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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
‘No Admission !
groancd

{ LBERY Margate!”
M Bt Bhigres:
Splash, splash, splash!

“Well, we haven't had
much rain, this Awgust!” remarked
Johnny Bull

“We're getting enough now "

Splash, splash |

It wvas ecoming down!
_ Btraw hats and light summer cloth-
g were not much ﬁmteetian against a
heavy {Jﬁwnpnur. e Famouns Five of
Greyiriars were geiting wot,

Hitherte, during their holiday at
Margntel that celebrated resort lad
justified its reputation as the home of

record sunshine. Now, all of & sudden,
the weather had changed. And the
change made the chums of the Remove

realise the truth of the ancient
proverh ithat it never rains buot it
pours !
It dpuured, and 1t splashed and
dashed.

A_fine evening, after a blazing day,
had tempted Harry Wharton & Co. 10
walk along the %‘mmena{!m along ihe
sea-front, from Margate, as far as
Kingsgate. At that end they turned
inland, to saunter back to Margate by
tiuaI conntry lanes. And then it came
o

Rain-clouds blotted out the remains
of the sunset. Rain came down, hard
and heavyl And, only toa plainly, it
was coming down harder and heavier
before it stopped—if ever it did?

Bob peeved through rain and gloom.

*Anybody know where we are?'! he
asked,

“The Lknowfulness is not  terrifie!”
gaid Hurres Jamszet Ram Singh, with a
shake of his dusky head.
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EW Too Mucn!

“Bomewhere in Kent ! said Frank
Nugent.

* Fathead I

In the damp circumstances, it had
been quite natural for the jumiors to

take a short cut, aecross fields, to save

A, Unluekily, it had not saved
time, but guite the reverse.
They had not emerged into the

expected rond. They had emerged into
a lane which, duwring the dayv, had
Leen dusty, but was now a sea of muad,
Dim hedges, weeping trees, sarrounded
them. Not a light twinkled anywhere.
If there were hahitations in that part
of the Isle of Thanet, they could sce
nothing of them.  They lived, and
moved, and had their being, in a
world of rain and shadowy gloom.

“Pub it on,™ said Harry Wharton,
“IF we keep on, we're bound to pet
zomewhere, at any rate.”

The hve tramped on.

Splash, splash!

“"Twinkle, *twinkle, lLiitle
cjaculated Beb Cherry suddendy,

* What——"

“Look, my beloved
light 1

“Oh, good!”

A light came suddenly into view,
twinkling through wet trees. The
Greviriars fellows groped and splashed
towards it. Any sort of a shelter was
move than welcome: and surely ony-

alar 1"

‘oarers | 24

body would be willing to let them
stand wunder a roof while the =kics
poured dewn &t such a rate!  They

had ne dJdoubt about that, and they
lieaded hopefully for the light

“Hallo, halle, halla! Ieie's a
gate 1" exelaimed Bob.
A wooden gate stood wide open

Bevond was a garden, acress which
the light twinkled from a window,
Dimly they could make out o =mall
bungalow—evidently one of the innu-
merable holiday bungalows that dotted

qili

the outskivts of Margate and Broad
ERRILS,

They tramped up to the front door.
There was a small  teellised  pocch,
wlich gave szome slight shelter from
the rain, though nob much.

Boh proped over the door and
found & kunocker. He stavied to use it
at once,

Knock, knock !

They were glad to hear the sound of
a guick movement within the bunga-
low, An inner door opened, and foot-
stepr came quickly io the front door.
Huoddled in the hittle porch, drenched
by the rain, the junioras were glad to
hear the oeccupant of the Dbungalew
coming so promptly.

A lock clicked, and the front door
was drawn open. There was no light
in the hall, but & glimmer came from
an inner deorway., In that glhmmee
a man appeared—a slim man with a
dark,  pointed  Dbeard. He :apoka
ruickly, hefore the schoolboys conld =ny
g word; and, evidently, bhefore hus cyes
made them out in the gloom.

YE tardi! Sono le dicei!
i pariwee ! Porche——*

He breke off sharply, Dis  davk
brows eomung  tegether n a Llack
fegonn, as he made ont the dim fignies
in the porch. Obviously, Iie had been
expecting someonce: awd, at the knnck,
had suppozed  that his  visitor had
arrivedd.

Harey Wharton & Co. knew that the
langnage he spolie was Itaban; b
the words they could not follow.  Ther
coulidd zece that the davl-bearded nran
was a foreigner. Appoavently bhe hed
benn expecting, and waiting  for,
visttar of his own nationanty.

" Rorry—=>=2 began

r-"ﬂ'q.'.'... LF]
“Who are you? What o 3ow
The man spoke English now,

L tempo

Whavion

want ¥
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“How dare vou knock ot my door?
Go away at oncc ™

He stared past the juniors into the
rainy gloom, as if to see whether any-
one clse was coming. Then he grasped
the door, with the obvious intention of
shmtting 1t in the faces of the school-
hays.

“Hold on!” exelaimed Bob Cherry
warmly, “I say—"

“Uo gwar! Uo away ot once !

“Haven't you notiecd that it's rain-
ing 7" asked Dob,

“Che! What?”

" Barry bother you,”™ said Bob,
“but look how it's coming down! De
vou mind if we step inside fill the
worst of 1t 13 ovor ¥

The dark-bearded man did not
answer, He flung the door to, and it
slammed and locked. Bob, who had
his head in the doorway, backed just
it time to save his nose,

“Well, my hat!” he c¢jaculated.

“Hospitable sort of  blighior!™
grunted Johnny Bull

“The hospitality is preposterous !
groaned Hurree Jamset Tan Singh.
“That ridiculous dage 13 & more exece-
rable outsider even than the cesteemed
dago Bluccolini at the absurd eclrous.”

“I've a jolly good mind,” said Bob,
“to kick his jolly old door right in!”

“0Oh, chuck it!" said Harry Whar-
ton. “Come on—the brute won't give
ng shelter! I auppose he can see that
we're not tramps, blow him !

And, turning from that inhospitable
door, the juniors tramiped away, wet
and weary, back to the gate

There thev halted, as a gust of wind
blew a flood of rain into their faces.
Rain was swamping down in the
muddy lane.

Johnny Bull gave an angry snort.

“Look hore, we're not going through
this! Tf that unwashed spaghetti-
chewer won't Jet us stand in has putrid
bung, we can get nto a shed.  Therg
are two or three sheds there”

Marry Wharton paused. He did not
like ihe wdea of taking shelier on s
man's premises,  withont the man's
leave.

But the rain was coming down in
torvents now. And, really, thore counld
be no harm in standing under the roof
of a shed.

“Let's! he said.

Turning agein, the Juniors ‘tramped
back towards the building, But they
did not follow the path to the front
door. At the sude of the bungalow
was a largo shed, with a sloping zine
roof, only & few feet from the house,

with a smwall hut  beside i, They
headed  across damp grazs for the
sheds.

The larger shed proved to be locked.
Tt was probably used as o garapge, if
the tonant of the place had & ear.
But ihe Ditle hut at itz side opened
i Bob's hand.  There was a musty
smell within, and a flower-pot drepped
from o slatted shelf and cracked on
the conerete floor, as Pob groped round
in the dark. Evidently, it was used as
a gardener's shed. Whatevor it was,
the chums of the Remove were glad to
et into its shelter. They erowded
into the dark interior of the hnt

“YWhat the thump’s that I'm treading
an?™  grunted Johnny Bull, “Owl
Wow! Whooooh!"”

“What the thump——"

“Ow! It's a beastly rake! Wow ¥

Johnny Brll robbed his nose,

Tt was the head of & rake he had
frodden on—which had caused the
handle te fly up, and the handle had
smitten Johnny fairly on the nose,

There was o subdoed chuckle from the
other fellows, Johnny Bull did not
chuclde. Ee breathed hard and deep.

“Never mind—we're out of the
raint ! said Bob, “Thank goodness for
that, at least! That macaroni-scoffer
can't mind if wo stand in his shed;
ang if ‘he doez, it doesn’t matter. Any-
how, he docsnw't know, and be blowed
to him !

And the Fgmous Five, packed in the
dim and dismal interior of the little
hut, watched from the grimy windows,
and waited for the rain to stop.

But they looked like being booked
for a long wait. It did not stop! I
came down harder and harder. DBut
they ecould only wait—and they bLad to
make up their minds to that |

e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Sirange Mysiery !
THE flazhing head-lights of a car

stabbed the ploom with sudden

brilliance, The car grunted to
i & halt at the gate on the muddy
anc.

