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Street,

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
. from his readers.
of the ‘' Magnet,” The Amalgamated
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

Write to him : Editor

London, E.C.4. A stamped,

addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

HOPE you are all thinking that your
Editor ia & * real brick,” for per-
suading Frank Richardas to write

|

cover-tg-cover storiea of Harry
Wharton & Co. I know you will be
eased, and -that’'s all that matters.

don’t think anyone could ged tired
of Frank Richards’ glorigus school yarns
of Greyfriars—and the old saying that
yvou can't get too much of a. thing
18 borme out weelk after wee%k by the
numbor of letters I receive telling how
pleased readers are with the grand yarms
of Harry Wharton & Co. Take, for in-
stance, our present series of circus
if you don't get a fill of laughs out of them
vou ought to see a doctor!

The next yamn in this super series is
entitled :

“THE HAUNTED CIRCUS I™

I tell you etraipght away that it's o
pcream from begi mrg to end. The num-
ber of things that Billy Bunter cannot
do ia almost unlimited, but there is one
thing he can do, and do well, and that
is ventrilogquize. Healising that he has
made o big blunder getting the * push
froon Muccolini’a Cireus, snd knowing
inll well the rascally doings of Muceclini,
the runaway schoolboy threatems to
“ spill the beans' unless the fat pro-
Priat.ur reinatates him in his old ** job.™
To save hiz skin, the spying signor
agrees. It i8 then that ths Greyinars
ventriloguist gets some of his own back !
I will only spoil the warn for you if T
tell you any more. But I will say this,
that you will be missing something great
if you fail to fﬁt next Saturday’s MagxEr,

There will be another magnificent

supplement in next Saturday's issue,
too. Harry Wharton certainly knows
kow to handle the °* Herald.” He is

sparing no effort to get everything that

ie good in the wey of interesting infor-

mation about OGreyfriars, #od I am sure

all of yon are appreciating his efforts.
Recommendation ia

THE FINEST ADVERTISEMENT

there in, and if you are & satisfied reader
and enjoy the etories of Harry Wharton
& Co., ssk you to recommend the
MicxET ‘to all your chuma at school.
Whether they be boys or girla who are
not readers, just tell them what they'rs
misging. If you heave a copy to lend
them, so much the better.

I dare eay most of you have heard
the expression :

“ GIVE 'EM BEANS 1 ™

8o you might be interested in the answer
to the question which a Tonbridge
uaﬂﬂuﬂm thia week. He wants to
know what is the most valuable plant
in the world, Well, although you might
find it difficult to believe, that distinetion
belongs to a bean—but a rather different
Gean ﬁ‘éﬂ tﬁkwhich B0 m].:n;? people
w in their gardens in this country.
mTEE Macxer Liggary.—No. 1,484,

Do vou know that more than seven
hundred  million peopls use a variety
of bean as their staple fodd ! The bean
is the Soya Bean, which is greatly culti.
vated in the Orient. Horticulturists
are now tirying to cultivate the BSova
Bean in this country. All varieties
are not maitable for human consumption,
but you'd be surprised at the number
of things which can be made from the
Sova Bean.

Flour, margarine, milk and cheese,
when mads with soya, contain many
extra vitamins, Among. other things
which can be produced by this magie
bean are fertilisers, candles, inks, glue,
sauces, linolenm, snd electrical equip-
ment. What is more, as many as four
crops & Year ¢an be cbtained from the
first sowing. No wonder that big farms
in this country are now turning their
attention to the cultivation of Hova
Beans.

Talking about f[pod—I can imagine
Billy Bunter's ears pricking up at this—
have you heard about

THE MAN WHO EATS FROGS ¢

Frogs, of ecourse, have been eaten
by the French for years, and ihere are
special frog farms in that country to
supply the demand of the restaurants.
The other day I heard of an Englishman,
living at Market Harborough, who ha=s
been eating live frogs every day for
seventy vears! He obviously (h
on them, for he is now ninety years of
age! When he was serving as ag'mmg
soldier in India, & native tor advised
him to eat live frogs, and he has done
50 ever sinve,

2  voun colleet bulterflies *

D you do, this answer to " Mag-

netite,” of Birmingham, may

interest yow. This reader wants

to know if it is true that botterfliea live

only for one day ? People used to believe

that such was the case, but it ia not true.
In faet, '

BUTTERFLIES WHICH CRO55 THE
QCEANS

are almost a8 common as birds which do
the same thing. The famous Hed Admirals
and Painted Ladies butterflies are two
of the most interesting species which do
this. 'These butterfliea leave Africa in
the spring and cross the Mediterranean.
Some settle in Franee, but others come
on to Britain. The common Cab
White butterflies come from Denmark,
Sweden, Franee, and North Germany,

A gharp leok-out is kept by lighthouse
k , who hawve frequently seen flights
of butterflies looking like a snowstorm,
coming to this couniry. Not 80 w
leng ago, & woman lving in Hamps-
thwaite, Yorks, kept a butterfly as &
pet for two years.

Some butterfly migrants even tiravel
as far as Ieeland, which ia a pretty hefly

ourney.
¥ alking of Todland; db von kaow st
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IT WANTS5 TO JOIR THE BRITISH
EMPIRE ?

Iccland is an independent state, undee
the sovereignity of the King
of Denmark. This union expires in 1840,
and the Eeu ¢ of Jeeland are wondering
what to do then. Some want fo continue
the union with Denmark ; others want to
declare complete indopendence. But a
third group wants to join the Briligh
Empire !

Thia suggestion is sertously worrring
the men of the country’s armed force,
for the simple reason that all they have
to-do at present is to man the gunboaia
which keep a look-out for British trawlera

ching ~ within the three-mile limit.
]pfalcﬂlnn{l joined the British Fmpire,
their job would be gone | :

L

In nse to many requests from
readers, Em are & few more raphs

concerning out-of-the.way things m
THIS QUAINT OLD WORLD!

The Smallest Palr of Scissors in the
World !—These are owned by an Edin-
burgh man. They are less than a tenth
of sn inch in length! They will cut—
but only hairs !

Everyone will Live {0 A Hundrad
Years of Age ! —That is, provided the
claims of some Austrian scientista aro
correct | They claim to have found
a substance which will provide new stores
of energy for the human race, thus allow-
g life to be prolonged to the age of 100,
at least !

A City Without Trafe 1--Within the
walls of Dubrovnik, in Juposlavia, the
streets are 80 narrow that ne wheeled
traffic is allowed in them !

The Smallest Vil In England !
Is claimed to be the village of Chidding-
stone, in Kent. It boasts a castle,
church, post-office, village hall, two shopa
and an inn. Yet there are only sizteen
people whoe live in it !

Books That Talk !--Gramophone com-
panies gre now experimenting with
* talking books.”” These will be bundles
of paper tape, which will ba run through
sn sapparatus that will make them
u " the book, together with suit-
able sound effect backgrounds |

Now for a few

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES
to various queries sent in by readers,

What is ** The Venice of the North ** ?—
This description has beem applied to many
north.-European cities where thers are
great numbers of canals—notably Bruges
and Hotterdam.

How Many Locks are There on i{he
Grand Union Canal-—and How Many
on the Thames ?—0On the main branch
of the Grand Union, from Brentford
to Braunston there are 101 locks. On
the Thames, from Teddington to St.
John's, there are 45 locksa, There iz also
a tidal lock on the Thames at Richmond.

How Many Races of Mankind are
There 2—The races of manpkind are
divided into six categoriea. These are
Caucasian, Mongolian, Negre, Semetic,
Malayen, and Red Indian. The largest
race i the Caucasian, which extends
over Europe and the Orient. It iz eosti-
mated to mumber over seven hundred
milliona of people. The smallest race
in the HRed E:edmn, estimated to copsist
of twenty-six million people.

Bo much, then, for thia week, chums.
Watch out for another pow-wow mnext

Saturday.
YOUR EDITOR.



MORE THRILLS IN THIS GRAND EXTRA-LONG YARN OF HARRY WHARTON & C0., AND—
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THE FIBRST CHAPTER.

Mr. Buntsr Wants to Enow !

L4 LOW 1" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

B Buzzzz |

“ Bother 1
1 g
t was really very annoying.

Bob was standing in Mr. Queleh’s
study, at the telephone. He wasz about
to hift the receiver off the hooks, when
this bell suddenly buzeed.

Somebody, evidently, was callin
Quelch—at  an  cextremely aswkwar
moment for that member of Quelch’s
Form!

A moment ago all had seemed safe.
The Remove were out in morning
break. Queleh had been seen in Mr.
Capper's  study, farther along the
passage. The coast was clear for a
fellow who wanted the use of & phone.
g._'!_[uch, gs it happened, DBob erry

il

That afternoon was the last half-
holiday of the term. Dob wanted to
call up & fellow at Higheliffe, about

lans for that afternoon. Which would
ﬁm—a been perfectly easy and simple—
hoad not the telephone bell chosen that
very awkward and inopportune moment
for putting up a raucous buzz

Bob did not lift the receiver.

Hea.turned an uncasy eye on the door
of the study, which he had carefully
closed after entering

Queleh was sure to hear—and sure to

come! And if Bob left the study, he
wonld walk right into him as he
COInG.

Lvidently, this was not a favonrahle
moment  for speaking to Higheliffe.
rompt retreat was b'a cue. But
there was no safo egress by the door.
Ile stepped guickly to the window.

But befor: Bob, quick as he was,
could open the window, there was a
sound of the door-handle turning.

I1e had just time to blot himself from

FRANK: Ne . 0
%_RIC%?;S ||rll|:}lJ ’l

view bebind the window curtain—then
Mr. Quelch came in.

The bell ceased to buzz. Before it
could restart, the Remove master
reached the instrument and grabbed up
the receiver.

“(Oh crumbs | murmured Bob Cherry
1naudibly.

The window-curtain hid him from
Mr. Quelch—but not from the guad-
rangle outside the window. He turned
an snxious eye in that direetion, hoping
that no beak or prefect would happen
to pass and spot him there.

Fortunately, there wero no masbers or

En}imta in the offing. He could sea his
riends, Harry Wharton and Frank

Ever since Billy Bunter first
joined Sigmer  Muccolini’s
Magnificent Circus he has been
a source of trouble to the fai
proprietor. But kick him ount
is more than the signor dare
do . . for the runaway school-
boy from Greyiriars Kknows
to0 much about him !

Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram BSingh. They were stand-
ing in a group nesr the House, waiting
for him to rejoin them after ph-u-nmg
He was not likely to rejoin them just

yet!
Mr. Quelch

“Hallg !
What? What?”

Bob was near enough to the tele-
phone to hear a murmur over the wires,
but he did not eatch the words.

He was feeling extremely uncomfort-

able.
He did not want to overhear Quelch

speaking |

,j,

on the telephone. He did not in the
least resemble Billy Bunter of the
Remove. Bunter would have regarded
this as rather s catch! But Bob was
not inquisitive,. and he hated to be
put into the position of an eaves-
dropper.

On the other bhand. to out into
view, and own up that he had come
there to use a Form-master's telephone
without leave, was to msk for 2
of the best! Which was far from an
attractive idea. -

Bob made up his mind that, if Quelch
started telking of private affairs, he
would show up and chance it. But if
it was only some tradesman calling, or
some parent talking about some fellow
in the Remore, it did not matter very
much, snd he was going to avoid
making any closer acquaintance with
the cane thet lay on the study table,

“No, certainly not!” Mr. Quelch
barked into the transmitter. “Buonter
has now been absent from school for a
He has not returned!

Bob heard his Form-master esnort.

Billy Bunler's name, in thesa days,
had rather the effect on Mr. Quelch of
a red rag on & bull

Bunter was never the kind of fellow
to make a Form-master glad to have
him in his Form. He was backward,
he was obtuss, he was lazy, he was
unpunctual—he was very nearly cvery-
thing that & schoolboy ought not to
have been.

E{;ll.i 8 schoolmaster had to take the

with the esmooth, and Mr
I.‘:Jﬁ-c]: tolerated Bunter with more or
le-.u patience—as s rule. But when
Billy Bunter added to hia other
offences, the unheard-of offence of run-
ning saway from school, Quelch
naturally saw red.
the

Bunter always kept him on
Ter Magrxer Lisrary.—No. 1,484,
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pfimmer, &2 i were. Now ke boiled
over.

“The young rascall” went on
Quelch’'s voice at the phone. " Yes,
Mr. Bunter| Yes, sir! I am alluding
to your son William ss a yourg rascal!
A troublesome and disrespectful young
rascal, sir [*

Evidently, it was Mr. Bunter &n the
phone | _

Mr. William Bamuel Bunter had been
en the phone more than once since his
hopeful son had disappeared from
school,. Now he was on the phone
a ain, at an awkward moment for Baob

BrrY.

. "ﬂ Ea%!tﬂéu;a]v;hai_: usa 'i=t wﬂ! be 1™
arke T. eich, In. ¥
thing that did not rﬂﬁhmgab.
certainly you may come. down to the
school if you so desire. I may a3 well
tell you plainly, Mr. Bunier, that
unless the boy returns before Greyfriara
breaks up for the summer holidaye, he
will not be allowed to return at alll
Every sllowance, sir, is made for your
son's stupidity—yes, I said stupidity—
stupidity, sir! But there is a limit to
his headmaster’'s patience—and to
mine I _ ;

Bob completely gave up the idea of
emerging into view.

He could not see Mr. Quelch through
the eurtain; but the sound of his voice
told that Mr. Queleh was in one of the
worst of his tantrums. It waz no time
i'n]rf drawing Quelch’s wrath upon bhim-
EEil.

In elch’s present meood, it was

robable that it would be a relief to

im ito cane somebodyl Indeed, he
sounded as if he would have liked to
cane Mr. Bunter |

Bob did not want to afford his Form-
master that relief _];errsunnlijl Ha
remained quiet and still

“ Undoubtedly, there js news of the

oung rascal—I repeat, young raseal!”

rked Mr. Quelch, “I am not sure
yet whether it is socurate. I have been
told that he has joined s circus which
was lately in thia neighbourhos -

There was & pause, as the gentleman
at the other end interjected.

“¥Yes, a cirous,” went on Mr. Quelch.
“A girous belonging to some foreigner
named Muccolim | According to what
I have heard, Bunter hss joined the
circus, and appears in the circus under
the ridiculous name of ‘Bunto.!! 1
am not certain of this—"

Another pause. :
“Naturally, I am taking stepsl!”
barked Mr., Quelch. *“But 1 have

other maiters on my hands, sir, n3 well
a8 the affairs of wyour son—I1 am a
busy man, sirl Certainly, as soon as I
heard this, I proceeded to circus ab
once, cnly to find that it hed moved
on from Courtfield, where it had becn
staying for some weeks. have sinece
sscertained that it has stopped at a

laca called Wapshot, some ten miles
rom here—"

Pause again, while Mr. Bunter inter-
jected.

“I repeat, sir, that I am a busy man,
gnd cannot devote my whole time to a
disrespectful and lawless young rascal!
L ME;-';E rascal, sir—yes, rascal!” hooted
Mr. Quelech. “But this afternoon, being
a half-holiday in the school, it is my
intention to go to Wapshot, and ascer-
tain whether Bunter really is at the
circus there. A serious inroad upon
my seanty leisure, sir, especially eo
close to the end of the term [

Mr. Quelch breathed hard over the
telophons, as he listened to Mr.
Bunter's rejoinder.

Tre Mucxer Lisrsry.—No. 1,484,
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“1 take no blame whatever, sir!” he
barked. “Ths hoy hss absented himn-
self of his own saccord—and I repeat,
sir, that unless ho returns before the
pchool breaks up, he will not be
allowed to return. Next term, sir, you
may find soms echool other than 'f}raj-
friars for this troublesome boy! I,
however, I find him at Wapshot, I shall
bring him back to Greyfriars, and his
headmaster will administer a fogging
which, I trust, may bring even. that
obtuse boy to hiz senseal I repeat,
ajir—"

Mr. Quelch broke off.

“Are you there, Mr. Bunter?"”

-No mgl;ir :

Mr, Bunter had had hiz three

- minutes, and even hia natural, parental

anxiety for his missing son, it seemed,
did not make him feel justified in in-
curring additional expenditure. 8o he
had cut off.

Mr. Queloh snorted.

He. banged .the receiver back on the
hooks, with s bang that made the
mstrument rock

“8eandaloas 1™ Bob heard his voice. th

“Outrageous| Precisely the view that
a parent weuld take—the master is {o
blame, not the boyl Upon my word!
A flopging—sa severe Hogging—the very
eoverest flogging—»

Bob Cherry hardly breathed. -

It was an immense reliei to him to
hear Quelch strida across te tha door,
if_u.ve the study, and bang the door after

im.

“Oh erikey I’ murmured Bob.

He waited a fow moments. But he
was not thinking of calling Highcliffa
oW,
out of that dangerous quarter as fast
as he could. Ile slid up the lower zash
of the window, gave & quick glance
round the guad, and dropped out. Once
out of Quelch’'s study, Bob falt 2 good
deal as Daniel must have fclt when ke
got outside the lions” denm.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Voice !

o W LE L ) ]

G Signor Mucealini, proprietor
of Muccolimi’s Magnificent
Cireus, jumped almost elear of
the ground in his surprise and rage,

Beefy and bulky and podgy, Bignor
Muceolini had a greasy, swarthy face,
curly black hair that shona with o,
and & swapggering manner., FHe owned
the c¢ircus: but his manner indicated
that he owned the carth.

FProbably thers were many members
of the circus company who would have
been pleased to kemind the swagpering
signor that he was, after sll, merely a
i gaga,"

But no one, so for, had ventured to
do so. .

Now someone was doing it !

Signor Muccolini could hardly belisve
his dusky, greasy ears, as they caught
that disagresable word.

He stared round him, his black eyes
glittering with rage in scarch of the
affonder. That offender was booked for
the “boot,” short and sharp.

It was a sunny morning, and the
gignor was taking a walk round the
circus camp, silk hat end eyeglass com-
lete; every now and ihen atppgz_:q to
ullyrag some unfortunate individual
thli: was not in a position to answer
back.

He had been telling Mr. Tippity Tip,
the circus elown, that the public wers
fed-up on his moth-eaten wheezes, and

that -if he didn't think of something.

He was only thinking of gpetting.

new, he had betler look out for ancther
job. He had left Mr. Tip wishing that
times were not 80 hard, so that he could
hnv? afforded to hit the signor in the
eye

F‘I‘hen ha came on Bunto the Boy
Tamer.

Bunto—otherwise Billy Bunter of the
Greyfriars Remove—was taking hig {at
eago in a deck-chair,

From the field where the circus was
camped, on & low hillside outside the
town of Wapshot, Bunter had a view of
the little town, of the air camp adjoin:
ing, and of buzzing planes coming and

goLng. _ :
Having just dis -of hiz third
breakfast, Bunter would have been
pleased fo take a little nap in that deck-
chair, but the incessant buzzing of the
planes disturbed him. Every now and
then & plane, flying low, roared over
his head with a terrific din. Which was
annoying to a fat and lazy junior who
wanted to nod off, so Bunter was not in
the best of tempers. L
Ho blinked at Signor Muccolini
rough his big spectacles with an
inimical blink. .
He did not like the signor. The
signor did not like him. untor was
there as tho assistant of Marco, the
King of the Lions, who was a greast
draw, and with whom the signor did
not want trouble, But that did not
saye Bunter from the acid edge of the
signor’s tongue when he was in & bully-
ing humour, a3 he very often was.
unter had heard him talkiog to Mr.
Tip. He gucssed fthat his turn was
coming. That was why s voice,
apparcutly from nowhere, called
“Dago ™ into the signor's greasy ear.
Mobody at Muccolini’s Circus knew

that Billy Bunter was a ventriloguist,

They knew in the Groyfriars Remove;
and & “mysterious voice™ did not
mystify Bemmove fellows, but often led
them to kick Bunter. They did not
know in Muccolini’s Circus, or doubtle:s
the fat Owl of the Remove would have
been kicked thera also. .

Certainly it did not oceur lo Bignov
Muceolini for & moment that a fal
schoolboy was playing tricks on bim.
He was not looking at Dunter, but had
he looked at him he would not have
scen his lips move. Bunter, who could
do nothing else, could do ventriloguisin
amazingly well.

e grinned as the Italian glarcd
round hium with enraged eyes. Thero
were caravans and lorries parked near
at hand, on one side; on the other the
anmexe where the animals were kept in
their cages. There was plenty of cover
for anvone who desired to call the
gcirous manager names without being
spatbed.

“Who—uho was that?” exclaimed the
sirmor. “ Who called to mo?”

“Dage! Why don't you wash sour
neek 77 inguired & veoice that scemed to
gomoe over hig shoulder. ;

Bignor Muccolini zpun round like a
fat hurmming-top.

His black, beady eyes almost siarted
from hig swarthy face ms be saw that
there was no one behind him.

“ Die miio ! he cjaculated. “Dov' et
Dove il furlapie®™

He glaved at Bunter. )

“TWeeo! Did you szee him?” he
snarled.

“HBae whom 7" vawned Bunter.

“The rascal—the pig—the furfante—
he who call me & name?” roared the
angry circus manager. “Jla is ncar at
hand. Did you sce him 1"

“What dJdid he call you?” ashed
Bunter.
The =signor gave an angry snord



instead of replying. He did not want
to repzat the offensive epithet.

“Have you washed since ﬁgu left
Ttaly i asked the volce, t aext
moment. ,

“Cospetto!” panted the signor. He
rushed towards a lorry, from which
direction the woica proceeded—or

scemed to proceed. He had his circus
whip under his podgy arm, and he
slipped it down into his hand. His eyes
'glleamed with fury as he rushed round
the lorry. .

Had he discovered anyonme hidden
behind that lorry, that one would
certainly have had the benefit of the
whin.

But there was no one to be seen
behind the lorry.  Signor Muccolini
stared round an empty space, while
Bunter winked at a passing aeroplane
and grinned.

Signor Muccolini had been going to

one porpolse is like another——"" Smack I

EVERY SATURDAY

h'“ You!” roared the signor, glaring at
1.

“ Eh, what?"

Marco stared out at him with a face
covered with lather.

“It 15 vou who call to me, ¥you,
Marce ! roared Sigmor Mucoolini.

“I didn't call you!” answered the
astonished lion-tamer. “Neover knew
vou  were there! But if I did, what
does it matter "

“You call me dago! You say wash &
neck I roared the signor furiously.

Mareo almost swallowed a mouthful
of lather in his astonishment.

“You're dreaming!” he ssid. #I
never spoke! Don't be an  ass,
Mucky 17

“Vou call from thiz van—=*"

“I did not!” snapped Marco. * Per-
haps there's somebody round ihe van,
or under itl 1 did not speak !”

“It is one lie—you call ¥

fL .1 ;~

- = _. oL
e M T

e g

“ Fat old bounder ! ** Skinner was saying, unaware of the fact that Mr, Bunter was just behind him. * As like Billy, as

**Yaroooh !

5

“I've not seen anything of him.”
signor Muceolim %amd round
furigusly. Mr., Tippity Tip, at a little

distance, was staring at him, perhaps
wondering what was the matter with
him. Mr. Tip was the circus ventrilo-
31115#. and did ventriloguist tricks with

ells in a side show. sudden
suspicion flashed into the signor's mind,
and he rushed across to Mr. T;F.

“It 13 you!” he roared. “You play
s trick! Is it noti™

“What the poker have I done nowI™
asked Tippity.

“You make a voice to com u play
ventriloquism on mel”? roared Bignor
Muccalini. “¥You call me names with
& voice that come from nowhere.”

“Blow m buttons I szaid the
astonished r. Tip. *“1 ain't done
nothing of the zort|! You're dreaming,
signor |

“¥ou call me one name ! bawled the

He broke off suddenly, as a faf hand smote his ear, and he

staggered sideways., Mr, Bunter had heard every word |

give him a turn in the bullyragging.
But the signor was not thinking of that
now. He was red with rage, and think-
ing only of tracking that mysterious
voiwce to its source.

He came back round the lorry and
glared at Bonter again.

“Did you ses him he
demanded.

“1 zaw nobody run ! vawned Bunter.

“"He was there—I heard him! I
heard—"

“Gio back to Saffron Iill, dapo!™
came the voico again, and this time the
signor fixed his eves on the window of
Marco's van, mear which Bunter had
planted his deck-chair. He could bave
sworn that the voice came from that
window. -

He rushed across to the van.,

The littla window was open, and
inside. Marco, the lion-tamer, could be
gcen.  He was shavics,

run

Marco gave him a grim look from
the window, 3

“Cut that out, Mucky!” he said,
“I'm not an JItalian, and don't tell
lies. Den’t give me any more of
that.” _

The lion-tamer turped back to his
mirror,  Signor Muceolini glared af
him with & deadly glare. But ho turned
away suddenly as a volce c¢ame from
under the van.

“What price ice-cream, dagol!”

“Oh!” gasped the signor. “He is
there—he 15 under the vanl Now 1
will ﬁnﬂ that furfante—I will beat him

Stopping, the signor peered beiween
the wheels, Once more hiz black, beady
eyes bulged as he saw empty space. He
spun round at Bunter.

“You see him T he howled.

“Who!” asked Bunter.

“That roscal—that dog—that pig—
that spealk from under Marco's van!”

signor., "™ With a ventrilogquizm you call
me o pame |

“I ain't—— Hers, look out!” roared
Mr. Tip, as the enraged Italisn made
a cut at him with the ecircus whip.
“You gone balmy?"

