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DON'T WAIT TO BE INVITED—

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.

HE BHrst letter to hand this weok
comeg fromn Robert Ponsford, of
Taunton.. Bob asks me which is
the oldest and meost popular

boy's paper on the market 7
What about the Maiawer, Bob ¥ This

week's issue is numbersd 1,488, which

means that for close on twenty-nine years
boye and girls have read and enjoyed
the stirring ndventures of Harry Wharton

& Co., of Groeyfriars. And what's more,

no one bas ever yet complained of » story

being & * dud,” which is & clear proof
that the Mac¥eT ia the ideal school-story
paper for all boys and girls.

s your Editor, I feel bound to thank
my many thousands of chums lor the
megnifcent way in which they have
supported the MaoweT, and also for the
way in which they have secured new
readers. Almost daily letters reach me
from staunch chums who lave read the
MaGKET since its very earlicst days and
who it now before passing it on to
their sone and daoghters! If wyour
chums have not yet met Harry Wherton
& Co., introduce them to-day, so that the
MaoNeT mey remain as it is now—the
most *pogular book for boys and girle on
the market |

Readers both new and old will thoroughly
enjoy :

* THE HERO OF THE CIRCUS I
By Frank Richards,

the next yarn in our grand circus series.
Enraged beyond measure at Billy Bunler
bagging his ventrilogoiel show, Tippity
Tip does all in his power to get rid of the
fat runaway schoolboy from Greyfriars.
Fortune favours the Owl of the Kemove,
however, with the result thet the fat
junior captures the sdmivation and
gratitude of the beautiful gueen of the
ring. Of what happens afterwards, I do
not intend to tell you here, other than that
Ferrere Locke, the famous Baker Street
detective, having taken notice of Bunter's
tattle concerning Muccolini's spying
activitica, takes an interest in the casge.
Cunning as the signor is, it remaing to be
seen whether he iz & match for Ferrers
Locke !t This d wyarn together with
another topical issue of the * Greyfriars
Herald ** will be well worth the twopence
you epend on next Saturday's MagxeT.

“*THE FAMQUS FOUR ! ™

Every reader of our present Greviriars
stories i3 weoll acquainted with the Famous
Five. But in the early days, before
Jobnny Bull arrived, the f;adin Co. con-
sigted of Harry Wharion, Buﬁ Cherry,
Nugent and Hurree Singh, who became
known as the Famousz Four. The first
exciting story of their adventures as the
Famous Four appears in our popular
companion paper, the  Gem," and I'm
sure every MAGNETITE will find groat
interest and enjoyment in reading it.
. Those of you who have not yet sampled
the aa.ri;ir %&ms of Greyfriara, written by
Frank Richards, B]m-uig make a point of
getting this week's story. Tt heas my
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strongest recommendation. Ask your
e nt for a copy of the “Gem ” to-
day. It'a the uaual price, 2d.

THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER,

All of you mwst have noticed the
Eabem displayed in the windows of the

8t firework retailers, inviting you to
join the Brock's " Firework Club.” For
the benefit of those who have not yet
taken adventape of this scheme, I am
gm%:ug to t.aI; you what it iz all about.

oun emply po into & shop displavin

the Firework Ciub notice, m?d HEE fgr E
membership card. Then, if you are not
under thirteen years of age, s card will be
issued to you on peymont of your first
subseription, which may be & halfpenny
or & penny or whatever bum you care to
put down for a start. ¥ou then continue
to pay in your subacription (any som)Tas
often as you like until early October,
each sum being entored on your eard,
and on or hefore November 4th you
choose goods to the value of your total
subscriptions. Perfectly simple, jsn't it ?
Think what s aplendid beap of fireworks
%fm: will have—especially if father adds a
oW,

My tip to you boys is to keep waich for
anncuncements about the Club, and when
you see the card in a shop window go
right in and get emrolled. Most of vour
pais will be in the scheme you'll find.

WHICH 1S THE RAINIEST PLACE IN
ERITAIN ?

Thia ig the question which Jack Turner,
of Manchester, asks me. Jlanchester
often receives the credit for having the
most rainfall in these islande, but thia ia
not correct. Borrowdals, in the Lale
District, has the greatest rainfall, amount.
ng to about 170 inches of rain per year.
The East Coast hag the least rainfall,
amounting only to sbout 20 inches per
year. Here are some further particulars
concerning our weather ;

The stormiest place in Britain ia in the
neighbourhood of Stornoway
place is Ben Nevie; the most thundery
spots are the Midlande and East Anglia ;
and the sunniest spot is Guernsey. Inci-
dentally, it is eurious to know that the
Scotlish Highlands, far {rom being so bleak
and miserable az most peopls think they
are, get much mors sun tﬁan we dao in
London ! London hes about 1,203 hours of
sunshine in & year!

Ever heard of
A WHITE NEGRO,

chums ! There is one—on the island of
Haiti, in the West Indics, At one time
he was ag black as any other nepro. He
went to & voodoo witch-doctor to cured
of asthma, sand the witch-doetor gave him
some beans upon which, he said, he had
]Ei}rlmed a gpell. The negro ate the beans.

ey cured his asthme all right—but
they made his black skin peel off. Tt
was replaced with white shin. Professora
and doctors have examined him, end
analysed the beans, They found nothing

: the coldast |

ummiml hﬂli:;l?:; bﬂ;ﬁ ul;-eana. and e!r:.m t:urni
pletely ba o negro's chanpge o
colour. As Haiti i3 a Emgfl?trf in Iﬁhieh
negroes rule gver white people, the white
negro i3 trying {0 twan himself black
again, but with no offect, He is in & very
unevighle position, for white people eub
him because he is & negro, a.m{} other
negrocs shun bim becsuse he is white |

item of

Here's snother interesiing
Nortbhern

nethia time from the
Territory of Australia.

. HOUSES BUILT FROM ANT HILLS

are to be found there. The ant hills are
frequently constructed to m wvery pgreat
height—sgometimes as high s twenty feet !
Millions of ants live in each hill, which
goes down deep into the sarth, and is a
mass of intricate tunnels. If a pisce of
the hill is crushed and mizxed with water,
it bears a great resemblapce ta concrete,
and ig so strong that huts ean be con-
atrueted of it. Owvens are made from tha
“eonerete "' of the ant hilla, aa it will
resist fire,

F you Leep pgoldfish,
l interested to hear shout

THE MAN WITH 250,000 GOLD-
FISH !

Ten years apo he started off with half
& dozen .E:)Idﬁnh in & gless bowl. Now
he has a ** fish farm ** of six acres, and his
stock and plant is valued at £12,000.
He deals in all kinds of goldfish and
tropical fish, and eeclls the fish he breeds
to s&ll parts of the world, His tanks
have to be kept at certain temperatures
and are fitted with radiators with;
individuel controls. E day he has
to provide hia fish with their wvarious
rations, including dried shrimps, dried
mest, Dutch Heas, tiny beetles, and
garden worms. . Some of his goldfish
are worth as much as £50 apiece 1

you'll  be

You'd hardly think that there were

T00 MANY DEER,

and in Enpland, of all
are more than four
roaming the countryeide nesr Ashridge,
Hertfordshire. O ally, they were &
small tame herd, but now the herd has
increased enormouvely, and has becoms
wild. The deer hide during the day, but
they come out at nights and have a rare
old time | They eat a8 much aa they can;
and destroy many crope. Whole ficlds of
turpips have been eaten, and corn has
been trampled flat by them. Buot the
wild deer aren’t going to have it all their
own way! A “drive” is to be organised,
and the deer are to be rounded up.

To wind up thia chat of mine.
are a few

RAFPID-FIRE REPLIES

laces | But there
nodred wild deer

Hera

to shorier querieg sent in by varicus
readera &

FWQE‘I is * Hitch-HItigg ;:E It consista
of meking journays not iking proper]
but by begging lifts from gussinggngﬂtgﬂati:
lorry.drivers, and so on. It is carried
out & great deal in America.

Is a Frop & Fish? Xo, it is an animsal
But it has taken weeks of legal contention
in Parie to sctile the metter so far as
France is concerned. HEven so, the French
have not classified the frog as an animal.
At the present moment it 12 in & class Ly
itgelf over there—mneither fish, animal ner
Eame !

What s a Flylog-Squld? A specie
of squid or octopus which has two lateral
fing. These enable them te leap so high
out of the water that they sometimes fal)

on ships’ decks,
YOUR EDITOR.



THRILLS AND SPILLS

GALORE IN THIS GRAND SCHOOLBOY-ADVENTURE YARN !
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Starring HARRY WHARTON & Co. and BILLY BUNTER, the priza “purgmsﬁ” of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Chezking Coker!

L1 ON'T jaw I
D " Bul—"
“*Don't gabble ™

I3ob Cherry grumed g3 that
voice reached his ears. It had an old,
familiar sound, e had not heard it
since QGreyfriavs School broke up for
the sumuner holidavs, But he knew it
af onee. ‘The voice of Coker of the
Iifih was distinetive. B0 was his
cinice way of expressing himsell.

I35b wasz at a distanuce. DBut Uolier's
volee  had  preat  carrving powers,
C'olier was talking Lo his friends, Pottor
atl Greene, But he might bave been
1aiking 1o all the county of Ivent, if not
{ all the southern countics. e
Liawled.

Whecling his bike up a rather steep
Lane, 2 few miles from Folkestone, Bo
=piniledl o little ear abead, at 2 halr,
with three figures stonding by it. From
o of them procecded the voiee that
yaigit have excited the envy of the
apcienut Bull of Bashan.

Appavently, something was wrong
with the ear. That was not surprising.
a5 it was Coker’s ear. It would have
Beenn  surprising 1f something  haduo't
LirTy WO,

“Jdaw, Jaw, jaw!” went on Coker.
“xal o drop of julee in thoe tank, and
atl vou fellows ean do 13 lo jaw, jaw,

1

jaw !

R WY rﬁrgmt ta fill u[‘l—-—" 5010l
BP0k By,

“1oaand dow't jaw ! Colter poinfed
ol

. "i'-'==L left oul e exira ean—-" said
(e e

1I aw, Jaw, jaw ! aaid Colier hitterky,
6 07 jawing eonld Gl thal tank, iL would

(Copyright in tho United Statles of America.

be running over! llere we arve, landed
goadnesa Enows where, and not a drop
of juice! AMiles from everywhere, and
not even a native to be seen.  We've
not to get juice from somewhere. What
we want is juiee, not jaw v

“Heve comes o kid with a bike!
seid Poiter,

“Oh, good " Cloker looked rowund.
“Ye cap send hum for some petrol”

1le waved lus hand., “H:i '
Bob  Cherry  pushed on his  bike
lowards the hablted ecar.

L A Y ] O -1 |- - - ) - S\ O

Signor Muecolini, 1ihe circus
proprietor, has a secret to hide—
and Billy Bunter knows it
and trades upon thal Know-
ledge. But spying is a dan-
gerous game, and the signor
would he very unecasy did he
but know that his secret
activities have attracted the
altention of cufer brains than
Billy Bunter’s !

-2 -y —1 S | ] U S S S o | G | — |

Flalf a mile Farthee wp the hill, the
Famous Five of Greviviars had eamnped
i a meadow, under shady trees. ob
Bad ridden down to the village for sap-
pites, while Harry Wharton went to o
farmhouse Tor eges and milk,  and
Jotinny Ball, MNugent, and  Ihorreee
Singlhi made other preparations  for
Tungh, On Bob's bike-carrier was a
large ruzh basket packed with pro-
vizgutts fromy Lhie 'ri“:tgu gl oo,

All riguts reserved,

Bolr was 1 a hurey to get back o
camp.  The Creafrinrs cyelists  had
done a geod many miles since brealiast
that wmoerning, and they were more than
ready for lunch.  Still, Bob was a good-
natured fellow, and wmore than willing
to help a motorist 1n diﬁfrrssu At leask,
e could tell Coker of the Fifth the
nearest place at which 1o obtain the
wneirneeded juiee.

“Hi Y shoubed Lolier impationtly,

The lane was sleoep, like many of the
tanes in the hills round Folkestone.
Boly had gone down it like the wind;
but he was poing up it again at a much
mwore  teoderale  gpeed,  wheehng  1he
laden inke.,  Dut Coker was not in a
paticut moeod. Ile seldom was, and
now fie was lesa =0 than ever.,

ST roared Coker, waving a large
hand., “*Hi! Buek up! I want wvou!l”

The fact that Horace Coker of the
Fifity Forin ol Greyiviars wanled ans-
bodv waz a scflicient reason for that
body te buck up. of course. Az soon a3
Coker waved his hand and shonied
110 1" the kid with the bike ounglt to
Lave come upy with 2 rush. Instead of
wlich, he was wheeling on at precizely
the same pace as before. Which nalur
ally  drritated Coker who knew, if
nebady else did, what an importaut
fellow he was.

“Tim ¢ fatheaded  couplry  banape
Linz 1" growled Coker, in disgust. “1h !
You young a=={ CGet a move onl 1ii! o

“Phat’s a GrevEeiars Lkid 1™ remarked
ok farr.

“Young Cherry of the Remove I said
Cireene, with a noed.

3 Ia it #" sain Coker.
it 1z! Well
SO dtalee 17
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“Better ask him elvilly ¥ sugpested
Poiter.

“Pon't he an ass, Potter 1™

“Look here, Coker!™ =aid Greene.
“We're iIn n fix, and that kid's como
along in the nick of time. Ii he will
cut off on his bike and get us some
petrol—"

"No “if' about 1ti" said Coker.
“He's pgoing to!” 1le waved and
wwled again:  “ Here, buek up! You
roung idiot, can't you see Pm waiting
or li;}u?”

Bob pushed on chearfully. He
reached the halted car at length, and
Coker rewarded him with a glave,

“Fou young azs!  he  snapped.
“Ihdn’t you hear me eall 77

“My dear chap, I could have heard
you if I'd been acrosz in Boulogne,”
answered Bob., “Were you calling me,
or gomebody in France?"

Coker

Potter and Greene pgrinned.
frowned.

“T don't want any check !” snovted
Coker. “I'vo wliopped you  often
enough for lip at Greyfriavs, and if you
want a whopping in the lols, yeou'vae
only got to ask for it! You won't have

to ask twice.”
“We're short of petrel—" Poiter

an.

“8hut up, Potter! Now, lock here,
Cherry—=

“Looking!™ zaid Bob cheerily,
“"You're not pretly to look at, Coler,
old bean, but I'm fonking! Carry on !

Coker's eyes gleamed. He was in no
mood to stand check from a Remove
junior.

It was Coker's car. Coker was in
command. Any supgestion o reminder
from Potter or Greene, Coker treated
with the contempt it deserved. So it
was cnitrely due to Horace himself,
that the motoring pariv were stranded
in that hiliy lane, mtles from every-
where.

But that fact, perfectly clear to Lis
friends, was by no mears clear fo

er.

Had Potler or Greene asked him that
morning whelther he had Olled ap, or
whether he had put 1n the spars can,
Coker would have overwhelmed them
with scorn. It would have been sheer
impertinence to suggest that Celer
mlihfr possibly have forgolien or ovey-
looked anything.

Nevertheless, he had !

S0 he took the view that they might
have seen to it, or at least reminded a
chap |

That was
worked.

Alreads, a8 he regarded it, landed in
a rotten fix by the fatheadednezs of his
friends, and suspecting that they
blamed him instead of ﬁlmning them-
salves, Coker was in a wrathy lomper.
Not at all in & temper 1o take check
from a fag of the Creyiriars Lower
Fourth !

However, be it zaid tn Coker’s credit,
that he restrained his just wrath., Ie
did not slay Bob Cherry on the =pof.
Hiz eves %Ieam:-d, and his fists clenched,
but he checked his natural desire to
smite that cheeky junior hip and thigh.

Bob had halted hig bike, Coevtainly
he had no intention of keeping his
chums waiting for Junch, while he
repeated his journey to a village two
miles away. But he was willing to do
all he could.

. “Is there a petrol station anywhere
in  this  dashed wilderness?” ~ asked
Coker, speaking as calmly azs he eould,

“PDne at the village,” answeved DBob.

"1s it far?”

“Just on two miles, Keep down this
lane, turn to the left, pass the air
camp, and then—-"

Tae Magxer Lispary.—XNo. 1,488,

the way Coker's brain

THE MAGNET

“Pack up all that[” yapped Coker.
“I'm not goingl You are! I’ll tip
you_five bob, if you like 1"

“Keep it to buy a book on manners,”
suggested Bob.

Uoker breathed hard.

" Now, look here—" ho said.

“ 5till looking I =aid Bob. “Bul I
can’t keep 1t up much longer 1%

* What i

“Think of the strain on my eyes, yvou
know [*

Coker made a stride towards him.
The suggestion that his countenance put
& strain on a fellow's eyezight seemedd
o excite him.

Potter and Grecne

] simultaneously
pushed him baclk.

" For goodness’ sake, Coker, don't
kick uwp "a chindy now!” exclaimed
Poiter., “Look here, kidl If you'd

oblige usz by cutting off on your bike
and gotting us some petrel—
“Bhut up, Potter I roared Coker.

He pushed Potter fo one side, Greene
to the other. Then he towered over
Bob, glaring.

y f'l_nw, vou voung tick, listen to me ™
he =aid. * Bhove that bag off your bike,
and put this ean on. Got it Glled at the
village, and bring it brok., And look
sharp ! It's most downhill, and it won'ti
take you long to get there. And ride
back | Don't walk, pushing that jigger.
Don't be n lazy young slucker, see? I
can’'t wait about here all day for a
slac’!{m% young scoundrel. Got that?”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“¥You put it zo nicely, Coker, that I
hate to refuse I” he said. “ But, Tau

see, Iny fpala are camped up toe hill,
waiting for lunch, and I'm taking in
the grub.  Sorry, and all that; but

there vou are[™

“You cheeky little tick—"

SXou'll have to walk down fo the
village,” said Bob, “Ii's called Hawk-
inge—anybody wyou mect will tell you
the way., CGood-bye, Coker!™

He pushed on the hike.

But he did not push it on far.

Coker was at the limit of his patience
—sutich as it was! He made o bound at
the Remove junior.

Beoly’s bike went over with a clang aml
a crash. Bob went over, ioo, in Horace
Coker's hefly grasp.

“ Now, then— gasped Coker,

“You mad ass!” roared Doh,
stroggling., * Leggo 1™

“*Now, I tell you—="~

"Will. you  leggo, you  potty

rhincceros 12

“I've told you what I want rou to do,
and I can say—yarocoocosoh ™ roaved
Coker, as the junior’s fst crashed on lis
nose, “Ow ! Wooooooh [

Coker staggered for o moment, The
next, DBob Cherry was rolling in the
dust, and Coker of the Fifth was roll-
ing over him., And the dost rose in
clonds in the August zunshine as they
volled.

—_—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter's New Siunt !

ILLY BUNTER stepped from a
B biz, gaudily painted earavan.
Lhe fat ornament of the Grey-
friars Remove blinked round
him through a pair of big =poctucles,
which flashed back thoe ravs of the sya
as he blinkeod.

Muceolini's Magnificent Circus was
pitched 1n a feld adjoining the Canter-
bury road, outside Folkestone.

Bunter blinked round for Signor
Muccolini, the proprietor of the Mag-
nificent Civeus.  Failing to zpot the
beefy figure and swarthy face of the
Italian Circus-master, he called to

AMr, Tippity Tip, the elown, who was in
the ofling.

' :I[IE'I:E, Ti_.[.l 1

Tippity Tip glanced round.

Bunter's tone was sharp and hauglic
ns became a gentleman, a Public sehual
man, and a seion of the noble race of
Buunter, in dealing wilk so conumon a
person as & circus clown,

Mr, Tip did not scem pleazed, how-
ever, Ierhaps he did not realise Biily
Bunter's immense superiority  to  the
comman herd. Lots of people didu's.

*Did you squeak ¥ asked Alr, Tip,

“Eh? If you mean did I speak, I
did I snapped Bunter.

“I didn't mean did von speake]
meant what I said—did you squeak:™
saick Tippitv.  “Did you, or was it
one of that farmer’s pizs 2ot inte the
Held 7

Billy Bunier frowned at e civeua
clown., Ie wrinkled his fat brows
over his spectacles in the slerncst of
frowns,

Instead of being ernshed thevehy. ns

he ought to have been, Tippity Tip
h_n'nw.! away agaln, and wonk on winh
his occupation,
- Tippity, who did a ventriloguial stunt
im ona of the side-shows, was busy get-
ting hig tent ready. Wriggics, ihe con-
tortionist, and Somszon, the sfrong man,
were lending him helping Lands.

Wreiggles and Samson grinned, just as
if there was something amuosing  in
Tippity's cheek to the fat Owl of Crey-
riars,

“Where's Mucky #” snapped DBunier,
addressing the back of Mr. Tip's heail.
“Don’t be cheeky ! Where's Mucky®

“Find out!” rveplied My, Tip over lus
shoulder.

Bunter breathed hard, He was
atrﬂmfly tempied to kick the clown for
his cheek, That would have heen a
right and proper preceeding; but kick-
ity was & game at which iwo conld
play, and Mr. Tip was probably better
at 1t than Bunter

S0 tho fat junior of Greyiriars con-
tented himszelf with a coutemptuous
spiff, and rolled away, looking for

* Mucky "—otherwisa Bignor DPietio
Aluceolini, boss of the Alagnificent
Creeus.

*1 zay, Alarco, scen Mucky ! he
asked, as he came across MMarco the
lion-{tamer, talking to Zara, the Queen
af the Ring,

“Gone out, I think,” answered Mareo.
“T know he was going m his car”

“ore out?" repeated  Bunter,
“Why, I told him I wanted to speai
ta Lim! Mean to say he's gone out,
when Le knows I wanted him 1"

Marco twrned and looked at Dunier.
Jara fixed her dark eyes on him.

In the Magnificent Cirews, Signor
Muccolini swaggered, as 1if he owned
not merely the cireus, but the ecarth on
which 1t stood, Yet, for some reazon
which nobody at the cirens understood,
he allowed lfm fat junior of Greyiriars
o hang on ito the circus and put up
i‘.-_ith almost unlimited impudenez from
1L,

“You cheaky little ass1” aid Alarco.
“Is the boss ai your orders? If Alucky
heard tihat, le would luy his whip
round you,™

“T'd lilka to see him do 111 snocred
Bunter. He rolled away towarls 1l
corper of the GHield where o minaber of
cars aud lerries were parked.

Zara's glance followed him, pnzzlad,

“Why does the boss put up with his
cheek, Mareo?” she ashed.

The lion-lamer shrugged
shonlders.

“XNo good askin
“Mueky would sac

hiz  Broml

me Lhat ! he zaid,
a man for a word —



or & loolk—and he lets that fat vounz
raseal cheek him as mwuch as he pleases,
If it was possible, I should suppose that
Alucky was under his thumb somehow.”
Zara laughed. . .
“That is hardly possible,” she said.
“1 suppose not—but it looks like that.
You have only to see the way Dlucky
looks at him to see that he can hardly
keep his hands off him sometimes,” said
Marco. “ Yet he does not kick him out—

"I'I'EI?' sl
hat was a puzzle to the whole circus,
&5 well as Marco and Zara. Certainly,
from the way Billy Bunter carried on,
it looked as if ho had power in his fat
hands.

The gaudy caravan ocenpied by Billy
Bunter belonged to the signor. Bunter
had tiaken possession of it, and the
signor had not seid him nay. Why, was
a deep mystery.

At the limit of his patience, Coker made a bound at Bob Cherry.
Removite went over, too, in the Fifth Former's hefty grasp.

Bunter's fat brow was wrathy as he
hurried away to ses whether Biucky
had vet started in his ear. An engine
was buzzing, and he spotted the signor’s
car moving down the track to the road.
The Italian was driving.

“Ilold on!" shouted Bunter.

Ii Signor Muceolini heard, he did not
heed,  Without looking at Bunter, he
drove on towards the gateway on the
road.

Bunter broke mote a run.

“SBlop Y he shouted. *“* Do vou hear
me, Aucky? Stop, T tell you ™

Sipnor Muceolini’s dark face, never
very pleasant in  expression, beoeame
darker and more unpleasant. His blacl
eves glittered, and his teeth gritted
under his bushy meoustache.

But he stopped the ear.

A dozen ears heard Bunter's shount.
There was already talk enough in the
Magnificent Cjrcus on the subject of
Buuter’s armazing cheek to tho circus-
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master, and Mucky did not want to
draw more attention to if,

He halied, and Bunter came panting
up to the car.

“Look here——" he gasped.

The Italian’s bhlack eves blazed &%
him,

“(irasso porco—iat pig 1™ he muttered
between his teeth, “Have 3you no
sense?! Have vou no brain? Do you
want all the circus, and everybody else,
to know that you are trading o & secret
you have spicd out?”

“(h, ehuck it 1” gaid Bunter. “I don't
want any lip!t I told you ¥ wanted to
spealkk to you, and now I've only just
stopped you elearing off—"

“I'at fool! Speak, then " hissed the
Ttalian, *“What do you want®”

“I want civility, to begin with I said
Bunter coolly. “I'm not taking fancy
nemes from a dashed dago. If you're

ps

rhinoceros ! *" roared Bob Cherry.

tired of me hers, I'm ready o pgo, as
I've told youn more than once. YT'm
staviug on as a favour to you. I don't
expect gratitude—bot 1 want civilily,
Eﬂﬁ?”

“Will you tell me wlhiat you want?”
breathwed the signor. “You have fas-
tened yourself on my cireus, wnd I have
not ]:u,::lu:l:l vou ouk  You have taken
possession of my earavan, and I have
not stopped wyou. What clse do you
want, furfante?”

“If you'll shut up, T'l wh yout”
zald Dunter. “I'm going to start a
new side-show, You sce, I've run out
of money.”

* Money ! repeated Muccoling,

He gave the [at junior quite o wolfish
look.  As a matter of fact, he had been
surprized that the young rascal whe
Lnew his sceret had never, so far, ex-
torted auything from him in that linc.
He expoected it—and now, he fangied, it
was coming !

But in that the Italian, utterly un-

“ Now, then——** pasped Coker.
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serupulous himself, did Billy Buntor an
injustice.

Bunter had his own weird way of look-
ing at things. Elis view was that one
good turn descrved another. He was
keeping a secret for the Italian, and,
in return, Mucky was putting him up
at the circus,

But the fat and faluous Owl of Grey-
friars had his limit. Had he extorted
money from Muccolini, even DBunter
could not have bLeen blind fo the ras-
cality of the aclion. And Billy Bunter
had never Leen a rascal in his own eves |

Bunter had a conzcience—though it
was fruc that ik was a very elastic and
accommodating ono !

“*How much do you want?” breathed
Muceoking,

“Eh? As much as I can pgot, of
course,” answered Bunter, blinking s
him in SNTPILIGE,

Bob"s hike went over with a clang and s crash, and the

“ Leggo, you potty

“TFool! Name your sum !* hissed the
Italian. “You had better be moderats,
or I cannot give you what you want.”
 Billy Bunter looked at him.  The
signor's meaning dawned on him,

“You rotten dage!” he =said, with
supreme contempt. “Do you think I'm
sticking you for ironey ? I suppose that's
just what a putrid dage would think!
Yah 1”

Signor DMuccolint stared at him.

IMaving no limit himse in  the
rascality line, he had not supposed that
Bunter had! 8till, it was a relief to
him to see that he was mistaken.

“What do you mean, then? he
snarled.