Looking across the dark, wet garden,
the juniors could sec nothing of the car
or 1its driver; and only for a few
moments did they see the brif;ht. lights.
Switched off suddenly, the hght van-
ished, leaving the darkness darker than
before,

Ty,

‘Realising only too well what
will be his fate if Billy Bunter
tattles about his spying activities
Signor Mucecolinl determines
fo still the fat junior’s tongue
once and for all. But, cunning
as the Italian is, he’s no match
for Ferrers Locke, when it
comes to a batftle of wiis !

“That's the jollr old visitor that dago
was expecting, I suppose!” remarked
Bob Cherry. The juniors had been ton
minutes or so in the hut, when the car
stopped at the gate. “ No good asking
that chap for a lLift—what?”

“Fardly, if he's anyviling like the
man in the bung ™ said Iarry Whar-
ton, with o laugh.

I'hey heard the deor of the car bang,
and & sound of framping footsteps on
wet carth. The man who had come in
the car, was tramping up the drenched
gravel path to the bungalow,

Not a gleam of light came now from
the ear. Every light on it had been
shut off, for what reason the schoolboys
could not guess, It was scarcely pru-
dent to leave the ocar totally unlighted
in that dark lane,

Knuock !

The little hut was not more than
thivixy feet from the front door of the
bungalow. Clearly through the rain
camo the sharp rap of the knocker.
They heard the door open; and this
time o light shone out into the rain and
the gloom,

The Greviriars follows were not in the
slightest degree interested, either in the
man of the bungalow, or his visitor.
But they were looking from the window
of the garden hut, and from that win-
dow there was a view along the front of
the bungalow.

o, when the light ehone from the

doorway, they saw tho main who stood
under the . trellis at the front door—a
rather bulky figure, with a hat slouched
over his head, and a rainceat muffled
up round his neck.

Little of lis face was to bo seen; but
on that little the light shone full, re.
vealing a swarthy complexion, a beaky
nose, o bushy black moustache, ‘

And the juniors, as ther saw it, ojacu-
lated Logoether:

“*Alupcolini 17

They had seen that swarthy Fface,
with its black bush of o moustache, o
good many times before, It was the
face of Signor Aueccolini, the proprietor
of Muccolini's Magnificent Circus, now
abk Alargate,

The hard, harsh voice of the black-
bearded man within reached their ears.

“F tardh, Muccolim M

The juniors did not understand
Italian, but the word “tardi ™ spoko
for itself, as it were, from its simifarity
to the Inglish word, 'The man with the
black beard was telling BMluccolini that
he was late—~the samo remark he had
made fo tha juniors, ten nunuies ago,
before he saw who they were.

“Sono soliante le dieci!” snapped
the eircus-naster,

“Ed un guarlo

113
H

granted the other,

“Ma, non fa niente! Entrate! Debbo
ardare tosto !
Signor DMueeolini  strode into the

house while tha other was speaking.
Tho door closed, and the light was shut
off. Only the twinkle from & window
fell fu.":rl:t'h' mto the rainy gloom.

“Bo it's jolly old Mucky, calling to
see another dago!"” said Bob, “Any
good knocking again, and claiming old
acquaintance ¥

The i’uniﬁrn chuckled at the idea,
Certainly they were well acquainted
with  Signor Muoccolimi,.  DBut  their
acquaintance with him was hardly on &
friendly footing. They had, in fact,
haed trouble with ihe bullying circus-
master, three or four fimes, at least;
and were likely to have more trouble
with him if they fell in with him again.

“What rotten Juck!1” said Nugent.
“Might have asked anybedy else for a

lift! Not much good asking that
dago [

“ardly " said  Harry  Wharton,
“Blow this rain] Is it ever goihg te
stop F'°

“Docsn’t look like it!” said DBob.

“We're here for another half-hour at
least, unless—""

“Unless what?"

“Unless we trot out and pinch the
dago's car!” chuckled Bob, “No end of
g jost on Mucky--what?”

“The jestfulness would be rather too
forrific 17 grinned XHurree Jamset Ram

Hingh.
“Blow the rain!” growled,K Johnny
Bull, “Not a coat or an umbrolla

among the lob of usl We've gob to

stick it."”

Ilarry Wharton locked hopeinlly
from the grimy window of the hut. ‘Lho
rain seemed, for a moment or two, to
bo casing off. Then came another
flurry, and torrential splashing.

“0Oh, blow ! he growled.

Tt was ecold, dark, damp, and dismal
i the garden shed. DMore uncomlort-
able guarters it would have been difli-
cult to find, Still, it was a shelter from
the downpour. They waited,

“Ilalle, halla, hallo!”  sjaculated
Bob  sunddenly., “Thal's another ear
coming! Look!™

Flashing headlights came up the dazk,
wet lane.  They revealed, as they came,
itha signor's Singer, standing unlighied
abt tho gate,
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Tha juniors expecled to zea  the
bights swerve rouned the halted car
lustead of which, they stopped; and
were immediately switched off. All was
suddenly dark again.

* Another visitor for the dago!™
prunted DBob. “'That car’s stopped |
it'z raining dapost Blow “em |

*Blow ‘em!” agreed Wharton,

But if it was another visitor for the
dago in the bung, he did not seem in
a fharry o appear

"tha- second car had stopped; but no
one came in at the gate.

Nothing could be scen m ihe wot
gloom; and it was not easy to troace
eotinids in the splaghive of the vom; llmt
the junioras could hear that an engine
was runniug, and it sounded to them as
if the car was moving on. Though why
o motorist should have switclied off hia
lights befure passing a halled car In a
dark lane, was a very strange mnystery.

Rut they wero soon sura of ik,

The seund died awav up the lane; the
ear was gone; in ahsolwio darkness, I
was so surprising that the Greyfriars
fellows wondered what it could posaibly
mnan, i

“"'here's something jolly weird about
(hat '™ remearkad %’inh,. 7 “ﬁ'h?‘ the
thump - beas that chap driven on in the
dark g"

“Uooduess  knows 1™
guite perplexed,

Alinute followed minute, and there
was no sonnd, sava (ho heavy splashiog
of rain, The juniors dismissed the mys-
terious molorist from their minds, and
watched eagerly fur a sign of the vam
adsing off,

“h Bob
denly,

*What s

" Look—at the window-—al the bung!
Who's that "

Startled, the juniers staved at the
bungalow  window, from which the
twinkla of light came from a Jawmp
witlup, The window wag coverem] by a
curtain, tlhivongh which the light faintly
shone,

Against
ihoved.

I amorement they watched it. ]

A rather tall man, muffled in a rain-
coat, as the signor had been, was close
outsida the window, But they could not
suppoze that it was Muceolint, The
figurea was nmuech glimmer than the
Italian’s, And there had been no sound
of an opening door.

That hueking fisnre at the window
had arrived withont o sound; the
jnntora hkad not heard the fainteat sound
of a footstep.

Close to the window the figure seemed
pressed against the glass, as if seeking
i peer wilthin through some chink of
the curkains, or endeavourin fo
caleh the voices fram the room within,

“Well, that beats the hard!™ mur-
mured Frank Nugent. " Where did
that sportsman spring from, all of a
sadcen ¥’

“By gum!' Wharlon caught his
breath,  *That's the wan from the
second car—ten {o one! That's why he
went on in the dark! He's parked Ina
car up the lane, and come back on
foot |¥

“But why he thunp——"

“ Laook 1™

The front door of the bungalaw sud-
denly opened, Light shone ont into the
rain, ignor AMueceolini had Eeon, per-
haps, & quavter of an hour 1n the house.
Now, 1t zgecmed, he wasz leaving.

zaid Ilarry,

crutibs i sud-

breathed

that dim light a shadow

Bob  Cherry gave &  breathless
chuckle.

“Hy pum! T that's Aucky coming
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oul, he will spot thal sportzioun at the
window ™

“He's gane ! breathed Wharion.

The fall, lean fgura aé the ghimmer-
g window  vanished, It had Sitted
iito the darvknesz, as tho front door
opened,. A moment more, and the
bulky, beefy civeus-master emerged inio
the rain.

*Arrive derei, Bignor Canaletti t™

The cireusmaster cpoke the words
over & beefy shoulder, as he tramped
down the wet gravel to the gale.

The door shut, and all was dark
again, But the juniors could heay the
signor starting wp his car; the lights
came ot again, and revolved in a half-
eirele, Muceolini was turning his car,
io drive back the way he had eome,

The fashing lights disappeaved down
the lane, and the buze of the car died
avay in ihe distance;

Signor Aluccolini had gone hack to
Margate.

