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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Leiter From Bunter!

ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH,
master of the Remove at Grey-
friars School, put his head out
of his stud’:; window, Hae

lanced—or, to be more exact, glared—
into the sunny quad.,
“Wharton IV :
The name shot from Mr, Quelch like
& bullet from a rifle.

Five fellows were standing in a group,
at a little distance. - They were talkmﬁ
cricket, while they waited for the be
for class. But they forgot cricket as
Mr. Quelch barked the name of the
captain of the Remove. All five of them
gpun round, at onee, towards the study
window.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” murmured
Bob Cherry. *Henry looks waxy this
morning

There was no doubt that “Henry ™
did! The expression on his face was a
very good imitation of the * frightiul,
fearful, frantic frown " of the Lord
High Executioner,

“Oht Yes, sie!” answered Harry
Wharton.

" “{ome to my study at once " barked
the Remove master;

“Oh! Certainly, sir ™ _
Mr. Queleh’s frowning face dis-
appeared from the study window.

Harry Wharton blinked at that window,
and then at his friends.

“What the dickens is up*'* he mur-
mured. “ Anybody know why Quelchy
has got his rag out?”

“The old scout’s been rather shirty
ever since Bunfer started playing the
giddy ox,” remarked Frank Nugent.

“The shirtfulmess has been rather
terrific,” apreed Hurree Jamset Ram
wingh,  “ Bu 4

“But that's no reason why Quelch
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should bark at me!” said Harry, “I'm
not responsible for Bunter's actions.™

“Hardly! FEven Buonter isn't!” re-
marked Johnny Bull. “ Better eut, old
hean—Quelchy didn't look as if he would
like to be kept waiting.”

Harry Wharton noddéd, and left his
friends and walked away to the door of
the House. It was clear that come-
thing serious was Mup ": but he could
ngt begin to guess what it was. Quelch
could not possibly know who had put
the gum in Loder’s inkpot, so it couldn’t
be that. He might know who had
knocked off Coker’s hat in the guad—but
a little harmless fun like that would not
have brought such & frightful, fearful,
frantic frown ta Quelch's brow. It was

uite a puzzle—for it was evident that
the Remove master was In & towsring
13 wax, 5§

The captain of the Remove arrived at
his Form-master’s study door, and
tapped.
“ome In ™ came & bark from within.
Wharton entered. .
A, 8uelch was seated at his study
table. On that table lay a pile of letters.

It was one of Mr, Quelch’s duties to
give the correspondence sddressed to
members of his Form the " once-over”
before the same was put “5 in the rack
to be taken in break. Exvidently he had
heen engaged on that task when he
stepped to the window to bark at las
hicad hoy.

There was a lefter in his hand—
crumpled in angry fingers. It dawned
onn Harry Wharton that it was a letter
addreszed to him that was Lhe cause of
that angry bark.

But that only deepened the mystery.
S0 far as he knew, he had no corres-
pondents to whom his Form-master
might object. Fellows like Skinner and
Smiithy had - sequeintances outside the
school who might injudiciously have
written, Wharton hadn’t]
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Billy Bunter, the Boy Lion-Tamer.

“Wharten !”
like a bullet.

“Yes, sir ' said Harry.

“You are well aware, Wharton, that
Bunter, of my Form, has been missing
from the school for some days, You
are aware that efforts to trace him have
failed, and thus his present whereabouts
are unknown, You are aware fhat his
extraordinary conduet has 'caused his
headmaster and myself great trouble
and anxiety! You are perfectly aware
of this, Wharton I’

The ecaptain of the Remove wae well
aware of it. Bo was every other fellow
at Greyfriars. The amazing antics of
Billy Bunter. had been the talk of the
school for days.  Wharton was also
aware that Billy Bunter’s antics had had
4 deteriorating effect on_ Quelch's

Again the name came

temper! But really, he could not see
that he was to blame in any way. He
stared,

“You are aware of all this

Whartan 1 barked the Remove master.
‘“Certatnly, sir!"

“Now it appears,” went on Mr
Quelch, “that you, my head boy, could
liave threwn light on the matter had
vou <¢hosgen, ou &are in touch with
the foolish boy who has run away from
schoal.”™

“0Oh ! gasped Wharton,

“You are not?” barked Mr.

“ Nothing of the kind, sie!”

Mr. Quelch gave his head hoy a prim
and searching glare. Harry VWharton
Lore it with all the equanimity he counld
muster.

Nobody at Greyfriars knew where
Billy Bunter was, or what he ‘was wup
ta. But Harry Wharton & Co., in point
of fact, had a strong suspicion, which
almost amounted to a certainty.

Their belief was that Dilly Bunter
was at Muaecolini’s AMagnificent Cirens,
which was camped on Courtfield
Common, & couple of miles frem the
school.

¥ xo, s !
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Still, they wers not sure.

Bven had they been sure they would
not have felt entitled to pass oo what
they knew to the “beaks.”

And certsinly the captain of the
Remove was not in touch with the fat
and fatuous junior who had run away
from the school. He had seen and heard
nothing of Bunter sinee the Owl of the
Remove had bolted, Wharton could not
even guess what had put such an idea
into his Form-master’s head,

“You have not scen him?"” rapped
Mr. Quelch.

“No, sir 1" -

“You have not heard from him?"

“MNa, sir!"

“He has not told you how he is ocou-
pied during this extracrdinary and un-
explained absence from schoopl?"

“WNa, sir!"

“Then how do you explain the fﬂ-ﬂt.
that he has written to vou, Wharion?’

“Oh! Has he, sir? ejaculated
Wharton.

“He has!™ barked Mr. Quelch.

Wharton could guess now the source
of that letter, crumpled in %u['l(:h'ﬁ
pngry hand! Evidently the Remove
master had recognized Bunter’s “fist "
on the envelope. .

“Well, if ?.e wanted o write, I
couldn’t stop him, sir!™ ventured
Harrv. :

“ You were not cxpecting a leiter from
Bunter®”

“0Oh, no, sir!"

“Then you are not
him " )

“Not at all, sir ™ .

Mr. Quelch's brow cleaved a little,
The frightful, fearful, frantic frown
perceptibly diminished.

“Verry well, Wharton,”" he said, “1
aceept your word, of course, [ you
have no part in that stupid boy’s rebel-
tious and reckless proceedings—""

“ Certainly not, sir.” ]

“Very welll You may take this
letter, Wharton! But I must ask you
to open it in my presence and hand it
to me for perusal. It iz clear, from the

ostmark, that it was posted in Court-
En]d, and that provez that DBunter is
not very far away. NNo doubt a clue to
his present whereabouts iz contained 1n
this letter. Open it!™

The Remove master passed the letter
to Harry Wharton, The junior took it,
and slit the envelope rather slowly.
Why the missing Owl of the Remove had
written to him was a mystery, especially
as Bunier was very keen to keep his
whereabouts a secref. IEven a fathead
like Bunter might have remembered
that letters for Remove fellows passed
thr-::uﬂl the Iorm-master's hands, and
that Mr. Quelch would cerfainly spot
his fist.

Very slowly Wharton drew the letter
from the envelope.

He did not want to give Dunter awar.
Had that letier reached him, unseen by
Mr. Queleh, certainly it would never
have mot the aves of the Remove
master. Buat there was no help for it
now. Gueleh was going to see that
lettor.

“Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Harry sud-
denly, as he glanced at the epistle from
the missing Owl,

S What? What did  you
Wharton ¥ enapped Mr. Quelch.

Wharton did not answer,

He stood with the letter in his hand,
stering ot i, blank dismay written in

in towch with

ANy

his face.
Mr. Quelch’s eyes fixed on him
grimly.
“Y¥ou  have readd that  lekter,

Wharton "
“0h, yes, sir!” stammered Harry.
“Now hand it to 1ac.”
3
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Grimmer and grimmer grew the brow

of Henry SBamuel Queleli. Ones more
the f[‘ig{ltfu], fearful, frautic frown
predeminated.

*Wharton, have yvou any objection o
showing me that leliey, which you have
reﬂah'eﬁ from a jouior whoe has run
away from school?™ he bavked.

“Dh, I—I—I'd rather nal, sivl”
stammered Wharton. )

Mr. Queleh rose to las feet. The
fabled Gorgon had nothing on Quelch

ns he glared at his head boy across the
table.

“Wharton, give me that letier

S If—if wou please, sir——" stuitered
Harry.

“Hand me that letter at onced”
thundered Mr. Quzlch. He stretched
out his hand. There was no help for
it. Harry Wharton handed him the
letter, and then stood waiting for the
thunderstorm.

e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Artful Bunter !

e BE. QUELCH breathed hard
"] through his nose.

Seldom  had the Remove
master been =0 intensely angry.
had been, as Frank Nugent re-
“shirty ¥ ever since Dilly

kHe
mavked. i
Bunter had cleared off from Greyiriars

without leave. A fellow was likely to
e *sacked ' for such a performance—
and Queleh hated the idea of an expul-
sian e his orm,  But he waa kncp—-
awfully Lkeen—to see a lesser punish-

e S

In the Remove Form at
Greyfriars School, Billy Bunter
was a nonentity, But at
Muceolini’s Magnificent Circus,
he’s *° It ** with a capital ** 1 |
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ment administered unto Bunter, A
Hogring—tihe severest flopging in the
historv of Greyfriars—was due, and it
wigtld have given Quelch real pleasurs
—though its effect on Bunter, of course,
would have been far from pleasurable.
Now there was, apparently, a clus to
ihe missing Hemovite, and his head boy
was unwilling to let it come into his
hands, Neo wonder Queleh towered in
wrath 1

“Wharton, I shall read this lelier! 1
have no deubt that it will enable me to
lay hands on that incredibly stupid boy
Bunter., Your unwillingness to let me
see 1f, Wharton, causes me to suspect
that you have been hand-in-glove with
Bunier in his  reckless defiance of
authority 2

*“0h, no, sir!” gpasped Wharton.

“Then why," thundered Mr. Quelch,
“do vou desiie ta hm? the information

¢

contained 1n  this tter from my
knowledge 1 . ] ,
“Lhere—there's no information in

that letter, sir,” stammnered Harry;
“ but—lmt T—I"d rather you didn't read
it, sir—"

“1 shall certainly read every word of
it 1" barked Mre. Quelch. “And if I find
that it econtains o cloe to Bunler's
whercabouts, Wharton, I shall know
what to think.”

“ It—-it doesn't, sir—"

# 1 shall satizfly myself on that point.™

“ But. sir -

“Silence 1" barked Mr., Quelch,

Harry Wharton stood silent, He
walelhed his Form-master with a fasein-
ated paze as Mr. Quelch started to read
that letter from William Jeorge Bunter,

3

There were reasohs—good reasons—why
he did not want Mr, Quelch to read that
letter. But Quelch was reading it now.

The expression that came over his faca
as he read was qxtruu:dinar’}h The
letter ran—in  Billy Bunter's almost
illegible scrawl:

“ Deor Wharton,—I thort you and my
other pals at school wood like to know
what has bekum of me.
you've been ankshus. )

“But it's allrite. I'm dun with school
for the pressent. I may come bak after
the summer hols, but I'm not shore
sbout that, The f=zkt is that I'm waisted
at Greyfreiars, and T can tell you I'm
fed-up with that old ass Quelch.

“As I dare say you kno, I cleered off
because that beest Loder was after me,
and wasn't going to be wopped.
Loder 15 a beestly booly. You ean tell
him so from me, and tell him that if 1
moete him I'll punch his knose, Fat lot
I care now for prefects! Mo moar than
I doo for old Quelch !

*You needn’t think that I'm any-
where neer the schosl now. At the
wessent moment I'm hundreds of miles
rom here. I don't mind telling yom
that I'm geing to see! A life on the
gshun wave, and a home on the roling

epe,

“That old fathead Quelch cort me in
Courtfield the other day, but he won't
have a chance of katching me again.
I am going to poast this letter in
Bouthampton just before T take the
stecemer, So yon can tell old eleh,
if he asks you, that I'm dun with him
—and jolly glad to be dun with him,
too! And you can tell him to go and
cat coak !

I feel shore

"Yore old pal,
“W. . Bunter,™

Mr. Queleh uttered no word as he
read that precious epistle through from
beginning to end, but his face was fear-
fully expressive.

No doubt after the perusal he realized
why Wharton had not wanted to show
him the letter. It contained no elue to
Bunter's whereabouts—but several elues
te Bunter's opinton of hiz Form-master.

Harry Wharton stood dumb.

IIe could hardly imagine what the
effect of that letter was going to be on
Henry Bamuel Quelch, If Remove
fellows in reckless moments ever alluded
to their Form-master as an ass or a fat-
head, they wers never reckless cnomgh
to do so in Quelch’s hearing. Now
Bunfer had done it ! Those awiul words
stared Mr. Queleh in the face.

Quolch laid the letter on the table;
he seemed to be choking.

“ The—the—the voung raseal I'* Quelch
almost gurgled. “ The—the disrczpretiul
voung raseal ! Ho that is how he alludes
to——" [ic broke off. *You may go,
Wharton !™

The captain of the Remove left the
study. He was glad {o get away. Cer-
tainly he was not to blame for Buuter
having written bim that idiotic letler,
But in Queleh’s present mood he was
rather -Iiﬂ‘I'I?EI'ﬂlIE at close quartera. It
was o relief to get safe away.

The Co. were waiting for him when
he came out of the House.  Beveral
other Remove fellows had joined them,
wondering what was up, 8Six or seven
voices greeted Wharion at the same
time as he came out into the guad-
rangle.

“YWhat's fthe row ™

“ Licked 1"

“What's up with Quelch ¥

“Whopped 1"

“It's Bunter,” said Harry,

" Buunter "’

“He's writben—"
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“The zilly asst exclaimed Vernon-
Smith. * Ha might have known that

Queleh would epot the lettor 1!

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ [ faney he did,” he answered. “He's
ealled Quelch a lot of fancy names,
which looks as if he doesn’t expect to
zea him again; and he’s mentioned thak
ha's taken a steamer at Bouthamption.™

“Bouthampton 1”  exclaimed  Bok
Cherry.

“¥es. Ha says he's going to =zea, and
posting the Jetter in Southampton

vefore he takes the steamer.”
“Gammaon 1" zaid Johnny Bull,
“The gammonfulness is terrific.”

“Well nobody knows where he 1a*
remarked  Smuithy.  “He's fathcead
enough to do anything, if you come to
that. Still, if he says ﬁe’s in S8outhamp-
ton, I suppose that means that he's
somewhere else. Bunter couldn't tell
the truth if he tried.”

“ And 1t's not on record that he's ever
tricd,” remarked Bob.

“1 suppose he knew that Quelch
would ses the letter, ond put in
Southampton to shift him off the track,”
said Hugent.

“*That's it,” said Harry, laughing.
“Only he forgot that it would be post-
marked Courtfield when he posted it
there”

“Wha-a-at "

“(Oh erikey !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors yelled,

Evidently Billy Bunter, sagely fore-
seaing that Mr. Queleh would read that
letter, had put in it a false clue to his
whercabouts for the Remiove master to
fasten on. That was why he had
written—to put ?uclclu on o false scent.

It was like Billy Bunter to forget the
triling matter of a postmark!

As the envelo was post-marked
Courtfield. Mr. dﬁ:icl: waa not likely
to believe that it had been posted in
Zouthampton. It was, in fact, proof
that the missing Owl was only a fow
nriles from Gregfriars. Such was tha
vutcome of Billy Bunter's deep artful-
b {hgizc 8

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites.

“h crumbs!” gasped b Cherry.
“The blithering owl—Bunter all over!”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“The howhng ass[”

“The burbling ecuckoo!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Removites were still chuckling
when the bell called them into class, It
was_rather a relief to find that Mr.
Queleh was net taking that class. Con-
sidering the probable effect of Bunter's
fatier on the Remove master’s temper,
clugs with Queleh would not bave been
ﬂn_inyabiﬂ.

'he Remove were handed aver to Alr.
Lascelles for extra maths. [Few Re-
mava fellows liked mathematics: but
they all agreed that meths were better
than Queleh that morning!

They could guess why Quelch had left
them to Lascelless. Tho clue of the
postmark had set him on Bunter's track
again, and they had no doubt that he
W spending the morning in another
search for the elusivae [}“E Certaindy,
he waa not likely to go ns far as South-
ampton to look for him. That letter,
intended to give Queleh the impression
that Bunier was hundreds of miles
away, had demonstrated that Buoter
was only a few miles from the school—
though where, was still & mystery.

Whether Quelch would * get ™ him or
not was quite a thrilling question in the
Remove. That was a doubtful point;
but vn one point thero was no doubt at
all—if Queﬁ‘u did get him, Bunter
wonld be sorry for the fancy names he
had put in that letter. On that point
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no  shadew of doubt—ne
robable shadow of doubt, no

cubt whatever.

there was
possible,
possible
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Two of Them !

ILLY BUNTER smileo.
B He smiled with satisfaction.
On that hbright suuny morn-
ing in July, Bl]l)i' Bunter, was
feeling that life was really worth the
trouble of living.

He sat on the step of Mareo's van and
blinked over the circus ca:np through
his lig spectacles.

On iis:' fat knees was a bag of bulla-
eyes. From that bag he extracted
hullseve after bullsoye, and disposed of
the same in the customary manner.

I thiz was not better than grinding
Latin with Quelch in the Form-room
at Greyfriars, Billy Bunter would have
liked to know what was.

No wonder he smiled, when he
thought of fellow after fellow in the
Femove standing up to haud out his
“con,” under Quelch's gunlet-eye, while
he, William George Bunter, sat at his
ease and devoured unlimited bLullseves.

Bunter could really have felt grateful
to Loder of the Bixth for being the
cause of this change in his condifions
and prospects, It was to dodge the
bully of the Sixth that Buunter had ecut,
in the firet place. Now he was glad of
it, Loder was very small beer, in his
eves, now. He was a8 Bixth Former and
a prefect; but, after all, only a dashed
schaolboy, i vou came to that—while
Billy Bunter was—or was going to be—a
star of the circua. Was he not billed as
Bunto the Boy Tamer? Was not Mareo,
the King of the Lions, gled 1o engage
him as his boy assistant? Was be not
having the time of his life?

He wasl

Sitting on the step of Marco’s hand-
some van, Bunter woes lazy and sticky
and happy. e had a view of the
morning activities of the circns camp.
Home of the hands were rubbing down
horses,  Others were busy in the big
tent, preparing it for tha next inroad of
the British public.  Signor 3nceoling
proprietor of the cireus and ringmaster,
stood talking to Marco, the linn-tamer—
every now and then glancing towards
Bunter, not admiringly.

The fat,  swarthy,  greasy-com-
plexioned Italian, with his silk hat and
eyeglass and gorgeous waisteoat locked,
in Bunter’s opimion, the very last word
in bounders.  He did not think much of
Bunter—but Bunter thongl less of him.
Big, rugged Marco stood like a tower
of bone and sinew, over-topping  the
signet by a liead. They wore talkin
about him, Bunter guessed that—Dbud it
il not worry him. That fat dago
ecould say what he liked, but Marco
knew a good man when he saw one,

Nearer to Bunter was My, Tippity
Tip, the eireus elown. AMr TEE was en-
aged in an occupation that brought a
\E'I.t. sneer to Bunter's face. He had a
ventriloguial dell en his koee, and was
practising ventriloguial ack-chat.

Mr. Tip did business with ventrilo-
quism in g side-show of the circus It
was the usual staff, a squeaky voice gf-
arently proceeding from a doll. Billy
Eunter sniffed with eontempt.  The
number of things that DBilly Bunter
eould not do was almost untimited. But
there was one thing that he could do,
and do well; and that was ventrilo-
gquism_ Some peculia  gilt of Nature
made the fat Owl a past-masier in that
art. .

That it was a gift, all the Greyfriars
Remove agreed. Had it required
brains Bunter could not have done it

But there was really nothing in the
ventriloguial ine that Bunter could not
do, and do well. 8o Mr. Tip's poor
little efforts made him sniff,

“What did you have for supper,
John?” asked Mr. Tip, addressing the
dolt on hia knee.

“*Am ! squeaked s reply.

“Ham! Now, what gencrally gous
with ham 7" asked Mr. Tip.

“8hem and Japhet!” answered the
squeak.

“Speaking of Ham, Bhem, and
Japhet, what did MNoah say when- hs
heard the rain on the roof ¥ asked Mr.

Tig.
‘FJ.AI.'!: t.‘!

veplied the squeak.
L1) Gmd E

ery good! You know a
lot, John. MNow, what would you say
if I threw vou into a reservoir ™

"By ass ™

My, Tip junped,

He almost fell off the bench he was
seated upon.

He had been sbout to make the re 131
in his wventriloquial squeak, **Tanks.®
But befora he could squeak, the doll
answered of its own accord—or, at all
events, appeared to do so. i

That there was a fat ventriloguizt
seated within a fow feot of him, Mr.
Tip was not aware. He was not taking
any heed of Bunter at all, as he put in
hig back-chat practice for the side-
showi. i

* What the poker——" ejaculated the
astonished Mli';'Tim staring blankly at
on his

the figure e,
“(th, shut up 1 said John.
“ Eh t*

;"ft::—u falk too much 'IIH ; ¥
ippit ip jumped up from the
buncﬁ, dli'uppmg John. He siood star-
ing at the doll on the earth with an ex-
ression on his face that made Billy
unter chuckle. )

“I'm dreami this!*” gasped Mr.
Tip. “If I'd been dewn to the I'cal of
Bells this morning, I should think——
But I ain't! Wot's it mean? That's
what I want to know, The blessed
thing's speakin ! '

“Igink me up [ came from John.

“0Oh eripea!™ gasped Mr. Tip.

“You clunsy ass, dropping o feHow
about 1™

“It's o dream—a Torrid dream—a
fearful nightmare " stuttered Tippity
Tip. *“’Lre, signor=—"ere, Mr. Mareo—
vou hear this "

Signor Muccolini and Mareo were
coming across {owards Bunter's van,
They stopped, and stared, as the clown
called to then.

“What's up, Tippity?”  asked
Mareo. :

“That bloomin® dell—" gasped
Tippity.

‘ﬂ.‘i"lmt. do  you meant” snapped
Signor Muccolini. The podgy circus-

master treated Marco with tacht, as a
valuable member of his company, and a
veat draw  with the public. But
ippity Tip was only a eclown, and his
manner to Tippi!y was gquite different,
“1 say, ho's talkingl” gasped Tip-
pity. I was practising making bim
taii, and he started speaking of s
own accord. I tell you™
L4 Dﬂn:t b!.‘.- a fﬂﬂl!"
E1ETOT. :
“Draw 1t mild. old man,” said Marco,
with a grin. ' Keep Jyour funny tales
for the ring, Tippity. _
“1 tell yon he did ¥ gasped Mr. Tip.
“Vou conld have knocked me down
with a motor-jack |  Speaking of Lis
own accord . R
“You've been drinking 1 grunted the
EIENor. i
“Mot o drop ! protested Alr. Tip. 1
tell you it's days sines I've pushed one
haele. I tell you that doll was speak-
ing—that kid must have heard him—
he's near cnough” Mr Tip glanced

snapped  the




round at Bunter for confirmation. * Bay.
voung Fatty, didn’t you hear that doll
speak i

“Rot !" said Buntﬁ cheorfully. * The
doll never spoke! How could it?*

“I_don’t know how it could, but I tell
you it did, and you must have heard it
game as mal” hooted Mr. Tip.

“I never heard the doll speak!” said
Bunter. “Only that fatheaded squeak-
ing that you call ventriloguism. You
can't ventriloquise for toffee ™

*It's chucked if now,” said Mr. Tip,
staring at the doll again. “But I tell
you, it was speaking Y )

“Rubbish | snapped the signor, " Dio
mio! Why do you talk such nonsense?*

“Fat lot you know!” came a voice
from John, in the grass. " You go and
wash your neck ¥

Tippity Tip stood staring with an expression on his face that made Billy Bunfer chuckle.
“* You clumsy ass, dropping a fellow about !**

veniriloguial doll on the ground.
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“They pover wash in Iialy 1" weat
on John, “lce-¢gream iz in their line,
not soap and water [

“Chuck it, Tippity, you ass!”
exclaimed Marco, alarmed ﬁ:p‘ the fury

athering in the circus-master’s face.

e, like the signor, had no doubt thot
this was a new ventriloquial effect of
Mr. Tip's. He knew nothing of Billy
Bunter's peculiar gt

“I tell you, I never said & word!™
howled Mr, Tip, I tell you that thero
doll is speaking of his own accord. It's
blooming magic I ;

“You—you—you  dare!™ gaspad
Signor Muccolini, red with fury, “¥You
darve to insult me—to insult my country,
:z;.y great &snd glorious  country,
the

conquerors of Africa—the great

3

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

“Take that—and that—ana thatl”
roared the signor. “1 will sack you=—I
will kick you out—animale—furfante—

matto—sciocco—iake that—and that——-:?"
“0h, holy smokel Yaroooooh !
Chuck it—owl Wow! QOooogh!"

spluttered Tippity, as he scrambled
wildly away.

He ecuttled off round 8 van, and the
enraged signor hurled the ventriloguial
doll after hira. A wild yell floated back
from Mr. Tip as John crashed on the
back of his head.

“Iie, he, he!" chortled Billy Bunter.

Signor Muccolini stood gaaﬁing with
rage. Marco stared after the Hocing
Tippity, amazed at the audacity of the
circus ventriloguist. It did not occur
to him that there were two of them!

* Plek me up ! ** came from (ha
“I's a dream—a ‘orrid dream—a

fearful nightmare ! ** stuttered the circus clown, unaware of the fact that it was Bunter who was doing the voice~-throwing.

