on the Head's lawn !

FISHER T. FISIT,

Hot news from (he
Croquet Stadium, yon guya.
12or. Locke nnd Slugger
Queleh  scored smashing
win  over FProut-Lambe
partnership, and, DBoy,
what champs they were !

The Don. wislded his
bludgeon like he really
meant 16 and Queleh was
the elephant’s hind leps,
I'll tell the world! ‘T'he
Prout.Lambe combinalion
pnashed their teeth every
Lime the Doc. walloped his
globule, and 'l say it
was g dizzy delight to sece
the Sluggersmife his
aphere |

Wham ! And the Doo.'s
pill would whiz through
ihe hoop like it really and
truly  helongad  there !
Eang! And the Slugger’s
pellet wonld emash through
the hoop like someons was
pulling. it! How those
two boys did clont their
onining |

“Well, boya,” remarked
the Rev. Lammbe after-
wards, ** we certainly gotta
hand it to you., You anrely
do know how to wngglﬂ
them swat.sticks ! ™

' may he spilled a

ong-and-only
has  distingnished himself
by buying a donkey.

Which eonly zhows what
dranrbacks there are abont

No Prizes

Laord Manleveror, aunr
belted eanrl,

beme soft-heartad. Quits
& lot of chaps | know
wouldn't  have lookod
twice abt 1he hawler
who was whacking
hiz  donkey in Friar-
dale Lono lazt Wednes-
day  aliernoon, But
Manly nol only looked
—ha planted bis
knuekics in the hawlor's
fare, tpo ! Having done
which, he  promptly
bought the moks off tho
man for apot ecash and
led him barle to the
gchaool ¢

Hall-waoy thore, Aanly
had one of his  tired
spasma. Thinking {hat
ha might a3 well makoe
nsa of his purehase while
ha waa abont it, he
mounted the moke and
racdla the vesk of the
jovrney. ‘Thoe result was
that those of us who
happened to he down
at the gates a fow min-
wktes alter wore freated
to the mnexpeeted sight
of n denkoy trobting
into the schiool premises,
bearving n sleoping avsto-
crat on ita back ! .

We woere all full of
enthnziasm  when  we
heard ho’d bonght the
animal. Teeping a pel
donkey at schoonl was o
now one on mosk of ae,
and it diln't seem a hod

WHAT SHALL WE DO
with MAULY’S MOKE?

Offered!

snag  wad, wonhl
Beok allow it 7

Nugent had o hbright
idea.  Why not let it
graze on the waste patch
at the back of Listle Side
amed  keep the whole
mntter darlc ?

No one clse eould
thinl of a better plan, so
Nugent's idea waos duly
carfied out. For twao
wholo daya afior thaf,
Mauly's inoko was the
Remove’s seovet. We
ford it and exerciced i,
withont ony  ontzidey
gelting an  inkling  of
whnt was on.

And  then  Wingate
barred right inte  us,
arul the gane wns up,
Quelrhy  knew in five
minnies anil the Haead
i ten, amd in just under
a guarier of an houy
Muauly was on thn carpet.

The DBeak waas quite
an old sport about it
He =aid he—-ah '"—quita
apprecialed Mauly®s
mobives, but  really—
ahem '—it  must o
understom] 1hat  Lhore
wora no  faecilities ot
Greylriars lor sueh an
meonventent peb as g
donkey., Mauly would
ave to arrange a3 zonn
ps possible for it 1o bo
transferred elsewhere,

And that’s how things
stand &b the thne of
going to prezs. And the
gquestion Y What  shall
we do with Mauly'a
male ¥’ 12 one to which

the

wheezo eithor. The ouly

no answer has yot baon
gLV ern,

GivE BUNTER His DuUE!
Says HARRY WHARTON

Bunter fecls awiolly
upact abount one Boxing

now, howewver, IH_:'I- fOT
jump 1 foot T inchoa

asked, in & wvoice ithat| Golden Hart! I fully | gheer parrilised astonish- | conversation -— the new | something new in Heds Givo i_t- up ! 1 L N hiblal 1 Correspondent’s remarks q111t31ﬂﬂﬁllyi ]
farely tremblod with emo- | understond why you drew | ment. When the iast Head, | headmaster, this time and no mistaks) * | W, G. 13 {Hemove): * 'moalways being invited out.” You pay your money |last week. He threatens| This sonsational
tion. “ Wera you really [ Mr. Lickham®a pikture: | Dactor Alfred BEirchemall, The Fourth soon learned The kaptin of the Fofth | Yes; we've often meen you being invited oub of | and you take your choice, | to sné us for libel unless | improvement  is +n1s;f:-
going to give that poor lad | It was becawse you were |had been sacked forlihat the insident in ihe | mite have thought Jifhe- lparties you atterded without being asked ! s | wo 2oy romwelhing nice jrefleeted  in Bunbed’s
"I Tl ioie Bios] e meien ' g e Bosgd btk
Mr. Lickham folt him- | vour mout T1 iz Y o i . ]
self hreaking out into a cold gﬂ Fahiit coe WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT? GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAI iihlote | : season, at the netis,
swelt. eyves, and 1 ' v i Well, I've bren Tnky ‘bowled him  qut
“ Well, sir, bo properly | will give vou 12 o Iooking inte his|five timea in six halls.
azked for it,” he gﬂ-spm:{ something ta records ;. and I | But when he tried it (his

sk say hie ssems
to be daing rather
botier 1han he did
b onoe 1ime.