(O the lean man who had lurked by
the window the juniars saw notlung. He
had faken prompt cover, omd neither
Alunccolini nor the man he had called
Canaletti bhad zeen anything of him.

But as the sound of the circus-
migster’s car dicd away n the rain, that
shadowy, lean figure appearsd again;
the juniors spotted 1t passing  the
glimniering window towards the front
door,

“Well,” saul Dob, “if i{hat’s a jolly
old visitor, he's earvrying on in a jolly
weird wav! 1 suppeose e can’t be o
burglar i

“He doesn’t seem to mind getting
weob, whatever e 15, said Nugent.

The juniors were utterly puzzled and
a little wneasy. The proceedings of the
lcan man in_the raincoat wera mys-
terious enough, and undoubtedly looked
az if he was up to no goed. His present
proceedings were more puzeling than
ever, He had disappeared inte the
glooin after passi the window, bui
they were sure that ke was at the front
door, close by the wet trellis there.

Ile did not knock—it was clear that
Lo was not going in; he was no visitor
for Canalettl, as the circus-master had
been. What he was up to was an uiter
puzzla, ) .

Obviouzly, he did not mind E'Eﬂlng
wet, ag I\!ug‘ﬂnt had remarlked. The rain
was coming down on him as he stood
in the darkness by the door of the
bungalow. Ele seemed to be waiting
there—why, none of ihe junicrs coul
bhegin to guess,

The ghimmering Ii%:t in the bunpalow
window went out. Not a gleam came
from the bulding now. e juniors
heard the front deor epen, but no light
shone forth. QCanaletti, the black-
bearded man, was coming out into the
rain, and leaving the bungalow in dark-
ness behind him,

~ What followed made the juniors
LY.
They heard a startled exelamation in

Italian:

“Dip! Chiet™

"Thers was a heavy fall and a sound
of seuffling. For a second the juntors
in the garden hut stoed transhxed.
Then Harry Wharton tore the door
opa.

Come on 1™ he panted.

They knew what had happened. The
lean man in the vaincoat, lurking in the
davk by tha door, had leaped on Cana-
letii like a tiger as he stepped out,
bearing him backwards into the hail

There, in thoe darkness, they were
struggling, the black-bearded foreiguer
underneath. Inhospitable and surly as
the foreigner in the bungalow had been
ta them, the Greyiriars fellowz wera
nak iika_{y to let that 7o on witheout
Otervening,

Yhey rushed breathlessly through the
rain and reached the front door of the
bungalow, standing wide open. Within,
in the darkness, two clutching fizures
rolled, fizhting desperately.

Fi o

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Is not Pleased !

ILLY BUNTER stood at the door

of a gaudily painted caravan i

the eiveus ficld, and blinked out
gt falling rain through hLis bi
spectacles. He pgrunted, and groente
again. o

Bunter, evidently, was not enjoying
the weather.

Circus life in the fine weather had a
lot of attractions, but vnder heavy rain
1t had a lot of drawbacks, :

It had been havdly worth while for
the Magnificent Cirens to give a show
at all ﬁmt evening. Marco had per-
formed with his %.imm-; Samson, tho
strong man, hod dona his feats of
strength; Wriggles, the contortiomist,
had tied himself into knois; Zara, the
queen of the ving, had done her won-
derful riding act; Tippity Tip lhad
cracked his fime-worn wheezes—to such
n thin erowd that the takings were
hardly likely to pay for the lighting.

As for the side-shows, they had becn
literally a wash-out.

Billy Bunter did not care twe hoots
or one whoether the big tent filled or
not. Signor Muccolini’s business was
nothing to him. Neither did lLe care
whoether the side-shows did any business,
with one exception.

That exception was the ventriloguial
side-show, 1n which Professor Billo,
otherwise Billy Bunter, gave the British
publie value tor their money.

That especial side-show was, of
course, important, being DBunter’s.
Hitherto the fat Owl of Greyiviars had
done very well as o civens ventrilo-
qust,

That vontriloguial side-gshow had been
Tippity Tip’s before Dunter blew in.
Bunter did it better than Tippity—
which was, perhaps, a consolation to the
clown for being pushed out of his show
by the fat junior. On the other hand,
perhaps it was not.

But' on this I'&iﬂ'_i' evening, Bunter
nright as well hava left that side-show
to 1ts just owner for all the use it was
to him. Abseclutely nobody bad come in
to hear Professor DBillo ventriloquise.
Fourpence a time was chorged for ad-
mission to that show, and Dunter had
not taken a single con.

He bhad shut down in disgust aud
retived to his van, like Achilles ta his
tent.

Bunter had a very comfortabla van-—
the best in the circus. It was Siznov
Mueeolint’s, and he had ftarned the
signor out of it for his own behoof.

How DBuoter had got awaey with that
remarkable ‘é)rnceedmg was a mystery to
all in the Magnificent Circus.

There was by this time not a man in
the ‘cireus company nwvho did not guess
that the fat schoolboy had, in some mys-
terious manner, got the Ttalian circus-
master under his podgy thumb—how,
nocbody could guess. But it was only
too clear that when Buonter said
“Jump ! Mucky had to jump! The
circus mmparéy had the cvidenco of
their eyes and cars to tell them that
much, —

Now Billy Bunler stood blinking out
of hiz ecaravan with s discontented
hlink. The rain eame down hard anid
fost, Three miles from the ecircus
ficld it was coming down on Harry
Wharton & Co.—which would not have
hothered Bunter at all, if he had known

it. DBut the fact that it wns coming



down in the circuz {icld bothered him
very much.

“Blow it 1¥ growled Bunter.

It was a very comfortable caravan—
rauch more comfortable than a tent;
and Mucky had put up in a tent ever
since Bunter had snaffled his van, DBut
Billy Bunter did not want to stick in
that caravan, Neither did he want to
venture out in the wet. Neither did he

want to go over to the big circus tent
and watch the performance that was
Only half & mile away was

ing on. Unly
ﬁargnfu., with 1ts many atlractions—
teashops, restaurants, ictures, Bul
William George Bunter did not want lo
walk half a mmle m the rain.

“Here, Parker!” ealled out Bunter,
as & man passed in his view under a
dripping uvmbrella. “IHold on !
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“Fou just listen fo me,
Farker! Take a message to Muoceolini
for me! Tell him 1 want the car 1™

“The boss ain't on in the show to-
night,” answered Yarker. “He's put
another man in as riag-master this
evening.”

“ Whers is he, then ¥?

“Dunno 1™ said Parker,
I got to get Rajah ready ¥ )

And Parker {Plunged on in the ram
and disappeared,

Biunter snorted. If was seldom that
Signor Mueccolini cut the circng show—
Lie generally acted as ring-master. But,
accovding to Parker, he was not in the
civeus tent that evening. If he had
gone out, it was most likely that he had
gone in his car—which, therefore, would
not be available for Bunter., The fat

Bunter,

“Put I know

- a I.."I L .I._-'. ok . ! II:;
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“ Keep off ! ** yelled Bunter. *““Help !** Hardly knowing what he dld, En his terror, the faf Junior fung forward the scresn,

5

on with Zara, takine no heed whatever
of the fat junior squeaking from the
van,

“ Beast [* breathed Bunter.

Bunter had to make up his mind to it.

nere was nobods available to obey his
lordly behesls, and he had to go
himself.

He atruggied into a rainecoat, pulled
a cap down over his fat ears, put up an
umbrella, and barged out into the rain.

Grunting and snorting, he picked his
way through splashing puddles in the
divection of Signor Muceolini’s tent, Fo
was glad when he reached it, and
plunged in out of the downpour. A
swinging lamp was burning there, but
the tent was unoccupied.

Bunter blinked roond him, with fecl-
ings almost too deep for words. Signor

il

It crashed over Slgnor Muccolini, and burst as it struck his head. ** Spia, spla ! ** hissed the Italian, as he crouched, with the

Parker was one of the menagerie
attendants. Like wmost of the men
belonging to the circus, he did not like
taking orders from Billy Bunter.
Apparently deaf, Parker plunged on
throngh the rain.

“Do you hear me, Parker ¥ roared
Bunter wrathfully, “Come here at
once ! Do you want the boot #*

Parker did not want the boot, And
he was aware, as all the cirens was
aware, that Tippity Tip, the clown, was
under notice to quit for having offended
Bunter., Breathing hard, Parker turned
towards the van from which Bunter was
blinking out through his big spectacles,

Ho would have enjoyed ?mpkir;g the
fat junior out and rolling him in the
rain, but he did not venture to do so.
Bignor Muccolini, for some unknown
reason, was prepared to sack a4 man at
Bunter's request—or order. Parker did
not want to go on his travels when
Tipﬁitj- went, so he camie up to the step
of the caravin,

“Well 1 he f'nmted.
gce fto the elephants—-"

Blow the elephants!®

“I've got to

snapped

torn screen round his neck,

Owl of Greyfriars snorted, and snorted

again. ~a
Still, it was possible that Mueccolini

was in his own tent, Bunter refiected.