“] mean what T sayv.” answered
Bunter. “I did a erystal-gazing stunt
when the ecireus was at Brighton, but
I've chucked that! I've thought of a
new wheeze, I'm short of cash: and
I don't care to write to any of iy
wealthy relationg—>"

Toe Maiower Lismany.—MNo. 1,488,
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“Will you come to the point?
“%¥es, if you don't keep on inter-

rupting me. I'm going to start a
ventrifoguial side-show——"

“There 1s alrcady one in the circns—
Tip's 1™ snapped the siguor. “There 1s
no room for twe”

“1 ean ventrilogquize Tip's =silly head
off I’ said  Bunter contemptuonsly.
“ Nobody will patronise his rotten show
when I get going. When we were at
Hastings, I offerod to go Co. with him
and he rclused. In fact, he chucked a
can of paint at me—that's the sort of
gratitude I get, in return for my kind-
ness. So I'm golng to start a show
myself.”

*Tip will objeet—"

“That's what I'm coming to!™ =zaud
Bunter, “You're to speak to Tip, and
tell him he’s not to kick up any vuigar
ehindy. I decline to enter info any low
dispute with a eireus ¢lown, BSeel?”

*“Cospetto ! But—>" ‘

“You. necedn’t argue ahout it,” said
Bunter. “Speak to Tip belore you go
out. J can't have him nterfering. I
want & tent for the show., Tip's tent
will do. Tell him I''m ta have it.
suppose you can give orders to a clown
in your own circons”

Signor Muccolini  scemed
choke. But he nodded.

“Bend Tip to me!” he said. .

“Right-ho I szaid Bunter cheerily.
“Wait here, and I'll send him elong.™

And Billy Bunter rolled away.

Bignor Muceelini stared after him.
He would have given a week’s takings
ab the cireus to step from the car and
kick Bunter out of the ficld, ut a
foreign spy who dreaded ihe revelation
of his sccret could not venturs on such
méasures.

But hiz scowling face broke into a
grimm and savago grin

The SEA

A Story of Piracy
and Peril

by GEORGE E, _ £

ROCHESTER (V¥

albout to

THE MAGNET

_Billy Bunter was going to start a
rival veniriloquial side-show, regardless
af Tippity Tip's feelings on the subject,
which wera certain te be strong. Ia
was going to take possession of the tent
put up for Tippity's show as cheerinlly
23 he had taken possession of the
signor's caravan.

True, the tent was Muceolini's pro-
periy, and Mr. Tip was under his
orders.  Tippity would have had neo
choico in  the matter, if Muccolini
exercizsed his anthority, as Bunice told
him to do.

For which reason, Bignor Mueccoling,
as goon as Bunter disappearcd, put his
car into motion and drove out into the
road.

Bunter, under the impression that the
circus-master had made it all right with
Tippity, would be going ahead. Tippity,
lhaving reccived no orders on the sub-
jeet, would act as his feelings dictated—
prabably with great vigour, As Signor
Muccolini drove up the steep road in-
land, he felt quite bucked at the
prospect of what would probably happen
to Bunfer in his absenec !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Bhort Way with Fags!

0B CHERRY struggled.
B So did Coker.

Polter and Greene looked on.

Bob was & sturdy fellow and

a good man with his hands. There was

no fellow in the Greyviriars Remerve

wia could have stood up te him. and

few in the Upper Fourth oy the Shell

Even against a Fifth Form senior, Bob

could have given a good accound of
himeself.

Dut ha had no chanece now,

ia-

Horace
}

&

’fiﬂ i

oo i

Spider by name and by nature!
Fearsome and terrible is the stec
monsler lashioned like an enormous
steel spider and built 10 crawl on the
sea-bed in the ocean decps—and to
cling to a ship’s bottom zending it
down to its deom, [t iz the creation
of the greatest submarine expert of
a foreign power—and i3 used by
ultra-modern pirates! This great
ook s a corkerl
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Coker was rather an out-size In Fifth
Foriners. 1le was big, and lie was
heavy, and he was muscular, and lo
waz brawny. DBob put up a zailant
resistanee; but Coker was foo bLir and
too strone for him. They velled 1n the
dust, and strugeled wildly; bet the
sirugele ended with Bob on his back
and Coker's knee planted on his ehesr.

After which Bob Cherry could only
"l'l-l‘lgi?“!l.".

“Mow,” panted Coker. “1've gor
you, you cheeky voung sweep !

“Gerroff, you cﬁcek}r [atlcad 1™
roarcd Boab.

P"{hker, old man—-" mplorsd
otter.
“Coker, old fellow—" wrgad
Greene,

“Will you fellows shut oup?” asked
Coker. “I'm dealing with this cacchy
fag | Do weo want juice, or don't we?
Are we gmnfg to stick hoerve all dar,
because you fellows forgot everything?
Now, Cherr ”

“ Rescus M
Remove 1™

1le had a faint hope that somne of his
comrades might have left the camp,
half & mile farther up the hill, aud
mupght be within hearinge.

Had Harry Wharton & Co, nul}mn |
on the spot the {ables would very
quickly lLave been turfied on llorace
Coker.

“0Oh, my hat!l” ejaculated DPotler,
“That means that the whole paug of
them are about ! Look here, Cokep——"

“ Rezcue ! bawled Bob.

“For goodness’ sake, Coker, don'd
let's get mixed up in a shindy with a

roared Bob., “Dewsue,

mob  of Greyirars fazgst” howled
Creene.

“Bhut up, Greene! di the other
voung rolicvs turn up, 'l deal with
them  fast eopough!  Think [ can’y
bandle a gang of fags!"

*Resene 1 roarml Bob, with all the
foree of his luoge.

“Rtop that row ! said Coker. Y I'l
ap vour vhieeky bead on the gproml,
iF vour want something Lo vaul fap ¥

“Res——- Yaroooh !” roaved Tlob, as
Ceker smibed the actionn fo the wared
"y D Waow L Oh, you valter! QOw ™

Theve voame no answer to hiz eall
Bob's vaiee was powerfol; bui iF ol
ot carry nalf oa mile; awd evidently
nonie of his feiends was within beavioge.
There waz no help for Bol.

* Now,"” zand Coker, “Take thal Lagz
¢!l his hike, Palter™

* Bty I say——-"

“T saild take that bagz o his Li%e,
Paiier I

-

Polter, breathing  hard, 1;17._-1-”«.'! i
Paol's hike, and removed the Las of
vroviaons frem the carvier.

Yo shove the peirel can an,
Erportae,™

"B, T=I zay—t

“1 sand shove loe petrol can on”

Cieeente shoved the petrol can oo,

*New, Choryy=——*

“iderre¥, vou hippopotammns ™

Wil wven  bihe down fo  the
v il ——"

N0 roarcd Baob.

“Aml got thal can fillod——"

i ",,.:r' !:l-j

*H won't tuke vou long, i von foo

apr ! Db wasls Lime, as owe <haef! frge e
tey watt L] you empe hack,  Welll ke o
that bag of grub Ll yna ol haoole
Sort of hostaze, see?! expiained ol o

0. vou cheeky rolter I masnsd Fieoo,

* Lookx liere, Coker, I'll walk doan
pral=—- S sand Lireeno,

“You won't ¥ said Coker. “Tim ues
wasiinr here {0l you erawl milo s oacd
backl Pree -..wl!‘r~|-:~¢¥ thiis knd five Lad
e it 1Tets pefuzed, Woll, o ITin
oty 1o whep Jiim if he doesnt! I'vo

-



A short way wiih fags, as I've told you
fellows before”

Joker's short way with fogs was well
Lknown at Greviriars Behool. It had
often led to trouble. But even Coker
had not been expected, by his friends,
to excreise that short way with fags on
holiday, and on a chance meeting with
a Greyfriars junior. But Coker was
alwavs Cokor!

“Now, are you going, Cherry?” he
asked,

“No!™ bawled Bob.

“All right! 1 shall pull your ears
till you do?™

*“Yaroooh 1™

“zoing now ¥

“Ma!” sghrieked Baob, atru{ggling
franticaliv. But the most frantic
struggles could not shift the heavy kneo
that pinned him down.

Coker ealmly pulled his cars. That
there was anything particularly high-
handed, and even in the nature of
bullying, about these proccedings did
not oceur to Horace Coker.

He would have scorned the sug-
gestion of bullying. But he was going
to make {his cheeky junior toe the line.
On that point, Coker's mind was firmly
made up.

Bob wriggled and struﬁg-led and
roared. Potter and Greene looked on.
T'hey could hardly approve of Coker's
methods., On the other hand, they saw
no reason why a Lower Fourth fag
should not make himselfi useful to
I'ifth Form men. And they did want
to get that car going again.

“Had enongh*” asked Coker.

“ Y ow-ow-onr ! Oh, you
Yooh-hoop 1" .

“Better do as you're told ! advised
Coker. “I'm not standiog any non-
sense, and I tell you so plam. 1 never
was & fellow to stand nonsense.  Will
vou take that can down to the village

on vour bike=—"
“Not" ghrieked Bob. " 0Ow! Lepgo
my ears, vou rotter | Oh, won't I make
vou sit up for this! Owl Wowl®
“Will you take that empty can, and
bring 1t back full ?" asked Coker calmly.
“OW! Owl Yest™
“{ood!" said Coker. *I thought
vou'd come round! Up you get!”™

C'oker’s short way with fags seemed
to have been successful,

Ilo moved his knee, and Bob stag-

gered to his feet. e stood gasping for
breath, and rubbing sz burning ears,
while Coker produced a couple of hali-
CTOWna,
_ Barely he restrained himself from
jumping  at Coker, and rencwing the
Lattle. DBut that was futile; and thers
wiere other ways,

“ Now then, et on
Coker. Ot off !
Back in twenty minutes. llon’t waste
time. IHere's the money., Cut off ™

Boly Cherry gave him a lock. Then
he put a leg over his machine as Potter
Landed it to him, slipping the half-
erowns into his pocket.

He went down the hilly lane at a
whiz, and disappeared in a few
morments frown sight, Coker smiled with
sidisEnction.

“We can #t down and wait 1" he re.
parked.  “le won't be long, if he's
anxiouz to get back to his pals with
titnt Loz of grub,  See?"

Potler wud Greene had to admit that
Cloker's sirategy was good.  Onece out
of reach,. there was o probability that
oy pight have pitched the peteol can
over @ hedege, and taken another ronte
10 hiz friends’ comp, leaving Horace
Cuokor to whistle for hia * juice.”

But the bLar of provisions was, as
Coker sxid, o hostage, Dol had to come
Back for that ! And i would be no use

rotter !

our bike ™ zaid
o ought to be
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coming back with an empty can. Bo
that was all right.

Coker & Co. sat on the grassy bank
to wait. It was a waste of time, but
Coker improved the shining hour by
telling Potter and Greene what he
thought of them, and their crass
stupidity in landing a fellow miles
from evervwhere without a drop of
juice.

Only one consideration prevented
Potter and Greene from hurling them-
selves at Horace, and banging his head
against the nearest tree. When that car
did get going again, Coker was going
to drive ﬁwm down into Folkestone, and
stand an expensive lunch at an expen-
sive place. Coker was not without his
153,

But they waited impatiently., IE the
village really was two miles away, they
could hardly expect to see Bo back
with the petrol under half an hour.

But they were going to sea DBob
carlier than that.

The village of Hawkinge was a couple
of miles off. But Bob had no intention
of revisiting that village.

He had told Coker that he would take
the empty can end bring it back full.
In the circumstances, he might have
been Justified “in ﬂismf;nrﬂmg a pro-
mise extorted by Coker's extroordmary
methods, But Bolb was a fellow of his
word; likewise, he wanted that bag of
provisions. He was going to bring the
empty can back full—hoping that Coker
would not discover what it was full of,
before he got clear !

Half-way down to the village was a
pond, which DBob had noticed as he
passed that way. At the pond he
stapped.

nserewing  the neelal cap eof the
petrol-can, he filled the can with water
from the pond. Then he dropped in
the two half-crowns. The empky can
was now filled! Dob replaced it on his
carrier. ancd fastencd 1t there, after
carefully serewing up the cap.

Coker, certainly, was not likely to
get his car starvbed 1o a hurry on that
sort of juice. That was Coker's look-
out. Bobh was doing what he had under-
taken to do—lbringing the empiy can
']:rfmk full ! That waz all that concerned
!

He whecled the bike wp the steep
lanc again.

“Hallo, here he 13! exclaimed Coker
a little later, breaking off his lecture
to Potter and Greene. “IHe scems to
have bucked up! I faney I know how
ta deal with a cheeky fag, Looks lke
1t—what ¥

Potter and Groene had to admit that
it looked bLike it. Certainly it did!
Appearances, however, arve somoebines
decoptive.

TIiob halted the bike and lifted off (he
Lan.

“INow give me my bag " he grinshed,

“You can pick it up, I suppose ™
sard Coker. “I'mt ot here to wall on
fags that I know of.”

l%u.:-knr picked up (e petrol ecan,
Evidently, from s woeighl, it was full
of fluid! o

Bob picked up the provision-bag, Ile
'j:ll’ﬂ!'ﬂ["{l 1k hurrlmlf}'_ on his ecarrier.
Then he turned the bike into the lane.

Cloker was  already  boginning  to
unserew fhe cap of the can.  Onward
and upward, Bob conld not have got
out of reach before he discovered ile
exact nature of his new supply of
“iuiee.”  He had 1o got back to camp
v a ronndabout wav, Tho most pros-
ing necoszity, at the mament, was to gt
out of llorace Ceoker's reach witl the
Lag of provisions,

Potier and Greene stared ol him as Lie
wiiezed off thie wor Lie bad come. Why
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he had turned back instead of Foing on
they did not understand. However, they
were going to understand shortly.

Going down tho hill rather like a
lightning-flash, Bob Cherry disappeared
from sight in the winding lane,

It was o long way round to get to
the Greyfriars camp by another route,
Hge had to cover several miles instead of
half of one. Still, he felt that it was
worth it. It was o comfort, a3 he rode,
to think of Horace Coker's face when
he discovered the Lkind of juica that
had becn produced by his short way
with faps! Bob’s only regret was that
he could not be present 1o see Colier's
face when he made the discovery.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Tippity Loses His Temper !

gk UCKY wants wvou, Tip'l"

M grunted Billy Bunter.

Mre. Tip grunted, too.
He was busyv; and did not
want {o ba bothered by Mucky.

With the help of Wriggles and Sam-
zon, he had his tent up. Now the con-
tortionist and the strong man  had
strolled aygay, leaving Tippity still
busy, Owver the enirance to the tent
waz stretched & wide eirip of white
canvas. ‘lippity had a brush in his
hand, and & can of paint at his fect. Ho
was about to paint the announcement on
the canvas sign which would apprise
the public, when they came, that this
was the spot where the World's Wonder-
ful Ventriloquist was to be found; and
where, at the moderate charge of two-
pence, they could hear the rib-cracking
dialogue between Jane and Johm, the
ventriloguial doliz.  Tippity was just
going lo begin, when Bunler eame back
after his interview with the signor.

" Look 'ecre, what doea Mucky want?"
grunted Mr. Tip, -

“Better go  and asle him ! said
Bunter. “He didn's look as if he
would hike to be kept waiting,™ ;
“Blow i ! murmured  Tippidy
dropping  lis brosh into the can of
paint.  *Well, where 12 he, nnage? 1
thought he'd gone out !™

“Waiting in his car at ihe gate,™

“Dlow " said Tippity.

Signor Muccolimn waz not a man to
bo kept waiting, And 'Tippity Tip was
not 1 Buniec’s happy positon of lwing
able to cheek the circusmaster. So he
walked away, grousing, to see whal the
signor wauted.

Bunter grinned afier him as Lie dis-
appeared Among the T L EOLES
structures on the eireus pitch,

That the siguor had driven off, and
that Tippiry would fail to find Lim,

Bunter did not know, and did not
guspect,
aviug the cireuz-master under his

fat thumb, the Owl of the Remove had
no  cdoubt that the neceszary  orders
would be given to fhe clown: and if
Ale. Tip was annoved and disgrantled
therebhy, that did not matler to Bunter,

He picked up the brush Tippity had
left «hwking in the can.

That canvaz sign was ooing to Lo
pawded all the same: Lot with an
announcoment gumite different from the
one Intended by dr, Lap.

Tlhere was a slepladdes on the spot;
and Bunler, tokine the can 1 oue Liand,
aiecd the brash in the ollicr, slepped on
. and starled worl.

Wripeles, obzerving him from o dis-
tanee, comne deross 10 look ol hn,

Llis first 1mpression was that Panler
wis doing Tippity's work for Lim, to
save the elewn froable: which was sn
surpristier e & fellow Dikie Tador that

"rg Magsrr basnaste=2o, 1433
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the elaztic man was naturally inter-
ested,

He stared blankly at what Bunter was
painting on (he sigw, in large and
rather irregular capitzr.f letters :

COME IN'!
COAE IN YORE THOWBANDSI
PROTESSE0OR BILLO!

THE GREATEST VENTRILOKWIST
1Ny THE YUNIVERSE!

ADMISHUN FAWPENCE!
YOU BHOODN'T MISS THISI

*Aly eve " said VWriggles, in astonish-
ment. Y Did Tippity ask you to put
that up, podge?™

Bunter blinked down at him from the
eps.

“Pon’t be an a=s 1" he answered.

“Well, what are you sticking that
up for on Tippity’s tent?” demanded
tho elaztic man,

“'Tain't Tippity’s tent—it's mine "
answered Bunter. “I say, I've used up
all the paint! Go snd get me some
more."

“1 can see myself doing it!1” re
marked Wriggles. " Here comea Tip-
cp!;tyl He will be pleased at this—I

n't think "

Mr. Tip came back, leoking far from
pleased, even before ha saw Billy Bun-
ter's handiwork.

He had been lopking for Signor
Muﬁn_.nﬁni; but he had not found him.
Inquiring uwp and down, and round
about, ha could only learn that Mucky
had gone out in his car, and driven up
the Canterbury Road.

Which naturally gave Tippity the im-
F;uﬁalﬂn that Bunfer had been pulling
iia leg, and that the signor had not sent
for him at all.

My, Tip came bhack with the intention
of telling the fat Owl exactly what he
thought of him.

But as he came up to hi= tent he for-
got that intention. At the sight of the

announcement . Bunter had painted up
there, Mr. Tip scemed to be stricken
dumb.

He stared at it, his breath taken
BWAY.

Bunter blinked down at him from the
stepa. Not doubting that BSigoor

Muecolini had given the clown the re-
quired orders, Bunter was not expect-
ing trouble with Tippity. He quite ex-
pected Tippity to be annoyed, but that
did not matter in the least so long as
the clown had to toe the line.

“Here, Tip. I want some more paint,”
he said. “Get me somea.”

“What the—" ﬁuped Tippity, find-
ing his +wvoice. " What the jumping
Joseph have yoa been and epoiled my
noo sign for, you fat :idjit? gave two
shillings for it, and—

“I'll let you have the two bob out of
my HBrst takings® said  Bunier care-
lessly. “Get mo some more paint, will
you! I haven't finished my notice.”

“Your notice ™ azped Tippity.
“Ain't that my i;i:::mt.l"ﬁr

“No; mine” s

“Yours I" roared Mr. Tip, astonish-
ment giving place te wrath., “You
fancy that you can snaffle my tent like
vou have Mucky's van ™

“I told Mucky—>"

“Who's Professor Billo?” roared
Tjﬁ‘ptﬁy._ “Tell mo_that! It ain’t me!
Who is i u cheeky fat 1djit ¥

“Eh? 3Ale!” answered Bunter.

“Youl" gasped Tippity.

“Yes, that's the name I'm going to
use for ventriloquial show in this
teﬂt‘%’r exXp ainedh Buﬂuf:en led Tiso

[onr—your show I¥ gurgle 1ppity,
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He seemed hardly able fo believe lis
ears. “You fancy that you're going to
bag my show, and my tent to give it inl

DA —F D L ™

"Oh, den’t be an asz1” said Bunter.
“I've told you-—— 1 szay, leggo those
steps, yon Futhaad! You'll hrave mo
down i a minute!” yelled the fat Owl,
ig alarm., _

Tippity had him down in lese than a
minute, F

The step-ladder whirled as Mr. Tip
rocked it, and the fat Owl of Greyfriars
cama down in much lesa than a minute.
A gplit gsecond was nearer the mark.

Bump |

“Yoooop I roared Dunter.

He sat and roared.

"¥our show, iz it?” roared Tippity,

red with wrath. “Your tent, i3 it?
Jumpmg Joseph! I'il—

“Ow! Keep off, vou beast!™ yelled
Bunter. “hw | Yarooh ! Help |
Whoop I

Tippity Tip did not keep off. ‘

He grasped the fat Owl of Greyfriars
by the back of the neck, and proceeded

to bang his head on the county of Kent.

Bunter's head was hard, but the
county of Kent was harder. Irantic
I?II?I awoke every echo of the circus
pitch.

“Ow!l Stoppit! Tl make Mucky
sack vou! ¥Yarcooch! Leggo! Help!
Qooop 1

Bang, bang, bang!

“¥Yarcooh ! Oh crikey! Beast 1 Wow ¥
howled Bunter.

“You're going to bag my show, are
voui” shricked the excited Tippity.
“You're poing to bag miy teut, are you?
Take that—and that [¥

Bang, bang!

“Oh lor'! Ow! Leggo! Stoppit!
H'F!TI} !J:r

Bang, bang! _

“Oh erikey! Beast! Yarooooop!”
roared Bunter, .

Tippity Tip releazed the fat jumior,
panting for hbreath. He was rather
winded by his exertions.

Billy Bunter sprawled and roared.

Mr. Tip tore down the canvas sign.
He jammed the strip of canvas, wet
with paint, on Bunter's fat face as he
sprawled.

“Urrrrggh 1" gurgled Bunter.

Heo sat up, spluttering horribly, But
Mr. Tip was not ﬁnisheg yet. He wound
the canvas round Bunter, transferring
a considerable quantity of the paint to
tha fat Owl in the process. _

Bunter wriggled and gurgled wildly.

“Gurrggh | Grocogh ! Oooogh!
Woooogh

“There I" gasped the infuriated AMr,
Tip. “That's yours, and you can have
it !JF

“ Qoooooogh [

Having wound the whole lengih of

the canvas strip round the wriggling, -

urgling Owl, Tippity knotted the ends
gf i%'hghind his gack, Some of it was
over his fat face, some round his fat
neck, some round his fat arms, which
were pinned down to his fat ribs, when
Tippity knotted the ends behind him.
Billy Bunter bore rather a_striking
resemblance to 8 swathed FEgyptian
mummy whken Mr. Tip had finished.

By that time & crowd of the circus
men had gathered round the spot. They
howled with laughtor as Tippity jerked
Bunter to his feet. Between the folds
of the canvas over his face his big,
round spectacles were revealed, with his
little round eyes blinking wildly through
themr. He gurpgled apd: spluttered.

“TUrr hig I-ﬁ:lg‘: Gruggph!  Tale
this off, ast] Lemme pol
Urrgh i*

“Ha, ha, ha 1" .

“MNow ‘op it 1” said Al Tip.

Fou

#¥ou

let me catch you near my tont &g‘"in,
that's all! You ‘car me? 'Op it1”
“Beast! I'm al tied up!” shrieked
Dunter. He wrenched in vain ot hia
fat arms. Tle could not get ihew
loose, " Will you untie me, you beast
“No, I won'ti” retorted Tippity.
*You've made free with my blooming
canvas, and now you can keep it|”
“Ow! Beast! say QOcoogh 1"

T_"I’wa told you to ’op it 1" hooled Mr.
1p

“ Beast ! Lemme loose!™ raved
Bunter. "I can’t go like this] JI—
Yaroooh I

“Can't you?” said Tippity. “Then

I'll "elp you I™

He Ecipcd Bunter, with o thudding
boot on his tight trousers, Bunler
found that he.could %ﬂ. and he went,
He went with a jump like & kangaroo.

" Comea back if you want some more [*
TIP ity roared atter him-

“Hg, ha ha!”

Bunter evidently did not want any
more. ke did not come back. Ile
tottered away, only anxious to get to a
safe drstance from the enraged clown,
Yells ot laughter followed him.

“Bomehody let me loose [* shricked
Bunter. *I say, Marco, old chap, untie
this beastly canvas, will youi”

The lion-tamer grinned and shook hia
head

“You've asked for 1t," he =nid.
“What do you mean by trying to bag
Tippity's show, you young rascal 1"

g ast 1"

The King of the Lions made a motion
with his foot, and the hapless Owl tot-
tered on. He wriggled and wrenched
at his fat arms, but without avail. He
was a pritonér in the knotted strip of
CHNYAS.

“Zara! [say, Zara!" howled Bunter.

“Ha, ba, ha 1" trilled Zara.

“1I say, don't bo a cat!” paspod
Bunter. “I =ay, do untia a fellow, will
you? I can't go about like this!”

But the giglay girl only laughed.
Bunter tottered on.

“Samsonl [ say, Samson !”

The Strong Man roared.

“Ha, ha, ha "
“Ow! Beast] Tutie mec!” shricked
Bunter,

“No fear !" chuckled the strong man.
“Ain’t you asked for it? Wait till
Mucky comes back! Ha, ha, ha[¥

1] Eﬁast lu

There seemed to be an absolute lack
of s:,*mgmthy for the hapless Owl in the
Magniticent Cirons. His frantic appeals
to be untied wera answered m:?:,r by
howls of langhter. It looked ns if Billy
Bunter would have ta wait till Signor
Buecaling came back in his car before ho
could pet untied. And he eould .anly
hope that the signor hadn’t gone for &
long drive,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Unpleasant for Wharton I
73 OB'S a jolly long timel” re.
B marked Harry Wharton.
“'The longfulness is terrifie ¥
agrocd Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“He's had time {o get to Folkestone
and back by this time!" grunted
Johnoy Bull. “I'm jolly hungry ™

“ Punctute, perhaps,” ICINAr
Frank Nugent.

Harry Wharton stepped into a gap in
the high hawihorn hedge, and looked
down the hilly lane. There was no sign
of anyone coming.

Trees and high prassy banks shut off
the view at a ?ittﬁa distanece. Colker's
car, which had started up that lane quite
& long time ago, was far out of sight,



"Within easy range of Muccolini, Bob Cherry took alm with the peashooter.
the whizzing pea impinged upon his dusky ear.
round savagely, but failed to see

and not likely to come into sight on the
E'l'lpﬂi_j' of "juice " Cuker had oldained
by his short way with fags.

But of llorace's proximity Wharton
was not aware. He had heard, when
Greyfriars broke up for the holidays,
that Cooker and his friends were going
motoring that vae., but he had [orgotten
tha existence of the great MHorace. He
stared down the lane for a sign of Bob
Cherry retorning, but there was no sign
of him.

Ha stepped out info the middle of the
lane, to got as far a view as possible
between the winding green banks, and
walked a dozen yards dowi.

It Lad seomed to the Creyfriars
eyclists a joll pium'l idea to camp for
luneh in that lLittle meadow high up the
hill. There was & glorious view, over
hill and dale, with the Air Camp at
Hawkinge below thom, and in the far
distancoe  the numberless roofs ol
Yolkestone and the sea. Bob Cherry, as
ihe quickest man on a jigger, had gone
down to the village for supplics, and
ought 1o bhave been back lonz since.
As, indeed he would have becn, but for
hiz encounter with the stranded Fifth
Formers. TFour hungry fellows waited
impatiently, wonderinz what on earth
had become of him. Iiven o punelure
hardly accounted for all this delay.

Honk, honk!

A motor-horn hooled shaeply beliind
Ilarry Wharton, as ho siood in the
midldla of the lane, starvivg down the
Lill. '

o turned quickly and jumped to the
side of the lane,

A car was coming down {he lane,
driven by a swarlhy-faced man, with
a black bush of a mousiache.