Barely dodging the cut, Tippity Ti
scuttled into the big circus tent an
vanished. The signor brandished the
whip after him.

“It is vou—you who play a trickery |*
he ronred. “I—"

“8hut up, you silly dago!™ soid =&
voice behind him,

Signor Muceolini revolved on-his axis.
Clearly it was not the circus ventrilo-

uist this time; Mr, Tip was at o safe

istance. A man was rubbing down a
pad-horse near at hand, and the signor
rished up to him.

“You speak ! he yelled.

The man stared.
Tre Maigyer Lmeany.—No. 1,484,
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“Wott I ain't said nothing, guv'nor! to be brought to & sudden end, with row with that fat Italian blighter,” said

Wot you getting at " ;
“Go home to Italy ! came the veice.
Again the signof spun round.
“ Dio mio I” he gasped. “Who k?

Ia it that the circus ia haunt? hear

someone speak, and I do not see spme-

ono.” He glared round in haelpless
wrath. "“Pigl Dog! Where do you

speak 7
“I'm in ‘3!"“ van I came the reply,

apparently from the open doorway of

one of the circus caravans, “You come
in here, and I'll dot your eye for youl

Go home and scoff macaroni I L
With a howl of rage, Signor Muccolini

leaped into the van. e almost fell

.down in his astonizhment as he found

that it was unoccupied. He came out

again with an expression on his face
that made the Greyiriarg ventriloguist
chuckle.
“T don’t think I shall gét any cheeky
jaw from that greasy beast,” murmured
illy Buntez. .
And the fat ventriloquist was right.

Bignor Muceolini quite forgot his exist-

ence as he pursued his angry search for

the owner of the mysterious veice. But
he had no luck in that search.

THE THIRD CHAFPTER.
Found !

ARRY WHARTON, the captain
H of the Greyfriars Remove, had
a thoughtful expression on his
face when the school came out

after dinner that day.

Bob Cherry had told his chums of the
talk on Quelch’s telephone, and all of
them were feeling rather concerned

about Billy Bunter. It looked as if the
antics of the fat and fatuous Owl were

ainful results for William Geo Bob.
unter. Obviously his game was HPTE& “I know, but—well, he's booked,”
Mr. Quelch went over to the circus at said Harry. "Quelch will catch him en

Wapshot in zearch of him—as he was
poing to do. ]
“¥ou fellows keen on Higheliffe this

afternoon 1 asked Harry.

“Not. specially,’”’ snswered Bob. “We
were poing to see old Courtenay befors
wa break up and clear off, but 1 never
got that phone call through. Anything
else om 1

“T was thinking about Bunter.”

“Blow PBunter!” remarked Johnny
Bull.

“ Bunter’s number’'s up, from what
Bob heard in Quelch’s study,” remarked
Frank Nugent. *“Quelch will bring him
baclk by his ears.”

“The upfulnesa is terrific,” assented
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
flogfulness is the mnext item on the
esteemed programme.”

“That's what T was thinking about,”
said the captain of the THemove.
“Bunter's a blithering idiot and a
howling ass and & pie-faced porker, and
hasn't the sense of a bunny rabbit; but
nchody wants to see him flogged, or
sacked.™ )

“ Whopping might do him goed,” said
Jobnny Bull. " He's been asking for it
long encugh—begging for it."

“Woll, vea: but he doesn't want all he
asks for, like most of us. Look here,
what about cutting over te Wapshob
before Quelch starts and putting the fat
asa wize that Quelch is coming ¥

“It's ten miles,” said Nugent.

“Ten miles on the jiggers won't hurt

“Last time wa went to the circus to
seg if he was there he landed us in &

nothing but pyjamas and

the peril in which
involved, Whatever you do,

G
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the hop, and it will be all up with him
if we don’t warn him.”

“That's all very well,” said Johnny
Bull, "“But a fellow cughtn’t to run
away from school; and if he does, he
ought to be hooked back, We can't help
him to keep dodging Quelch,””

“I don't mean that, ass! He's got lo
get out of the cireus now that Quelch 1s
cn his track, and if we tip him he can
come-back of his own accord without
wa.ilam§ to be fetched. It will make it

o

easier for him.”
“Let'al"” sard Nugent.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's

Quelchy ' murmured Bob Cherry.
Mr. Quelch came out of the Houze
and walked briskly down te the gates.

He did not notice the Famous Five—
but they noticed him. Aware of his

lans for that afternoen, they knew that

e was starting for Wapshot—and Billy
Bunter. They watched him disappear
mﬁﬁf Wil b b

uelch will be going by trein,” =aid

Hurry Wharton. “We can easily beat
the local trains on the jiggers.”

“Let’s get off 1" said '}31:: .

They 'went down to the bikeshed and
wheeled out their machines,

Billy Bunier, at the eircus, was
happily and totally unaware of the blow
that was about to [all They could

imngine' his dismay when Mr, Quelch
wallted in at Muecolini’s Circus and de-
manded him,

It was fairly certain that the circus
Faﬂ;ﬂ& did not know that he was absent
rom school without leave; but, whether
they wanted to keep him or not, his
Form-master could not be denied.

Quelch, if he found him there, would
march him off to dire punishment—and,
unless Bunicer was warned in time, it
was abzolutely cortain that Queleh would
find him there.

The fat Owl's only chanee, in fact,
was to pet back te Greviriars as fast
as he could. Ile had to come—and the
only question was whether he wallod
in of his swn accord, or with his Farm-
master's hand on his ecollar. Now that
hig refuge was known, further dodging
was futile.

It was only good-natered to give the
fat and fatuous Owl a tip in time and
help him to make the best, instead of
the warst, of it.

The ehums of the Remove rode down
Friardale Lane in a cheery bunch, It
was a glorious July afterncon, and they
were prepared to enjoy the ten-mile spin
to Wanpshot,

In the lane they passed Mr. Quelch,
heading with long strides for the village
railway station,

Il: gave them a henevolent =mile as
they passed—which probably he would
nat have done {-nulg he have guessed
their mission,

By road and lane and bridle-path thew
drew nearer to Wapshot, every now and
then glancing up at the acroplanes that
buzzed and roared over the air camp.

" There's the jolly old eiveus,” re-
marked Bob Cherry. as a fluttering flag
high over the summit of the higp circus
lent eame inlo view over the hedges.

Harry Wharton glanced at it

“They're here all right,” he said.
“1 sheuldin't have thought that a circus
would eamp lang at a little place like
W’nﬁahﬂi, bat they've not moved on
o

“Well, no; Wapshot isn’t miuch of a
place for buziness, I shonld think,” as-
sented Dol “Twots of people there
when the races are on, but they re not
on now.”



—*“THE HAUNTED CIRCUS!"

“There's the air camp,” said Nugent,
“I dare say they all go to the eircus
there. Still, thers can’t be a lot doing.”

“ Anvhow, here it is,’” said Harry.
“Keep your eyes open for a fat
porpoise.”

o “ porpoise 7 was_to be seen, how-
cver, a5 the juniors dismounted at the
gato of the field in which the circus was
pitched.

The gate stood wide open, and & little
raan was ecated on ik, with & ventrilo-

uial doll on his knee, The path into
the Beld wa: well trodden, but did not
lock as if big crowds passed that way.

At Courtfeld the circus had been
crowded, and Bignor Muccolini had done
good business for eeveral weeks; but at
a place like Wapshot it was difficult to
see where erowds were to come from.

It looked, if the Greyfriars fellows
had been interested in the matter, as if
Signor Muccolini had moved on from
a good pitch to a very poor one.

The little man on the gate glanced
curiously at the schoolboys. Mr. Tip
had been practising ventriloguial back-
chat with John, the doll, but he sus-

ended that operation as the Greyiriars
ellows arrived.

“ Nothing on now, young gents!” he
called out.  “Only evemng perform-
ances here: matinees all cut.”

Harry Wharten & Co. recognised the
circus clown; they had seen him in the
ring while the circus was camped on
Courtficld Common.

“Weo haven't come for the show, Mr.
Tip,” enswered Harry, with a smile;
“we've called to see a cina.p at the circus
—a chap we know.” r

“ Bunto the Boy Tamer,” said Bob
Cherry, with o grin. :

“I suppose he's et home ?” said Frank
Nugent, “We want to see him rather
particularly, Mr. Tip.”

“The particularity is terrifie, esteemed
Tip,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, a remark that caused Mr. Tip
to jump and nearly drop John from his
knee: he blinked at the Nabob of
Bhanipur. ]

“My ave I he said.

“1 suppose wWe ¢an g{r along and call
on  DBunte!” said arry  Wharton.
< Fe's rather an acguaintance of ours”

“(Oh, ,;fnu’re from his school,
suppose '™ said Tippity Tip.

The juniors exchanged glances. They
had been ecrtain that Bunter was at
I!l.-%upmlini's Circus. But this was proof
ol 1t.

“Vou knew he belonged to Grey-
friars ¥*' asked Harry.

“I don’t think there's a bleke in the
circus that doesn’t,” answered Mr. Tip.
“MThe side that fat cove put on i3 a
cautton! I dara say his schoolmasier
was glad to pive him leave ount of
school. Me's the sort of bloke 1t's u
pleasure ta lose sight of.”

From which the juniors gathered that
Mr. Tippity Tip did not admire Williamn
Lieorge Eunl‘nr. They also pathered that
Bunter had pretended at the ¢ircus that
he had leave ont of school.

“Still, if you're friends of his, I won't
tell vou what I think of him,” =aid Mr.
Tip econsiderately, *“If you wasn't,
might mention that I never saw 4 fatter,

reedier, swankier fathead mn all my

orn days.”

“I see you know him ! grinned Bob.
“ He seems to be as popular hore as at
schoel. ™

“ Jest about, I imagine ¥ said Mr.

Tip. "“Mareo scems to think a lot of
him! Marco’s a good chap—one of the
best!  But he ain't fearfully bright.

What he can see_in that fai, swanky
oung ass—" Mr. Tip checked the
ow of his eloguence. “DBut 1 forgot
I'm speaking to friends of his. Sorry 1"

the gate,

IT'S FULL OF FUN AND EXCITEMENT ! 7

“I suppose we ¢an see him if we go
to the cireus?™ said Bob.

“Hardly ! answered Mr. Tip. * You
could if you'd got hers at dinner-tine.
You could have stood and watched him
for over an hour, packing away food
as if he was loading a ship.”

The juniors chuckled, Had they
doubted that * Bunto * of the cireus was
Bunter of the Remove, their last doubt
would have left them now. The descrip-
tion of Billy Bunter wasz unmistakeble!

“Now,” went on Mr. Tip, “he's sleep-
ing it off ! If you want him, walk into
the next field and look under a shady
treec. You'll find him all right! Listen
for o Tow like an aercplane engine
doing its durndest. That’ll be his snore !
You can hear him about a mile off !V

“Thanks [ said Harry, lauglung.

The juniors wheeled their bicycles on,
by the path across the Held, past the
circus camp. bMr, Tip was leit sitting on
extracting  ventriloguial
squeaks from the dell

By a field-gate, they entersd tho
adjoining field. Under & big, shady tree
there was rich, thick grass, and in that

rass a fat figure was curled., Mr, Tip

ad, perhaps, exaggerated a little;
Bunter's znore con not have been
heard o mile off. But it could be heard
at guite o considerable distance—and 1t
guided the chums of the Remove fo the
spot.

Snore !

Farking the bicyeles against a tree,
the five juniors gathered round the
gleeping beauty in the prass, Bunters
fat hend rested on a fat arm; his eves
were shut, and his mouth was open. He
slept and he snored.

Jolly old Bunter!"™ grinned Dob.
“ Here he is!”

He leaned over the lumbering fat
junior and roared in his fat ear:

“Hallo, hallo, hallo1*

snore !

“Wake up, Bunter !” bawled Dob,

Snore |

“BMy hat! Talk sbout Rip Van
Winkle I'* gasped Bob Cherry. * Perhaps
my_boot will work the oracle.”

He jammed hkis boot into fat ribs!

It worked the oracle!

The snore ceased, the little round eves
opened behind the big round spectacles,
and Billy Bunter woke! Hea blinked
at five grinning faces.

“ Beasts !™ he said.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Tip in Time !
&l BEAETE ['* hizzsed DBunter.

Y“Time to wake up, old fat
man " grinned Bob.
“ Beast !
bell 1 snorted Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Five.

The fat Owl secmed to have awakened
under the 1mpression that he was n
the dormitory at Greyfriars, But as he
sat up and blinked round him, Bunter
remembered. He set his spectacles
straight on his fat little nose, and glared
at the chums of the Remove,

“1 say, you fellows! Wharrer ycu
doing here? Get ouk! You're not
wanted here, see? DBuzz off, and let a
fellow finish his nap. What the thump
are you waking me up for? Cheek!”

“We've come over from Greviriars
sneciplly to see you, old fat moan ™ said
].Tar ‘harton.

“You can see me when the show’s on,”™

runted Bunter. “ Not that I'm on in
the show ™ he added cautiously. *Don't
:ou fellows get any silly ides that I've
oined the ecircus. I haven't! I dan't
:now where the circus is! I don't think

"Tain't  rising-
I Lemme alona !
roarced the Famous

it's anywhere near Wapshot! I know
nothing whatever about it"™

,“0h, my hat! You're not on the
eircus bills as a jolly old Boy Lion-
Tamer, what?** chuckled Bab.

“No! I've mever heard of Bunto!
I'm not Bunto the Boy Tamer| I've
never aven heard the name!™

“ Oh erikey I

“Don't you fellows get talking any
rot like that at Greyfriars,” said the fak
Owl anxiously. “I1f eld Queleh ‘heurd

about it he would come along looking
for me at the circus.”

“What would that matter, if vou're
not at the circus?” chuckled Bob.

“0Ohl I—I mean— Look here, you
fellows, mind your own business!?
snapped Bunter. *“If you think I'm
ﬁnmg back, you're jolly well mistaken!
ust clear of and leave a fellow in
peace."

“You silly ass—"

“Ch, shut up!” said Bunter. “I'm
goi to sleep! Like wyour dashed
chesk to wake me out of & nap! I've a
olly good mind to call some of the
ands and have yvou kicked out. Jusg
shut up and clear off.”

Bunter settled down in the thick grass
arain.

“Quelch s
Wharton.

Bunter sat up again, as if he had
been electrified.

i %ﬂﬁiﬂh 1" he gasped.

*V¥es, asz, and he may be along any
minute,”

* Oh erumbs 1

+5F

coming ! said Harry

Bunter jumped ta his feet. He blinked
round him tureugh his big spectacles
with & terrified blink—in terror of

seeing the angular figure and severe
foeatures of Henry Samuel Quelch, He
gosped with relief when he failed to
gpot that ‘awful vision.

;‘.‘ﬂqu—-—}:uuf "hﬂ?st% 1" ha
“Pulling & fellow's le H

* Fathead | Ever}rbnsy at Greviridgrs
knows you're at the cireus,” said Harry,
“Quelch is coming over this afternoon
to enafle you. We got ahead, as he went
by train. But he can't be long now."”

13 Dh IDI."" 1

“That's what we came fo tell you,
a23] The best thing you can do, is Lo
get back to school before Quelch shows

up. 7l

“I'm not _g'uing,'! back I howled
Bunter. “Think I'm going to be
Aogged, you silly mss? Besides, I'm a
member of the circus now! I get twd
pounds a week for helping Marco in his
act | More than you fellows could ever
earn, I can jolly well tell you, Mot my
value, of course, I'm jolly well going
to ask for a rise. I jolly well mean

"

“You howling ass!™ said Bob. “Do
you think you can stay at the circus,
with Queleh sfter you?"

*“He must have got out at Wapshot
Station by this time," said Nugent.
“He may walk in at the circus any
minute,”

“0Oh erikev!
then!" gasped Bunter.
Iceﬁq\c]uar till he's gone."

gasped.

Luckr I ain't there,
“I' jolly well

"hat good will that do, ass? He
will find out for certain that vou were
there, and let thoem know you've run
away from schonl, They c¢an’t let you
stay after that."

“ 0, jiminy 7 said Bunter blanlly.
«T—I &m say that greasy bhenst
Muoeolini would be glad of a chance to

t shut of me. But I'm not going back !

f that beast Queleh tells them 1've run
away from school, I—=I'll tell them after-
wards that's he's mad, or somethiog
like—"

[1] Wh&-ﬂ*tT" ¥

“1 can stuff Marco all right” =aid
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Bunter. “He's rather a fool! He likes
me a lot, and—" i
“Tloes he? SBounds as if he’s a bit of

a fool then "' agreed Bob.

“I don't mean that, you dumm;.'t He
likes me—admires my pluck——"

“ Your whatteri"

“Pluck !  snortéed Bunter. “My
pluck in handling lions. I'd hike to sec
«ou fellows do 1tl Cesar, the lion I

andle, i3 the fiercest of tho lot. 1f you
think he's & tame old lion, it only shows
what fools you are! Hé—im"? ferocigus !
Even Marco is rather afraid of himt
I’'m not, of course "

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Plessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! I say, wvou fellows, now
you're here, you can do me a good
turn,” said Bunter eagerly. * Get hold
of Quelch before he gots to the circus,
and tell him you came here for me, and
—and found that I wasn't herel EE:E?
Tell him you know for a fact that I've
never been anywhers near the circus!
Just stuff the old ass, see? I'll do the
game for you another time.'”

“You. blithering cuckoo——""

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“Come along ! said Harry. “If vou
EO Eaek of }‘{JELII.' own accord, the Head
will ba sure to go a little easier with
you. ‘Thuat's why we came—"

“T'm not going back! howled
Bunter.

“What about yanking him salong by
the ears i** asked Johnny Bull.

“ Beast | :
“Will you have & little sense,
Bunter 1 exclaimed Ilarry Wharton.

“Wa've biked ten miles, to give you the
tip to get back to Grei.'frmrs before
Quélch blows in. TI'll lend you my
Jgger to %et. back on, if you like.”

“And how are you going to get
back 1 grunted Johnny Bull.

“ Wever mind that mow !l Will you
take my bike, Bunter, and get back to
school before Quelch grabs yvou by your
silly neck ¥ _

Bunter rcflected. He realized that he
was in s bad box. He had to keep clear
of the circus while Quelch was in the
offing, that was cortain. Any minute
now Quelch might blew in, and would
be told where he was. The Fumous
Five could not be very long ahead of
him. Bunter had no time to waste,

“(h, all right |” he said at last, “I'll
borrow your bike, old chap! Put the
saddle down for me. As low as it will
goe. I haven't spindle shanks like you,
you know ¥
Harry Wharton lowered the saddle of
hiz machine to accommadata the short,
fat legs of the fat Owl. He was only too

lad 1o see that the runaway had
gecidcd to do the sensible thing at last,

“Thera’s a lane by this field,” he said,
“¥You can get to the high road that way,
without going near the cireus again.”

“Wheel it thore for me 1" said Bunter.
. Wharton wheeled the bike away into
the lane that ran by the field. Billy
Bunter rolled after him.

The Co. were about to follow when
the fat Owl gave them & glare.

“You fellows stay here,” he snapped.
“Quelch might spot a crowd of us, if
he's anywhere about.”

“0h, all right! The sooner we lose
gight of you the better we shall like
it 1" growled Johnny Bull.

“ Beast 1™

The four juniora remained under tho
shady trees where Bunter had been
napping. They watched Wharton wheel
the maching through o gap in the hedgo
on the lane, at a little distance, and
Billy Bunter roll after him. Then the
hawthorn hedge shut off the view,
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In the lane Wharion handed the bike
over fo Bunter,

“Keep straight ug this Jane and yom
get to the high road,” he eaid. “Don’t
turn the bike round, fathead—that will
take you into Wapehot.”

But Bunter did turn tha bike round.

“I tell you it's the other way to
Greyfriars [ roared Wharton. “You've
got your back to it now.”

Bunter hopped on the bike.

“And I'mv jolly well keeping my back
to it 1" he snorted, over a fat shoulder,

“What 71

“¥ah "

Bunter drove at the pedals and shot
AWRY.

Harry Whearton stared after him,
dumbfounded.

Bunter was not heading for Greyfriars
School. He was heading for Wapshot,
and the open spaces beyond. Ile had
borrowed that bike, not to return to
echool, but to put a safe distance
between himself and Quelch !

As that dawned on Harry Wharton's
mind, he gave a rear, and rushed after
the fat evelist.

“Btop, you fat villain! Stop, Fou

frabious frog! Stop!”
Bunter did not stop.
Ha flow.

Wharton voshed in wild pursuit. But
the bike vanished round a bend of the
lane, Bunter going strong. The captain
of the Remove come to a breathless halt.

“I:~I—I'11 burst him ™ he gasped.

That operation, however, had to be
unavoidably postponed. The bike was
%gme ﬂ.ndI]]mer was ﬁnnc. As fast aa

s fat, littlo lege could drive at the
?edais, Buntor-flew; and Wharton, with
eelings too deep for words, walked back
intg the Geld to rejoin his friends.

Four membera of the Co. returned to
(ireyfriars on their bikes. One member
returned by slow local trains. And when
that fmember arvived at the school, he
would gladly have given a term’s pocket-
money o he within kicking distancea of
Williomm George Bunter. Even Mr,
Queleh was not keener to see the run-
away Owl than was Harry Wharton.
But neither of them was hkely to see
hirn in a hurry,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Exit Bunto !

ar ARCO frowned.

The shades of might were
falling fast, as & poct has ex-
. ressed it. The blare of music
sounded from the big cirous tent, with
the thudding of hoofs, and the cracking
of the ring-master’s whip.

The performance was negring iz end,
and Marce's turn with the lions was
over, And he frowned at the sight of a
fat figure that wheeled a bieyele into
thoe field, and parked it against the van.

“Sa you've come bock ! growled the
lion-tamer.

Billy Bunter blinked at bim.

He had come back! He had come
hack late! Ile had to make sure of
giving Quelch plenty of time to get
clear before he approcchied the cireos

again. In doing so, he had had to cut
his turn in the show. That could not be
helpoed.

That was merely a trille, in ecomn-
parigon with the risk of falling into
ueleh's clutches.  But Marca did not
seem pleased.

“Yes, here 1 am,” zatd Bunter.

“¥aou'va cut your turnt”

“I ecouldn’t help it!" explained
Bunter. “A pal from the scheool came

along thiz afternoon and lent me his
bike. I—I went for a spin, and lost my
way."

Mareo grunted.

"WE]{, it doesn’t matter much " he
said. “The turn will bave to be cut
from to-day, anyhow, now I know you've
run away from school”

Billy Bunter breathed bhard. He had
no intention of leaving the circus, if he
could help it. But he realised that the
position was difficult,

“Who says I've run away from
school ¥ he demanded.

*¥our schoolmaster has been here !
gaid Mareo. A gentleman named
Quelch., He came to take you back, and
if you'd been here, he'd have taken you.
But you couldn't ba found.”

He gave Bunter a very suspicions look.

“Tippity says some schoolboys came to
see you this aftermoon,” he went on.
“'D‘i:::{ they warn you that your school-
master was coming ? I suppose that was
1t—and you cleared off to keep out of
his way.”

“You—you zee—" stammered
Bunter.

“I see that the sooner you elear ouvt
of here the better!” snapped Marco.
“¥ou've taken me in. You made out
that you had leave from the school, or
I'd never have allowed you to join up
here. ¥ou know that!”

" Vou—you seg———"

“1 found it pretty hard to make your
schoolmaster believe that I never knew
you were & truant!™ said Mareo.
“You've placcd me in a rolten position.”

“YVou—you seo—="

“And I've told him you’ll be sent back
8s zoon a3 you show up herel” added
Mareo.

“Oh erikay ™

Eilly Bunter blinked at the King of
the Lions in dismayv. He realized that
Mareo was “shirty.” That was not sur-

rising, alter his interview with Mr.
&mlﬂh, which could not possibly have
been pleasant.

“I1—T1 say, don't you take any notice
of that old ass ! urged Bunter. *Tho
fact 15, old Quelch iz rather mad ™

“Wha-a-t 7

“He gave me leave, and then forgot
all about it 1" explained Bunter,

“ Rubbish 1

“Oh, really, you know—->"7

“You told me vou had telephoned to
your father, and had his leave to join 1™
sard Marco. “That wasn't true”

“Oht Ok, wes! Quitel” pasped
Bunter., *Quelch is rather nmd-g—:a. Pl;:it
looza 1n the crumpet, you know| JI—1
wonder thevy keep him on at Greyiriars!
He's been going dotty quite o long time ¥

* Rubbish I”

“AMad as a hatter I urged Bunter.
“Quite balmy; every chap in the Re-
move knows that he's as bad as a
matter—l mean. &3 mad as a hatter. 1
—I sary, old chap, I—I deon't want to
leave the cireus !

“ No choice aboub that ! =aid Marco,
“Tt's oo late for a train now; but yvou’ll
bhave to cut first thing in the morning.”

“But I—1 say—'

Marco turned and walked away with-
-:ﬁmp i;raiting for the dizsmaved fat Owl to

nish.

Only too plainly he was "shirty.” He
gecinod quite a different Alarco from the
ona the fat (hwl had lutherto known.

Marco had staried with quite a high
opinion of William George Bunter, DBut
it waz poscibhle that closer acquaintance
with thoe fat Chel had diminished his
esteomn.  Anyheow, it was clear that he
waz very much annoyed at finding him-
s01f placed in the pozition of harbouring
& runaway schoolboy. :

“0h lor’ I' murmured Billy Bunter.
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Eeally, it began to look, even to Bun-
tar, &5 if his game at Muceolini’s Circus

was up | The flogging thot awaited him
at Greviviars, loomed nearer and
nearer.