“Parker ! he shouted.

But Parker was gone.

“ Beast 1" hizsed Bunter.

He watched from the caravan for
somebody else to appear to take a
niessage. DBut everybody who could get
aut of the rain had got out of the rain.
For some time there was nobody to be
seen. Bunter had almost made up his
mind to go himseli—his last resource—
when two figures loomed up, heading
for the gate on the road.

They were Marce and Zara. Their
turns being over, they were evidently
poing into Margate, regardless of the
rain., Both of chem were muffled up
against the wet, and the big hon-tamer
was holding an umbrella over the gueen
of the ring with assiduous care.

“Here, Mareo 1" squeaked Bunter.

Marce glanced round.

h_“I say, go to Mucky's tent and tcll

lm____.'li‘

Bunter did not finish. Mareo walked

Muceolini was nob in the tent; evidently
he had cut the show that cvening to go
out—of conrse, in the car, He was not
likely to he walking in such weather,

* Beast [ grunted Bunter,

It was like the signor’s cheek to be
out when Bunter wanted him. It was
like anybody’s cheek to do anything that
displeased William George Bunter, He
blinked moroszely round the tent.

It was 8 large, square-built, comfort-
able tent, The signor, who had plent
of money, “did* himself wvery welj{
There were several vory comtortable
chairs, and Bunter—after a blink out
into the rain—sat down in one of them.
The tent was as good as the caravan, if
a fellow had to wait—and Bunter hoped
that the signor would como in, Anyhow,
he was not keen on another tramp
through pouring rain to get back to hia
Van,

He sat in an easy-chair, pulled =
gereen round him to keep off tho
draught—of which there was a lot—
grunted, and setiled down, He was
feeling very annoyed. If he was kepé
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waiting long it would bae too late to ro
to the pilotures,

But he heard, at last, the scund of a
ear, Mucky was coming hack. A few
minutas later he heard the Italian
tramping nto the tent, and rose to his
feet end blinked round the corner of the
zCreen,

He was about to speak—but he did
not,

What ha saw, as he blinked round the
eoveen, cavaed him to stand dumb with
saeprise, blinking in amazement at
Signor  Muoccolim  through his  big
epectacles,

p——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Saw !

IGNOR MUCCOLINT had scenred
the tent-flap bhehind him as he
entered. a threw off a rain-
drenched hat and coat. Then ho

iurned to a table on which lay a large,
heavy leather suitcase,

It was at that momont that Bunter's
eyes, blinking round the screen, fell on
him. From an inner pocket the Italien
had taken s large cnvelope—and from
that envelope he pourcd the contents on
the talbde—and Billy Bunter’s eves
almost hulged through liis spectacles at
the sight of a thick wad of banknotes.

Standing at the talle,
counted the banknofcs one by ong,
ing the corners as he connted,

Bunter could see that they wera bank-
notes; but he was not near enough to see
tha denominations. But if they were
anly five-pound notes it was a large sum
of money, for there were ab lenst fifly
of them. probably more,

The Italian's profle was turned
towards the staving fat junior belind
the screen. He could read the expres-

the signor
ick-

sion of greed on the swarthy face, With
hawk-like eves, Muccolini counted the
notes—Bunter watching him blankly.

Evidently the circus master had not
the faintest suspicion that anyvone but
himzclf wag in the tent. The screen
round Bunter's chair had hidden the
fat junicr from his ores when  he
entored,

Mow, had he looked round, he would
havo zcen him; buat he was not looking
round, his greedy attention was concen-
trated on the wad of bankugotoes,

Bunter stood hhnking.

The fat Owl was as Inquisitive as a
jagicdaw.  And this was wore than
cnough to excite Bunter's curiosity.

Whera on earth had Muceolini got all
ihat monecy ?

He had been out., Bot he had not
been to & bank—banks were all elosed
long ago., Bunter wondered dizzily
whether the Ttalian had come hack from
a robbery. Really, it looked like it
~Having counted the banknotes, Muecco-
lini_ unlocked the suitcase, evidently to
imﬂk them away in selety. Buniey
ward bim mutter {o himself:

“Cinque cento! Buono! Buonissimo ("

Bunter did net know that cingue
cenlo meant  five hundred, but he
guesied that the Italian was muttering,
m hiz own language, the smn Lo had
counted over. Ile knew that it was a
large sum.

Carefully the signor packed the wad
of banknotes into the suiteaze, cloeed if,
and locked it, and restored the key to
liis et.

Then he loocked round hiin—and
almost jumped clear of tha ground at
the gight of au astonished fat face
staring at him,

Tha look that came over the Ttalian’s
swarthy face was tervifyving.  His black
cyes flamed, his leeth gleamed through

pr— A,
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his black bush of a moustache, He
made a spring towards the fat junior,
rather like a wild beast,

¥Here, I—I—1 say—"
Bunter,

In that moment of alarm and fury the
Ttalian had forgotten that he was under
Bunter's thumb, Scared out of Lis fat
wits by the ferocity blazing fremn the
swarthy face, Bunter jumped back,

“Splal Bpial® hissed the Italian,

“Oh erikey ™ pasped Buntor.

A savape clutch would have been on
him in 4 moment more. Hardly hknow-
img what ha did in his terrer, Bunier
flung forward the screen, and 4 erazhed
on the Italian, stopping his fievce yush,

The signor stumbled and fell. The
sereen crashed over him and bursl as it
struck his head.

The dark head, the swarthy, furious
face, came through. The Ttalian gave a
roar of rage as he crouched with the
torn ecreen round his necl.

Bunter made a bound for the deor.

He quite forgot at that moment that
he had the upper hand of Bignor AMucra.
lini—that the dago had to jump when
ie said jum e murderous NFE i
Mueccolini’s face almost chilled the Blosd
in hia fat veine, The ons thought in
Bunter’s terrified mind was to gut
out of reach of the clutching, dusiy
hands,

But the signor had fastened the tent-

ap securely. Bunter's nerveless fuf
fingerz fumbled iwith it frantically.

o heard the Italian, behind hinn,
hurl the screen sside and leap to his
feet, The fat junior gave 2 vell o
Leryor.

“Keep off I Help! Help!”

“Bilenzio ™ hissed Muccolini.

“"Help " yelled Bunter.

“Bilenzio !  With an  coffort  the
Italian controlled his passionats fury.
“Non fa niente—it is a]li vight—ihere 13
no harm |”

F'or & moment or two the Ilalian's
ficrce rage had been out of his contral.
But he wos very guick to regain s
seli-control as the terrified fat jusios
velled for help, In the cireus cump he
could not deal with Bunter, as it had
heen in his mind for a moment, to deal
with hin,

Bunter blinked round at L,

Y You keep off ¥ hea pantecl.

Aluweeolini kept his distance. Twnmedi-
alely the spasin of mad rage hod passed
his one wdea was to keep Buanter ouiet.
Ite koew what Bunter had seen—and hoe
did not want all the eirens to itew,

Ha stood breathing havd; but e did
10k appmach the fat junior, mucd I3l
RBundter'z fat confidence revived.

The foreign beast had lost hiz toinper,
hat he knew that he had to foo the live.
Once before Mucky bad lost lus temper
aned kKicked Bunter out of the civeus,
Bul he had been glad to make his peaie
agam., Now prudence was once more
gotting the upper hand.

“I say, you keep off, you rsavage
beast Y said  Donter,  walching b
warily, “You luy a finger on pre aned
1°'11 have the whele erowd here in g
[ilfy.”