The driver honked impationtly at fhe
sight of a schoolboy standing in the
micddle of thp‘. mm]._ Wharion wus out
wl the way with a swngle leap, backing

EVERY SATURDAY

e 4u g, ;{f}"r /;.?—‘:.r -',,:'L. bl €
Wi A
,;’ ‘

i K ||'r t
{74 W
AN \\ .'

The next moment he

against the hedge. to give the ear
plenty of room to pass.

The swarihy-faced mobariat starcd at
him, and eeowlad. Iarry Wharlon
recognized him at the same moment.

“ Muceolini I he murmured,

He koew the swarthy face and the
Llack, bushy moustaclic at a glance,

ITe was not surprised lo see Sienor
Muccolini. The Magmbicent  Clrcoas
was travelling along the souili-castern
coast, heading by slow stages for Mar-
gﬁ_h}-. That was the roate of the Grey-
riara cvelists, and more than onee
tluring their holidav eveling teip they
had fallen in with the circus.

Neither was he surprised bre the
black scowl that came over the Ttalian's
fare at the sight of him. Billy Bunier's

schoolfellows  were Included i ihe
mtense  dislike the Ttalian fely  Tor
Billy Runter.

They had had  trouble willh the
bnllying Ttalian more than onee. in

which * Mucky"™ had not come off best,

Wharton, however, was not looking
for any more trouble. and he bached
oub of the war of the car and affeeted
to take no notice of thoe black sl
savage scow!l the Tlabian pave him.

The lane waz narrow, amd this was
one of it narrowest pomtz: boi theree
was ample room for the ear to pass a
d‘m!p!u of foet olear of the {-:r:-:. frinrs
juntor as he backed amninzt the hedpe.

T hiz surprsse, sl miler to his
alarm. the var swerved towards him as
it eame o, 83 b the dviver anbeodoed
to pin i against the hedge. e
caught e sardouie gric on Mucco-
Inet's face.

“You fool 1" gelled Wharton, ™ Keep
elear! Yon mad idiot [

Beliind the GGreyiriara junior were
el ||:1't".'ﬂ':|1}:|‘I15J far higher than his
head,  In front of hon was the dasty
bane and the swerviong cor,

For a moment it scemed as i the

Ping !
gave a jump, as his other ear was stung. He glared
the marksman parked behind the hawihorns.

** Cospetto ! ** snarled the signor, as

Italian deliberately intended to run him
town. It was hardly possible that that
wa3 Pietre Muecolint’s intention—the
consequences would bave been ratiwr
too serious for him. But he was taking
a real risk of it in his spiteful malice.

Unly by cramming himself baclk inio
the thiclk, thorny hedge econld the Groy.
friars junior aveid being struck by the
mudguards as the ear passed him.

The swarthy bully was deliberately
driving him back into the thorny hedge
at the risk of doing him verv serious
damago—if the junmior did nol back
away, regardless of thorna,

Bul Wharton, though his face flamed

wilh anger, had no idea of being
kuocked over by the car. Yle erammed
back into the hedge, scraiched Ly

thorns, lircathless and infuriated, andl
the Ltalian grinned at him maliciously
as the car rushed by,

(e crumba I gasped the captain
of the Hemove.

The ear, and the signor in it, were
me e & moment down the wingdine
anc.  Wharton was left (o sleuggle out
of ue hawthoarns,

Tl stroggled out, with  seratched
Lauds, and a good miany seraiches on
face  and meck, aml considerably
rimapled and untidy.

"You cheeky dago roller!” Johnny
Buall bawled after the car, as it
vanizned down the lane.

Jonnny  and Nugent and Hureee

Singn werae in the gap in the ledge.
I'rom a distaneo of a dozen rards they
had seen what oceurred.
Whavton, red and breathlezzs,  and
ritbbing a dozon scratches. canwe up the

lane and rejoined his clwons Lz eyves
were gleaming with anger,
“You saw that?”’ he mubttered.

“That rotlen dagoe! By goum, 1'd like

{0 be within punching distance of lus

preasy  facel  The  bullyving  brule
Tue Macxer Liseary.—No. 1,483
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wouldn’t have dared play such a rotten
trick if a fellow could get at him!”

“Thank goodness you  weren't
krnocked over!™ 'said Frank Nugent,
with a deep breath. "1 thought fer a
momank—-—"2

“1 ghould hava been, if I hadn’t
backed into the hedge. By Jove, I'd
pive something to boot that checky
dago I said Harry Wharton, between

his teeth. " It's that fat fool Bunter
who's got his rag out, of course. The
fat rotter had found out something

abeut him, and i= Eiiﬂkiﬂ%’ at his eircua
against his will. Buat—

“He must be soma sort of & rogue,
or there wouldn't be anything to find
out |¥ grunted Johnny Buall

Why the

“Halla, here comes Bob |
dickens is he coming this way7” ex-
claimed Nugent, staring up the lane,

It was uphill that they bad expeeted
Bob to come. Instead of which, he
came downhill from up the lane.

They stared at him in surprise as he
jammed on his brake &nd jumped
dowr.

“Where the dickens have you beon?”
asked Johnny Bull.

grub, eld beani™

“ Fetelu nﬁ the
answered Bob. “I've got it herel”
way of

“Did you come back hy
Canterbury or Ashford *” asked Johnny
sareastically, “Why iha thump
couldn’t you eome straight back to
the Jane, instead of biking round all
over Kent !

“There was a lion in the path!”
cxplained BEob. “Or, to be morp
correct, a donkey! I had to go a long
way round.”

“¥ou turned back hecause there was
a donkey in the lane?” reared Johnny.
“Are you afraid of a donkeyi”’

“Hardly, old ehap, or I =hould
tremble in your presence!™ answered
Bob cheerfully.

“¥You silly asg—"

“The cdonkey was
Bob explained.

“(oh, fathead!"” sald Johnny.

named Coker!”

"Eﬂit['.l‘ of tha Fifth wandering alout
hera 1" asked Harvy,
“¥ea, run out of juice, and hung

THE MAGNET

ot hold af
I agreed

up ! grinned Bob. "Hoe
ma and fwisled my ears &1

to take his empty petrol can and bring
it back full! Hence this delay, my
belaved earers! I thought I'd hetter

steer cloar of Coker, after handing him
the full can.”

“Why, fathead?™

“Well, I thought he might get
excited when he found that it was full
of water—2

“Water I pasped Wharton

“0Oh, my hat!®

“Ha, ha, ha 7

“He's about half a mila away,
coming up thizs lane, said Bob. “But
I don't think he'll do much in the way
of speed 1™

“Ha, hs, ha!l” velled the juniors.

The Famecus Five went through the
gap in the hedge to their camp, chort-
hng. It was rather a late lunch; but
the Greyiriars eyelists sccmed to enjoy
it, judging by their chuckles. They
wondered whether Coker of the Fifth
would fil ui hia petrol-tank with water,
or whether he wonld discover what kind
of juice it was before he filled upt
In cither case, it was a happy thought!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Coker is Wrathy !

i gy 'LL smash him 1™ gasped ¥orace

E Coker.

Coker of the Fifth breathed
wirath.

o exuded rage!

He was erimson with fury!

The wrath of Achilles, to Greees the
direful spring of woes unnumbered,
was o gentle, pasting brecre, compared
with the sverpowering, overwhelming
wrath of Horace James Coker, of the
Iifth Form at Greyfriars School. _

Coker raped—he  spluttered—he
gestienlated— he almost danced !

Polter awl Greene looked on. They
wers  wondering,  rather  dismally,
whether they would ever get to Folke.
stone, and ever get to lunch. They wera
thinking, not for the first time, that
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holidays with Horaee Coler wers rather
a mistaka.

What Potter and Greene thonght
did not, of course, matter. er gave
that no consideration whatever,

“T'1l spiflicats him I'* bawled Coker.

Had Bob Cherry been snywhera
within reach of vengeance, he would
certainly have been in serious danger
of spiflication. Luckily for Bob, he
was far away, and Coker raged in vain,

Coker had mads the interesting dis-
covery of the nature of the *juiceZ
obtained by his short way with fa%]s.
1o had unserewed the metal eap of the
petrol-can,—not  easily, for Bob had
jammed it as hard and fast as he
could. However, Coker had gaot it open
at last—though not till after Bob was
out of sight—and then he prepared to
quench the thirst of the engine that had
gone dry.

Petrol and water are much alike to
lock at—to a carcless eye. Had Coker
given that fAuid attention, of course, he
would have seen that it was not the
kind of juice he wanied. But there
was no doubt in Coker's mind as he
started pouring.

Had Potter or Greene done the trick,
no doubt they would have noliced the
difference. But Coker had no use for
assistance from fatheads like Poiter
annd Greene. 8o Coker proeceded to
fill the petrol-tank with water, in happy
ignorance of what he was demg—
though no doubt he would =oon have
discovered that there was something
quecr about that juice had be tried to
start up.

But, to his surprise, he found some-

thing clinking inside the ecan. He
shook the empty can in surprise, and
two |alf-crowns dropped out, oue

after suother,
Joker gazed at them in amazement.
Bo did Potter and Greene.

There had, of course, been no half-
crawns i the petrol con e start witl.
The Shell Company treated their cus-
tomers well, in the way of fluid; but
did not present them with gratuitous
half-crowns.  So  where  those  half-
crowns had come from was a balfling
mystery to Coker—and might have
remained so had ik not dawned on
Poiter and Greene that they were tho
precize sum that CUoker had handed to
Bob to pay for the petrol at tho village
store.  Picking them up, Potier 2
Greenn noted that they were wet, bt
did not smell of petrol, as might lLave
heen expected, bhad they been lmmersed
in the same.

Then they know !

A few last drops, shaken [rom the
petrol can, were only too obvicusly not
petrol but water!- Coker’'s short way
with fags had, after all, been rather o
frost |

The petrol ean had been hrought hack
full—of water! Dob  Cherry bad
thropped the half-crowns into it as the
rasiest way of returning them to their

owner! And that was that|
Coler was slow to believe it! Very
clow to bhelieve that a cheeky Remove

fag could possibly have played such o
lrick on lum, aetually cavszing him o
Il up his tank with water instead of
the right and proper jnice! But ho
had to believe it at last! Even Coker
conld not persistently doulst o fact that
was plain and prominent right under
hia nosnol

Coker had supposed that lis troubles
were over—hy the casy and =impla
system of adopting pressgang methods
with a Remove fag! Instcad of which,
his troubles were, if possible, worse
than ever.

True, his petrol tanlk wos no longer
empty]  Coker wizhed that it was]



The most hopeful motorist could not
hope to drive a car with water from a
rural pond as the motive powerl
thing simply couldn't be donel Some-
tungs, when Coker had had trouble with

that engine, he had told Loiter and.

Gireene that the mixture was too rich.
This time, the mixture was altogether
too hoor.

Then began Coker's song and dance,
g0 to describe it! Wrath and rage and
fury were the order of the day.

Colier told Potter and Greene, and
the khentish downs. and the universe
generally, what he thonght of this. Ilo
raged—he raved—hae brandished leg-of-
mutton fists! Ha rushed down the lane,
in a faint hope that Bob might yet be
in sight. Ile rushed back, and raged
sgain. For the umptoenth time he told
the world that he would smashk and
spiflicate that cheeky Remove fag.

Meanwhile, the car remzined at a
standstill TPotter and Greene
remained at a standstill,

Their private opinien was that Coker
had asked for this. But it was nscless
lo tell Coker so; indeed, in hizs prescut
mood, it might have been dangerous to
tell him.

8o they sald nothing, and left Harace
to do a solo, t1ll he was ont of breath.

It was' a long time before Horaee
riecoverad something like calinness. Hut
even on Coker's solid brain it dawned
at last that brandishing his fists and
repeating again and again what he
would do to that chesky fag—when
cauglt—would neot buy hinmi anything.

“"We've got to get a move on!” said
Coker at last; the first ghimmering of
reason, so to speak, that had escaped
nim sines  the discovery of the true
nature of that delusive juice.

“Just  thought of that?” ashked
FPotter.
“Don't jaw!” roared Coker

*Things are bad enough, without jaw,
jow, jawl Why conldn’t xou spot that
voung - scoundrel’s trick before he gob
away v

“"Why dido't vou?” inguired Polter.

“1 said don’t jaw, Polbter! TIf you
think we've come here to sit around
like a lot of mounlting fowls, vou're niis-
token! If you had sense enough to
make s suggestion——"

1 suggested walking down to the
village about an hour ago ! remarked
Tratter.

“It would have saved time if we'd
fetelied the petrol ourselves '™ assented
Greeno.  “But Coker knows best, of
coursg |7

Cloker, blind and deaf to sareazm, was
& little mollified by that observation.

“That's the first sensible thing you've
sald, Grecney ! he ansawered. “I'm
glad vou can see it. We've got to get
io Molkestone somehow.”™

As the back of the ecar was turned
towards Folkestone, even a supply of
petrol wonld nob really have helped
Coker on his way to thatb altractive sea-
#ile resork.  Coker, of course, had taken
u wrong turning, Lefore his car conked
ont. Potber and Greeene suspected it
Lut did not venture to mention it. They
had given u;) counting Colker's wron
turnings. They nourished o hope o
arriving somewhere, if the ear could be
i:ﬂt going again; but ther eould nor
1] I'-.‘:{:ll.i'tg that they wero as likeiv Lo
arrive at Ashiord, Canterbuvy. or Rye,
or at Folkestone, Indeed, as Coler was
driving them to Folkesione, they would
nob lave been astonizhod to arrive in
Roeading |

“If ouly some dashed ear wounld pass,
and lend us gome juice,” said Coker.

“ 10 murmured Potter.

Cars did not seewr probabls on that

The b
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narrow lane winding up the downs. It
was obvigusly little used by any vehicles
ut farm-carts, Certainly no car had

¢ome in sight during the long stop.

Potter and Greene could not help
feeling that, if Coker persisted in taking
wrong turnings, he mught, at least, take
ithemi on main roads. But it was, of
course, just like Coker to strand them
in an wnunhabitied desort.

Coker glared down the lane. He
glared up the lane, He monnted the
bauk, and glared over the hedges. In
ﬁ.}tiust the roads wero simply covered
with cars, DBut Coker's was the only
car visible in that retired spot.

C'oker jumped down the bank again.

“No good sticking here !" he snapped.
“If you fellows want to stand round
mooning all dav, I don’t! I'm fed-up
with 1t, if you're not!”

That, of course, was Coker all over!
Potter and Greenw had long  been
anxious to start walking.

“Taook here, Coker!™ hissed Potter,
goaded.

“Don’t waste time jawing, DPotter,
when we've got miles to walk. There
isn't the remotest chance of seeing a car
herve, a3 you'd know, if wvou had as
much brains as a bunny rabbit ™

It was at that moment that Potter,
looking up the lane, sighted a car
eoming down, driven by a swarthy man
with a black, bushy moustache,

Coker had his back to it: and,
having, naturally, no eves in the back
of his head, did not see it.

“lome onl” he said, starting down
the [ans. “ You've wasted enough time,
I'think. We can leave the ¢ar here, and
send & man up froin the garage for it—1
supposo there's a garage, even in this
berughted spot,”

“Hold on”

“For goodness' =ake, Dottor, got a
move on, and don't waszfe any more
time 1" hooted Coker. “Haven't you
wasted enough already ?™

“If wa can borrow some juicp—*

“I tell you, no ear will come this
way!l Can't you see that for yourself?
MNo ear will come along heve——"

“Thera's one’ eoming!” shrieked
TPotter.

it {}].-I 1“

Coker turned round and stared at the
car conting down the lane. ks face
cleared.

“That's ally good luck ¥ he said.
“1 told vou it weould be all right if we
spolted a ear! One was bound {o come
along sooner or later, I you fellows
would only have a litile patience,
instead of pelting excited, like a lot of
chickens—"

Honk, honk, honk!

“Flag him 1 said Coker. "By gum,
I know that chapl I've jolly well secn
that greasy fage before!  You fellons
rermnember when the eircus was near the
seiool—we went to it?  That's the
civeus boss ! Fis name’s Muck or some-
thing! I suppose the cireus is in these
parts now.  Anyhow. that's Mucky-
bony—I think his name's Muckybony 1™

Cloker waved a large hand to Signor
Muccolini. FPotter and Greene waved,
too.

The swarlhy Italian slared at them
suclily, and bonked emphatically.

The lane was wider here than at the
epot where e had passed Harey Whar-
ton, balf & mile up. Thers was room
io poss Coker's car, but only just. Lhe
gignor honked and honked angrile, for
the three seniors of Greyfriars to got
out of his way. Juslead of which, thov
wavedl and shouted to hun to stop.
which the sucly sigonor unwillingly dud,

1

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

i« OSPETTO " enapped Signor
C Muccolini, staring angrily at
Coker.
“Eh?
answered Horvace.”

“What? What do vou mean?”

“I mecan you're mistaking me for
somebody c¢lse! My name's not Cos-
E:Irettcr,” explained Caker. *It's Coker—

orace Coler IV

Potter and Greene chuckled.  They
did not suppose that “Cospetto ¥ was a
name, by which the notorist was
addressing Coker. They puessed it was
a foreign swear word!

“Tool 1" said DMuccolini,

Even Coker did not mistake this for
a name; though, in point of fact, as &
name, it would not have been unsuit-
able, in Coker's case.

“Here, draw it mild, Mr. Mucly-
bony I he said warmly. *Don't call &
fellow names!”

“Aly name is Muceolini, fool "

“Well, I knew it was something of
ithe sort. There’s nobt much difference
belween beny and lean, 1s there " said
Colier. “ But don't call me names! 1
don’t like it !

M What do you want?” snarled the
signor. “Why have vou stopped me?
I have no time to waste? (et out of
the road [

Horace Coker opened hiz extensive
mouth for an angry retort. KEe was
still wrathy from the unfortunate affair
of the juice, and in no mood to take
“lip " from a dapgo,

But he remembered that he was going
to ask a favour of the Italian. Fven
Coker realised that it would not be a
useful preliminary to tell him what he
thought of him, his manaers, his looks,
and T‘liﬂ nationality, as he was strongly
tempted to do.

B0 he restrained his just indignation,
though with difficulty.

“We're hung up lere, Mr. Muceco-
lini,” said Potter civilly, “Colier forgot
the petrol when we started, and—"

*Don't be a silly ass, Potter.™

“Will you let me pass?’ snupped the
signor. “ Do you want me to run over
voul tn my carl!”

*“Look here——" bawled Colker.

“ For goodness” sake, shut up, Coker !

My name's Coker |

hooted Greene, “ Look here, Me
Muccolini=e—"

“How do you kunow me®* snapped
Muceolint. 1 have never seen you
before.”

“¥We saw vour circus, when it was
near  Greviriars,” explamed Lreene,

“and a jolly good show it was, Mr.
Muccolini.”

Greene considered this tactful, as
Muccolini was wanted to oblize, and
looked anyihing but obliging.

He was surprised at the black, savage
scow]l that came over the signor's
swarthy face at his remark. He waos,
of course, quite unaware that the name
of Greyiriars School was, to Signor
Muccolini, like a red rag to a bull.

“Lirovfriars!” snarled the signor.
“La scwola del piceolo furfante Bunter {
Dah! Get out of my way!”

“Lots of Uroviriavs fellows came to
vour cireus when 1t was ab Courthield,
Mr. Muceolini,” said Potter. * We—="1

“EBtrand aside ™

“Hold on!" rearcd Colker, as the
sighor scemed about to diive on, regard-
leas of the fact that the Greyiriars seniors
worae in the way., ¥ Look here, wo've
run out of julce, owing to these follows
forgottine to fill up this morning. If
yoi can spare us somg petrof—-=>:

“Alai! Stand aside, fool IV
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“We'll pay for it, If that's what's
worrying you ! hooted Coker,

“ Jist enough to let us push on——'
eaid Potter, 2

Hardly any motorist wonld have dis-
regarded such an appeal from a fellow
motorist stranded on a solitary road,

But Mucky was never obliging at the
hest of times, and Billy Bunter’s fas-
ginating presence at his ecireus had
imbued him with_an intense dislike of
Greylriars and all its works, Harry
Wharton & Co, had had the bencfit of
that bitter dislike, and now Coker & Co.
were getting somoe of it.  Schoolfellows
of the “piecole furfante,” Bunter, wero
not likely to get help from the spy who
was under DBunter’s thumb. )

“Stand aside!™ snarled the sgnor,
“I will givo you nothing! Get out of
the road, or I will drive you down!"

“You sneaking dago | roared Coker.

Evidently there wasz no aid to
obtained from the signor, and no reason,
therefore, why Coker should further
bottle up the vials of his wrath,

“You greasy-faced blighter, -what are
you doing in a civilised country at alit"

Bignor Muccolini did not answer that
guestion. He staried the car.

Potter and Greene had alread
stepped clear—Coker jumped clear. He
had to jump quickly, and he stumbled,
and sat down 1o dust, as the car roared
On.

“By pum ! gasped Cokor, staggering
to his teet, and glaring after the car
as it went. “By gum! You greasy
dago ! Como back, and I'll mop up the
road with vou! Do you hear, you snuff.
coloured macarom - muncher? I'll
knock vour Reman nose through the
back of your napper, you. cheeky rotter |
Come back, and I'll jolly well knock the
spaghettt out of youl” .

The car ran on down the lane, leaving
Coker to roar. Signor Muecolini was
gone in & moment, giving Horace Coker
no_chance to knock the spaghetti out

*

of him | :
“Py gum ! said Coker, bhreathing
wrath., “U'll jolly well—’

It Jooked as if another song and dance
was heginning ! Poiter and (reene
rxchanged a glance, and started walk-
ing down the lane. Coker had had an
innings, so to spesk, on the subject of
Bob Cherry, 311{11111[:3 were not geoing to
give him another innings on the subject
of Signor Muccolimi. They were fed-up
with Cloker's eclogquence, and they
wanted their lunch. SHo they started.

Coker dusted his trousers and followed
them.

Luckile, at the end of the lane, they
fell in with an airman from the camp,
whe kindly directed lhem to an inn
where they could get lunch,

Potter and Grecno sat down to that
lunch in groat relief. Coker was glad
to get at the lunch, but he was still
frowning.

The landlord of the Cow and Bull
dispatched o lad on o bicyele to the
villege with a moessage fo the garago
shout the car. That matter settled, the
three Iifth Formers of Greylriavs
negolintod the lunch., Over that meal,
Coker's brow was grim.

“It's all rigluf-, old bean!™ DPoller
pointed out to him. “The garage man
13 going to bring the car ronnd here for
us. This isn’t a bad lunch {or a commiry
inn. We can get off to Folkestone in
another hour or z0."”

Caoker looked ab him.

“Lan wol” he said,

“Well, why not!” asked Greenes
“Thex'll have the car here before long.™

“1 know thati"

“Well, then Hoeand Polter,

“You think I'm going on to Folke-
tone and leaving that voung sconndrel
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Cherry to snigger at me, along with his
fag friends?" asked Coker. *“1f that's
what vou think, rou’d better stoazk
thinking agamn. BSee?”

“The kid's miles away by this hime ™
said Potter. “ You won’t see him agam
before next term at Greyvfriars, Coker I

1 shall see him again this afierncon,”
said Coker calmly. “The young rotters
ara camping about here somewhere, von
know that. As soon as we've finished
this prub, we're going out to lock for
them.*

“ But, T say——-*

“¥ou needn’t say anything '

“Well, look. here,” said Polter
warmly, “if youw're hunting for a row
with a gang of fags, we'll stay here
whila you're gone, i%n!mr-”

“T shall want you. If the oither young
rotters are with him, ihey'd have the
check to butt in when I start thrashing
Cherry. You know how checky thoy
are, You'll come with me.”

“But look here——" said Greene,

“Don’t jaw, Greene!”

" For goodness’ szake, Coler—"* ox-
claimed Potter. '

“Don't gabble, Potter "

“Look here—" hooted Pottor and
Greene together,

“Jaw, jaw, jaw!”
donieall
sheep's
wp Y

Laumel was brief. From Coker’s point
of view it was impossible to leave
matters where they stood, Coker had
been c¢heeked. He had had his leg

ulled, Ile had becn made a fool of.

hvmuséy, Fob Cherry had to bLe
whopped. Horace Coker was guite keen
a5 he starled out on the war-path.
Potter and Creene were far from
sha.l'mf‘ his keenness, Never waa a
great leader followed by such unwilling
recrunis,

5till, they were all in a hopeful frame
of mind, Coker hoped that he would
come upon Harry Wharton & Co. And
Potter and Greene hoped that, if he
did, Iarry Wharton & Co. would rag
liimn bald-headed |

sald Coker sar-
{{. ' “”'.'l"'ug fellows are like 2
ead—all jaw! Can’t you shut

——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Tit for Tat!
£ ALLD, hallo, halle!™ mur-

H mured Bob Cherey.

He pointed. 4
“The jolly old dago ! =aid
Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton's eyes plinted at the
sight of the Ttalian, :

I'he Famous Five were wheeling their
bikes by a footpath on the steep hill-
sile.  Lower dewn the hill was another
path, and standing on tha lower path,
a healy figure was suddenly sighted.

Signor Muccolini, standing there, had
his back ta the joniors above, lut they
knew him ab onee, ITIn was staring
down at the air camp in the distanco
below, amd zcemed deeply interesied in
iha view.

Apparently he had parked his ear
somewhere, for Lhe was now on iqof.
e had a luncli-basket in his hand, from
which the juniors sapposed {hat he Had
driven out o that. green rural spot for
a picwie on his own,

“I've a jolly ]g;c-n-:l mind——:" hegan
Ifarry. But he shook s head, ™ Uome
cn, we don't want a row with the dago.
Bather him !

“ Hold an, though ! =aid Bab, " Frem
what von've told me, ihat checky
bounder might have damaged von, nmld
vou've  collected  about a2 hunedeed
soratechies gelling out of his wawv, [
don't see leiting Lim get off scot-frec”

“ Bub whal-—"

“Look heret”
shaoler from his pocket.
sight—he hasn’t seen us|
a4 surprige.”

“Co ahead ' said Harry, laughing,

The Famous Five came to s stop, in
cover of a clump of hawthorns, dlmost
immediately above the spot where the
Italian stood, Through the openiogs of
the bush they watched, while Bob crept
cautrously down the hill towards the
circus-master,

Bignor Muccolini did not look ronnd.
Ho was quite unaware of the proximity
of the Greyfriars fellows, Grinning, the
four watched Bob as he drew neaver and
nearer to the unconscious Ttalian.

Within easy range of the signor, Dob
halted, taking cover behind a thick
willow. Detween two drooping hranches
of the willow, he took aim with the
pea-shooter. _

Signor Muecolini did not stir. TFor
some reason best known to himsell ho
was intensely interested in the view of
the air eamp helow.

But he stirred sudden)
pea impinged upon a dusky ear, and
clapped his hand to the spot with an
angry oxclamation.

“ Cospetto 1™

He stared round him, rubbed his ear,
and waved a dusky hand in the air.
Apparently he was under the im-
pression that an inzect had stung him.
He could see nothing of the marksman,
br of the juniors parked behind the
hawthorns higher up. He waved away
the imaginary insect, snarled, and
resumed his staring at the scene down
the hill.

The next moment he gave a jump as
his other ear was stung. Ile clapped
his hand fo that eat and =spun round,

“Dio mio! Dov’ e he =narled,
staring roun:d for the insect that had
stung him. No winged creature was to
be seen at hand.

But as the signor staved round,
ancther sharp twinge came on his rather
prominent nose, and his dusky hand
was clapped to thal orzan.