Luckily, that worry on Bunter's fat
mind did not affect his appetite. Ee
made aa good a supper as ususl, And
when he turned in, hiz deep and inces-
sant snore indicated that his slumbers
wera not disturbed.

But 1f the fat Owl conld forget his
woes in slumber, he had to remember
them when anutfmer day dawned.

He breakfasted with Marco, and
found him good-tempered; but quite
determined that his boy assistant was 1o
quit the circus that day. Marco said
good-bye to him, and went to attend
ta the hons.

Probably he thﬂuﬁ'ht that Bunter was
Fm}e. But an hour later, Bignor Mucco-
ini, making his round of the camp,
spotted a fab figure sitting on the step
of Marco's van.

“Dio miwol ¥You are not gone!” ex-
claimed the signor, fixm(g) is black,
beady eves on the hapless Owl.

“I—I'm ing later!1” stammered
Bunter. *Mum-mum-Marco wants me
to stay till this afternoon

The signor slipped his circus whip
down into his pndgi‘:.' hand,

“You are gomng later?"” he azked.

“Ye-es!" gaid Bunter, with an uneasy
eve on the whip.

“Youn are not going now!” grinned
the signor.

“N.n-n-no 1"

“I think you are mistaken! I think
that you are going now ! said Signor

Muccolini. “And I will help you to
E[} I”
“I—I sav— Yaroocooh!"™ roarcd

Bunter, as the circus whip curled round
hiz fat legs. “I say—— Whoooop "
Bunter bounded.
Whack, whack, whack |

Hidden In the hawthorns, Billy Bunter watched Signor M
Iat signor had no such permission, was clear from the sutrepiitions secrecy

e FHE

.-. :'.'-1'.;,": =L - ;‘:ﬂ! . " ﬂ-. ph |
ceolini taking phot hs of the Wapshot Alr Camp. That the
ﬁi’ﬁ proceedings. Bunter’s hsart thumped.
“The cheeky dage ! he gasped.

“¥Yaroooh! Keep off, you roften to be flogged, if he could jolly well
dago 1" yelled Bunter. “Keep off, you help it! His feelings were m'l]mnfﬂd up
italian beast! You dirty dago, keep in & remark whichnfe made at frequoent
off 1" intervals that unhappy morning:

If Bunter hoped that those compli-
ments would cause SBignor Muccolini to
give the whip s rest, Bunter was dis-
hp{}t:mtﬂd.

e signor laid it on harder. Ho
exerted himself, Euttm all his beef
inte it Bunter hopped and bounded

under the cracking whip.

“*Yow-ow-ow-aw-ow !” he voaved.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Ow! PBeast]! Wowl Broppit!”
il:.t:E-EkEd Bunter. “I'm geoing, =amn'tc

And he went—at top speed.

He did not even remember YWharton's
bicycle, still leaning against the cavavan
where he had left it overmight. He
dodged and  jumped, and fled. The
signor followed him up, still handing
out lashes from the ecircus whip.

Whack! Crack! Whack!

Bunter did the path out of the cirens
field es if it had been the cinder path.
Bignor Muccolini brandished the whip
after him as he vanished.

Bunter was gone ! It looked as if the
career of Bunto the Boy Tamer had
come to a sudden end.

Bunte the Boy Tamer, once mare
Billy Bunter, did not stop running till
he was a quarter of a2 mile from the
cireus. Then, panting for breath, and
streaming with perspiration, the hapless
fat Owl stopped, sat down in the shade
of & haystack and gasped and gasped,
as 1f he would never loave off gasping.

But when he recovered his breath and
stirred, his ercing foolsteps did not
carry him in the direction ﬂf Greyiriars
School, A Head's flogging still had no
aftractions for him whatever, Billy
Bunter was ot a loose end—and what he
was going to dDiI he "did not know;

except that he jolly well wasn’t going

“Oh lor* ¥

r— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smacks for Skinner !

£ HE old Obadiak!" remarked
Zkmner of the Remove.
Some of the fellows grinned,
Bkinner's remark was called
forth by the sight of a taxi stopping at
the House, and a short, stout gentle-
man siopping therefrom,

Mre. William 8Samuel Bunter,
happy* parent of William George, was
kuown at Greyfriars Bchool. Tlhe
juniors knew that he had been on the
telephone very fl:lali‘]uﬂnt]j’ snee the dis-
appearance of Billy Bunter; and now,
evidently, he had come in person to
look into the matter,

Hiz plump face had a wery severe
expression. It was clear that Mr
Buoter had not arcived ot Greviriars in
a good temper.

“*Hallo, hallo, hallo, that’s Bunter's
pater 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry, coming
aslong with his friends,

“The old Obadiah, looking for the

the

voung  Dbadigh!™  said Bkinner,
‘Judgin' by his look, the soung
Obadiah's lucky to be off in  tius
scene, ™

Harry Wharton & Co. nodded

politely to Mr. Bunter. The stont stock-
broker glanced at them over his glasses.

“Has miy son returned to school vot,
Wharton " he asked.

“MNot yet, sir!”

Mr. Bunter grunted.

“Scandalous " ho said.

And he rolled into the House,

Tee Madxer Limrany.—No. 1,484,
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Trotter conducted him to Mr. Quelch’s
study. Mr. Quelech had retired to his
study after the school dinner; not in hus
best temper.

Bunter, o far, had not srrived at
Greyfriars; and Bunter’s pater hadl
The non-arrival of Bunter had irritated

elch all the morning. The arrival of
unter senior, which he witnessed from
his study window, irritated him perhaps
a little more. Visits from parents rarely
gratify a_schoolmaster; and the circum-
stances of this visit were unusually ewk-
ward and disagreeable. :

S0 Quelch rose to his feet stiffly, with
a grim brow, as Mr. Bunter waa shown
in., Mr. Bunter's brow was egually
grim.

uelch's view was that he was unduly
bothered by Mr. Bunter’s son, the most
troublesome boy in his Form., Mr.,
Bunter's view was that he was unduly
bothered by a lack of firmness and disci-
plina on the part of his son’s Form-
master.

Neither was pleased with the other,

“Good-afternoon, sir!” eaid Mr
Quelch 1cly.

“1 have culled, as I mentioned on the
telephone yesterday, in reference to my
son William ¥’ said Mr. Bunter curtly.
“1 have just been told that he has not
returned to the school™

“He has not!” barked Mr. Quelch.

“I understood from you, sir, on the
telephone, that you had ascertained his
present whereabouts——"'

“That is the case, sir! I have ascer-
tained, beyond doubt, that ha {tcok
refuge in a circus, after running away
from school. That circus is now at
Wapshot, ten miles from here.”

“And why, sir, has he not been
fetched back?” demanded Mr, Bunter,
“It ia not customary at Greyfriars, I
presume, for junior boys to be allowed
to wander as they wish all over ihe
country. ™

Mr., 3119]&1’9 prominent check-hones
reddened,

TOM MERRY IN THE SHADOW
OF DISGRACE!

The central figure in a most amazing
scandal at St. Jim's !

:F"p;i:t."'::.n.l o ; e

k)
2 . Lamd
'y - i .

Read all about it in the
story which appears in our companion
paper. This week's GEM also con-
tains a wonderful story of the I,".I.llj
adventures of Harry Wharten & Co.

On sale now = «- = = 2d,
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“No, sir]l Nothing of the kind!
Every attempt has been made to bring
Bunter back to the school. ¥esterday,
gir, I visitéd the circus in person, at a
very great trouble to myseli, to fetch
him away."

“Then why is he not here?”

“He 13 not here, air, because some-
how he appears to have taken the alarm,
and he dgﬂﬂhemt.dj' kept sway from the
gircus while I was there, sir!* said Mr,
Quelch acidly. “Possibly he saw me
approaching! I do not know [ At all
events, he was not to be found.”

Gront from Mr, Bunter.

"I remained there, sir
while dﬁeﬁ-‘frﬂh Q'L::.}Mh mad
EnaAppe r. ch.
wae not to be found." ]

“MNo doubt he was keeping out of
sight with the connivence of the riff-raff
with whom he bhas been allowed to
associate I snorted Mr. Bunter.

“He has been allowed, sir, to do
nothing of the kind!” snapped Mr.
Quelch. “And I am bound to say—"

“ At all events, he has not been pre-
vented " iapge Mr. Bunter. ‘‘May

3

a whole hour,
e for him!"
“I repeat that he

I ask why as not been fotched away
since yesterdayI” )

“Vou may, sir!” said Mr Quelch
grimly, *“1 rofuse, sir—I distincﬂi
refuse—to have my time further waste
by that rebellious and obtuse boy. 1
refuse, sir, to visit the circus again and
again to be eluded by him. I leave the
malter in your hands, sir.”

Grunt | .

“The man wheo has given your son ¢m-
ployment—a_very respectable man, by
noe means riff-raff, as you express it—
assured me that he did not know that
Bunter had run away frem school—"

“ Nonsense ! )

“1 believe his statement, sir, and
have no doubt that Bunter deceived him
ot that point. This man, named Marco,
promised that the boy should be sent
away from the circus immediately he
returnad there.”

“He 18 not here, howaver,™

“Ho is not "

11“Thcn ha has not left the circus after
& ‘u

“I cannot undertake to =ay that,
sirl I can only say that I have done
mj bost, and can do nothing more; and
add, that, unless your son returns to the

i+ school, he will not be allowed to return
¢ next term.”

Grunt |

“Buch discbedience, sir—such reck-
loss defiance of authority-—-"" said Mr.
Quelch warmly,

Cirunt ! X .

“Buch  flagrant insubordination,
B —"’

Grunt |

“T am bound to say——*

Mr. Bunter looked at his watch,
“I have no time to waste,
Quelch—— |

“ My time, sir, 15 also of value ! zard
the Remove master tartly. )

“But I must, I presume, find time to
fetch my son back from this—this cireusz 1
Good-afternoon, Mr. Quelch.”

Mr. Bunfer was gone before the
Roemove master could answer. He did
not wait to be shown ont. He whisked
back to his waiting taxi.

uite a little army of Gregsiriars
fellows had gathere l:_rBy that time.
Mews had spread that Bunter's pater
had arrived; or, as Skinner put it, the
ld Obadish had come hunting for the
Young Obadiah. Mr. Bunter, whiskin
out of the House, found a crowd
fellows round the steps. Skinmer was
sli‘esl:ing _Having his back to the door,
Skinner did not see the stout gentleman
suddenly emerge.

“Fat old bounder!” Skinner was
saying. “As.like Billy as one porpoize

BMlr.

iz like another—what are you making
faces at me for, Cherry, you ass?”

Bob was making frantio signs te warn
kinner that r, Bunter was just
behind him. Before BSkinner could
catch ¢n, he was appriscd Mr.
Bunter's presence.

Smack |

" ¥arooooh I” roared Bkinner, as a 1at
hand smnote his right ear, and he stag-
gered over sideways.

“0Dh, my hat 1" gasped Bob.

Smack! . .
_Another smack, on his left ear this
time, righted Skmnner.

“Yoop | yelled Bkinner. “ What the
thump——"

"HE. hﬂ-. hn_ 13 . .

Mr. Bunter sirode to his taxi, leaving
Skinner rubbing two burning ears, and
the other fellows grinning

“Wapshot 1" yapped Mr. Bunter, and
the taxi-driver drove down to the gates,
the stout gentleman sitting in the cab
with his plump brows knitted in a
:ieeE frown.

“Owd Yow ! Wow !” gasped Skinner,
“Cheaky old tick! Owl Wow!”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“He's off to Wapshot!” said Frank
Nugent. “Bunter's oumber is up this
time, "

“The upfulness is terrific.”

And when the Remove went into
Form that afternoon, none doubted
that before class was over, the wander-
ing Owl would be in their midst agam.
And nobody envied him what he was
going to receive when he got theret

At last—at long last—Bunter's number
was upl The wandering Owl had
reached the end of his Odyssey.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Signox's Secret !
murmured

i EAST I
B Bunter.
Sitting in the girass on the
5

hillside by Wapshat, in the

shade of & hawthorn hedge, the fat Owl
addressed that remar te Signor
Muceolini.

Needless to say, the signor was not
within hearing of the remark, .

It was the sight of him, in the dis-
tance, that called it forth. The circus-
master, with a basket in lus hand, was
coming up the path over the hill, which
ran close by the spot where Bunter sat.

Bunter scowled at him

But he did not stay for more than
ona scowl. He rolled out of sight into
the hawthorns, anxious to keep out of
view of Signor Muccolini.

Tha fat junior was still reminded, by
several pamnful twinges, of the siznors
whip. I}-i’e. did not want any more. And
iad no doubt that more would be
found him

Billy

he

handed out if the signor

hanging about the circus.
It was not Bunter's happy dav.

Hours—long hours—had passed sinee
he had left the circus camp. It was
clear, even to Billy Bunter's obtuse
niind, that he couvld not return there.
Lven had Mareo been willing to shelter
a runaway from school, which was
scarcely possible, Bignor Muccelini had
made 1t quite clear, painfully cleay,
that Bunte was not wanted at the
Magnificent Circus.

But the hapless fat Owl could not
make up his mind to return to Grey-
friars. The mote he thought about
what awaited him there, the less he
liked it.

He realised that he could net sit in
the grass for ever, on Wapshot Il
comforted only by a distant view of the
flag fluttering over the cirens tent.

&fhat he was going to do. in fact.



was quite unknown to Billy Bunter, He
could not make up his fat mind,

Only one thing was clear! It was
fettmg near dinner-time now, and &
ellow could not ibly misz his
dinne¥! ¥For once, ﬂﬂ fat .E'vwl was nob
in his usual impecunious state. Owing
to Mareca, he had cash in hiz pockets.
Dinner, at all events, would be grateful
snd comforting, though it would not
solve his problems. Bunter was think-
ing about it when be sighted Bignor
Muccolini coming up the hilly path, and
rolled hastily into cover.

From the hawthorns, he blinked inimi-
cally at the signor through his big
spectacles.

Signor Mupceolini hed not seen him,
and Bunfer did not intend to let the
Italian gee him., He watched him
Ccoming nearer, expeciing to see him
pass on.

Instead of which, the Italian came to
a halt at the belt of hawthorns on the
sloping hillside.

unter felt & qualm. For a moment
he dreaded that the circus-master had
spotted him. In which case, as the
slgnor was not carrying his whip at
the moment, he expected to receive an
allowance of the gignor's boot.

But he scon reslised that the Italian
was unaware of hiz presence. Bignor
Muccolini set down the picpic-basket in
the grass, and sat on a knoll,” and
n_mpﬂed p perspiring face with a goaudy
silk handkerchief.

Bunter scowled from the hawthorns at
his back,

He understood now.

The beast was there to feed—a soli-
tary picnic] More than once, since
Bunter had been at the ecircus, he had
noticed that the circus-master some-
times went out on his own for that very
reason, It was rather a peculiar habit
of Bignor Muccolini’s, for he never b
any chance iook eny companion wi
him on those picnies.

Bunter's eyes, and spectacles, fixed on

tho picnie basket. He would have been

extremely glad to sample the contents of
the same. As it was, however, he was
glad enough to keep out of sight.
Having rested on the knoll for several
minutes, Signor Mueccolini stirred. He
opened the lid of the pienic-basket.

What he took from it made Bunter
stare, wondering whether his eyes and
epectacles had deceived him,

It was not the provender he ~had
naturally expected to see. It waz a
large camera in a leather case.

unter blinked blankly.

He had never seen the signor with a
camera at the circus. He had never
heard any of the company mention that
the circus-master took photographs, If
Sigonor Muccolin’s hobby was photo-
ﬁl‘ﬂ.ghj’ he seemed to keep it rather
ark. And why, in the name of wonder,
did he carry his camers in & picnic-
basket ?

Anyone observing that basket would
have supposed, as Bunter had supposed,
that the circus-master was going on a
picnic. Instead of which, he produced
a camera from the basket, and evidently
was not thinking of either eating or
drinking.

Camera in hand, the swarthy man
cast a_swift, searching glance wabout
him. Even the short-sighted Owl of the
Remove could not fail to detect the sly,
mmnm\% furtive watchfulpezs in the
duscy face.

Billy Bunter felt another qualm. He
crouched closer into his cover. That
loock on the signor's swarthy  face
alarmed him.,

For several minutes he lost sight of
Signor Muccolini, only too thankful that
the Italian did not catch sight of him !

But he could hear sounds of the man
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moving, and a shadow fell across the
sunlig a8 the circus-master came
nearer the hawthorns.

Bunter heard a low click.

Evidently the signor was taking photo-
graphs. There was no harm in & man
taking photographs if he wanted to, but
even  Bunter was bright enough to
realise that there was something very
strange, something very mysterious and
sinister behind this. It could only be
for motives of secrecy that & man
carriad his camers hidden in a picnie-
basket.

Click, click, elick ! .

He was tai;ing' picture after picture
cn a roll of filins, quite close to the
breathless Owl. The hawthorns were
behind the signor, and it seemed that
he was photographing the town at the
foot of the slope—or the air camp ad-
joining.

And as Bunter thought of that, he
barely repressed a startled squeak.

He understood now.

Taking photographs in the vicinity of
Wapshot Air Camp was strictly pro-
hibited. It could not be done without
special - permission from the command-
ing officer, That Signor Muccelini had
no such permission was clear from the
surreptitious seocrecy of his gmceeﬂing's,

Bunter’s heart thumped!| Signor
Mucecolini was taking forbidden photo-
Eraphs, and had a constable spotted

im he was liable to be “run in.”

“The checky dago |” breathed Bunter,

Billy Bunter would have given a good
deal just then to be a big hefty fellow
like Coker of the Fifth. He would have
liked to emerge. from cover, and kick
that cheeky foreigner down the hillside,
and his camera after him, Like his
beastly cheek, Bunter considered, to be
breaking the law—coolly disregardiog
the fact that what he was doing was
strictly prohibited in a military ares.

Unfortunately, had Bunter shown up,
it was Bignor Muccolini who wnuﬁl
have dono the kicking. 8o the fat Owl
remained wheré he was., )

The csmers went on olicking, from
moment to moment.

* Buono ! he heard the signor mutter.
“ Buonissimo !

Evidently he was satisfhed with the
phntﬂgrggt@ he was taking of the air
camp and its environs,

“Cheeky rotter 1" breathed Bunter.

It did not occur to Bunter’s fat mind
that Sigoor Muccolini’s proceedings
ware anything but a dashed foreipner's
cheek! That there might be a dark,
sinister, and treacherous motive behind
that secret photographing of an air
camp on the coast did not enter his
head. Bignor Muceolini was a cheeky
dago who choge to take no notice of the
law; that was all that occwrred to
Bunter.

He was glad to hear the Italian pack-
ing the camera into the pienic-basket
again at last. When he blinked out of
the hawthorns again it was to get m
back view of the circus master going
down the hill, basket in hand.

“Peast 1 murmured Bunter.

There had been no. picnic—only photo-
graphy. Evidently the signor's other
excursions from a camp with that
basket in his hand had been for the
same purpose—the taking of secrot
photographs, Bunter knew that little
gecret mow,

1 could jolly well get the beast run
in for that!™ Bunter reHected. “And
T've a jolly good mind to.”

But it was past dinnertime now, and
Billy Bunter's thoughts turned to
dinner with longing., He waited #1ll
Signor Muccolini was out of sight, snd
then rolled down the path on the hill-
side to the town. And during the next

hour the greater part of his financial
resources was expeanded on Blling the
aching void within.

THE "'EIGHTH CHAPTER,
The Roman Father!

& ILLIAM 1™
“0Oh crikey!” gasped
Buotar,
Eilly Bunter was still st
a loose end. He had not decided what
he was going to do. But it was sud-
denly decided for him !

Coming out of the Wapshot inn after
parking an ample, perhaps too amﬁl_e,
dinner, Bunter was feeling bettor, Buk
he ‘was still worried about his unselved
preblem, when the sudden and unex-
pected sound of his pater’s voice solved
it

‘Hm;ip nearly walked under & taxi-
cab 1n the High Street, Bunter _
out of the way of that cab, and fairly

jumped as the stout passénger within
arked hiz name.

He blinked at Mr. Bunter.

Mr. Bunter frowned at him,

The taxi halted, and Mr.
opened the door.

“Btep in, William 1" he snepped.

“0Oh lor* ¥

Bunter stepped in. There was no help
for it. He had rather dreaded that he
might run into Mr. Quelch, looking for
him again. He hed never dreamed of
goeing Mr, Bunter, But it was Mr.
Bunter who happened.

Mr. Bunter addressed a grunt to the
driver, and the taxi went og. Then he
fixed & severe frown upon his dismaryed
BON.

“8o I have found you, William ["
grunted Mr, Bunter.

I-l-ﬂh ]Im:ﬂ.] :Il’ .

“I have been to the school, William !
Your Form-master told me you head not
returned. I cdme here to call for you
st the gircus, As I have met you, i
will not be neceisary., I shall take you
back to Greyfriars at once.”

“{h erumbs 1V

“1 understand,” said Mr. Bonter
grimly, “that it is your headmaster's
intention to administer a8 véry severe

Bunter

flogging.”
%O Tor' 17

ol 3 fulljﬂlip}irﬂra of thiz!* added Me.

Bunter, ope and trust that Dr,
Locke will not err on the side of
lthiennf',"

“I—1 say—" groaned Bunter.

“You need say nothing, William "
said Mr. Bunter austerely. “I leave
E:ur punishment in the hands of your

admaster. I shall only insist that 1t
shall be sufficiently severe.”

“But I—1 say——"

“What 15 the meaning of this
escapade?” demanded r. Bunter
sternly. "How dare you leave sour
school and associate with cireus riff-
rafi! Have you been getting ioto
debt ¥

“Oh! No!* gasped Bunter,

“Any debts iou havn contracted will
certeinly not be paid!™ snapped Mr,
Bunter. “You are a minor—a school-
hﬂnj! They should not—"

But I-—I haven’t—" gasped Bunter.

He had & gleam hope, as he
realised that his honoured parent had
forebodings about heing presented with
a bill! On that point, at least, Bunter
was able to relieve the parenta! mind.

“MNonscnse!” snapped Mr. Bunter.
“You have been absent from school for
more than a forlnight. You have not
lived on air, I presume.”

“Nunno! But——" .
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“If any claim is made u
shall re?;dmte it 1 grunted
“"Most irmly ™

“But—I say——"

“That will do !®

“But—but—" ;

“"You need sey nothing, William! I
am taking vou back to your school, for
your headmaster to deal with. I shall
not intervene, except to the extent of
insisting that your punishment shall be
sufficiently severe”

“0Oh lor’ ™

Thoe taxi ran on. Wapshot was left
behind, and Bunter, from the window,
had a last glimpse of the circus flag.
He blinked at it mournfully sa it
vanished, Was the career of Bunto the
Boy Star of the Circus reslly at an
emiri‘ It looked like it.

That was bad enough! DBut worse
remained behind! Every turn of the
taxi's wheels brought him nearer and
nearer to Greyfriars BSchool! The
Head's birch was more and more 1n his
fat thoughts,

f ever a fellow had asked for a
ﬂuﬁging_. Bunter had! If ever a fellow
end

me, I
r. Bunter.

had begged for one, Bunter had! In-
deed, sll the Greyfriars fellows agreed
that he would be lucky to get off with a
Aogging and escape the “sack.” But
the fat Owl hated the idea, all the same.
He really loathed it! And the Head's
birch was coming nearer and nearer!
“J—1 =a * groaned DBunter at

““You may be silent, William !”

“Yes, but—"

“Do vou desire me to box your ears,
William ?”

“0h, no!l Not at all!”

“Then be silent!”

Bunter was silent again. Mr. Bunter,
who wlas generﬂ.!.[l:f good-natured, like
most plump people, was now i1n a very
stern nwo-tf: andp seemed to be bent on
understudying the Roman fathor.

Bunter did not like the change.
Reslly, he did not admire the Roman
style in parenta!

rutus, ordering his sons to exacution
with the sterm virtue of an ancient
Roman, had bored Bunter in the history
class at Greyfriars. He did not regard
Brutus a3 an admirable character, He
thought him an unfeeling beast, and no
doubt he was, Now his own plum
parent seemed to be modelling himself
on the lines of Brutus! It was most
unpleasant,
) e grey old tower of Groyfriars came
in sight at last over the trees.

Bunter made one more effort,

=] say, I=I don't want to he
fl 1" he moaned.

r. Bunter stared at him.

“¥ou do not want to be flogged ! he
demanded,

“No! Oh, no! I—I'd much rather
not I groaned Bunter,

“Then why have you placed your
headmaster 1n such s position, that he
has no alternative but to flog you?*
yapped Mr. Bunter.

illy Bunter did not attempt to
answer that one. He only groaned.

The taxi ran up to the school gates.
Gosling came out of hia jodge, and
Bunter detected a crusty grin on his
ancient face, The prospect of a flog-
ging, which so0 dismayed Bunter,
seemed, on the other hand, to afford
Gosling entertainment. Bunter gave
him a glare through his spectacles.

“J-~I say—if—if you'll speak to the
Head—" mumbled Bunter,

“I shall certainly speak to him " gaid
Mr. Bunter,

‘{;Andrnnd ask him to—to go easy
ang—"

Tee Miexer Liansey,—No. 1,484,
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“That is not my intention, William!