“ No=—no=—i1t 35 nothing ' pantaed
Muceolini, "I was stariled—1 d:id not
kuow anyone was hove.  What do you
horo ™

“I came to tell you I wanted ihe car,
blow wyou I growled Bunter. * Az yan
were ont 1 waited for veou.  Why
shoaldn't T

The Italian's black eyeos rlinted gt
him. Whaether Bunter had been spying,
or whether he was m the tent h% chanoe,
th cante fo the samo thing—he had teen
what he had seen. :

“It is all right—it 13 no matter?”
zaid Muccolini, %:'cnl-hing bhard. *You
have seen—"
Bunier grinned.

gaspod
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T 1 saw von counting overaour money
like a rolien miser ﬁe answered. “1'd
jolly well like to kuow where you got i,
I-M.'JJ

T have seen a friend,"” said Muceo-
lini, watching him like a cat. “Ilo has

paid me a debt. That is all.”
“Well, I don’t trust  you,” sald
Dunter. *Looks jolly fishy to me. Ii I

hear to-morrow that a hank has Leen
robbed in Margate 1 shall jelly well
krow what to think 1"

MMuccoling faughed.
 Probably it was a relief to him to see
{hat the fnt and fatvous Owl did not
cven remotely guess the source of that
wid of banknotes,

“You can cackle!” grunted Bunter
“But I can jolly well tell you I don't
like the logk of it! Thal's plain
1']!_1 lish [

“But you will say nothing of what
you have seen, signorino

“I jolly well shall, if T hicar that
there's been a robbery ! said Buanter
warmly. “ Do you think I'd keep that
sort of thing dark ¥

“You Wiif hear nothing of the kiod,
fonll Tt was a debt repaid—"

“Well, 1f that's all, all right,” said
Bunter. “That's no business of mineg—
but I tell you plainly, I think it.leoks
tishv. Now what about the cae?™

“The—the car ¥

“Yos—the Royal izn't shut yet, and 1
can get supper there, too—a jolly good
supper. I want the car.™

Muccolini looked at him.

“Vao bene!™ he said.

“For pgoodness’ sake, don’t jabber
that linpo at me,” said Bunter irvitably.
“Can 1 have the car or not?”

“8i, 51l I will give order at once.”

“You'd better |” grunted DBuntor.

Five minutes later DBunter rolled
away in the cireus-master’s car. As he
rolled away he was thinking, chiefly, of
SUPDET.

There were dark thoughte in the mind
of the Italian as he paced his tent after
the fat Owl was gone. There was a chill
of fear in his heart, and in & nature
like Pickro Mumafini’s, fear casily
turned to ferocity. And he had cause

io fecar. ¥e despised Bunter as a fat
fool, who could not sce what was plain
wnder hiz nose; but there was a limit

cven to Bunter’s fatuons obtuseness. So
far, Bunter bad known the signor's
seeret, withont in the least guessing the
real nature of 1t. Would he guess now ¥

He had seen Mucecolint taking secret
plictographs of an acrodrome on the
coast. He had supposed, at first, that
MMuccolini feared to be heavily fined for
nsing his ecamera in forbidden places.
But the way the Italian had knuckled
under to him, caused Bunter to suppose,
further, that Mucky frarcd not a fine,
but a term of imprisonment, for what
hie had done.

That was as far as Bunter's fat brain
had worked.

ot foar a moment had a saspicion
crossed his mind that Pietro Muecoling
was a forcign spy, engaged in accumu-
lating secret information for foreign
Gl InlCs.

Had Bunter guessed that, had he even
snspocted it, ke would have acted very
differently. Unserupulous young raszcal
as ho was, he would have recoiled fram
any assoctation with the spy, in hoveor
and loathing,

But he had not even dreamed of it.

In s fatuous belief that 1t was a caz=o
of a cheely, ignorant foreigner recl.
lessly overstepping the luw, Bunter saw
nuo horm in keeping the incident dark—
vapecially as it enabled him to hook on
in the Magnificent Cireus for the heli-
dovs. OFf the seriousness of the matter,
fiv had not the remotest idea.

Muccolini had, so far, felt safe, So

long as hie tocd the line, Dunier would
say nothing—unless he pguessed thoe
truth, which he was teo stupid te do.
But now
Could even a fool like Bunter fail to
understand, after what he had scen?
And if the trath dawned on hiz obtuse
mind
Mucecolini

felt o cold ehill at the
thought of what wonld follaw, He
would gusss—lhe would surely puess—if
not sooner, then later. And if Le did,
Pietre Muccolint was a lost man.

Darker and darker grow the swarthy
face, as the Ttalian paccd his tent, think-
m%‘.nnd thinking,

illy Bunter, sitting at a well-spread
table at the Rowval, was enjoving hiz
supper. He would not have enjoved 1t
could he have known the dark and des-
perate thoughtz that were thronging
the mind of the Italian spy.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Fight in the Night !

ARRY WHARTON & CO,
H blinded by the rain and the
gloom, crowded at the open
doorway of the bungalow in the

lully lanc

They could see nothing, )

‘There was no ghmmer of light in the
housze, Canalett, the  black-hearded
foreigner, had turned out all lights
before he opened the door. And outside
there was only rain and shadow,

Fromn the blackness of the narvow hall
within came the sound of panting
breath, scullling and struggling.

Peoring 1n the shadows, with thump-
ing hearts, the Greyiviars juniors tried
to make out what was poing on.

The two men were fighting fiercely,
rolling over as they fought. The harsh,
panting velwce of the foreigner came
from the darkness.

“Ohi et Chi ¢®

There was no reply to the gquestion
from the lean man who had leaped on
him like a tiger. The foreigner was
asking : “Wheo is it ?"=—but the assailant
did net waste his breath in answering.

Whether the two men were encmies,
or whether the assatlant was =ome
[}I‘{J‘I-\'lﬁr of the night, secking to rob in a
onely place, the Greyfriarvs fellows had
o iden. Bub af it was the latter, they
were the fellows to lend the attacked
man & hand, harsh and inbospitable as
he had been to them.

“Got & light, anybody?” panted
Wharton, striving in vain té picrce the
gloom within.

Bob Cherry got out & matelibox, and
struck a match., But the rain extin.
guished it instantly.

He struck another, shading it with his
palm. For a moment it fickered, before
it, too, went oub,

In ihat moment the joniors had s

himmpse of the secene 1n the hall of the

angzalow,

The black-bearded foreigner +was
down on his back. The lean man, his
jocket wildly crumpled, his hat fallen
off, had him pinned down, with a knee
on his cleat.  There was a gleam of
steel—the black-bearded man had a
drawn knife in his hand. But the ns.
sallant had hizs wrist in a grip of iron,
preventing him from using the weapon.

The mateh went out, and the wild
seene was blotted in darkness again,

But the glimmer of the match liad
caught the eyes of both the combatants;
both of them knew, for the first time,
that othera were on ihe spot. In the
breathless struggle they had not heard
the footsteps or voices of the schoolboy:
crowding round the door.

Mow ilicy Lkoew that others werd
there,  The foreigner did not eall for
hilp, as might have been expected 3 he
was attacked by somme lawless azzailant.
Iiat the voice of the lean man was heard
for the first time.

“*Stand back!
stand clear!®

"The voiow was panting, breathless, but
obviously English. Whoever the lean
mian was, he was nob o forcigner.

" For goodness’ sake, get o light zonie-
how [ exelaimed rank Nugeut.

“Half a tick!” gasped Lo, * Held
your hat, once of you!”

Nugent held his drenclied straw hab
to protect the mateh, hecdless of the
rain on his head,  Bob struck the matels,
aid tlos tine 16 burned.

It was but a glimmer, but it zshowed
up the scene. They =aw the knife fall
from Uanaletis’s hand, as the lean man
twisted his wrist.  Then they saw the
aszailant's hand groping over the black-
bearded man, pinned to the floor. They
saw & black leather lelicr-case dragged
from an inoer pocket.

Canalettl gave a scream of rage.

“Ladro—ladreo 1"

The sight of the leather case, in iho
hant of hiz assatlant, scemed to re-
double his strength and fury. With a
terrific effort he wrenched hilinself away
from the koee that pinned him down.
clozed with the lean man, and rvenewed
the strupgle.

The matell went out.

But the juniors had secn enough fo
banish iheir Joubts that it was a caszp
of robbery. The lean man had in hia
hand the leather case he had forcibly
torn from the foreigner.

There was o sound of r stumbling fall.

e of the combatants had gone down
in the dark, which, the juniors could not
SO0,

But, alinost in the same moment, a
leaping Bgurc came out of the doorway,
ruzhing out wildly, bareheaded, into tho
rail.

“atop lnm ™ panted Wharton.

_ The fMeeing man crashed into the
juniors.

That he was the man who had seized
the letter-case, and that he had broken
away from the other, and was making
off with it, seemed cortain. There was
1o reason, =0 far as they knew, why the
forcigner should rush out of his own
houso in franiic flight.

Nothing doubting that it was tho
assatlant who was secking to escapo
with his pluader, they grablbed the
shadowy figure on all sides.

The man went down heavily, strug-
gling and kicking, and Wharton, grop-
ing, felt the leather case in hiz hand
and tore it away from lhis grasp.