With lus hand clapped to his nose,
anedl  his swarthy face flushed with
irritation, the signor stared about him
for that troohlesome inscet, and as he
did s0, a sndden sting on his [abk chin
made him utter a sudden yelp,

Bob drew a pea-
“BDuck out of
I'N give him

a5 & whizzing

Mlospeito!  Pov' e howled the
signor. “Dov' e la zanzara? Doy’ e
la moszca® Do mio!”

The ﬁrinning jimiors did not under-
stand the Italtan words, buat they could
mrress that the Italian was inguiring, of
space, where was the fly that had stung
him.  They suppressed their chuckles,
_ Bignor Muecolini did net deubt that
it was a zanzara, a gnat, or a mosca, a
fly, that had stung him. Bnat there was
no sign of a zanzara, or any sort of o
mosca to meet his angry eyes,

But there was ancther sting coming.
Tt ecaught him under the ear, and
Mureolini gave a howl,

“Uw! 1 una vespal OQonow
1

Il ik was a wasp, however, he failed
trr spol the wazp ]

Yo robbed the spot, glaving ronncd
him savagely. Bob Cherry had a good
supply of ammumtion, and ba was o
rood  marksman with 2  peashooter,
sting, sting, sting, came on the Italian's
swarlthy  faee, and ha  waved, and
elawed, amd  dabbed, and  snarled,
almost daneing, It scemed to Signor
AMuccoblivt (That he had landed in o
hornets’ nest—thongh there were no
horneis to be =2een.

The rage and hewilderment in ma
duzky faee were too mueh for (e
watehers above., A suwdden vell of
Lanehior reached the ears of the Italizu.

“Jla, ha, hal"

LR



Harry Wharton & Co. could not help grinning as they stared at Bunter.
of canvas and looked like an Egyplian mummy.
Bunter ! ** stuitered Johnny Bull.

Signor  Muccolini jumped nearly
clear of the ground in his surprise at

tiwat sudden burst of merriment iIn a
spot where he had fanecled himsell
alone.

e stared savagely up the slope
towards the ui:‘pnr ath, his teeth
gleaming through his bushy moustache.

Evidently, it dawned upon him that
he was the victim of a jape, for he
started wp the slope, with gleaming
aves: andd gritbed teoth.

“0Oh, my hatl” ejoculated Bob.

As the Tialian ecame with an angry
rush up the slope, he passed the willows
that covered the marksman and had a
sndden view of ¥Bob with the pea-
shooler in his band.

Then he understood. He made a
ruszh straight at Bob Cherry, behind the
willows, with a look on his swarthy face
that was quite nlm-mmlg'.

“Taok out, Bob ! vellad Johnny Bull.

“Hook 181" shonted I"-fulgent.

Bob scrambled nwp the slope. Dut s
dusky hand grasped at his collar from
behind and he was dragged back.

“Oh crumbs!™ gasped Dob.

He wronehed his collar free. A heavy
hand smacked, and he staggered. BEob
ave a roar. The heavy hand was u
or another savage smack, when Bo
weighed in with a punch that landed on
Signor Muccolini’s well-filied waisteoat.
"Tha smack missed as the signor
stagpered back, stumbled, oand pitched

Ovel.
Tha lunch-basket dropped from his
hand, and rolled down the slope.

It burst open as it rolled and the
contentz shot out. But the contents
woere not, a3 the juniors woull have
supposed. & lunch, It was & large
camera that shot out of ithe burst-open
Lasket and rolled down the hill,

Fob Cherey serambled up the rupged
slope and rejoined his comrades on the
upper path, red and breathless,

EVERY SATURDAY

“ Bhoulder to shoulder ! he gasped.
“If the dago comes up, we'll give him
all he wants, and a little over I

* What-ho [ said Marry Wharton.

“IHe's not coming ! sald Nugment.

signotr Muceolini serambled to  his
feet. His swarthy face was ecrimson
with rage; bot he did not even glanco
alter Bob Cherry.

He rushed after the camora. Heed-
less of the juniora looking down from
above, le  hastily recaptured the
camera and jammed it back into the
Inneh-basket.  The juniovs stared at
him.

“That's & camera 1" said Johinny Bull.
“What the dickens does the man ¢arry
his camera in & grob-basket for "

“Goodness knows |2 said Harery.

Tt was clear that the lunch-basket
contained nothing else.  What reason
the Italian could have for hiding his
camera i such a receptacle the juniors
had no i1dea. Billy Bunter could have
told them—he had seen the foreign apy
at worl, taking secret photographs in
forbidden places.

“The dear man's dene with uz!™ re-
marked PBob, a: the Italian, after
glaving up at the juniorvs. turned away
and hurried along the hill.  He disap-
pearcd inte a thick clump of frees on
the edge of the lower paih and did not
reappear.

“Come on ! =aid Harry.

A guarter of an hour laler, wheeling
their bikes down the winding footpath
on the hillside, the juniors passed along
the lower path and passed the elump of
trees  into which the Ttalian  had
disappearad.

But if he was still there, they saw
nothing more af him. They wheeled on
andd  reached o lane, where they
mounied thetr machines and rode away
cheerfully for the Canterbury road and
Folkestone,
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The fat junior was swathed in a strip
What eould be seen of his face was erimson with wrath,
“*Is this 3 new circus turn ? ** ejaculated Nugent.

o Bib-bub-

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Coker!?

i UIET !” said Coker,
“What——" began Potter
and Greene together,

“I said quiet !

Potter and Greene suppressed their
remarks eand their feelings. They -
gazed at Coker, uncertain whether to
obey his lofty behests or to take him
by the neck and roll him down the hill.

The three Fifth Form men of Grey-
friars were coming down the hilly foot-
path, whielh the TFamous Yive had
followed a quarter of an hour earlier.
Coker came to a halt by the clump of
trees on the edge of the path.

At that point the hillside dropped
abruptly. Looking past that tree-
clump, there was a wide and extensive
view of the lower ground.

MNobody was to be seen near at hand;
bnt, small in the distance, there wers
plenty of moving figures to ho seen
about the air eamp.

Why Horace Coker stopped at that
spot Potter and Greene did not know,
Neither did they know why he told
them to be quiet. Neither, in fact, did
they want to know. They were fed-up
to the chin with Coker and his war-
path stunts, and all they wanted was
to find themselves sitting in the -car
again and getting on their way to
Folkestone.

8lill, as it was Coker's car, they
could hardly do as they wanted, without
Coker, In the ecircumstances, Coker's
word was law.

Coker had faced towards the elump
of treez. His eyes were intent, 1o his
friends it seemed as if he had developed
n sudden and intense interest in a
clump of ashes and elms, interspersed
with hawthorns and a willow or two,

(Continued on page 16.)
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and grass and ferns. It was a pleasant
spot, if a fellow had been looking for a
place to sit down in the shade out of
the blaze of the August sun. ‘But that
was nob what Horace Coker was looking
for. Fe was looking for a bunch of
ehoeky Remove juniors and vengeance.

IF'or a long minute Coker stood like
a hunting-dog pointing; to the surprise,
and still more to the horedom, of his
puzzled companions, Then he spoke,
in & whisper.

“We've got "em [

“Who?" asked Iotter.

“Those cheeky faps ! snapped Coker.
“PDon't be an ass !

“Have wel!” said Creene blankly.
“Wherae are they, then®”

“In that clump ¥ said Coker.

Potter and Greeno stared st the
elump. It was open in places, thick in
other places, Certainly there was plenty
of cover for five schoolbovs, if they had
wanted cover, Bub there was, abt all
ovents, no sign of them to be secn, or
anyone clse.

“But why—" grunied Polter.

“Don't shout! They were on thiz
path not twenty minutes age, said
Coker. * We spotted them from down
the hill. IDdd we or did we not?”

“Yeos,” sald Greene. " Bubl—"

“Don't yell! They've found out that
we're afier them and they've dodged
into those trees to keep doggo till we've
passed 1 explained Coker. “I1 dare
sa¥ it would mruse them for us to walk
on and leave them behind!  They'd
have taken you fellows in by a frick
like that, of course—but they won't
take me in so jolly easy, I fancy I”

“ But—~ ﬂgl]'ﬁﬂtﬁd Potter.

“Don't rave! Do yon want to put
them on their guard I snapped Coker
irritably. “'They're in hiding now, but
if they find out that we've spotted them,
they will eut! If you want to chaze
them aver the hill in this blazing sun, I
don’t! 2o keep quiet.”

Coler, 1t was ¢lear now, was going to
be strategie, He was going to take the
enemy by surprise.

“But Lhow do you know they're
there 1" hissed Potter. "1 can't sce auy-
thing of them.”

“Because =omebody moved in those
trecs Az we came along.  Somebody’a
there, and who else could it be ¥ Coker
pointed. “ Look 1

From the clump of trees a bird rose,
Autteving. It fAutteved for 8 fow
moments over the treefops, and  then
seftled at a different spot. Clearly 1t
had bLeen disturbed by someone mov-
ing among the trees,

Apparently gomeone was there. Who-
ever 1t was was on the farther, or down-
lill, side of tha elump.

Colicr had no doubt who was there.
Potler and Greene, on the other hand,
had strong doubts,

True. they had, from a _distance,
spotted five juniors whaelithg their bikes
along that footpath. It had taken some
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time to pot to the path, and the five
had long vanished.

To Caoker it secmed ecrtnin
aware that he was on the trail, tho
voung rascals had hunted cover to
escape.  Pottor and Greens were vory
doublful whether the five Remaoviltes
woitld have taken the trouble lo do any-
thing of the sort. Coker had beon quite
alile to handle Boly Chorry on his own
that morning, Lbut handling the five in
a bunch would have been a  wvery
different proposition—even withh  such
help as Potter and Greene would bave
thrown in. ;

In fact, Potter and Greene rather
thought that the Famous Five, if they
found that Coker was tracking 1hem,

{hat,

were more likely to wait for him to

come up, and give him whpt he was
asking for, than fo hunt cover.

But Coker had no doubts. 1le knew,
better then Potier and Greene did, what
g terrible fellow ho was!

“At this wvery minute,” breathed
Coker, **they're erouching in  cover
there, waiting till we're gone. We're
nok going to give themm a chanee to
ent. We're poing to rush thein Lefore
they know we've spotted them.  Got
that?™

“But suppose it's somebeody else
there 1 bacathed Pofter; in alarnn

“Don’t be an ass, Potler! Who elso
would be hiding in those trees?™

“Porhaps he i=n't hiding,” suggested
Creepe. “Might be just sitting down
there in the sﬁude.”

“Ton't be a dummy, Greene t¥

“But look here——" hisscd Potter.

“Don’t jaw ! They were on this path,
a bit ahead of us,” said Coker. “Where
are they now

“GCone on, most likely ! Ten to one,
on their bikes, and miles off by this
time.™

“Don’t ba a fathead, Polter]”

Really, Poifer’s sngzesiion was not
improbable, In faect, it was just what
had happened. DBut it was not good
enowgh tor Ceker. Any opposition to
Coker's opinion confirmed him in that
opinipn, Coker had no uvse for argn-
ment. What was the uze of argument
to a fellow who knew?

Had Potter or Groene sugzosied that
the juniors were hiding in that clunp,
Coker would probably have doubted it
But Coker having sugzested b, it was
as good as a certainty—io Coker, at
least.

“Now, come on 1" said Colier, in low,
cautious tones. “We've got to get them
before they cut. Keep close to me, and
we'll rush them—sea 7—and  grab  the
young scoundrels before they have a
chance of dodging.” g S

It was good strategy—if the juniors
wera there,  If they took the alarm,
and scattered over the wide hillside, 1t
meant a hot chase in tho blazing sun
io run them down. A sudden rosh,
coming right on them before they could
think of seattering, was Coker's cue.

Clokar was keen as mustard. Bub
Polter and Greenc were deeply dis-
maved, It was all very well, 1f Coker
was vight. But suppose he was wrong—
and it was alwavs about a thou=and 1o
one, if not a million, that Coker was
wrong. The prospect of suddenly rush-
mg down some harmless stranger, and
stariling lnm out of his wits, did not
attract Potter and Greene.

“ Ready 1 breathed Colier. ™ Stavt ™

And Coker, lvaving the footpath,
started, rushing into the elump of trees
like & runaway bull,

e supposed, of conrse, that Potter
and Greene wero rushing at his heels,
like two rnuaway bulls,

But they weren't, They stood where

I

they were, on the footpath, saiisfied
witit o back view of Cobker as he rushed.

Unaware of that, ITorace Coker burst
hoadlong through Lhe clump., Buosh and
branch parted before him as e charged
through.

There was o sudden gasp as he erazhed
into sorncbody.

That somepody went staggering, and
there was a crash as a larpe camera
dropped to the ground,

B0 sudden was Coker's erash, in the
dusky zhade of the thick branches, that
he did not see into whom he erashed for
the moment. PBut he was dimly aware
that 1t was far too bulky a form {o bo
a schoolboy's.

He had Little time to realise his mis-
take.

That bulky semebody turned on him,
f.':aipmi with rage, and hit cut. before
Coker knew what was happening

Coker gave a feavful vell az & hard
and heavy tist landed rignt in his ove.

He staggered back.

A dork, swarthy, enraged face plared
at him, and & duaskvy fist came ot him
again,  Uoker barely dodged it.  He
Juaniped away, and Bignor Muceolini
followed him, hitting oul again, and
Coker dodged and jumped again, not
quite kmowing whether he was on hia
head or his heels.

Crunch !

lie landed on the fallen camera with
that jump. e landed ou it with both
feet, hard and heavy.

It crunched under his boots.

" Cospeito ! yelled the Italian, and ha
came at Coker like a tiger, hitting out
with both dusky fists; and Coler, get-
ting them both at once, went over on
his back, rearing.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter in Bondage !

SAY. you fellows!”

“ Bunter " gasped Bolb Cherry,

“liveat pip "

Coming down the Canterbury
road, from Hawkinge to TMolkestone, on
their jiggers, Marry Wharton & (‘o
spntteg] the ecireus encampment in the
field Ly the rowdside. And they dis-
mounted at the wide.open gateway that
Iedl into the field, lefr their bilies at the
gate, and walked .

As they had seen Biguor Muccolind
up o the hills, a couple of miles away,
they knew. of eourze, that he econld not
be at home.  But for that knowledge,
they would have pussed on their way.
They were keen to seq their old
acquantances, Tippity Tip and Marco,
again; bub thoy would not have enlered
ithe circns field had they not known that
the signor was at a distance. While he
waz off the seene. however, there was &
chance of speaking o feiendly word to
their old aequaintances, without tha
risk of unpleasantness nith tho bullving
Italian,

=0 they walked cheorfully in.

Whether Billy Bunber waz still wigh
the Magnificent Cireus they did mnot
kaow—bnt thev zoon learncd. A fat and
familiar voiuce sgquealied at them, anmd
ihey looked round, and beheld a sight
g0 surprizing that it made {hem jump.

It was Bunter! "There was no doubt
that it was Bunter ! But his aspecl was
so astonishing that their eves alnost
bulged as they stured at him.

Billy Bunter was swathed 1o a strip of
canvas., It pinned his Fab arms down to
his fat ribs. There was a fold of ik
across his fat face. What could be seen
of his face was erimson with wrath
and smeared with painl, There was a
smear of paiat on hiz big spectacles,

KF>



Why Bunter was got np in thab remark-
gble way was a surprizing mystery. The
cliuma of the Retsove gazed at him,
dumbfoundced.

“Bib-bub-Bunter ! stuttered Johnny

csteemed  ard  ridiculous
Bunter | gasped [Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

“Js thet a new circus tarn?” ejaon-
lated Nugent. “Are vou doing an
Egyptian mummy sinst, Buntey "

The weird abjoct tottered towards the
amazed jumors,

“I say, you fellows, lemme loose !
gasped Uunter. I say, I've been tind
up like this for hours, and nebady will
lend me a hand ! "The beasis only langh
when I ask them to let me loose. (h
dear ™

*1a, ha, ha '™

“ Blessed if I tee anything to cackle
at 1" howled Bunter. "I say, I've been
waiting [or Mucky to come hack and
unfie me, but the dzgo beast hasn’t come
back yet. I say, will ven let me loose,
you cackling rotters 7™

“FHa, ha, ha I" yelled the juniora

“PBeasts!™ roarcd Bunter. “I mgpan,
dear old fellowsz, do get meo loose, will
you, old chaps?  That rotter tied it
behind me, and I can’t get at the koots,
Nobody will lend me a hand. They only
eackle. Even Zara only cackled when
asked her, I =say, dear old fellows——

“Ha, ha, ha "

The TFamous Five noticed a good
- many grinning faces turned towards the
hapless Owl.  Evidemly, Bunter's ex-
traordinavy prediesiony was regarded
as a groeat jeot at the Magnificent Circus,
Nobody, it secmed, was willing o lend
him a helpig hand gut of it

“But who the dickeus fixed you up
like that, Bunter ™ gasped the captain
of the Hemove.

#That beast Tip! Ile's jealons of me,
vou know, because I'm such a splendid
ventriloquist, and put his pose out of
Joimt. I say, vouw fellows, will you got
thiz beastly thing off mme? I can’t stay
tied up like this 1"

Johuny Enoll grunied.

“EE b was Tip, 1 dare say fhe fat
Bounder asked fov if,” lie said, " Belier
not bulk ™

“Deass I ronred DBanter,

“Hallo, hLalle, halle! There's old
Tippity Y exclammed Boly Cherrvy, az 1ho
clown waved lva hand fromn o distance
and came towards them.

“{ilad to see you younyg genis again !
said Mr. Tip affably, os he came up,
“Horprised o see that fat young cove
fixed vp hke that, what? e asked for
it special 1

“Ill moke Mucky sack you,
checky router U howled DBuder,

“TArk at b ! said Mr. Tip. “ You'd
thiok be was boss of the show, owner of
the cirews, and Lord High-Everything-
Else, wonldnt you, to hear hime blow-
ing off ¥ You must vnjoy that fat covey's
company when you've gob him at your
schonl,”

“The enjoyinlness iz not  icorreifie,
esteemaod Uip P grinned 1lurres Jamset
Ham 8ingh. * Bup—"

*I say. you lellowg—-"

“Bui if the objecilohiess of yonr
sarene self is not propodieroans, we will
relense hima frosn bos absurd peedica-
m:i:gt!’fl:-.n.id flimlr.ulu;h.

ippity rodded

4k, f'!!uu"t misad, g1 10 fie answernd,
“ I deseay he's bad enongh., Flo's had a
leszomn abaut Lageing anciiwer  Bloke's
ghow, anyliow. Maobbe ie's had coanphl”

"Welll oasic lane” sugoested Bl
“Have von bod eecogl, Baolep p?

“ Bt 1

“Does that meodn yoes or L™

=
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“Hotter! 1 mean, lot me looze, will
you, you beast—J] nean, old fellow? 1

say, dear old beasts—I mean, dear old

Eh“ LT
“ﬁa, ha, ha ¥ _ ,
Bob Cherry openedd his pocket-knife
and sawed through Bunier’s bonds. The

folds of twisted canvas fell away, and
the fat Owl of the Remove was fres at

last. e shook a fut fist at Tippity
T P‘s griming face.
You wait 611l Aucky comes back Y

he gasped. *You sce 1f I don’t jolly
well get you sacked! You wait tall
tell Mucky 7

“You've going to tell Muocky I tied
you up I inguired AMre. Tip.

“ Yoz, you rotter, T jolly wall am ™

“Fell him I pulled” vour nose, too,”
susgesmd Are. Tip, reaching, with a
sudden grab, at Billy Bunter’s fat little

proboseis,  “Toell him T pulled it hard—
like that 1"
“Guregh ! Oooagh ! Led do!

Trrggh ™

Bunter jerked his fat noze away, splut-
tPTlnH-i-

“And tell him T booted you on your
trousers,™ added Ale. Tip, Iifting lhis
foot.

Buk the fat junior deported from ihe
spot befora thag fresh itmin could be
adided lo the lizt. le departed at a

run, atd  bhelted  infa  the gandily
sxindedd van that had belonged 1o Signor
weeoling,. Fhe doov slammed afver

Feimn,

“Tau't 1lat Alvecolini’z van®" asked
Baob, =urprised io seo iw {ab fhw] making
g free with the clrcuz-master’s
freaarbers,

Tropity shragged hiz shonlders,

16 was” he apswered, " Bunter’s gob
it now, Don't ask me why the signaor
lets him have it, or by Le don't boobk
him oat of tle eireus. Tt beais mo
‘niler—ubzo-ballv-lgolty “oller! Ti's got
usz bl guesing,™

Llarry Wharten & Co. made no re-
joinder 1o that remark. They conkd

guess  that the swaggering,  bollying
Italian’s  tolerance of Billy Bunter
puzzled  the eiveus  company. Prom

Bunter's own  mvsterious  hints, when
they had met hon av Hastings, they
knew that the fat junior had found out
someling  which 1he signor did not
desire to have known, thongh they had
ot the farntest jdea what b was, Tg
was not a atter they {elt disposed to
dizenzs, however, =o they sabd oothing.

“Joily goml of yon (6 give vs a look-
in, went on My, Tip, dropping the
subject, rather to their celicf. * Mucky's
gatie oot in hia ear. [ ddessay you're
st as pleased nok to zec

“We zaw hime up o Hawkinge, hefore
wir ceanes down tho Toll? said I'iﬂ}']"'?",
willhh & sieile. “(Hherwize we shoulde's
have droppod 1. Tha dear man docsn't
Flin GivevErines Tellaws,

“I'm et poing Lo have -tea with
Marco mind Aava ! sadid the hespilable
Me, Tip. U Uotae o aned join us; we'll
all L gladd.”

“The gladfoloesa of car
soelvesd would he enormeons ™
Hureen Jamset Ban Siugi. “Hat 1f
the  estimable  and  excecoble Aueley
shounld ow in, the unpleasanlfuiness
neight Tee precpestorons’’

i, he won't be Laek wet !V spad
Fippoiy, [ <'poze | cun ask o friend
byt i 1 Nk, "Fhar Blinking «dapgo
don't own the et Youe comne an®

Florey Whartan & oo Desitniwd a
Mottt or e B afoer adl, members
of tive crvears coenpany had oo rivcht lo
eoloptamm whaom they Likedlh JE was no
brizinsnes of the ztepor’s Amd venlly i
wad = |:|_i:l|lﬂ'|1:||. tay :IL‘L:]iju._': !]u‘.- Iﬁﬁ:-‘:il:ll:i'ljl'
rf Ay Tip, whe vas olwioady sery
prleeitand L s Dloetdin agii.

oxfeemmecl
remarlond

¥

Bo  they assented and followed
Tippity. and had a warm welcome from
Marco the Lion-tamer, and a nod and
a friendly emile from Zara, the QJueen
of the Ring. and eat down to tea on
the shady side of a van, in very cheery
spirits. And very soon they forgot all

ut Signor Mueccolini, though they
were destined to be reminded of him
shortly.

———n

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Kicked Out!

13 UCKY [* hooted Billy Bunler.
M The fat junior was stamd-
ing at the field gate, blink-
ing out through his big zpec-

tacles, when the Italian’s car drove up.
Bunter  was  walting  for  Signor
Muceolin: to come in, and he was wait-
ing angrily and impatiently. True, he
was no longer in bondage, owing to tho
opportune arrival of the Famous Five
at the circus piteh. He had cleaned off
the smeals of paint-—or some of them—
and, still more urgent and important, he
had had hiz tea. But he was in a stata
of wrath and exasperation te which

words could hardly have done justice.
It had dawned on Bunter, by that
time, thobt Mucky must have pone ouwt
without giving orders to Tiwi:}y Tip, as
directed by the fat Owl, ad Tippity
reccived the signor's orders, as Buuter
had at first suppozed, he would hardly
have ventured to deal with tho fat Owl

as he had done. DBunter was going to
put it plain—very plain  indead—to
mgnor Muceolini, Ie was poing to
make lim  understand, without the

shadow of a doubt that he could not
afford to disrcgard Bunter, and get hLis
cheeky dago ears up. Bunter was going
to make that vnmistakably plain.

The car turned into the gatewery.
Signor Muceohni, driving it, saw Bunter
ancd heard him.

Teo DBunter's [urther intense annay-
ance, he took no notice whatever, [lia
swarthy face wore an expression which
revealed that he was in an exceedingly
bad temper—a worse temper even than
Bunter's.

Ila drove on regardless to the eovner
of the cireus ground wherve the cars and
lorries were parked.

Bunter was left staring after him, or,
rather, glaring,

“The cheeky rotfer ! Easpcd Bunter.
" 1:/ gurs, 1'll show him "

He rolled after the car.

Evidently the Italian had lus “ears™
up. He scemed %o think that Bunter
conld be passed by like the uile wind,
which he regarded not. Bumnier was
roing to show him.

Signor Muceolini had parked lis ear
and was coming away from it, when
Bunter reached him.

The laok on his face wmight have
warned Bunter that it was po fime to
hother him, if the Owl of the Hemove
had been a little less short-sighted, and
a little less cxasperated.

The Italian had relurned to ile eirens
piteh in a state of bitter rage amd fury.
He had bronght baek in Lis car a
sinashed camera—smoshed by ldorasce
Claker’s heavy feet, and ha had had his
tripg far nmgh:g. And he was unecasy
amed nlarned by the foct that 1Tavey
Wharton & Co., and then Coker and his
friends: had =een him larking ahout tho
aiv camp  with a ecumera. If they
thonght about it, they might draw con-
eliustons that might mean trouble for
Lhim. The [talian's fierer and savage
teanper was very near boiling point, amd
Billy Bunter, at this moment, came as
tire Fnse, straw,

Tue MaGNET LIBrany.—XNo. 1,488



18

The signor would have stamped past
him, but the fat junior planted himseli
dircetly ir. the way.

He held up a commanding fat hand.

“Hold on, Muckyr!” he snapped.
“Can't you see I want to speak to you?

Lool here—

“Dio mio!™” panted Muceolini., *Fat
focl, stand aside! Yeave me alone, if
vou know what is good for you I

“0Oh, chuck 1i1it?" said DBunter con-
temptuously.  “I dom't want any gas
from you, Mucky! I'm not taking lip
from a dago, I can tell you.”

What happened next surprised Bunter.

He was used, by this time, to throw-
ing his fat weight about, scoure in his
knowledpe of the signor's seeret, and
seeing L?uck:; control his savage temper
and toe the line. He knew that the
Ttalian dared not gquarrel with him, but
Le did not make allowances for a pas-
sionate Southern temper, linblo to boil
over, regardless of the dictates of

rudence. Often and often the signor
Eu:l barvely succended in restraining his
temper; now he did not succeed.

He made a rapid stride at Bunter and
grasped him by the collar.

With all the force of his arm he flung
the fat junior spinning along the
gronnd.

Bunter sprawled and roared.

“Yocop! Why, yvou cheeky rotter—
vou beastly dago—yarocoh! Kecp off,
vou beast " shrieked Buanter frantically,
as the enraged Italian, following him
up, kicked hin as he sprawled.

Billy Bunter bounded to his feet.

“Keep off ! he howled.

Thud, thud! came
siernor’s boot sgain.

Felling. the fat junior bolted.

After him rushed the siguner,
kicking. . )

Prudence was thrown to the winds, 1n
that burst of furious ragze. Blind with
furv, the Italian forgot that he was
under Bunter's fat thumb. He rushed
after him, kicking sawagel&'. '

There was & buezing and staring from
all directions, as Eiﬂ}' Bunter tore
away, with the signor in fierce pursuit.

MNobodv was surprized to sce Alucco-
lini kicking the fat Owl, Ther were
only surprised that he had not kicked
him before. Bunter boad asked for it
often enough.