I shall request your headmmaster to
make your punishment & gevere—very
severe,”

“Ch lor' I

Evidently, Mr. Bunter was resolved
on dpiarmg the part of Roman parent,
and the haplesa Owl was booked for
executiion,

When they stepped out of the taxi the
fat junior gave a blink round through
his speetacles, All the fellows were sull
in the Form-rooms, snd the gquad was
deserted. The Head would be with the
Sixth, and that might mean a respite.
Perliaps he would come at once, when
he heard that Bunter was back., DPer-
haps he wouldn't! Bunter hoped that
he wouldn't! The flogging was a dead
Eﬁ;t now ! But postponement was some-

ing.

Trotter showed the stout gentleman
and his hopeful son to the Head's study.
Unlike Gosling, Trotter gave Bunter a
commserating look. He could fee]l for
a fellow who had run away from school
and now had to face the Chief Beak !

“ Inform Dr, Locke at once that I am
here, and that my son has returned to
school 1” snapped Mr. Bunter.

i Y‘-"Sﬂﬂ-i r.h

Trotter went—and came! He came
back alone, and Mr. Bunter gave him a
giﬁre as he put his head into the study,

" Well 1 he yapped.

'Please, the "Ead says will you kindly
wait, as he's busy with the Sixth Form,
sir 1" said Trotter,

“What ! hooted Mr. Bunter. Ha
f “I eannot wait |

lanced at his watch.

am required in the City! I have
already missed two appointments
“The 'Esd won’t be more’n ‘arf an
hmiir sir I sgid Trotter helpfully.
g I&ﬂnslenae * hooted Mr, Bunter,
* Yessir I said Trotter,

“ Rubbish I

" Yeasr |7

“ Utterly absurd! I have a train to
catch. 1 must leave for the station at

once. My taxi is waiting I
‘FYﬂ-ﬁaix:_"
“Certainly, I cannot wait!”
“ ¥esair,”
Trotter faded out of the picture.

. "I—I say!” gasped Bunter. “We're
ust on breaking up for the holidays.
up!}hﬁae—suppﬂﬂﬂ 1 come home with
you

“If yon do not desire me to box your
ears, I"Iﬂ.l:ﬂ, be silent. I can waste
no further time on you. Remain here
till your headmaster comes”

“h ! gasped Bunter. “Yes®

Perhaps Mr. Bunter canght the hope-
ful gleam in the eyes of his hopeful
son. His plump brows mnt.::y:tad?

“¥You will remain here, William—->»

“Oh! Yes”

“I ghall leave wou here—and lock
the door on the outside—"

“0h1” gasped Bunter.

“You will not be allowed ta
away again, William, You have
your headmaster trouble enough.
18 maore erious, you have given me g
great deal of trouble. I shall speak to
the porter as I go, and request him to
keep an eve on the window, sinee it
appears that I cannot trust you to
remain here of your own secord.”

“0Oh dear ™

Alr. Bunter left ithe study. He trans.
ferred the kev ta the outside of the
lock, and turned it. Billy Bunter
groancd. The stout stockbroker had no
more of his valuable time to waste on
him, He was anxious to get back to
business, to the bulls znd bears, and
other feavsome animals that roamed tha
wilds of Throgmorton Strect.  DBut he
was leaving Bunter safe for his head-
nraster 1

Tin
1ven
'hat

. “0Oh lor’ ¥ mogned Bunter.

He blinked from the window.

He saw the taxi stop at the gatea
and Mr. Bunter lean out and speak to
Gosling. He had no doubt—none what-
ever—that Gosling would cairy out the
stout gentleman's request—with zest!
The game was up !

The taxi buzzed away.

The Roman parent was gone |

And William George Bunter, in the
lowest of spirits, was left to suffer for
his sins.

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
The Artful Dodger!

i H lov' 1 groaned Billy Bunter.
He sat in the Heud's armn-
chair—and waited |

. He could do nothing Dbut
walk |

It was, perhaps, rather a high-handed
procecding on the part of Mr. Bunter
to lock the headmaster's study door. It
was probable that Dr. Locke would be
surprised when he arrived, teo find
Mr. Bunter gone and the door locked
on Bunter of the Remove.

Still; had the door becn left wn-
locked, it was certain that he would
not have found Bunter of the Remove
there when he oazme.

Anyhow, Mr. Bunter had done it, and
that was that! Billy Bunter was a

rizoner in hia headmaster's study till
13 headmaster arrived.

A dismayed blink from the window
revealed Ciosling, cavrying out Mr.
Bunter's instructions, éwling had an
eye—a very keen, if ancient, cyo—on
the headmaster's study window. Lhere
was no escepe that way [or Buanter.

He was for it !

“"Oh lor'!" said Bunter the
umpteenth time.

¢ thought of the circus, of which he
had so lately n the ornament, He
had not given up hope, by any means,
of getting back to Muccolini’s, It was
oily two or three days now to the
break-up for the summer holidays.
Then he would be free to do as he jolly
well liked.

Marco, he was sure, would welcome
him back. He was too valuable to lose !
Signor Muccolini bad made it clear that
he did not want to see him again, But
he would manage that somehow,

But, in the meantime——

It was in the meantime that chiefly
worried Bunter! He blinked at the
Head's clock. The minutes were racing

for

by.

Mr. Bunter was in his train for
London by that time. The Roman

arent was done with! But the Head's

irch was horribly near. In his mind'a
eye, Bunter could see that deadly
weapon in an uplifted hand. In his
mind’'s ear, he could hear a deep voice
saying “Take him up, Gosling!” It
waz awiul to contemplate !

He almost wished the Head would
come, and get it over! At the same
time, he wished very much that the
Head wouldn't come |

A bell rang.

The sound of fonisteps in the coryi-
dor made him bound fromn the armchair.
He gasped with alarm.

Class was over—the fellows were
coming out! The guadrangle, lately
silent and deserted, echoed to footsteps
and voices,

But it was footsteps aud voices in the
corridor outside the llead’s study tn
which Bunter gave car.

He shuddered.

“I understond, AMr. Queleh, that Al
Bunter is waiting 1n iy study, with his
son———"

It was the Head's voice.
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“* I say, stoppif ! ** he howled.
ly. “]

think nmot ! Nol Take that !* Tippity Tlp ehuckled, as Bunter passed him, outward bound.

“1 hoard a taxi arrive, during class,
gir. No doubt—-"

That was the veice of Buunter's Form-
master.

They were coming !

Billy Bunter gove a wild blink round
the study. )

Up to that moment his fate had
scemed inevitable. With a locksd door
and a watched window, he was
cornered, and had got to go through

1k, But—-"-—*_ i
Bunter did not think. He seldom
thought. It was the instinct of the

bunted animal that made him jump for
g hiding-place. )

There was 8 tall screen in a corner
of the room. Almost before he knew
what he was doing, Billy Bunter was
behind that sereen. .

Panting there, he listencd. Hoe
heard the sound of the door-handle
turning. Then there was & surprised
exclamation. .

“Dear me! The door
jammed, or something—"

“The key 13 in the outside of the lock,
gir!"”

“Bless my_soul! 8o it is! This is
vory extraordinary, Mr. Quelch., The—
the door appears to be locked.”

“Very sinpular indeed, sir, 1f Br.
Bunter is there.”

“Blesz my soul "

The key turned, and the door opened.
Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch entered the
study together, both in a state of great
surprise.

Behind the screen in the corner the
fat Owl nuﬁpreaam! his breathing. His
fat heart ¢ um%d,

“Dear me | here is Mr. Buonteri”
ejaculated the surprised headmaster,

“ He dogs not appear to be here, sir,”
paid Mr. %jii@lch. “He could, indeed,

appcara

scarcely be here, with the door locked on
the outside. =-§1[_fnil to understand this”
“I*lepse, 81 i

It was Trotter's volce at the doorway.

*Well, Trotter?” said the Head.

“If you please, air, Mr. Bunter left
a message, sirl He couldn't wait, go
he turned the key on DBMaster Buunter,
gir, afore he left.”

“0Oh 1 ejaculated the Head., “Thank
vou, Trotter!™

Trotter stared round the study, sur-
E‘riaﬂd not to ses Billy Bunter there.

hen he withdrew.

“1 understand now,” said the Head.
Hae coughed., I am not wholly sorry
that Mr. Bunter's business ealled him
away., DBut——"

" But where 1z Bunter, sir—"

“1 was about to ask i'ﬂu that ques-
tion, Mr. Quelch! If Mr. Bunter left
hiz son locked in my study, where ia he?
He doea not appesr to be present.”

Mr. Quelch stepped quickly to the
window. He glanted round with glint-
ing eyes and compressed lips.

“‘Is 1t possible, sir, that that—that
incredibly stupid boy has left by the
window 1"

“ Bless my soul 17 )

Mr. Quelch opened the window,
lecaned out, ond beckoned to Gosling,
who was cloge at hand. The anpcicut
porter of Greyiriars came up.

“Have you seen——" began Alr.
Quelch.

“He ain't got out of the winder,
sir | answered Gosling. “Mr. Bunter
asked me to keep & heve on that winder,
sir, when he went; and wot I says 13
thiz 'ere, sir, I nin't took my heye olf
that winder o minute since.”

“Thank vou, Gosling 1™

Mr. Queleh closed tﬁc window ngain,
and turned back to the Head. The
glint in his eyes was more pronounced
than ever.

“It does not appear. sir, that Bunter
has left the study. It appears impos-
sible that he can have done so."

“1 do not see him bere, Mr. Quelch.”

“1 imagine, sir, that the foolish boy
has placed himself out of sight. He
must be still in the room."’

“Bless my soull 1 understand, My.
Quelch, that Bunter is an extremely
stupid boy—but is it possible that he
could be guilty of such stupidity?"’

“I fear, sir, that thero iz no limit
to the depth of Bunter's obtuseness,”
said Mr. Quelch. " Undoubledly the
stupid boy has concealed himself in

this room, and is still here.  The
matter cannot be otherwise.”

Bunter, behind the escresn, could
have groaned. The Head hadn’t

thought of that. But that keen Least,
Quclch, was sure to think of it

“Please look round the study for
that incredibly stupid bey, Mr.
Queleh,” said the Head. ™ Bunter—

Bunter! If you are present in this
room, 1 command you to step out at
once! Ido you hear me, Bunter®”
His voice was ve.rs!'] deep.

Bunter heard; but he heeded nob.
His fat knees knocked together as he
huddled behind the screen.

Dut it was at that desperate moment
that the Greyfriars vemtriloguist had a
brain-wave.

Trotter's volce—or, st least, n voico
that was so like Trotter’s, that the
House page might have imagined it
to be his own—was suddenly heavd.

“h, Master Bunter! 'Ow did vou
get out of the ’'Ead’s study, sir? [
Bﬂ-_'q"_”

Mr., Quelch jumped. The Head.
majestic as he wuas, jumped, teo. They
stared of the open doorway.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated the
Head, “How—how could the boy
have escaped [rom the etudy, unhseen
by us? Was he—was he concealed

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

behind the door when it was opened, or
—or what _ _

Mr. Quelch did not waste time in
conjectures. After the first moment of
amazement, he rushed to the door. He
almost bounded into the passage.

Trotter was not to be seen there.
Apparently he was slready gone.
Neither was Bunter to be seen. Dut
there was no doubt, of course, that if
Bunter was outside the study, he would
stand not upon the order of his gomng,
but go at once.

Breathing wrath, Mr, Quelch tore
up the passage.

Bump !
Mr. Prout came round the corner
as the Remove master reached it. The
lump master of the Fifth staggered
¢k from the collizion.
“PUrrgh! Really, Mr. Quelch—
Urrgeh 1" spluttered Prout.

“Has Bunter passed you?" gasped
Mr, Quelch. :

“ Urrgh—Bunter—no—urrggh i

Mr. Quelch spun round, and rushed
down the passage. If Bunter had not
passed Prout, he must have gone in
the other direction, In that direction
rushed Quelch, with glinting eyes and
fluttering gown, 1in fieroe search of
Bunter. ‘

He was not likely to find him.

“Bless my soul!” said Dr. Locke.

Bunter, behind the screen, herdly
breathed. His ventrilogquial trickery
had saved him—for the moment. How
this was going to end Bunter did not
know., Put he waa not getting that
flogging vet. That was so much to the

od.
ﬂ“B‘ic&s my soul ' repeated the Head,
“That troublesome hoy—that very
troublesome boy—— Bless my soul!”

He waited for Mr. Quelch to return
with tha fat Owl. But Mr. Quelch
did not return with DBunter. He was
not likely to snmafle him outside that
study. ]

Having waited ten minutes, Dr.
Tocke decided to to his own house
to tes, for which function he was due.
He stepped out of the sludy, glanced
up and Ruwn the corridor, saw nothing
a? Mr. Qualch, and waited a moment
or two. Billy Bunter heard him re-
%lm the kev on the inside of the lock.

hen to his immense rvelief, he heard
him shut the door, and rustle away.
“0Oh crikey!” gosped Bunter,

— ey

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Face at the Window !

& HARTON ™
w “Yes, sirl”
“Have yvou scon Bunter ¥

“ Bunter! No, sir,”
“Have you seen Bunter, CherryI#
“ Mo, sir. Is he back?®™
“Have any of you seen Bunter?®
M. Queloh beeathed Nasd snd. dusp
r. Que eathed hard an g
The Removites gazed at him in wonder.
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They had no doubt that Bunter was
back at Greyiriars, and they had been
wondering what was happeming to the
fat Owl, if he had been snaffled at last.
They were amazed when Quelch
whisked out of the House, breathlessly
demanding whether anybody had seen
Bunter.

Nebody had | )

““Hae Bunter come back, eir?” von-
tured Harry Wharton.

He was rather interested to know
whether the fat Owl had browoght a
borrowed bike back with him.

“¥Yes—yes; he was in the hend-
master's study a few minutez ago. You
are sure that you have not seen him 2"

' Quite, sir!]” . ]

“The surefulness is terrifie!”

Mr. Quelch hurried back into the
Ilousze, leaving the Remove fellows in
a buzz.

“8B0 the old Obadiah snaffled the
young Obadiah, after all,”” remarked
Hkinner. “] heard & car come 1o
while we were in class, Has that frab-
jous ass really dodged them againi”

“Looks like it,”" chuckled the
Dounder. “"What a gome [V

“Hg, ha, hal” .

"Jevver hear of such a howling

asa?” asked Peter Todd.

“ Hardly ever,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“But where the dickens can he be it
exclaimed the captain of the Remove.

“Eche answers that the wherefulness
is terrifie,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, hal"” ;

The news spread like wildfire that
Billy Bunter was back in the school,
and was dodging the beaks again.
There was an almost continuous chortla
among the fellows in the guad.

Bunter's antics afforded entertain-
ment to the Greyfriars fellows, if not
to the Greyfriars masters.

“The awiul ass!” said Harry Whar-
ton, as the Famous Five sauntered in
the quad, discussing Bunter's * latest.”
“The beak will take the skin off him
for this.”

“ Bunter's the man to ask for more,”
chuckled Johnny Bull.

“Well, considering what he’s got
coming, I suppose he wants to put it
off asz long as possible,”” said Frank
Nugent. “It won't be nice when Le
gets 1t.*’

“Hallo, halle, halle!” murmured
Bob Cherry suddenly. * Look 1™

He made a gesture towards the win.
dow of the Head's study, which the
juniors were passing, at & little
distance.

The window had opened a few inches,
and a fat face and a large pair of
spectacles gliromered in the July sun-
shine.

Harry Wharton & Co. came to a
halt. They stared in blank amazcement
at the face of William Ceorge Bunter.

“1 say, vou fellows!” ecamo an
agonisad whizper.

“Oh crikoy I gasped DBoh.

The chums of the Remove approached
the window. They had had no idea
where Bunter could be: but the last

lace they would have guessed was the
wadmaster's  study, Eyvidenily  the

Head was not there.

“You Irabjous chump " said Ilarry
Wharton, *f i'.-"lm.t-——“

I sav, you fellows, back up, ¥you
know I breathed Bunter, from above.
“T gay, is that beast Quelch hunting
for me?™

“0Of eourse he s, yon fothead!
You'd better go and hunt for him, too.
The sooner you get it over——""

:%Ei?ail“h d ith

i ave ou one Wi
bika I g *

Remove,

“Eh? Blow vour bike ™

“You fat villain—=" i

“I1—I mean, your bike's all right,
Wharton, old chap. T've taken every
care of i, I haven't left it leaning
on Marco's van ot the circus, and for-
gotten all about it—"

“You pernicious porpoise! If ever [
lend you s bike apain—""

“Well, you can't, you know, az yours
1sn't here. You can lend me your
bike, Nugent.”

“Can 1% gasped Frank.

“Yes, old chap, Get it out into the
road, and leave it there for me. Wait
with it till I come—that's better—seo!t
I'll take every care of it, of course,
.&I‘Id——'”

* By leaving it leaning against o van,
and forgetting all abhout it?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*Oh, don’t cackle, you beaste! I
eny, I couldn't get out of the window
boefore—that beast Gosling was watch-
ing. Where is he nowi”

“zone to his lodge, I think.™

“Then I'll chance it. I can't get out
by the door. I might run into Quelch.
I shall have to chance the window., I

say, you fellows, you keep watch,
and whistle when the coast’s clear—
gee T

“You blithering chump—""

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You howling aszs! You've got to
have it !'" exclaimed the captain of the
“ (et it over, and—"
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*“Better not eut by the window, any-
how,” said Bob. *“There are three or
four Erefenfa in the gua -

“Oh erikey 1™

“And Loder's eoming this way——"

*Oh lor I®

The study window shut swiftly. Harry
Wharton & Co. walked on der of
the Sixth was looking in their direction,
end they did not want to draw bis atten-
tion to the Owl's refuge. It was not
their business to hand the haplesa Owl
uver to the powers.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, *if Bunter
kee;g{s this up much longer he'll got
bunked, I suppose if he leaves Grey-
friarz, they'll send him to & home for
idiots! That's the proper place for
him I

And the Co. agreed that it was.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
His Master’s Volce!

ILLY BUNTER stepped acroszs
B the Head's study to the door.
Escape by the window,
obviously, offered ne hope.
Escape by the door seemed wery doubt-
ful, with 3Are, Quelch scarching  the
House for him. DBub 1o remain whero
he was was to [all into the hands of
authority, and he desperately resclved
to chance 1t—if there was a chance ! He
opened the deor about an ineh and
listened. If, by luck, the corridor was
clear—— -

Bunter had had a lot of luck in his
late extraordinary adventures. FBut the
vein scemed to have petered out now.
From the corridor & booming voice
reached his fat ears—the voice of Prout,
master of the Fifth.

“Unparalleled,
dented 1"

“ Amazing !" said Mr. Capper.

BEilly Bunter shook a furious fat fat
at the Head's door. That expressed
his feelings towards beaks who stopped
to jaw in Head's corridor !

“Quelch’s bLoys are, for the most
unruly I pursued Mr, Irout

Capper == unprece-

part,



“But this, my Jear Capper, this is—isg—
—

“Unheard-of i said the Fourth Form
master,

T am stillLl” zaid Prout, “ breathleoss ]
Will you believe, Capper, that Quelch—
s man of sedate years, Capper—rushed
mmto me—I may say, dashed into me—in
pursuit of that boy of his Form, Bunter
—in fact, crashed into me? I was
almaost overthrown, Capper.”

“But where is the boy now ¥ asked
Mr. Capper.

“No one apparently know
least of all, T gather I said Mr. Prout,
with sarcasm,. *Quelch’s methods with
his Form are not mine, Capper.”

“Or mne ¥ said Mr, Capper.

“Here he comes]” added Mr. Prout,

ueleh

as there was a footstep. " My dear
gueluh, have wyou found the boy
unter 7

“I have not!™ came the reply, in a
bark like s mastiff’s.
“If I may advise you, Qucleh—"
“1 am not at the moment in need of
advice, Mr. Prout ! barked the Remove
master, “ Also, I have no time to waste,
ar I must see the Head at once I
Mye, Queleh rustled on, leaving Prout
pink with snngyance, and Capper hid-
g 6 grin
is words struck dismay to a fat
heart, as they were heard in the Head's
sfudy !
uelehh was going to see the Head|
Evidently he supposed that Dr, Locke
was #iill in the siudy | Dr. Locke wasn't
-=Buanter was! The fat junior's blood
almost ran cold at the prospect of a
meeting, in Quelch’s present moed.

He clozed the door swiftly and furned
the key. Once more he acted without
stopping to think, simply on the instinet
of the hunted animal with the hunter
near a2t hand, Within the locked door
he stood palpitating, as Mr. Queleh's
rapid foolsteps came down the passape.

There was & sharp tap, and the door-
handle turned. An irritated exclama-
tion followed, Then Mr. Quelch called :

“Dr., Locke! Are you withini"

Studies were often locked at night,
but it was unlikely that the Head, it he
had gone, had locked the study sfter
Lhim in the afternoon.  On the other
hand, Mr. Quelch could think of no
reason why the Head shonld lock him-
self in his study. It was, at least, un-
common for the headmasier to “sport
his aak.” He was irritated and puzzled.

Billy Bunter gave a little fat cough.
It was a sign that the ventriloguism was
coming on again. Dr. Locke might have
been surprised to hear that there waa
a junior in the Remove who eould
imitate his stately tones to perfection,
But the Greyiriars ventrilaguist could.

“Ah'! Is that you, Mr. Quelch?”
camme a voice from the studv, which the
Remove master did not doubt for a
moment was Dr. Locke’s,

i 1] "

“Have you found Bunter ¥

“No, qir. May I ask why the door s
locked, sir# inguired Alr. Quelch, with
suppressed impatiener, )

* [=ah-~do not desire fo be disturbed,
Mr. Queleh. I have somie letters to
wrile, and do nat desive at the momeont
to be disturbed, ™

*Indeed, sir. DBut—"

“ As vou have not found Bunter, Mr,
Quileli-——*

* But, sir—"

“You will kindly come and tell nie ab
once when he is fonnd. Untl then I do
not desire to be disturbed.”

*YVery well, sie ™ =aid AMr. Queleh,
in & choking voilece, “ Very well,” It
was seldom that Mr. Quelell was angry
with his venerable chief. DBut be was

EVERY SATURDAY

very much annoyed now. “As you wish,
of course, air, But I was going to
suggest that you should direct the pre-
feets to search for Bunter——*

Billy Bunter gasped. ]

“If you will kindly do =0, sir—"
gaid Mr. Queleh through the door

The fat ventriloquist ecudgelled his
podgy brains for a suitable answer. Mr.
Quefcll went on, with barely suppressed
impatience :

"Surcely, sir, there is no time to be
lost ! ° iat troublesome boy may sue-
eced in leaving the school afnln* It
would be extremely disagresabls to have
to nform Mr. Bunter that his sen is
missing, after he personally brought hun
back to the school.”

Bunter had a brain-wave! His iat
wits were working overtime now,

“Ah, Mr. Quelch—pray listen to me !
came the Head’s voice from the study.

“I am listening, sic.™

“I have beep—ah—considering the—
the affair of Bunter of vour Form, Mr.

Queleh., I do not desire to be—er—
severe, ™

“Really, =iy, I zhould have thought
that the uimost severily—the wvery

utmast—-="

“ Mot at all, Mr, Quelch, T have con-
sidered the matter, and I have decided
that if—hem-—Bunter returns of his own
accord, no punishment shall be adminis-
tored.™

“ Dy, Locke 1"

“ No doubt you will be pleased by my
decision, Mr. Quelch, as the boy 13 in
your Form.”

e B | ? siutterod Mr, g'nel{:h.

“I have, at all events, decided, Mnu.
Quelch. I do not desire—ah—to ad-
mintster a Aogging so very near the end
of the term. I have decided not to
do so."

“B-b-but, sir—»"

“That 13 all, Mr. Quelch! Now I
have some letters—"

“But, sir,” gasped Mr, Quelch, “the
boy iz still missing! He may be Jeav-
ing the precinets of the school again—
he cannot be found—>*"

“I have no doubt that he will be
found shortly, My, Quelch! I do not
destre—er—to cause further commotion,
by a—a search conducted by the Bixth

orm prefects! Nothing of the kind.
Fr-.:ny allow the matter to rest where 1t
ia,’

“Where — where — where it 31"
babbled Mr. Quelch, stupefied. * But—
but—the—the Bunter— mean the
hﬂ:’f a2

“If he does not appear at calling-
over, Ar. Queleh, we will take further
measpres——:>

“I am absolutely certain, sir, that he
will not appear at calling-over—that
he has not the remotest intention of
daing anyvthing of the kind—"

3 \%a shall see, Mr., Quelchl I repeat,
definitely, that if Bunter answers s
name at calling-over, the whole affair
iz at an omd.

* Really, sie—"

“I am afraid Alr. Queleh, that I am
vory bosy now !

“As—az—as you deecide, sir!” said
Mr. Quelely, in a choking voice; and ha
rustled away down the passage, with
crimson face and glinting aves. Seldom,
or never, had Me Quzich bBeen so
intenacly angry.

In the study, Billy Banler gasped for
breath,

Ouly cheer desperafion eould have
imduced  the [ab ventriloguist to play
that trick on lns Fornin-master, Fg'ﬂu
with a stout cak door between them, his
fat knees knocked together as he talked
to Queleh. R

But e bad got by with itl

¥)

There was no doubt about thatl
Quelch had not the slightest doubt thas
it was Dr. Locke who had spoken from
the study. Where Bunter was, he hed
no idea~~certainly not the remotest
suspicion that he was in his head-
master's study, and speaking in his
headmaster’s stately tones.

“Oh crikey !"? breathed Bunter.