I remembeor o
fimae when it took

“ Hea chaiked a pikiure on
the Skool Houss wall—a
pikture of mo!"™

** Is that any reason why | of grate ser-
you should infliké on | prize, Jolly
him a barbarous punish-|opened his

week, ho could only do
it four times out of six
balla! He's helter a3 n
bowler, too. Knst year
at 1he nets ha bowled a
hundreed balls belore ho

make vou
better | **
In a siate

ment with & cape?"|mouth and I Lalf a minnie thit ithe stnmps.  This
wrapped oub  Professor | shut his eyes. -, : ! : * h 2 to Tf‘ﬂ ’;}“ 100 F;'ﬂiTj he _ﬂ*‘f’f“ﬂHF l'hdt]}t
Birchemall, The Heaoad jestori heé un- Bob Chersy has mo respect for Watching a light-rope performet [Popularly known as the * Owl» Ii does uct pay to bully a fellow Both Harry Wharlon and Feank  JOU% 3. . ORIY | 05 WG T eV Y-Biieh
. Please, sir, I've always { then dived Eiﬂfftimmilgafﬂ:ﬁ]a%mﬁar is superstiﬁn?ﬁ. When qitvamnw at A seaside resort, Wun Lung, o the Remove, Eilly Buoler of Bob Cherry’s calibre——as Loder Nugent are convionced thal. the covlatdy beat thal h‘*’”}f
been in the habit of using | into his trow- too vindietive o be guccessful, played the U Fonrth on tha the Chincse janior, startled ths /doesnt let it worry bhim. He of ihe Sizth Iound when he tried air offers the greatest carteer now ; it enly takea %o you ean sco for
a cane in the past, and 1 uie ypocket and His cartoon of Mr, Prout swin- Ehirteanih. Bob wa: ont for a& onlookers by mounuting the wire lknows he iz abnormally sbort- to twist Bob's ear. Bob ducked, for {ho fufure. Nugent i3 an him 29 zoconds | yourselves  that  what-
ww oyl ; el Tindl h P ht out 5  Ming--and spouting—off  the *duck’ in the first ionings. snd giving an exhibilion every isighted, but he can rely on hiz ‘‘ butted ** Loder hard-—and took enthusinslic designer of raodel At the high|over our Boxing Carre-
en you wi L1k {'cm,g 4 sk Eﬂﬂst, caused Iﬂﬂﬂh mmi' But he went ,]n “ﬂﬁ-ﬂuﬂtaﬂ in the Bit as ﬂ;‘;ﬁ as thﬂ PIQIEEEiﬂﬁﬂ.F!r ¢ paza " fo goant o Tead at ]mg to hig hesls, *¢ Wlnﬂ.Eﬂ:" Loder am;lﬂ.ﬂﬂﬁ_"“;t“lﬁ Wharton lﬁﬂgﬂ jllmp it. used 1o 31]|:|n|;1|_‘:n'1} may '.lJ"I]l':IiC of
break yourself of the habit | big bottle of Do WM™ provty “saw b1 second innings, * carrying his Wuan Lung possesses (he agility sge! When he * blinks info had to content himseif with to become a pilot. Onmedsy they  § "h 0. 7 00 "ol el M aver, he's
for the future!” cridemedicine and  gyiipers gutlook was *inky >— bat ? this time for 113 not out ! of a cat. If a prefect wants i Aemovestudy in search of grub, cuflng Suoop—yho was tog may fiy togethor over wnexplored U & A abgt ) bl e R ol s
Professor Birchemall.|a tablespoon.  kis nib had nettled “ His Bob believes in ‘* bowling cut ¥ ecatch him, he needs fo keep o Bunter doesn't give & *f hoot ¥ ar;uﬂs-l” 'lllghh ?ﬁ !1 III!ﬂh had {erritory—on the ‘¢ wiangs ** ol good it b cleared | eerianly going abcad o,
i h babhed ** (lear

“While I am headmaster | Whipping out Nibs. " oodogs ! “tight rope’’ on the Chines] what name he iz called by | adventore 1 oot U inches;’ other spouts,