But Billy Bunter, like so many peaple
in this world, did not want that for
which he asked. He howled and yelled
and roared as he ran and hopped and
dodged. Bunter had often been kicked
in the course of his fat carcer. But he
was getting the kicking of his life now.

0wt K{mp off | Stoppit! Yarocoh !
roarcd Bunter. "0l erikey! ¥Yoop!
Help! VYou mad dago, 1'll jolly well—
w hooop 17

Kick, kick, kick!

Bunter put on his top speed. He was
not thinking of bully-ragging the signor

the enraged

slil]

now. -He was thinking of only ore
Ihinig—gefting out of the reach of that
erazhing boot.

Yeolling wildly, the fat Owl came {ear-
i|:§ ronnd Zara’s van, on to the shady
side of which a cheery tea-party sat on
camp-stools, round a little table., That
tea-party forgot tea, and stared blandly
ot Bunter, az he came bolting round the
Vg, ;

“ Hallo, hallo, halle {"" ejaculated Bol:
Cherry. ' : -

* Bunter—" o

“Yarooh! 1 say, you fellows, help !
velled Bunter. "1 say, collay tha
dago. and keep him off!  Rescus!
1old him ! Stop him! Yaroogh!™

Round the van, with blazing cyes and
swarthy face crimson with rsge, came
tle Italian, close on Bunter's track.
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“0Oh, my hat!" excaimed: Farey
Wharton,
“What the dickens——"" gasped
Mugent,

Mareco grinned and Fara laughed.
The Famons Five stared. Tippity Tip
chortled, Bunter rushed past, and the
gignor 1mshed alter him,

“Yaroooh! Wow ! floated bcack, a=
the fot junior sped on his way, helped
by unﬂtfmr kick on his tight trousers
as he went. .

“By gum!” grinned Tippity Tin.
“The boss is faking 1t out utphim ihis
time, Mucky's giving him what he's
wanted for a long time !

“Time he did1” remarked Marco.

“Poor old Bunter!™ sighed Buob
Cherry. “Ile’s the man to ask for it
isn't het™

“Yarooch [" came from the distance,

Bunter was in foll flight. He weas
I'ta-&r.liu? for the gatoway on the road
row. It was his only way of escape.

He put on a desperate spurt of speed.
But so did Signor Muccolini; and he
reaclid Bunter as Bunter reached the
gate,

Lz foot flew out and landed with a
erash. It fairly lifted Bunter, and
hurled him headlong out of the gate-
wav info the road.

Billy Buuter landed there on his hands
and knees, bellowing,

"Ow! Yaw! Wouw!?

But even vet the infuviated Italian
was not finizhed, 1o rushed into the
road aflter Bunter, and kicked, and
kicked again. '

The fat junior serambled up and
ﬁ'uu led down the road. Then, at last,

we signor stopped, panting for breath.
e shook a dusky fist after the Heeing
fat junior, and framped back into tho
cirens field.

Billy Bunter did not stop ranning till
Lie had dene o guavler of a mile. Then,
quite winded, he stopped and blinked
back {hrough his biz  spectacles, n
terror of seeing the enraged swarthy
Face just belind hine.

iten, vealising that he was no longer
pursed, the far junior plomped dowan
o & banlk beside the romd, spluttering
for breath. And for the next quarter of
an hour he sat and gazped, and splut-
teved,  and  gurgled, and mopped
stremiing perspiration from hiz fat face.

The sight of five eycliztz coming down
fthe road in a cheery buoch, eansed him
to sit up and lake noties,

“I say, vou fellows ' he sgueaked.

Ilarry Wharton & Co. glanced at him
and smilod.

They had taken leave of their friends
at the cirens, and were on their way
dawn to Folkestone, when they sighted
the fat fignre gnrgling at the roadside.

They smiled at Dunfer in passing,
but did not stop.

The fat junior jomped uwp from tha
bank and waved o fab hand.

“1 sav, vou fellowa! Ilold on!” he
howled, *“1 say——""

“Good-bye, Bunter ! called out Toh.

“1 say—= Measis ! renved Bonter,

The bunch of eycliztz swept on, and
disappeared down the road.  Billy
Buanter sab down again and resumed
mopping his fat brow,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
One !

i 178 biack” said Cloker.
E There was no nead for Horaco

Coker io point that out.

- Potter and Greene conld =see
ihal it was black, ™Nobody but o blind
mwian could have failed 1o see 3t

The object alluded (o was Coker's

right eyo! Thal eve was as black as
the ace of spades,

An angry fist, with all Signor Muceo-
lini's beef behind it, had landed in that
eve! The result was inevitablo, though
AONOYINE,

Coker had coliccted other damages.
His nose was swollen, One of his cars
felt enlarged. Xut the worst damage
was to that eve. Coker gazed -at 1t
reflocted in the mirvor in his car, wilh
feelings that could not have been ox-
pressed in words, Thore was not the
slightest doubt that that black eyve
alterea hiz appearance considerably for
tha worse.

At the best of times. Coker's boezt pal
would not have called him handsome.
Now _he was less so than ever.

“It's black | rvepeated Coker. *1've
got a black eye i

Potter and Greena Lkindly refrained
from mentioning that he had azked for
i, and ancther along with it. They
did nmot want o rub it in,

A fellow who suddenly charged inlo &
man, barged him over, and trampled on
an expensive camers, could net expret
to get away undamaged, Potter aind
Grecne considered.

True, Coker liad supposed thal he was
charging checky Remove juniors, In
that elump of trees. It was quite o
mistake on Cokor'a part. Coker did not
know that the juniors were miles away,
and that it was Signor Muccolini who
was in that cluinp, Why the foreign
blighter had been skulking theve, was
a mystery to Coker. Coker did not con-
sider that he waz to blame for the
mistake. TPotter and Creene, who did,
kept their epinion to themselves,

Most mnnoving of all, even more
annoying than the black eye, was the
fact that the foreign blighter had got
pway, unscathed.  Coker, dazed and
dizzy, had been stiil on kis back under
fhe trees when Sigonor Muccolin left
the gpot. Potter and Greene hud seen
him hurryicg away, cortainly without
thie slightest idsa of inlervening,  If
Caker elioze to bunt for trouble 1n thie
wild and recklesz way, Le was weicoms
to keep to himself all that be found;
Potter and Greone ded not swani any.

Signor Muccolini  was  gone  when
Calier {ottered out of fnat chuap, with
one hand pressed to Bis exe mud the
other to luz nmoze, Potler and Greene
subdued their smiies as they waiked
back to the Cow and Bull

Coker, it seerwd, bad dropped the
chase of Bob Cherey. No donbt he
realised that Bob and his fricnds were
miles out of reach by that tune, Neithor
was Uoker, at the momest, 13 a condi-
tion to reswine hiz career an the wac-
path,

But, in point of fact, Coker, though
more wrathful than cver, had now
transferred his wrath to 2 now object,

Cheeky fagz did nat, after all, maiter
vory much, Ie conld whop Bub Cherry
next term, at Grovfriars, 3f it came to
that, Colker dismissad Bob [rom lias
mind, e concentrated on the foreign
blighter who had blacked hia eve.

The car was ab the inn; there was
juice in abundance; all was ready for
the miotoring  pariy to resume their
route. They wore “doing ” Rent in
that car; Coker—who had his good
points—footing all the bills, I'otier aud
Uireene did not exactly like the idea of
pontinuing the tour, with a [ellow who
looked as if he had ijust omergod from
g prize-fight.  Stilk, ia the citoum-
stanices, Coker was an imdispensable
member of the partv—black eve aml.
all. ‘Iney had to maks up therr munds
to that, They only hoped thny Coler
wonld be satisfied with one bl eyve,
and would not go hupting trouble and
peliing another (o maden,



Which showed that, aven yet, they did
not know their Coker! ] .

Coker was far from thinking of giving
up bhunting for trouble. If a greasy,
untwashed &aﬁu fancied that he could
give Horace James Coker & black eye,
and get away with it, he had another
ﬁ:msa coming. That was what Coker was
thinking of as he gazed at the reflee-
tion of his discoloured optio in ,the
HNIIFTTOT,

“It's black ! said Coker once more.
“A black eyo! I've got a black eye
from o eneaking dage! Did you fellows
notice which way he went?”

Potter and Greene exchanged a
glance,

That guestion did not look as if old
Horace was giving up trouble-hunting
a2 a holiday pastime.

“"He had a car parked somewhern,™
gaid Poifer hastily. "I heard him
starting up. You remember he was in
g car when we first saw him—"

“Ile eleared off in his car, Coker,”
soid Greene.  “May be in the next
county by this time.” y

“Not likely to zee him againl!™ said
Potter, shaking his head.

"Qﬁlit& impossible I’ agreed Greone.

Coker surveyed them with hia sound
eve contempluously.

“That's where vou fellowas show
what silly asses you are!” he answored,
“1le can't he far away!"

“I heard the ear go,” said Patter.
“Sounded to me as if he was doing
fifiv at least !

" Nearer sixty ! osaid Greeme,

“I dare =ay he wont pretty quick
assonled Coker. "'The sneaking dago
knew what wonld boe eaning to him if
I got at him. DBut he’s not gone very
far, zll toe =2ame. Jlis clrena mnst be
eepirnit i pingt,

“I0s—his circus?” reprated Potter,

“That dagoe runs a ciceus—iaeco-
list's Mapnifieent Cirens, iz what he
calls it,” said Coker. "I enppoan you
haven't fovgotlen tlhad T took you fo it
when 16 was piiched pear Greyiriars
lust term. Well, if Alvucenlini is here,
hiz  cireus i3 here, that stands to
reason, LU've noe douot that it will be
miving & performance oz evening
galte aenr*

It seemed Likely enough to Poller
and  Greene, wo: indecd, oxtremsly
probable.  Hab it was rather unforin-
nate that Coker had theught of b
They conld see what was i Colier's
misl—and b worried them.

A we've gob to de,” added Coker,
“is to find that civens. As rqon as we
fiond the circus, wo shall find The daga!

CBet—but owe don’t owant o find
Bire™ wepgad Pofter

S0 oan ™ sard Unker eoldls.

“ Lok horve, old chap, why not Iet
the  whole  thing  drop ™ suggested
oo, “ATLer all, yen rashed the
:na::ln‘.l'e:'—-jlilu mnzhk hava been feavinlly
sl iy ]—=—

“1le will he =1l meee sfarlled next
fivee T ospn Bian 077 zaid Color grimly,

“"You o stem to lave smashed  his
caineeta I darn ray ithat made i
Fetiner wild 17 onrged Potier,

" goinz to aoesh bim, ton; as
weelll wz Jes enmerp 7

“ Bt =1 say——>"

"You pecdn't say oanvihing Ioinders

rapied Coker. " Uve oo oure Tue gatalide,
{ion into the ear, and let’s geb goinp,
W re poing {o 1:_n|1 ab 1he cireus, and
L wsiing to give ibat greasy dago
an eve to maifch ilis oenel  That's
sl hed I

“[--T=—=I =ay, what about geiling
affer  that checky young  raseal
Chovry 7 sugerested Potier desperately.

Hunting faps, 'viter thonght, was a
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rather less heetie business than hunt-
ting cireus-masters—especially as the
fag in question wae, no doubt, many
miles away by that time.

But Coker was not to be side-tracked.
He shook his head.

“Cherry will keep ! ha zaid. “Ile
may be ten miles off, on his bike. ¥ou
havon't thought of that, of counrse,

You never think of an}rthm% do woui”

Az a matter of fact otter had
thought of pricisely that. That was
why he had made the suggestion.

“I'Il thrash that cheeky fap next
term,” went on Coker. “Ile will I{EEFI
I'm going after that dago now! I'm
going to show hm whether o leather-

mob of unarmed niggers, with
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; , th  their
putrid poison-gas in  Abwvssinia—not
that I believe they've really beaten

them, either! But never mind
that——"" Coker broke off, rather to
his friendy disappointment. They

would have preferred Coker to keop to
that subjeect, and off the subject of
Mueeolini! "“Get in!™ yapped Colker.

They got in.

Coker drove.

Potter and Greene still nourished a
hopa that he would not sueceed in
tracking down the Magnificent Circus.

But_that, alas, proved only too easy]
The_first, 'ar:;i!m:;i Coker made on the
road, clicit e undesired informa-

faced maccavoni-muncher can black my tion. Everybody scemed to lave
eyol  These dagoes are getting alte-
gether too cheely, since they beat o (Continued on next page.)

{1}
Cf all the unpopalar slackers,
James Walker Iz sorely the worst:
The second of Loder’s two backers,
He¢'s weaker than Carne, who's the first.
With power in his hands, he's a bully,
A tyrant who uses his weight,
He wlelds his authority fully
But cringes 1o all who are great.

(2)
He isn’t much given fo thinking,
Or working out sums In bis head ;
He much prefers smoking or drinking
When bealihier chaps are In bed.
The after eBects are unpleasant,
Bad femper is one of the slgns,
A sirong disposition is present
To go about giving ouf lines,

A (3)

And well I'm aware of the praclice,

He gave me two hundred, the Hun |
Two hundred to do, and the fact is,

Two hundred are what 1"ve not done !
It*s rather a bad sifuatian

To walk in to Walker (o-night
Without any real explanation

Of what I've not maoaged {o wrile.

{5}
I tapped, and walked in fike a Mon,
And Walker shol up like a hare !
He thought I was irying Lo spy on
The habits he pracliced in there.
A paper devoled o racing
Was spread open wide on his knees,
And Walker was busy disgracing
His ¢olleze by picking out gees!

was [osing

seore T
He couldn'( !
dealing

more !

(£
“ We're mum as a couple of oysfers 1 ™
I said, and fhe Walker-bird scowled.
‘I dropped a quid note in the Cloisters.
H's yours if you find it 1 ** he growled.
I flew Irgm the house like a swallow -
And searched in the Cloisters, in vain 1
Until § thought, ** Walker may follow! "
And lo, Walker did—with his cane !

I think I'l! be truthful, not caring
Il tell him, quite [rankly and darin

(1)
* Shul up, you young ass I

His rage in his sudden zlarm.
“ That paper you sgw me
Was only for cricket—no
! cheerfully winked at the ceiling
And askcd him to show me the

With racipg, just ibhat and no

There*s no Buxﬁng about the bush with onr

long-haired poct. What he's gor to say he

says—and there's an end toit! We hate to
think, though, what

JAMES WALKER,

the buliying prefect of the Sixth, will have
Lo sy when E.t reads these snappy verses. |

D'yon think i wonld pay fo be candld
Apd tell bim the truik, more or less 7

And, if I'm a bit underhanded
D*you fancy the rotter wouold guess ¥

What form his reseniment may take,

The linos were toro up by :nl‘.stan‘i

(6)

He gave me a look that was dirly,
The paper was scon off the scene !

I asked : ** Who will win the three-thirly
At Wapshot to-morrow, old bean ?

I've had Information Irom Skinner
Thal Twister's an absolule cert !

If your paper says he's the winner,
I’'ll gladly invest my last shirt 1 ™

Ha

erusing
arm!*"

That paper was

{9
I'd have bolied away from him, only
I couldn’, so there I remained.
“* put here in the Cloisters if's lonely,
So say what you like,"" he explained.
* Lei's have a slight eonfab together.
And don’t waste your tima on that guid!?
I'm going te show you just whether
It pays to cheek meo | **
And he did f1!1}
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heard of Muccolini’s Magnificent
Circus, and to know where it was.

That hope having failed, Potter and
Greeno banked on Coker's well-known
gift for taking wrong turnin

But again hope proved elusive. Once
an the Canlterbury Road, Coker had
only to drive straight down a main
road to reach his destination. Tven
Coker was capable of driving. along
npin road without missing his way.

His sound eye gleamed at the sight
of a flag Huttering in the air, over the
summit of a pgreat tent.

“MThere it as P said Coker.
There it was—there was no mistake
about that.

Clolior halted at the open pgatewar.
FPotter and Greene exchanged glances
of utter dismay.

One of Coker's eyes was black and
hali-closed.  DBut the other gleamed
with fierge and grim determination,

“Coker, old man,” mumbled Greene,
“yon—you—you're not going in there
to kick up a shindy, old chap "’

"I hope I'm not the fellow to kick
up a shindy, Greene I" answered Coler
coldly. “I'll thank you not to suggest
anyvthing of the sprt!”

“Then—what arve you going to do?”
gasped Potter.

“I'm going to thrash that dago!"

Thrashing a dago was not, appar-
cntly, in Coker’s opinion, a proeced-

ing in the nature of kicking up a
slindy.
"I—1 eay, you may get run n!?

groaned Potter.

“Don’t be an ass, Potter !

“You can’t do it, old chap!™ urged
Circena,

“Don't be a dummy, Greeng !

“DBat I—I say—"

“Don't jaw 1

“ Coler, old man—

“Pon’t gabble !

Evidently Coker was berond
ment. He stepped from the ear.

“You fellows coming in with me "
he asked.

“Are we?” murmured Potter.

“XNo fear!” yapped Greeno.

“Biick in the ecar, then! I don't
want any help in thrashing a dago, I
hope,’ said Colier contemptuously. * 1
don't suppose I shall he long.”

He walked inte the cirens field.
AMany eves were cast on his black eyve—
which leaped to other eyes! A Little
man, with a cheery, chubby face, came
towards him.

#Not open wvet, sir!™ he said. *“The
performance begins at—"

“Blow the performance!”™ snapped
Coker. “Think I've come here to sec
a circus?

Tippity Tip stared at him. Tt was
rather natural to suppose that a fellow
who walked into the cirens field had
come to sea the eirows,

“Ts Muceolini in®” demanded Colier,

“Fh? Yes! What—>

“Where 13 ha?"

“In his van, sivr. But——"

“Point out his van, will rou?™

“1f he's not expecting wvou, sir, I
wonldn’t drop in on him,” said Tippity.
“The signor isn't in—"hem—a very
good temper jest now-—""

“1 dare say he'll be in a worse before
T'm through with him! Wil you tell
me where that maccaroni-muncher's
van #7” snorted Coker.

And  Tippity  having  obligingly
pointed it out, Horace Coker tramped
towards it, with his sound cve pleam.-
ing. And Tippity, and & good many
other circus men, stored after him as
he went, wondering what was up,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Two !
IGNOR MUCCOLINI was sitling
§ in his van—-Yately Billy
Bunter's. '
After dealing so  drastieally
with the fat Owl of the Remove, the
signor sfamped back inte the cireuns
field, with his black eyes glittering
under his knitted black brows. His
temper was still in a boiling state. Ha
stamped into  his  caravan: glaroed
round if, picked up several articles that
belonged to itz late oceupant, apd
pirched them out of the doorway.

Bunter's belongings were fow. Buch
as they were, they were soon scattered
in the grass round the caravan.

For the present, at least, tho Ttalian
wasz blind to the dictates of prudence.
Ile had kicked Bunter ont of the eirena
—andd ho was plad that he had kicked
him oit, and only sorry that he had
not kicked him harder, and oftencr!
Had Billy Bunier returned, at that
moment, the proeezs would have bocn
repeated. He was done with Bunter;
and he had re-taken possession of the
caravan fhe cheeky fat  Owl  had
annexed, and whichh Bunter was never
to enter again.

No donbt, later on, when that burst
of fury had passed, reflection and un-
ecasiness would follow. There was a
“vellow” streak very strongly devel-
oped 1 Pietro Muccolini—and when he
become calin apain, and considered iha
possible econsequences of his action, it
was very probable that that  yellow
streak wanld come uppermost.

Dut he was not {hinking of that at
the, moment. o threw himself on the
ottoman i iho caravan, panting after
his exertions, aml wishing savagely
that he had given the fat schoolboy a
little mmore before he allowed him to

CECODE,
He liglded a g black cigar, Blow
ot eclowds of smoke, and starcd

through the open doorway, scowling at
evervone who passed withm his view.
And he gave quite o jump ab the sight
of a big, burly fellow coming towards
the vau. :

He knew Coker azain at once.

“Gospeito! Quelio  brutale—quello
seiocea ! mmttered  the  Italian,  be-
tween his teoth. ** K mal possibile?”

Ifis ferlings towards HHorace Caoker
were bitter enongh. But ho hod never
thought of seeing the burly Horace
again. Cerininly it had never ocourred
to him that Coker would track him out,
with the inteniion of avenging that
black eve.

He rose from hiz senat, stepped to the
door of the van, and leaned out, shout-
ing to Coker.

“What want you? What do wou
want lere? o away, fool 1™

“0Oh, there wou are!” exelaimed
Colier.

ITo came on af a ron. e was not
likely to go away af the dagoe’s biddinge.
Coker had business with the dage be-
fore he went away.

Y Come out of that vau, vou rolter ™
roared Coler.

“Che ! snarled Muocealinn,  Tb ddud
not dawn on him xet what Coker
wanted,  YChe cosa o

“Dan’y jabber your dugo lingo at
me ! snorted Cokee., 1 don’t ander-
stand 1k, amd don’t wanl {e! Come
ount of that van !

“Percie " yvelled AMaccolind, * Why

“IMdn'e xou gwve me this eye®”
bawlod Coker. “Think vou're gelting
away with i you greasy dagn? I'm
going to give you one hike it! Wil

you step out of {hat van, or shall I
come 1n and vank you outl"

“Die mio!” gasped Muceolint,

He understood now,

Ho made n movement to spring from
the van. But he paused.

Muccolini was a man., and rather a
beefy, bulky man, and Coker was, afler
all, only a schoolbey. But he was a
large size in schoolbovs. He was big,
he was brawny, he wasz musenlar, and
he had bouncless pluck and unlimited
determination. In the latter qualitics,
Muceolini was rather ab o disadvantage.
Fierce temper and wildeat ferocity
woere nob pluck,

So Muccolint did not sprinzg from
the van, Coker, it was cleay, was not
to be handled like DBiliv Bunter. 1le
was, indeed, bhig and streng enough o
handle Muccolint.

In the oncounter on the hill, up at
Hawkinge, Coker had been downed
with ease; but then Lie had been taken
by surprise. A different fale might
have been fold, had Muccealini lingorad
for further argument.

Anyhow, whether Cokoer could thrash
that dago or not, it was clear Lthat he
was going to try, and that he was going
to try awlully bard, FEven if Le failed,
it wus eerizin that he would inflict m
lot of damage in the saitempt, The
fist he was brandishing at the dago
looked like & leg of mutton.

Instend of stepping out of the van,
therefore, the signor shouted to somng
of the circus men, who were gathering
round, staring.

“Purn that fool out!™

“I'd like to see them do it," said
Coker. " You rotten dago, you were
quick enough to punch a fellow in ihe
eye when. he wasn't looking ! v gam,
T'll have you out of that van fasl
cnongh 1"

Coker charged up the skops.

The Italian, in the doorway. struck
st him savagely. There waz a spurt
of crimson from Coker's nose,

But he pave ns good as he received,
and the signor, with a howl, siageerod
back into the van, under the drive of
B leg-of-mutton {ist,

Coker plunged in after bhun.

“Go,” panted DMuccolini, ®awav!
Sciocco—furfante—mato—dio mio ! Ol !
Ow! Ooooch!” )

Coker eame at him with right and
left. His black eye glared, and his
sound eye blazed. Muccolint grapplod
with him, velling for Lis men #o come
to his aid.

There was a stariled buzz of svoices
round the wvan.

Tippity Tip, Mareo, Samson,
Wriggles, and a dozen others pathered
there in & buzz of surprise and wonder.
From within the van came sounds of
bumping and erashing,

Coker's idea was to pitch fhe Ttalian
out of the van, whera there would be
space 0 bhandle him. Muccolinid
struggled furicusiy in the Greviriara
Fifth Yormer's hefty grasp, and they
recled to and fro in the van.

"The cirens fiold was hiilv, like most
of the fields round about Folkestone,
Tne caravan slood &8 little on the slant
to ona side, Em the slanting Hoor
Coker and Muccobint patehed over, and
crashed.

Coker's head banged on the stile of
ithe wvan, and he splultered, releasing
his hold on the Itakan,

Muceolini did nvot loss the chance.
Beefy s he was, he was agile. Jle
wriggled away from Uoker, plunged (o
the doorway of the van, and leaped out.

Coker, however, was up i6 & momont
or two and after him, Coker jJumnped
out, stumbled on Lhe sieps, and landed
at full lengih,



“Beize him 1" the signor was yelling,
*Kick him out! Do you hear me?
Will you seize that madman, and fing
him out on the road? Dio miol I
order you fo fling that scoundrel out
at the gate!”™

Coker, staggering to his fect, was

scized on all zsides by many hands.
- Wha he was, and why he had come
there and pitched into Signor Mucco-
lini, the circas men did not know;
and probably they were not displeased
fo see the hul]erin}r_; Italian capture a
punch or two. Still, it was evident that
Coker neecded restraining, and they
grasped him, and restrained him,

“Leggo!"” roared Coker, strugpling
in the hands of threa or four. " You
votters! Lepgo! I've como hero to
thrash that sneaking dagol” )

“ Better clear off, youug man !’ said
Marce. “We can’t have you pitching
into our boss, yon kuow."

“¥ou ecan't do that there
grinned Tippity Taip.

“Look at my eye!™ roared Coker.
“I'm going to give that macaroni-
muncher one to mateh it! I'm going
to knock the spaghetti out of him!
You rotten dago innk, don’t hide be-
hind these chaps!l Dot up your hands,
vou shullking funk 1"

]i‘:"

‘ere [
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“Throw him out!’ shricked Signor
Mueeoliu,

“Come on, ladi” spid Samson, the
gtrong man,

“Leggo 1" roared Coker.

“This way I smiled Marco.

Coker was not the man to count adds.
Ile was the fellow io bite off more than
ho could masticate—nnich morel

The pigantie lion-tamer had him by
ong arm, the eircus stropp man by tho
other; another man had the back of
hiz collar., But Coker put up o
desperate resistanco as he was marched
Laway across the field to the pate. 1o
fought every inch of the way,
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FEven zo manvy hands dul not find it
casy to escort Coker to the gate. Fut
he was got thero at last.

“Now walk off, young manl’’ said
Mareo kindly. " Don't ﬂpiu.:,r the fool
any mare ! Just walk off |

i LEE-E':I tn :

“Are you goingi!"™ grinmed Famson.

“"Not ull 've thrashed that dago!™
roared Coker.

“Throw him oul " eame Mupecohni's
voice, sereaming, from behind, * Throw
the rufian out, T 1ell you! Cospeito!
Fling him out ! 1

“Veou won't go?" asked Marco. )

*No!"” howled Coker. “Not uill [
—— Yaroooop I'*

o went.

Potter and Greena gazed at him from
the car as he landed on the roadside.
They had rather expected Coker io
come back like this—pow he had come.

Coker stapgered up. DBreathless and
dizzy, he glared back a2t the circus
pate, crammed wilth grinnmng  faces.
Iven Coker might have baiked at the
ocdds, but he didn’t. Ile charged back.

“Oh erumbs I°* breathed Potter.

“0h ecrikey Y murmuraed Greene.

Coker flew ggain. Ile landed with
g bump and o roar, This time he was
not so quick on his feet. Ho sat up,
spluttoring.

Polter opened the door of the ear.

“Coker, oll chap, jump in heve,
aitick 1" he pleaded, “For tho love of

- Mike, come along before they semd far

a bobby and Tun you ini*

“Grogogh I’

“Coker—" immplored Greene.

Coker pot on his [eet.