He had barred off Quelch! He had
g0 to speak, drawn his teeth. There
would be no further scarch for Bunter,
on Quelch's part; and the Bixth Form
prefects would not be set en his trail.
The wicked ceased from troubling., and
the weary were at rest—until Dr. Locke
cama back to his study after tea.

Billy Bunter wiped a fat, pervspiring
brow. It was a deep rclief to hear
Quelch's footsteps die away down the
corridor.

Mr. Quelch went to hiz own etudy
with a brow so contracted, and an eye
80 glinting, that several fellows glanced
after him as he passed.

They told one another that that
Bunter, had got Quelehy into a roy
wax, and that they pitied him when
Queleh landed him at last,

Mr. Queleh shut his study door with a
slam—a thing he seldom or never did.
But he really had to express hiz feelings
somehow.

Ha was puzzled— lexed—annoved
=irritated-—angry! The Head always
had & leaning towards leniency—but this
?Eat really careyving it altogether too
ar

However, Mr. Quelch had one com-
fort | He did not believe for one
moment that Bunter would turn up at
calling-over | If not, the offender would
still receive hia due! In the meantime,
Quelech could de nothing—he had
roceived his instructions, in his master's
voice, and that was that| Bat he had
never writed so impatiently for the bell
for calling-over.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
stepped fowsrds the head-
master’s desk, and extended
a fat hand to the telephone.

Ho lowered it u%ain.
He stood and blinked at the tele-
phone through his big spectacles, in a
etate of anguished doubt and hesitation.

At last he lifted the receiver., But
immediately ha bad lifted it, he jammed
ll':" back on the hooke, His nerve failed

(1149

“0h lor’ 1” breathed Bunter.

uelch was gone. Prout and Coappet
had drifted away., The coast was cloar
now for the fat Owl to escape from the
Head's study.
But—thera was & * but.”

Quelch had been barred off tems
]I:mra.rily! But immediately he saw the
{ead, of course, he would learn that it
was not Dr. Loecke who had spoken to
him from the study. Then, there was
little doubt, he would remember certain
ventriloquial tricks played by & certain
member of his Form! All the fak
would be in the fire—and worse than
aver.

Bunter's plan—quite a brain-wave—
was cut and dried in his fat mind. It
only nceded nerve to carry it out.

But the nerve was lacking! Pulling
Queleh’s leg was a sufliciently ris
srocecding.  Pulling the hcadmaster’s
cZ Was, perhapss casier; but it was an
enferprise at which 8 more reckless
fellow than Bunter might have balked.

But it was the only way !
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Before very long Dr. Locke would
return fo his study. Bunter knew that
he had gone to tea in his house, as nsual.
If he came back while Bunter was still
there, Bunter's number was up. The
fat ventriloquist had hia chance now
but it would not last long, and he stood
by the telephone, trying to screw up his
fat courage to the sticking-point.

He serewed it up at last, and took up
the receiver.

Tap ! . ] .

Back went the receiver with a jam.
Billy Bunter spun tound, and glared at
the door through his big spectacles.

Some beast who did not know that the [.,9

Head had gone to tea had come there
to see him, It geemed that there was,
after all, no rest for the wicked.

Billy Bunter very nearly ejuculated
“Beast 1" in his natural voice. But he
remembered 1n time.

Tap! -

Whoever was there, was waiting to be
told to come in, before he turned the
door-handle. Billy Bunter stood very
still and silent,

He hoped that, whoever it was, would
guess that the Head bhad gone to tea,
and clear.

Tap! :

Bunter glared at the door with a glare
that might hava cracked his spectacles.
What beast was it?

“ Ate you there, sic?"” j

1t was the voice of Loder of the Sixth.

The Owl of the Remove shook a fat
fist at the door.

He had no use for 8ixth Form prefecta
at the present moment, and the bully of
the Sixth was the ‘very last &)n’ffﬁﬂt at
Grevfriars with whom he deszired to
establish contact. ]

Tt was all through Loder of the Bixth
that he had “cut ¥ from school, in the
first place. Loder owed him & whep-

ing, and Loder was not the fellow to
?ﬂrget debts of that kind. PBunter was
th%nkt'ul that the door was locked.

ap | R,

“Begst ! breathed Bunter, under his

res,
The door-handle turned. Loder had

waited {o be told to “come in.” As he

was naot told to come in, he started to Lod

come in without being told. But he did
not get very far.

“Locked, by gum 1 Bunter heard the
prefect’s voice. “So Pou're here, you
voung rascal I

Bunter trembled.

“I jolly well koew there was some-
thing on when I saw that gang under
the Head's window ! went on Leder.
“They were speaking to somebody 1n
this study. T'm jolly certain of thatt"

“0Oh crikey!” breathed Bunter,

“You may z2 well come out, you fat
frog 1* came Laoder’s voice, with a
chuckle, “The Hoad wants you, and
?ueluh_wnnm you; but I want you Enl;tt

‘m going to take first turn, Bunter !

Bunter quaked,

Loder of the Sixth had not spotted the
faca at the window, but he had made a
very accurate guess.

He had tapped resEmtEullf at the
door, ta make sure whether the Head
waa in the study. Now he was surel
He had no doubt that the Head was not
there—and that Billy Bunter was |

“Unlock this door. you fat scoundrel 1
wenk on er. “Your game's up!
know vou're there IV L

Bunter mngped & perspiring fat brow.

“I've owed you a whupépmg for two
or three weeks,” said Loder. “You're
getting it now, Bunter |V

Booter gave & fat little cough. For
some moments he had been too terrified
to remember his ventriloquial frickery.

Now he weighed in with that peculiar
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BILLY BUNTER GETS FUNNIER EVERY DAY—

ﬂﬂ;' It was a masterly imitation of the
ead’s voice that answered Lioder of the
Bixth.
“QOpen thia door, will you®” enapped
Loder, thumping on the panels,
“What? ow dare yvou, Loder ™

Loder jumped nearly elear of the pas.

sage floor.
Wha-n-at?

he stuttered.

“What do you mean, Loder? Cannot
I lock my door against intrusion when
I am very busy, without being disturbed
in thiz way?®

“0Oht es] No!
Cr. -
“"Do won desire me to degradn yOou
from wour renk of prefect, Loderi”

“0Oh!l No, sirl I—I—I never knew
i,'nu. wera there. I—I thought Bunter—
—I thought that—thaf——"

“ Nonzense 1"
Lbeg your pardon, sir!™ gasped

Is—jg—is that you, sic?”

I—" stuttered

Loder..

“I imagine so!” egnapped the voice
from within. ¢ You inear to have for-
gotten yourself strangely, Loder.”

“I—I'm gorry, sir! I—I thought—
I—-I saw some juniors under your win-
dow, sir, and thought they were talking
to someone in your study, sir—"

 Nongense

one to tea,

_*I—I thought you were :
sir, and that Bunter had dodged into the
room, sir ! I—I ¥ Loder floundered.

“ Listen to me, Loder I came the stern
voice from the study. “What I have
heard you say orly & few moments ago
mnﬁrma* my auaﬁm:mn that you have
been guilty of bullving Bunter—"

“0h, no, sir!”

“Da not contradict me, Loder 1™

“0h, no, sir|  But—"

“I have learned, Loder, that it was
because of your bullying that Bunter
ran away from school.”

N N-n-not &t all, sirl Nothing of the
kind 1 gasped Le::der‘h “If Bunter has
told you so, sir, I hope you do not
believe him. His Form-master, sir, will
tell you that he's the most untruthful
young razcal in the Remove.”

“If wyou dare to contradict me,
er—"

“Oh, na, sir! If—if you will let me
come in, I will explain—"*

“J desire to hear no explanations! I,

lace the whole hlame for Bunter’s con-

uet on you, Loder! For this reason I
have pardoned him.™

“{h1” gasped Loder.

“I shall have to consider very
seriously, Loder, whether I can allow
you to remain a prefect |

“Oh, sir! I—* 3

“Take warning, Loder! T shall
observe youl If there is any more of
this—thiz bullying—this persccution of
Bunter, it will not eseape me! The bov
will return to school to-day, and if
find that you have resumed your per-

secution, I shall deal with you very
severely 1
:':Dh, sir! I[—]—[—"

ou need smg ne more. Leder!
Reflect upon what I have 2aid to you.
I am very far from satisfied with you,
Loder.”

“But, sir—J—I—"

“That will do, Loder! T have told
vou that I am busy! Go away at once I

“Very well, sir!” gosped Loder,
o But——"

”Gﬂ!#

Loder of the Sixth went.

Billy Bunter grinned.

He wondered what Gerald Loder
would have thought if Loder could
have seen through sn oak door! For-
tunately, Loder couldn’t!

Onece more the fat Owl waz left in
peace. But the minutes were passing;
and he had no time to lose. He ap-

1 for the imitation of voices.

gmacheﬂ tha telephone on the Head's
sk again,

Thiz time he got through. And when
he spoke into the transmitter, it wae in
a voice that Henry Samuel Quelch,
had he heard it, would have belic.ed
wag Lis own!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Working the Oraole !

L EAR me!™ said Dr. Locke.
He rose from thae tea-table.
Sitting at tea in his own

. house, in the bosom of his

family, the headmaster of Greyfriars

d cast the cares of state behind him.
In cheerful conversation with Mrs,
Locke, and his daughter Molly, the
headmaster had forgotten Bunter of
the Remove; and the many worries and
troubles connected with that surprising
junioe. And he did not want to be
remi of him.

o was prepared to deal with the
case of W, . Bunter, when he went
back to his study after tea. In the
meantime, he preferred to hear nothing
about him

But the fates were against him. Hae
had to rémember that fat and fatuous
vouth, when his butler entered to inform
h{ln that Mr. Quelch desired to speak to
him on the telephone.

Unwillingly, the headmaster rose
from the tea-table, and proceeded to the
telephone-cabinet in the hall. He had
no doubt that Mr. Quelch desired to
speak on the subject of Bunter, He
concluded that the Remove master had
found Bunter, and wished te inform
him of the faet at once. That could
be the only reazon why Mr. Quelch had
rung him up in his house, while he
was at tea there. Really, he wished
that Mr. Quelch had left it till after
teal Even a headmaster was entitled
to a rest sometimea !

However, be took up the receiver.

“ Well, Mr. Quelch " he said. “Well1*

A cough came through.

“Are you there, Mr, Quelch?” asked
the Head, with a touch of impatience,
Another cough ' i
uel seemed to be hesitating to
spealk |
There was, as a rule, very little hesita-
tion about Henry Samuel Queleh. His
manner, usually, was short sand sharp,
and lhe seldom failed to come directly

to the point. But Quelch—if it was
Quelch~—hesitated now.
“Mr. Quelch——" gaid the Head,

quite sharply.

“QOh, yesl I regret interrupling yom,
sir I¥ The voice came through, at last;
the clear, kecn, rather acid tones, that

muszt have been uttered by Mr. %uelch.
or by somepne with a remarkaj? BE tp;ifi:

]
thought you would be Elad to know
that Bunter is found, sic.”

“Oh! Quite s0!” said the Head.
That was what he had expected to hear.
“ Pray take care that that troublesome
boy does not elude vou agsin, before
I return to the House, Mr. Quelch.”

“The fact is, el

“Well 1 ; :

“PBunter has—hem—explained himselE
to me—and--and expressed sincera
regret for his—his rather unusual pro-
ceedings, and—and I ghould be wvery
glad, sir, if vou were disposed to take
& lenient view—"

“What ! The Head almost barked
out that word! He waz absclutely
astonished by such a request from Mr.
Quelch ! 4

True, a fellow's Form-moster might
naturahg be disposed to put in a word
for him. But Mr. Quelch had been so
intensely exasperated by Bunter's



—MEET HIM AGAIN NEXT WEEK IN ANOTHER FULL-LENGTH YARN!

“ Here, look out ! " gasped Tippity thﬁf

“ "Il give yon copper-top ! ** roared
: on the clown’s head.

antics, that the very last request Dr.

Locke would have exzpected him to
make was a request for lemiency to
Bunter! Queleh, indced, had been

much more incensed than the Head |

“!Eieallj-, My, Quelch——" gasped the
ead.

“I am disposed, sir, now—now that
BPunter has exploined, to make allow-
ances for him ! c¢ame the voice over
the wires. *“If you would have the
kindness to leave the matter of his
unishment in my hands, =ir, as his
‘nrmn-master—"

“Mr Quelch! Reali !

“1 rﬂ%}ret execedingly, sir, that a
Remove boy should have given so much
irguble. But as the boy is in my Form,
sir—perhaps you will cnns&:nt—-f should
toke it as a favour, =i 1

“But it was you, Mr. Quelch, whe
suggested—I way say insisted—that the

boy should be fogged!™ exclaimed the
astonished Head. S
“HOhl Yes! But—but in view of—

of Bunter's explanation—=*"

“I fail to see how the boy could have
explained such reckless, such disohodient,
such unheard-of conduct, Mr, Quelch!”
satd the Llead, tartly.

“Oh! Quite zo, sir™

“ If you reguest e, as Bunter's Form-
master, to leave the matter in vour
hands, I shall certainly do so, Mr.
Qneleh.  DPoat—"

“Thank you, sir”

“If you vreally concider that a
fogging is not essential—-="
“Oh, quite, quite!™

“ Naturally, I should be relieved not
to have to perforin so unpleasant a
duty. If you feel that a punishment
fromi his Form-master will meet the
case, Mr. Quelch—"

“Exactly, sr!?

“A severe eanin

“Oh! Yes! Most severe, of coursel
You may rely upon it, =ir, that the

1

“Ow! Hoooh!

y P b
I

il ¢-|

g (Y - : " .

. “Don’t you damage them dolls, young man—yonu leave them dolls alope ! **
red-haired young man, lifling
QOooh ] ** splutiered the hapless Tippity Tip.

ganin will be very—hem—severe
indecd.”

“Very well, Mr. Quelech! I admit
that I am very much surprised by your
request ; but g; af rse, accede to it

Pray deal with the matter according to
your own judgment.™

“Very good, sir "

. The Hend rang off, and went back to
his drawing-room and tea.

He was surprised—greatly surprised—
but not dizpleased. i Hﬁnd’anﬁ}nggmg
was seldom administered at Greyfriars:
and the headmaster disliked l'jfte task
mtensely. If the culprit’'s Form-master
—wha was the best judge—considered
that he could deal adequately with the
matter, De. Locke was glad enough to
leave it in his hands. He was, in fact,
glad to have done with the troubleseme
affair of Bunter altogether.

The Head, on the whole, was pleased.
Still more pleased was his interlocutor
at the other end.

Billy Bunter put up the receiver in
the hcadmaster's study, and wiped per-
spiration from s fat brow.

He had done it!

How he had found the nerve to do
it, he hardly knew!

But 1t had been oasy |

It waas easy for the fat ventriloguist
fo 1mitate Mr. Queleh's veice. ‘ha
Head, obviously, had no suspicion that
ithe call had not come fromn the Bemaove
‘master.

Onee more, the astute Owl had got
by with it!

He had barred off Queleh, who
believed that the Head desired to go
casy with Bunter! Now he had barred
off the Head, who believed thet Quelch
desired to easy with Bunter!

Unless ﬁ?ﬂjf compared notes on the
subjeot, it was as safe as houses, And
that was improbable. Anghow, Bunter
had to chance that ! \

He opened the study door s few

John by a leg

and g him down with & crash

“1say—whooop ! "

inches, and blinked out threugh his big
spectacles. Now that he hn.tf done his
talephone trick, the sooner he was off
the scene, the safer,

Prout and Capper were long gone.
The corridor was deserted, ith
beating heart, the fat junior stepped
out of the study.

Hoe crept down the passage. He
turned the corner, blinked round him
through his big speotacles, and out for
the stzirs. Five or six fellows saw him,
und stared abk him.

“Hallo, that's Bunter " exclaimed
Coker of the Fifth.

* Bunter, by gad!” howled Temple
of the Fourth. *“Hook it, Bunterl
Cuelchy's after you 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bunter scutiled up the stairs. Fellows

starcd after him, and chuckled. The
fat junior scudded into the Remove
paauagg,.
He breathed more freely when he was
in_ his old familiar haunts again. His
chief desire was to keep dark the fact
that he had been in the Head's study;
and to keop out of sight till the bell
rang for calling-over. In tho Remove
quarters he was safe.

With a sigh of relief, he sank into
Harry Wharton™s armchair, in Study
No. There he wailted for the fellows
to come up to tea. He hoped that they
wouldn't be long—and he hoped that
they would have something decent for

toa !

Other in Billy Bunter's

position, would probably have been

thinking sbout other matters. Not
It was past fea-time—and

fellows,

Bunter !
Bunter's fat thoughts concentrated on
teal And a quarter of an hour later,
he was glad to hear the footsteps and
voicea of the Famous Five in the
Remove passapge.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Adsum !

L1 SAY, yau fellows ™
I Harry Wharton & Co. jumped.
They were coming up rather
late to fes. All over Greviriars,
fellows were dimusﬁi;ig Billy Bunter

and his weird proceedings,

Everybody knew now that Mr. Bunter
had brought his hopeful son back from
Wapshet, and left him for the Head to
deal with. Everybody knew that he
had, in somo mysterious way, dodged
again, and was still dodging.

The Famous Five had seen him at
the window of the Head's study—they
supposed that he was still there. On
the other hand, there was & rumour that
he had been seen scuttling about in
the House. But no search for him was
going on; Quelch seemed to have let
the matter drop Where Bunter was,
and what he was up to was unknown,
g0 it was 8 surprise to the Famous
Five, when they came into Study No. 1
in the Bemove, to see a fat fgure
reclining in the armchair, and to be
grected by a familiar fat voice.

They stared blankly at Billy Bunter.

“Bunter ¥ exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“The esteemed and idictic Bunter!
ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“¥ou howling ass!” said Frank
Nugent. "“Do you fancy you can hide
here? Quelen will draw these studies

first thing."

Bunter blinked at him.

“Eh? m oot hiding!” he
answered.

“What are you doing there, then?"
demanded Bob Cherey.

* Waiting for you follows to come up
to tes,” explained Bunter.

They could enly stare at him. There
was no sign of ferror or even uneasi-
ness aboul the fat Owl. He was quite
cool and confident. The chums of the
Remove could nmot begin to undersiand
it.

“1 suppose you know you're going
to be fogg a8  soon  Aag  you're
snafled i sanid Johnny Bull

“Hot !” said Dbunter.

“Hpve you chucked q;ﬁ} dodging the
beaks !’ asked the mystified captain of
tha Remove.

Bunter nodded cheerily.

“QOh, yes, that's all right!® he
answered. " You see, *here’s been so

much fuss, I thought I'd betfter come
back and wind up the term. I can get
back to the cirgus when we break up
here, see? It's only a foew days now.™
“Well, my hat!” said Bob. “Then
you've made up your mind to take your
ewishing "'
“That's all right! Tk
to be anything of the kind
“Have you seen the Head "

“Qh, yes! He was rather pleased to
gee 11311&!" anﬁweméi E;mmr aml{?.’ .

‘Pip-pip-please gee youi' stut-
tered %nh}

“Yes. We had rather a friendly chat
in his study 1™ said Bunter. “Not a
bad old bean, really 1

“Do you mean to say that the Head's
let you off ¥¥ ghrieked Bob.

“That's it," assented DBunter. *You
sce, he was s0 glad to sce me again
He said ‘ My dear boy, I'm glad to ses
vou're back?! Just like that!™

“Well, I suppose anybody would be
glad to see your back——"

“Ha, ha. hal”

"You silly azs!” hooted Bunter. "I
don't mean that! I mean——~"

“If the Head's let you off, Quelch
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won't ! said Johony Bull. *You've got
it coming from Quelch, you fat Owl!

“That's all you know !"” said Bunter
loftily. “Oueleh’s letting the whole
matter drop. He thinks—"

“What does ha think{*

“Oh! Nothing! I mcan, he was as
glad to see me as the Head was. He
gaid: * My dear Bunter, is it really
you, my dear boy?' Thosa very words 1™

“Quelch said that?’ gasped Bob.

“¥eogs, he patted me on the head and
said: *Thank goodness I sce you safe
again, my deargbo:.'l I have been very
ahxious.” They were his exact words.”

“Oh erikey I

“You sce, he seems to have been
afraid that he'd lost me for ]Edﬂﬂd o
explained Bunter. “He would fesl
that, of course I

“"Yo gods!”

“I'm not the sort of chap that any
Form-master would Like to lose from
his Form, you know!” said Bunter,
“He was so relieved to see me that I
thought he was going to ¢ry—"

“Great pip "

“1 say, you fellows, what about tea?”
asked Bunter. “1 see youw've got a
parcel there. I hope it's something
good. When 1 go back to the circus
cu fellcws can drop 1n any time you
ike, and I’ll stand you a stunning feed,
I can deo anything I like there, you
know. I'm so valuable. It almost broke
poor old Marco's heart to part with me,
and old Muoucky—"

“Who's old Mucky ™

“Signor Muccolini, wvou know--the
boss of the show. He was awfully sad
at losing me. But I said: ° Cheer up,
Mucky, I shall be back in a few days.’
That comforted himn.”

The Fawmous Five could only gaze at
Bunter. That he was, as usual, depart-
ing from the atrmg]m and narrow path
of veracity, they did not necd telling.
But it seemed clear that he was no
longer dodging the beaks, and that he
was confident that no flogging was
coming his way. It was really astonish-
ing.

EEO——-EO the Head and Quelch are
letting vou off, after all the potty tricks
vou've played!” exclaimed Bob.

“0Oh, ves. You see, they're so jolly
glad to have me back—"

*“ Let's hope Loder will be jolly glad,
too 1" grinned Bob. “Loder’s got no
end of a whopping in store for you."”

Bunter snecrced

“Fat lot 1 care for Loder!™ he
answered disdainfully. “I ean jolly
well tell you fellows that Loder won't

dare to lay a finger on me. 1 don't
care two hoots for Loder!™

Herbert Vernon-Bmith looked into
the study.

“Did I hear Bunter?” he snid. " Oh,
there you nre, old fat man! Had your
ﬂﬂ$ ing 7"

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“He doesn’t look as if he has,” said
the Bounder, staring at Bunter. “When
15 it coming off, old fat bean ¥

“It 1sn't coming off at gll] The Head
welecomed me back I explained Bunter.,
“He's rather missed me, vou know.™

“He won't miss you when he starls
in with the birch!™ grinned Bmithy.
“ He will get & bullseye every time.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Smithy went on up the passage. langh-
mg. The news quickly spreed that the
missing Owl had turned up in Study
No, 1, and Remove follows come along
to look at him. They came in crawds.

Bunter did not mind. It was clear
to all eyes that he was no longer in
hiding. He did not ecare whe saw him
in the study. In fact, he rather cnjoyed
the scnsation he was making in the
Remove.

In the meantime be gave attention to

tea. Tt was unneceseary to ask him to
tea; Bunter was prepsred to take that
for granted. He sat at the table and
piled in.

“You fellows will get into a row if
Quelch comes up and finds Bunfer in
your study!” Hazeldens remarked at
the door.

“Bunter soys it'a all washed out,™
snswered Harry Wharton.
“Gammon 1” grinoed Hazel

“You'll jolly well see!” paid Bunter.
“I'm going i to callover, same as
usual, when you fellows do—"

“Quelech will be there I

“1 know that.”

“Well, I'll believa you when I see
it I chuckled Hazel.

The same opinion was held by the
rest of the Remove, Mr. Quelech was to
take the roll, in Hall, that day, and that
Bunter would roll in and answer to his
name, just as if nothing had happened,

was very difficult to believe. Nobody,
1n fact, believed it.
There was keen excitement in tha

Remove when the time for call-over
came near. Billy Bunter was still in
Study NMNo. 1. and the passage outside
that study was crowded with Remove

fellows.

The bell rang st last.

“Come on, Bunter!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

To the general surprise, Bunter came
on!

“You're really going into Hall?”
roared Bolsover major.

“Eh?! f course! That's the bell
for call-over, isn't 1%  answered
Bunter.

“Well, this beats Lthe band!” said
Skinner.

~ “The beatfulness of the absurd band
15 terrific 1™

Not till the fellows arrived in Hall
were the Hemovitesg Iunm'umed thiat
Bunter was really turning up for roll
But they had {o believe it when the
fat Owl relled in with the rest.

Loder of the Sixth, going in with
Walker, turned a glance on him—a very
expressive  glance.  Bunter felt a
momentary guake. But the bully of the
Sixth took no further notice r.:-'y him-—
ta the relief of Bunter, and the sur-
prise of the rest of the Remove.

There was a breathless hush in the
Remove when Mr, Quelch entered to
take the roll. Again Billy Bunter
felt a quake, and he made himself
as small as possible. BMr. Quelch’s lips
were set, and there was a glint in his
eve. When he came to Bunter's name
on the list his voide was very deep.

“ Bunter I

Mr. Quelch did not expect an answer.

But the answer came:

“ Adsum I

The Remove master was seen to give
a start,

His gimlet-eye
Remove. That
fat face adorne
spectacles,

“ Bunter ™ almost g:m][;::-d Mr. Quelch.

“Adsum !V repeated Bunter.

; !hi[r, Queleh gave Lim a long, long
oalk.

He had never even dreamed that the
elusive Owl would furn up at calling-
over. Really, it looked as if DBunter
somehow  knew  that  “his  master’s
volee * had announced that, if he turned
up at roll. his offences were to be
washed out !