“T've gotb it he panted.

“1old the brule ™

“1 zay, hold b

Dut 1t was nat easy to hold the strog-
gling man. He wrenched and tore like
a wild Least, dragpged himself loose, and
bounded away into the darliness. The
juniors were lefs paoting and stagger.
g, Bob sprawling headlong i the
muddy gravel

“Oh crumbs!” gasped DBob, as he
eermmided up, I sav "

“Laok out!"

I"rorn the darlt doocrway eame thae
olher man, leapmng. Az he came, he
Hashed on the light of an electrie torel.

To ibhe sgmazement of the juniors,
they saw that lie was not the black-
Learded foreigner.

Tt was the assatlant!

The man who had fled into the rainy
darkness was not, after all, the man
who had  attacked Canaletti  and
erabbed his letter-case.

Evidently, tha blackbearded man had
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grabbed it back again, and fled with it,
leaving his assailant in the bungalow.

“Oh crumbs!? gasped Harry Whar-
ton as he rcalised that he had tomn
that letter-case from the hand of ihe
pwner, whe was flecing with it

The light flashed, for a sccond, on
1he feces of the jumors, wet with e
Then tho lean man rushed by in puraicis
of the fugitive.

‘Tramping footsteps in thoe mud and
rain rang back. In a twinkling, the
mian was goue—Dbut the staring juniors
could sce the flash of his torch in the
davke lane, os he hunted for the mian
who had fed,

It vauished. ;

“Well,” gasped Bob, “this Leats the
band ! What the thump—"=>"

“T've mobt the letter-case!™ pasped
Wharton, "My hat! I thought it was
the thief gelling aw&§ with it, and——"

“Get luside,” said Jobnny Bull.

Johmmy was a practical fellow, and it
was & sensible suggestion, The drenched
juniors crowded 1nuto the hell of the
bungalow,

ITob strock a waleh, found a lamp,
aud lighted it. The hall was a_scene of
wild confusion—rugs crumpled, chairs
knocked over, crunched hats and o
broken umibrella lying on the Hoor.

Standing at the open  doorway, the
vhumws  of the Hemove looked out
anxianushy,

What was best to bo dena in the
strange  circumstances, they had no

itlea,  Wharton had the leather case,
and he conld only hope that the man
would eomo back fo the bungalow, when
he would be able to return it to hiwm.
It was a large, fat case, evidently full
of papere, 1Te slipped it into an mside
pocket for safely. If the assailant came
back, he was certainly not going to he
allowed to zek held of 1k

“IIajle, hatle, hallo! Hero he
comes 1 exelaimind Bob Cherry, as thcre
was a trmnp of hurried feet on the

ravel,

“Which 1 sand Nuogent. o

“We'll see in a Gick! IF it's flat
pickpocket, stand ready to collar hin”

“You boet ! .

A figure loomed up in the light now
burning m the little hall. Tt was not
that of the Wack-bearded foveipner. It
waz that of the lean wman who had at-
tacked ham.

Harry Wharton & Co. made a move-
ment—their  first natural  impression
being that it was a thief who had cone
back to the lonely bungalow for

lunder. But os the light shone on the
pan man'a face they dropped iherr
hands. They knew that face, now ihat
they saw it in the light.

The lean man stepped in,

" ¥ou young zsses!” he said. )

And the Famous Five gasped, wilh
one Yolee:

“Torrers Locke 17

 ——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Luck !

ERRERS LOCKIE :lammed the

F door, and stood staring grimly

at the amazed juniors. The

famigus PBaker BStreet detective

was brezthing hard and deep.  Stron

and sinowy as he was, the struggle ha
{old on himn.

Harry Wharton & Co. could only
stare at him blankly.

From what ihey had seen, they had
uever doubted that the lean man whe
had attacked the foreigner and torn his
letter-case from him, was a breaker of
tha law. And it was Ferrera Locke, the

Tee Magxcr Lierary.—No. 1,480

THE MAGNET

eelebrafed delective—uot a hreaker, hut
a pillar of the Jaw!

“0h grumbs ! gasped DBoeb Chervy.

“The crmmbialness  is wrrife ™
surgled Ilarree Jamset Ram  Singh,
* Eateemed and ridicitlous A,
Lot et

 Tt—ii—i1"s vou, Mp. Locke ! panicd
WiavLomn.

“We—we never hkunew——" gazped
Nugent. )

“Tadn't the foggiest idea!”  said
Jehnny Bull.  “We took you fer a

burglary, or a pickpocket, from what we
gaw, Alr, Locke.”

“What the diekens are wvon
aning lere?”  exclaimed e
Sireel deteclive sharply.

“Thal's an easy one,”™ said Bob, with
a grin. “Hadn't you noticed ii's a
rather Jdamp cveping 1" .

Locke was deipping with ramnm. e
was 2 good deal wetter than the juniors.
Harry Wharten hurviedly  explained
how the party hed taken shelter from
the rain in the garden-lmt beside the
bungalow,

“And then—from what
and saw * he went on.
wa've dene noe harm by  barging
Mr. Locke” ,

“None 1" said Iervers Locke. “Ti s
not vonr fauls that that scoundreel has
rot clear with the papers—-="

hovs
Daloer

Lheard—
“I hope
i,

Wt

“The papers!™ repeated Harry, “In
thet leather case, do you mean 'f: B
“You saw it? acked Loeke. “Yea—

ithat was what I wanled, As you have
geenn g0 muen, I have no doubd yon
guess, easily enough, that I was shadow-
ing Muccoling, and irncked him heve, to

iz inferview with the other foreign
rascal,” 2

“Yos, wo can sce that uow 17 sakd
Harey.

“The seclulness is preposterous!™ nd-
miited the Nubob of Bhanipur.

The juniors ecould wnderstand cloardy
enough now. ‘Lhey were already awarn
ihat the Baker Strect detective had
Lbeen watching Muccolin.

They kncw, or at least they had no
doubt, that Lecke suspected tha eirens-
master of beivg a forcign sﬁy—mr}l
from what they knew of Bl':‘IJy unter's
antica at the eireus, they had no doulbe
that it was the casc.

It was easy enough for them to guess,
now, that Signor Auecolint had visifed
his eonfederate at that lonely bungalnw
to hand over to him the information he
had collected—and no doubt to receiva
frane hiny the rewavd of his treachery.

Lockse had tracked him there and,
after he was gone, had seized on
Canaletti  {o  goet  possession of the
papers,

It was all clear cnough now, and
Harry Wharton smiled as he shd his
hand inte his pocket, It was, after all,
fortunate that the Greyfriars junsors
had been on the seeno, Canaletta had
vanished into the rainy nigit, and bt
for Harry Wharton, le would hLave
taken the papers with him.  As it was,
the leather caso was in the pocket of
the captain of the Remove.

“The papera aren't Ale.
Locke ! saidd Harry .

“They are gone!” said the detective.
“1 seized tho letter-case fyom that
foreign rascal, as vou seem to have
seen—but he snatched it back, and ran
before I could get hold of him again.
I have failed to find him, in the dark—
ha is gone.”

“Look here !

Ferrers Locke gave a viclent start as
Wharton drew the leathor case [rom his
pockot.

He stared at 1t blankls.

“What——" he almost stulliered.
scemed unable to Lelieve his eyes,

gone,

Ha

“I pot it away from him when le
Delted,” explained 1favry.  “ ¥You =ve,
Mr. Locke, we thought—"

Tocke almost snatched the Teather
case from s hand,  Ho sbepped o 1le
L, turning his back on 1he juniors.

They saw him open the leather ease
amd Thers was a rustle of papers as he
sortoc themy ovoer,

For iwe or ihrea minules, EFereevs
Loeke was conceniraied on the papers,
amd seermed 1o forget dbe presence of
il Cirevirviars juniovs.

Bob Chorry winked 2t lis
Deliand the doetective’s back.

“Thia 13 where we <o 2 song and o
danea ! he murmured,  FWoelra  dhe
vhaps 1o deliver the poods, whaty™

“We are—we is!" grinned Jolumy
Dall.

The junrors conld nob liclp  feeling
olated. Thoy could vealize, very clearvly,
that the papers in thot leather case
wero mmportant. They did not need to
seer thein to know that they contained
information collected by o spy, 1o b
iransferred alwead for the use of u
foreign enemy I ocase of war,

Locke {vwrned to them at last,  1his
{aen was prave amd serious, hud g eyes
wore gleavnng. e closed il Jeather
case, and slipped it into hiz pocket.

frieinls
L]

“Thank von, Whartou ™ he  said
ety “Yaon Lave lwen of TR
serviee 1han vou probably goess.  Fhesa

wre the papers I wanied ! 1F yvon boys
had nob been on the spol—-—"

“Never in {he cart, ever in e vam,
for ihat is ihe way of a Giealviaes
man " sang Lol Clerry,

Foreors Locke huoglud,

“Fow will say nething of ihis, of
contsc [ bo said. 1 have trusied you
hefore, and 1 can {vist you again?