Signor Muceolini glared at John, and
then glared at Mr. Tip. His {fat,
swarthy face was red with  rage.
Whother the signor ever washed his
neels, nobody in tha cireus conld have
undertaken to say; but it was an
undoubted fact that he did net look as
i{ he did. But washed or not, the signor
'.hit.lt not relish personal remarks of fhat
ELa Tl o8

“Pip! You impudent rascal! 1low
tlare you!" exelaimed the stgnor, He
was not likely to believe that John {he
doll  wns speaking ! Naturally, hoe
altributed John's remark to Tippity.

“T never spoke!" gasped Mr, Tip,
“Why, I couldn't ventrilognise like

ihat, to save my life! I never said a
wortd !

“Gammon [ eame from John,

“Hear bim!”  gasped Mre. Tip,

“Ilear him !

Ul that dage to go and wash hiz
nock 17 said John, “He hasn't washed
it sinee e left Ialy 1™

“Hear him ! stuttered Mr, Tip,
while Bignor Mucecolini glared,

nation led by our illustrions Duce
Mussolin H o
“I—I never—"" rasped Tippity, “1

Tanl !

NOVOT———
“Taseal !
the signor.

,E.!rmt_:iup o Camo pf;ﬁmﬁhhm
“Tippity—" gas ATQ0.

“I—1 never—yarooch ! roared Mr.
Tip, as the circus-master, splutiering
with rage, suddenly grasped him,

"The little clown whirled round in the
signor’s podgy hands, and the s or's
hoot was planted on his trousers. Bignor
Muceolini was a heavy, beefy man, and
all his weight and beef were puot nto
that kiek. Tippity Tip flew two or three
vards before ]!m sprawled,

“Yoo-hoop 1¥ yelled Tii:rpit:.r, »

“Woll, you asked for that, Tippity
said the astonished Marco.

“Yow-hoop! I never——"

Signor Mueccolini stooped, grabbed up
John, and taking the doll by its feet,
rushed at Mr. Tip. Using Jehn as
4 weapon, ho swiped at the hapless
clown.

Furfante 1 roared

195
.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Taken for a Ride !

ILLY BUNTER rosumed his
operations on the bag of bulls-
eyes. Ide had had to suspend

those operations while he grr-::-
oW

duced his veniriloguial eficets.
he made up for lost time.

Mareo came fowards him, followed
by the signor, whose swarthy faco was
still dark with anger. 1t was eather
fortunate for Bunter that the signor
never dreamed of guessing the real
source of John's voice! All he koew of
Bunter was that he was a fat schoolboy,
who locked, in the rignor's eyves, a fat
fool! Ila did not suspect that there
was more in Dunter thon met tho eye.

“Jlow'd you like a twrn with the
clephants, kid ¥ asked Marco.

I.Eulmr ceazed to chew bullseyes,

“Lhe elephants !” he repeated. ]

“You're not afraid of them " said
the lion-tamoer.

“(Ohi1” gasped Bunter, “Nol”

True MaoweT Lisnrary,—No, 1,483,
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The signor eneered, Marco believed
that Bunter was plu emarkably

lucky, He would never have taken

ira on, a3 an assistant in 3 lion-taming
act, had he believed otherwise, But the
signor, bullying and.aggreszive as he
was, was a keen judge of character, and
he did not agree in the.least with ihe
lign-tamer’s estimate of Bunter.

“Tt iz useless, Marco!” he snapped.
“You are mistaken in the boy! 1 have
told you so many times. He can deal
with old Casar, & lion that 12 as tame
ns a house cat] Ile iz afraid of the
other lions! He hos no pluck! e bas
pulled you the leg.”

*“Oh, really, you know-——" protested
Bunter. - -

Marco grunted. QOwing to cireum-
stances, whick had given hun o mistaken
impression, he believed that Bunter was

lucky. Having formed that opinion,
fie had no idea of changing it, at least,
uriless Bunter gave him cause,

Iitherto, Bunter had played up quito
well. The {fact that the lion-tamer,
brave ag a lion himself, belicved in him,
helped the fat junior te play up. Not
if he could possibly help it, was Billy
Bunter going to let himself down in the
eyes of the only person in the wide
world who believed in his courage!

Bunter's turn, o far, had only been
with (weczar, the tame old lion with
whom he had made friends, and with
whom he was carcful to keep friendly
by feeding him. Marco's other three
liong, Brutus, and Pericles, and Apollo,

were fierce and intractable, and nceded

all the trainer’s firmness and courago
to handle them.

Not on any account would Mareo
have anllowed Bunter to handle them,
if he hod wanted to! Not that Bunter
wanted tel! lad he been expeeted to
deal with Brutus & Co., Dilly Bunter
would hava preferred Queleh in the
Romove Form Room at Groyfriars,

“You zee, kid,” woent on Marco, in
nts kind, deep veoice, “"my last boy
used to tnke & turn with Rajah, the
big elephant. Youw've zeen Rajah -
he's as quick as old Cmear! You have
to ri{ie rouril the ring on hLis back—"'

ol ﬂ l !?1‘

“And let him take you up in his
trunk—-="

Dy 1M
A
gi—"

“Oh lor* 1#

“And then put your down and slep
over yog——-=>"

“Oh crikey !

The signor gave a scolfing laugh,
He was still angry and irritated from

walk round the ring with

the scene with Tippity Tip, but at the
best of times, his temper was not a
pleasant or agreeable one. Billy Bunter
ﬁava him an inimical blink through
is big spectacles. He disliked Signor
Muccolini intensely, and never so much
as ot that moment. X

The prospect of a *turn ® with the
big elephant almost made Bunter's blood
run cold. He had scen Rajah step over
men lying in the tam, in the civeus ring,
and though certainly no aeccident had
ever happened, it was only too clear
what would be the result if the elephant
made a falze step! The barest possi
bility of boing turncd into a pancake
was horrifying to Bunter.

“The ragazzo iz afraid ™ sncored the
gignor.

“Ragnzzo yourself, and be blowed ™
retorted Bunter indignantly, " Who arve
you callime a rogazeo, I'd like to
know ¥ After the torrent of abuse the
signor had hurled at Tippity, Dunter
supposcd that “ ragazzo ¥ 'was an ltalian
sweoar-word.

Marco chuckled.,  He was not an
Ttalian, except so far-as his professional
name went: but he had learned some of
the Ttaltan language for uze in the ring.

“Ragazzo means ‘boy,’ " he said
soothingly. " The signor isn't swearing
at you ™

“0Oh!" spid Bunter.

“The boy is o fool ! snapped Signor
Muccolini. “ Also he is afraid ! T have
told you so.”

Marveo regarded Bunter a  little
doubtfully. Ilc had & kind, simple, and
unsuspieions nature, and he believed in
hiz new assistant. Dut certainly Dunter’s
look, at that moment, did not cnecourage
a belief that he possessed boundless
pluck,. DBunter, at that momoent, was
wishing that le was safe hack in the
Remove Form Room. Even Queleh was
better than Dajah !

“If vou don't like the 1dea, kid—"
said Marco, very slowly.

“"Pah '™ snapped the sipnor. “He's a
coward—he is useless, he 1z afrvanl I

Bunter’s eyes  gleamed Lehiud  his
spectacles. It was true that he was
afraid of the elephant—harvilily afraid.

iut afraid or not, he was not gaing to
be sneercd at by thiz greasy loveigner.
Somewhere within DBilly Bunter's fat
gircumference, there was a gorm of
British pluck. He was nel guing to leb
himself down to Mareo—and he wus net
,lgpmg to let a greasy dago :core over
viEn !

“Who's afraid?” he vapped. “I'm
no mare alraid of elephants than 1 am
of lions 1

Which was a E['ri(!['h' acourato zlate-

T
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Billy Bunter reluctantly followed tho
signor an< the liop-tamer into the big
tent. The preat cpace of the ring, amd
the endless tiers of circling zeats, were
unoecupied now—except for Rajah, thg
big elephant, and Secipio, the black man,
in charge of the animal. 8eipio, a big
brawny negro, grinned, with a flash v
white teeth. as %\illy Bunter epproached
in_a very gin?er]y manncr, blinking
dubionsly at the towering guadruped
through his big spectacles,

“Him quiet, sar ! eaid Secipio re-

assuringly "' Ilim bery quict. You no
be "frawd of Rajah.”
" Whoe's  afvaidi”?

snapped  Duntoer,
who was very much :=|i'r.~1ir!l1 “Daon't you
be cheeky You jolly well shut upy
see i

That was Bunter’s way of expressing
thanks for a welllmeant word of en-
couragement. The good-natured grin
facded off the black man’s face, angd his
dark eyes glinted.

“Come, come, kid,” said Marco, “a
civil word costa nothing, you know.
Seipio is wsed. to the elephant, and heo
will put him through his tricks.”

“I don't want cheek from a nigger!™
prunted Bunter.

“That will do!™ said Marce, moro
curtly than he had ever spoken ta
Runter before.  “"Don’t mind  him,
Seipio; the kid isn’t uzed to our ways
yob,

The negre made no answoer.

“Get on with 1B said  Sipnor
Mucgolimi.  “If the boy is afraid woe do
not want lum to display it belore the
people in {ront to-might., Let him show
now what he ean deo.”

“The kid isn't  afraid ™
Maren, " Now, then, DBunter |

Billy Dunter seemed rooted to the tan.
The vast bulk of the elephant, towering
over him. gave him a freczing chill,
But Marco dropped & hand on his
shoulder and twirled him directly in
front of the elephant.

Bunter's fat heart thumped. )

At that moment he would have given
all his prospects as a star of the civens
to be =itting at his desk in the Formn-
room at Greviriars, grinding Latin with
Juelch,

But thers was no help for it now,

Seipio made a =ipn to the clephant,
and the sinwous trunk wound round the
fat form of the Owl of the Remove andd
liftedd him from his fect,

Billy Bumer wonld have uttercd a
howl of apprchension, but terror frose
him and he was dumb.

Up he went in the elephant’s truuk,
hig fat brain spinning. Bunter's weight
was considerable, but it was a feather-
weight to Rajah. With his eyes almost
bulging through his epectacltes, Bunter
wasg hifted o the trunk, and the eircus
tent swam round him,

He could not speak. He could not
ulter o sound. It seemed fo hilm a
century hefore the elephant, at another
sign from the black mar, set him on his
feet apain m the tan. Then he gnrgled

** Cocooogh M

A hit out of breath?”? smiled Rlareo.
“You'll soon get used to it

“Oh lor’ ™

“Down!™ rapped Marco, and  the
groat clephant sank on hiz knees to take
a rider on his huge back.

gronted

“Jumr wn, kid ¥ said the lion-
{amer Enmuraging]y,
" I—T—I— gurgled Bunter.

LR+

“Help him on, Eﬂipﬂin.
The negre grasped Bunter and heaved
him on to the clephant’s hack. Up rose
Rajah again, higher and higher, till it
seemed to the wroetched Owl, elinging an
his back, that he would never :step

FiFing,
W !ﬁrrrrggh 1* gurgled Bunter.
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“Take him round the ring!” said

Marco.
Seipio prodded the elephant, and
Rajah Iuwmbered away, making the

circuit of the ring, with Bunter high on
hiz back, The fat junior held on for his
Iife. A fall from that height would
rather have damaged Bunter; but it was
easy enough to hold on to the elephant’s
trappings, and Bunter clung on Lke a
limpet {0 o rock.

arco and the signor stgod in the
centre of the ring, watching bhim.
Hound lumbered Rajah, prodded from
behind by Scipie, keeping on round the
ring till he had made the complete
cireuit.

By that time Billy Bunter was able to
breathe again, He realised that he was
safe on the elephant’s back.

“Etop I called out Marco.

The elephant stopped.

“Take him home, Scipio!” said the
lion-famer. “You can ride him to Lis
quarters, Bunter.™

“I—L think I'll get down!" gasped
Bunter.

Beipia prodded the elephant.

The huge antmal turned to the staff
entrance of the tent, and lumbered out.
Marco and the signar remained in the
tent, discussing Bunter's turn, while
Rajal lumboered cut into the open air,

“Stop him now " gasped Bunter.

Scipio did not seemn to hear. He gave
the elephant another prod, and the
guadraped lumbered on, past the annexe
wlhere the animals were parked.

Bunter blinked down at the negro
with an infuriated blink through his g
spectacles 3

S &top him!™” he howled. " You silly
black beast. stop himm ! Do you hear me,
you blinking nigger?®"

Sciplo grinted—not a good-natured

rin this time. Perhaps he did not like

eing called a black beast and a blink-
ing nigger !

“You no ‘fraid Rajah,” he said sar-
castically “You tell dis child shut up!
Dis child sliut up '™

“Tell the brute to stop ! spluttered
Bunter, as the elephant marched on-
ward. “Will you tell him to stop?"

“Me  shut wp, like you eay”
answered Seipie,

“You black beast, I can't get down
unless hz Lkneels!” shricked DBunter.
“Make the brute ktop! Stop him ™

“*You say shut up: me shut up!l”
answered Scipio obstinately.

“Oh erilkex ! gasped Bunider.

Some of the cireus hands were .f.fm.'inE
at the fat junior on the elephant's hack
and grinning. Rajah lumbered on,
Ieaving {he eiveus eamp behind., Seipio
came to a halt, watching him as he went.

Bunter, clinging on to the towering
back, cast a desperate blink behind.

“Stop him, vou black bLeast!” he
howled.

Secipio grinned. .

“You atop him ! You no "fraid Rajah!
Me shut up!” he called back.

“On jimeny 17

Billy Bunter could no more have
stopped the elephant than he could have
stopped & runaway car. Perhaps he
realisod just then the teuth of Marco's
remarke  that civility costs nothing.
Having put the black man's back up, he
had no  help to expect from the
elephant’s keeper, and he could not help
himsel!. Marco was =slill in the tenr,
unaware of what was happening. Rajah
lumbered on, with Billy DBuaoter on his
back, and hit the open spaces of Court-
field Common, The circus camp disap-
pearcd belind Dunter, and the hnE]e;s
fat Owl, clinging to the towering back
of the clephant, wished once more, and
still more fervently, that he was safe
back in the Form room at Greyiriars,

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER,
A Surprise Ior Quelch !

e TUNTER !
B Mr. Quelch pasped oub the

narie.
He was almost teo aston-
ished to speak, but he managed to gasp.
Mr. Quelch was walking to Courthicld.
Billy Bunter's letter, which had been
intended to convinge lum that the fat
Owl was hundreds of miles away, had
iven him indubitable information that
%unter was still in, or near, that town.
Mr. Quelch was going to spend the
morning in inguiring aiter that trouble-
some and elusive member of his Form.
But, as it bappened, no Inguiry was
necessary, He was not  half-way to
Courtfield, when he suddenly sighted
the junior of whom he was iIn search.
He was taking & short cubt across u
corner of the wide commen when Billy
Bunter sudden!y dawned on him.

Mr. Quelch had been very much
puzzled by Bunter's absence from school,
by hiz unknown reason for absenling
himzelf, and by the mystery of his
present whereaboutz. He bad wondered
where Bunter could possibly be, and
what he could possibly be doing.

But in his wildest snrmises he had
nover even dreamed of finding Bonter
riding an  eclephant  on  Courtfield
Common! That really was a thing that
no one could have surmised or expected.

Yet that was what he saw. )

The towering form of Rajah came In
sight, trampling theeugh a belt of
hawthorns, Ghimpsing  the elephant,
Mr. Quelch guessed that the animal had
wandered from o circus which he knew
was located on the eommon. Then he
saw ihe elephant’s rider. He gazed and
he gasped ' He stared st Bunter as if
he could not believe the evidence of his
eves—as, indeed, he hardly could!

" Bub-bib-Bunter ! he staramered.

Standing rooted to the ground, he
gazed at the advancing elephant and its
rider. -

@ Ti—it—it 13
the Remove master.
Bunter—riding an clephant!
soul!  Bib-bib-Bunter 1

14 was Bunter—there wos no doubt
about that! Squatting on the towering
back of the elephant, holding on with
both fabk hands, blinking round lham
through his big spectacles—there was
Bunter! Bunter—at last! That which
was lost had been found !

“Oh erikev!” gasped DBunter, az he

Bunter ! almost gal: Yol
o Tteeit 1z B-b-
Bless my

suddenly sootted the Remove master

standing in front of him locking like a
man in a dream, .

He almost fell off the clephant in lus
surprize and alarm., What Quelch was
doing there, when he ovght to have been
in the Formi-room ab Grevfriars was a

mystery 1o Bunter,  Obviousiy, lie
couldn’t be locking fnr DBunter, as
Bunter had so artfully led lim to

believe that he was hundreds of miles
awavy!

But, looking for Bunter or nol, he
had found him! That was a dismal
corfainty !

“RBunter ™ exclaimed Mr.,  Queich,
recovering o little from his amazement.
“You—yon voung rascall What—what
are vou doinr on that—that clephant?”

“Oh! Nothing, sir!” gasped Bunter,
Rajah lumbered on.  Up to that

moment Billv Bunter had been only
anxious to escape from his clevated secat
on Rajah's back. Now his wishes were
guite altered. The sight of Mr, Quelch
reminded Lhim of what awaited him at
Gmiyfriars if he were canght and taken
back,

The Bemove Torm Room would have
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been preferable, perhaps, to hitting the
apen spaces as 8n clephant rider—nidin
a huge, lumbering beast that he cou
not eontrel or even dismount. Dut it
was a Head's fogging for running away
from school that awaited Bunter! The
sight of Quelch brought that disagree-
able prospect nearer—and the nearer it
came the less Bunter liked it! On
seeond thoughts—proverbiaily the best—
Billy Bunter preferred elephant riding
to bending over under his headmaster's
birch !

“I—1 sav, sir. gerrout of the way!”
spluttered Bunter. “ He—he may tread
on vou, sir!”

“(ret down from that—that creature
at once, DBunter!" thundered Mr.
Quelch.

“I—I—T c-can't, sir!™

“Stop the anima! immediately 1™
O I—=I can't!”

“ Bless my soul ' Ar, Queleh dodged
out of the elephant’s way, and Rajah
marched on.

I'robably Rajah liked o walk in the
fresh morning sunshine, and was enjoy-

ing his unaccustomed liberty, He
shoned no sign of intonding to stop.
Mr. Quelelt walked by his side.

glaring up at Bunter. Bunter blinked
down at Quelch.

“ You—you young razeal!” barked the
Remove master. “ How dare you absent
rourself from school and plav these
absurd tricks! (Get down at onee,
Bunter!™

“1 ean't, sir I saueaked Bunter, "Hao
—he won't srop 1

“What do vou mean by this, Bunter
shricked Mr, Queleh, “IHow did yeu
got on that elephant? I presume that it
Lelongs to the cireus near Courtheld.”

“Oh!" gasped Bunter, *I—I haven't
been o the cirens, sir! 1 don’t know
anvbodv at the cirens.™

“I do nobt suppose that wvou do,
Bunter! Don’t talk nonsense! How 13
it that I find vou riding an clephant,
vou utierly absurd boy #*

“I—I—I found him, sir!” gasped
Bunter. “I-—-I was taking a—a walk on
the common, sir, and I—1I found him.”

Bunter realised that his Form-master
had no suspicion that he had become an
inmate of Mueecolini's Cireus. Really,
no Form-master was likely to gucss that
o !

His one idea now was to keep that
kuowledge from AMe Queleh. Mareo,
keen as he was te keep * Bunto, the Boy
Tawmer,” as his assistant in the lion-
taming act, would cortainly never have
allowed him to remain had he known
that Billy Bunter had run awav from
sehoal, et g was all right. so long as
Gueleh did not Linow that Bunier had
been at the circus !

Bunter was not trammelled by an
regard for the truth. The truth an
Biunter had long been strangers; and
this, evidently, was not the moment for
ﬁtrikiﬂ% Up an acguaintance.

“I—I found him, sir!” explained
Bunter, blinking down at the Remove
master, “Ie—ha was lying down
asleep, and—and I—1 thought it would
be rather a lark to—to sit on his back.
sir!  And-—and then he got up, and
I—1 couldn’t get off again!”

*¥You utterly stupid bov!™ exclaimed
Alr. Quelch. * The elephant must belong
te the cireus, and they have allowed hime
to wander. ™

“Ido—do vou think =0, sir?" stam-
mored Bunter,

“There can be mo doubt of 1t Tha
aunimal appears to be quite tame.” said
Mr. Quelel. “You are in ne danger,
vou etupid boy, {ortunatelr. Jump
down 1™
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“I—I can't, gir | He—ha won't stop 1”
“I must stop the animal,” said Mr.

Quelch.

“I—1 s=ay, sir, ¥you Lkeep clear!”
gasped Bunter., "He—he's awfully
tie ree——-—"

“Nonsense! He is evidently quite
tome !¥ snapped Mr. Quelch.  “The
circus ﬁe:}piq would not bo so eareless
as to allow ham to wander, if he were at
all dangerous.” .

“They--they didn’t, sir—"

“What 1"

“I—I—I mecan— -

“You can know nothing about the
raatter, Bunter !”

1k

“Oh! No, sir! N-n-nothing at all!
But—but I=I think——"

“ Nonsense ¥

Mr, Queleh whisked ahead of the
clecphant., Rajabh was proceeding at a
slow and stately pace. Quelch had

found Bunier, but he was very anxious
to get his grasp on the eollar of the
elusive Owl: and certainly he did not
want to follow him in an elephant ride
all aver tha county of Kent!

Standing in front of Majah, Mr
Qucleh lifted his wmbrella command-
ingly, and said:

* Biwon 1

Queleh did not know how cirens
people talked (o elephants. He ad-
dressed Rajah as if Rajah had been a
chicken.

But Rajah stopped. Thal was satis-
Tactory, as far as 1t went.  What
followed was less satisfactory.

A long, sinuous trunk reached out and

wound about the Remove master.
Before Mr. Queleh knew what was
happening, he was plucked off his feet.

r. Quelch was not aware of i, Lut
Rajah had taken his gesture as a signal
to lift ham i los trunk. Thinking that
that was what was required, Rajah got
on with his accustomed job.

“QOocogh ! spluttered Mr, Quelch, as
ho spun.

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter.

“Oh! Cw! Help!” shricked Mr.
Queleh,

tlis umbrella few in one direetion, his
hat caught on ene of the elephant's
tusks., Hajah strode on again, slow and
stately, with the Remove master curled
in his trunk ! Mr. Quelch wriggled and
roared, 3

It was his accustomed job, to Rajah—
but it seemed like some fearful, awful
nightmare to the Remove master of
E‘reyfrmrs. Earth and sky spun round

1.

“Oh jiminy!” gurgled Billy Bunter.

Rajah proceeded onward—Bunter on
hiz back, Quelch in his trunk !

“Ow!” gasped Bunter suddenly.

The eclephant assed  under  the
hranches of a besch. A bough caught
Bunter under his fat chin.

He grasped at it frantically, as he
was swepd [rom the elephant's back.

Rajah passed on from underncath
him, leaving Buonter hanging te the
branch.

Hu-.ngm% there, spluttering, Dunter
was left behind—while Rajah stalked
on, careying the Remove master in his
trunk, in such n state of alarm and
hewilderment as Henry Samual Quelch
had never before experienced.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Treed !

UME !
B " Daaooosoch I
Quelch.

He sat and stuitered,
Hiz senses were spinning, and he
hardly knew whether be was on lus head
Tue MagneEr Lisrary.—No. 1,483,
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or hia heels, But he realised that the
elephant had set him down, after carry-
ing him a little distance, He sat down
with rather a bump in the grass, Rajah
towering over him like a mountain of
flesh. EiL:s was taoo bewildered and
breathless to move! But a thrill of
horror passed ﬂtmuf;h him, as the
gigantte animal’s bulk towered right
over him.  For one awful instant it
seeined to Mr., Queleh that he was going
to be squashed like a paneake.

But Rajal had been trained to step
carcfully over persons i his path,
Awful as it seemed to A Quelch, he
was in no danger whatever,

Having set lnm down, Hajah stepped
earecfully over him, as he was acceus-
lomed to do with performers in the
ring. Then he lumbered on his way,

continuing his  stroll, leaving the
Hemove master rather wondering
whether he were alive or dead.
~“Uooooght?  pasped Alr.  Quelch.
“0Oht Ah! Ow! Bless my soull Oh!
Clooogh

He recovercd bis breath a little, and
fottered to his feet. His umbrella was
gone, his clothes rumpled, and he was
wildly flustered. Staring after the
elephant, he discerned that Billy Bunter
wad noe longer on the towering back,
Rajah was strolling on riderless.

Mr. Quelch panted for breath, and his
eves glittered, He felt rather shaken
wp, but be was mot hurt. And his
thoughts fixed on Bunter. He had found
that eclusive youth, only to lose him
again,

Bunter, no doubt, had slipped from
the clephant's back while Quelch was
curled np in the trunk. No doubt ha
was already in flight. Mr. Quelch set
his lips hard. He wanted—he really
vearned—to  be  within  whopping
distance of Billy Bunter. Ile would
have found grrat solace in giving the
flait. Uwl of the Remove the licking of his
ife.

The elephant had carried him no
great distance. Mr. Quelch retraced
that distance, looking for s umbrella.

He did not ex{:uct to sce Bunter again,
He had no doubt that the runaway was
in full fight. But it
expected that happened.

He sighted his umbrella lying in the
grass near a tall beech-tree. He
sighted something else at the same
moment. That was a pair of fat little
legs swinging in the air, uander &
horizontal branch of the Leech.

Mr. Quelch stared at those fab legs,

Then & grim smile came over his face
--a smile that was very grim.

It dawned on him that DBunter had
not dismounted from the elephant and
fledl. He had been brushed off by the
branch as the quadruped passed under
the tree  And he was clinging to the
branch that had brushed him oiff.

Mye. Quelch was still breathless—but
he lwoke into a ron. He was in oa
hurry to get to Bunter, before Bunier
got away,

But there was no danger of Dunter
petting away | Bunter was treed.