Long was the look that Queleh gave
that hopeful member of his Form,
Then. with a still more pronounced gling
in!ﬁ:is gimlet-eve, he went on with the
'

gleamed ot the
imlet-eye picked out a
by & large palr of



THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

All Right for the Hols !

ILLY EUNTER resumed his
B lage gn_olass, in the Remove
the following

IAOTIEN

That place Eimd been l'l:l'ng vacant.
Now it was filled once more by the fat
person of the Owl of the Remove,

Remove fellows looked at him, and
looked at Mr, Quelch. Bunter, so far,
had got off seot-free, But really, they
eould hardly believe that he was getting
away wilh it like thas.

But hie was! The Remove master took
no special notice of Bunter. And the
juniors could only wonder. Naturally,
they knew nothing of Billy Bunter's
extraordinary ventriloguial stunts in the
headmaster's study the previous day.

Quelch, it was elear, had dropped the
matter like a hot brick. Neither was
Bunter sent for by the Head. The Head
had dropped the matter, too! MNeither,
still more surprising, did Leder of the
Sizth seek him out, to hand over the
whopping that was so long overdue.

Perhaps, however, it was fortunate for
Bunter that it was the end of the term,
and that in the last few days everybody
was busy, and had matters other than
Bunter to think about.

Mr. Qucleh believed that the Head
had let Bunicr off ; the Head believed
that Quelch had dealt with him; ond
Loder of the Sixth believed that his
headmaster had warned him off Bunter!
That was o safe and satisfactory state
of affairs for the astute Owl, but it
might neot have continucd had the
various parties chavnced to compare
notes on the subject)

But, in the last busy days eof term,
there were nle_nt of other matters to
gccupy the minds of headmaster and
Form-master, and the matter dropped,
to the complete satisfaction of the leg-
pulling Owl.

Bunter volléd out of class that morn-
ing with a fat grin of satisfaction on
his podgy face. All seemed to be going
well for the fat junior. .

He had made his peace at Greylriars,
and the dreaded Hogging had vanished
over the horizon. Socon he would be
clear of school, and at liberty to get
back to Muccolini’s Magnificent Circus,
without the danger of an angry Form-
mazter taking his trail

Prohably for the first time in history,
Billg!ir Bunter was not worried about the
& hf.l' g "

He gave Mauly no hint that he would
look in at Mauleverer Towers, Ile did
not offer to join Bmithy on his father’s
yacht, He :fid not h.r]fII Ogilvy that he
was thinking of a run up to HBeotland;
or Morgan that he fancied he might be
in Wales that vae; or Hazel that he
rather thouzht of Drighton for the hols.

orm Room,

Had any of those fellows asked
Buntee for the holidays, indeed, he
woultl have allowed himsclf the un-

wsnal luxury of declining an invitation!
That luxury was dented Jum, however,
as none of them did !

Harry Wharton & Co. found it un-
necessary fo dodge the fat Owl,  Not
once ditdd he roll up to them in the
quad or the passages and begin: "I
say, vou fellows, about the hola ! Nog
unce ihat day did Bunter :peak on the
subject of the holidays to any fellow in
the Remove, which was veally a record.

The wnext morning, however, the
Famous Five thought it was conung!
Bunter found a letter for him in the
rack, and having perused the zame, he
blinked round through his spectaeles and
squeaked :

- T say, vou fellows !*
Harry Wharten & Co. had looked at
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the rack for letters and were walking
sway. HMearing Bunter squeak, they
walked a little faster.

“I say,” howled Bunter, *dan’t walk
off while a chap’s talking, you beasts!
I say!”

But the Fameous Five did walk off, and
Buunter, with an angry snort, chased
them out into the guad.

“I say, you fellows! Heold on.

2]

hWIimrten, you beast! T say, about the
olsg——"

“1 koew it would come ! sighed the
captain of the Remove.

‘Ha, ha, ha I*

“Oh, really, Wharton! 1 =ar, ahout
the hols—>"

“Nothing ahout the hols, old fat
man !” said Harry. * Ask next door!"”
The Famous Five grinned,
(Continued on next page.)

GREYFRIARS

{1}
The inky-fingered Capiain of the Third
Thiz week I bring before you—with regret !
A ** man ¥ of great importance, so I've heard,
I cannot say I've noticed it as yet !
A cricketer of quality (he says),
E must admit I ernnot quite agree ;
And everyone (he saye) is full of praise.
It isn't very obvlous to me |

(3)
However, lel us seek this interview,
For moralising here is hardly dt
I called to see him, and *wixt me and yon.
I roally didn*t relish it & hik,
The disadvantage of a Third Form job
Iz sasily apparent on the spot,
The fagz all bang together in & mob ;
And it you {ackle one, you hit the lot |

beliave
bawl,

I'm bit °*

much I ¥

()
I HT:ﬁh,i!saﬂ. with Tobb anod said ; * Tal-
a

It did nof help him very much, no doubt [

Ha g;ur]nﬂ : *Id like to break deiention,
n

A man would very likely be found out ! #*
At that I shook & sympathising head,

And carefolly concealsd a heartless grim.
* And if 5 man should be lonnd ont,’” I 2aid,

“& man would very quickly be brouzhi

1 N
Leaned [arther
savags fist.

anid miszed !

fearad

[ EE'EIF 1 ¥

(2
But Tubby couldn’t ; he was in full Right.
My hearl was bomping and it missed a beat.
Yet luckile it torned omi quite all rizht,
For Tuiwy landed neatly on his feet,
He didn't even break a leg or arm ;
Well, some are born beneath & lucky star !
Full forty feet he'd fiMen!'without harm,
Bot then Juck leltifinAMeit him very lar !

r
. S - L5
']

Be it masters, seniors or inky-fingered fags, cur clever
Greyfriars Rhymester is equal to the occasion,
This week's brilliant verses are written around

GEORGE TUBB,
the Captain of the Third Form.

()
He zpiffed again and said ; *“ Wonld yon

That oy man wounld have to jump and
Becanse g lizard ran right ap hiz sleeve |
The lizard wasat poisonous &t all !
I Ihnngé:ttl'. old Wiggins would have had
&
He jumped just like a rabbit in a
o *
And kept on shouting ‘Ow | I’'m bit,
And all the time he wasnY—very

8) -
And iTubh, quite reckless o! his lyrant

Ap inch too far he leaned than he counld
£0, .

Then made & cluich {o save himgell—

My face was while as Tubby disappeared,

[ ull forty feet or 5o ha had fo

And =0, to save him Irom the Iate I

I speedily leaved out and shouted :

INTERVIEWS |

2}
Bat that is homan oatare, after all,
Apd evervone, from belted sarls to elves,
Consider thaf _ni people great and small,
Thex’re qunita the most important—io
themselves |
And Tobb, no less than any one ol us,
Counld bear & great disaster and not blab,
Ho wouldn't dream of making any fnas,
Unless it happened specially to Tobb |

(4}
I foond him at the window of hiz room,
His voice was savage and inclined {o gronse,
For rﬁmm {that’s hiz Beak) prononnced his
m,
!‘nrnnndlgha wes gated in the Hense !
He sniffed and told me Wigging was an sas,

““ Would you helisve,’ he asked, ** that he
wonld rat

Becange I brought a lisard into class ?
Just fancy gating any man for that | #

(T
Then Tobb leaned cut az far as be could go,
Apd from the window, high up in the wall,
He gloomily sarveysd the Quad below,
Buid I ; ** Take care, you asz, or clss you'll
tall ¥
And Tubb, iz mourntnl tones, made this reply :
* Oh, rats ! Idon® care twopencea i Ida [ ¥
The lorm of Mr. Wiggins canght hir eye
As that bold tyrant wandered into view.

out and shook =

drop

{10}

For np came Wigging, silent as a monse,

That's just the way he always walks aboual.
Snid ke : ** I told vou not to leave the House,

Yet now I find that you have ventared out 1 '
And th?qg‘h George Tuobb tried wainly to

axplain,

Tha ~moster turned snd saapped out :
E u.':;ngﬂﬂ?? e will gat th L

ar digobedience you gal the cann !

That wasn't vory lucky, rou'll agres!
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Billy Bunter had, surprisingly, given
fhio subject a miss till that morning.
But they had ne doubt that he was
coming down to business now,

But Bunter did not grin,

His fat lip curled in_a sneer. He
gave the captain of the Remove a look,
wlich started at his face, dezcended to
hiz feet, and then travelled up te his
astonished face again.

This was what Bunter called looking a
fellow up and down, and he.had no
doubt that it had a erushing effect.

“Tf you think I'd be found dead at
Wharton Lodge——"* he said scornfully.

“You'll ba found very nearly des
if I see yvon there!" remarked the
captain of the Remove.

“You're not likely to sce me there
sneered Bunter. *There was spmo sug-
gestion that I might come with you for
these lols. It was mentioned a few
weeks ago, before 1 went to the circus.
I may have said I would come”

“You did ' assented Wharton.

“Well, that's washed out now I eaid
Buonter. "It can't be done!”

“Right on the wicket!™
Wharton, “JIt can't!”
th“tﬁarr_;i to disappoint you, and all

a

“I'll try to bear it,” said Harry., "I
Faney I can bear your absence all right,
old fat hean. It's vour presence that's
such a worry.”

“If you were counting on me,"” said
Bunter, unheeding, * just wash it out!
If I gave you the idea that I might be
able to give you & few days, I'm sorry,
but I shan’t be able to manage it.”

“You fat ass—"

“It's no good ecalling me names,
Wharton, because I can't spare you any
time these ho 2

*¥ou blithering bandersnatch-——"

“And tt's no good
change my mind, either!” esid Bunter
firmlv. ““Sorry, as I said, but it can't
e done! The fact 12, T can't stand
Yyour friends, Wharton !*

“IWhy, you—you—-=>"

“And, if vou don’t mind my mention-
ing it, I can’t stand you, either. I see
guite enough of you in the term, I can
jolly well tell you. You can’t expect
me to stand you in the hols az well. It's
asking too much.” ]

With which, the fat Owl turned on his
heel, to walk loftily away.

The Famous Five gazed at him, as if
petrified. Evidently Billy DBunter was
mm no need for invitations those hols.
He had, or fancied that he had, other
respnrees.

Having cruched the chums of the
Remove with his disdain, Bunter rolled
awar, turning hiz back on them con-
temptuonsly. The effect of that lofty
departure was, however, a little spoiled
by Harry Wharion striding after him
and letting out a foot !

Thud !

“Yaroooool **

Bunter wishod that he had not turned
his back in that disdainful manner.
Reallv, it was asking for it!

Y Yoo-hoo-hoop ! roared DBunter, as
he tottered.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Ow ! Beast! Wow!”

“ Have another " asked the captain of
the Remove,

* Beast !

Bunter did not stop for another.

That afternoon, Peter Todd came into
Study No. 7 in the Remove and found
his fat study-mate sitting in the arm-
chair with a letter in his hand. Billy
Bunter blinked at him.

“I say, Toddy, sbout the hols—="

“Hallo, is that Russell calling me?™
said Peter hastily.

“T'm fixed up for the hols, Petar—"
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“0h 1" gaid Peter, “*Have you landed
Maunly ™

“Oh, really, Toddy! I'm going back
to the circus !” explained Bunter, M1
might be able to do something for you,
Toddy ! They run a side-show of freaks
at Muccolini's Cireus! He, he, he!”

“You'll put all the others in the
shade ! said Toddy,

* Look here, you cheeky beast—=""

“ Well, you look here, yon silly ass!”
said Peter. I suppose Queleh won't
worry about what you do in the hols,
but your father——'

Bunter grinned.

“That's all right,” he said, “I've got
leave all right! Look at that letter.
That will be all right for Mareo.™

Peter looked at, it. It was in Mr.
Bunter’s hand, and it ran:

" Dear William,~~Certainly I approve
of your pasing the summeér vacation
with your friend. If yon think it bost
to go direct from the school, inzstcad of
coming home first, do so by all means.

“Vour affectionate father,
“W. 8. Buxrten.”

Peoter looked at that letter, and looked
at Bunter.

“You eee, that’s the pater’'s answer
to a letter from me,”" grinned Bunter,
“I told him I should be geing for the
hols with a friend—I often do, Fou
know, "

“I know!” assented Peter. “Very
often! As often as you can land your
fish, in fact 1"

L1 Yahj:l‘#

“PBut your pater must have taken it
for gramnted that vou were going with
a Groeyfriars fellow, as usnall® said
Peter.

“Think sof"

";FE"' his letter sounds like if, to

“That doesn’t matter, so long as it
doesn't sound like 1t to Mareo!"
answered Dunter, cheerfully, “That's all
I want.™

“Oh 1™ ejaculated Toddy.

“You szee, after all the fuss that's
been made, a fellow can't be too care-
ful,’’ ﬂxplained Bunter. *“But that
lettor will make it all right. DBit
diPld}matiﬂ, what ?"

‘You fat spoofer—"

0 course, the pater will miss me a
lot—-1"

“Ves—ihis letter sounds like
aprecd Poter.

“Yah'!” said Bunter. “7T mean, hold
on a minute, old chap! What about a
jollv good spread to wind up the term?
You lend me a pound, and I'll settle
up out of the postal order I'm expecting
to-morrow  movning, and—I  say,
Toddy 1

Toddy was gone,

H_ 1

THE EIKTEEﬂTE CHAPTER.
Back to the Circus !
IPPITY TIP stared.

E He was sitting on the gate of
the circus field at Wapshot, with
his ventriloguial doll en his

knee, putting in some practice, when a
fat Higure and a fat tace dawned on

him.
He stared at Billy BDunter. .
Evervbody at Bluccelint’s  Clireus

supposed that the last had becn seen of
Bunto, the PBoy Tamer, Mlarco,
perhaps, had been sorry to sec the lnst
of him—but it was certain that nobody
clzc had. Least of all, Mz Tip! And
the «clown looked surprised, but
distinctly not pleased, when the f[at
junior rolled up the path to the gate of
the circus fetd. ] .

*You again ¥ said Mr. T:I{p. :

Bunter g-% 4 disdainful blink,

Circus elowns were very small beer, in
Bunter's opinion—and he had never
troubled to keep that opinion a secret
from Mr. Tip.

“ 50 the.circuz is still here ! he said,
blinking seross the field to the big tent,
snd the parked lorries and earavans.

“Looks like it, doesn’t itt" said
Tigpit}u

unter had had rather a doubt of
finding the circus still at Wapshot after
the end of the term at E':reirfria_rs
School. He was prepared to follow it,
if it had moved on; but it was a relief
to find it on the same pitch.

It was rather a surprise, too, for he
was aware that Signor Muccolini was
not doing business at Wapshot—and
such busine=s as there was, was likely
to-grow thinner day by day. IHowever,
thera the eireus still was; and the fat
Owl was glad to see it.

“Marco's at home, I suppose 1™ said
Bunter.

HShouldn't wonder 1™ eaid Mr. Tip,
“What the dickens are you doing here
ain, Yyou young asy! Want your
oolmaster to come after you again?”
“Don't be cheeky ! said Bunter. "I
don’t want any cheek from clowns, I
can tell you. I say, is old Aucky
about?”

“Find out!™ sard Mr. Tip, curtly,

“ Beast "

Bunter rolled u ]
oircus pitch. He blinked round him
rather  uneasily through his big
spectacles. He wanted to see Marco:
but he was not anxzious to see the
slgFnar.

Onee he had fixed up matters with the
lion-tamer, he hoped, at least, that the
signor would make the best of 1t. Dut if
he fell in with the eircus-master first,
it was probable that Mncky's whip
would be featured as the next item on
the programme. That was not what
Bunter wanted at all.

Tippity Tip grinned after the fat
schoolboy as he went, TiEpitv could see
farther than the 5]"'““‘”.33 ted Owl; and
what he conld see was Signor Muccolini
standing by the circus tent, staring at
Bunter as he approached.

The expression on the signor’s face
indicated that no warm-hearted welcoms
awaited Bunte on hiz return to the
circus.

“Dio mio ! ejaculated the signor, as
he spotted Bunter. * SBempre quello
ragazzo [ . .

And he slipE&d the circus whip down
from under his podgy arm inte his
hand, and started to meet Bunter.

Which caused Mr. Tip, watching from
Ehe gate, to pgrin more widely than
before, till Mr. Tip's grin extended
almost from one of Mr. Tip's edrs to
the other.

o
BC

the path to the

Bunter rolled on—and suddenly
halted! Fis eyes, and his spectacles,
fixed on the circus-master, striding

to meet him,

“ Oh crikey ! ejaculated Bunter,

His luck was out.

He wanted ta see Marco first, and the
signor afterwards, if at all. But Marco
was not to be seen; and the signor was
striding towards him, with the circus
whip in his dusky hand, and a meost
;_mpﬁ:asnnt expression on his swarthy
afg.

“¥You eome here once more!”
exclaimed Bignor Muccolini, "It is not
enough to loy a whip around you once |
You want it some more [

“ -] say——" gasped Bunter,

He jumped back as the whip whistled,
Signor Muccolini followed him up, ond
the whip whistled apain. Bunier did
another ]imngnrﬂn-like hop.

“T say, stoppit 1" he howled., “I zay—
yaroooh 1%
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As the procession reached a roodside pond, Billy Bunter gave Rajah a touch, and ﬂlﬂ elephant swung out of the line of march,

with Bob Cherry curled in its tru
Splash I

“¥ou run away from school apgain,
and cause trouble in my circus ! said
the signor. “I think not! No! ‘Take
that 17

* Yow-ow-ow [

“And that—"

“Ow!  Deast!
Bunter.

& And i.l]El..t-"—""

“YWhooop 1™

Several of the circus hands gathered
round, prinning. Billy Bunter vetreated
towards the gate. Zignor Muccolini
followed him,

The signor had never liked Bunier,
and he liad been oxtremely annoyed (o
lind that a runaway schoolboy had
shcltered in his cirens.  Ilo was makin
it clear o Billy Bunter that his
presence was  not desired at the
Bagnilicent Circua,

Tippity Tip chuckled as Buntler passed
famy again—thiz time, cutward bound.
The zignor was following, with the long
tarh ot the whip cireling round Bunter's
little fat legs.

e ! Stopptt ! Dhw ! Berast 1™
roaved Dunter, as he scuttled into the
road.

Signor Muceelini ztrode afler him,
still whacking. )

“You run away from school again!”
he said. '"¥Yes? You run some other
place this time, T think ! Oh, yes !

“T haven't I yelled Bunter. “It°s the
holidays now, and I can come back 1f 1
like. I say—yaroooh!™’ )

“Ib is not if you like,” grinned the

Sdoppit 1% yelled

signor. It 18 if I Like, and I do not
like! Nol I think 1 wmeke it very
plain! I make yon to understand ! Oh,

yos ll?

Whack, whaek !

“ ¥ow-woaop [

Bunter dodged across  the  road.
Signor Muccolini brandished the whip
in the air as he came 1o a halt,

The elephant lumbered into the water, the trunk uncurled, and Bob flew from it

“ Yurrrrggh ! ** he gurgled, as he landed In a foot of water and mud,

“I make it plain, yes ! ho grinned.
“#¥ou come back once more, and I give
¥ou some more whip !”

‘Elll;.r Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacles, gasping with wrath.
This was his welcoms back at the
Magnificent Cirens !

tOh ANl right!” he gasped. “All
right! You wait a bit, you beast! I'm
going. And I'll tell you where I'm
going! I'm going to the police-station.”

“¥You go where you like, except to my
civeus,’” said Signor Mueccolini, 1o
not 1ok me see you here once more.™

“You'll see me prelty =oon, when I
come back with a bobby!” retorted
Bunter. “And you can get ready to
pay the fine for taking photographs of
the air camp, too "

Lilly Bunter was far from foresecing
the offect of those words on Signor
Muecolini.

2o far as Dunter understood, ihe
EIEI"ID'!‘ had taken photographs in a spot
where Ehut{} raphy was forbidden, and
was liable to
realized that the prospect of having to
pay a fne hardly accounted for the
cifect of his words.

The signor's whip sank down as his
arm dropped to his side. His swarthy,
greasy lace beeame almost white, and
liis bluck, beady cyes seemed to bulge
out of it

A moment before, Signor Muceolini
had been a swagﬁering bully—now he
looked utterly  deflated. e stood
staring at Bunter, with protruding cyes
and dropping jaw.

“Imo mio] What—what you say 1** he
gasped at last,

Bunter blinked
astonishment,

The signor glaneed rﬂtit‘:kl}r round him,
as if to ascertain whether otjier ears had
heard Bunter’s words, | 1 g

&

i)
But Mr, Tip, on the -";&h},}j,r gate, was

at him in sheer

o fined, But even DBunter -

out of hearing, and there was no one
elze at hand. Signor Muoeccolini fixed
his beady eyes on Bunter agam., He
came a little ncarer to the fat junior,
and Bunter eyed him warily. Dut the

circus-master's manner  was  nob
threastening now.

“You Ea{—w}mt you say?” e
breathed. “What do you mean ¥

Billy PBunter’s little tound  eves

ill-::nmm] behind his big round spectaclos,
e wondered whether it might possibly
he imprisonment, and not a fine, for
having taken those photographs, Obvi-
ously it was rome deep fear that had

caused the sudden collapse of the
ﬁwﬁggermg Ttalian.
nexpectedly, hut wery agrecably,

Bunter found that he had the uwpper
hand.
“You heard what I sgaid!™

he re-
torted.

“1 know all about it1 Sop

“What you know?” breathed the
ElFnar.
g“'lE‘.fl:u:an parks a camera in & luneh

basket?” grinned Bunter,
Tha signor clenched his dusky hands.
“¥ou =py on me [¥ he mutlered.

“I may have happened to spot you at
it, and 1 may not!"” grinned Bunter.
“I dare say they'll be glad to hear
about it at the police station, What do
you think "

1f looks could heve slain, it iz pro-
beblo that Billy Bunier's fat career
would have terminated suddenly on the
spot:  fortunastely for Bunter, looks
couldn't. Thero was a long silenco. -

“Perhaps I take some photographs
for ray amusement,” muttered the signeg
nt last. “It is- what you eall a hobhy.
But I do not desire that it shall
taltked about. It is nething—nothing !
A malter of no moment! But—" ki
paused.  “I forget, whoen I toke my
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camers in some places, that it is per-
hrps forbidden. There is no harm.”
You can teli the bobby .that,” =aid
Bunter. “I'm going—" :
“There 13 no need ™ said the signor

uickly. “Perhaps there would ba a
gne. &5 you ang;a ] do not want that.
It would not good for my eircus.

lose my temper; am sorry. xou
wish to come back to the eircus—yon
wish to rejoin Mareo? I make you
weleome,™ ;

“Well, if you mean that—" eaid
Bunter, with a deep breath.

“ Andiamo 1" said the signor, i

Billy Bunter. grinning, followed him
into the circus field. )

He had never dreamed that his know-
ledge of the sipnor’s secret photographie
stunts was such 8 trump card in his
hand, but he realised it now, ]

For whatever reason, it was ﬁ!mn that
Signor Muceolini dreaded to bave that
secret rovesled. The extent to which
he dreaded it was clear from the sudden
change in him. )

Tippity Tip nearly fell off the gate in
his astonishment as Bunter walked back
into the - gircus field with Bignor
Muccolini.

“I say, boss, is that fat freak hang-
ing on here i’ ho exclaimed.

&‘he signor gave him n black scowl.

“Mind your own Dbusiness!" he
snaried. : :

“ Don't be cheeky ! gaid Bunter, with
a severe blink at Mr. Ti 5

He walked up the path to the circus
eamp with the signor. Mr. Tip gazed
after them blankly.

“Well 1* gaid Mr, Tip. “My eyo!”

Tippity Tip had hoped that he had
seenn the last of Bunter at the cirveus,
Evidently that hope was delusive. He
hadn’t !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bad Luck for Bunter !

i OUP-LA I gaid Marco.
H There was a low growl,
The Wing of the Lions was

it old Cmsar's capge.

. Cmsar, tame and good-tempercd as
usual, was quiet as » he deep,
unpleasant growl came from Brutus,
who was also in the cage.

Brutus was a fierce beast, and re-
aunired all the iron control of his trainer
to keep him in order. Marco was now
teaching him to jump over his whip,
and he had turned him into
cage for the purpose, so that the
example of the tame old lion would help
to bring him vp in the way that he
should gﬁ "

Old Cmsar jumped over the whip
willingly enough., He was accustomed
to the trick and prompt fo ui::eiy orders.
. Brutus watched him with sullen eyes,
rulky and unwilling. SBeveral times old
Cesar did the jumping act. Now
Marco was holding out the whip for
Brutus to jump, and, instesd of jump-
ing, Brutus erouched low and growled.

“Houp-la | snapped Marco., He
cracked the whip.

Still Brutus refused to stir. The whip
cracked again and the lash stung the
lion's ﬂanlg.

A deep roar pealed from Brutus, and
he turned M\-ag;elf on the trainer with
bared teet: and gleaming eyes.

Had Marco's nerve fatled him, the
lion would have sprung the next second,
and he would have n down under
tearing claws

But the lion-temer was used to such
incidents. TUp went the heavy whip,
and it came down with a erash on the
lion's savage face—crush on crash, till
Brutus, cowed an? beaten, retreated
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into a eorner of the cage, where he
crouched.

“Cesar!” said Marco. “Houp-la!”
. He put the old lion through the jump-
ing trick n%nm B3 an encouragement to
Brutus. The latter, crouching in the
dusky corner of the great iron capge,
watched with sullen, sulky eyes.