“1°11 smazh ‘em 1" bhe gasped. T
smash the lot of ‘em, and then tharash
that macavoni-muncher! 171 W

e charvged again, _

“Well,”” said Me. Tip, “I'va 'eard of
blokes who never know when they've

Billy Bunter put on g burst of speed. Bui so did Muccolini—and he reached Bunter as the fat junior reached the gate of the
circus. The signor’s boot Hew out, and landed with a crash. Thud !

The boot fairly lifted Bunter and hurled him headlong
out of the gateway Into the road,

“Owl Yow! Wow]" bellowed the runaway schoolboy.

'aed enough; but that bloko takes the
cake 1™

“He do!” grinned Wriggles,

Muarco and Bamsen picked Coker up.
They wero good-natured follows, snd
really they did mot want to huve Coker.
But he had to go. They corried him
to the car, kicking and strugzling like
a fractious infant.

“iriend of syours—what?"” askel
Marco, glancing in at Polter and
Ureene.

“Yes,” gasped Potter, “we—""

" Bettor take him away end kecp him

guict [ y 1
Coker was pitched into the ear.
Alarco slammoed tho door.

Potter drove away. DBy the {imn
Ilorace Coker recovered suflicient wind
to sit up and toke notice, the galoway
and its crowd of grinning faces woera
left behind.

Coker had done hiz best. No fellaw
could do more. But he had net
thrashed that olmoxious dage. Ifa lnd
only ecellected now damages, aned, sl
to relate, his lelt cye wes slowly bt
surely approximabting in shade (o his
right. )

Coker had arrived at the Magnificont
Cirens with ono black eye. Ho left it
with twol

And Polter and Greene conld onl
hope that Coker would be satisbfiod wil
two black eves—since ecven the obstins
atn Ilorace could not possibly lave
collecresl any moro !

ey m—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dropping on an Old Friend !

1] OVER ! prioned Dob Chorry.
ﬁ Harry Wharton & Co. louked

ronind=and
it was a

rinned also,
right and sunny
OTTHRE.
The Gireyfriars eyelists had put up for
Toe hagwer LipRARY.—No. 1423
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he night in Folkestone. They were
roing to have a8 day at that atbraetive
rezort before pushing their bikes agawn
on ithe way fo Margate.

Naturatly, they turned out to bathe
in the hot, sunny August morning. They
kad enjoved a swim, and now they were
tuliing their ease, lying on the wavm
sahil, ]azing—w?h ich oven stremuous
vouths like the famous Co, of Greyfriars
telt entitled {o do.

There were plenty of people en the
beach., PBPut the crowd was thinning off
rovvards hunch-time, .

The chums of the Remove wero think-
ing of returning to their hut to dress,
when Bob, plancing along the beach,
gavo the alarm.

A fat figure appeared in view. .

Yiven had the jubiors not recognized
e woll-known cirgmunference thereof,
they would have noted the big spectacles
that fashed back the sun.

Billy Dunrter was coming along the
beach glancing to left and right through
those big spectacles.

Bvidently Bunter was in search of
sompbody, .

The I'amons Five did not need telling
of whom lLe was in ecarch. They had
seon i kicked out of Muccolini's
Maognificont Circus the previous day.
1t looked ns if he had not returned
there. Ho there was no doubt that
unier was in need of pals.

Aware that they were in Folkestone,
i fut Owl of the Remove was looking
for them, and ms he could puess easily
enouzl that they would turn ot to
baithe, he was guartering the beach for
them,

It was the most probable place to find
anvbody; and he had found them—or
almost found them! He was in full
view when Bob spotted him, and but
for liz limited visiom, the Famous Five
would have been in full view also. As
it was, however, Bunter had not spotied
them vet. though it was only a matter
of minufes,

Iarey Wharton sat up. Bob jumped
to hia feet,

“Uover ! he repeated, “fet a move

on 1"

“Oh, wel!” prunted Johnny Bull
“I'm not going to move !

“Iathead 1" said Bob. * Bunter's

gotb the boot from the cireus! We're the
next best thing! Anybody here wantk
him*™

“No fear ™

“The no-fearfulness is terrific,™

“That's all right,” said Johnny Bull.
“I jolly well kick him !

“You jolly well won't!" answercd
T, * PBunter got cnongh kicking from
the dago yesterday; be can't want any
more.  ITnnt cover, fathead, and let him
roll v, Now, then, lfollow your leadoey 1

“{h, all right!” yawned Johnny.
Pmdj e Leaverd himself up out of tho
sanil,

1l Dauntor's hooking-on propensities
in the holidays were onfy too well
Lrown, He had hooked on to Muocco-
1ini'z Ulircus, and now, evidently, he had
vame unhooked, with the aid of the
sirnor’s boot. ‘The Famous Five, az Bob
remarked, were the next best thing, and
z3 Bunier was looking for them—loak-
ing, if sueeessful, to be followed by
heoking ! Really, it was more good-
uatieved 1o dodge out of sight, and let
bign pall Ly, than to resort to Mucky's
2k o !

=o o Famons Five hunted cover,

Al a slort distanes was a rather high
ridpe of sand, left by the last tide. On
tir pihier mide of it they would ha in
eaver wiile the Owl of the Remove
yolled on unsecing,

el headed for that ridee at o ron,
FTe wa=, o3 usnal, [wll of energy and
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full of beauns, Instead of elamberin
over the ridge, he cleared it at & bound.

e came <down on the farther side of
the sand-ridge—and, to judge by the
fearful wvell that wolke the echoes, on
something else.

An old proverhb recommends that one
shoulil. look before leaping., Bob, in
iz eheory exnherance of spirits, had
not thought of it.

Really, he might have guessed that
soma sea-sider might be lying on the
sand on the other side of that ridge.
It was quite a probable thing. Onl
Bob did not happen to think of it till
he landed--and then, of course, it was
too Iate.

He landed, stumbled, and sprawled on
a man who was Iving in the sun, cloze
by the sand-ridge, His nose hit the
gand Dbeyond—hbis knees rested on the
unfortunate man's chest.

The man yelled. Obviously he was
surprised and not pleazed, DBob Cherry
pasped. He was surprised, too, though
really he had less cause for surprize than
the man he had jumped on,

“0Oh  erikey ! gasped Boh,
sprawled,

H0Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, “1ob's done it—""
B“Iiiﬁ per usuel!” grinned Johnny

Wik,

“The terrific ass!™ ¢jaculated Hurrce
Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Befter soo if he'e killed anybody!”
remarked NNugoent.

And the four juniors elambered over
the ridief to see what damage had been
done. Meanwhile, the man on the sand
had pitched Bob off, jumped to his foet,
and grasped the sprawling junior by
the back of the ner.-.lljn

With a swing of a very powerful arm,
he lifted Bob upright, and set him on
his feet, Then he shook him.

“Yon young ass!” he hooted,

“Ow 1" gasped Bob.

. "What the dickens do you mean hy
Jumping on me Y

“Wow! I didn't mean to jump on
vou!l” stuttered Bob, wriggling in the
sinewy grasp on his neck. *I didn't
00 VOu——'?

“Why didn't you look?”

M Never thought!" said Beb. * Sorry
if I huvl vou=—but it won’t make it anv
better to crack my spinal column, will
it? Would you mind letting go the
bock of my meck? 1 suppose you're
using your fingers, but it leels like a
pair of steel pincers.”

The man burst into a Jaugh, and
released him.

“I seem to know your vaiee,™ he
remarked. "I seom to remember, also,
that vou were always a thoughtless
young ass!™

“0Oh ! pasped Bob., He spun round
a3 the back of his neek was released,
and took a Jook at the man he had
crashod on,

He saw a rvather {all, lean
g clear-cut face, with wver
that had a gﬂml-hnmnuwdy
them,

“ My, Locke!™ pxclaimed Bob,

He knew that face at onco. Forrers
Liocke, the ecolebrated detective, was a
relative of Dir, Locke, the headmastor
of Greyiviars School, and the chums of
the Remove were very well acguninted
with luint,

“Forrerz Locke ! exclaimed Marrre
Whavton, as e cane plunging ever the
sand-ridge.

“The esteemed and absurd Locke
exclaimed Hueree Jamset Ram Singh.

“30 yon're all bere ! said Forrors
Locke, glancing with a smile at the
farcs of the Famons Five, " Holiday-
making, 1 suppo:e, and amupsing yvour-
soelves by jumping on tived oll fcllows

asz he

ﬁgur&, and
EON  O)0S
twinkle in

w‘hc:jcume down [or a dar’s quict by the
S,

“I sar, I'm awivily sorey, Mr,
Locke ! exciaimed Baby Cherry, 1
was an asz {o jump over without
looking——1’

“No harm done, fortunately,” said
Mr. Locke, smiliny. “You winded me
a litHe, but thar iz all I should
recommend o litkle  more  care,
however,”

“The lookfulness before the leapful-
ness 15 the eracked pifcher that goes
longest to the well, and saves a stitch
in fime, as  the English proverb
E:;maﬁrkﬁ:“ said Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh,

“Good old English proverh!"” grinned
Bob. “I say, Mr. Locke, it's jolly fo
run_into you here—not the way 1 did
it, I mean—"

“Ho, ha, ha!™
I megn, it's jolly to sez vou again,
gir i said Toh, " We're on a2 biking
tour, and putting in a day hero before
we push on to Merry Margate, Jolly
glad we stopped on, now,”

“The gladfulness iz terrific!” de-
clared the Nabob of Dhanipur, “It is
an absurd pleasure to gaze once more
upon- vour stately and ridiculous
countenance, estocioed. salub.™

Forrers Locke laughed. .
“I am_pglad to seo you again,” he
said, "“It's some lime since we met,

zn't it ! We—u"

“I sav, vou fellows——m

It was o fabt, familiar squeak.

“Oh  erumbs !’ exelaimed  DBaob,
“Bunter "

The juniors had forgotten Dunter!

Had they Leen lving on the sand
behind the ridege, according to plan,
the fat Owl would have roelled on with-
out seeing them. Bub as they wera
standing up, their head: and shoulders
wera in full view of Bunter's eyes, and
speetacles, a: e came rolling along
the beach. And he had spotted thom.

Lhe fat Owl came clambering over the
ridge.

“I zay. vou fellows, I've been looking
for you!' he Efuw.i:t:d, “I sav. it's
jolly lucky I'va found you, sin't it?7"

“Oh fearfully ' said Bob Cherry,

Ferrers Locke laughed, Perhaps he
guessed, on Bunter's arcival, why the

juniors had been in such  lhuceried
retreat.

Billy Bunter blinked at YWim.

“Is that Mr. Locke!™ he nasked.

“I'ancy mecting vou here, Mr. Lacke!

Is that chap Drake stll with vou? Big

of an asz. 1sn't he? T gay——="
“Shut up. Bunter )
“0Oh, really. Chorry—"

L]

“Blow  away, bluebettle ! gronted
Johnny Bull.

* Beast '™

Ferrera Locke looked af Lizs  wrist-

watch.

“T'm lunching at the Palin House,"™
ho said, “If you ronug fellows would
like to join me and have a falk over old
timps——" _

“Wes, rather!” =said Billy Dunter,
speaking fivst,

“What-ho ' zaid the I'amous ive,
with ane vores,

“Come along 1o hall an Lhiour, then,™
grid Ble, Tocke, and, with a cheery nod,
he walked away up the beagh.

“1 sav, vou fillows——"" Hilly Bunter
Liinked at the Fainon: Five.

“Come alonz and pet chanzed,” said
Ilarey.

‘T gave—

“ Bow-won

The Famou: ivs ent nwar to {heir
tmt 40 change,  Jully Banter blhinked
after  (heir  oisapeeariag forms  and
cjacnlated

¥ Boasts !

Tienn he reifed an ibe beacl in fhe




dircciion taken by the Daker Street de-
teelive,  IE was an unexpected meeting,
Lut quite a bhappy meeting for Bunter.
Buuter was not geing to be Icft oul of
ihat lunch,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Talks Too Much !

ERRERS LOCKE smiled—the
E kind of smile that gave his
elearout, impasszive faco a very
pleasant expression--as he sat ot
the festive board. _
Lt was but seldom that the busy Baker
Strect detective allowed himse!f even a
brief holiday. e had run down to
Vollestone that merning by an early
train for a da}' of restful quiet by the
gea.  'That restful quices had been rather
emphatically interrupted. Dot it was
plain thai My, Locko was very pleased
io meet his young friends fromy Grey-
friars Schoal, and Harry Wharton &
Co, were undoubtedly pleased to meet
the famous detective again. So it was
3 vory cheery parly that gathered to
huneh at a special table wndey the red-
siriped  awning of the Faln llouse
facing the sca.

Whether Mr, Locke was glad to sce
Billy Bunter was, perhaps, another
matter; wveither was Billy Buonter feap-
fully bucked at zccing Mr. Locke. But
ho was very glad to see the lunch, and
his fat face beamed over it

Tho fut Owl had, in fack, had a lean
itme sinee leaving Aluceolini'a Magnili-
cent Cireus the provious day. LThat
luneli ecame, to DBunter, like corn n
Egypt in tho lean yeara.

Aly, Locke had orderod that lunch
with special eare 1t was good and it
was ample. Bupley proceeded to spread
Linxzglf,

It was Bunfer's way, as o rule. to bag
the low's shure of the conversation, as
of everything clse, bat for a long time
Inis jaws were ton busy for talking; De
condenbod  himeciE with  bagoing  the
Bosi's share of 1w Il

FLe was not silent: a condmious e-
nar of muuching and grunchirg pro-
ceoded from him,  Bat he did not tailk,
which was a great velief,  The other
fellows Lind a chawes to speak, They
axked Ale. Loclo aboat (heir old pal,
Jack Drake, onve of the Greyleincs
Hemove, and now Uhe famons deléetive’s
assistant in Lendon,  Tiey talloed over
uld tunes, Luneh poassed oy pleasam by,

Nob ull Billy Boiter had loaded well
aver the Plimsoll liae did he wesgh in
with chinwag; but even Boanier sloewsl
down on the foodsuwts ol last, and then
Lis fat volce was heard.

“I zay, yvou fellowms, pass the stran
berres tlas way, Bel,  Bhove ovep the
ceeam, Nugeni., Pogar, fabeo 1 ozaw,
vou fellows, Jdid you huow 1°d lefe (i
vireus i

“"Bort of ruessed 4, 2= owe spw Lhe
daga kicking you out,” said Bob,

“Cheeky voller, you  Loow 7' zald
Bunter. “I'Il joliy well make bim =it
up for it Fve a jolly vood maamd o oo
Braele with o bebby ! b faney i woald
make that cheeky daco ook pretiy ik
if ¥ ik

Forrers ~rchrawsy
sliohily.
cirens,  Aale

ey L,
&

Lovka vassed Rals

*Buntev's been al oa
Taoacke,”  1larvry Wharion
“IheTs been (oing 4 bimn fheses oo

e World'z Dhieeeest Fater gl e
Toridest Porpoiee Bver U7 said B

“*1ia, o, Lia?®?

My, don’t tallt ver DY o=aidd Dnoder
“Ihouns jodly well wetieey of e bl
AMr. Lecloes Tae beew o reoaelar =tpe or
Murcodint’™s Cirena,  Peoplo ponnen poiles
il woiles fo con b e Levn vad g
A tremmneriddgus (e 2 codhids ries 0 eronads,

EVERY SATURDAY

roars
Eeaw.’

“And the joll
with 17 grinned Jobnny Bull,

“The bootfulnezz was  terrific,”
chuckled Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, if that dago thinks he’s done
with me, he's jolly well mistaken!™
said Bunter, “I"Jll make him squirm i

“ Muceolini’s Cireus,” said Mr. Locke,
with a cuarious slance at the fat Owl.
“I think I have zcen the Dbills about; it
ts at Folkestona now.”

“¥es; on a pitch up the Canferbury
Road,” zaid Bob. *“Jolly good show, if
yau wanted to zee a cirens, Ay, Locke:
ne end of attractions, though they've
lost Bunter-—"»

of applause—and all iiat, vou

old boot to wid ap

“They jolly well haven't!® said
Bunter. “I'tn going back I”
“Look out for Alucky's boetl™

chuckled Dob.

“Oh, he'll bo all right when he's
cooled down 1” zald Bunter, “ Bet vou
he's in a funk by ihia time. Thoso
dapees have fearful tempera: but they
haven't any pluck, vou kuow, I'll bet
you Mucky's expecting every minute lo
be tapped on the shoulder by a hobhy.”

“Don't talk that rot now, Bunter!™
said Harey Wharion hastily.

“{th, really, Wharton! The fact i
you lellows, 'in a bit uncertein,® salc
the fat Owl. **That dago was in such
a feariul temiper yestorday, that 1I—I
thought I'd better keep clear for a bit.
It's a bit beneath o Public zehool man’s
dignity to enter into & row with a circus
man. DBut now he's had time to think
it over I'Hl beb he knows that he jolly
well can't atford to guarrel with me,
considering what I knuow.”

*Bhuet up, ass1* breatbed Dob,

The Famous Five weore {eeling ex-
tremely uneomfortable.

Knowing Butter as they did, and his
tmpeueirable  obtoseness,  they  couhd
nrake very wide allowanees for tho fab
and faivous Owl, but they could hardly
iaagine what mizht be ihe clfect of
these pecdline revelutions on Me. Locke,

Ead DBunfer vealiscd that the part he
hiad  beon pluf_.-lng at the Mapnilicent
Cireus was that of an  wmserupulous
young rascal, no doubt he would havo
Lakerr the lunt and shat wp.

Buk Bunter was very far from realis-
mr that.

Pt porlectly satislied with Limsolf
andd his Live of condoet, Dnnter saw nwo
rou-on for sholting up. Maoreover,
sipitinge wp wag nob bis long suit.  lle
ettt oy, verearilless,

“Ti's a bie anlkward, you see. To Lell
ot fellows the truth, P o bit short of
Y, I hal to pon up atb quile o
vhean place inen mighioenot my style at
ib=anel, you'd handly believe if, bat
shew matede me pay o advance, beeanse
I Vs’ s ooy beeeange, It leEl ine =tony,”

“AWhas 2 mew expecionee for you!™
siedise] Dol

“Phe naen [elig-a
Lerprhe?

“hat’s awhy T was lookinge for vou
Feoblew o™ paplataed Deaber. 1 Kaow
sonial Feried a0 pal oo Tew poulds (o e
et fhmigh”?
aain B

must have Leen

stggmrealed  Jalimny

gt '
g '1!1'::'."'1-

Fatl

UM oeerrEe, 1T modtp back? o =aund
Panter. I =lal=—dain T don’h waut
fey Ewr finoo Dooaew, I—1'd vather sive

thict Jdaza ane to think B ooved i
oty well how s that he's pot o Loe 1l
Goay, of cvaeses Bl I'dovatler give
P fine 1o mel cenl, Bea ™

fvichonily Banter was in oo slale af
r_lr-u'll._*.,

Fle dend e, BB appeared, done "-'a'lil;L

o Alpenifieent irensy b v going
Pack, Dt e wanded 40 be qsie, quile
wore il Sheor Mpeeoslind was o
piere regsotalde oo before e went,

23

Fle liad not dared Ba turn up araisn
the previous day; he scemwd ruther
dubiovs abowt turmng up even afier Ui
laprse of tweniy-four honrs.

le could not Lielp feeling thal, =flere
ihat outhreak of ferovious tempwr un
the signor's part, it wos judicivus fo
stoor clear for o time,

At the smne time he was shoet of cash,
and no fellow conld live gn air—cepec
ally Bunter,

ij-“f"!f 16 was quite a dillicult posiiion,

“You sec how it is, you fellows" Lo
wend on, blinking ot the Fawovs Five
soviously through his bipg  spectachos,
“T'd eather give the brule a rest for o
'L'!}’ or two. He's bound 1o cone T,
of course; bub with such a savage.
temperved heast o fellow ean't be ton
careful. You see that? With o fvw
prout iz —=*?

: “¥Yeou're boring AMre. Locke witli vour
stlly vot,™ said Bﬁb. )

“Ohb, veally, Cherry—-»

“Not at all " enid Mr. Locke. *0n
the other hand, I am qnilu iiteresied.
Dow’t mind mwe, Buntepe®

Bunter didn’t.

“OF course,” he went on sagely, “if
I walked into the civeus, taking o bobby
with me, Mucky would fatrly erinee.
That would bring himm reund in no v,
But I should have to explain to the
bobby. That's the diificuliy.”

Hoavey Whavton & Co, handly dared
to surmise what Mre, Locke might tisink
af this,

Whatever he thenght of i, his faco
Eavae noe =ign.

e was regarding Bunier with o faint
smile, that was all.

Bunter did not heed him: he was [on
deeply interested in his own alaivs and
hizs own peculiar dillicullics fo boiler
aboit, AMle. Locke, or what Mo lowhn
might be thinking  Bunter's alfaivs, of
course, wore the most urgent malier in
the wmiverse, 1f mot the only wescar
matier.

O e whole,” said Bunder, 1 faney
I'd betler give lum Limte to cool dovn;
ard T pretiy cerlain el ba joliv
wmlagd fo o =oe me when | opo bwels 0F T
doent dake o bobby willy e, Whae oo
yon fellows think "

“I think we'd hetter give sos donae
more of what that dago wave vou
vestordar, vou Lurbling owl!™” growied
Jobuoy Bull

“ETm llessed of T know whal voen enn
b thinking aboul ilns, BMr, fuw ke’
~afd Harry Wharton, with a vory eed
face. “DBut I suppose youw've liced
thas Bunter i3 a born idiot——*

“Oh, veally, Wharton—"

“He's been sticking alb Aol s
Clirens D™ explained Havey, e fazieies
e s foand ouf sometlnng  abont
Aaecaiint which makes the man ofea’d
to kwk hum out, Il really el
undoerstand that e 13 a fat vaccal o
tpade on ot 1f there's really onvilinog
i it. That's the sort of brain Lie's gei™

Fevrers Looke smaled.

“ I quite understand P he sabd,

“Aomd there ean’t be anviline n
citber., heeanso the man actualle G5
kiele hun out yesterday ! added e
captain of the Remove. I bessn 1o
think there musk be, as Muoceoling pod
up wilh him so long=—but yesterday e
Louted Wiin out of the cirens™

*11e was in a fearful lewmper yoo'er-
day, ™ sqid Thunter., T thinl somnti s
mit=b frave happened up ab Hawiance
fo annay hime o came back seowing
the g depan in i pantoname,.”™

* Al jolly well booted yor, as: vay
Jully well deserved 1P osaid Tobn = Now
ving off and give us a vest.” _

“Well, if yon [ellews are ton oy
mean do lend a pal o few pomeds i

Tug Macxer bapuavv.-—-XNo, 1,468
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carry om for & day or two, T shall s‘gln
back this afterncon!” said Bunter, f
Alueliy cuts up rusty again, I'll send a
bobby to seo him next.”

“Fathead 1™

“Well, I know what I know !™ said
Bunter. “T've let him off cut ol sheer
rood-nature so long as he toed the line.
But if he's g‘cin% to keep this up, I'm
done with hon,  Still, T faney 1t will be
all'right, He can’t get out of it that I
=aw him with the camera.”

“The eamera ! repeated Dob., © Y o
weren't up at Hawkinge yesterday.”
“Tht Did he have a camera with
him vesterday 7" asked Bunter. *He,
Io, he! He would, of course—ihera's
an alr camp there, 've heard.”
Bunter chuockled.

“People can take ghumgraphs thero
if they Like, fathead 1 said Bob Cherry,
with a blank stare at the chuckling Owl.

“That depends!” grinned Bunter.
“There's some things about the air
camps that mustn’t be taken! Ile was
jolly careful to keep 1t dark at Wap-
ghot, 1 know that! He, he, he 1"

Fervers Locke's look for a moment
lrecame very intent.

H¥Yau'll jolly well see!” wont aon
Dunter, “I don't believe in being hard
on an ignorant forcigner, who doesn’s
know how to behave himself in a
eivilized eountry, Mussolini kicks them
into behaving themselves in Italy; and
wiien they get into s country where
thev're not kicked, they den't behavel
That's how it ia. I'm willing to go
easy with Bucky, if he gels it into his
head that one geod turn deserves
another. Dut I'm pot baving any more
cheek from him.”

Eilly Bunter rose to his feel.

“1 must say vou're mean,”™ lie samd.
" After all I've done for you at Grey-
friarz, a few pounds wouldn't hurt you.
T.ook here, who's poing to lend nic a
taxi farci”

“Taohoe answers
Johmny Bull,

“Y say, you [ellows, don't be so0
Lonstly stingy ' urged Bunter. “I can
do it on half-a-crown IV

Harry Wharton produced o half-
crown. It was worth a larger suin than
that to say farewell to William (eorge
Bunter,

“T'Il sottle this next torm at {irey-
friavs,"” sald Bunter. * Remind me, 1
might forget it.” .

“The mightfulpess i3 termfic !

“Thanks for the lunch, Mr, Locke,™
=atd Bunter. “If you like to drop in
and see me some day at Bunter Counrt,
I'll stand wyou a belter one. You
follows can go and eat cokel I'm fod-
upr with you ¥

Bunter rolled awarw,

When he was gone the Famous Five
rather uneasily cxpected Mr. Locke to
nmake some reference to hiz peculiar
revelations. But Ferrers Locke seemed
te have forgotten DBunter's chatter,
mach to their relief.

Bunter had borrowed that taxi-fare
to return to Muccolini's Magnificent
Circus. The chums of the Remove had
litile doubt that when he arrived there
the Italian would kick him out again.

But if the Italian did not, it cortainle
would ook as if there was * something ?
in the fat Owl's held over the dago.
The juniors could not help thinking so.

And, although Ferrers Locke =aid
nothing, and his face expressed nothing,
it was' probable that the Daker Street
doetective alio was thinking go !
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Horace Enows How !

OTTER and Greene jumped ouk
? of the car with cheerful faces.
~ They had

_ 1o the car.

Never, cince they had started on that
holiday motering tour with Horace
Coker, had they enjoyed a day so much.

That was explained by the circum-
stance that Horace Coker had stayed
indoors that day.

From: early morn till dewy eve his
pals had been deprived of the pleasure
of his company.

Ilence their cheerful faces.

Horace Coker was not the fellow to
care much what people thought, or
whether thﬂg thought at all. But, with
twe lovely black cyes, even Coker was
not enxious to display himself to the
public gaze.

For once, Coker of the Tifth was
nnderstudying the shy viclet and seek-
ing seclusion,

After his wild adventures at the
hMagnificent Circus, Coker had been got
away in the car. e had been feeling
altogether too wsed up for further heckic
adventures. Ho had no doubt that he
could handle that checky dago Mucco-
lini. But it was borne in, even on
Coker’s mind, that he could not handle
Marco, and Samson, and the rest of the
circus company, in addition.

had a ripping day

Unwillingly, but reatly fo  his
friends’ relief. Horace had allowed him-
self to be got away n the car. Two

black eyes, a swollen nose, and a col-
lection of bruises seemed enough for
even Coker to go on with.

Those adornments made rather a
change in his plans. Coker, who was
stulfed with money, had intended to
put up at the biggest and mosk
magniflicent hotel in Folkestone regard-
less of expensze. Potter and Greene had
expected it—it was this sort of thing
fthat made Coker’s friendship tolerable,
Bub with two eves gs black as the ace of
spades and & nose as red a3 a ripe
strawberry, Coker waz dizsinclined to
display himself at the Hotel Magnifico
or the Hotel Superbo or the Hotel
Tremendo! So they had sought a guiet
little hostelry, in a quiet little street,
where Coker's extraordinary  adorn-
ments did not fail to atfract atten-
tion, bui atiracted much less than at &
mora crowded and fashionable resort.

Coker went to bed that night in a
gloomy mood. He turned out in the
morning still gloomy.