Left banging on that branch, the fab
junior had essayed to climb on it in
ovder to get alomg teo the trunk and
clamber down. Bat it was not eazy for
the fat Owl of the Bemove to lift his
welglt.

Ha struggled desperately, panting and
fFasping, streaming with perspiration.
He succeeded, at last, in getting his
clbovs over the branch. Bat it was a
ca=e of “thus far, and no farther.”
Exhausted by his efforts, the [at
junior hune there, gurglin

He bBlinked :I‘:r't'i'ﬂ"ﬂ”:'LI'("f. !
ten feet helow his boots,
drop! He darcd nwot climb up!

was the un-

i-e Erass was
Fic darcd not
Ha

hung suspended, like Mahomet's coffin,
between the heavens and the carth.

“"Dh crikey ™ gasped Buuter. “Oh
lor' ! Oh jiminy! ©Oh crumbs!”

He made snother tromendous effort.
He gasped, and gurgled, and his fat
little legs thrashed. DBut 1t was futile.
Hao could not lift himself on the braneh.
He could only hang there and gurgle.
There was nothing for it but to hold on
with hiz hands and drop and chance ik

Luckily, the elephant had carried
Queleh away: he was done with that
beast ! But was he?

“Bunter I came a deep volce below.

“Oh ecrikey 1" gasped DBunier, as the
well-known bark fell on his fat cars.
“Oh jiminy ! Queleh !

Instead of dropping, he clung despor-
ately to the branch, trying to bunch up
his fat little legs lest 51}1}':1?}1 should
grab-them.

“ Bunter 1

“0Oh lort ™

“Drop from that branch, Bunter !™

“{Oh seissors 1™

Clome down this instant '™

“Will you come down, DBunter?®”
thundered Mr. Quelch.
“Urreh! Beast! Oh dear!”

Mr. Quelch glanced round him and
icked up his umbrella. Umbrella in
and, he stepped back to Bunter.

* Now, Bunter, drop from that branch
immediately | 1t 15 quite an easy drop,
and the grass is zoft! You will not be
hurt! In any case, drop !

“Ow! Uh dear! Owl™

Instead of dropping, Bunter made
another frantic effort to clamber on the
branch. He might have dropped the
distance, and relled over in the grass
without much -damage. But he forosaw
quite eclearly that there would be
damage, once Quelch’s grip had cloged
on his collar. Bunter would almest as
?pn::-n have dropped into the jaws of &
10M.

Mr. Quelch took a grip on the om-
brella, swished it in the =air, and
whacked. DBunter was out of reach of
his hands; but not out of reach of his
umbrella. That umbrella came across
Bunter's trousers with a iremendous
w hon.

Whack !

“Yaroooooh 1Y reared Bunter.

Whack !

“ ¥oo-hoop 1"

Whack ! )

“{w! Oh erikey! Stoppit, you
beast " yelled Bunter. “0bh  lor'!l
Wow I

Bunter, holding on desperately,
wriggled wildly in  the air. Mr.

Quelch, with a glint in his eyes, and a
very firm sat to his lips, stepped closzer
and whacked, and whacked, and
wharked.

If ever a  troublesome }iuniur
desorved to be whopped, IBilly Bunter
did.  Alr. Queleh gave him what he
dezerved, and perhaps a little over.

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

“Ow! Wow! SBtoppit! Yaroooh

Whack, whack, whack!

Queleh laid it an hard and fast. Ile
was prepared to go on whacking nll
Billy Bunter dropped like a ripe apple
from the treo, Lvery whack rang like
a pistol-shot. Quelch was bony; bul ho
packed a good deal of musele, Ide put
all hizs musele into this. 1o found
satisfaction n it, if Billy Bunter did
not.

Whack, whae , whaek, whack]

It was more than flesh and blood
could stand! Bunier made one more
wild effort to drag himself on the
branch, and failed. Then, as Quelch,
reaching up, delivered a terrific whack,
he dropped.

r"



Mr. Queich took a grip on the umbrella, swished it in the air, and whacked. The umbrella came across Bunter's

with a tremendous whop. Whaek !

Crash !

It was rather unforfuimate for DMr.
Queleh that, reaching up to deliver thas
last ringing whack, he was standing just
underneath Bunter. Lo expected Bunter
to drop, under the persuasion of the
umbrella; but he did not seem to
expect him to «drop at that precise

moment, Bunter dropped—suddenly—
so suddenly that he crashed on his
Iorm-master’s  head, before Quelch

knew that e was coming.

*“Ooooh !"

One pasp oscaped Mr. Queleh as he
crumpled up under Bunter's weight., ke
went over backwards, bumping in _thu

rass, with Bille Bunlter sprawling
wadlong over him.

Bunter sat np dizziy.

o sat up on something hard and
bouy, not realising, for 2 moment, whar
it was. Then a suffocated gurpgle

apprised him what it was. It was
M. Queleh’s face.

“Grrooooozh ! came  from  under
Bunter.

Bunter bounded off,  Ile Loonded
awav. In terror eovery momenl  of
Quelel's  cluich  falling on his  fac

shoulder, hn ran for his [ife. .

But Mr., Quelelt was not in puorsut,
My, Queleh waz in no stabe to pursue
Bunier ! Strofched in the grass undoer
the booel, the Remove masior gasped
and pasped, and gorgled and gurgled.
Every ounee of wind had beon driven
out of him; amd e could oniy gurgle
nnil gasp.

A Heelng fat heoare vanizhed among
the gorse on Uoucthield common,  Ae.
Quelel did not lwed it

It was several menatez belore lie saf
. Therr he sat wd splubbered fq_n'
soveral mnutes more, He was shill
breathing spasmadically, whoen at Jonge
lagt hie foltered io his foel,  He slarml
ronnd him dizailv,  Dunter had van-
ishod,

Guelch,
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“ 0h lor* !

“Riub-bub-bless my  sus-sus-soul !
stuttered Mr. Qnelch.

Dizzily he picked up his hat and
umbrella, lle had found Bunter, only
ta lose him again. Only the memoery of
the thrashing he had given the fat Owl
comforted Mre, Queleh us he toblered
AWAay.

— i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunfer's Trlumph !

w I loe® P breathed Billy Bunter.

0 Lie listened in terror.

It was more than an hoor
sincee he had  seen Mr.
Billy Bunter had run @l his
fat little legs had no run left in Ehen.
T what «direetion he ran he neilther
knew noe eared: all ho wanted was Lo
pel clear of Queleh. IProbably he had
nol covercd more than half a mile; bat
a half-mile. on a warm July morning,
was more than enough for Bunter. L"ant-
i and perspiring, amd fecling that he
conld not have rn another yard il
Gueleh had been just behind him, the
fat jumior erawled out of sight into a
ihicket of hawthorns and lay there rest-
ing and recovering s breath.

But there was no sound of footsteps in
pursiitb—po soatnd on the wide common
save bhe soaph of fhe wind In the
brancles, and the {wittering of e
Lirds.  Melieved of his fears, the fat
thwl restedd in comfori. “There was no
hurry to gol back to the eirens: and he
fell that he could do with a8 greai deal
of rest afier his wneommon excrbions,

Then, suddenly, thore came & soumld
of bhrashing in the thickets.

Homehody was coming !

wnkber sab up, listening with all his
fut pars! 1lisx podgy heart Jumprod.
ITe had taken it for, gramed ‘thal
Queleh would have given af looking

Wow I ™

tight trousers

“Ow! Oh ecrikey ! Stoppit, you beast!* yelled the fati Removite, wriggling
wildly on the branch.

for him by that time.
rooted him out?

The hawthorns swaved and rustled.
A heavy trampling came {o the ears of
the fat junior. He realized that this
could not be the tread of his I'ovrm-
master. It sounded mere like an
clephant than a human being.

Then Bunter dizcovered that it
an clephant! Higlh over him, looming
through  the crsckling  hawthorns,
towered the mighty mass of Bajah.

0w pasped Bunter.

Ife leaped up as if he had been
eleetriflicd, and bounded ont of the
elephant’s pail.  Rajah looked al him
and Jumberad on.  The fat  junior
blinked after the mighty forn as it
went. A sound  of  splashing  and
gureling came 1o him, HRajah had
stopped ar the pond bevond the haw.
thierns, and was quenching his thirst.
No doubt that was why the intelligent
animal had travelled in that direcrion.

Bunter had not noticed that he was
near ithe pond on Courtheld Common.
But now that he knew, e koow where
he was—n mile from the eircus eamp,
which lay at that distance from him
the direction of the town. Ife had o
mile's walk zhead of him to get back—
a dismaving prospeet 1o a fat, lazy, amd
weary (hel.

Rajal, having mopped uwp  gallons
from the pomd. lay down on the margin.
Perhaps, like Bunter, he wanled a rest
aftor hiz =stroll, or perhaps he was just
taking life easily on a warim summey

Had the besst

Wwas

day. Bunter could see him through the
hawthorns, which had been trampled
down  like reeds in the elephant’s
passage.

The fat junior blinked at ihe clephant
lang and thoughtfully, DMarco's sug-
gesdion that he should go Hhrough cireus
iricks with the elephant had terrified

T'ur MacwET LiBRARY.—No. 1.483,



10

the fat Owl of the Remove, though he
had contrived to play up. But since
then he had got rather used to Rajah.
He had come to no harm riding on his
back, and he realised that his fears had
been unfounded. Certainly he was not
keen on elephant-riding. On the other
hand, he knew now that it was quite
safe, and he did not want to walk a
mils if he could help it. And the idea
of riding into the camp on the elephant’s
back appealed to Bunter. It would
show that sneering dage, Muceolini,
whether he was afraid of clephants, or
not L

He rolled cautiously towards the great
snimal. )

He had almast made up his fat mind,
but he approached Rajah in a very
gingerly way. Rajah gave him a sleepy
glance. i

After all, what was there to be afraid
off Nothing! He had seen the
elephant often in the ring, carrying
Scipio, or Tippity Tip, or Zars the
Queen of the King on his huge back—
and he had carried Dunter that morn-
ing. When there was »nothing io be
afraid of Bunter could be bold.

Taking his courage, such as it was, in
both hands, as it were, the fat junior
clambered on the elephant’s back at
last.

Rajah took no more notice of him
than he might have inken of a Ity
That was encournging. Bunter was
going to chance it

“Up 1 he barked.

At the aceustomed ward of command
Rajah rearcd up his mighty buolk.
Bunter clung on with both fat hands.

He repented him at that moment that
he had uttered the command. But it
was too late! He was for it now! 'E’F
went Rajah, and Billy Bunter wag high
in the air.

“Oh crikey " gosped Buntor breath-
lessly.

But there he was, safe and sound,
on the mighty alep&mnt’s back. Ihs
fat confidence returned.

“Gol1” ha barked,

Rajah got into motion. He lumbered
away through the hawtherns, and ecamon

ount on the open grazsy common. Billy
Bunter cast an anxious blink round
through his big spectacles. But there

was nd sign of Queleh. Far in the
distancs fluttered the fag over the
summit of the high cireus tent.

Bunter hoped that Rajah would take
that direction of his own accord, Bat
Rajah, though he did not object to &
rider on his back, secemed bent on taking
a stroll on hiz own, Leaving the distant
fAuttering flag on his left, he lumbered
on. But Bunter, now that he was no
longer in a state of funk, recalled how
he had seen the elephant gnided in the
circus.

Holding on with great care, he
jammed his foot on the elephant's left
ear. He had seen Scipio guide Hajah
by that means. Rajah answered to the
acoustomed signal, swung round to the
leit, and headed for the circus camp.

Billy Bunter grinned with satis
faction. Not only was he riding the
elephant, but he was guiding him.

Il his fears had left him now. Rajah
had been & cireus elephant for twenty
years or more, and what he had learned
in his training was second nature to
him. An accustomad word or touch was
enough, and the mighty animal obeyed
&t onee. Once or twice he showed a
desire to wander from the way, but
Bunter found that he could steer him as
easily as he had 2éen Scipio do ik

Grinning  with satisfaction, Bunter
hesded him for the circus camp.

_ A shout greeted him as he appeared in
sight there. A crowd of the circus
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gﬁppla gathered to se¢ him come in.
ipio had expected the fat rider to
tumble off before he had gone very far
on Rajsh. Billy Bunter did not look
gs if he had tumbled off., And he had
no intention of mentioning his mis-
adventures during his morning’s ride,
Not Bunter |

“Oh, here you are, kid 1" Marco ran
np to him, with evident relief in his
face. " What the dickens did you ride
the clephant out of camp for? 1 never
knew you were gone till—2

“What do you ‘mean, fool of a bay?”
oxclaimed Bignor Muccolini, angrily.
“*You shnulf not  have taken the
elephant out of eamp. Suppose he had
caused some accident! IHave you no
sense 7

“That's all right ! zald Bunter, blink-
ing down at him. * ¥You wanted to sce
whether [ could ride the elephant,
didn’t yvou? Well, I've ridden him 1™

“To you think that elephants are
allowed to wander over the country?”
bawled Signor Muecolini, “ Where have
vou been all this time?"

“0Oh, riding round | answered Bunter
airily.

“You have been riding the elephant
all this timef"” stuttered the signor.
“Heow far have you been, then 17

¥

“th, about twenty mileg——

“You have taken 1hat elephant twenty
milez from the camp!” shricked the
SIgTOr. :

“Well, perhaps tweniy-five or so0”
said Bunter calmly, I couldn't he
sure to a mile or two. You see, I was
enjoving the ride, and hardly noticed
the distance.”

“You young fool—*"*

“h, draw it mild I =aid Bunfer
warmly, “Did vou want me to try my
hand at elephant-riding, or didn’t you ?
I thought I'd better put him through his
paces, if I'm to mide him 1n the ring.

I've had a jolly nice ride—about thirty
wileg—="
“Yon  shonldn't have taken the

clephant out for o ride, Bunter,” said
R sty bl

“I couldn’t help—

“YWhat 7V

“1 mean, I couldn't resist the tompla-
tion. It's so jolly casy, wyou know.
I've had o ripping ride! I hoven't
bashed into a tree, or fallen off, or

anything, Just riddem him like a
]'H.'.Ill"t:," !:! 5
“If vou had ecome wpom a motor-

car—" gaspoed Bignor Muceolini.

“1 paszed dozens of ears !
Bunter calmly.

sg il

“"Wha-at 1"

“Heores ! But it waz all right! I've
hrought him hack safe, haven’t 137
demanded Bunter, " You wanted to see
whether I could ride an elephant ¥
Well, now vou can see. D've had a
topping ride. But as it’s gelting near
dinnee-time I thought 'd better Lo

gotting bagle.”
- Aarco grinned.

“¥You musin’t take Hajah out for
riddes, Bunter,” he said, “Bul I think
you'll have to own up, 3Mucky, that my
new aszistant 1en’t afraid to handle an
¢lephant—what

Sienor Muccolini smorted.  He was
puzzled and nngri.'. st:ll, it was clear
that Bunter had justified the lion-

tamer’s faith in him. The fat jurnior
wrinned down ot the cireus-master, en-
joying his triumph. By luek, if not by
pluck, Billy Bunter had proved that ha
was the goods|

“Down ¥ he barked to the elephant,
He was getting quite in the way of it
now I

Rajah lurched down to his knecs
obediently. Jly Bunter slid off the
huge bagk. Higiblipked at Scipio.

“Take him away I” he said loftily.

Beiplo, with a queer expression on hia
black face, led the elephant away.
Billy Bunter, grinning, rolled off to his
Van.

Heo had justified Mareo's faith—and
he had shut up that sneering dago! And
that was thatj? Except for a few painful
twinges that reminded him of Mr.
Quelch’s umbrella, qui Bunter was
feehi?fg guite eatisfied with his morning s
Wwar

THE EIGHTH CEAPTER.

Bessia Blows In !

13 0 luek 1 murmured Bob Cherry,

And the chums of the Lie-

mova grinned.

The Remove were out of
the Form-room when Mr. Quelch re-
turned to Greyfriars. ;

The look on his face as he came In
mdicated that he had had no luck. As
he canie alone, it was clear that ho had
not recaptured the runaway. He had
a rather rompled and dusty look, and
the compression of his lips, the glint of
his eyes, showed only too plainly that
he was not in his bonnicst moad.
Billy Punter’s antics, which eafforded
entertainment in the Bemove, evidently
did not amuse the Bemove master.

The Famous Five grinned—but ﬂm]{
were very careful not to let Mr. Quele
see  them grinning. Quelch, obviously,
was near boiling-point, and they did not
want him to boll over for their benecfit |

They rather hoped that Quelch would
go Bunter-hunting again that afternoon.
‘That hope was shared by all the Form.

But they were disappointed. Mr,
Quelch took the Remove, as ususl, that
afternoon : and ik is hardly necessary to
mention that his Form did not enjoy it.

Mr, Queleh was & just man. He would
never have dreamed of visiting Bunter's
olfences npon unoffending heads.

Had the Bemove been an abeolutely
faultless Form, no doubt they would
have got through that afterncon without
t.rm.\hﬁ‘:, deeply and intensely irrvitated
a3 their Form-master was.

But they weren’tt And Mr. Quelch
was in no mood to pass lightly over
faults in hia Form. He would never
hava been wnjust; but he was fearfully
just—=strictly and awfully justl

fo the Hemove had rather o hectio
time. Lord Mauleverer was given o
hundred lines for yawning. Skinner
was given a detention for projecling an
ink-ball at Fisher T. Fizh. Fishy was
given lines for ejaculating “I swow 1"
when the ink-ball landed in his neck,

Bols Cherry had lines for shuffling his
foct.  Poter Todd bad his kouckles
rapped for dropping a boolk,

Then Smithy was whopped.

0Of course, the Bounder asked for it
Even the most reckless ragger in the
Form might have taken warming hy
Queleh’s speaking eountenance, Instead
of which, I:Tﬂrnnn-ﬁmith let his desk-lid
fall with a bang that rang through the
Form-room like the rcport of a rifle.

*An accident, sir ¥ drawled Bmithy
as the "Remove master’s gimlet eyes
turned glitteringly on hinn

The Removites, wondering ot
Bmithy’s nerve, sat breathless. A
fellow, of course, might let his desk.lid

fall by aecident. But Mr. Quelch was
not in a moad for suach accidenta,

*Stand out before the elass, Vernon-
Smith 1 he zaid ecurtly. ) )

“Tt slippral from my hand, sir!™ said
Smithy.

“Quite sa! Bubt you must learn to ho
more careful, Vernon-Smith. Stand out
before the closs. Now bend over that
desk |*

Whop, whop, whop!



Three of the best po doubt helped
Smithy to learn to be more careful. At
all events, hias desk-lid did not drop
again by accident that aflerncon.

Ten minutes later Squiff was up for

whispering. He had whispered low,
but elch seemed to have preter-
netnra wers of hearing that day.

“Field! ¥You are talking in class!™

“Oh! ejaculated Bampson Quincy
Ifley Field. *W-w-was I, sir 1"

“¥Yon were, IMeld! What were you
gaving to Hazeldene?”

“Oh1” Sguwiff crimsoned. © Er—
n-n-nothing speoial, sirt”

“Repent at once whalt you were. sav-

ing to Hazeldeno!” thundered Mr.
Quelch. *I am waiting, Field I”
“[—I—I gaid—-=" stammered the

Australian junior, “* L.=I—I said—"
“Well # barked Mr., Quelch.
“ J—I said you were raulher shirty fo-
day, sir!” gasped Sguiff. ‘
’.I)._'hr: Remove gasped. So did Mr.

Quelch. e grabbed the cane irom his
desk,

“Erteld ! SBland out! Bend over that
desk I

It was “six ¥ for Sguitf. He did not
whisper again in class. He sat wrig-
gling, but very silent. Neither did any
other Removite venture to remark, in
eyen the fainktest of whispers, that
Quelch was shirty that day!

“fish1* barked Mr. Quelch sud-
denly.

“Oh! Yep!" gasped Fisher T. Fish,

Fishy was lounging on hiz form, but
he sat bolt upright as the Remove
master barked at him.

“The Form-room is not a place for
garcless lounging, Fish 7

“Oh! Nope! I poaess not, sit.”

" Cannot vou Sjjll.’ﬂ.ﬁ Iinglizh, IFish, vou
foalish boy?" snapped Mr, Quelch.

EVERY SATURDAY

“During all the time you have been at
Creyfriars you have uiterly failed to
benefit by the instruction you have
received 17

Quelch, evidently, was getting a little
unreascnable.  Wsually, the junior from
MNew York was allowed to talk in his
native language.

“Awl ep ! Bure, sir ! stammered
Fish., *1 guess—" .

“Is that initcnded for impertinence,
Fish 7"

“0Oh! Nope! Not on your life!”
glns.}:ae-il Fish. “I'll surely say nope,
T

“Take two hundred lines, Fish!”

The atmosphers in the Form-room
was growing rather electric.  The
juniors began to wonder whether that
afternoon would ever end.

But it etded at last, and the Remove
marched out, richer by s very unusual
erop of lines, In the quad, Bob Cherry
fanned himself with his hat.

“Thank goodness that's over [ he re-
marked, “Did anybody notice that
Quelchy was rather cross?”

And the juniors chuckled.

“It's that ass, Bunter's, fault'!™
growled Bolsover major, “I'd jolly
well kick him if I knew where he was "

Harry Wharion & Co. found eonsola-
tion in cricket. After a turn at the nets
they came along for refreshing gingoer-
%Op at the school shop. The name of

unter, uttered by two or three fellows,
caught their ears as they were about
to go in, and they looked round., Tor a
moment they wondered whether the
missing Uwl had come back,

But it was not Billy Bunter, It was

a Bunter—but another Bunter—to wit,
Bessie Bunter, from Cliff House School,

The plump schoolgirl blinked round
through the big spectacles that made

i1

her look so like Brother Billy, and came
over to the Famous Five, Thesc polite
and nice-mannered youths lifted therr
hats. Ther were not, perhaps, over-
joved to see any member of the Bunter
tribe, but their manners were Lrre
proachable.

“Where's Billy 7 asked Miss Buntet.

“Not hore,” answered Harry Whar-
ion. “Haven't you heard that Billy's
clearcd off ¥

“Of course I have,” answered Bessie.
“That's why I came over. What is the
fathead up tot”

“Not knowing, can't say ! answered
tob Cherry.

“The Lknowlulness is not tecrifie,
cateemed and beauteous Bessic Y muar-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“His Form-master ought to look for
him | said Bessie, ‘

“ He's been hunting high snd low,”
said Nugent, “but he hasn't been abla
to find him yet.”

“Ha must be an old donkey!” re-
marked Bessic.

“Hem 1"

“ I came over to see if Billv had come
back vyet.” said Bessie Bunter. ™ Are
vou sure he hasn't?”

“ (h, quite ™ ]

“1 wos going to have tea with him.
if he'd come back. Have.you had tea
vet I
TN OR! Not |
: “Then I'll take tea with you, if you
ke

“(Oh 1" gasped Harry., “Dol”

“That's all right,” said Miss Bunter
praciously. “I willl”

And she did.

Instead of refreshing themselves with
ginger-pop after cricket practice, the
chums of the Remove made rather more

(Clontinued on nexi page.)
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extensive purchases from the school
shop and conveyed ithe same to Study
No. 1 in the Remove. Bessic Bunter
sat down to tea with & cheery smile on
her plump face, and the Famous Five,
with their very best manners on, looked
aftor their distinguished puest,

Bessie scemed rather to cenjoy tea in
Study No. 1.

3he did not seem unduly anxious
about the miszsing Billy. Indeed, she
did not mention him sgain.

Her conversation was chiclly about
Miss Elizabeth Buomter. She related
how she had heaten Marjorie at Bad-
minton, and Clara at tennis; how she
was the only really good one st net-ball;
how she knew more history than Miss
Locks did; and how she could, if she
liked, play Miss Bullivant's head off at
wathematica, To all of which the
juniors hstened with their politest
smiles, realimng that there was a strong
family resemnblanes  befween  the
different members of the Bunter clan.
Really, they could almost have fancied
that 1t was Billy in the study |

And then came a sudden interruption,

oy s e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Little Misapprehension !

K. QUELCH started,

M His eyes ghnted,

Ha ¢t his  teeth hard.

Indeed, in the gust of sudden

anger that came over him, he would

probably have actually gritted his
teeth—but they were an expensive -set.

Seldom had the Remove master been
=0 bitterly, iniensely angry. Not even
when Bunter had eseaped him on Conrt-
field Common ! His face became almost
pale with angor.

And the canse of that sudiden, heree
anger, was simply a careless remark
from Bolsover major.

Bolsover did not gee Quelch. The Re-
move master was walking under the old

elms, thinking, in a very irritated
frame of mind, over the peenliar
problems of Bunter. Owing to the

extreme artfulness of Lthe missing Owl,
%uudc’h'h?d learned that he wag stil] in
the vicinity of the school. Then he had
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actually encountered him, only to see
the elusive fat junior slip through his
fingers again. Where was Bunter? How
was he to be found?

The situation was most unpleazant for
Queleh. Other beaks, in Common-room,
made remarks on the subject. Capper
had been heard to say that nothing of
that kind could happen in the Fourth.
Hacker, the master of the Shell, asked
Mr. Queleh every day if the missin
member of his Form had returned, an
raised his eyebrows expressively when
told that he hadn’'t, Prout, the Fifth
Form  master, hoomed unwelcome
advice on the subject

Even the Head appeared to think that
Mr, Queleh ought to have done some-
thing. Bunfer was in his Form., Buk
what could Mr. Queleh do?

Thinking over that knotty problem
ns he paced under the elma, Mr. Quelch
heard the voices of boya of his Form.
Sugniff, with & bat under hia arm, called
to Bolsover major, who was leaning idly
against a tree, with his hands in his
pockets,

“Heen Wharton and his pals?”

Bolsover major chuckled,

“0Oh, they won't be coming
crichet  yet. They're feading
Fnater barvvel in the study.”