A fat figure came along the passage
outside the cage and atqpﬁzd. and a pair
of little rou eyes blinked through &

pair of big round spectacles between

e bars,

“1 say, Marco—"

Marco stared round in surprise.

“Bunter ! he exclaimed. “You!™

The fat Owl nodded and grinned.

“T've como back " he announced.

He opened the door of the cage -and
rolled in cheerfully.

Billy Bunter was used to old Cmsar,

and accustomed to go through a per-
formance in his cage.  Beotween the
duskiness of the place and his limited
vision the Owl of the Remove did not
observe that there was now another lion
in the cag fierce and intractable
Brutus.
; Hapfnily unaware of the lion crouch-
ing sullenly in the dusky corner, Billy
Bunter rolled in and clanged the door
efter him.

Mareo stared at him,

He had had a favourable impression
of Billy Bunter to begin with. It was
prohable that that favourable impres-
sion had been rather modified.

Heo s5till  believed that Bunter was
%ﬂuﬂk o but the discovery of his young

riend’s untruthfulness hagd been rather
a shock to him,

Ho had taken Bunter's word without
guestion, and believed that he had lecave
from scheol, so the interview he had
had with Mr. Quelch had been rather

disagrceable,

“T've ecome back, old chap!" said
Bunter cheerfully. “Glad to see me
agaltr—what "

“You must not stay here 1™ zaid Marco
curtly “You ran awav from school;
and you pulled my leg. If you have run
away again—""

“It's tha holidars now,”
Bunter. 1 can do as I like.
I've come back
leave to stay where I like.”

Marco did not seem to “enthuse.” He
was & simple-hearted -man, and perhaps
easy to deceive in the first place, but
once bitien twice shy.

“You told me that before!” he said
bluntly. “But I heard something very
different from wvour schoolmaster Mr.
Quelch."’ ;

“Well, lock here!™ eald Buntor.

He drew a crumpled and grubby
letter from his pocket.

“ Look at that!"” he said.

Marco looked al the letter. His face
cleared. I’ri]%? Bunter, watching him
rather anxionsly, was satisfied with what
he vead in the lion-tamer’s face.

. Mr. Bunter, it was certain, had taken
it for granted that Billy would be going
with some Greyiriars fellow for the
holidays; he generally did. and Mr.
]diuuter: wasg very pleased to allow him to

o 50,

When Billy Bunter and his brother
Sammy and his sister Bessie were home
for the holidays the inrcads on the com-
misseriat department at the Bunter villa
were simply terrific.

Br. Bunter's view was that the school
halidays were too long. _

If Rilly Bunter hﬂdgﬂll thaot he wanted
to eat at Greyfriars there was no doubt
that Mr. Bunter was gething full
monet's worth for the fees he paid for
him there.

At home Billy ate everything that was
available—and, like Oliver Twist, nsked
for move.

explained
See? Bo
I've got my pater's

So it was nof, perhaps, surpris
that Mr. Bunter was rather reli&\?;g
when he heard that his hopeful son was
landed on some school friend for the long
summer vacation.

Whether Mr, Bunter, however, would
have given the fat Qwl leave to stay at
tha c¢ircus for the holidavs was rather
doubtiul. : ]

8o Bunter had worded his letter home
with great astuteness. He had men-
tioned a “friend ¥ without speciiying
who and what the friend was.

Be it said in justice to Bunter that
hoe did not realise that thizs was a de-
ception. If Mr. Bunter sl.:ippusad that
the “friend ® he mentioned was some-
body he wasn’t, that, the fat Owl con.
aidﬂre:i’, was mnot his fault. Billy
Bunter's fat brain had its own original
ways of considering things.

o Mareo, of course, the letter was
satisfactory enough.  There was Mr.
Bunter's permission in black and white.

“That 15 all right, my boy,” he 5&{:1.
handing the letter back to Bunter, “I
shall. be glad to have you back. I can
fix it with the signor—" .

“Oh, that’s all right!” said Bunter
airily. “I've fixed it up with old Mucky
glready.”

“You've seen Mucky?” asked Marco
in surprise. “Is he willing—"

“Ha told me I was welcome, and
brought me in,” said Bunter. ™ 1 fancy
he's jolly glad to have me back™

Marco eved him very dnubﬂuilg.. Ha
knew thet the signor disliked his fat
assistant, and had been glad to get shut
of him, and he had learned now that
Bill Bunfier"ﬁ word was o rather rotten
reed to rely upormn. : ;

“Vou can ask him, if you like ! said
Bunter breezily. :

“3 think I will,” said Marco dryly.

“All serene! He's not far away.”
Bunter stepped to the grated door of
the cage and coolly called through the
bars: “Here, Muceolini! Come here,
will you?” i

Marco fairle gaped in astonizhment.
Marco was the most valuable member
of the circus company, but he would
never have dreamed of addressing fhe
swaggering signor in  that fashion.
Billy Bunter called him as carelessly as
if he had been one of the horsa bovs.

To the lion-tamer's still greater sue-
prise, Signor BMuccolini came alnng the
passage in answer to the call, and did
not arrive in a towering rage, ready
to kick Bunter from one end of the
cirens camp to the other.

His black eves wers glittering, but
his fury was carcfully suppressed. Hae
stopped outside the grated door and
glanced in, ‘

“You call mo, Bunto!*” he said.

“0h, yes,” answered Bunter. * Mareo
doesn’t seemn to think that you're %E;ed
to have me back at the circus. Tell him
it's all right.” :

Signor Muccolini breathed hard. He
wauld have given a year's takings at
the box-office to grasp Buonter by the
seruff of his fat neck with one hand and
lay the ecircus whip round him with the
other. .

Ingtend of which, he answered, in a
choking voice:

el Bl

arco ™

“O.k. 1" szaid Marco. staring from
one to the other, “Thal's settled,
then. I'm glad to have you back,
Bunter, if the signor agrees. I'm afraid
vou're rather a voung sweep, in some
ways, but you've got pluck, anyhow,
and that's what's wanted in this line of
business."” .

“Pluck ! sneerced the signor. *Cor-
aggio, non credo! E un codardoe,

arco mio, codardo e furfante.”

Va bene! It is all right,



Bunter's knowledge of his secret—a
darker secret than Bunter aver dreamed
—compelled the signor to toe the line.
But it could not restrain his malice, In
point of fact, the keen, cunning Italian
judged Bunter very much more ac-
curately than Marco did.

The fat Owl blinked at him angrily
and suspiciously. He did not under-
stand the Italian words, but he could
goe that the signor was not, at all events,
paying him a compliment. .

“0Oh, rot, Mucky,” s=aid the lion-
tamer, “The boy’s no coward—="

Bunter gasped with wrath as he
realised that “codarde ” was the Italian
word for coward.

# Look here, you chesky dago—" he
roarad. ,

“That will de, Bunter 1” said Marco.
“Don't talk to your boss, and mine,
like that! But you'd better it up,
Mucky. The bey's shown his courage.
He's shuwmg it now, I fancy. At any
rate, I don’t think you'd care to be
standing in his shoes at the present
raoment. Bunter's the omly fellow n
the —::il'lcus, hesides mysclf, who would
stand in the same cage wiith Brutus—
and vou know i, as well as I do !*

Bunter jumped.

¥t had not occurred to Marco that the
short-sighted Owl had not noticed
Brutus in the cage with Cegar.

And, certainly, it had not occurred to
Buntcr that the fiercest of the troupe
of lions was there, or wild horses would
not have dragged him inside the door!

“LI--I say! What—what—" gasped
Bunter.

He stared round the cage, with his
eves almost bulging from his spectacles.
Then he observed Brutus crouching in
the dusky corner.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Dogoooogh I’ gasped Bunter.

For 4 second he stared at Brutus in
utter terror. Brutuz glared st him
and gave a growl

Bunter bounded.

One bound carried him to the grated
deor. He tore it open in frantic haste
and bounded out of ths cage.

Crash!

Bump | :

Signor Muccolini, standing outside
the r, had not looked for that sudden
exit. Before he knew that Bunter was
coming, Bunter had come |

The fat junior crashed into the podgy
cireus master, and Bignor Muccolini
staggered back, splutteting, and sab
down, hard and heavy.

“ Cospetto [ he spluttered.

“Oh crikey |”. gasped Bunter.

He reeled from the shock, and then,
treading on the signor in hia haste, he
bolted. e did the passaﬁf between the
cages as 1f 1t had been the cinder-path
at Greyiriars.

“ What the thump—" gasped Marco,

“Urrrrrgh !"* gurgled the signor. He
sat up dizzily. “Dio miol Urrrgh!™
Heo tottered away, gurgling for breath,

Hitherto, Billy Bunter had contrived
to keep up his reputation, with Marco

ot least, as o fellow with pluck! DBut
there was no doubt that he had let him-
self down pow-—with & bump|

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble for Tippitly !

IPPITY TIP grinned.
I Billy Bunter frowned.
It was a day or two later, and
Bunter, now & Oxture at the

Magnificent Circus, was coming out
after the show.

&

Maree had said nothing on the sub-
jeck of hiz misadventure in the Jions'
capge. But all the cirous hands had
heard of it, and grinned over it And
23 he saw that cheeky grin on the face
of Mr. Tip, Bunter kpew very well of
what he wasz thioking. He gave the
clown & hefty glare through his spec-
tacles,

Tippity wae standing at the doorway
of the canvaa structure in which the
ventriloquial side-show was housed.
Tippity’s  ventriloguial entertainment
was given after the chief performance
wasz over, and Tippity was addressing
the crowd comiing awey from the big
tent. Ha left off for & moment, to
bestow that cheeky grin on Billy
Bunter, and then re-started.

“Walk in, ladies and gentlemen!
Tuppence only, to sce the most wone
derful ventriloguial periormance of
modern times! Pay your tuppences,
and see John and Jane, the marvel-
lous talking dollal Walk up, genis!
Roll in1 5till room for a few more!”

There was, as a matter of fact, room
for 8 good many more 1n the side-show,
though it was net a large structure.
Business was slack at Wapshot, and

many of Bignor Muceolini's company
wondered why he kept to the pi EO
long. Even Bunter did not suspect that

that prolonged stay, during poor busi-
ness, had H-I'I]j'#_.hlng to dao with the
camera hidden in the lunch-basket, and
secret photographing of the sir camp
and its surroundings.

Even Marco, the King of the Lions,
failed to draw his ususl erowd in a
place like Wapshot. And Mr. Tippity
Tip told his friend Wriggles, the Elastic
Man, that he might as well shut dowsn

(Continued on next page.)
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the ventrilogulal side-show, for all the
business it was :dmr;g. Twopenee really
was & low price for Tippity's show,
but even the twopences were growing
rare.

However, somz of the patrons of the
circus yielded to Tippity's ¢loquent
exhortations and trickled inke the
canvas apartment, where Jane and John
were walting for them. Mr. Wriggles
war taking the twopeneces, while Tip;i:ty
did his patter to the crowd. nd when
Billy Bunter rolled in after the others
Wriggles held out 2 hand,

“Tuppence, pleasc !’ ho esid.

“Rot !” grunted Buntor.

“Oh, let him in on the nod, Wrig,”
raid Mr. Tip. "“He gave us a frec show
the other day.”

And Wriggles grinned, and passed
Bunter in.

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed behind
his big spectacles. Mr. Tip and
Wriggles had seen him bolting from
Brutus,” which was tho “free show " to
which Mr, Tip alluded. The allusion
did not please Buntor,

However, he was going to get his
own back when the ventriloguiel enter-
tarnment sturted. That was why he was
thereo,

About & dozen members of the British
public had been inveigled in when Mr.
Tip gave up hope of more, amnd got
down to business.

By means of concealed strings ho
jerked the two figurcs, and gave them
quito ‘& lifelike apgeumncﬂ of speak-
ing. when kis ventrilogquial squeak sup-
plhied Jane with a voice, and a deep
grunt did the ssme service for John.

“I'll tell you something that hap-

ened this morning, Janc ! came the

grunt of John.

“¥es, what iz it, Johni” squeaked
Jane.

“I was passing an inn M

‘You wore passing an inn?"”

“Yez, 1T was passing an inn—-—"

"You've never donoe such a thing in
your hife, John!™

THEMARK o me B
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"I tell you, Jane, I was passing an
% And 1 tell yois, John, th

"An & ir, John, that you never
did, not withlﬂmguing in.'” g

There was a laugh from Mr. Tip's
small =udience. r. Tip's encient
p}ftter was more or less mew at Wap-
shat,

“Ist’t 1t wonderful!™ said one.
“You'd really believe thet they were
speaking.”

“Oh, I don’t know!” said a red-
haired man, with an mir of superior
knowledge. “I can jolly well sec that
chap’s lips move when they speak.’

Billy Bunter grinned, and Mr. Tip
ave the red-haired young man a glare.
cmments like thet fmm the public did
not gratify the circus ventriloquist,
. “Well, what did you see this morn-
ing, Joha!” went on Janc’s squesk,
after Mr. Tip had bestowed that glare
upon the worldly wise young man with

T saw a red-headed chap with & face

like & kitc!” came John's grumt in
angwoer—an snswer that made Mr. Tip
wonder whether ho was dreaming.

He had been about to spoak. l%ut. Ty
had not spolken. It scemed to Mr. Tip
that John, a stuffed doll, was spesking
on his own account.

Billy Bunter could have told him who
had spoken. But Mr. Tip was totally
ignorant of the fact that there was a
rival ventriloguist in the tent.

He stared.

S0 did the red-haired youn
the audience. His face flushe
his hair.

A touch of ginger in the hair is really
a distinction. It shows character, and
generally  pluck,  8till, people who
possess that distinction seldom like rude
allusions to it

That young man had made a remark
that displeased T;ﬁgit;ur Tip. Naturally
he supposed that the eircus ventriloguist
was getting back at him, with that re-
mark from the doll. Ha was not likely
to suppose that it was the doll speaking,

man in
as red as

ﬂ# rale at all
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as scomed to be the case to the. as-
tounded Mr, Tip.

He glared at Tippity.

Tlﬁ;iitj gasped.

While he gasped, Jane’s squeak
answered John's grunt.  Billy Bunter

was movce than equel to such a perform-
ance as that.

“Oh, did you, John?" squesked Jane.
“Was it thc ssme ginger-headed
thht-:-r who's here now

“My cye!” gasped Mr. Tip.

“Look here, you!” roared the young
man with the red hair, justly indignant.
“You stop that! Hee? 8top it!"

The rest of the audience chortled.
They were finding this more smusing
than 'I‘ip;iitj:’a usual patter.

“I—l—F never——" satuttercd tha

dazed Tippity, *I—I1—"
_ “8top 1! That's what I said—stop
1t ¥ hooted the red-haired young man.
“1 didn't pay tuppenes for checkl
Bee I

“I—I never—>* -

“ Don't interrupt, Copper-Top 1" cama
John's grunt. *Go and put your head
in the pond, before you set the circua
afirg !

"Ha, ka, hat"
audicnee,

But the young man with the red hair
did mot join in the mierriment,  Hia
face was redder than his hair now, and
hig eyes flashing. He made a jump for-
ward, and ﬁ:}mped both the dolls,

“Here, k out!” gasped Tlgp!tj
Tip. “Don't you damage them dolls,
young man—you leave them dolls
alone ™

“T'll give you copper-top !” roarcd the
I‘E&-hﬁ.ll’i}d‘ young man, and he lifted
John by his legs, and brought him down

came fromm the

with & crash on Tippity's head.
“Ow! Hoooch! Oooh!” zgpluttored
the hngle&s clown. “I say— {;i’hmp T
Crash |

Jane, hurled with all the foree of the
gl_:lung man's arm, smote Tippity full on

12 features.

Tippity was clean bowled. e sat
du:i.-rﬁ 1'@*11;51 a4 bump. Not satisficd, the
red-haired younp man prococded to
banﬁhim on the ﬁl::mi with John,

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared the audience.

“He, he, he |” cackled Billy Bunter,

Tippity had grinoed checkily at
Bunter,  He was not grinning now. FHa
was velling and howling, and dodging
“"H]{ to escapo the Eﬂ-‘lﬁecﬂ of the doll.

“Chuck it!” ho d. "I nay,
chuck 161 I never sald anything about
your mop, blow you! This here eircus
is haunted, I've said it afore, and I
58y it agin—it's blooming haunted!
Yarooch! Stoppit]! Whoop I*

Swipe, swipe, swipel

Had Tl;fﬁ“:'r addressed those remarks
to the red-haired young man, he would
certainly have ﬂﬁmﬁﬂg the punishment
he was receiving,. Ho hadn’t: but he
was getting the punishment all the same.
The red-haired young man laid it on,
with the wventriloguial dell, as if he
fancied that he wea beating s carpet.

Swipe, swipe, swipo!

John's head flaw off under the force
of the swilgc_za Beally, it was s wonder

1

that Mr. Tip's didn’t!
“There |I™ g.‘-E.E- od the red-haired
voung man, burling the remnant of

Jobhn at Tippity's dizzy head. *Take
th%é:r! I-%ere,%ggn!"ﬂr

riggles, the contortionist, pgras
him by the shoulder.  EDEd

“Heore, you get out!” pagped
Wriggles. “You can't do that there
arel You pet outside! You—rv0o

Yarooooooop I*
The Elastic Man wont over
wards as a fist landed in his cye.

back-
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“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter,

Mr. Tip serambled up. The light of
battle was in his eve. His show was
wrecked, his dolls in ruins. His
audience was howling with laughter—
and it was Mr. Tip's Eusimass, certainly,
to make his audience langh. But it was
vlear that he did not like that way of
doing it. He hurled himself at the red-
haired young man. )

“Now, blow yvou!" gazped Alr. Tip,
punching fraotically.

But the rod-haired voung man waos
ready for him—more than ready! In
this case, thers was no doubt that ginger
indicated pluek! He grasped Mr. Tip,
end gave punch for punch—indeed, his
punches were 50 rapid that he counted
et least two to Tippaity's ane.

The audience, yelling. with laughter,
crowded out of tge tent, to get out of
the way of the serap. Wriggles, scram-

!.rlﬁ up, with an eye that winked and
blinked, ruehed to his friend’s aid. But
the red-haired young man was full of
beans—he took them on both together,

punching them right and left.
“He, ne, he!” cackled Bunfer, as he
backed out. “ He, he, he !

The three of them were left strug-
gling frantically in the tent. The
ralled over, tangled 1in the canvas, an
there was 8 rending crash, as the Himsy
structure came down on them.

The red-haired young man was the
firet to emerge from the wreck.  He
picked up his hat and glared at fwo
dizzy faces that looked from a tangle of
canvas and cord.

“Waut any more? he roared.

w ! oogh | O 19
Wriggles,

“ Urrrerrrr * moaned Mr. Tip.

They did not seem to want any more.
“They had had more than enough of that
red-haired young man., He gave a snort
and walked off, leaving & crowd m a
roar behind him, and two battered and
breathless wrecks crawling from the
wreck of the fent. .
“(Jh, holy pokers!” moaned Mr. Tip.
wl Qog-er! Dooghl”

“You hass!” gnspeﬁ. the Elastic Man.
“What did you want to chip him about
‘s *air for, you thundering hass? You
acked for it.’ :

“T didn't! meaned Tippity. “1
never sail 8 word about 'is ‘air! This
‘eve cireus_ 13 ‘aunted. Itf's "appened
before—and now it's 'appened again. I
tell you, this 'ere cireus is "munted !

“He, he, he!" chortled Billy Bunter.
He rolled awey grinning, feeling that
he had got his own back on Tippity Tip.
There was no doubt that he ad{r and
perhaps a little over!

gasped

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

OAl, pom, pom, pom |
P Bang! BRBlare!
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!

joily old eircus|”

And jolly old Bunter.

* Bunter ! chuckled Bob Cherry. " As
large as life, and twice as natural [

The Famous Five halted by the road-
side to watch the circus procession, as
it came winding aslong the Surrey lane.

Harry Wharton's chums had joined
Iim at Wharton Lodge for tha “hols,™
and they were walking to Wimford,
when the eircus came in sight. The
watehed the procession with intervest, all
the more because they were aware that
William George Bunter, of the Grey-
friars Remove, had joined Signor Muc-
colini's outfit.

Muccolini’s Cireus was on the road
again.

A ﬁih‘:h had been booked at Wimford,
which was only a mile or two from
Wharton Ledge, and the circus was on

The
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ita way thither, when the chumes of the
Remove sighted it

Thera wazs a ‘blare of drum and
trumpet as the lengthy procession wound
along. The signor, with an eyo to busi-
ness, was making as much display as
possible by way of advertisement, and
there was no doubt that every in
the vicinity eould hear Muccolini's
Circus coming.

Tippity Tip, the clown, led the pre-
cessign, mounted on a donkey, with his
face to the tail, and beating & drum.
Horsemen followed him, and after them
the towering form of Rajal, the ele-
phant, with a fat figure -in crimson
tunic, with gold braid, mounted on his
back. After the elephant came cara-
vans and lorries, all sorts and conditions
of vehicles: with a rumble ef wheels, a
clond of dust, and a blare of musical
instrumenta,

Harry Wharton & Co., smiling, waved
their hands to Mre. Tip. They remem-
bered the civeus clown, and Mr. Tip re-
meinbered them, and gave them a
cheery and expansive grin, and a wave
of - his drumsticks.

Then they grinned up at Bunter,
perched on the neck of the gigantie
elephant, and looking a great deal like
a tropical bectle in his gorgeous cireus
raunent.

Bunter blinked down at them.

“Hallp, hallp, hallo, old fat man!”
roared Bob Cherry, “Mind you don't
break that bullifant’s back 1"

B]E[]I:,r Bunter frowned at the cheery
ob.,

Buonter's weight was consicderable, not
to say enormous; bot there was no
danger of its breaking the back of the
elephant. Even Bunter's weight had no
effect on Rajah.

Signor Muceolini, who was ruding &
handzomne black horse, glanced at the
juniors, and then at Bunter. His black
eves glittered when they rested on
Bunter. He could never look at the far
Owl without that glitter coming into his
eyes,

jThe signor had never liked Bunter.
But sinde he had been under Bunfer's
thumb, he had liked him less than ever,

His secret was in Bunter's keeping.
Bunter was far from realising how dar
and sinister was that secret. But he
realised quite clearly that the signor
was ferribly anxious for it not fo be
revealed. He was well aware that, but
for that secret, Mucky would have
kicked him out of tha circus. He could
not fail to be aware that every time the
signor came near him, he longed to lay
the circus whip round his fat legs. But
he was aware, also, that he had the

upper hand, and that the dago
dared not lay a finger on him in con-
segquence.

Bunter was not the fellow to use the
upper hand with discretion. It was Jns
happy way to be cheeky to anybody who
hag to stand his cheek,

The more cheek the signor stood from
Bunter, the more Bunter gave him to
stand, and all the ecircus company, by
this time, wondered how the bullying,
swaggering Italian tolevated it, and

why.

2 }E;mter! at the moment, was not heed-
ing the signor, or the glarg of his black,
ghitering eyea. 15 own eyes, and his
spectacles, were fixed on the c{;;:}up of
Greyiriars juniors by the roadside.

IIe gave the elephant a touch, which
Rajah wuwnderstood. Bunter was accus-
tomed to appearing in the ring with
Rajah, and Hajah was used to him, and
uhe:,‘ﬂii his slightest E;ﬂn. The elephant
moved a little out of the procession, and
swung his immense head round fowards
the group of juniors.

EBefore they could evess what was
going to happen, the long slender trunk
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whipped out and curled round Bob
Cherry.

“Hore — what — hallog == look  ont ™

gasped Bob, as he was suddenly plucked
off his feet.

“He, he, he!” came from Bunter,
high up on the elephant’s neck.

“0h, my hat!” gaped Harry
Wharton., " Beb—"

“Ow!  Oh)] Leggo! yelled Bob
Cherey.

Hiz brain swam as he szpun in the
air, swinging i1 Rajah’s trunk.

Another touch from Bunter, and the
elephant swung back into line, and
towered an, with Bob Cherey wriggling
wildly in his trunk and yelling to be
released,

“ Fut me down ! shrieked Boh. “You
blithering fat idiot! ¥ou howling ass!
You frabjons fathead ! Pumme down ¥

“He, he, he'” :

_ Rajah swnng on, carrying the gasp-
ing, struggling junicr in his trunk.
Bunter grinned down at him and
chortled.

*Bunter, von silly ase, stop that!”
reared Harry Wharton.

“Bunter, you cheeky fathead—"
thouted Frank Nugent.

“You esteemed and preposterons ass 17
yelled Huvree Jamset Ram Singh.

*“Bunter, you blithering chump———"
velled Johmny Bull.

“He, he, he!™

The Co. rushed after the EIE‘]iL]_EI-E.Dt-
But they could not help Bob, curled in
the trunk of ihe gigantie quudruﬁed.
They could only keep pace and yell to
Bunter to chuek it.

Which ihe grinning Owl had ne in-
tention of doing! This was rather a
joke, from Billy Bunter's point of view.

It did not secem much of a joke to
Bob, wriggling and breathless and dizzy
as he was carried helplessly along.

Signor Muccolini, scowling, drew his
horse nearer to the big elephant and
shouted up to Bunter.

“Btop that! D¢ you hear me, fure
fanie? Stop that at once 1™

Bunter blinked down at him.

“Rats ! he replied coolly.

“Come, come!” gasped the signor,
crimson with rage. ™ What, what 1™

“I don't know what you mean,
ko-may [” answered Bunter.