I1e, Horace Coker of tha Fifth Form
at Grreyiriars. had had his eve blacked
Ly a cheeky dape. That was cnough to
make the skies fazll., But in addition
to that he had collected another black
evye in the search for just vengeance.
And vengeance had been denied him.
The dage, still unthrashed, was no
donbt snipgering at Coker. That was
the unkindest cat of all.

No wonder Coker was gloomy.

Potter and Greene wera sympathetie,
They carcfully refrained from mention-
ing that Ccker had asked for it. Very
carefully they kept aecret their opinion
fhat he deserved it and a litble move,
and then some.

Coker told them curtly that he wasn't
going out that dayv. They could have
the car if they liked. DBut he was not
going te display two black eyes and o
crimson beak to o lot of gaping holiday
trippers.  They would have to get on
{lie best they could that day without
Coker.

Potter and GCreene bore
fortitude.

They had a day out in the car: whila

it with

Coker nursed his black eye: and his
gloomy thoughts.

They looked guite merry and bright
when they came beck in the sunset. It
bad been a ripping day. There wat
enly enc fly in the cintment. They had
to seo Coker again when they came
back, That was inevitable.

Ther walked into the hotel; and
found further good mews. Coker was
dinirg in his room. He was still
understudying the shy vielet. Potter
and Greene had quite & nice dinner on
their own, Then they debated whether
they had better go up and sca Coker
or ¢drop infto a cinema first. It was an
undoubted fact that the cinema wes
more attractive than Coker—especially
in his present dark snd pessimistio

mond.,

The cinema won the day. It hap-
pened to be quite & good picture; and
they stayed till the finish.

hen they walked back to the hotel,
it was very near bed-time. They felt
pecrhaps, a little compunetion. 1t wa
50 nice to miss Coker that they really
¢ould nob blame themselves; but they
folt that they had perhaps overdone 1%
a little. ;

“Better drop in and see Black-eyed
Susan before we go to roost ! said
Potter.

(Greene agreed that they had better.

They went to Coker’s room. After
all, they had had a ripping day; and it
was only friendly to let Coker jaw for
an hour or so before they went to bed.

He blinked ot them as they came 1n,
IHis eyes blinked and blinked snd
blinked. ‘They were as dark as ever—if
nob & little darker. Tlis nose was still
like & beacon. His brows were kmitled.

“ Feeling better, old chap?” asked
Potter.

“MNol!” answered Coker coldly.

“'Hem! I say—"hem——*

“I've gobt something to tell yon
chaps® said Coker. *I've been think-
g out my plans, and I've decided
what to do. Now you've comne 1in—"

“You see, wWo—wWo——"

“Now youwve come in, I'll tel]l you.
I'm glad you've dropped in before
poing to bed!” added Coker, with a
touch of sarcasm. “It's saved me the
trouble of rooting you out of bedI"

Potter and Greene werc glad they
had drvopped in. Dvideutly, even if
they had gone straight to bed, there
would have been no escape from
Coler’s jaw. No doubt Horanee hod a
lot of unuttered conversation bottled
up, A% it wore, after that lonr day on
lus lonely own, i

I'otter gave a surrcptitions glance at
the clock on the mantelpicce. Grecne
let his eyves fall easually on his w rist-
waktch. Bub they knew that they had
to have ik

“That dago” resumed Coker—" that
dagoe thinks he's done with me, Ile's
blacked my eye, and 1 got the other
one blacked in the row at the eireus—
I think some clumsy ass jawmed an
elbow into it—anvhow, there it 15! I
I'I:E."li'{:l" thrashed the dage. I'm pgoing
to 1”

“I—I'd give it & misz, old chap!¥
said Potter anxiounsly. “Ile—he’s not
really worth it."

“ Boneath your
Greenc.

“Don’t jaw!" said Coker irritably.
“Do listen to a chap, and keep vour
chins quiet for a minute! I'm going
to thrash that cheeky rotber, !'-ﬁmcu-
lini, of course! That goes without say-
ing. I can hardly let him black my
eycs and get away with it. Ee's geb
it coming !

Dotter and Greene exchanped a hopes

notice '™ enid
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“* Throw him out 1 ** shriekad

sirong man grasped him on thailigh?er side.

leas glance. If Coker wasn't satisfied
with two black eyes, a skrawberry
nose, & cauliffower ear, and a list of
other damages, they could not hel
thinking that he was gr Still,
they knew the [futility of argument
with old Horace. :

“Well, if vou're fixed on old
chap—"" sighed Potier,

“It's as fixed and settled as the laws
of tho swedes and nasturtioms!”
apswered Caoleer icil%—passihly MeAL-
in;; the Medes and Persians|

"The—the what—the—the who——
Oh! Yes!” gasped Potter. “I—I see!
Well, old chap, I darve say you Enow
best——"

*T suppose there can’'t be much
doubt about that™ =aid Coker,
staring. " Don’t be an ass, Potter!”

“Ohl Yes! Quite! Well, then, if
vou'ro going. on the jolly old war-
path to-norrow, we'll have a look at
Dover while you're gong—»"

it,

“I'm not FOIRg to-morraw,™
answered Coker calmly. “I'n going
t.@néght e

“Tut-tut-to-night I** stuttered Greene.

“Yes—about midmght 1"

Totter and Cireene gazed at him.

“They'll &ll be in bed and fast
asleep, then ™ said Toiter.

“That's why ¥ seid Coker.

His friends could only gaze. Well
aa they knew old Horace, he was
always surprising them. Now he iad
surpriscd them once moro.

“Yon—you don’t mean old
chap 1" gasped Potter at last,

“1 generally mean what I say " said
Coker. “I told you I'd been thinking
this out! I went there rosterday to
thrash the dagoe. What did he Jdo?¥
Skulked behind a lot of rough
Blighters, whoe handled me and turind
ma ont! If I went agan toanorvow it
would happen apain. VWhat would be

it,

EVERY SATURDAY

e, 1. M

Jr'éﬂ'Hll’I!I!-!I!H!I.’I_’-t--f =)
I It g i ._-. i = v o

4

¢
s
or Muccolinl, The giant lon-tamer grasped Horace Coker on one side, and the circus

to escort him to the gate.

the good of that? I've got to get il
dago on his own, when there mn't o
crowd of hooligans round to help him.
A night attack, sce?™

“A—a—a might attack!”
Greene. “0Oh, ye gods !

“YWhen they’re all in  bed,” =aid

gurgled

Coker, with great ecalmness, “thoy
can't set on me in o mob. You see
that 7

“Oh! Aht Yes! DBut——"

“I get in the dago’s van! T hook
him out, and mop him up, before the
whole crew can turnm out!  That's
strategy 1 explained Coker.  “ When
the odds are too heavy, a fellow has
to use strategy. It won't take me long
to whop that greasy dago!”

“ But—but—but—Coker, ald man!”
gasped Potter. “ You'll get run in—youn
—you really can't do these things, you
Enow [V

“1f a policeman dropped on you—"
urged Greeno,

*“Hardly likely, in a ficld a mile out
of the town,” said Coker. “Nob ihat
I should let a policeman interfore with
me! I shouldn’t hke to hit a police-
man, of course; but if it was neces-
sary, of eourse, T should,”

“Oh crikey I’ saud Puatter foebly.

And Greens Igﬂspﬂd. They ecould
only hope that Ilorace would net hind
it necessary to hit a policeman! 1lit-
ting policomen was an  awlolly
dangerous amusemoent.

“That's the plan of campaign 1™ saud
Coker.

Clearly, he had thought it all
and had 1t all eut and dried.

“Well,” said Potter, “if you're
roing to play the giddy ox, old man,
I can't stop you! Time we gobl off to
bed, Greenoy.”

#No good lurning 1" said Coker.

ot

Coker put up a desperate resistance, and even in so many hands it was not easy

“¥ou'd have to turm oub again ab
eleven,™

“Ih 1

“We stark at cleven 1

“We do?"’ gasped Grecne,

It dawned on Coker’'s chums
they were in thisl

“T shall want you, of course,™ sail
Coker. I an:{ of the ather blightors
turn out while I'm thrashing the dago,
vou can keep them off till I'm finizshecd
with him. don’t mean that yoo'il
be & lot of use. Wou won't he! DBus
vou'll be better than nothing i

Potter and Greene did not go Lo o,
For the next hour they telked o Cokor.
An hour of solid arguoment had ss
much effect on Coker as the dripping of
water on a granite rock,  Uolker's
resolve was as fixed and immutable as
ithe laws of the Medes and Porsianr—
or, as he preferred to put it—tie
swedes and nasturtivms|  Coker was
not to be moved. He was going—ani
Potier and Greene were going with
him. And that was that |

ihat

|

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Eunter Comes Back !

sty M !" said Tippity Tip.

E Mr. Tip si}aﬁcﬁ, :

"Im 1" he repeated.

The Wheeze-wangler oof
Muccolim'’s Magnificont Circus slarved
at the fat fipure that alighted from a
laxicab at the gate,

After Billy Bunter’s exit from itha
cirens the previous day, at the el of
Signor Muccolini’s boot, Mr. Tip haid
not expected to seo hilm again,

Mohady at the cirens, except porliaps
the signor, expected to seo him again.

Mobody was  surprised  that  che

Tiue Macxer LiBmAnT.—N0. 1,455
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signae had  kicked him  out. They
wers olify surprised that the signor
el not kieked liim out before. Maving
berent Kiched out, it was a nalural sup-
pesiiion that lwe wouald stay kicked our.

Lt lweye be was!

"rue, Billy Bunter did not roll in at
the wrate with his acenstomed alr of seli-
nnporiance. e did not seem so fuli
eof Lemitice a2 of old, He blinked round
i wadtchfully  through hiz g
a1seed acles, .

Mootting  the staring  clown, Bunicr
iolhend bowards him,

“Aiucky I he asked.

“uo oveuw've ecome back ! said  Ar
Pip. =My eye!  Yes, Mucky's in—
amd T dessay he'll boot you out agiv, if
wnai axle for it !

“1d hke to zee him do
Dunier defiantly. )

“Well, you will P said Tippity. with
a i, “The bess has been like a
e with a sore head to-day.  There
aih’t & man in the show that he abv'c
il ragged. I you'll take a tip frem
e, von il o while the going’s good 7

“Whore 12 et snorted Bunder.

ik 2" gaid

“In his  van, jest  at  preseet’”
wriened Tippity.  “Tight on, fativ, if
vz wiand o ask for i

Billy Bunier rolled oo

He headed for the circus-masierz
V. Bt though  Bunder rolled
towandz that van, he did net. like Ler
in the pacin. roll rapidly, lle was in
raitier o worrving sfato of doubl.

Tie lapse of twenty-four howrs L
aiven the dago plenty of time o ealia
dnnn and realise that he  could not
alfornd to guarrel with Bunier. On e
otiwer Dand, if he was in a beastly
fenener, he noeht again forget the die-
tates of prudence, and repeat the per-
foraanee of (he previovs day. DBunter
~ti1i  had some  reminiseent  iwihges
from that performance. Ile did el
want o be kicked asain, Very mouch
itdeerd e didn’t, e was going 1o
rive Aueky anciber chance—but L was
ol sure that Mucky was 10 a sull-
civntly reasonable frame of mund in
panke e most of that chance. It was
gratte an wnecomfortable state of donit
fior tise fat Owl to be in,

Avrived at  the caravan, {he
jnnior spotted Signor Muceoling,
1ing on tite ottorman within, smoking
one of his bBig blaek eigars.

The signor spotted him al the saes
motnent. 'The black, bilter scowl luad
carse over his swarthy face was wm
Fofaitring, _

“Veil!” muttered the Ttatiaz,
“Furfaniet You bave come back!”

1. rose from the ottoman,  Lilie
Praer bhacked away a pace or fwe, his
Vil round eves very wary throngh lis
bz round spectacles

Uile too plainly the Ttalian's zeaul.
e lape tq-]nll what he would have likad
po b T e started doing it Dundes
vas ready for instant flaght, A, ‘T,
fron a liutle distanece, looked on, mei
Ile cxpected to sec the sieone
Zene froan the van and begin wita his
Baenlsl .

Totend of which, the Malan, wilh an
eifisd, eontrolled bz savage demper
Yo pruil was that Moccolmt wus ro-
Vool to see the fat Owl apain,  Lle
Toadd Lieon, as Tippity said, like a bear
withy o sore Imm? all that dav. Int
4 tiat was

fat
Bibs

Jl.l"."
s

Fipgpvity did ot koow that
bovatiee he deeaded what Dunter miznt
have sald and deone. 1o chuad  disve.
garded prudence 1o his oullburst of fury:
b veflection had followed, and the man

-_— e —
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with a guiliv seeret had passed a night
and a day of uncasy apprehension.

Bunter blinked at hun warily.

“Yo¢s, I've come back, Mucky!" he
said. “You don't deserve it, but I'mi
giving vou another chance! 1 can jolly
well tell you 1 went straight to the
poliee station yesterday——'

“Dio mio ¥

Stgnor Muecolini alinest staggered,
He put a dusky hand on the doorway of
thie van to steady himself. His swarthy
face for a moment was ghastly. Dor
that moment utier terror was wrilicn
faero.

“ You—yrou—>" Iliz voice was husky.

Bunter grinned.

If he had donbted before, he was con-
fident now. Indeed, Lut for his fat
obtuseness, Bunter must have realised at
that morment that ihe siener’s secret was
darvker and wore dangerous than he had
dreamed,

*But I didn't go in,” added DBunter
reassnringly,

“0h 17 paspad the slonar.

“I hind a jollx gan mind fo ¥ said
Bunter. “And 1 jolly well will if you
plavy any mere of vour rotlen fricks

see? Il go, if yveu like! Do you want
e t?’:"“ o
“No "™ panted Muoecolini.

“If youre glad to sce e back—"
purzned Bunter vietodiously.
LTl ‘h-‘“": LEF]

ves ! _
“Tihat's betler ! said the fat Owl.
“1 don't want ta be hard on yon,
Mucky., I konow vou rotten forcigners

are like wildeats, awd don't know how
to beliave vourzelves ! DBut, mind, no
winre of ip ¥
Bunter waved a warning [ad
El'l.;{i_*!r al 1he sicagr,
“1'i t:l'-'v:'inc.n{f;_ s

fore-

this once ™ he said
unprossively. Y Any mere of 1t and
T done with vou! Geot that ™

Siguoer Maceolind choked, Iis danger,
if fus secret was befraved, was greater
than Luenter dreamed of sunnising, for
thie fat (i had po perception of the
real uatire of the Tiahan's secret,  Ihut
e could searveely keep lns swavthy
Lhands off {ue unpedent fat Owl, all the
SRINC.

However, he confrived to do so. He
had bad cne narrow escape, owing to
Lhis autbrenk of Tvrions temper. All that
day e had beeaw in dread of a vieit
of paguirs from o oman in umiforn. e
did ol want to go theough that again.

Lot that U7 repeated Bunter, ratzsing
Biie voire and speaking in guile a bually-
iz tonc.

MHe wa: Dursiing with conflidence now,

el o#51t YWes '™ bpeathed  Pignor
Meceolin, tn cheking aceents, 1 --1—<]
!n:.r‘ iy fenspeer ! 11 ogs over! Forges
il f

“Well, T'H averlook 31 sabd Bonder
Lafreies 1 don's expeet o dago to know
Ligw 1o Lebave huwaelf, o Pvo osoud
Pract bed 3ooecur again, bhat’s afl "

The strnor ansped,

“And now,” wenl on BRanler, ® vou
secmn 1o nave hopged iy ovan widie e

been awaz i e not baving that ! Gel
Ll .uf 1 il rts v ;
Sirnor Moceelind looked ar him, The

rara in hiz gleamnivg black exes mgie
bBave alarmed a fellow less obduse and
self-satishied than Billy Bunter.

Bt the cheeriul fat Owl waz quil:u
inaifferent to his temper.

e had the dago where Le wanted
him, awd he was jolly well going to
ke hun toe the hine! lle was going
io make it quite elear that he was not
standing any more check or any more
nonsense,  Bunter had the whip-hand,
and he was the fellow to use it without
limit.

T I ————
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“Do vou hear me ™ Bunter’s bullying
voice reached the ears of the staring.
wondering Mr. Tip. “I've told you te
get out of my van! Are yvou getiing
out of it or not ¥ o

Choking, Bignor Muccolini descendad
from the van. He stood leoking at
Bunter with burning eves for a moment
of two, and then turned and walked
hurriedly away.

Billy Banter ehuckled,

“Well, my eye!” sald Tippity Tip.
He stared afier the signor as lie wens,
and then gazed at Billy Bunter. My
only "at ¥ )

Lippity went away in a state of dizry
astonisinnent.  Lvidently, Bunter was
not going to be kicked out again. That
was quite clear.

“Wrig,” said Mr. Tip te his friend;
the eontortionist, *that Bladder of lard
has blowed in again !

“Neek I snid Wriggles. “The boss'l
Loot him out as soon as hie sees him 1"

“Guess again ™ said Tippity, “He's
got the bos=" van ag'in, and the boss
15 letting him get by with it. I'm
asking vou, old feller, what does it
nican ¥

* Ask me ancther ™ sald Wriggles.

They were not the only oues sur-
prized. Maveos jumped when he saw
Billy Bunter strolling round the ecircus
field, with a [at, contented grin.

*You here® exclaimed the king of
the liong, starving at him. * You young

asz ] You'd better clear before Duclky
Bees you I :
“LEht lle's seen mee ! said Bunler,

“And hasn't booled you out ¥

“1'd like to see himt do it I sneered
Bunter.

e rolled on, leaving the lion-tamer
skaring. Hamszon stered al himm; Zara
starcd ; every member of the circus com.
pany who sow him wondered,

Bunter did not mind. In fact, he
rather enjoved the sensation cauwsed by
Liz unexpected refurn to the eirens,

e strolled about the camp, fat and
self-satizfied, the eynosure of all eyes.

Bunter turned in that nighl m the
signor's van—Dunter's again now ! 1le
felt ratier like the king coming into his
oWl Again.

Ch the morrow hie was going to begin
his new side-show stunt; and of Tippity
Tip raised any more objections. he wa-
jolly well going o teli] the signor b
sack Tipt.ri.t}', and jolly well poing in
sce thal he did it, teo. Do that polat
his fat 1eind was firmly made up.

Be, in a cheery andd contenied frame
of mind, the fat Owl laid his fat head
on iz pillew ond slept—and  snored.
And if e dreained, he cerfamnly did not
dream of Colier of the Fifth. or of what
was scheduled to happen to the cecupant
of Siznor Muccolinit's van that might.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Over!

i O R, old man 2
6 “ron't jaw M
“Vor the love of Alige—"

Yekaut up Y

Lhree fixvres, in the shilly night, had
stapped T the gale of the clecus feld
on i L'::::H*:'i.u:ri,' road. )

Coker liad parked his car at a litfle
distanee !'uu:ufl a corner in a dark lane.
They walked tie last gquarier of a mile.
Coker didd not want to rish giving the
alarin. e was still betog stralegun-

Lookinge over the zate, Colicr survered
the cireus eamp. ‘

All was dark and silent

The perferinance was long over; the
crowds were gone; circus fent and side-

= o i A . S E— Y = e wmre

Frinted an tireal Britain and published cvery Saturday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamaated Press, Lid., The Fleetway leuse, Farriogpdun 8iveel,

LS S

j BT T BT
Luel.

_.|'|.r|'.'r-|'-l:.551-n:|;':|'|.l il 1 Tha F':I-H-!wu.y Haoude, Farringdon Siioek,
Ciwsrripiion rates: Jwland wod Abrewt, Lla, per annnwmg Ss, Gl

Loailen,
fur aix montia,

g, Begistered fof teansmizsion
y Bole Arenin for Austrabin Ancl WeWw Zealand o Meabrd.

by Oanadian WMacarino

LGordon & Goted, Lod., awd for South Africa: Coatral Xews Ageocy, Lid — Sayurday, Augnst 22od, 1926,



shows weore shut down: in van and tent,
the ecircus company slept peacefully
after & day’s work. Not a single light
burned anywhere in the camp.

ere was a gleam of moonlight—not
too much, but enough to make the visi-
bility fairly good. All scemed to favour
Coker. Surveying the scene with a
strategic eve, Coker was satisfied,

Potter and Greene were not. Unwill-
ingly, on the very verge of rebellion,
they had let Coker drag them on the
warpath. But they were very nearly
at 15;& limit of endurance.

While Coker looked at the camp, they
looked at Coker. They were consider-
ing whether fo selze %uker, bang his
head on the gate, and leave him to it.

It was an atiractive idea. It was s0
attractive that they ecould hardly resist
it. Banging Coker’s head hard would
have made them happy.

But—there was & “but.” After bang-
ing Coker's head, and leaving him to
caTry on on his own, they could hardly
continue that motoring trip with old
Horace, And it was not, after sll, a
bad trip in Coker's car, with Coker
focting the bills. In fact, the only draw-
back to it was Coker!

They did not bang Coker's head.
They suppressed their feelings and
waited.

Coker, after a carveful strategic survey,
turned to them, unconscious of the
narrow escape of his napper.

“ AN serene !™ he said., “Fast asleep,
the whole crew | But don't make & row.

Come on t*
Coker pushed at the gate. It did not
Stll it did

open. He pushed harvder.
not opot.

“Blow the thing 1" breathed Coker.
“This blessed gate is jammed or some-
thing ! Help me push it open "
M ﬁlf:t—wHI began Potter,
“Don't jaw ! Push!”

“But it's locked ! hissed Potter.
“Oh i"” said Coker.
“"Can't you seg——"
“I'm not blind, Potter !

Don't jaw!
Jaw, jaw, !'jaw 1* said Coker.

He climbed over the gate. Slowly,
uuwillintgl:.?. Potter and Greene clam-
bered after him.

Coker led the way.

There was no difficulty about that.
The gaudily painted van that belonged
to Signor Muccolini was easily to be
spen, Its gaudy peint shone in the
gleam of the moon.

It stood a little apart from all other
vehicles.  That circumstance favoured
Coker. In fact, everything seemed to

be going his wav. Not even a dog
barked a¥ Coker hended that night
attack.

Near the big wvan,
back at his followere.
be lingering.

“Buck up!" snapped Coker.
on; and den’t make a row!”

“Wiw's making & row?”
Creene. ‘

“Well, don't!
jaw 1" )

Coker stepped on again, stumbled
over an unnoticed irregularity in the
hilly ground, and came down with a
bump.

“(oocch I velped Coker,

Then a dog barked somewhere,

“ Ow "' gasped Coler.

“Row-wow ! replied from afar.

“Well, vou've done it mnow,” said
Polter. " Better cut, olid chap. Better
pat it off for to-night.” :

“Much better,” breathed Greene.

Cokor serambled u?i Ee %mna his
{aint-hearted comrades a glare of
scorn, and did not even deign to reply
to their suggestion of putting 1% off.
Alarmy, or no alarm, Coker was carry-
Ing ol

Coker glanced
They scemed lo

“Comae
snapped

Come on; amd dan’t

LR
!
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But, to the disappointment of Pofter
and Greene, there was no alarm. The
dog barked several times, answercd by

other dogs at various distances—as 15

the way of the canine species. No
doubt a chain of barking had hbeen
started, extending farther and farther
in the night, like the ripples on a
siream when a stone is dropped in,
But it ceased in the ecireus camp: and,
there, to Coker's satisfaction, all was
silent apgain.

He reached Signor Mueccolint’s van.

“Mow, you men, stand ready, and
keep wyour eves open!” ha whispered.
e £ an;bud}' turns out, keep lum off
while I'm handling the dage. I'll have
him out of that van in a pffy!"

Coker trod up the steps to the door
of the van.

Fotter and Greene, sz bidden, kept
their eyes open. They kept them, in
fact, very wide open. But it was not
with the mmtention of serapping with
circus men, if they turned out at the
alarm. It was with the intention of
holting immediately from the spot if
they sighted a foe. Night attacks, and
desperate affrays in the zmall hours,
with the lingering possibility of get-
g “run in,” had no appeal whatever
for Potter and Greene.

Unaware of that, Coker groped over
the caravan door. He turned the
handle: he pushed. But the deor did
naot apen. Caoker realised that it was
locked inside. He breathed hard, and
stepped down., A snore followed him.

“The rotter's locked himself in ! he
whispeted.

“That Iet's us out, then,” =sail Potter.
“We can’t break in the door™

*There's a window,” said Coker.

“Oh erikey !

Cokey trod round to the caravan
window. On a warm August night, he
rather expected that it might be open,

But it was shut. It svas not only
shut, but it was fastened. and eovered
by a blind. Even had it been open,
it was rather a small aperfure for
Coker’s bulky form. But it was shut
‘and fastened, and Coker, breathing
deep, turned away from i, and re-
joined his friends.

“1 fancy the brute may have sus-
i::':cted something,” he said. *'He's got
iimself fastened in pretty sale. The
window's fastened.”

“That tears it,” murmured Greene.
“YWa can't—"

“BPon't gabble !’

Coker was a little at o loss
ful as hia intellect was, he had not
foreseen this. Really, he might have
[orescen that the occupant of a cara-
van in a field might lock his door et
night. 5till, he hadn’t. ke was, for
the moment, checked. Not “beaten,
only checked. He had to tlunk this
out, and did not want jaw during his
mental processes.

Bnoral  came
Coravil.

Power-

rumbling  from the

e thing. at least, was certain~the

sleeper inside lhad heard nothing, and
had not taken any alarm. ‘Lhat deep
and resonant’ snore revealed that he
was sleeping soundly.

Minutes passed. Coker's intellectual
processes were not rapid.

Potter and Greene waited, with grow-
ing uneasiness and dread.  Suppose
they wera caunght there—they might bo
taken for pilierers, eoven burglars,
Again they were asssiled by a tempta-
tion to bang Coker's head, and leave
him to it. This temptation was grow-
ing harder and harder for Coker's
friends to resist

Horace stirred at last. Once more
he mounted the step, and tried over
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the ecaravan door. Ile pushed, and

pushed, and pushed.

Coker had  lots of beef, and plenty
of weight, and the pressure omn that
door was really terrilie. It creaked,
and creaked again, louder and louder.

Tao the startled ears of Polter and
Greene, those repeated creaks sounded
almost like pistol-shots.

It geomed incredible that the sleaper
in the van should not awaken. They
rather hoped that he would. If Signor
Muceolini woke, and started jeiﬁ;g,
with the door still locked, even Coker
would have to realise that the game
was up.

But the sleeper did not awaken.
Snora after snore rumbled from the
Yan.

Potler amd Greene would never have
supposed  that the quick-tempered,
nervy, jumpy Italian was such & sound
sleeper.  As & matter of fack, he wasn't,
But they had no more idea than Coker.
of course, that it was not the signor
in the signor’s van. Of the antics of
William George Bunter they were in
complete and blissful ignorance.

“Blew 6! ecame Coker's angry
grunt. “Pother it! It won't open!”
He panted after his cfloris. “Blowl
Hang! Br-r-r-rl”

* Better chuock it !"

“Will you shut up?”

Coker stepped down. Hia fice was
red with exertion, his cyes glittering.
Coker's blood was up now.

“Wo're having that rotter out!™ he
said. “Iollow me! I'm going to wake
him, and if he won't step out, we'll
jolly well up-end the van, and him 10
iﬁ-l:ll

“0Oh crikey! We can"t—"

“We can. If you use your eves, vou
can sep that it's a bit tilted on that
slope. We've only got to shove to-
gether. Bhut up; and come on !

» Coker trod round the van to the side
up the slope. The window was on that
side. 1lo tapped on the window.

Tap, tap!

Snore !

Bang !