*They were coming down to the nets,
angd—="

“Tao bllﬂ}',", I exprok ! You know what
Bunters are, when ﬂlﬁy Iwgin to fnm]J”
choriled Bolsover.

Squiff laughed, and walked away with
liia hat.
~ Mr. Quelch did not laugh ! Far from
it! He stood quile still, as if rooted
to the ground, quivering with anger.

S0 Bunter had returncd!

Bolsaver major's words eould mean
nothing else. True, there was anothey
Bunter at Greyfriars—Sammy Bunter
of the Becond Form. But a Second
Form fag could not be feeding in a
Remove study. The Becond never tea'd
with the Remove. Whe could the
“ Bunter barre]” be, but Bunter?

1f the missing Owl had blown in,
eortainly it was a great velief to My,
Cuelch. It solved his problem.

But that did not prevest him from
fecling intensely angry. Instead of re-

down to
the

B T L e T e e
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The Curlew Patrol wins through

ere’s a thrilling long varn of
school and scouting adven-

ture. A big Scout contest is
due to be held in the district
of 5t. Jim’s, and the Curlew
Patrol, led by Tom Merry,
have a good chance of victory.
But at the eleventh hour the:,r
are the victims of foul p]u.:.r. In
eddition this week's CEM con-
teins a great story of the early

adventures of Harry Wharton
and Co., of Greyiriars,

porting himscell Lo his Form-master, the
young rascal had gone to tea in &
Rermovoe study, just as if nothing had
happened.

And Wharton, hia head hoy, was en-
tertaining the young rvascel to tea, in-
stead of reporting s return, and
relieving the aunxiety under which he
knew his Form-master to bae labouring |

Mr. Quelch camo very near gritting
his teeth, cxpensive as they werel Ha
was in & royval wax !

It did not gecur to bim for 2 moment,
that there was a third membor of tho
DBunter tribe; Bessie of Cliff House, 1lo
had not zeen Bezsie come in; he had not
the faintest idea that she was at Grey.
friars that afternoon: he did not aven
remember her existonee,

Mr. Quelch was not thinking of Chif
Housze Behool, or Clif House givls, Hao
was thinking of Billy Bunter |

For a long moment he stood as if
transtixed. 'Then he sfrode rapudly
round the big elm against which
Bolzover major was earclessly leaning.

Bolsover was whistling, His whistlo
stopped, suddenly, at the sight of his
Form-master, and the expression on his
Form-master's face. He blinked at Ay,
Queleh, in great alarm. Seldom had he
seen the Bemove master Iﬂ-ﬂking &4
angry. He wondered apprehensively
what was the matter with Quelch, il
whether Quelelr lad heard anything of
hizs bullying ameong the fags.

“ Bolsover I rappod Mr. Queleh,

" Y3, siv [ gasped Bolsover mnajor

“I heard what you said to Ficld.”

"D-d-did  you, smir®"  stamnered
Bolsover. He rapidly reviewed, in his
mund, what he had said to Bquiff. 'Lhere
was no harm in it, 20 far as he could
£,
Heo had alluded to Bessic Bunter as
the “ Bunter bavrel.” DBut that was only
a jest. Certainly; it was not in the best
of taste. But surely it was no ocause
for the terrific wrath that he read in
the ecountenance of Henry Samuel
Guelch.

*1 did, Bolsover ! bharked the Roemove
master. "1 heard you say distinetly,
that Wharton and his friends wore
feeding the Bunter barrel—a very coarvse
and odigus oxpression—in the study.”

“I=I shouldn’t have said barrel, zir,
I—I know,” stammered Bolsover, quits
scared by the Remove master’'s look.
“JI—I never meant anything. o

"1t was a coarse and odious expros-
siomn, Bolsover: but it is not of that that [
am spﬂakingl now. I refor Lo your state-
ment to Field, Is it true?”

“True, sir,' stuttered Boltzover. “0Oh,
ves, sirl  INo harm in having a visitor
to tea in a study, sir, is there? It's
allowed = :

“Foan are well aware, Holsover, that
1f that young razeal is in lhe Iowuse,
it should have been made known to me
at once.”

Bolzover fairly gasped. Quelch waa
tn o temper, certainly;  but b was
amazing to hear him speak of a girl
as o young raseal! And he had =aid
that “barrel”™ was a coarse and odious
cxpression ! 8So, undoubtedly it wos—
but did ke think that “ young rascal”
wis any betior? ‘

“However, you are nob to blama,
Bolsover—it is Wharton, my head boy,
who should have reported this to me,
at once. I cin scarcely understand the
negligenee—indeed, hia careless unpor-
tinence, in failing {o apprise me of it."”

Bolsover wnajor could only blink at
hime. It did nat happen often, but it
dlid happen, that the CLff ouse girla
came to tea with their friends in the
Hemove. Bolsover could not begin to
guess why Queleh was making such a

I—
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* Bunter ! You young raseal !

You incorrigible, Insolent young rascal ! ** thundered Mr. Quelch, hurl
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ihe door of

Study No. 1 wide open. ** I shall cane you I I shail——'* The Remove master broke off suddenly at the sight of Bunfer’s
sister Bessie, with a tea-cup in one hand and a jam tart in the other, blinking at him fhrough a large pair of spectacles.

fuss about such a very ordinary incident.

“You were not, by chance, speaking
of Bunter minor, of the Sccond Form ?"
added Mr. Quelch. kle was sure of that;
but he wanted to make assurance doubly
bl

“Bunter minor 1" repeated Bolsover,
blankly. Ob, no, sic "

“It is nov Bunter minor who is at tea
in Wharton's study 1"

“Qn, no, sic!”

*Yery well, Bolsover.”

Mr. Queleh started for the Ilouse with
long strides. Bolsover major stared
aftear him, as he went, utterly ama.zp&,
Quelch, 1t was clear, was in o towering
temper; but why, was a mystery to
Bol=over major.

Mr. Queleh hurried into thoe House.
Ho stepped into his study to pick up

hiz cane. That cane would, of course,
Lo wanted in Stwly NWo, 1 in the
Remove,

A terrifie whopping for DBunter—a
record whopping ! A whopping that 1he
voung raseal would remomber for whole
torins, and that would defingtely euve
him of any desire to run away from
school! And *six™ for Wharton, for
failing to report the missing juuior's
refburn! That was the least he deserved
for =0 carelessly noglecting hus daty as
head boy of the Form! As for Buuler,
a lead's ﬂu% ing was cotning to hime--
but that would come later. A whoppiug
~—g record  whopping—f{rom  GQuelch,
would do for him to go on with !

Mr. Quelch gripped the cane hard,
as e whisked up the stairs. llia gown
strearued out behind im like a Hliader-
cloud.

Fellows wlho saw biun go, stared afler
him. Queleh did net heed themm. 1o
rushed up.the stairs.

He whizzed across {he Remove landing.
He shot ute the Remove passage. lla

arrived almost breallidess at the door of
Study No. 1.

Generally, Queleh knocked at the door.
He was guiie punctilious in such matters.
But he was too angry and exasperated
new to be punctilious,

1le grabbed the door-handie, and
hurled. the door wide openr. It was a
sudden interrnption to tea in Study
No. 1.

Mre., Quelch tore in.

e fairly brandished the cane.

“Bunter ! You young rascal! You
ingorrigible, inzolent young raseal! So
vou are here !’ thundered the Hoemove
master. " Bunter, 1 shall eane vou,
hefora I take you to your headmaster!
I shall—"

Mre. Gueleh broke off suddenldy.

Five juniors, on their feet, stared at
him, in blank wonder, as if hypnotised,
dumnbfounded.

A fat schoolgirl with a feacup in one
hamed, and o jam tart in the other,
slaved at hun through a large pamir of
spectacles

Bessie was as amazed as the Famous
Five. Bhe was alormed ! It was enough
to alarm auy schoolgirl, for an angry
man to rush into the slwdy, brandizhing
& vane, and spluttering with wrath.

Bossie shricked.

* Dovooososooooh

Mr. Quelelr Llinked at her. e had
not hiad the remotest 1dea {hat there
wias & grirl in tho study.

“Who— -7 he gasped, ™ What—""

“{looooh " shrieked Bessie, “Kocop
away! Keep him away! You're uot
oing to cane me!l I won't be eancd!?
'l tell Miss Primrose ! Ooocooool |

* Mr. Quelch—"" gaspod Wharton.

“heep away!” shricked Boessie.
“heep that cane away! 1 won't be
canced ! You've got no right to cane me !
Lrooonoooaoh | :

Mr. Quelen gasped helplessly. e

1]-1

lowered the cane—he put it behind hiwm.
Obvionsly, he had no use for it in Srudy

Neo. L.

"Whaorton ' he gasped. * Where—
where is Buntep?"

* Bunter, sicl” stuttered the caplaia
of the Bemove. “He's not here! Did--
did vou think Bunter was here, sir "

“]—I—I—1 heard—I—I understood—
I-—I—"" Quelch’s face was crimson, and
he stuttered wildly. “I—I certainly
thought—" i ]

“ Bunter hasn’t been here, sirl” said
Frank Nugent, in wonder. “This—this
iz Bunter's sister, sir—""

“ {rosooooooooh 17 from Bessie. * You
bad old man, go away! Go away!”

“I--1 regreot—I—L am sorry—I--1 was
given to understand that—that Buunter
was here ! pasped Mr. Quelech. “I—I
Itad no idea that—that it was—was—was
Bunter's sister——->"

“Uoooooh | Go away ("

“ Beasie came over to toguire after her
birother, sir I" said Bob Cherry. * Bhe—
ghe staved to tea, sir! No harm—"

“Nal Wo! Certainly not ! I—-1
regret, Miss Buater, if—if—if 1 startled
you—I—I supposed-—*

“Ooaolt! Go away! I won't be caned!™
shrieked Bres:ie.

“Nol!l No! I had no intention—none
whatever—-."

“Dooooh |

“I—I thought—I—I1 understood—I—I
—1I heve besn—been deceived—I—I
really regret—"

Stuitering, Queleh faded through the
doorway.

Never, in all his career, had Ienry
Samnel Quelch felt, and looked, so com-
pleto an ass. ke was thankful to get
on the other side of the study door
llarry Wharten & Co. were thankiful,
too, for they could not laugh, till the

(Tontinwed on page 16.)
T Macsyr Lisrany.—MNo. 1,483,
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(Continued ._fra m page 13.)

door closed on Mr. Quelch; and they
felt that their ribs would ecracl if they
did not laugh soon.

L] ¥ * * L L

Ten minutes later, Bolsover major
was sent for, to hus Form-master’s study.
Mr., Queleh’s ludierous mistake, of
course, was entirely due to Bolsever, and
the choice expression he had used con-
cerning  Hessio Buoter.  Mr. Quelch
gave Bolsover six—the toughest six
Bolsover' could remember—for having
alluded to a plump young lady as a
*harrel.” No doubt Bolsover deserved
to be whopped-—but it was very probable
that Mr. auelch gave him a Jittle more
than he deserved !

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.

Haunted !
6 ERROUT of the way ¥ grunted
G. Billy Bunter,
I&f‘;:‘ Tippity Tip Dbreathed

hard through the nose he was
rubbing with grease-paint. .

Dressing-roorn accommodation at
Muccolint’a  Magnificent Circus was
somewhat limited. Magnificent, per-
haps, the circus was, as the signor de-
clared it to be, but the quarters of the
staff were far from magnificent. It
annoved Billy Bunter to have to share
g limited space with Mr. Tip, who was
meking-up in the same canvas-walled
room for the evening show,:

Perhaps it annoyed Mr. Tip, too, but
Tippity was & pgood-tempered, good-
naf‘urc&d little man, used to taking things
as they came—even things like Williamn
George Bunter, 8o Tippity did' not
grumble,
~ Bunter did! DBunter was a far more
important person than Tippity. * Bunto
the Boy Tamer * was billed quite large.
Perhaps it had got into his head a little,
Tippity was only the circus Joey. More-
over, he was under the frown of Signov
Mucecolini, ever since the strange affair
of the ventriloquial doll. Billy Bunter
had a chance to throw his weight about.
He was not the fellow ta let suoch
chances, like the sunbeams, fpass kim by.

Bunter was making-up for the per-
formance, as well as Tippity. There
was one glass of a decent size, and
Bunter wanted it. Any old bit of &
mirror was good enough for the clown,
in Bunter's opinion. 8o, as Mr. Tip
was admiring hia make-up effects in
front of the glass that Bunter wanted,
Mr. Tip was told to get out of the way.

Which he did—breathing rather hard,
Buuter ensconced himself 1o front of ths
glass, where he beheld a refleciion much
more pleasing than that of Mr, Tip—in
his own belief at least.

_Bunter’s fat form was encased in
tights for the show., His ample figure
ghowed to great advantage in that garb.
Bunter could not help admiring that
hgure. There was really a lot of it to
admire.

The fat Owl had had some practice at
make-up, as & member of the Remove

Tee Macxer Liprany.—No, 1,483,
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Dramatic Society. It came in useful
now, Bunter was very careful in his
make-up.  With the circus camped so
near Crreyviriars Sehool, almost every

* (Jay Greviriars fellows came to the per-

formnance. Every half-holiday, there was
8 swarm of the juniors, and often the
cvening performances were honoured by
ithe prezence of Hixth Formers, and
sometimes of Fifth Form men who had
special leave from Prout.

Any Greyfriars fellow who had spotted
Bunter would not, perhaps, have given
hin away to the powers, but certoinly
he would have related it at tho school,
and once it went the rounds of the
achool, 1t was pretty certain to reach
fhe “beaks * sooner or later.

But when Bunter was made-up for the
show, there was little likelihood of re-
cogpnition. His costume was as unlike
that of a Greyfriars Removite as could
be 1magined, and his fat face, when 1t
was weltl daubed with grease-paint, was
gutte unlike Bunter's own., Only his big
spectacles gave a clue to his wdentity.

Dozens of Greyfriars fellows had seen
“Bunto the Boy Tomer ™ in the rin
with Marco. ot one of them ha
dreamed that he was Billy Bunter.
Indeed, no fellow who Lnew Bunter
would have expected to see him any-
where near lions or elephants! Iiven
liad he looked like himself, they might
have doubted the evidence of their eyes !
But he did not look anything like him-
s;aif—am:] he was very careful about
thaft.

“¥ou're a kind-hearted bloke, you
are!” remarked Mr, Tip, as the {fat
junior smirked at the pleasing appari-
tion in the glass,

Bunter blinked round at him.

“Eh! Wharrer you mean ! he asked.

“Btick it on ! said Mr, Tip. “ Put it
on thick ! Youn can’t put it on too thick!?
Don'i let 'em see your features.”

The fat junior gave a start. For a
mement, he fancied that Tippity had
guessed that he was using grease-paint
as a disguise, 1t fear of being recog-
nised and marched back to school.

“Jest kind-heartedness, ain't 1677 said
Mr. Tip. “You know it would spoil the
evening for the people in front if they
saw your features. E\"ilat ¥

Billy Bunter gave the sarcastic Mr.
Tip & wrathful blink. I e realised that
Tippity had not pueszed that he had =
secret to keep. Alre. Tip was only in-
dulging in zarcasm.

“Look here, you checky ass!”
¢laimed Bunter.

Mr. Tip shook his head,

* Ask me anything else 1™ he implored,
TAnything but that! Wait Ul you've
got that face covered up before you ask
me to look there! My eyesight ain't
strong | It wouldn't stand it |

Bunter breathed wrath.

" And how long are you going to stand
in front of that glass,” went on Mz,
Tip. “I want it when you're through.”
" You can have it when I'm done with
1t 1" snapped Bunter.

“The question is, can I retorted
Mr. Tip, "I'mexpecting every minule
to hear it go crack |

Bunter's fat face was red with rage,
under his grease-paint. He was not,
f{erhnps,_ the handsome fellow he De-
ieved himself to be. But even Bunter's
face would not have cracked a looking-
glass,

“Do yon know what happens ta
cheeky cads at my school 7 he bawled.

“Tdon’t | answered Mr. Tip. " But
I s’pose you de!l 1 s'pose you've been
through !

“They get kicked ! roared DBunter.
“Hee? When a cheeky rotter cheeks his
betters, ha gets jolly well kicked 12

“Thes “*ust have uzed wp a lot of

ik R

boot-leather on you " remarked Me. Tip
thoughtfully.

Billy Bunter did not answer that. lle
WaS g‘ettmrg the worsk of this war of
words. Words were wasted on  this
cheeky clown, and Bunter was' going to
proceed to action.

Cheeky cads, as he had said, were
kicked at Greyfriars. He was going to
kick Tippity.

Az an important member of the com-
pany, dealing with an unimportant
wmember, he considered that he might
venture upon that drastic proceeding,
especially as Tippity was under the
frown of the cireus-master, and not at
all sure that the “ sack ™ was not coming
his way.

As Bunter did not answer, the clown
turned to his little mirror, to get on
with his making-up.

Then Bunter turned on him,

M. 'l'i]p’a back being turned, he was
favourably placed for the Lkicking he
deserved, and Bunter barged across this
dressing.room behind him,

My, Pip grinned into his micror.

In that mirror, he had a full view of
the fat Owl, a circumstance that did not
cccur to Bunter at the moment,

_But he did not stiv till Bunter was
just behind him, and his foot lLifted to
deal ont the well-merited punishment.

Then Me. Tip spun round swiftly.

A fat ankle was suddenly grasped, as
Bunter's foot swep® the air, and Bunter
gave a startled yelp, as he hopped on

one leg.
0w "
“(Zo it I said Mr, Tip encourngingly.
“Ow! Leggo! DBeast! Leggo!”

howled Bunter.

He hopped frantically on one leg, The
other was safe in Tippity Tip's grip.
Mr. Tip grinned cheerfully at Bunter.

“"Hop it 1" he said. “Say, that turn

would bring down the house! Like tu
put this through in the ring ?”

“ Leggo " shrieked Bunter, “I shall
fall over! Beast! Leggo!”

Bunter hoopped frantically. Oaly by

a series of boluncing trvicks did he save
himself from a fall. 1le hopped, and
sgqueaked, and yelled., DWre 'gip, ap-
pavenlly deriving entertainment from
this unrehearsed performance, walked
round the  dressing-room,  taking
Bunter's foot with him under his arm.
?untur hopped after him on the othoe
eg.

“Will you legge 77 shrieked DBunter.
“I'll have you sacked! I'll inake thar
dago sack you! You cheocky bueast,
loggo 1

imp !

Bunter missed 8 hop and sab down!
He sat down suddenly and hard. Mr.
'ﬁ‘jp, releasing his foot, prinned down at

1,

“Thot's not a bad turn!” he ro
marked. “ Bhall we rehearse it again*”

“Urrrreggh ' gasped Bunter.

Tippity, grinning, went back fo his
mirror. Billy Banter sat and gurgled
for breath. Tippiiy took no further
notice of him. Buat Bunter was takin:
some further notice of Tippity. dle
gave the fat little cough which was u
prelimivary to his ventriloguial stunis
He had quite given up the idea of kick-
mg Tippity. But ihere were oiber
ways.

“Tip!” suddenly barked the aggroes-
give, unpleasant wvoice of Sigour
Muccolini from outside the doorway of
the dressing-room. )

'_l'ifplty spun round from his mirror.

' es, bDES 1

“How dare wvou play such trickal
You're sacked | Do you hear? Sacked !
barked tho signor's voice.

“h, crimes |” gasped Mr. Tip.

“Don’t show up in the ring to-night !
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You're not wanted there!
the circus ! You're sacket

I—=1 say, boss—" stammered the
dismayed TVippity.

“You're sacked [*

Mr. Tip stood staring in the doorway.
The signor had not appeared in sig
there; but the barking, aggressive voleo
seemed to come clearly through the
canvas partution from the passage.

“(th, holy pokers!” gasped Mr, Tip.
“1-—I—1 say, boss—"" .

There was no answer, Tippity looked
at Dunter. Bunter was grinming, A
nnnute ago Tippity had been grinning.
Now he was extremely scrions, and i

was Bunter’s furn to grin.  And the fat
Owl grinned.

W That teara it!™ =aid Mr. Tip
dismally.

“Berve you jolly well right!” said
Bunter. And he went back to the
beautiful view in his looking-glass.

Tippity did not heed him. He went
out into the canvas-walled paseage,
where Mareo was standing, in talk with
Wrigglea, the conlortienist. Signor
Mueeolini was not to be seen.

“Has the boss gone " asked Mr. Tip.

Mareo locked round at him.

“The boss? He ha=n't been herel”
he answered.

“0Oh, don’t be a hass!” zaul the dis-
tressed Mr., Tip. * Ain’t he jest howled
in at my door that 'm sacked? You
must have heard him ™ .

The two cirens men stared at T]ppl!.y.

“Toave it alone, Tippity '™ advised
Wrigeles, “Give it up, and stick fo
pure, unadulterated water 1”

“I ain't pushed one back to-day!”
haoted AMr. Tip. " 2Mean to say you
didn't see the boss, and hear him howl
at me that I'm sacked!”

 Mucky's in the ring, and he hasn't
been here, old man” answered Marco

raothingly., " You're dreaming 1
"_["“ Ha ain't Dbeen here?" gasped M,
ip. )

ke almost foltered bLack into the
dressing-room. He blinked at Billy
Ruanter. Bunter chuckled.

e

“This here eirveus is baunted !” zaid
Alr. Tip, with conviction. * It's bloom-
ing well hagnted | Fust that there doll,
J-ﬁm, begins 1o talk on his own the
other doy. MNow there's voices—yooman
voices ! I Teard Mucky's voiee plain—
plain as your face, and that’s Fllifitlg‘ 8
lot! And he wasn't there! 1 tell you,
ihis blinking circus is haunted 1”

Billy Bunter grinned as he rolled out
of the dressing-room. DBut Tippity Ti
did not grin. Ile was quite worrie
and perplexed about the mysterious
voice ithat haunted Muccolini’s Magnifi-
cent Circus,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Coker Makes a Stariling Discovery!

¢ ITAT'S the new turnl?
E remarked Coker of the Fiith.
“Bunto the Boy Tamer!”
vemarked DPotter, logking at
L= programimae,
“He hasn't been zlimming ! obzerved
(irecene.
Hat, if vou like!" agrecd Coker.
Coker & Ca. of the Fifth Formm were
patronising the cirens. They had scen
it before, but they were paying anolher
vizit, to zee the new turn=—Dunto the
Bay Lion-tamer. Horace Coker had
told his friends that it was worth a
eccond visit to seo the new turp, and as
Uoker was standing the scats, Potter
and Creene agreed that it was, So
there Lthey were, sitting in tho front
row of the half-crown seats, and they
gave s#pecial asttention to ihe new turn
when Bunto the Boy Tamer appearcd.
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fiFat as Dunter ¥ said Coker, wiith a
grin.

“ Fatter [ said Potter.

Mareo the King of the Lions had
been through his thrilling tuen, with
Brutus, Pericles, and Apollo. Now

sar's capge was wheeled into the
arena, and Cmsar's deep roar echoed
and re-echoed. To all appearance,
Casar was as trucalent a beast as any
of the other lions; but appearances
were deceprive, Cmear was as tame as a
white rabbit; otherwise, there would
certainly have been no “Bunto” turn
starred on the circus bills,

Billy Bunter was quite used to Cmanr
by thiz time, and on the most friendly
terms with the old hon. But to the
“people in front ” the turn locked thrill-
ing encugh, as the fat Ewth strutied
into tho hon's cage, and the grated door
was closed on him,

_ Marco stoad at the cage door, with an
irgn bar in his hand, oz if 1In readiness
should hiz help be wanted. But that
was only a theatrical effect, to give the
sundience an impression that there was a
spice of danger, and let the public bave
its money’s worlh.

All eyes were on the fat ﬁ?ura in the
-"-a%ﬂ. There were rounds of applause.
Billy Bunter's eyes beamed through his
apectacles. Bunter was enjoving this
e liked the limelight. In the lon's
cage he was getiing it.

He commanded Cw®sar to stand up,
and the great lion reared up on his hind
legs, He squeaked “ Dammi la zampa,”
and Cmwsar extended a huge paw, and
shook hands with the boy tamer.

Then “ Bunto * sat astride of the lion’s
back, and gambelled round the cage
with kim. KEvery now and then, unob-
served Ly the audienee, he gave the lion

a touch that Cwaear wnderstood, and
there was a deep roar.

“Wanis =ome nerve,” remarked
FPotter,

“ Yes, rather ! agreed (ireene.

“0h, I den't know ' zaid Coker. It
was only necessary for any fellow to
state an opinion, for Coker to adopt the
oppoeiie gne, ¥ I helieve 1hat's the lion
that escaped from the cirens the other
ti’a_,}'. and rave the girls ot U Hopse s
fright. Me doesn’t scem lo have dono
any damage while he was loogse™

“Tike Lo moet him ont of his coge?”
arked Polter, with a wink af Greene,

“Well, I faney be's preity tame !
said Coker. “If he's the same lion that
pot  Joose, that kid Bunter of the
Hemove ran into hun at Chif Mouse,
ad I've heard helped to capiorve him.
S0 he can't be very dangerous™

* He looks 1.7

“Looks ain't everything ' said Colker

orarnlarly.
“That's lucky for some 1IJ“UF|‘-"-5"
mrrrured  Potter, with a glanee at

tlorace Coker’s rugged countenanes.
“lh? What did vou ay, otter #*
“F zanl you're quite right, old chap!
I dave =ay that beon is awlolly tame.
Look here! They let people voluniecer
io go into the cage ot thiz cirena. You

going to do it1" i
“Hit  wdignified for a  Greyiriars
soniar 1" answered Coker. ¥ OUtherwite

I'id cfo ot hilee a shot 1

Whereat  Potler  Dbestowed  another
winlk on Greene, amd Greene grinned.
Dioeh of themn had rather @ suspicion thae
bEowas nob moerely the dignily of a Grey-
friara =enior {hal kept Horace Cokor on
the safe side of tha bars

“Look  at  thatl” said
“ Docsn’t 1hat want nerve?™

Bunto the Boy Tawmer had lain down
on s podgy back, on the Roor af the
c]agm Cwezar laid a huge paw on hia
chest,

Ytanding over the fat Opure the paw

Potter.
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on his chest, Cmesar lifted up his head,
and gave utterance to a tremendous
roar that woke every echo of the circus

tent. Even Coker was a little
1n1|}1*|m::‘~33d. But he was not guin% to
m]_rglit it.  What he had eaid, he had
sa1

* Well, if he's tame——" he romarked.