“Of course,” said Iarry.

“Ahiow's the word 1Y snad Dol

“The mumfulness will Be dovvific and
prenosterouws, hononved sabib,™

“And now,” said Tocke, “Canaleids
iz nof. hikely i return—whaever letb b
ilis bungalow s very unliliely over (o
see him agaiv.  But the sooner woe aro
vowe the betier, My cav is parked up
the lane—and if yvou would Nike o

E t_._..'?
“Corn in Ilgypt 7 said Bol.
T What-ho ! said rank Nuorent.

13k

“LCotne, then !

The hight was turned off, and ihe de-
fectivo and the Ureyiviars jnniors lefd
the lonely bungalow. Tley groped
through rain aml mud, 2] they veached
the detective’s ear—parked wider  Hie
dpipping irees some distance up tho
lnne,

It was a close {if for live possengers;
bt thoy packed in, and Locke drove
away., 1le leb the ear out with a ruzh
and a rear, and ey wlizzed away
through rain and darknpess,

In o very short time ihe lights of
dargate were glistening round them
through the rain. Ferrors Locke stopped
at the carnor of Havald =Strect, off iho
Norihdown road, where the Greyfriars
hieliday party had thev lodgiogs.

“Good-night 1" Le said.

The junier: lumbled out of the car.

“ Good-might, =i ™

The ear flashed away and vanished.

IMarry Wharton & Co. scuttled u]i: tho
strect, through the rain, to their lodp-
ings,  They were wet and they ween
iuddy—drenched with rain and caked
with mud—but they were glad, all the
same, that they had beon out that rainy
evening. Quite inadvertently, but very
fertunzicely, they had lent a helping
hand in clozing the net round the cireus

EPY.
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In the light irom the match, Harry Wharton
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& Co. saw the knife gripped in Canaleiti’s hand, as the lean man twisted his wrist.
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Then they saw the assailant’s hand grope over the blackbearded man, pinned to the Roor, and withdraw a letter-case from

Lis inner pocket.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Shabby Man !

IPEPITY TIP leaned on the gate

E of the circuz field, and dly

watched the man coming down
the rood from Margate,

It was g bright and sunny morning—
a glorious summer’s morning after the
rain of the night. Lvervthing was
fresher for thoe rain, after a long, hot,
dry month, It was a morning to make
any man fecl checrfel

But Mr. Tip, generally as cheerful as
any man in the Magnificent Cireus, or
out of it, had a mworese expression on his
chubby facc.

That brizght morning Mre. Tip was
Iooking on the universe with a pessi-
mistic cye,

Tippity was under notice to quit, The
order had  pone  forth—from Bill;
Bunter ! Tippity hod had the unheard-
of audacity to cheek Bunter! He had
offended that high and mighty youth
very scrionzly. And the boss, who
really seemed to have no will but
Bunicr's, had sacked him.

Only by Bunter's gracious permission
was Tippity allowed to stay on a few
mora dave while the sigpor filled his
place.

Tippity could read in the daily papers
that prosperity was returning in leaps
and huungs after the great slump. He
had proof of it in the excellent business
that the Magnificent Circus was doing.
MNevertheless, Tippily lknew that Jobs
were still hard to get. And he was used
to the Magnificent Cireus. Ile did not
like the si({mr-—n{:bﬂdy in the elrcus did
—but he liked everybody elso in the com-

any, and he did not want to leave
Elnrm and Zara and Wt‘i}gg‘!ﬂ anc
Samson and the rest, and still more he
did not want to be “resting ¥ instead of
getting on with a job.

# Ladro—ladro ! **

S0 Tippity's uzual cheery, chubby face
WS TNOrosE )

But though Tippily was down on his
luck, or paghaps ecouse of 1t, he could
feel sympathy for another man down on
hiz luck. And the man coming along to
the circus feld had well-known and
easily recognised signs that fortune had
overiooked him in the distribution of her
favours.

Tippity guessed that he was coming
along, looking for a job, and was sorry
for him. l‘-.ﬁm!-:;; was not the man to
take on & hand he could possibly do
withoub. Iather was he the man to save
a =alary by making one man do the work
of two, The hard-fisted Italian was tho
very last man to bo interviewed suecess-
fully by & man down on s luels.

*“*Mornin’ 1" said Tippity politely, es
the man stopped by the gate.

He was a rather tall man, rather lean
im figure  He was dressed respectably
but  shabbily. Ifis boots had been
moended, and mended again; his clothes
had been carvefully rvepaired m many
places; his old bowler hat had been care-
fullr doctored to make it leok a litile
less like a remnant from a dust-heap.
Tippity koew the signs: he had, so to
speak, been thore himself.  All the more
for that reason Tippity was very polite.

“You belong to {lis circus 1 asked the
man.

“ Jest ul present,” gaid Mr. Tip, “I'm
itz chief altrastion.”

“ Auy chanee of a job "

“Borry old thing, T should rather sar
not 1 answered Me, Tip.  “I'd hand
vorl mine if you was a clown, and put
in a word for yvou”

“TLeaving I asked the man.

“Boot 1" said Tipmty.

“Well, I suppose I could speak to Mr.
Muccolin,” said the lean man. “I've
heard that the boss here is an Italian
gentleman.”™

“An Evetalian all vight;” agreed Mz,

Canalefti gave a secream of rage.

Tip. “"DBut whoever {ald you he was a
gentleman was a-palliuz of vour lep”

The mau smled.

“1U'm not sayving anvibin® agin the man
who poyv: me yuy salaey,™ went on My
Tip, “but o mweaner, neslier, greasior
sort of blighter would be hard to find.”

He glanged ronnd. Signoy Muccolini
haed coioe out of his tent, and was speak-
g 1o 'arler.

Iis tone was lowd and bullying, as it
very frogquently was an addeessing the
circus hands.

Piciro Mypecolini was the man to take
full advantare of the fact that jobs were
Lhard to get.

“That's the sporisman,” said Mre. Tip,
with a jerk of his thumb towards the
civcus-masier.  “Hort of man yvou'd like
to worl for—what*"

“Begegars ean't be choosers,” said the
lean man 1 think I'l irvy my luek.
I'mi good wilth horses, and that ought to
ba nzefnl at a elrcus"

“YWell, here he comes; you can fry
vour luek,” said Tippity. “1f vou'd de
two men's work for half a man’s salary,
Mueky would take vou on if he was short
of & man, but he an't.” ]

SBignor  Muceolini,  looking
sighted the wan al the
te Tippity. Ile came
with his usnal swagger.

The signor was not in a good femper
that morning. Billy Buuter, no doubt,
waz tho cluef causc.

He could not venture to “take it out ™
of Bunter., Bul Lie could venture to take
it out of others, snd he did.

Leaving Parker wishung that he could
afford to hit the greasy dago in the eye,
Signor Muceolini came down to the gate
and stared at the lean, shalbby man over
1k,

“Whe are you?” he snapped.

“Name of Robinson, sir!™ eaid the
lear man, taking off his hat. “.John
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Robinson, sir, and a very useful man

'Wl[h horses, if vou “ﬂ.l]tE{i—'-"*

“No hands wanied here ! snapped e
“]E','HG-L

“ 18 yﬁud Elve & fmuan oa  chagee,
_F"L"—rﬂ-'l'l-

“I tell you no hands are wanted here |
Clear off, and dou't hang zloub wy
cirens mapprr’l Muecalin:.

And ke turned his podey back on the
applicant for a job and stalked away
agnin,

The lean man  looked afler him
curiously.

“Mice, ain't he? said Mr. Tip.
“Palished mannerz, and all %]I-?It BEoLt
of feller you like at fivst sight ™

o Weli there's wnothing doing, I sup-
pose,” *eaid the lean nan.

“Hold on,” =satd Tippily, as John
Robinson was fturning away, |:|1‘-|1 Ar,
Tip's hand slid into his pocket. *Ti the
uck's bad, and five bob would 'elp—m>-"

“Thank yvou kindly, sir ! said the lean
man. " You're very gﬂnd. but it's pob
so Dbad az that. Thank you all ithe
zame. "’

With o nod to Tippity he walked
away down tho road.