Coker waa reckless now. There was
no getting at the dago who had blacked
his eye, unless he came out of the van.
Coker was poing to get him out, if he
alarmed the whale camp, and the whole
County of Kent. He banged.

4 snore answered the bang,

“Wake up, you rotter!™
Coker.

HSnore !

“1've come here to thrash you! If
you're not o rotten funk, come outl”
roared Coker, banging apain, and vet
again.,

Stralepy was thrown fo the winds.
It was neck or nothing new. Coker's
awerlnl voice sounded far and wide.
Tt must bave reached wany ears in the
camp. But if it reached those of the
glecper in the signor's van, 1t elicited
no response, but a snore.

“You sneaking dago ! roared Coker.
“Think I'm going to believe that
you're still l.aﬁaep! Hop out, or T'li
pitch the van over! JMind. 1 mean
that I'’

Snore |

“Ha must ba awake [V gasped Polter.

“Of courso he must, uiless he sléeps
like a log, or like that fat porpoize,
Bunter. Gammoning, of course! T'll
give him gammon! Heave the van
over!  H he won't come out, we'll
pitch hitn over in hia van, and let it
go at that. I'd ratber black his eye,
but—"

“J=—I can hear
“out—" .

Tee Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,488

hooted

gomebody calling
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“YWill vou Yend me o band, and Leave
ihrs van over, or nott"

Coker braced hLimself
Vvan, and licaved.

Poltor and Greene shoved,

The caravan was rather Lieavy, P!
sfunding sidewavs on the slope. there
was & tilt that favoured the heevers
atil shovers, .

Coker, if not feaviully brainy. was
awfully brawny, e put all his brawn
inta 1, and the envavan went.

It swaved, ir rocked, and it went.

Orvver it went. landing on its other side
withh o terrific erash, and @ ceraghing
angl srnashing anc baszhing of dizlodged
urtieles withan,

The snore suddenly ceazed. Insfead
«f i, there came a fearful vell from
the caravan,

Somcbody  inside was relling and
wriggling and squirming amid volling
amd  crashing furmiture. That somes
body  was  yelling  franticolly. I
sonneclod ns iF he was damaged.

Startled voices sounded all over the
ciren: camp, Potter and Greene did not
stav to Dizton o them. As the van
crazhied. over. they flew for the gate.
{ wlior followed them.  He did not run:
Be disdained o ruan. Bob he walked
griicklv—almost 83 guickly as Policr
foul Giveene ran.

Thew tumbled over the gale inlo the
roud,  Lights were flashing in the field;
voders shouting and colling: a dog
barking,

“Jlaok it !" panted Potter.

* Bunk " gasped Greene.

" 0ayv as well get back fo the cur,”
gaiil Coker calmly. “I've given that
dneo somelhing for my black eve now.
I rather have blacked. his  eve,
Ini—=" .

Buat Coker was addressing the desert
nir. Poiter and Greene were running
tdown the road. Coker, still disdaining
to run, walked after them; but he
walked very guickly.

against  the

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Bumps for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER roared,
Bang!

Crash!
Bung !
HSmash !

It eeemed to Bunter an carthguake,

Lhnocks and shonts had not awakencd
Punter, | But when the cararvan went
vver, and -crashed, and the fat junior
relled out of bed, and crashed, too, cven
Paonter woke up !

Bunter, when it came lo dleeping,
conld beat Rip Vad Winkle at his own
game; but cven Bunter could not sleep
through that. :

He crashed, and lLie relled, aud he
reared,

He volled, tangled in bedelothes, with
all sorts of things falling on him and
round him. He roared; he yelled; he
phriclkod.

‘The whole cireus camp was awake.

Crash! C'latior!

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Shoufing  and barking mingled 1o o
It rry ehrorus with the Lowls El.r'll'l ‘_..'I:‘IH
from the overtoened caravan.

Hali-dressed  eirens men  galhered
round tliat van, staring at it in amaze-
mienf. Marco and Tippity and a dozen
other men vushed up.

Signor Muecolint turned out of a
tent and horried to the spot, As he
came along, the Italian had a glimpee
of & rumning figure in the moonlight.
He took it [or n running fgure, though
Coker wos really only walkmmg quickly ;
and he stared blankly at Horace 1i!] e
vanished over the gate.

* Quel scioeco ! ¢jaculated the signor,
1 axtonislunent.

What Coker had been up to in the
cirens field af midnight was 4 mystery
lo Bluceolini—but only for a few
moments!  When he arrived ai the
overturned van he guessod—and grinned.

“Tlat wan's pitched over ! said
Tippity Tip. in wonder. “That fat
covey’s weight must ‘ave done i, 1
s pose he turned over in his sleep, and
the van went i

“Yavool! Help! Whoop!™ came
from  the interior of the van. “I'm

F

“THE FAMOUS
FOUR!” !

By FRANK RICHARDS

Are you rending the early experiences
of Harry Wharton & Ceo.? nol,
sample the great story in this week's

—and wvou'll see what a gran
truﬁdjmu've been missing. Ask for the
GEM to-dey. On sale now, price 2d.

= e e S e

killed! Yow-ow ! My legs arve broken!
Yooop "

“How the dickens .did that van go
overi'" exclaimed Mareo.

“Yeoo-hoop! Help! I've broken my

neek ! Yaroooh 12

“That fat cove turning over, I
fancy [ persisted Mr, Tip.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow! I say; vou fellows
—ryareogh!  I'm smashed (o pleees!
Yoop !

“Hiz lungs ain't "urt, anyhow !'" re-
mairked Mr. Tip,

“ ¥ oo-hoo-hoooop 1

Cra-a-ack ! y

There was the sound of splinterin
wood as the fat head and shoulders o
Bunter, .%'nrhed in striped pyjamas, was
thrust through the Utwoken caravan
window, :

* Yaroool ! yelled the hapless Owl of
the Greyiriars Remove, waving his arms
frantically,. “Help me out! Ow!
Wan' "

The lion-tamer reached up, grasped
a fat hand, ind polled,

“Yarooght Wow!" yelled Bunter.

“Lend a hand, Tippity,™
Tnpﬂ:t}; ﬁraﬁpnd the other fat hand.
Both pu
frantic yells from Bunter; add the fat
Owl camo out of the wreckage like a
far winkle from a shell.

ed, to an accompaniment of

“YTowowow! I sav, was it an
carthquake ! Yaroooooop I™

“Ha. ha, ha!”

T sav, what's happened? I 545, 'm

all smashed up ! I say—varooh !

“The van went over,” chuckled Mr.
Tip. “You must “ave turned over in
vour sleep, and that did ig!"

“¥Ha, ha, ha ™ .
“Ow! Beast! Ow! Oh erikey!
Oh lor* ! VWow !

Billy Bunter scrambled up, How
mauy bumps and bruises he had ecol-
leeted, he did not know. They felb like
about a million, He staved at the over-
furnedd van. e was not hkt?j to
Lielieve that, as Tippity suggested, he
had done it by turning over in his slecp.
S1ill, thers 1t was—overturned "

“Ol erikey I” gasped Bunter. - That
Lieastly  van  wasn't safe—that  fool
Mlacky Oh erikey! 1 say, put that
van up again—and put it eafe ihi
time—-=" . )

Hignor Muccolini walked mrn{ to his
tent, grinning. He was rather glad that
Coker had looked in that night!

“I sav, shove that ven up, Tip—
Marco—3amson—the vest of you——goet
hold of it snd stick it wp!” yapped
Buuter. “And mind vou stick it safe,
seef  Now, then— I say, don't walk
off while a fellow's talking to you, dc
vou hear? I say—— DBeasts!"

The grinning crowd It

faded awary.
was not an easy task to heave that van
up agnin, and nobody secmed keen on
it.

“ Beasts ! hooted Bunter.

Bunter was left with the overturned
van, There was nothing for it, -b‘gt*tﬂ
erawl in and make the best of it, Which
the hapless fat Owl did—but it was guite
a long time before his snore woke again
tlic cchoes of the circus camp,

L] z * L] - E

Coker & Co. went on their way the
following morning. Coker was, on the
whole, satizfied with the punishment he
had meted out to the cheeky dago!l

He would rather have blacked his
eye—still, he had got hiz own back, and,
as he told Potter and Greene, he could
afford to let 1t go at that.

Pattor and Greens wore glad to hear
it. and gladder still to pet to a safe
distance from Muccolini's Magnificent

Cirens.
That day, teo, Harry Wharton & Co.
were " on the road.  Whether Billy

Bunter had sunccecded in hooking om
again at the eireus, or whether he waa
lockirig once more for his old pals, they
did not know. - Anyhow, t BAW
nothing of him before théy pushed on
for Margste. ~But at "Merry Murgate
they were destined to sco nore—much
more—of Billr Bunter and the eircua.

THE EXD

(You'll find heaps more eirdus fun and
ercitement in nexdt Saturday's corer-ls-
cover story of the ehume of Greyfriars,
entitied: "THE HERO OF TRHE
CIRCUS!" Don’t miss if, chums, what-
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FOR MOLLY
BIRCHEMALL’S

New Three-Weeks' Serial
By DICKY NUGENT

“ Been pop 1

It was Molly Birchemall
who ped her protty head
rﬂHI!LPDf]jIﬂ doorway of Jack
Jollp's study oand asked thot
guestion.

At the sound of her mewsi-
cal vdice, Juck Jolly & Co.
looked round with very cheery
grina on their diala. 1t waoa
tha firat. da.? of the new term
ot 3t Jam's and the heroes
of the Fourth weroe bizey
unpacking ; but they could
slways find time to welcome
the Head's charming dawter.

“Yea, I've acen him, Misa
Molly,” eaid Jack Jolly, in
angwer to Molly Birchemall's
question. ** It wag five min-
utes apo in the Hell. 1 beleeve
he was on his way fo the
Second Form Room to aw
80T cignmt-tan-st_:iﬂturns with
Midgott mioor,'

The Head's dawter, who
wos holding & letter in hor
dainty hand, flashed & kapti-
vn.ting smile at 1he kaptin of
the IFourth.

“ (h, thanl you, Jolly!"
ahe linkled. "1 want to seo
him a3 soon ns possibul abouk
this letter the postman has
just brought me. It's from
Ar. Sclew Lioyd.™

“What, the grate film

rojucer !’ eggsolaimed

ranls I'carleza, and Molly
Birchemall rnodded.

“Yeg; he's offering me a
part in the new film he's
projucing,’”” shoe trilled, egg-
pitedly., ** 1 want fo ses pop
to nsgk his permission.™

“AUy hatt! That's epp-
piting news and no mistake,”
eaid Frank Fearless.
aure you'll moke & jolly fine
filin weiress, Misa Molly."

“ Yes, rathoer!™ pgrinned
Jolly and Merry and Bright.

A dellicate blush sufewsed
Molly LBirchemoll's cheelks,

* I hoap so, I'm sure ; but
you nushk efgEcusa me now
or 1'll miss pop.":

And, with another bo-
witching amile, ithe Head's
dawter left 1he Fourth.

Formers and tripped away in
gearch of her father.

She found him in tho Second
Form Foom, bizzily engaged
in cggschanging ciparette-
cords with JMidgett minor.

Doctor Birchemall, who
wns o keen collector, didn't
liko interruptions at such a
time a3 a rule, but hia frown
goon vanished when he recker-
niged Mally,

* Molly, my dear! What
bringa vou to this part of the
skanl § '

“I want to sce you about
something awlully impnﬂant.,
rnp.d \ Uuess what's hap-

ed.
. The Head smiled indul-
jently.

“Tott-tutt ! Something
that appeara very important

“1'm |

SAKE!

to your yaouthful
eyes, I'll warrant !
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You've wacked Mr.

Justizs a8t cronky 1"
“ Nothing like it, pop!"™

eried the Head’s dawter,
with a girlizh larf, * You'll

never gucas, o I'Il tell yon
without any more beating
about the bush., The foki
iz that Mr. Selow Llowyd,
the prate film projucer, has
offersd mo a pack in o film
Le's projucing this week !V

ik Wh{ltl |

“I thought it would ser-
tizo o, popt"  Iarled
Molly  Birchewmall, *Tan'e
it ripping news ¥ I had to
follow you wip right away aracl
ask vour permiggion Lo axxept
this grate offer. You're going

“yes,” pop, Gren't

youl'

Doctor Birchemall jerked
hia thumb in the direclction
of thoe «<oor for Midgelt
minor's bennyfit.

“Beat M e said termely,
andl the wyungster skooted
out of the Forw.romn. Thon
the Head tiwned to hia dawter.
“I'm sorry to  disappeint
yvou, my dear,” be said. " The
angwer is *not !

* But, pop—"" protested
Moelly Birchemeall.

* 1t's no good you argewing
the toss, Molly," said the
Head jently but firmly. 1
say ‘no’
I mean,”

“For whuy,
E opt” tinkled

[oliy Birchomall.

' Beoawse, Yy
dear child, as the
dawter of the
Hend of 3t. Sam 'z,
you are foo posh
to bea player
on the pictares !
What ovor woanld
the Guvvernors
think of me if [
allowad sich a
thing ' What
would be the thoughta of
the nobility and jentry whose
gsona  are skollars eb St
Ham's ¥ What would—-"1

* That's enuff, pop | " said
Mi=a Molly, with a stomp of
her dainty little foot. * It
isn't Specch Day, you know |

The Head stared at Miss
Molly in shocled serprize.
Ha could hoardly heleeve
that the dawler on whom he
doated could ba talking to
himn in this fazhion,

“Bust me!" he eried.
“ How dare vou talk to your
fathor like thiz hersa ¥ Go
o your room ot once!
After wou havoe recovered
your saonscs, ohild, I will
consider axxepting & hurable
n]:rﬂlngy from you !l

“Yaou'll be lucky, pop! ™

“What | *

“For all you know, T'm
going to ipnore your order
and eet for Mre. Lloyd ™

“You dere notl" roared
the Head. * Why, I'd cut
von off without o shilling !
I'd forbid you ever to darken
my doors again ! I'd—"

“ Pop, you're perfectly
horrid [ * trilled Molly Birch-
emall.  Apd flinging & last
look of defiance ot her father,
she stomped indignantly oul
of the Form-room.

For a moment Toctor
Birchernall wondered whether
to follow her or not; then
he deecided not. Sorely, bhe
refleckied, the dawter who
hod alwaya been so dewtiful
in the past wouldd'ts start
discbeying hiz ondera now !
Buch o thing was impassibal |
He digmizzed the matier from
bia mind, fighed out o sticly
piece of toffy from hig trowars
poehet, and then sat down to
chew it till Midgelt roinor
returned.

But the Head dida’t know
how kecn Miss Molly was on
Mr. Selew Lloyd's offer. Liko
many another girl, sho had
fallen gcompletely for the lara
of the sereen. After all, she
thought to herself, who Enew
but that she mite prove to be
& star of stara ¥ Hy hoolt or
erool, she was detormined fo

and ‘no’ is what ! put it to the fest. Tnstead of
b paing Lack to her room, Miss

]

Molly tripped along to Jack
Jolly's study again,

By an unlicky chanee, she
happencd to look in just as
Feavless playfully buzzed a
enshion across the room at
Jolly. Misgs Molly got the full
forec of it on her [oce, and
promptly erashed to the floor
with a bomp and a yell.

Crosh !

" Yarooooo 1" trilled Molly
Birchemall.

Fearless and the rest soon
rushed to {he reskew and had
the Ifead’s dawter on her
feet again in the twinkling
of an eye.

“Awfully sorry,
Aolly 1 1* said Fearless.

“All sereen; Fesrless!™
twittered the soroewhat breth.
Iesg girl. * Your weleome
did rather take me aback.
Buk it's not the first time I've
Been tanken aback to-day."

Tlien sl pored out her tale

Miss

of woe into simperthetick
ears, Jack Jolly & Co.
frowned as they listened.

“ Well, it's ruff lucle, Miss
Mally, and no mistake!™
remarked Jack Jollv, when
she hoad finished. ** VWhat are
you going to do about it 1"

“ That's just what [ want
vou to tell me," tinkled Molly
Birchemall. * You haya have
guch a reputation for thinking
out brigcht wheorea that 1
thought yon mite Le able to
think of o way to help me out
nnw‘!ll-

The Co. pondered on the

roblem for o minnit. Then
frunk Fearlesa wissled.

" Few ! I've got an idea "
he zaid. * You won't have
to stay away [rom the skool
eltogethor, will you 7'

* Why, no,” smiled Miss
Bolly. ' The studio is quite
near the skool and T shaonld
only have to be thers for a
few hours overy day.”

" Then if the Hegpd hap-
pens to ses you about thoe
promiges once or lwics each
day, he'll never mmell =
ratt 1 ™

“0OFf corae not! Dot if
ho gees me here, I shan't be
at the studio, shall L 1 7

" Yes, vou will | 7 grinmed
Fearless, ** He'll only think
ho sees you; buab
it won't bs you
at all 1"

“Then who will
it he " demanded
Jack Jolly.

“* Littla me—
cligguized as Mizs
Molly! " chuelilad
Foarless *1
eando it You
Iknow what an
: . I am at
ma ke-u Ei:nhrn;l.
ANYWAaYy, all
take good ecore nﬂt?rtu et him
get too near me 1"

For a moment Miza Molly
and Jack Jolly & Co. starad
nt Fearlesa in  amazement.
Then they gave a shout.

* The very idea I '

* Ripping, by Jove!"

Thua Began the most as-
townding honks that had ever
been played upon the ma.
jestick  lheadmaster of 8t
PO a.

Boon afler brekhker on Lhe
following day, Molly Birch.
emall made her way ouk of
the skonol b{ a roundabout
root, The Head, who tool:
the Sixih, was too bizzy for
the rest of the morning trying
to distiil nollidge into the
wooden noddles of the seniora
to worry asbout bis duwter.
And whent lesaons wers over,
any doubts he mite have had
ahout the whereabouta of
Mizs Molly wera goon set at

a g e R

rest when he caught o glim
of & feminine
lightly about 1 garden.

What Doctor Firchemall
would have saic had ho Lnawn
that ho was  laokin at
Frank Fearless of the Fourth
hardly bore thinking about !
Forchunitly be didn’t know
it, and when Misa Molly sat
down for an ﬁ'r with him
that nito, hadn't the
faintest suspishun thot she
hmllhean outswis tho pales,

History rope itgelf the
next day.  Alter morning
lesgons and spgoin at  tea.
timo, Fearless donued hia
borrowed plum:s, and flifted
about at a whiul distanes
from the Head—and again
Dastor Birebemall had no
idea that it wie anyone but
hiz [air dawter.

It waa on the third doy
that the first Fiteh ocewrred.
Fearlese, disgxd as usual,
was tripping aclees the Head's
1:1'!:!-[':1-::." lowm I the fond
baleel (hat Doetor Birchemall
was in hian sludy, when a
voice juet behdiwd him eried :

o tripping

“Ah, Molly ! I've becn
looking evervahers for you.
Let's have 3 poame of
eroaky I

Frank's Llud almost froze
in hig vaina. It was the
Hend 1

" Eggsouse e, pop,” he
trilled, in a mavellous imila.
tion of Mally Birchemall's
voice, " 1'd love to, later on,
but I ecan’t sﬁm [ho Lo
just now."

" But, iny dear Mally—--"
began the Hegl. Then he
broke off in serprize, Jor
the fomining fpeer on the
aroaky lawn had etarted Lo
run for dose 17

Feprless ran hander still
when he heard the -Head
pattering behined him.

“Stopl What oare you
doing of, Moly? Btep!

And then Fharless slopped
—not becawas of the Hend,
but becawse of Mr. Justiss!
Just a3 he reffhed the end
of the lawn, the Filth Form
mastor gﬂeﬂ. Unegs-
spectedly #0 4 Lohind ﬁgn
hedge aud the ™ was o fearlul
collision.

Crash | Bang.! Wallop !
“ Yorooo _33%"

g Wnnm];i'# Halp
Mr. Juatise ,hd ths dis-
ised Nourth Forwer rol.
apsedl in each other's avmna
—anid Docter Birchemnall
cams pufiing up. to gaze down
on the ecen with eyea that
wers almost bolting out of
their socketa,
{Don’t mizs the zecond
hilarvowa dnstalment of
Dicky's thres-gart serial in

12

need treek's ™ flerald.”)

| WHO IS THIS

Asks
BARBARA
REDFERN

I met Coker while T was at tho
seagide on holidoy., 1'd met him
before ot odd limes, bué nover
know rnuch about i,

Coker poon vemedied thab for
e |

Adding up all the periods in
which we were together, I suppoas
he wos talking to me in all for abomt
twao hours, Out of those two honrs,
he spent ot lesst one hour and
fifty-nine minutes telling me about
himeelf !

Having heard all ke said I
can gtill anly wsk in bewilderment
“Who IS this peculiar crenture "

Jud%ini by what Caol:er says
himsell, Alexander the Great has
got mothing on him! In brain-
power a2 in brawn, Coker stands
supreme—aso, Coker saya.

The enly question thab ocenrs to
me is, " If Coker AO¥3 mmﬁthingf
ig it necessarily true ¥ When
expreased a doubt about it, Coker
looked quite atartled. He seemed
to have an idea ihat the mere fact
that he said o thing would at onee
make it {rua’|

Oh, yes, Coker’s convinced right
encugh that he's betier in every way
than anyone else he haz met or is
cver likely to meet, He seoma
equally convinced that girls are
deveoid of brainpewer of any kind.
Girls, Coker thinks, exist for the
sole purpose of gazing with adnuir-
ing eyes at Horvace Coker |

All this I learned in slow and

BESSIE BUNTER Tells

Our Intervicwer

ALL ABOUT
BUNTER COURT!

I dizseovored Miss Bessio Bunter in s deck-
chair om the sands, gezing glomly at a thimbla
and a emall bar of chocolate—all she had monaged
1o uncarth from the

* Good-morning,
“I am Frank Nugent, Special Interviewer for the

ursd in her lap !

Misz Bunter ! T smilad.

* Greyfrinrs Herald," and a

BOY COKER:

iH——

' Ahern |

ey e

it "

I grinned.

caay stages. When Coker alarted
teaching moe how to ride s horse
—vhich I knew already, but Coker
didn't—1I began to get & glimmering

“ Oh, yes, I was expecting you,” beamed Miza
Bunter. ' Leb's see, you want to tell your readera
something about Bunter Court, don't you ? "

“Well, yves, I do; but how you come to know

It'a—eor—sacond sight or something,
People have often told me I'm payehie. DBni what
tle vou want to know about Bunter Court 7 ™

* To begin with, Miss Dunter, where exactly is

*“"Hem ! Where does Billy say it iat 2

" Hometimes he says it's in Burrey, sometimes in
Hampehirs, and at other times in Sussex,”

" That's right, then ! 2% said Mizs Buntcr, eheer.
fully. *' Naxt,

My hat! ¥
I= it & nohle, old, ancestral pile, rising out of nereg
of lovely parkland T

* Does Billy say so 1 %2

" He does, but i

“ Billy'a rquite right 1Y nodded Miss Bunter.

leaze 1 %}
v

eil, then, what sort of s place is it ?

* Anvthing else 1!
of it, When ha started to teach me “Ya gn%s ! Can you tell me something abouk

swimming snd diving—which 1
alzo know, but Coker didn'te—I
saw daylipht pretty clearly., \When
he elarted to teach me tonnis,
at which I'm preity hot and about
which Coker didn't koow the flrst
thing, I had lum well weighed up !

Coker was my partner against
another couple.  Qur opponents
word rogular hunnies, and we shaould
havo beaten them all hamds down,
But Ccoker, muffed everything—
and finally added insult to injucy
by explaining just how I had lost
the gamo !

It was the lost sfraw. T pulled
hia hair and stuffed o tennia-ball
into his open mouth. Then L lelt
Coker to think it out.

Now I hope vou unddersiand why
T'm shill asking the question,
“Yho IS this bay Coler "

Whoesver he js, he's a perfect |
freal !

{You're 1elling ug 1 —Td.}

Bunters

AWEY,
ta-day.

all

the servanta? :
rotrinera, serving goperation aflter genovation of

“ You're weleomo,"” beamed Miss Bunter,

quite true, of oconrse,
HAYS.I'M ONLY SAYING I'l BECAUSE BILLY
PROMISED TO TAKE ME OUT TO LUNCH
FOR PULLING YOUR LEG,
BELIEVE THEM1"
f Well, there’s one thinﬁ
| They can always be relied on to give the gamne away.

Ara there a score of faithinl old

“* Billy says that 1"

* Well, yea, but——-"1

"I’y perlectly true,” beamed Miss

* Great pip !
and dozens of magnilicent horses and packs and
packs of hounds ™'

“ 1 supposs that's what Billy told you T2

* Matter.of fact, he did, but——""

“It's the simple truth,’” smiled Miss Bunler,
“Waont to know eny more * "

I pocketed my notebook and began to toller

Bunicr
Aro there severzl Ralla-Royces

“No, Miss Bunler, I think that will ba all far
Muny thanks for wvour information.”™

ik lt:lll

AN} IF ANYONE

DOX'T  You

about the Bunter family.

T

had the jolliest feast
machines we'd ever expericneed.

worth of hanging.

work hangman  heang  ihe

LA

"l[idnii;ht- in the Chuarehyard.”
and slrele

and the clock duly atruck twelve
enjoved every bil of it 1

gobling  jetking ahout in

When Lord Mauleverer toolt & erowidd
of ug on to the pier at Brighton, wa
of antomafic.

Wa kicked off with s delightiul penoy-
Manly put & penmny
in the alot, tha doors of the ghastly looking
model prison opened, and we gaw the elocl.
elockwork
prisoner in a most satisfactary manner.

Then Mauly gave us s penn’orth of
Ghosta
tons hobbed up from the graves,
demons danced oub feorn bebind Greos,

And then we had * The Mizer's Night-
more,”t with clockwerle devils and hboli-
riid-air sl

PIET DELAREY on—

PEER’S" PEERLESS

PIER PARTY!

spretres coming out of old cak chesis.
Arndd wlter that A PPeench Exeeudlion,”™
in which we acinally suw the clockworle
felon's hewd  chopped  off. How we
chortled !

Tt'a  diffienlt {0 remember the [ull
progeamms ol automatic  snesements
wo curried oub that day. T reeall several
more execultong, an oild oooder or twe
and nuite o kot of dances by sheletons and
prinning spocks. 1 ean el you, we fairly
lnnghed oo heranla off !

At Lthe end of the trip, we had to adinit
that for sheer honesi-to-comlnezs enjoy-
menks yor could hardly beat the clock-
wark  killings, excentions, nightimares,
Bl I]mml.ing:—; ihat AManly had mpven ua,

Negpito the fack that ho himself iz &
peer, wae gl veted Mauly's pier parly a
perleelly prevleaa affuir |

Ye

ﬂ-ﬁrhearén in the Quad!

Snoop : " Bolsover wouldn's
give me back the five bol he bor.
rowed from me."”

Stoit : “ But didn’t ho give von
anything in black and white 7 "

Gnaop: *0Oh, yea! A black eye
and o white face 1™

Smithy'a pater recently threat.
ened ta cub him out of his will,

Yet ba never struck ua as being
& frosh ' heir ' Qend |

Having had his troublesome
tooth out, Sir Jimmy Vivian now
realisca how silly he was 1o pub
up with teothache for a fortnight.

His ' migzed ache ™ was cer-
tainly o * mistake |

We rofuse fo believe Coker's
story about riding up Lhe side of a
cliff on his motor-hike.

It sounds altopether too steep !

Leoder says he's 30 striking that
wherever he goes people look rouned.

Wo've nokiced it ; when he called
on us yesterday, even the milk
* puroed "' 1