“Oh, ifI” agreed Potter. ' He doesn’t
look awfully tame lo me.”

“You're rather an ass, Potter [V

“Well, I jolly well wouldn’t like to do
what that fat kid's doing ™ =aid Potter.
s Very likely 1” said Coker, shrugging
his shoulders.

And  yeu  jolly  well
eitther 1 said Potter tartly.

“Don’t be an ass, Potter 1™

"¥ou jolly well—-"

“"Don't be a cheeky ass
You'd better shut up

“1 jolly well think—"

“I said shut up [* Coker pointed out.

Potter, breathing vather hard, shut
up, Coker was standing the seats, so it
was up to hiz pals to stand Coker.

“MNow that kid does an elephant
turn,” said Coker, when Caesar’s cage
was drawn out. “I don't say he's bad—
but there’s not mueh in it

The circus audienee, however,
appeared to think that there was some-
thing in it. They gave Bunto cheecrs
when he was taken up in Rajah’s trunk,
and carried round the ring.

Then Bunto lay down in the tan,
and the gigantic quadruped stepped
over him.  That part of the “{urn®
always gave Billy Bunter an awkward
moment ; bubt with Mareo's eyes on him,
he sueceeded n playing up.

After which, Eajah knelt down, and
Bunto clambered on his baek, and Tip-
pity Tip followed him up, Bunter faced
forward; My, Tip, behind him, faced
tha tail

Rajah sztalked round the ring amid
cheets and laughter. This was part ‘of
the turn that did net please Billy
Bunter.  Tippity Tip introduced a
comie element intoe the performance,
quite superfluous, from Bunter's point of
view,

Morcover, Mr. Tip stood on his feet,
atl then on his honds, on the elephant's
back, as they paraded the ring, an acro-
batic performance that Bunter could not
have put up to save his fat life. Billy
Dunter had not been & cireus star long.
but he alrendy had his full ajlowance of
professional jealousy. and liked to get
the *hands.”

Mr, Tip, always remembering
Bunter’s polished manners in the dress-
ing-room, al:o had the check to play
tricks on the fat Owl. Standing on his
hancls, he tickled the back of Bunter's
neck with his toe. :

w1 gasped Bonter, lurehing in his
seat. Y What's that? Bother yoo, yon
s1lly ass, chuck it!  Wharrer you up
t‘ﬂ?”

“Ha. ha, ha1” Came from the people
in_front. ,

The clephant tewered past in front
of the row of scats where sat Ucker &
(Ca. For the first time they had a close
view of Bunto the Boy Tamer, and his
squeaking voice reached their cars,

Mr, Tip, instead of chucking it, as
Bunler vequested, persisted in being
plaviul,  Still upside down, on his
hands, he tapped DBunter on the back of
the head with his foot,

Y Stappit 1 vellod Bunter,

“Oh ™ ronred Mre, Tip. “I've hurt
niy toe! I've banged my toe on a lump
of wood ! Oh 1?

“Ha, ha, hal” chortled the audience,

“You cheeky beast1” howled Buntar.
“You wait till we get off this beastly

Tue Magyer Lisrany,—No. 1,483

wouldn't,

Patter !
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elephant, and I'll jolly well punch your
thé%ky head }* i g X
“You'll have to get on the elephant
again to reach it retorted Tippity.
*Ha, ha, ha!”
The clephant lumbered on. Coker of
the ¥ifih stared after it and its two
riders with a Axed, astounished stare.

“Did you fellows hear that?” he
gasped, “Did you hear that fat kid's
volee 7 Idd you hear it?  Don't you

know it #*

* Blessed if it didn’t sound—" said
Polter, equally startled. **But—but it
conddn’t bpe—"

“It couldn't—" said Greene.

“Haven't you heard that squeak often
enough at Grevfriavs?"  exelaimed
Coker excitedly, * Bunter's missing—
he's somewhere near the school, and
nobody knows where or what he's up
to! That's Bunter I

“It can’t be [” gasped Potter.

“It is1” said Coker, with conviction.

* But it can’'t—" said (reene.

“Fye said.that it is 1" hooted Colrer.

After which, of course, there was
nothing more to be said. Y Horace
Coker of the Greyfriars Fifth said that
it was, it was, whether it was or not!

——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

i UR  knock! sald Harry
Wharton.

It was the following after-

1NGon, That afternoon the

Remove were booked to play the Shell,
and Lolh Jjunior teams Wwerg oW on
Little Side. The captain of the Hemove
had pecvformed that first duty of a
skipper—winning the toss—and elected
to bat Grst. :

Hobsou & Co. of the Shell went nto
the field. Harry Wharton was bidding
Boly Cherry and Vernon-Bmith, who
were opening the innings, to pull up
their socks and knock the Shell bowling
skvhigh, when a Fiith Form man
appeared on {ho seenc.

“Here, Wharton 1”7 called out Coker
of the Fifth. .

I'HMF}. Wharton did not even look at
11178,

The Fifth Form at Greviviars had a
good opinion of themselves, and agreed
that the Lower Fourth were very small
beer.  But no other Fifth Form man,
probably, would have had the neck to
mterrupt a junior captain just ab the
start of a ericket match.

Bob and Bmithy took up their places
at the wickets, and Smithy got the bowl-
ing from Stewart of the Shell, Harry
Wﬁarmn. cavefully ignoring Colier, had
hiz cves on the Bounder as he wielded
the willow., But o grab at his shoulder
jerked him round, and he had to turn
s exves on Coker of the Iifth instead.

“I called you!™ snapped Coker
“Didn't vou hear me, you young assi"

“Get ont 17 :

“Whas "

“Buzz off, fathead! Do vou want to
be kicked out¥” demanded the captain
of the Remove. " Here, you men, prod
him

The waiting batsmen were all ready
to prod Coker, They were prepared to
give lwm as much prodding &s was
required to hasten his departure. Half
a dozen of them cireled round Coker
with willows to the fore,

“Don't play the goat, vou fags [* said

Coker, frowning, “I  want  you,
Wharton 1™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Can't  you see we're plaving

ericket ¥ he asked.
“Nover mind that !
Tug Macyer Lippany.—No. 1,483,

THE MAGNET

“Oh, my hat! Look here, are you
going, or are you wailing to be prodded
off ¥ Bay. which I

“0Oh, prod him!” growled Johnny
Dull.

“The prodfuliess i3 the proper
Eq.pa:-!rt” declared Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh,

Coker, with an effort, reztrained his
wrath.

“You're head boy of the Remove,
Wharton,” he said. “You've got to
attend to this. It's about Bunter”

“ Blow Bunter

“Will vou listen to me?” hooted
Coker. “Keep those bats away, you
voung rotterz! I'll jolly well—*

“Hold on, vou men!” said Harry.
“1f the fathead’'s pot anything to say let
him get it off his chest. But buck up,
Coker—we're buay. ™

“I don't want any cheek, Whorton I”

“Cut it short 1"

Coker breathed hard. He was
tempted fo smite that cheeky mob of
junitors’ hi%:r and thigh. But even Colker
realised that a erowd of fellows with
cricket bats would put in most of the
smifing, if smiting began. With an
effort he controlled his wrath, and went
on

“I've found Bunter !

At which statement

the BRemove

Our clever Greyliriars Rhymester

has ** missed the boat** with his

l “ Imterview ** this week, but he’s !

promised us a really brilliant set

of verses next week, written around

GEQORGE TUBB, the captain of
the Third Form.

cricketers began to fake a little interest
in Coker's remarks, True Billy Bunter
was of absoluiely no consequence 1n
comparison with cricket. Still, he had
been missing from school for o week or
more, and it wasz an inbriguing mystery
what had become of him.

—— 1

“Youwve found him!” exclaimed
Peter Todd, .

“Yes, I have., I spolicd him last
evenlng.”

“Well, if vou have, you needn’t shout
it ont all over the school,” said Tom
Redwing., “No business of yours to givo
Bunter away.”

“You shut up, Redwing! Now, lock
here, Wharton,” said Coker impres-
gively, “I'm speaking to you as head
boy of Queleh's Form, Bunter's got to
be fetched back, [ suppozoe you know
that., A  Greyfriars kid ecan’t be
allowed to run away from school and
mix up with all sorts of riff-raff. ¥You
can chuck tlns and go and get him—
sea 1

“I can sce my:ell doing 18! said
Havry. iz

“Iv's rather an awkward %msetmt: for
me " explained Coker.  “If the Head
Lad the sense to make I'iith I"orm men
prefects it would be different. If I
wera & prefect I should repovi Bunter,
But I'm nof.  Well, if a fellow who
ien’t & prefoct veportz a fellow 1t would
look a bit like—like "

Y1t would Jook like sneaking,™ sand
Marry=—"and it would look like sneak-
ing beecause it would be exactly that I

* At the same titne,” continned Colior,
“1 ean't lot this po on. Knowing whore
ihe voung ase 13, I can’t let hon stay
out of school.™

“Why ot mind vour ewn business "
asked IHarvry.

Coker glaved nt him, That resouree,
ovidently, had nol ocenrvad to Coker,

“Don't be choeky, Wharton ! I'm tell-
ing vou this as head boy of the IMorm.

You can go atd fetch Bunter in. Then
it will be all righs."”

“Is that all ¥ asked Harry, with one
gye on the balsmen, who were running.
“Yes, that's all”

“Thank goodness!
and play [”

“You'd beiter go at onpe-——*

“Fathead [™

Coker clenched his hands. It was
very hard for CUoker to tolerate cheek
like this from the Tower Fourth,

“ But where iz Bunter 1" asked Squiff.
“Have you really seen him, or did you
only dream 36 3™

“Don't be cheeky, Field. Buater's at
the circus—Muccolini’s Circus.”

“Rot! The performance
votb. ™

“You young ass, I mean he's joined
the cirens,”

“Wha-g-nt 7"

Coker had attepntion now !
stares were fixed on him.

Harry Wharton and his chums ex-
changed a quick look, They had sus-
E&ntndﬂ-—mﬂm than suzpecled—that Billy

unter had found refuge ab the circus.
It locked as if Coker really had dis-
coverad something,

“I dare say you kids have secen a
name on the circus bills,” said Coker.
“ Bunto the Boy Tamer—=

“I've seen bhim in the ring." said
Squiff. “What about bim ¥

" EHe's Bunter.”

“What 1”

It was quite a yell of astonizshrnent.
Even the c!;-atsmen making the running
were forgotten for & moment.

“Burprised vou, I dare say!” said
Coker, ‘”Ih‘r'r-:-'ll, I was at the show last
evening with Potter and Greene. We
all saw him. I never knew it was
Bunter till 1 heard him tafking, Then
I knew. The young ass has joined the
circuz, and he's doing a turn with lions
and elephants—— *

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's not & laughing matter!™
snapped Colker, “A Greyfriavs chap
can't be allowed to carry un like thac
Potier and Greene don’t believe that i
was Bunter——"

“Then they're not so poity asz you,
old bean " said Peter Todd.

“Don’t be cheeky! I'm absolutely
sure of it !” said Coker. * 1 thought of
telling Quelch when I eame back, but—
but—well, 1 can't very well tell Quelch.
At the same lime I can't let it go on.
I've heard, too, that the circus 13

INow run away

ian't on

Astomshed

moving on seon, and Bunter will have
to be fetched away before it goes., As
head boy of Quelch’s Form, Wharton,
it's up fo you. You see thab?"

“Not quite,” said Harry.

“Well, I'm telling vou eo,” said
Coker, as 1f that settled it, “1 ean't

allow it to go on, of conrse.”

“Is it auny bizney of yourst®"

“LI've told you not to be cheekyl
Cut off and get 1t over!" suid Coker.
“Az it's & half-holiday this afternoon,
vou can get away, and bring Bunter
back, and that's that! But don't waste
time,”

“Ilaven't you noticed that wo're
plaving cricket this afternoon ¥ in-
quired the captain of the Hemove.

“Your fag game doesn't matier]
snapped Coker. *That young ass has
got to be fetched back., I've told you
where Le 13 Now—""

¥ You've said your plece, Coker”
remarked IFrank Nugent. " Now run
away [+

“You're sure you've pob i right,
Coker?"” asked Peter Todd. “ Bure
he's Bunto the Doy Tamer? 1le's not
Marco, the IKing of the Idons, or
Bignor DMuccolini, or Tippity, the
clown, or Zarg [he Queen of the Ring,
oLl
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THE GREAT AIRMAN, who thoroughly
tested this model glider — SAYS

"“"MMa, ha, ha ¥

Evidently the Remove fellows regarded Coker's startling
information rather as & joke,

Coker glared.

Lia, at least, was quite certain of it. Potter and Greene
doubted. And they hed pointed out to Coker that, anyhow,
it did not coneern Fifth Form men. But that was not good
enough for Coker., Attending solely to his ‘own concerns
had never been one of Coker's weaknesses.

“Bob's got the bowling,” said Tom Brown; and the
Removites turned away from Coker to watch the game.

“Look here, Wharton—"

* Well hit !” shouted Wharton, as Bob Cherry steered the
ball eleverly past second ship, and the batsmen van,

*You young swee =1

“That’s two—three ! exelaimed
Remove, “Good old Bob! By Jove, he—— Yaroooh

Wharton gave a vell as a grip on his shoulder spun him
round. He glared at Coker's wrathful face,

“You silly idiot, chuek it }'* he roared

“¥You checky young ass, I've told you what you're to do!
Arve you going to do it?* heoted Coker.

*Buzz that silly ass off ¥ yelled the
Remove.

Evidently it was a ease for prodding Words were wasted
on Coker of tha Fifth. Squiff linged with his bat, and
Coker let po Wharton's shoulder with a wild howl,

‘You young—— Whoonp | Peter Todd lunged, as did
Tom Brown and Johmny Bull, and Frank Nugent. Dats
lunged at Coker on all sides.  They lunged hard, “VYou
young sweeps! Yoop! You—you— Yaroool !

Lo it 1

“Kick him out!™

*Cut off, Coker !™

“QGive him a few more I

“Ila, ha, La!™

“Will you stoppit?” yelled Coker, retreating hefore the
prodding bats, “1 tell yon—— VYoop ! [ sav—— Yarooogh !
I'H emash you! Ow! I'll spiflicate the lot of yvou! I'll——
Whoop !’

“Ha, ha, ha !’

Coker of the Fifth retreated. He was not a fellow to
retreaf, Hf he could help it. But a fellow, prodded by six
or geven ericket bats, all at once, had no choice sbout it.
The willows clumped on Coker, and they clumped hard. e
roared, he raved, and he rallied; but he was deiven before
the prodding bats, and he had to retreat. Back went Coker,
raging, and the chuckling juniors followed him up, prod-
ding and 'lunEiﬂg till his retreat hecame a flight.

Horace Coker was feeling rather damaged v the time he
ot off Little Side, ?

“Come back and have some more, Coker ™ roared Jolinny
Ball, brandishing his bat. 2

“Ha, ha, hal

But Coker did not eome back for mare. 1[e seeined to
have had omough. And the Removites turned back to the
gaine, ad in a few minutes forgot the existence of Coker
of the Wifth, important as he was,

Lhe

L)

the ecaptain  of

eaptonm of  fhe

——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unwelcome Visitor !
i @IT np i commanded Billy Bunter.

Clmasar sab up in the sawdust.

Bunter placed a biseuwit on his nose.

" Bunto the Doy Tamoer ¥ was teaching the ol lian
o new trick-—sitting up to beg for biscuits.  Cwpsar, who
liked bBisewrts, was nol unwilling 1o learn that trick,

The fat junior was =0 used to Cmsar by this time that he
wig as cpsy and confident in his presencee as i that of o
cab or a Jdopr,  Old Uwesar was ns tame as either, floree as
he looked., Morcover, he had teken o hiking to Binder -
perhaps becanse Banter always fed him. That was the way
1o Bunter’'s own fat heart, amd he had found 31 8 siecess
with Casar.

Ho tame was the cheery old lion that he was oflen allowed
ont of his cape, and followea ot Marco's beels about the
cirens like a dog. At the present moment Boaoter Lad him
i the ring.  There was no performance doe ver, amd Boender
wid the hon hod the civens tent fo themsedvis,

Remove foellows would have found it hard to beliove that
Billy Bunter had ecmmpleie centrol of o fieree-dooking lion,
" and that Ceesar would follow hiry at a call, and oboy evory
urdor and sign be gave. Jut =0 it was, wad the fat Owl of
the Hemove fancied himsf no end of a hontanwy.,  Ils
was even prepared (o put oo Blile work at the job he had
taken an, which the Hemove fellows might have fonnd it
still harder to bhelieve,

(eesar sat up on his hawnches, with the bseait balanced
aon lis nose, e wanted that bisewit, but he did not think
of gobbling it till ho received thie sign from his trainer.

“(ia!” said Dunter.

{Continued on next page.)

1

) for the coupons from 2
packets of “ PUFFED” RICE
or “PUFFED"” WHEAT

Rather marvellous, isn’t
it, to be able to fly the
same model glider that C, W. A. Scott, the great
England-Australia fiyer tested specially and said “ it
glides and loops splendidly I

You can do it just by sending in the coupons cut from
the side of 2 packets of *“ PUFFED * WHEAT or
“PUFFED*” RICE (or one from each), and the
wonderful QUAKER GLIDER, which Scott tested,
will then be sent to you FREE !

“ Puffed” Wheat and ** Puffed’ Rice are the

“ different ” breakfast foods—the famous * foods shot
from guns,” so light, tasty and crunchy, that everyone
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The bisenit dropped into the mighty
jaws. and vanished.

Pavker, the animals” keeper, came 1n

by the staff entrance, and looked
round. ? :
“(h. lere vou are, sir!” he said.

“I've been looking for yout"

“0Lh, I want you, Parker!" said
Bynter. “Lie down in the sawdust
here.’

" Rut——

“Do a3 I tell you!” snapped Bunter
irritably.

Parker gave him a look. He did
not think very much of the fat star
of the circus. But Marco did, =0
Parker had to tee the line.

* PBut, sir,” he said, *I ecame to tell

rog—"
: “Don’t jaw!” said Bunter. * Lie
dovwn here! I'm teaching Cesar a
trick, Shut up, and do as you're told
—gep 1Y

Parker resisted a temptation to fake
the fat junior lyv the scruff of his fat
neck, and give him the shaking of his
life. He did as he was told.

He extended himself on his back in
the tar. Old Cmsar blinked at him,
and waited for a sign from his master,

Bunter raised s fat hand.

“Cuard him ! he said.

Cmsar crept towards Parker, and
placed a huge paw on his cheat. The
keeper was not, of ecourse, alarmed,

thougih to a stranger’s eyes it would
have bzen rather a thrilling sight.

Bunter .made another sign with his
hand., Cesar openced his pgreat jaws
and roarved. i

“ Now—==" Bunier was going on.

“] came here to tell you—"" said
Parker.

“Don’t interrupt me, Parker!”

“(0h, all right1” said Parker. * Dut
there's somebody called to see you—->"

Dunter jumped. :

“Somebody to see me!” he ejacu-
lated. * Whot"

A vision of Mr. Quelch, with a cane
in his hand, Bfnated before Bunter's
eves. At that terrifving vision the star
of the cireus hocame the runaway
schoolboy again.

“A voung gentleman, sir, came and
asked to see voul”

“0Oh, a young one!” exclaimed Bun-
ter, in great relief.  Me Quelch gould
not, by the widest stretch of imagina-
tion, have been deseribed as a *young ”
gentleman. “ Do you mean o school-
Loy ¥

“'-3.'[‘.&_"

“Teast " hissed DBunter.

Parker stared at him.

“You can get upl” snapped Dunler.
“(io and tell him I'm not here”

“What !

“I—I mean—" stammered Bunter.

“Well, what do vou mean?’ natur-
allv inquired Parker, as he picked him-
self up out of the sawdust.

Runter paused. The tervifying vision
of Queleh with a cane vanished. DBut
it was almost uz alarming to hear that
a schoolboy had enlled and asked to
gee him, It was sure to be & Grey-
frinrs fellow, and he had no doubt that
it. was one of the Famous Five.

I{e knew that the chums of the Re-
move suspected his hiding-place.  Thex
had looked in at the circus camp one
dax for him, and he had got md of
them by playing a ventriloguial trick,
and landing them in a row with the
cirens people. Now one of the beasts
had looked in again—he had no doeubc
of tiat.

¥ Liook lere, go and kick him out "

Tue Macxer Ligrary.~Nao. 1,483
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said Buonter. “Tell him I don’t want
to see him, ood kick him owt, scef”

“I'l tell hime you dom't want to see
hiine [ answeved L'arker, going fowards
the exit

“Hold
Bunter,

Farker held oo,

Billy Bunter wrinkled lhis fat brows
in worried thought, It was easy mmu,ﬁh
to twrn away o Grexfriars fellow who
wanted to zee him, But if that fellow
knew he was there, and chose to talk
about it at the school, Bunter’'s gama
was up. He knew that the Pamous IMive
could have said nething, so far, about
what they suspeeted, or Quelch would
have looked in at the civens alrcady.
After all, they woere not the fellows fo
give & fellow away. B5till, it was cor-
tainly wiser to be civil, in the circum-
stances.

“Look here, tell him I'm very busy.
and I'm sorry I ran't see him now,”
said Bunter. *“Tell him any day next
werk will be all right.”

“We shall be gone on to Wapshot
next week ¥ Parker reminded him. Hoe
thought Bunter miust have {forgotten
that. Bunler hadn'e!

“Tell him what I've said, and don't
jaw M snapped DBunter.

“Oh, all right ("

Parker left the ring.

Billy Bunter gave an angry grunt.
e was rather anxions for the cirens
to move on and get eway from the
ﬁ-eri]mw vicinity of Greyiviars. Bo far,
2
h

on, thongh!” exclaimed

had carried on undiscovered: but

@ was upncasy so hear the school. lle

would have been still more uneasy had

he known of the discovery Coker of the
Fifth had made the previous evening.

Parker came back in a couple of
minutes, and Bunter gave him an sngry
blink through his big spectacles,

“1f you please, sir, the voung gentle-
man savs I}':e wanta to see vou”

“RBot 1" snorted Dunter,

“He told me to ask yvou if youw'd
rather sce Quelch, sie ™

“0Oh erikey 1™

Parker stared at him  eoriouwsly
Nobody ot the cirens knew that Bunter
had run away from school. They knew
that he beloenged to Greyfviavs, but it
was nnderslood that he had leave of
absenee from his headmaster, But the
fal junior's obvions unwillingness to see
one of his schoolicllows made Parker
VEry curiouns.

Bunter blinked at him in suspicions
glarm. HMe wondered if Parker knew
who Quelch was, DBut the eirens man,
of course, had wpever heavd the nauw
aof & Greviviars Form-master.

I'avker did not know how alarming
Lis message was, But it filled DBilly
Bunter with the deopest alarm. Tt was
o threat! Tt meant that if ha did not
see the sehoolboy who had called ab the
eircus, that schoolboy would zend Queleh
after him. lle had to sce the unwel-
come vistbor.

STt tell
Buntoer,

“Yes, sir ! said Parker.

“Tut-tet-tell i ! Bonter paused.
“Laook herve, fake hin into ey dressing-
room. Lell him I'm coming.™

“¥es, &irl”

Parker woent oul again. Thi fat
juntor keitted s podgy brows,  That
message about Quelch, of course, meant
that the ealler hnew who he was—hknew
that “*Bunto ¥ was Bunter ! ¥e had to
gon Lthe beast and prevail on him to
keep fF dark, e wondered which of
the Famous Five 1t was—Whavion, most
likely, WMo doubt the brast had cowme

kb

hin—— stammerod

there to persaade him to return to
school, hlow him!

He had to sce him! A malicious
glimmer came into the little round eves
belind the big round spectacles.  He
called to Cmsar! He was going to see
that wnwelcome visitor—and take the
lion with him, and jolly well give the
beast a fright !

“Cesar! Follow!™ barked Bunter.

And the lion walked at his heels as ho
left the ring and headed for his dress-
1ng-Loo,

At the doorway he made a sign to
{lesar, who cronched outside as Bunter
went in. It only needed o call from
Bunter to cause the big lion to charge
intg the room with a terrific roar—
which, Bunter considered, would make
that schoolboy sorry he had called !

S0, leaving Cesar crouching outside
tho doorway; Eunter rolled into the
room, expecting to see one of the
Famous Five. IXle jumped in surprise
at the sight of the big Fifth Former
standing there waifing for him,

"Kik-kik-kik-Coker 1" pasped DBunter.

It was not Harry Wharton. It was
not one of the Co. It was Coker of the
Fifth, and Bunter blinked at him in
rage and astonizhment. And Coker,
with a grwm smile, remarked:

“Bo I've found youw, you young
rascal 17

“Beast !” gasped Bunter.

“Apd you're jolly well coming back

io Groviriars with me!” said Coker,

e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker is Sorry He Called !

ILLY BUNTER blinked at Coker
B of the Fifth in utter dismay.
He was discovered--there was
no doubt about that. Ee was
not in his cirens rig now—and Coker
knew him at a glance, MNot that his
ecireus rig would have helped him, as
Coker evidenily knew already that
“Bunto ” was Bunter, How he knew,
Bunter had no idea, but it was clear
that he did know.