I mean is rais! R-a-f-5, rats] Heel
Shut up *

The signor almost foamed at the
mouth. He clutched his riding-whip
and made a motion as if to cut at the
elephant’s rider. ;

ut he restrained his rage end rode
On_agaimn. . .

Eilly Bunter grinned after him. He
was not taking cheek from a dago—not
if he knew itl

The dago, on the other hand, had to
take cheek from Bunter! A spy who
was in dread of attracting the attention
of the poliee had no choice in ‘the
matter. Signor dMuccolint ground his
teeth under his black moustache as he
rode his horse on.

The c¢hums of the Remove, running
beside the clephant, heard what was
said, and they could only wonder.
Bunter, evidently, waz a power in the
circus | Apparently ha could do as he
liked, regardless of the circus-master
and his wrath.

There was no help for Bob till Bunter
chose to signal to the elephant to release
him. And Bunter did not choose.

Being in a position to throw his
weight “about, Billy Bunter naturally
threw it, Seldom or never at Grey-
friars had he had the pleasurs of the
whip-iand in desling with the Famous
Five. Now he had—and he was enjoy-
ing it! Ile was quite glad of that
charce meeting in the Surrey lane,

THe MAGRET LienARY.—No. 1.484,
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“Will rou make this beast leggoe, youBunter better, his opinion of him was

fat villain ' spluttered Bob.
“ e, be, bhei”
*DBunter, you potty ass!”  yelled
arry Wharton,

*He, he, hel”

The procession  marched  on, anid
yeached a roadside pond. Billy Buntev
chinckled as he spotied the glimmer of
Mater in the bright July sunshinc.

He pave the clephant a touch and
Hajah swung out of the line of march
again. And he swong towards the pond.

e lumbered into the water, The
trunk uncurled, and Bob Cherry flew
from it,

Splash !

“Ywrrregh i

“He, he, he !

Bob Cherry, gurgling, sat ap in a foot
of waier and wwed, iz chuns rushed

fo drag him ont. . ]
Rajah marched on 1n the Ermessmn,
Billy Bunter blinking back at the

iilqniurs, with a fat grivming face, from
1: perch,

“He, he, lic!” floated back to  the
ears of the Co. as they dragged Bob
ut of the pond. “I say, you fellows!
E-.- e wet? He, he, e !”
And Billy Bunter rode on triumphant.

e —r——

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Sacked !

i OEPETTO ! snarled Signov
q Muccolimi through Ias thick
black bush of a -moustache.

" Bicte seiccco, Marco”

The lion-tamer shrugged his shounlders.

The cireus was pitched in a field near
Wimford. Alareo was sitting on the
tiep of lis vay, mending a whip. The
suarthe signor stood in front of him,
Inoking at him with a seowling brow—
It with one black., ghttering ove on a
fut figure in the ofling.

Mucky spoke in his own language,
az Le generally did when he was ox-
citedl.  DBub Mareo knew  that  “siecto
scioece” meant “You are a fool !V
Whiclh was not complunentary. Put he
was a patient and good-tempered man,
and he let the signor blow off steam.

“Thoe ragaxzo is uscless—a fool, o

eoward, a liar!™ went on 'E:iglml‘
Duoecolini. Lividently his opinion of

Billvy Bunter wacs not a {lattering one.
1 do not want him in my eirens! Why
div vou nol give him a sack?”

Alarco did not answer.

It was true that he lLad changed hi-
opinion of Billy Bunler very consider-
abiy.  Ile, was a sinple and trustiog
mnn =i Alie fat Owl boad taken i

s Now that le koew William George

very like that of the signor.

But if he was fed-up with Dilly

Bunicr, he did not feel dispesed to tell
him so. His kind heart stood in the
WAT.

Signor Muoeeolini eyed him  im-

paticntly and arngrily. He was very
anxious to get rid of Bumter from ihe
cirens—for reasons that he certainly
could not have explained to Mareco.

“Hack hm ! snarled the signer. ©1
tell you, give bim a sack, and let us sce
the last of him! 1 tell you, Marce, i
you keep the boy, I zhall think of can-
celling your contrael with me. T tell
vou, 1 will not have him 1n oy elreuas.
f you keep Lim, you go."’

Marco shrugged his broad shoulders,

* Please yourzelf abount that Aucky
It answered.

F

“Un  graszo furfunic !  muilered
Signor  Muoceolini, “Un grasso  por-
cello! I tell vou, give him g sack!”

Signor Muccolini broke off, as Billy
Bunter rolled up. The fat Owl blinked
at L through hiz big speetacles,

“Buzz off, will you!” said Dunter.
“1 want to zpeak {0 Aloaren” :

Bignor  Muccolini almost  chioked.
AMarco frowncd., But the Iizlian con-
trolled his rage and slalked away.

Bunter grinned after him az he went,
But the bon-tmwer gave Lin a slern
look.

“Don't speak to the boss bhke thal,
Bunter!” Le sald eurtly. “If he boxed
your cars for vour hmpuadence I shonld
not stop him.”

“He j:ﬂ]]ﬁ' well knows betier than to
tey ib on '™ grinved Bunter. “T'd like
to gec o greasy dago box my cars! Bur
never mind old Muocky ! 've pol =ome-
thing to say to you, Marco, see?™

“Well ¥ rapped Maoreo.

“"You're paxing me iwo quul a
work 1 satd Bunler.

TWell

“Well, it won't do!” sad Buauler.

“Beer I'm oot complaining of the grob
—the grub’s al vight ! Bur there's
soveral other things. 1 don't
sharing a van.”

“Noi” =aid Marco,

“ Mot gaid Bunfer, 1 expect fo hiave
a van toveelf, That's the tirst thing
* Anvthing else 77

like

“Yes,” snid Bunier: “there’s il
geren ! Wwo guid a week is ne use to
e, Alake it five”

s thiwt n13Y

“Well,” smid Bunter thoughtfally, * i
there's anathing else that occurs to me
later, I'll mention it. Ior the presceut,
ithnt's the lot”

“MNow yvou've hnished, I've got some-
thine to sav 1™ =dwd Marco.

Slie 1! said Bunter.  “Bob mund, 1

mean every word I szavl If you're
going to argue about the screw, you lose
me, that's all. I believe in putting
things plain.™

“Hodo I agrecd Marco.

“YWell, cut 2t short, then ™
Bunter,

“Right ! You're sacked !

il E-ji i:.u-

“Racked

Billv Bunter blinked ot bim as if Lo
counld not guite believe hisz fat cars=—as
tedeed, e hardly could.

*Bug-sus-sacked 1”7 ke stutlered.

Alares nodded,

o dust that ! he agreed.
off 1 -
“Wilk-kik-clear off I gasped Dunter.

“You, unless you want a boot to Lelp
vou clear I' said Marco. “VYou're a far,
greedy, untruthiul young rascal! I
fed-up with you! I wasv'y geing to tell
vou so, but now yow've asked for if,
there it is! CGet out [”

“Gag-mig-gig-gig got out ! siuttered

unter.

“ Y eg—and sharp !

“Whyr, you—vou—youn zilly idiot—rou

sa14d

fNow elear

cheeky ase—" gasped Buuter. "You
—¥ou Yarooooh !”
Bunter was interrupted.  The lou-

famer picked up the whip he had becn
wending, with one hand; with the othey
e prasped Billy Bunter's fat neck. and
twirled him round.

Whack !

*Yoo-hoop ! roared Dunter, a- the
whip rang on his tight trousers. * Ow !
Yavool! Beast! HRotter! Oh crikey !

* Better cut ™ sugeestied Marco.

“* O ! Beast—"

Wliack!

h.l_'.l F‘ﬂ:r

Whack !

“ Yaroonaaol !

Painter bolied.

Mareo sat down again en the step of
thic van. DBilly Bunier did not stop ruu-
ning ikl e waos on the other side of tho
g cirens tent. Thewn, at last, he eame
to a halk, gasping for breath.

“thw ! prasped Bunter. “Oh crikey !
Chw i The cheeky beast ! Wow ! Sncked !
My hat! Wow! Backed! Oh loo' 1

He was sacked! Ile had nzked for i,
atd pot it! The careey of Bunto the
Hnir Lion-Tamer, had come tu a sadden
o,

“O lor' 1" repeated Billy Bunter.

e was sacked ! That was that! . And
what hie was going to do new was quite
o dizagrecable problem to Rilly Bunter.

(Ner: Satwrday: “The Haunted
Circus—unather great coverdo-coper
yorn af circus adventure, starring Billy
Duntcr and the chuma of Greyfriars,
Look out for dt—and den't forgel to
et er wour AAGRET early.)
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THE HEAD WHO
LIKED STRIKERS!

Another Staggering Instalment of Dicky
Nugent's Sensational Serial : -

“DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S DUBBLEI"

On the following morning, the
ne:wni that Jack Jolly & {‘E; of St.
Bam's, ‘were going on gtni read
like wildfire. Long before :!EBIEE-
bell, the Fourth Form dormitory
waa by fellows from otber
Forms, anxious to throw in their
lot with the rebbels.

It was a fare i.opener to tho
Fourth to eee how unpopular
Professor Birchemall was. vVi-
dently, his kind-harted ways made

0o more & to the reet of the
-k.n-n& Gﬂlhthan y did to Jack Jolly
1

Soon, half the skool had rallied
under the baomer of the kaptin
of the Fourth, and the robbels
were packed into the dorm. like
sardines !

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle! ;

It was the familiar sound of the
rising-bell ringing out on the
morning air.

Jack Jolly pointed to the door.

* The hour has struck and the
strike has started | he cride,
dramattickally, * Barrycads the
door, fellowa [ 1L

“I, I, kapm1 2

Willing bhanda sst about closing
the door, This wasu't eggoactly
atill ng el o the
etill struggli in, and a e
firat atitempt sevveral things got
caught wup, including 8wotter
minor's coat and Midgett minor's
noss. DBut evenchally these ob-
structions wers ulaa:og away, and
the stout door locked and after.
wards b caded with hevvy
articles of furniture, Then the
rebbels made themselves as com-
fortable as they could and waited
for t to ha "

They hadn’t long to wait. Ten
minnits after the completion of the
barryeade, hevvy footprinta were
heard in the idge outside, and
someone rattled the door handle.
It was Burleigh, the kaptin of St.
Sam's, and he didn’t sound in the
beat of yewmoura.

“ What are you
playing at 1" he yelled.
this door at onea | Do you here 1"

“We here ;: but there’s nothing
doing, Burleigh !* shouted back
Jack Jolly, winking at his fellow-
rebbels. * We're on strike ! We're
fed up with Frofessor Birchemall
and wo're staying here till he goes!™

The mhbeljsr’iaard Burleigh snorb
wrathiully.

**You silly yung assca!” he
roared., “ Why, there isn't a kinder
Heta% in the country ! iing

* Ner a more eggsasperating one,
eithor 1 * reto the leader of
the rebbels. “ We've had enuff of
FProfessor Birchemall’'s fizzick and
fairy-talea, Even & tirant like
Doctor Birchemall would be
better | °-

** Here, here 1 roared the reh.
bels.

Burleigh gave another wrathful
enort, thentramped away again.

“1'm going to report this to the
Head at cnoe 1" he called out, as
he went, * 1 don't think he’ll be
so kind-barted when he heres what
is happening I' !

fome of the sitrikers turned a
little pail. It wouldn't be very

raakals

T

plezzant, they
refleckted, if
this strike
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changed Pro-
fessor Bircoh-
emall from a mildtempered,
kind-harted o©ld jentleman into a
feroshus, vengeful tirent—a feend
in yewman shape !

But, as a matter of fakt, there
was no neead for them to worry.

When Doctor Birchemall had
returned to St. Bam's in the guise
of his imajinary cuzzin, bhe had
made utphhis mind not to do a single
thing that mite botray his real
eyedentity. Aa Doctor Birchemall,
he had been forced ifo resine,
bocawse he was such o tirent ; and
he didn™t mean to take the slitest
chance of Professor Birchemall
sharing the same fate !

Tha rosult was that when Bur-
leigh bust into hia study that
morning with the news that a grate
rabellion had broken out, he waan't

t out in the least. PBurleigh
ully eggapected him to turn very
naaty,ggEut'. ingtead of that, he
meer]y besmed.

“ A prate rebellion, Burleigh ¥ "
he eggselaimed. * How awiully
jolly '  Where are they barring
out 7 "

“ In the Fourth Form dormitory,
gir | " said Burleigh, staring almost
dazediy at the Head. ** ¥'ve
barrycaded the door with hovvy

furmiture and it's impossibul to
get through to them ! "
“ Ylease don’t call

me °air,’
Burleight* beemed  Professor
Birchemall. * I've told you before
that my name is Willknot, and that
you may call moe *Wilhe® for
shart | 2

“ All serecn, sir—I mean, Willie!
gaa}mrl the kaptin of St. Sam’s.
* But what are you going to do
about the robellion ?
must be dono!? .

“ Bomething certainly will be
done ! ** asid the Head. *' We must
supply them with breakfast ot

something

once | "

| hia a
! rebhels to the winders of the Fourth
: | Form dormito

1 | for the rebbels of 8t. Sam’s.

“Whea-at 1™

“ Unleas we do so, the poor lads
will be hungry, and that would
worry mo to deth! You say we
eannot get to them through the
door ¥

‘* Not without a charge of dyna-
mite, sir—Willie, I mean!™

“* 'Then we will take & to
in tonch with them through
winders—or rather, we will take &
ladder ! "' grinned Professor Birch-
emall. * Run and tell Fossil to take
round & ladder, there’s a good chap.
Meanwhile, I will trot down to the
kitchen and get cook to make up a
hamper ! "

“* You—you're going to give them
& tuck-hamper when they're out on
strilke 1 ejackulated Burleigh,
gtaring at the Head like one 1n a
dreern. ¥ Well, my hat ! You'll bo
giving them arms and ammunition
" An eggsellent, sufjestion, B

ellent sujjestion, Bur-

leigh! On your way out, tell
Tallboy to go round collecting all
the pea-shooteras and peas he can
find, Ch, and a few pailfuls of
soot nt tho sams time. Tho rebbels
ought to find them useful [ *

Burleigh was simply staggered ;
but he was a well-dissiplined chap
who always made a point of carry-
ing out the Head’s orders without
argewing the toss about them. He
hurried off to do so now, serprizing
though the orders weoro.

A few minnite after that, Fossil,
the porter, came staggering across
the tf.ad, carrying a long ladder on

ouldor. There was a rush of

ry, a8 the word went
round that the porter was going to
rear it up to their stronghold, and
s buzz of eggsitement as they
spotted the Head crossing the
quad, followed by seniors carrying
& numbeor of pails and a misterious-
locking hamper.

But a grato sorprize waas in sfore
When
the Head pawsed at the foot of the

ladder, he didn’t look the least bit

hostile.
“ Good-morning, 'E}n?‘n t*  he
called out cheerily. * I've jusb

brought slong your breakfastt™

“Eh 1™ gasped Jack Jolly.

“ As yvou don't intend to come
down for brokker, I'm going to
carry it up the ladder for you. ¥You
can’t eggepect Lo mako o suxxess of
& barring-out unless you're well
supplied with tuck! Durleigh!
Hoist the hamper on to my
shouldera and L'll carry it ui:- 1

“It's a trap!™ epgsclaimed
Merry of the Fourth. ** If we take
it in, I eppspect we shall find we've
beon taken in oursclves 1 ™

“I'm not so sure about that,”
saidl Frank Frarless, ** Dashed if 1
don’t beleeve it's genuine! The
professor’s so0  kind-harted that
he'’s even poing to help va to go on
strilte against him ! 2

The rebbels were dumbiounded,

But aa the Head slowly eli
ladder and they caug&lt- & jlmpse
of real, gonuine tuck i the
hamper on bis shouldy, they

couldn't help feeling that Rarless
was right.
“ There you ars, my lyal"

beamed the Head. 1 "1
find that enuff ; but if it's pik, just
let me know and 1'll bring jou up
some more "

“ M-m-my hat !

“ Don’t go vet, boys 1" wnt on
Professor Birchemall. “&at in
case of need, I've also hought
along & supply of pen-shool#” and
ammunition and & few Suiuls
of soot. If you’ll weil & jdonif,
I'll bring them up to youls

* P-p-pea-shooters T 1!

* P-p-pailfuls of scot 17

The strikers were simply §ibber-
gasted. ‘They began to ronder
whether they were seeing fings.
But, amazing as it seamed,it was
truo enuff. The Head dmnded
the ladder, then climbed upagain,

earTying a waste paper-basié full
of pea-shooters end bayh&?a !

Having handed this over v,
he went down once agss and

returned, carrying a pailiul Wt
slung over each arm. *

And it was just at that nt
that Bir erick F the
chairmen of the 5. Bam's Qorver-
nors, came walking across the
gatos |

" Grate gad ! What ia on

here ! '* he wrapped out.

“It’s a rebellion against
Head, sir,” eggsplained
and the chairman of the
almost & loded with

“ A rebellion ?
against the kindest-
that ever rained over 8t dm's ?
Immﬂlhlﬂl I shall demenlg fuzll
eggaplanation  from: PH
Birchemall al once.
MALT.1*

It waa the paota
that call that did itl W
Birchemall, who was nearly
top of the ladder, jumped asg
he hod been shot. N
moment, a load of scob
over Sir Frederick's aristog
hoad,

Clatter ! Bang ! Crash !

“ Yarooocooo ! Y .

The rebbels at the windergsa
Then they farely roaved.

“* Ha, ha, ha ! ?

“* Well caught, sic | "

“ 1llo, ho, ho 1 ' -

But whilo they shrecks|
larfter, Prolessor Birche .

mning a deep, deep grgp It

dawned on the new Iy of
St. Sam’s that Sir Frodeoty had
caught him at a moat ikable

moment. As ho dessenceg
ladder and gazed at hia vik
began to realise thab the
was & j::r!!;r black ono |

(Don’t misa the last gra

HoME FOUND For MAuLY'S MOKE!

Says BOB CHERRY

Our old pal, Lord Maul-
everer has found a home
for his mole at last.

Ever since he bought it
from the hawker chap who
was whacking it in Friar-
dale lane, that donkey has
been a bone of contention
ot Groyiriars. The Head
has told Mauly times out
of number that there's no
room for mokes at Grey-
frizrs. Quelchy, rather
sardonically, has remarked
once or twice that there
are guito enough donk
about already. But Mauly,
with his well-known gift
for leaving things to take
ears of therosclvea, did
nothing about it till the

Head, faced with the
pr t of an unlogked-
for donkey being left on

hia hands for the summer

veo., threatened direct

gction and the forcible
usion of tho molke.

t threat brought
Mauly up to seratch. He
felt a sort of ihilaty
about the animal, and he

wanted to know what
kind of 3 home it was
going to.

50 last Wednesday
a Rolls drew up out-
side tha ESchool %Imma
with Mauly's chauffeur
at the wheal, an
Mauly went out to find
gomeone who was in
need of a dookeyl
The donkey went with
him im the Rolls |

Asked afterwards
how he set aboub the
iob, Mauly stated that
he called at the vicar-
age, several large houses
in the neighbourhoad, and
the police-station at Court-
field. But nobody wanied
the donkey.

Eventually, in despera-

tion, he ordered the
chanffeur to drive to
Margato. Arriving thers,

he spent several hours on
the sands, studying donkey
ownera, and after a lengthy
weeding-out process he
decided on the most

benevolent-looking of them

BOLSOVER DUMB MADE

DUPONT SPEECHLESS!
“So Strange, Nest-ce-pas?”’—Dupont’s Sister

When Bolsover heard
that his French study-
mate, Napoleon Dupont,
was cxpecting & visit from
his esi1ster, ho didn't
think much about it., He
gracicusly agreed to help
voung Nap entertain the
visiter and arranged to
have a boat out on the
river ; and then return
to his normal postimes
of arguing and scrapping

with 1lw rest of  the
Removce.
But when  AMarianne

Dupont turned up, Bolsy's
nervous system seemed to
ruffer a srvers shoek. - Bhe
wus  pelite,  charmante,
anid-—oh, well, onyway,
she had dark, flashing cyes
and a marvellous smile,
andl  Bolsover promptly
decided that shoe was a
fascanuting  girl.

“he had such a stunning
effcct on hia that he was

tonguc-tied for the cntire

afternoon. And the quaint
thing about it was that
Nap had previously told
his sister thet Holsover
had the most remarkable
fow of typical English
talk to bo heard at
Gireyiriara. An elterncon
with Bolsy, Nap had
assured her, would imn-
prove her Englsih eon.
versation no cnd ! Thias iz
the way it worked out :
Mavienne : ** Lo veather,
cet eca  glorious, n'cst-ce
Pus l!. %
Bolsover: “FEh 1"
Marianme = * "Ow  niee,
zees rivaire 1Y
Baoalanver: "B.bleg

pardon 1"

Marianne : * You liko
Leing at school, isn’t cet 17

Bolsoverz ' I—1 dun.
no!*

After which, Bolsover

would go complotely silcut
for about am hour !

Anyway, if he didn’t

t
-

=

and presonted him  with
the moke !

Even now, thera's a
thoughtful look on his
face in hia waking mo-
ments, and I haven’t the
slighteat doubt he's still a
little worried about the
fate of his four-legged pal.
It won’t surprise e a bit
to find Mauly sﬁending
half the vac. on Margate
sands, making quite sure
that he did the right
thing !

zay mich while she was
there, he made up for it
afterwards. He maoanaged
te talk about Marianne
Ilupont for well over an
honre with scarcely a stop !

As Nap'as sister said
about DBolay's convorss-
tion when she left: * So
strange, n'est-co pas i

Dupont had nothing to
iy about it. Bolasover
ilumb  scemed 1o havo
mads Dupont egpeeehless |

e

ACQUIRE GOOD
MANNERS!

Why don't you tripe.
hounda learn Your
manperg T L teach you
polite bechaviowr in six
casy lessons, aod anyono
who says I don't is
booked for o cosh on the

ennk %}I‘ﬂ!ltﬂ-!—i}.
BOLSOVER, Professor of
Elegancee, LBox Koo 04,
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“UNKNOWN” SPORTS-
MAN'S GIFT ToO
GREAT CRICKETER!

Amazing Presentation Ceremony

When the ecricket season began this year,
Wingate roceived a nios little silver cup from an
anonymous sporteman, to be at the end
of the scason to the man who played the most
consistently sound cricket through the season.

Everybody thought it was quite a good wheeze,
and there was a lot of speculation aa to the identity
of tho unknown patron of the game at Greyfriara.

The cup had stood in the Prefects’ Room sll the
summer. Oceasionally, leading ericketers have
been scon standing in the doorway, gazing ab it
rather thoughtfully—partionlarly after they've
ecored a century or skittled out snother team.

One thing thot puzzled everybody was the
question of who was to pick out the best eriekotar
and how he was going to do it. It seemed odd that
the anonymous donor of the cup hoad had nothing
to say on the subject.

But all doubts were ended at the mesting called
by Wingate last Lhumsday evening. When the
erowd arrived, they saw that the cup was standing
on the chairman’s table, and in front of it was n
soaled envolope thoat hud come through the post.
After bricfly stating tho faocta about the cup, Win-
gate explained that he had been informed L
telephone that the donor of the ecup had himself
chosen the winner, and that the Fur:k;r,r fellow's
nome would bo found inside an envelope which
waa being posted to Wingate. The envelope on the
table was tho fateful envelops—to be opened hLy
Wingate in public.

Amid great eoxcitement, Wingate opencd the
envelope, took out a slip of paper, and lovked at it,

Then he jumped.

He pgave it & closer scrutiny, and those who were
near enough aay that he actually turned red in the
face | The crowd got a litile restive,

* Read it out, Winpatae |

* Cough it up, old sport!™

Wingate put down tho paper and locked at the
crowd again. Whatever name it wos that was on
the %;gar. Wingate looked rather disturbed aboutit,

' 16 name of the winner,” he began, * ig—
or—

He heaitated and had another look, as theugh
he really couldn’t believe his ayes.
“Tho name of the winnoer, according to the
Ezﬁgr in thia envelope,’ he then said, “ 18 Horaco
r, Fifth Form ™

1] ﬂw ! "
It wos a b goap that went up from the erowd.
If you'd pod o bumhshallp on them, they

couldn’t have E'mon moro surprised ! After tho first
ga3p, they started yelling,

“COKER!" -

“* Why, he doesu't know a cricket-bat from a
football 1 :

Jeers and mocking laughter were heard on all
sides. But if nobody eiso took the result serioualy,
thero waa one chap who did. That chap wns
Horace Cokor himself! Ho swagpgered up to the
platlorm na though he fully deserved the honour,

Wingate lovked at the cup, then logked at
Colcer, -

* Borry, old chap,” he said,
have it '™

“*Fht"

“ Thero i3 evidently a miatake somowhere. Ti's
anppused to be for the best erickoter—not the worat |
The man who'a presenting tho cup must have got
holil of your name by mistaka ! "

“You pgilly ase!® roarsd Coker. “ He did
nothing of the kind ! He knows Lhe players here
as well as you do yoursclf 1 ™

“Then you know him !" ejaculated Wingate.

And Cokor, before ho could stop himesclf, then
et the ent right out of the bag.

*“ Of course I know him 1*! he yelled. * I'm the
chap myself {*

And now, dear roader, you won't nsed any
lurther explonaiion of the howls of laughter that
wero afterwards hoard ot that meeting—nor of the
hectic scenca when Coker was rolled down the steps
of the School House and ducked in the lily-pond.

The only chap who still” can't understand it is
Coker. But, then, Coker never could understand

“Lut you can't

unything 1