“Oh erikey 1 gasped Dunter, “¥Yon
—you silly ass! What the dickens zie
vou buiting in here for, I'd like to
know ¥

“Don’t be checky 1Y said Coker warn
ingly. “If von want me io whop vou,
you've only got io ask for il.”

“look here, you beast!™ hissad
Bunter.,  “I1—I thought 1t was one of
the Remove chaps, or I wouldn't have

come., YWhat are you bulling in far?”

“I gpotted you in the ring last night,”
gai] Coker. “I dare say vou noticod

tr

mie, in the front seats—

“As if T should notice you!™ said
Bunter disdainfully.

“I've warned yon not to be checky 1™
gaid Coker, frowntng.

“Have wvou told Quel:h?” howled
Bunfer.

“No, I've fold—"

“Not the Head 2% shrvicked Bimter.

“No, you young azs! 've told Whare.
fon—="

SO0 Bunler gasped with  relief.
“That's all vight. Wharion won't give
a ¢hap away. Besides, he jolly well
knew alveady. Took here, Coker, you
keep this davli—see? You're not going
to sueal abont e ?™

“PDon’t be o voung ass! Do yon think
that vou ecan earry on here, wilh the
whole school wondering what’s heeome
of you, amnd your beak hunting for you
high and low ¥ demanded Coker
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* Guard !1

he siutiered.

Mo business of yours, is ili" hooted
FPunter.

“Ian't it?F said Coker. "Well, I'm
jolly well making it my buziness,
can't allow it, Bunter.”

“Mind your.own bosiness, blow you!”

“I'm giving you a chanee ! explained
“oker. T told Wharton to ecome and
fetch you back—it's up te him, as head
hoy of Quelch’s Form., He was cheeky,
and refused. So I've come myself”

wF EEEEL !!.'-

“Blossed if 1 kpnow how ihey've
ullowed wyou to stay here,” szaid Coker.
“You can't have told them you've run
away from school. Anyhow, you've got
to go back, and I'm going to take you.
I suppose vou'd rather me take you
than Quelch,”

“I'm not going ™ hissed Bunter,

“ You are going !” said Ucgker calmly.
“I'm going to sea that you do. I can't
allow thiz to go on |*

“1t's not your business, vou cheeky
dummy 1* howled Bunter., “Can’t you
imittd your own business, you silly fat-
head 37

“You're coming back with me 1 said
Coker. “If veu don’t—*

*1 jolly well won't1”

“Then I shall march you off by your
ek Foexplaimed Coker.

“TH eall Parker to chuck you out,
you beast ! lhissed Bunler., T eall
linlf a dozen of them, and have youn
clmcked into the ditch !

“T1 fancy some of them would gel hurk
fivst,* said Cloker calmly. *“ But it won't
muke any difference, you fnt voung ass,
1 can't allow this. If I don't get you
batele to the school, T shall he bound to
report Lo Gueleh where he ean find yon
I don't want to do that. Better come
ricidy,™

Billy Bunter glared at him, with a
elare that almost cracked his spectacles,
No doubt Coker was right—that a run-

EVERY SATURDAY

sesar ! ** barked Billy Bunter. The majestic heast gave a roar and then made for Coker's directipn.
sheer terror the Fifth Former backed across the dressing-room, stumbling over & stool that was in the way.
* Kik-kik-kik-call him off, Bunter ! **

away E‘:hﬂﬂIhﬂ{ oughi to be rounded up
and taken back to school. 3]l 11 was
no special business of Coker’s. Really
and truly, his headmaster had never
requiiested Coker of the Fifth to meanage
Gireyiriars for im 1 But it was one of
Horace Coker’s little ways, to manage
the affairs of others without waiting Lo
be requested so to do.

“Now, are you coming *" demanded
Coker.

“Nao!" howled Bunter.

“Then I'Il jolly well toke wyoul
Coker made a stride at Rilly Bunter,
with a large hand ouistretched to grasp
a fat shoulder.

“(Cwesar 1" shouted Bunter,

Coker stopped suddealy, his  out-
strefched hand touching Bunter. He
stopped quite still, as it pelrified. His
eves almost started from his head at the
sight of a terrifying form that appeared
in the deorway of the dressing-room.
It was a huge lion, with bristling mane
and open jaws.

A roar pealed from Cwsar, It echoed
and boomed through the civens., Coker
stared at the lion transfixod.

He did not spesk. He could nokh
His jaw dropped. Open-mouthed, but
apeec{llasgb he pozed at Cursar.

Coker had plenty of pluck—heaps of
it! But it all deserted him at ithat
awful moment |

Hia blood almost eurdled as he found
himwself standing face to face with a
lionr's opon jaws,

Had thase huge jaws closed on Coker,
the Greyiviars {i‘i fth would have lost its
maost important momber | One smash-
ing hlow of that huge paw, and Ilorace
Coker would only have been a memory
it the IFifth Fornn at Greyiriars]

The previous evening, Coker had told
Potter and Greene that that lisn was,
micst likely, jolly tame, and that there
was nothing much in *Bunto’s ¥ per-

il

In
* Qobooh [ **

formance. He did not think so now.
Only o yard or two from the cavernous
jaws, from which a fearful roar was
pealing, Coker did not feel like relying
on the tameness of that lion !

“Guard him !** barked Bunter.

Roar from Cesarl The majestic
beast made for Coker's direction.
Hoaorace Coker stagpered back, pace by
pace,

Hia knees knocked together, his legs
sagged under him. In utter horror, he
gazed at the lion ss he tottered back
and back, Backing across the dreszing-
room, he stumbled backwards over a
stool that was in the way, and uninten-
tionally sat down. He bumped and

gasped, .

.%::'Iﬂtﬂl' yelled to the lion,

“Guard, Comsar!"

A m{%l]ty paw tapped on Coker's
chest, ith o sulfocated yvelp of horror,
Coker collapsed on the foor.

Over hm stood the mighty bon, a
paw resting on Coker’s chest, while a
deep roar pealed from his throat.

This was a performance to Crsar]
He was performing with Coker, ns he
had performed with Parker, in Bunter's
rchearsal in the ring. But Coker real-
ised, only too clearly, that that mighty
paw conld have torn him into shreds;
that those immense jaws could have
bitten him into halves! The idea of
being thus reduced to a Ofty-hity state
waa awfal.

Gilly Bunter grinned.

Ile had the upper hand now! Casar
had been brought there to give his
visitor a scare! The visitor was an.un-
expected ene; but he waz getting the
seare ! That wos a certl

“Oooooh 1" moaned Coker faintly.

Reoar from Cmszar. It boomed ol

pealed. It seemed to Coker that it must
alarm the wheole cirens, snd bring a
Tue MacneT LIBRARY.—XNo0. 1,483,
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crowid rashing to the room, to round
up the escaped lion. Tut there was no
such rash,  Nobody eame.  Everybody
i Aluceolini’s Magmificent Circus was
teo uswid to Ciesar and his roaring, to
take any especial heed.

“Coward him 1™ grinned Bunter.

Coker, white as chalk., folt the per-
apiration  running down his face in
streams. He dared not move s finger,
He hardly dared broathe,

With dhilated eves he stared up at the
lion, For a full minute he expected in-
stait destruction. But the lion seemed
satisficd with pinning him down with a
paw on his chest, Then it dawned on
Loker's confuzed mind thar Bunter was
stangd:ug there grinning, and he remem-

bered that “ Bunto' was the " Boy
Lion-tameoer.™
“Rik-kik-kik——"" ztuttered Coker.

“Rik-kik-call him off, Bunter ] You can
d?f it. you little beast | Kik-kik-call himn
o ‘|r|‘!‘

“No fear!” grinned Bunter.

“Gret himt away " breathed Coker.
“Qet him away and lemme gerrup!
it bim away before he does any
damage, you horrid little fat toad 1™

“1 don't think!™ chuckled Bunter.

“Better not try to get away, Coker.
If vou move he will nip your head off 17

“Oh crikey 1"

“Right off, at one bite 1™ grinned the
fat Owl. *1 couldn't stop him if I
tried ! Ile's jolly fievee. ™

“You bittle beast 1™ greaned Coker,
“You can handle him—I've seen you
do it. TFor goodness’ sake call him off |
You krow you can do it !

“He, he, he 1™

Coker lay gasping. The paw on his
chest felt like 8 ton weight  Suppose
it gripped him. He shuddered.

“Bunter, you little fat boast—"

" He, he, he!™

L A out if yvou'll call him off
gasped Coker. *I—I will, reaily ! I—I
wot't take you back to the mhm{ i

“¥ou jolly well won’t!” agreed Dun-
ter. " You're all right if vou don't
move, Coker!l If vou stir, I'm afraid
he will tear you in pieces—little picees!
Not my fault! I've warned vou!™

“Y—I—1'1l smash you!” hissed Coker.

“You don't look like doing it! He,
he, he! I can jolly well tell vou that if
I wasn't here, l:eeyin% him in control,
vou'd be chewed up alreadyx. Only my

resence restrains him " said Bunter

[IJ‘

oftilv. “Merely that! If I stepped
out of the room, you'd bhe in small
picces——""

1-1-1'_! 5‘&}. LE

“Little pieces—rapgs nnd tatters—

shreds and patches ' said Bunter, with
relish, “They would have to sweep up
what was left of vou!™

“L-l-look 1 i

“"I'm gorry I can’t waste any more
time an you, Coker! I've gob a lot of
things to see to. I've got to get back Lo
the ring—"

“D-d-don’t go!™ gasped Coker.

“It's my busy dav!"” explained Bun-
fer. “ You'll be all right, so long as you
keep porfectly still—that iz, until hiz
feeding-time. When he get: hungry, I
can't answer for what wiﬁ happen 1™

“l—I—-I— Dud-did-don’'t go!”
stuttered Coler, " I—I =ay, lot me get
out of thisz. For goodness' salp—-=

“And let you go back and tell Quelch
where to look for me?” grinned Billy
Bunter. “Not half !

“I—I—I won't mention it to Quelch !
After all, it's not my business if vou
play the goat!” gasped Coker. %It
doesn’t matter to me."

"

._!:l..‘:_| ]
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“Just thoupht of that?™ grinoed
DBunier.

“¥You httle beast—""

“He, be, he!”

For the first time in his career,

Coker of the Fifth regretted that he had
not attended wholly and sclely to his
awn business. But he scemed to reslise
now that 1t was no concern of his if
Bunter gla:,‘ed the goat! Crmesar was
helping him to realise it !

“Will you call him off#" panted
Coker. “I—I'll get out——
Oh erikey ! Coker broke off with a
gasp as Cresar gave a roar. For an
awful moment he fancied that the jaws
were going to shap on him, However,
thoy didn't! “Will vou kik-kik-call him
off, you fat toad? OQwi*®

Bunter chuckled, He had Coker where
he wanted him now,

“Ill call him off if you'll promise,
honour bright, net to give me away to

nelch ! he said coclly, “You can
think it ever if you like. I'll leave you

to it =

“D-don’t po! T—I—I—" Coker
choked. “I—I promise! I—I won's
si;i;pr 8 word!  Now kik-kik-call him
af [

Lap

“Honour bright!” grinned Bunter.

“Honour bright !” gasped Coker.

The fat Dwl gave another chuckle.

“Right-ho !” he said. ““Keep atill,
vou know ! Don't move till I've pot him
under control! Ila's fearfully savage.
If }';::i;l excite him, I can't possibly save
you

“Oh crikey " gasped Coker.

“Ceesar !™ borked Bunter,
Heare 7

Prompt o obedience, Cwsar withdrew
his mighty paw from Coker's chest, and
walked across to Bunter.

Coker staggered up. He gave Dunter
a logk-—an expressive logk., DBut he did
not stay for more. Coker got out of the
dressing-room at groat speed.

But he turned back at the doorway.

“You hittle beast ! You wait till von
come back to Greviriars, angd szee 1f I
don't smash vop——"

Bunter gave the lion a touch., Cesar
stalked across to the door, roaring.

Colter broke off quite suddenly.

“"Ruon!™ velled Bunter. “I can't stop
Lien now ! THE M

Coker bolted,

He waz out of the tent in a sphit
second.  In two or thirce more, he was
out of the cirews camp. He disappeared
across the common, poing strong. Not
till he was half a mile from Muccolini’s
Magnihicent Cireus did Coker venture to
slacken speed.

Billy Bunter, chuckling, gave Cwzar a
Iiscuit.,

Tippity Tip glaneed inte the deessing-
¥ OO,

“Friend of yours from your school §*

he asked.
¥ez! An old pall”

!
Bunter.

“He left rather suddenly,” raid the
clowa. " Anything the matter ¥

A Lit scared of the Bon,” said Bun-
ter carelessly,  “They haven't all got
my pluck, vou know! What are you
srinmng at?  Doo't snigeer st mel
Liet out !

Mr. Tip got out, still grinning.

"“Cmrsar 1

eald

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Too Late !

ODER of the Zixih cama up the
E Remove passage from Lae stairs
—and paused,
Thore waz o buze of boyish
voiees from Study Neo.o 1.
It was not wvet fime for prep. and
four members of the famous Co. were
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chatting in that study. Harry YWharton
had not yet come up.

Tha name of "Dunter” came to
Loder's ears through the haif-open door.

That was why he Eauied‘

He c¢ast a quick glance wup the

sssage. MNo one was in sight—and

er stopped where he was, by the
door of Study No. L

It was a eouple of days since Coker
had made his startling announcement
to the Remove cricketers.

Hardly & fellow in the Remave
doubted that Coker had made one more
of hiz idiotie mistakes, Even the
Famous Five, who guessad that Billy
DBunter was at the eircus, found it hard
to believe that he was appearing in a
lion-taming act there,

But Coker’s statement, whether right
or wrong, was certain to be talked of
far and wide. And it was! 3o it was
not su:‘iprimng that & ruwmour of it had
reached thoe cars of a prefect.

Coker, wrathy as he was after his
visit to the circus, was a fellow of his

word. He had said nothing since, as
ho had promised Brunter, BBut that
reatly did not make a lot of difference,

:s he had already let the cat out of the
ag.

It was, of course, a prefect’s duty to
get information 1f he could, and round
up the runaway. Loder was very keen
to perform that duty,

Hoe owed Dunter a whopping. Not
only was that whopping overdue, but it
would be a feather in nis cap if he suc-
ceeded i tracking the runaway junior
where everybody else had {ailed.

Ho had little deubt, after the snatehes
of talk he had leard, thot Buntor's
Form-fcllows in the Hemove could “put
him wise ” if they hked. Now he was
going up to Study MNe. 1 to question
Wharton and his friends. He had
Ll'guughtfully brought his ashplant with

11Xk,

But as he heard the voices from the
study, he stopped—and listened. It was
by no means sure thai cven with the
aid of the ashplant he would be able ta
extract the information he wanted.
Now it locked as i the ashplani would
not be necded.  There was pobody in
the passage at the moment. And the
fellows in Study No. 1 were discussing
Bunter—just now the reigning lope in
the Memove.

The headmaster of Greslriarz ox-
ected his prefects 1o be keen on duty.

ut certainly he would never have
expeeted any of his prelects to udnllnt
Loder’s present methods.  He would
have been distinetly shocked at the wmdea
of 2 Sixth Form prefeet listening at a
door. DBut Loder was not particular.

“Bunto—Bunter "' Bob Cheprry was

ik

saying. “‘‘The name's rather ke, that's
a cert! But faney Bunter as a lion-
tamecr

“Too jolly steep ! said Johnny Bull.

“The stecpfulness is termfic.”

“Well, 1'm not sure!™ said Frank
BMupent. “ Bunter knows (he lion-tamer
at the eircus—we kpow that.,  Amd you
remember how he tackled that escaped
lion at CLil Honse, We've heard sice

that ho was twme and harmless Ay

“Ahieht have guessed that one, at the
time "' prunted Johnny  Balll <01
conrse, Bunter knew that.™

“Well, if 2 lion"= tame, even Bunter
wouldn't be afrawd of him,” zaid Frank.
“And frem what I hear, tlus ehap
Bunto at the crrenz s zhort and f{ag,
andd sports o big pair of spoes——"

“That sounds ﬂ[-m jelly abl Bapder!
Bu T

“Buat lols of fellows have seen Bunio
i his lon-toming pet 7 =abl Jelbony
Bull. “And nobody but Coker [ancied
he was Bunpter.”

“It seems that Coker heard him
speaking, and  recognised his  voice.
Anybody would know Bunter's squeak.”

“Coker's dropped the subject since,”
said Bob, A dozen fellows have asked
him about it, and he's only told them to
shut up.”

“*Lucky for DBunter, if he's really
Bunto 1" chuckled Nugent. “That bully
Loder would be glad to get on his track.
And if Queleh heard—"

Loder’s eves glittered.

He was afier information, and there
was no doubt that he was getiing in-
formation mow. He moved & [ittle
closer to the door, which stood ajar, and
listened intently.

Having, naturally, no eves in the back
of his head, Loder did not see a juntor
rise infe view on the Bemove siairease.

But Harry Wharton, as he cawe up
and glanced across the landing, saw
Laoder.

He eould scarcely have falled to sco
him. Loder was big enough to be sedn.
He did not recognise him, as Loder's
back was te him, and one senior was
very like ancther from a back view.
But he saw, of course, how he was
oceupled.

Wharton stared at Loder’s back.

The sight of a senior man obviopsly
listening at a study door, was rather
startling.

Wharton's face set grimly.

Instead of walking up the passage
with his ovdinary tread, he tiptoed along
behivd Loder.  Whoever that cavos-
dropper Wi, he was: going fto get a
surprise=-which might be a wvaluable
lesson to Jum not to listen at study
sloors.

“1f Quelehh heard,” went on Dob's
voige, "y hat, he would be down at
the cireus ke s shot! I Bunta's
Bunter, Queleh would spot him all right,
if he had the faintest 1deg—>"

“Well, nobody will tell Quelch " re-
marked Nugent. “The fact is, I'm
pretiy certain that we know now wink
that fat ass is up to! I'd bet any man
foen to one in dau%muts, that if Queleh
went down to see Bunto at the cirens he
would meet jolly old Bunter!  Btil,
nobody will give the fat duffer away.”

Loder grinned.

That unguarded talk in Study No. 1
had given the fat Owl of the Remove

awny preity  effectually, with Loder
listening outaide.

But tho next moment ihe grin
vamshdd  from Loder’s  fage, IHarry

Wharton, silent ot swilt, had reached
brases,

Wharlan's vight fool was drawn back.
I4 landed oo Loder’s ivousers with oo
terrifie thal.

laseler pave a gasping vell,

That teemendous kiek pitelied hun
headlong forward., He erashed on the
door of =Shdy No. 1, hurling it wide
open with s weight.

There were starthed exclomationz in
the study as tha door grashed open and
Lader pitched in headlong, sprawling
full length on the feoor.

“1lalle, halle, halle )™ ejaculated Bob
{herry.

“What the thump-——

“Whea the dielen——-"

“Ooooooch ' splittered Lader dizaly.
T Dooonowww 1

* Leseler 1™ gasped Nugent.

“reab pip

Harry Wharton locked in at ithe Jaor,
His chums stared at the sprawling Sixih
Former, and stared at Harry.

“That ecad was listening a2t the
door ' explained Wharion., * 1 gave
him a lift with my boot, as a hink that
that sort of thing won't do in the
Bemove, ™

“ (b crumbs 17

*It's lsoder!™

"
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" Loder 1" exclaimed Wharten. “A
prefect | Oh cerikey 1
Loder struggled to his feet. lle was

hurt.  Ne fellow could have captured
that kick without getting burt. And he
was wfuriated. It was not pleasant to
be caught cavesdropping. It was still
more unplessant to be kicked for the
same ! Loder wriggled with pain and
gurgled with rage.

Y [Z{l.{—— Wharton—you—-~"

" You—you—rou—>="" ha gneped.

Harry Wharton looked Pat hitn
steadily. Ha had not been aware that
the eavesdrapper was a prefect, Lut it
would have moade no  difference. A
fellow who listened at doors had to tuke
what was eoming to him.

“You—vou kicked me!”
Loder,

“I1 did!™ astented the captoin of the
Remave. “And if I catch you listening
at my study door again, Loder, I'll kick
you again I

Loder gasped with fury,
had fallan to the floor, and he :tooped
and clutched 1t up.

o ¥ou—yon young raseal I he panted.

'l thrash you se yon ean't crawl!

gazped

Hiz ashiplant

I—rn ,Bend over that chair "
I won bt said Harey Wharton
coollv. “¥ou can’t come the prefect,

Loder, after being kicked for spying at
4 study door, I'll go to the Hend with
you i you like, and T'll tell him I'vo
kicked you and why.”

Loder glared at him, He daved not
go to the lead, as Wharton was very
well aware. The headmaster wos thn
last person in the world whom Lader
would have desived to acquaint with his
pu}‘mllpr meihods of getling information.

*Will you bend over, Wharton ™ hy
panted.

e _"\:ﬂ F’-‘l

“Then I'll—" Without. wasling tima
explaining what ha would de, Loder pro-
ceeded to do it ITe jumped at Wharton,
lashing with the cane,

“Back up!” shouted Harry.

But he did pnot need to eall, Toder
was a prefect, and it was against all
laws, wrilten or unwritten, for profects
to  he handled by jumicrs. But, as
Wharion ha«d said, Loder conld not
“come the prefeet ™ in the peculiar eir-
crrmstaness,

Five pairs of hands
the Bizith all at onee. harton got one
swipe frome the azhplant.  Fhen the azh
W wrenehed away, and Loder, sirng-
gling wildly i the grasp of the Famous
Five, wenl wlirling out of the sindy,

“Kick him out ! roarved Bob Cherry.

* Boot the cod 1

“* Boot the rotter !

Lowder  of the Sixith hardly Lnew
vhicther e was on his head or his heels,
as he went whirling along ilie Hemove
stairense. Ile went down thal <faircase
ralling.

Awd he did not come up again, The
Famous Five weve vendy, if he did. to
give hin somoe more of the sama.  But
Lewler, it seemed, did not want any
more, and he went gasping dewn the
lower stairs, and the choms of the
Remove returned to Sindy Na. 1.

That’s that ' sand Harvey Wharlan,
“But whal 1l dickens was he s l*ning
at the door for? You fellows dalkior
about anyihing special 37

* Bunter,” sawl Bob.

My, my hat "

“He's heard the whole thing,” =aud
Bob, "M course, wa never dreanind he
was there, He knows now.”

Harry Wharlon whistled.

“Then 1lat’'s why. "That means {hal
Bunter's number's np "

Thera was no doubt on that subject

{(Condinueid an page 28.)
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CONCLUDING CHAPTERS OF OUR TWENTIETH-CERTURY PIRATE THRILLER !

CAPTAIN VENGEA

By JOHN BREDON.

Stranded on Shark Reel!
L4 HE bulkhead's giving war!
E We're lost] The ship's going

down 1"

These dreadful words rang
in Roy Drake's cars hike a sentence of
doomn. . ) .

It was a strange situation in which
the son of Morgan Drake, Britain's
master Seeret Service agent, now found
himself—in total darkness and up to
his chin in swirling wate: as he knelt
in the flooded compartment of the
pirate cruiser Vengeanee, which was
slowly sinking inlo the vast depths of
the Indian Ocean as the rooring, tri-
umphant waters surged through the
breach in her tor ggﬂashattered hull.
Just hefore him, though he could not
see it, was the forward water-tight bulk-
head, propped up with stacks of coal
and balks of timber, but on the poing
of giving way before the terrific
pressurs of thousands of gallons of
water, .

Onco it yielded fto the strain those
desperate toilers in tho heat and dark-
negs of engine-room and  stokehold
would be engulfed in & rush of over-
whelming water, drowned like rats and
hurled into_eternity as the boilers burst
into an explosion of scalding steam,

Von Eimar, or Captain Vengeance, as
he now called himeelf, had just been at
the point of his piraticel career when
golden success seemed to be in his grasp
when luck had turned to swift and
irretriovable disaster.

Returning from his successful raid
upon the Island of Pai Yang, where he
had seized the fabulous wealth of jewels
hidden 1n the tombs of its ancient kings,
the master-pivate had just quelled &
mutiny among his recaleitrant conviet
pirates when his cruiser was suddenly
torpedoed by a mysterious white yaches
that had appeared from the night.

Slowly and ateadily the pirate warship
was foundering, though on the bridge
Von Eimar stood with his fists upon the
spokea of the wheel, determinedly
striving to beach the Vengeance on the
rocfs of Inaccessible Island while there
was yel fime. . ;

“Run for it, mates, while we still
havo a chance I”

It was Duprez, the Frenchman, wha
thuz sercamed and raved in tho un-
nerving blackness and flood of wators,
splashing wildly along the alleyway
sway from the eracking bulkhead.

“Stop that howling, you fool! Stop
it. !Jl

Guided by the Frenchman's panie-
siricken yells, Ronald Westdale stumbled
froin wall to wall, knee.deep in wator
as he splashed in the crazed fcllow's
wake, w3y

Those palpitating screams had had a
dangerous effect upon the alroady
tnutcned nerves of the men blocking up
the bulkhead in the darkness and rizing
watee, Onec Duprez started a panic
all would be lost,

The list of the sinking crniser sent
Duprez ‘“oppling over in the unscen
ripples wnd eddies, and his howls weve
silenced as his head disappeared under
the surfnge.  Blundering behind him,

Westda- found the fugitim by
sturnbl; over his legs. They rose
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Bawling like men

» the convicts scrambled along the shelving deck-

possessed
plates of the derelict cruiser and erowded round the boat-davits !

together, dripping and gosping. and
Westdale, judging the distonce in the

velvety  blackness, lunged out his
t:lltmuhr:d fist with all the force of a
pston-rod.

Taking the shock upon his left ear,
Duprez sank on caving knees, knocked
his head against the iron ladder, and
shouted no more.

Back to his post whera the men still
heaved with coal and stacks of timber
stngfﬂred Ronald Westdale.

“It was a false alarm!” gasped
Mikhail Lebedoff, the giant HRussian
cngineer, as, perspiring and half naked,
he dirocted operations cloze by Roy
Drake, "A false alarm! Dut the
strain’s inercasing now ! 1t won't stand
much longer——

As he was speaking, there came a
sudden, straining jolt, and in the pitely
gloom they were flung in & heap against
the steel alley walls.

“ Boached 1” cricd Westdale, as he
avose, clutehing at an overhead girder,
“Von LEimar's saved us—at thoe post!
We'vo run eground on SBhark of !
Come on, lads! Waoa can do no more
here ! -

Blindly Roy Drake sprawled and
staggered through the narrow alleyway,
stwnblingapsar tloating struts of tunber

and submerged lumps of coal az he was
jostled by unseen men, till at last he
groped s way to the ladder that led to
the engine-voom hatch.

The impact had dislodged the tem.
porary barrier by which they had re-
inforced the bulkhead, and had they
still beon moving through deep water
its collapze muﬁﬂ have been only a
matier of scconds, But the immmﬂn!n
danger was past now. Von Eimar had
run the doomed erniser ashore on to the
rocky ridge known as Shark Heef, that

rojectod out from tho high cliffx of
naccessible Island, and, with luck, thoy
stood a fair chanco of cscaping alive on
to the 1sland which for months had been
the pirates’ seercb Jair,

At the foot of the ladder Roy Drake
tripped over Duprez, lving unconscious
with hiz head resting upon the stecl
rungs just above water. Little as he
liked Duprez, Roy celled out ta West-
dale to help him, and between them
they dragged the insensible man up to
the main deck,

A rush of cool, invigorating air filled
Loy Drake’s lungs as he scrambled
through the engine-room hatch, gasping
with relief after the heat and blackness
of the flooded compartinent.



Wiping his eyes with the back of his
hand, the boy gazed about him.

With her iron decks tilted at an angle
of forty-five degrees, the Vengeance lay
jammed between two fangs of rock in
the bhearriér reef that ourved betvween
white, foaming tidal currents towards
the headland of Inaccessible Island and
the hidden inlet.

Day was breaking, and its pale
eastern glow showed tervor and con-
fusion as the frightened, hali-naked
convicts scrambled along the shelving
deck-plates of the derelict, bawling like
men possessed as they crowded round
the boat-davits, to find most of the Life-
boats already swamped and submerged.

Beg; stranding his ship upon Shark
Reef, Von Eimar had saved the lives of
kis crew and stoved off the immediate
catastrophe. But the Vengeance was a
hopeless wreck. Never ecould she be
re-floated. The first storm would re-
duece her to a heap of serap-iron and
twisted metal upon those sharp-fanged
cornl reefs and rock-girt bluffs.

taring over the misty wastes of water
as he clung to a steam-capstan, Roy
Drake could discern, four miles distant,
the masts and single funnel of their

adversary above the hazre.,  She was
standing off, having no doubt seen the
disaster to the Vengeance, and her

master would, of course, be aware of
the sinister reputation of Insccessible
Izsland and its girdle of coral reefa

What ship was this, he wondered,
built on the lines of a pleasure %fii.ﬂhl-,
bhut actually a formidable man-o'-war.
Was it—

He had no time for speculation, how-
cver, for the decks around him wcere a
press of scething, pushing, trampling
men, who were stuinbling and falling
over one another in the throes of un-
imaginable tervor.

- them at the

Marponed on Inaceessible Island !
DDWN the starboard bridge-ladder

stamped Von Eimar, monocle
secrewed in his eye, gun-belt
roundd his waist. Then, with
huge strides, he crossed the armoured
superstructure apd so into the raving
mass of men in the well-deck.

Heaving his  massive  shoulders
through the crush, kiching and buffet-
ing men from his path, he swung his
way to the bulwarks, and there turned
to glare savagely at the swaying crowd
of men around him. ‘

Roy noticed that under hiz arm he
gripped the leathorn wvalize that con-
tained the jewels, sapphires, emeralds,
rubies, and diamonds, valued at a
million pounds, that he had taken from
the tombs of the kings of Pai Yang.

“ Bilenec 1 Keep your heads, you

sewn of the underworld!” Like a
trumpet-blast  his  powerful  voice
drowned  their  frightened  clamour.

“You fools, the danger ia past! Look!?
As soon as the tide ebbs, which it will
m a few minutes, you will be able 10
pass along the reei to Inaccessible
Island.”

it is doubtful whether any other man
could have withstoed that panic. But
thoso lawless, murdervous ruflians from
Momesis Island feared their leader maore
evert than the sharks and hupgry seas
that surrounded them.  Moreover, the
evident truth contained in his masteriul
voleo served to gober thoem.

IFrom  tlwa stranded erviser, Shack
Heef ran in a half mile of rock and
reel, lashed by spray and billows to the
giant promontorvy that guarded Hidden
dnlet.  "Fhere was no neod for the boats
meipptheed,  these  had either been
swamped or staved o by the rocks,
except for the petrol lawnch on the
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superstructure—and thongh 1t was a
dillicult and laborious path, the jagged,
roaving, spray-swept reef was a voad to
gafety that might be traversed in less
than an hour. From the rocks at the
basa of the promontory, ledges and
creviees and gullies made & precarious
ladder to the cliff-top.

“'"Way there!” barked Von Eimar
vigorously, “ Westdale! Hinton! Kru-
now! Dietz! And yon, yvoung Drakel
I want you to lower away the petrol
launch. Chu Ho Shan "—this to the
Chinese jewel merchant from Pai Yang,
who had offered to dispoze of the stolen

ms—“you come with me as well!

chedoff, I leave you in charge. You
overlook the men as they abandon ship.
Pipe all hands, be’sun !’ i

l}:}h-edienﬂy the Finn blew a call on his
silver whistle,

With hlack and sullen looks the con-
vict-pirates mammed the boat-falls and
lowered the small petrol launch into the
swirl and foam alongside.

Capable seaman as he was, Von
Eimar evidently did not believe in the
old sea tradition that the captain should
ba the last to leave his ship—though.
unserupulous as he was, no one could
have called him a coward.

Ronald Woestdale threw 8 glance
along the decks.

“YWhat of Killer Moran—of Lws
Ramiro, Von Eimar * he asked quickly.
“They are in the brig—"

In the bobbing stern-sheets of the
launch, Von Eimar laughed savagely.

“Let them stay therc!” he rasped.
“Did they not mutiny and attempt to
murder me not Iﬂn?' ago? You soft-
hearted English fool, you would risk
vour life to save a pair of skunka like
those two, who'd stab you in the back
for your pains? Let them drown like
a pair of rats in a trap. I'd have hung
vard-arm, anyway. Come
on! We're waiting to cast off 1

“Wait a minute !” snapped Westdale.
“I've got to get something from my
state-room.™

He was back again in one minute,
leaping lightly into the launch as
Krunow threw open the throttle and it
Eur‘red away from the careened steel

ulk of the Vengeance. Lighling a
cigarette, ha tock the tiller from Von
Eimar, narrowing his eyea as he
watched with the skill of & practized
sailor the dangerous passage that
apened belweon high bluffs mte the
lagoon of Inaccessibie Island.

laneing back over the gunwale, as
the motor-hoat chupged ils way over
swelling billows and throngh mazes of
reef, oy Dhrake zaw the conviet.
pirates leaping and serambling on to
Shark Reef; then they rounded the
rocky shoulder, and he sow no maore.

Von Einar, with his hitherto immacu-
late white wnmiform all stained with
bring and spindrift, zeowled blackly as
he sgquatted on a thwart, Lingeing the
bulky walize on  his  burly  Enees.
mobody spoke,  DBub the thought was
each of therr oonds—ihat they were
castaways on Inaccessible Tsland, with
no hope of escape, and that soon a
fleet of cruisors, acroplancs, and de-
stroyers would be ont to compel them to
ignominions surrcnder.

Criant rocky headlandsz elosed them in,
and the Indian Ocean dizsappeared from
view as they throaded the narrow, wind-
ing channel towarvds Hidden Bay.

on BEimar spoke at last, and his
voiten was harsh and forbidding.

“Checkmatn!™  he  said, 1_!‘.“‘1“!":*:]
fingers guivering. “The luck’s bheen
withh us throughout the game—but it's
fatled us at the last throw. But we're
not beat yet.  Mein Gott—no! I'vo
beon e tighter corners before, and 1've
always won through ™ Hi= . w set hke
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granite. "“If the worst comes to the
worst I still hold one valuable hostage *
—and his pale blue eyes darted malevo-
lently upon Roy Drake as the motor-
launch surged onwards towards the
rocky arch of the ses-caves whevein had
been cached the bullion taken from the
Sylvia Bay.

Double-Crossed !
Whar

W ON EIMAR, ahoy!
'V aro  yuh, liding in the
caves? Come out, yun skunk
o' the world, come out and

take what’s coming to yuh!”

Von Eimar bounded to his feet on the
flat ledge of rock inside the sea-cavern,
taking care, however, to screon his
square, shaven head behind a lump of
jagged lava as he flashed his electric
torech over the black, rippling waters
benecath him.

Still that shouted hail echoed and
re-echoed ameng the rocky niches,
arches, and buttresses of that domed
500-ChvYern.

“Who was that?”

His fat finger
crooked around

the trigerr of his
gsutamatiec, as carefully he peered
round the boulder. “That was Killer
Moran's volee, I swear. . How did lhe

et here? Somebody must have let
im_out of the brig.”
“I did,” answered Westdalee I

took the kevs from the master-at-arms,
angd dropped them down the gratmg
into the cell just before we abandoncd
ship. I'm no cold-blooded killer, Von
Eimar."

“¥Y¥ou did?* Von Eimar twisted
round, scowling murderously. " Yon
fool! You loosed those twe cutthroat
hounds on my heels? TI've a mind to
shoot you for that—" i

“Put unp your gun, Ven Eimar,”
smiled estdale wearily., 1 fancy

ou'll be needing all your supporters
Eﬁfﬂl‘ﬂ yvou're through.”

With that he took a carbine from
the rack, lay flat among the rocks, and
rested the barrel in a crovice os e
tested the magazine and sights.

Moy Drake, with Krunow, Dietz, and
Hilarity Hinton, the Cockney, followed
his example without sayving a word.
Cne and all wourld be murdered without
mercy if Killer Moran got the wppor
hand; as doubtless the chief mutineer
had all the ercw on his side.

“Ahoy, Von FEimar, 3uh square-
headed  shunk Killer Moran's
raucous accents boomed through the
arches of the caverns. “Yubh hear me
vaup? Come outa those caves, yuh
double-erozsser ! We've got vuh bottled !
I¥yulk hear me? We wants to speak to
vuh about what yult’ve done for us,
chwrn yuh

“1lalte, Moran, you gutter-rat!”
roarm] Von Eimar in his bull votce.
“Ho youn got out of the Vengeance's
brig, did you? DBetter for you if you'dl
remained there, to become shark's meat.
Youre dene! When you leave In-
acecssible Island amain, i1l be in irons,
back 1o Nemesis Islnppd—"

Urack ! Ba-bong—bang—hang 1

A thousand echoes  repeated  the
explosion of Iilier Moran's vifle as the
gangstor lost  pationce, The bullet
ricochetted ofl the boulder behind which
Von Eimar crouched, knocking a chip
of rock from the snw-toothed ceiling of
the cavern-lake.

“Let the scom have it!1” growled
Von Eimar, coolly sighting his aulo-
matic, and blazing away into the eling.
ing shadows that masked Killer Moran
amg his mutineers,

The duel began. The rebels hadl
pvidently armed themselves from the

THE Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,483,



26

Vengeancs's armoury before deserting
Ler, The caves above the underground
fake were filled with rolling, crashing
aohoes. and lit with lightning fashes
from the continuous fire.

For on hour the dvel continued, and
than il coased. DBoth sides, in fact, wers
=erely  wasting ammunition. They
could not see ecach other in the dark-
omess, and though DMoran and his
iz lowers had reached the lake by filin
~long the rocky ledges that bﬂl’demﬁ
the entrance to the' lagoon, without
boats they could not hope to reach Von
fdimar's  party across the gap of
shadewed water. '

Von Eimar grunted, and by the light
of his electric flash-lamp examined the
ehambers of his re-loaded sutomatic;
then he stood up.

‘I‘ I'ti be doing a little exploring,” he
sald curtly. “There's no saying what
Moran and his rebels may be doing,
This island is such a rabbit-warren,
they may be skulking round to take us
i the rear somewhere, eep wateh
- Westdale, and don't let them

aOre,
cateh you uagp{n%";”

The last they heard of Veon Eimar
wag the low clink, clink, of his heavy
s2a-boots as he chimbed the rugged, zig-
zag path up to ihe living-cave where
they kept their stores.

further half-hour dragged hy
according to the illuminated dial of
Eoy Drake's wrist-wateh: then, all at
once, they were® startled by a white
Yiaze of light f[rom above, and a
hoarse, raucous voice called to them
from the path whence Von Eimar had
ngft long hefore disappeared.

“Let up, yuh ginks!” snarled Killer
Moran from behind that glaring light.
“Put 'em up, thar! I guess I got vuh
frozen.  I've a Mills' bomb right
aAandy hyar, an' ef yuh don’t shove up
vore mitts I'll shore let yuh have the
works, right an' dandy ¥

here was no help for it. Evidently,
as YVon Eimar had forescen, Moran and
his mutincers had threaded the chain
of caves, fissures, and rocky burrows
what honeveombed the volcanie vock of
Inaecessible  Island, and taken the
littla party in the rear; and just as
cevidently they had missed Lhe pirate
chief in the shadowy mazes.

Reluctantly Roy Drake, Ronald West-
dale, Krunow, Dietz, and Chu I1o Shan
olavated their hands as Killer Moran
acrambled down the sicep slope, followed
by Iwuis Ramiro, Duprez, and some
others, disarmed thom, and scarched
them roughly for weapons. :

“Whar's Von Eimar?” inguired the
head mutincer gruffly, as he flashed his
torch rapidly fo and fro upon the
recky, shadowy landing-stage. “ Whar's
he hidin', durn him? gotta bucketful
¢’ lead for him, the skunk—-m~"

“You won't find him here, Moran,”
replicd Westdale quietly, as the IKiller
lared into his face. “He's pone. 1
ancy he's deserted us. You're not
wkely to find him easily in  this
labyrinth—"

“Aw, 12 that s0?" pgrowled Moran.
“The rattler! Guess I've a kinda
feclin’ for yuh, Westdale, as yuh let me
cuta that death-trap, or I'd give yuh
an' yore pals a sample o’ what I've got
1a store for him, goldurn him—"

“Bantos ! suddenly screamed Luis
Ramiro, " Look ! Look thers, Moran-ot
That is Von Eimar I see—in the diving-
snit, as you call it—"

Killer Moran flashed his light over
the underground lake, and lat out a
howl ef roge and amazement.

THE MAGNET

Roy Drake, blinking in the bright
white light, stared across the inky
walers of the cavern lake. 1In the
midst of swirls and ripples he saw a
motallie, globular  shape, like an
epormous  diver's helmet, surging
slowly through the waters of the lake.

It was the pigantie diving-machine of
Oskar Vorst, the German hermit-
professor of Inaccessible Island, now
dead; the queer walking-submarine
which the pirates had at first taken to
be a strange, prehistoric sea-beast
haunting the undersea caverns,

Now they understood the reason for
Von Eimar’s errand.

The diving-machine, which could be
manipulated by one man, had been
stored in one of the Iiving-caves having
nceess to the lake. How easy it had
been for Von Eimar, under pretext of
cxploring the rear caves, to place him-
sell in the machine and abscond, taking
with him, of course, the jewels of FPai
Yun?, and deserting mutinecrs and
loval men alike!

With a furious oath, Killer Moran
eraptied the chamber of his automatic
after the dizappearing machine,

The bLullets glanced off that round
steel head hike hailstones off a roof !

“C'mon, boys!™ Killer Moran led
the way up the rugged, rocky stair as
the diving-machine glided away through
the archway that Jed to the lagoon.
*The cobral He's double-crossed us—
eviry one, and lavded us high an' dry
up on this hyar rock! He's got away
with the booty, but he kain't git away
from this island, An’ when I git him,
I'l shore A1l him with as many holes
as’ll make a fishin"-net! Step on it, yuh
ginks I"

Chu Ho Shan Shows His Hand !

HE sudden blaze of
blinded Roy Drake as they
blundered through a green mesh
of ferns, wvimes, and broshy,

tropical foliage that curtained one of
the innumerable ouilets from the caves.
He had to blink his painful oyolids
soveral times bhefore he could accustom
them to the glare, and then he followed
Killer Moran and Westdale up a steep
spire of lava rock that jutted from a sea
of emerald fronds andl creepoers of the
jungle,

Before his gpaze loomed the lagoon of
Inaccessible Istand, ealled Hidden Bay
by the pirates. :

The sands were dolted by proups of
lounging castawayvs from the Ven-

eance, mostly half-naked and squatiing
istlessly watching the lagoom,

Suddenly, every man started to his
feok as a sonorous drone of aecroplane
motors broke the silence.

Resting on the blue lagoon waters
was a4 broad, while monoplane, of
antique pattern, just opposile the en-
trance to the sea-cavern, and as Roy
Drake watched, with amazed aves, he
saw ong of the conviets industriously
twirling the propeller, while & goggled
fignre cnmmg hﬁn with a sl,end[;’-, gI%-n}]
muzzle that glinted bright in the sun.

As they watched, the man turning the
propeller suddenly dived off the floats,
and, as the hum of the engine increazed,
the seaplane glided forward in a swirl
of washing waters, finally rising genily
as her wings took the wind, and soar-
ing graccfully into the air before their
cyes.

Killer Moran let out 2 pust of angry
oaths.

sunshine

Ronald Westdale stopped short, and
then laughed bitterly.

“¥ou ¢an spare your breath, Moran,"
he said.  “Ven Eimar'a crossed us
neatly and completely, That's the sea-
plane the German Government sent out
to Inaccessible Island in sections before
the War—Von Eimar told us about it
He had it reassembled, I remember,
glust before we left Pai Yang, anud

oused in one of the sea-caverns for a
hangar.” He stared upwards as the
monoplane flew right over their head
Von Eimar waving s derisive farewel
as its shadow fell on to their upturned
faces. "' A pre.war machine, of course—
obsolete—a Taube, if I remember
rightly—but it’s in good working order,
and good enough for Von Eimar's pur-
pose. Ile's got away with the Pai Yang
Jewels, and we're left here, marooned—
until the warships come to take us back
to Nemesis Island,” he added, in a hard
volce.

Suddenly a2 sound like distant thunder
shook the air.

“What was that?"
stood agape,
[EL

“That was a gun !” Ronald Westdale
cocked his ears, * Anti-arrcraft ! That's
the yacht that torpedoed us last night,
I'll bet a thﬂusnng to one, Come on!
Perhaps we'll see the tricky Vo Eimar

beaten at the post yet "

- They ran, gasping, perspiring, to a
jutting bare promontory, the ta!%. wind-
swept summit of which commanded a
wide view of 1zland and sea,

Chu Ho Shan followed more slowly din
hiz long, silken robes.
Boom! Boom! Boom!

Sea snd sky and spires of rock echoed
with the thunderous reverberations of
the mysterious yacht's anti-gircraft
guns,

Half-blinded with perspiration, the
party were just in time to see the last
scene of the drama.

The strange white yacht lay off the
goral reef that encireled Inaccessible
Island, puffs of smoke jetting continu-
ﬁu:hl:r from the trim snowy lines of her

Ll

Fascinated, they waiched in spell.
bound silence as Von Eimar manceuvred
his plane in the most startling-and un-
nerving cvolutions, looping, spinning,
diving nose-dowsn, and then riainlg
almest as steeply to escape those whirl-
ing, ever-narrowing  half-meoons  of
sinolke and Hame that remorsclessly
hemmed him 1n.

The end came at last,

IFine airman as he was, Von LEimar
could not elude his fate,

With wide eyes they watched as a
smoke-haloed star of fire crumpled up
ona of the monoplane’s wings. The
machine zcemed to hover for s breath-
catching second, then down she swooped,
furming over and over, bear) 7on
Eimar and the fortune of jewels that
he bhad schemed, murdered, and
betrayed to win, to nose-dive straigut
into the sea, and then vanmsh,

“And that, my friends, 18 the last of

Killer Moran

Capiain Vengeance,” drawled & quist,
smocth:  voice behind the walching
party.

With one accord they all spun reund,
and never was their amazement greater
for, above the silken, embroidere
robes of Chu Ho Shan, they beheld the
face of Morgan Drake, Hoy's father,
and Britain's master-mind of the Seerot
Service !

L
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Morgan Brake Explains !

HU H(O S8SHAN, or Morgan
Drake, as he must now be
; called, pulled a silver ‘whistle
from the breast of his Chinese

garments, and as he blew a shrill, sha
vall thereon, Roy Drake blinked his
éyes to see, jumping out from the rocks
and verdant jungle below, Ben Bi,.'lr-
eraft, the ‘bo'sun of his father's yacht,
the Shadow, with a dozen sturdy A.B.'s
‘armed  with  rifles, revolvers, and

bayonets like navy men—which, in fact,
they actually were,

What Killer Moran and the rest of
the convict pirates thougbt, in their
stupefied brains, cannot be teld; but,
as he saw the white-uniformed men
running . towards him, the giant Amecri-
can ex-gangster waited for neo . more.
Taking to his heels, he darted into_the
tropical foliage, followed by Luis
Ramire, Duprez, Krunow, Dietz, and
the rest. A

Morgan Drake waved back his men,
as they were about to follow,

“Let them run, lads!” he exclaimed
to Ben Byreraft and his sailors. ¥ You'll
never catch them in the caves and
jungles of Inaccessible Island. They're
at the end of their tether. In twenty-
four hours there will be wa.rsh:ﬁs here,
snd the end can only be that they will
surrender to be taken back to Nemesis
Izland !" )

Ronald Westdale and Hilarity Hinton
alone had remained when the rest of the
pirates bolted into the jungle. They
stood beside Roy Drake, staring in
bewilderment; and the boy's own
bewilderment was hardly less as he
stared at the metamorphosed Chu Ho

BT,
- Moygan Drake’s greif eves twinkled
good-humouredly as he rubbed the
remains of grease-paint from his cheeks,

“I have often flattered miyself that I
am & master of disguise,” said Morgan
Drake; “but here I bhave an unconscious
tribute. Not only my-old enemy, Von
Eimar, but 1y own son did not know
Chu Ho Shan to be Morgan Dirake ¥

“ Bu-but—but—"  Roy Drake was
bereft of speech.

Now he wnderstood what 1t was that
had so intrigued and baffled him about
the mysterious Chinese. His own father!
And he had not recognised him,

- L] [ 3 L] -

The rest is best explained in Alorgan
Thrake's own words as he stood on the
bridge of the Bbadow with his eon,
Ronald Westdale, and Hilsrity Hinton,
as the armed yacill: of the British Secret
Service foamed through the soft tropic
dusk on her course for Bingapore. ]

“There is no need for us to remam
blockading Inaccessible Island,” ob-
served the millionaire, as he lighted a
cigarette and leaned on the bridge-rail.
*“There are Beitish cruisers and
destrovers hurrying up in response to
the wireless message I have sent out
in code. Moran and his cutthroats
cannck get away. They will have to
surrender in_time.”

He paused for a minute, and then
resumed 3

“No doubt there are many points an
which your curiosity would like to be
eatisfed., As briefly as possible, I will
explain them. o

“When Von Eimar and his pirate
erwiser vanished from the seas after the
einking of the &Sylvia Bay, it was
demde%!, after a rigorous but fruitless
search, that the Vengeance must have
struck an oncharted-reef and foundered,
s he had told the world in his fake
508, 1 did not Lelieve it. Buch men
gz Von Eimar do not die so easily.

|

EVERY SATURDAY

It was clear to me that Von Eimar
must have some secret island base among
the islands of the Eastern Archipelago,
Where it waz 1 had, of course, no idea.
Inaccessible Island, to me, &3 to all the
world, was a barren rock in mid-ocean
which no ship could approach because ni'
its coral reefs. I knew nothing of Oskar
Vorst and the investigations he had
carried out for the German Government
before the War. But of one thing I was
certain—that the world had not heard
the last of Captain Vengeance and his
modern pirates,

“1 put myself in YVon Eimar's place.
What would I do in the circumstances?

“Obviously, Von Eimar conld only
make one more pirate raid, for after
that his position would become intoler-
eble; and that raid, therefore, would
have to be a highly successful coup.

“1 studied the map, and I put m
finger at once upon the Island of Pai

ph )

Yang. It answered all Von Elmars
requirements. It was ‘rich; it was un-
defended; it was remote. Here it was
ithat U&pfuin Vengeance would make his
last stroke for fortune.
“How right I was, yon
know. 1 approached my old friend
Cha Ho Shan, the Chinesea jewe
merchant of Pai Yang—there is such a
man who has every reason to be
devoted to me. He readily consented to
allow me to take his place. In Chu Ho
Shan’s palace I awaited the coming of
Von Eimar. The Shadow I had hidden
in & small bay a few miles south of
Pai Yang city. When the Vengeance
appeared in the harbour, ostensibly as
the Zarks of the Varland republic, I
knew my trap was primed and set. " You
can imagine my su;?rima when my men
—trusted servants the real Chu Ho
Shan—whom I had set to watch the sup-
(Continued on next pege.)

ourselves
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor Iz always pleased to
hear from his readers. Write to
him: Editor of the MAGNET, The
Flestway House, Farringdon Strest,
London, E.C.4. A stamped, addrassed
envelopa will enayra a reply.

HEW ! Warm, jen't it ? And the

poapers tell us it's poing to be;

warmer &till next week! I'll

bet the jce.cream vendora will
be doing 8 roaring trade, what ? And
they won't be the only busy folk. Believe
me, the newsagenta will be baving a ve
huag' time next Saturday, coping wi
rush orders for the MaegNeET, containing
the first of our cover-to.cover yems of
Harry Wharton & Co. Never
has the demand for the good old Faper
been 5o great | And no wonder, consider.
ing the s

us.
The first of our extra-apocial long yarnse
ig entitled :

“ THE CIRCUS SCHOOLEBOY 1™

Laugh? Why, you'll fairly burst
yourselves when vou resd of the further
exciting capers Billy Bunter cuts at
Muceolini's Circus. The fat Greyfriars
Removite to Eignor Mueccolini ia like &
red rag to & bull! Willingly would the
enraged praprietor give & year's iakings
to * fire "' Bunter out of the cireus, but
Anyway, you'll read all sbout it
néxt 8 aY. '

Look out, too, for more interesting tit-
bita of information cnn-:emirgre&arry
yiriprs

Wharton & Co. in the *
Herald,” and another snappy poem by
pur clever Greviriars Ehymester,

Here i o paragraph which may interest.

you. It concerns
THE SALMOR GLOBE-TROTTER !

A salmon was caught in a net
off rgen, Norway. It was marked,
and then let loose agesin. A little while
afterwards it was caught sgain off the
const of Beotland. It had travelled
400 miles, and if it cemo dircct it must
heve averaged twenty miles per day.
Bea trout frequently travel across ihe
North Sea, while River Tweed trout are
often caught on the D%r Bank, three
hundred miles away. curious thing
is that Scottish fish scem to travel further
afield than those of sny other country.

befora

nking fine series of circus yarne
Frank Richurds is ot present writing for

T :

LL L L FRAEEAERESS RN EE A

Have you ever heard of
“THE FOUR-MINUTE LAKE,"

chums ¥ Tom 8heldon, one of my
Brighton readers, came across tha ex.
preegion in s etory, and aske me if T can
tell him . what it means. The " four-
minute Iake '’ was created in 1925, in
Wyoming, and gained itsa name befauss
it took onty four minutes to form.the
lake. An entire gection of a mountain
fell in & tremendous landslide, and blocked
the Gros Ventre walley to a height of
400 feet. The river which ran through
the valley rose at a terrifio rate, spreading
over the landslide and forming Inke.
Evontusily the lake reached a depth of
220 feet, a» width of a mile, end a length

of four and & half miles |
Here's an  interesting qugﬂ“ from
Norman Hood, of Esher. He me to

give him some information regarding
THE GOODWIR SANDS.

How big are they he aske. The sands
stretch for ten miles from North to South,
and are situsted about § to 7 miles from
the const, with Ramsegate at the northerly
end and Ki o et the souther!
end. At high water the Goodwin ssn
are covered to a depth of sixteen feet,
but at low weter a considerable portion
is from three to five feet above 868
The eands are quite firm, and one can
gafely walk on them at low tide.
The Goodwins have been the scene of
innumerable wrecks, and were once the
most cdangerous spot on our coasbes
Nowadays, however, lightships, buoys,;
fog-signals and warning guns are soffi-
cient to guard ships from the treacherous
sands and lead eafely to the wide
channel of the Downs, which rans between
the sands and the coastline.

Juet to finish up my little chat for
this week, here is an snewer that might
surprisa some of my London A,

HOW MANY CLEOFPATRA'S NEEDLES
ARE THERE ?

Someone has been telling John Harvey,
of Keonington, that there are more than
cne. Being & Londoner, John indignantly
denied this, and claimed that the only
real Cleopatra’s Needls was that on the
Embankment, in London. Borry to dis-
appoint you, John, but your friend wae
ngﬁ. ere are two Cloopatra’s Needles
—one in London, and another in New
York. They were twin obelisks. .

Well, that's all for now., Meet you
again. next woek.

YOUR EDITOR.

Tie MagyeET LIBRART.—No. 1,483,
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poscd Zarka, appeared with my own
#on a? & prizoner™

Ho turned to Roy.

“You will understand, of course, Roy,
why I did not reveal myself. ¥ou had
to be completely ignorant of my
identity, © Von LEimar had an eye like
n hawk. He would soon have discovered
t, had there beeh any secret between
us, Then, when Von Eimar looted the
Pai Yang tombas, I offered to accompany
Lhim. The Shadow, according to my
orders, followed. The rest you know.™

Ronald Westdale took a deep breath.

“I understand, Morgan Drake,” he
gaid quietly. “What I'd like to know
js—what do vou intend to do with us,
mivself and Hinton. You know who 1
am, the naval lieutenant who betrayed
the secrets of my country——"
-~ “The mnawval lieutenant who was
tricked into betraving those secrets, Mr.
Westdale,” corrected DMorgan Drake.
] know more about your past disgrace
than you koow yourself, Westdale. Ven
Fiunar was rl_'.],m master-spy who tricked
you—you didn't know that, did you?

ut it is true, and—well, Mr. Westdale,
if vou still wish to serve your country,
vou and Hilarity Hinton, I can find a
120 for & man of courage and desperate
fm*t;l:l"lEs like yourself. What do you
sax {' - i

“I say-=thank you, sir |2 cried Ronald
Waostdale breezily. ;

Aund Roy Drake laughed in delight
s he and Morgan Drake clasped hands

- N & » L]

So ended the amazing adventures of
Captain Vengeance, or Von Eimar, and
his conviet-pirates from Nemesis Island.

Killer Moran, Luis Bamiro, Duprez,
Mikhail Lebedoff, and the rest. were
goon rounded up by a British naval
detachment, and, offering no resistance,
¢hey surrendered, to find themselves
huck again at last on Nemesis Island.

Fint the exploits of Von Limar had at -

Irast one good sequel. An investigation
was made into-the effalrs and past
history of the penal colony. Governor
Yarda and Admiral Mericski, both of
whom were rescued from Inaccessible
Island, were degraded from their offices,
and the . Varland Government was
farced to rule its convict island with atb
least something like common humanity.

As for Von Ilimar, picate and mastor-
spv—the sea Lknows  how to keep its
gocrets.

THE END.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

FROM SCHOOL
TO CIRCUS!

(Condinved from page 23.)

Loder knew now as much as the Removo
fellows knew, and it was certain that he
would not be 11::11%- in making his réport
to Mr. Quelch. If Bill}hBunter of the
Remove was, in faot,

Tamer of the circus, as the juniors
hardly doubted that he was, his number
was up—right up! The only consola-
tion was that Loder of the 3ixth had
been kicked. And Wharton was glad to
remember that he had put all lis beef
into that Lick.

K ¥ E d L

“ Impossible ! said Mr. Queleh.
“Cartain, I think, sir1” said Loder.
der was making his report.
He was not explaining how he had
gained the information. Neither was he

reporting the kicking episode. Those
details were better left in oblivien.
According to Loder, he had been

making industrious investigations, and
this was the result. - -

“It * seems  impossible 1" satd  the
Remove master. “¥et the foolizh boy
is certainly in the neighbourhood some-
where., He must have found a refuge
of some sort.' I recall, too. that he was
riding a circus clephant the day I saw
hima, though he declared ithat he had
found it asleep on the common. Upon
my word, Loder, T begin io believe that
you must right."

“I've no doubt of it, sir !" said Loder.

“1I am much obliged fo vou, Loder.”

“Not at all, sir!” said Loder, with a
smirk.

He left the Remove master's study,
happily convineed that Billy Bunter was
booked now for recapture and a Head's
flogging. Quelch had only to call at tha
citeus for him, now that he knew where
to lay hands on the elusive Owl,

Mr. Quelek remained in deep thought.

unto the Boy

It seemed improbable—almeost impos-
sible—and yet—and yet—— DMr. Quelch
was not cobnvinead, but he was going to
ascertsin the facts. At the thought of
laying hands on the ropaway Owl, &
glint came inte Henry Samuel Quelch's
eves, Ee was keeh, very keen indeed,
ta give that member of his Form a

Jlessou an the subject of running away

from school.

He loft his study, donned hat and
coaf, and walked out of Greyiriars. Ha
expected the evening performance to be
on by the. time he reached the circus.
He would watch the performance of
“Bunto " with the eye of a hawk, and
if lic saw any resemblance—the faintest
roscmblance—te the missing Owl, he
would see that “DBunto” never per-
formed again in the company of Signor
Muccolini. .

Mr. Quelch covored the ground with
guick strides,

He turnod off the Courtfield road at
the spot whero he remembered that the
cirens had camped. Kather to hia sur-
prise. no flare of lights, no blare of
muaie, grected his eves or ears.

All scemed dark and deserted.

4 l‘.ir. Queleh peered round bim in the
usk,

He was sure of the spot. Bui he did
nat  belold the big eircus tent, the
parked earavans and lorries. He beheld
nothing but trampled grass and odds
and ends Iving about, showing that a
camp had been there. He peered, e
stared, and be blinked !

“Bless my soul 1™ said Mr. Quelch.

Muecolint's Cirens had been there, but
Muccolini's Circus was no longer there !
Trampled grazs and rubbish indicaled
where it hed been, but it was gone ! Tho
circus had moved on !

“BRBleas mmy  soull”
Cuelch. . ]

‘There was nothing doing | The cireus,
was gone, and the fat junior who -had
changed over fromn school to circus was3
gone witly it !

ropeated  Alr,

THE EXD.
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by Frank

atch out for the first of our grand Cover-to-Cover yarns ;

“THE CIRCUS SCHOOLBOY!”

You'll find it in next week's super issue of the MAGNET.

Richards

l Be sure and order your copy in good time [
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NOTE.—ANOTHER SPECIAL * GREYFRIARS HERALD » SUPPLEMENT NEXT WEEK, AND{HE FIRST OF OUR EXTRA-LONG COVER-TO-COVER STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO.

TIRANTS

PREFERRED!

Believe it or not, the St. Sam's boys are in
revolf against their headmaster because he is
too kind-hearted in this week's instalment of
Dichy Nugent's serial :
“DOCTORBIRCHEMALL' 'S DUBBLE I"

“I'm fed up with Professor
Birchemall, He's too kind-harted | ™

Jack Jolly made that serprizing
statement as he was undressing for
bed in the Fourth Form dormitory.
More serprizing still, the Fourth

sU ted their kaptin'es opinion
mtﬁ a8 harty

(1] “rl ham. t L]

“It's simply aickening, the way he
goes on,” pcﬂntinmd Jolly. ‘¥Ha
tells us good-nite fairy-tales and
tucks us up into Lga-byea as if we
were infanta. And when we do
anything wrong, he gives us & dose
of Rzziel!"

“It's tléa idd:.rfiimmit.’;f Bilg
Merry, " Speaking for myself, 17
mthngr kave a wacking in the old-
fashioned woy !"

“ Bggsactly ! So say all of us,”
nodded Jack Jolly. ** We used to
think ourselves pratty hard dome hy
in Doctor Birchemali’s day becawse
he was such a tirant. But now we
know what it's like, we'd rather be
birched by Alfred Birchemall than
treated like babes im arme by
Willknot Birchemall ! !

“ Hear, hear 1"

“ Why not show him what we
think of him, then 1" asked Frank
Fegrless, with a merry twinkle in
his eve. ' Nobody seems to have

t of japing him yet bocawse he's
so kind-harted. I think it's about
time we began.”

“ Good for you, Fearless ! ' grinnod
Jack Jolly. * What sort of jape do
you sujjest 1

“1 was thinking it wouldn't be &
bad idea to tie some lengths of cord
to the near cornera of the carpet and
trail them acrose to my bed. Then
when the Mead comos in to tell us
our good-pite fairy-tale, I can pull
the cord and yank him off his feet.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?"

**That's a branewave and no
mistake | 2! chuoekled Jack Jolly.
* I'll help you to fix it :E, old chap.”

“Thanks ! " grion Fearless.
“Leat's get bizzy then before he
arrives |

Heo fell on his neers and got to
work without any farther waste of
time.

With Jolly to help him, Fearless
made short work of fixing up guide
ropes to the end of the carpet and

utting the ends beside his bed.
E’hﬂn he undressed and got between
the sheets. A few seconds later,
there was o clumping of hob-nailed
boota slong the corridor and Pro-
fegsor Birchemall walked in.

“Ah, boys! In bed already, I
see 1 he cried, in his kindly wvoice.
“ Now for your good-nite story !
It's going to be an awlully eggaiting
one to-nite—one which 1 am quite
sure will be new to all of yon. It’s
called * Jack and the Beanstalk.”

“ Oh crikey 1 "

ad He]-F l ¥

“I will make myaolf comfortable
in & chair by the winder before I
begin,”? said Professor Birchemall,

beeming et the disgusted juniors. |
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* Don't %et too eggeited, children,

will you § " ‘
Beeming &ll over his dial, the

kind-harted Head of B5St. Sam's

tripped across the earpet.

¥rank Tearless, reezing hia oppor-
tunity with both hands, grabbed the
ende of the cord and pulied with all
hig mite. Next inztant the carpet
jerked forward, the Head's feet
flew up in the air, and thers was o
crash that shook the Skoao! Houso
to ity very foundations.

BOOM !

“ Yaroooooo ! " shreeked the Head.
“ Help ! Murder ! Perlice! Earth-
quakes | V'

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“ Lawnch the lifeboata! ™ yelled
Jack Jolly. *‘ Man overboard!™

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

The Fourth farely yelled. Alter a
cupple of weeks without even .'a.ﬂttmg
eyes on o birch, they felt they coul
afford to make the most of Fearless'
little jape. The thought that the
Head's kind-harted woya wonld
now underge a sudden change held
no terrors for them. It wouid be
{iuitﬁ o relecf, in fakt, to see Pro-
tessor Birchemall lashing out like
the tirant who had rained before
him |

But the Head didn't lash oub!
Had the Fourth known the fakts
of the cose, this would not hawve
serprized them. Had they known
that Professor Willknot Lirchemall
waa only the old Head, posing as a-
kind-harted skool-
master meerly he:
caowse the Guwv-
vornors were deter-
mined to allow no
more tirreny, they
would have under-
atood. But of corse,
they didn't know
thia. All they knew
was that Professor
Birchemall didn’t
lash out. Instead of
that, he staggered to
his feet and shook a
reproving fourfinger
at the historical Fourth Formersa.

“ Nawty, nawty ! " ha eride. 1
beleeve you did that a.purpose!™

He dived into his trowsis pocket
for the big bottle of fizzick he always
carried about him. *'I shall have to
give overybody a daose of medicing
now 1"

[ HE]F 1 i

“ Can't you give us a licking each
instead, sir 1 *" asked Frank Fearless.

Tho Head pawsed in the act of
uncorking the bottle and gazed ut
Fearless almost in horrow.

“You are sujjesting that I should
cane you-—or, to put it wvulgarly,
administer corporal pumshment ?
Tmpoasibul ! It shall never be said of
Willknot Birchemall that he in.
dulged in such barbarous praktisses,
Fearless | ¥ou will kindly open
vour mouth and shut your eyes | ™

Fearless maode a grimace and

obeyed and & (ablespoonful of the
Head's fearsome fizzick rolled down
his throat, almost cheking him,.
After that, the Head went round from
bed to bed till every man-Jack in
the Fourth had had o dose of his
evil mixture.

“ There!"" he beemed, when he had
finished. " You'll zoon ba better
after that ! And now for * Jack and
the Beanstalk." '

Ho sat down and started to read
ont ** Jack and the Beanstalk,” and
the Fourth had to lissen to it, weather
they liked it or not !

By the time the Head had finished
the fairy-tala and tucked them up
in bed, the Fourth were simply
fuming; and the moment the
dormitory deoor closed belind him,
their smouldering pashung burst inio
Hamea.

“ Down with the Head !

“ PDown with Professor Birchemall.”

“What doea he take this for 1
A nursery ! asked Frank Fearless
feercely. “ You're the Form kaptin,
Jolly. What are you pgoing to do
about it 1!

* Hear, hear! "

“Good old Jolly ! ™

“0On the bawl "

“ Jontlemen, chaps, and fellows | ™
gaid Jack Jolly, in grim and Ernocst
tones, “* Things are getting desprit |

“ Hear, hear!.

“0OFf course, wa don’t mihd a
Head beingz kind-harted,” went on
the Laptin of the Fourth. * But

lind-

when ho haz to show how
haried he is by treating Fourth
Formers like o lot of kids, then we'd
rather have a hard-harted Head !
Better a tirant like Doctor Birchemall

thon en  omiable idjut like his
cuxzin 1

“ Hear, lear !

“ Jentlemen ' Y eried Jaek Jolly,
i wringing tones, ' As  nothin
scems to change the habits of the
Hend, there’s only one thing left for
na to do—to change the Head

himselfl | **

) Fﬂlw i (13
“Tn other words, lot's have &
barring-out ! Let's go on strike

and stay on strike till the Guvvernors
gob rid of Prefessor Birchemall and
pive us a Head whe'll treat us like
men ! "
“ Hear, hear 1 2
# Jentlemen ! 21

aontinued the

kaptin of the Fodi, glancing
round the sen of [acapneeth him,
“*Are yvou all in fave"

For angwer, the Fgth ross as
one man and crow
leadsr, shuking his h
ing his back and clx
very dickens.

* Up the rebhels | "hey eried.

“Down with fizzid and fairy-
tales ! Down with Prsgor Birch-
emall 1 " ¥

Jaek Jaﬂty grinned

“Then it's corried*m. con. !
he eride. * Jentlemey The prate
rebellion has begun ! "}

{ Dron't miss Dicky XN

like the

kE

's gecount

of the funntest schoolellion ever
m!}?tﬁ;u of

kncwn  in nexd week’s
“ Doector Birchemall's

Declares TOM

OWN

We agreed to play aggle innings
mateh to a finish agasiy the Upper
Fourth before the sclf breaks up,
and I never laughed sfiuch in my
life. :

The match began
pvening and it wus %&
right through the week
Remove went in Heak

Un Moaday, Wharteged Vernon.

Monday
to play
1 it ended.

Smith opened the inni d stayed
in. They stayed in o Tuesday,
too.

On Wednesdoy on, the
Upper Fourth got the fander out ;
also Tom Redwing aoileh Cherry.

On Thursday they ancther
wicket and on I'ridajfhrec more.
On Saturday they gol i rest of the
tenm out by tea-time. § Romove's
score was 457 !

What worried Templ the Upper
Fourth, however, was®' the score,
but the time factor.

“We brenk up in
next week, and any
hawve so much time n
play,” he told W
wondering whether
enough time to tinish§ gamo !

Wharton advised hingt to worry
about tt. %

After tea, the Ufr Fourth
started their innmgsphey were
all looking a little sied. The
thought that they b
three daya® play leipeerned fo
disturb them,

yniddle of
"wwe shan't

But all theic worrd atk an
end before stumps awn that
evening. Temple & that

they had enough time | finieh the
match guite comfortabl
Tho reason was thatgggot them

all out by six o’clock foruns |

e

]

GREYFRIARS REGATTA
NEEDS LIVENING UP!

—_—

Declares
BOB CHERRY

I don’t know whabt you chapas
think about it, but the school regatta
‘ast week secrned a pretiy tame affair
to me. A lot of fellows paddling up
and down the river and a lot of
patera and matera and sisters and
Old Boya lounging abont on the
bankg wnd floating about in punts.
That's about all there was to it!

O course, it was quite pleasant
anid all that. Shimmering water,
rustling trees, sparkling eyes, ravishing
dresses, rippling Iaughter and what
nob. (Ei! Steady on, Bob! You're
getting  quite  literary '——12d.) But
there wasn't the same pep about it
that you get at the Cup Final or an
All-In Wrestling Mateh,

My idea is thap we onght to do
something to make it & great succesa,
Just think how it would brighten
thinga up, for instance, if o few
I}Eﬂ[éﬂ fell inte the water and had
to be sescued. Nothiog like that
ever seems to happen ot the Grey-
friars Hegaita. 1dut it could easily
be arranged. We might pet a few
volunteers to fall into the river of
their own accord !

Failing thas, it would be simple
enough to push them in while they
were off their guard !

Angther improvement would Ln
to introduce sinking competitions
botween two or more boats—sceing
which ecould sink the others, if you
get the idea. T con quite imagine
the relined hand.clapping that you
hear with the present races turning
into a fearful hullabaloo of cheering

as baat after boat went down under
the onslaughts of the victor.

Im fact, while we were abonf it,
it would be a jolly good wheezo
to have a sort of 1irate Carnival,
with two boatloada of desporadoes—
Remove end Upper Fourth perhaps—
having a I'Eal.ﬁ_}' good ret-to with

cutlasses, boathooks, peashooters,
ripa tomators, and any old thing !
hy not ?

Botter still, let the spectators join
in and polé ecompetitors in races
or anything else with whatever they
care to lay their hands on !

1've got plenty more bright ideas
np my sleevao il tho principle of the
thing is agreed. IDivers, for inatence,
bobbing wup and grabhing chaps’
onrg unexpectediy.

But I'll go into all that lafer on,
if and when the powers that be
invite me to liven up the Hegotta !

{(The “if " ought fo e spelt in
capitals and undeclined —15d.)

I KEPT COOL IN
THE HEAT WAVE

Boasts H. VERNON-SMITH

The great problem during the reecent heat
wave was keeping cool, and I don’t think anybody
at Greyfriars managed it bettor than I did, Yet,
strange s it sounds, I gobt cool quite by aceident.

At first I had no more suecess than anvbody
else. I fixed up an electric fan in the study. The
fnct that this is againet the rules made it a pleasant
pastimne. But it didn't seem to reduce {ho
temperature & bit!

In search of cooilth, 1 wandered across to the
ruing and went down into the erypt. Thive
Upper Fourth IForm chaps bhad gone down ex-
ploring in front of me. Wo started arguing onbouk
whether a Hemove chap shonld be allowed to
breathe the same air as a Fourth Forin chap.
The argument alone was heated, and when we got
from words to blows, il was a dashed sight worse.
I got the worst of tha arpument and arrived bacle
on the upper suwrfnce of the earth feeling warmer
than ever!

Then [ went to the luckshop to sample an ice-
eream. The shop was packed with perspiring
people and the ice-cream was reduced to n luke-
warm ligquid beforo I had hed a conple of spooniiuls,
By the time I hod siruggled ithrough the crowid
into the quad once more, 1 wus alinost melting
n yself !

I tottered down to the river for o swim. That was
eool enough while 1t lasted, but a chap can'd speid
half the day in the river,can he ¥ As [ came away,
I realised that I waa hotter than I'd been all day !

Baek I trekked to the school. In the quad,
[ heard a sound you'd have thought wonld 51111?5
been stilled on a “ haifer ™ during a heat wave,
It was tho clicking of Quelch's typewriter |

“ Jevver know moyone yuite like Quelchy 1" T
asked Fussell, who waa pasaing. " You'd think
the fathead would be satisfied with writing his
idiotic * History of Greylriars ' in the cold wrather,
But even in & heat wave he has to go on turning
out the tripe. Potty! Muat bel™

And then, suddenly, I realised that Quelch waos
working on a baleony just above us and that he'd
heard every word 1I'd aaid !

Quelch got up, looked down, fixed his well-known
gimlet eyes on me, and procesded to give mo the
most freezing glare I've ever had in my oatural.

Without the slightest efiort on my part, my
temporature promptly went down about 40
degrees !

It didn’t go up again. I faney it will be quite
a long time before it does. And now you know
how | kept cpol during the remainder of the
heat wovoe !

IS THIS WHAT COKER MEANS 7

Coker writes to toll us he was last in the Senior
Cross-country Hun because he acted as pucemaker
itu tha rest. .

Well, they eerlainly ** went by ™ him !

YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED!

Roars GERALD LODER

T a believer in the mailed fist for
“Epare the rod and epoil the
There’s
only one thing a e understanda from

frgs. " r
child " s my fuvourite molto.

a prefect and that’s his ashplant !

fhese nre ry firmest beliofs and I'm
putiing them plainly so that even your

puerils Lrains ean underatand what I
mean ! : 3
NOw! Il T ever read agin in this

piffling poaper of yours e much ss one
or ridicule
meant for me, I'm going to wet up to
my beliefs right away—and thero won't
be ony half-measurea about the way

ward of abuse, sarcasm,

I act, either!

I've ondurcd eovrrilous attacks in this

rag of youra for yearas without

article :

really drastie action !

I sholl simply pulverise yon

the passage,
The way wou young whelps

rank outsider. I'm not !

anything sbout it execept kicking the
writers vound the quad when I sco them.
But voung Todd’s libsllous and offensivo
* Let’'s Be Just To Loder!™
has opened my eyes to the need [or

Tho next time it hoppens, 1 shall
come right round to the editorial office
and wallop every litile worm [ find there.
oung cubs
and strew you all in little pieces down

about me, one would think [ was a
The fact ia,

although I don’t bLoast about it, I'm

i warm-hearted, honest, truathiul, cloan
hiving fellow, generous to a fault, braveo asa
lion, nnd gentle as a turtle-dove. And anyone
who zaya I'm not, is dashed well FOR IT |
YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED!
(Thanks for the warning, Loder! From
what we've seen of you, we should sy
ou're a8 warm-hearted a3 a weasel, as
onest a8 the avernpe fox, as truthlul as
Ananina, as clean-living a3 a blowfly, as
generous a3 A jeckal, as brave as a worm
and as gontle as a man-cating tiger '—Ed.
N.B.—Will the Editor's storm troopers
please report at once for urgent defence
duties 1)

doing

QUITE TRUE!

Some of the Upper Fourth Cricket Com-
mittoe doubted Tumr!ﬂ'a word when he tr:mh!
thern ho was called away on pressing
busincsas.

But it was quite true. Shortly after-
wards we saw him ircning his Hannel Logs!

write