But he did not go very [‘ur At a
little distance thoere was waysicda
wooden seat, and M. Rubmwn sab down
en it. Ha unfoldsl a newspaper amd
became deeply interested in the adver-
tizement columns.

Tippity, from the distance, gave him
a commizerafing look.  1le knew what
an unempleved man was likely te be
feching like, as he seanned the dvecary
advertisement columns, and b was borno
in on poor Lippiiy’s mind that very soon
that drears oeenpation might be his own.

He walked bhack from tTm gate with a
thoughtful and  evercast brow. Ilu
pavnsed at the sight of Dilly Dunter
deseending From lus caravan.

Bunter, in white Dannels and a hanid-
some  straw  hat, was looking quile
“pozh.” Llle  blinked st {be ]It'r*ﬂ- 1
thiough hia big spectacles with & dJis-
dainful blink.

“I say——" hegan Tippity.

“Ian’t talk to me!™ zaid Dunter
nanghtily,

AMre, Tip hresthed hawd. e knew
that it was enly necessary for Bunter to
speak a word to the boes for the “eack ™
te be washed ouwi. But it went deeply
against the grain to ask Bunter lo speal
tlmt ward. a mado an effort,

Lm:.!:- fere, young Buntev,” he eaid,

“you've gob me the push, after hugﬂmw
my show—"

“You had the check lo make a rolten
fuss about my taking over the ventrvilo-
gquial  show,™  said DBunter.  “You
chucked a ean of paint at me!  You
can’t cxpect ma to ovevlook tlot.”

“Well, it was my show 1™ said Tippity.
“Hus. never mind that, Keep the bloom-
ing show, and be blowed 1o you! Leok
heve, evervbody in ihis bleszed civens
kuows that Mucky feeds from  your
Lhand., Goodness linows how you deona
if, bub vou got Iim under your thmmb.
What about puiting in a word for o
man

Bally Banter Blinked ab him,

ITe was lofty and hawzhty, as hoeame
a blue-Llooded aristoccat of e teibe of
Buider, but he was, after all, Lr:u:n]-
nablurcd, and he conld make concessrons
Fo anyane whe was soflwaeniTy civil, Bk
siich a one had fo be very eivil—very
civil indeed.

“Well, if you're sorey for your Jdashed
impertinenee ' 1think abour " he
said., “But mind, no mare cheek. I'm
not standing any c¢heck from o creus
clown, Auny mare of vour low impudenco
and I'll— Yarooonop 1”

It was veckless of Tippity, in the cirs
cumstances, ot he peally eouhi mn Lodp



it. Ie gave Billy Bunter a sudden push
on the widest part of his extensive cir-
cumforence, and the fat junior gave &
startled how] and sat down.

It was rather unfortunate for Bunter's
osh flanuels that he sat in a puddle
eft by the last night’s rain.

Splash |

“Wooooooogh 1™ spluttered Bunter, as
waler and mud splashed ll.l;_ rount and
over him. * Doool ! ou cheeky
rotler—— Ooopogh I

“2it there, you fat snail,” growled
Tippity, “and be blowed to youl”

“Ow! Beast! Owl!” gasped Bunter.

Tippity Tip stalked on, leaving the
fat Owl to wriggle out of the puddle,
e wriggled ent—dripping !

He scrambled back to his van, to
change those muadds I;.-ags, in & state of
wrathful fury, inexpressible in words.

“Woll, you've done it now, Ti‘ppity L
remarked Wriggles, who had witnessed
that little sceme. “Youw've boen and
gone angd done it 1™

“1 'avel” assented Mr Tip. *And
I'm glad I've been and gone and dono
it, Wrig! I tell you that fat bladder of
lard would make me swear. :f T knowed

any werds! I tell rou, Wrig, he gets
my 'air off I I can't stand his cheek,
and I won't, mot if it's the sack every

day of my natural life!”

“How does the boss stand it?" asked
Wriggles,

“1 ask roui” replicd Mr. Tip.

That the bo:z was able to stand the
fat Owl's c¢heck mere patiently than
Mr. Tip was cleaz.

A Ltz laker the elrcus-master was
geen in conversation with Bunter, at the
door of his van, After which they
walked out of the cirens field together,
apparently on the best of terms—and
Wriggles shrugged his shoulders, and
Tippity Tip suffed as they went,

And as they walked along the road to
Margate, the lean, shablyy man, who had

iven his name 83 John Robinson,
olded his newspaper, rose from the
wayside scat, and moved off 1in the same
direction.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Black Treachery !

ILLY BUNTER was surprized.
B He was also pleased,

Several tines, as he rolled

along by the side of the beefy,
swarthy Italian, he Dblinked up &g
Muccolini’s _face, through his big

spectacles. Kach time he read in that
swarthy faco & friendly geniality that
was really surprizing in the circum-
stance.

Hitherto. Signor Muccolini had toed
the line; but it had been with ill-sup-
pressed impaticnee and irritation; and
cvery now and then his savage Southern
temper had blazed out. He had hardly
ever beon able to speak fo Bunter with
bare civility.

Even the fact that Lis obvious dislike
of the fat junior made the circus com-
pany wonder more and more why he
tolerated Bunter at the circus, could not
make “Mucky ¥ succeed in Liding hiz
feelings.

But now there was a change—a sur-
pricing change. And Bunter was glad
of it. Everything on a friendly footing
was really much more agrecable.

And evervithing scemed on a wvery
friendly footing row. Not only was
the Italian exuding good-humour. But
he had suggested a pienie on the sands—-
the kind of suggestion that Bunter was
bound to view with complete and hearty
nplfrm‘al. _ .

hat the cireus-master himself was
keen on picnicking on the sands did
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not seem probable; but there was no
doubi that Billy Bunter was keen on it
He was keen on any function that in-
eluded foodstufls.

To call in at the best place in Mar-
gate for the hest pieme-basket that
meoney could buy; to seek a comfortable
spob on the sunny sands:, and guzzle the
same—whal could be more attractive
than that?

Bunter began to think that Pietro
Mueceolini was not, after all, such a
beastly dago as he had considered him.
If he was gomng to keep on like this,
Bunter was  prepared  to be gquite
fricndly.

Olviously, 1t was much more comfort-
abile all round if the man toed the line
good-humouredly, instead of continually
cutbing up vusty,

It was surprising, but pleasing. And
that the Ttalian lind any hidden meotive
behind hiz new friendliness did not
occur to Bunier's fat brain for =&
Boment.

He did not even conncet this sudden
change with what lhe had seen in the
signor's  tent the previous covening.
What connection eould there be? None
that Bunter was likely to penctrate,

Surprised, but satisfied, and very
merry and bright, Bunter relled aleng
by the side of the becfy Ilalian, down
the Nurthdown road.

Lhe lunch-basket was duly purchased
—Bunter saw to the packing of it, on a
liberal zeale—and the signor paid for it,
careless of the cost, though sll the
Magnificent Cirens know Mueccolini to be
very close with moncy.

This was the sort of thing Bunter

Lhked. He geinned happily as he rolled
down to ihe front with the circus-
fetaster.

MNeitler of them liad the [aintest idea
that a lean, shabby man was loafing
Rlﬂll% some distance in the rear, If they
had happencd to see him, they would
have taken no nole of him. Shabby
men, evidentls hard up, had no interest
for Bunter or Muccolini. But, in point
of fact, thev did not obzerve him at all,
If either of them lLappened to glance
round, John Robinson was gazing into
a shop window, or turning round to
look behind him, or out of sight behind
an omnibus or a taxicab, or stopping to
scan his newspaper. John Robinson—
if hiz name was John Robmson—was an
old hand at this game,

On the golden sands of Margate, Billy
Bunter prepared to sit down and begin
on that luneh-Lasket. But the signor
walked on, and Bunter rolled with him.

In the dense crowd on the beach they
wera less likely than eover to observe
John Robinson behind them. Az they
pazzed aleng the Cliftonville front the
shably man was still at the smune
distance, unnoticed.

There were a good many people about,
but the crowd was thinner, and grew
thinner farther on. Bunter might have
noticed—but did not—that most of the
people on the beach, extonding towards
Brosdstairs, weve coming back into the
Eown.

All that Bunler moticed was that it
was ot and very sunny, and that the
signer seemed to be bent on taking a
jollv long walk.

Why ther coulda't :it down at once
and =tart on the grub Bunter did not
see.  Possibly thie sigunor preferred a
more sccluded spot for a pienie. That
was all right, of course, but Bunter did
not want a long walk, Long walks had
?e_vnr sppealed to the fat Owl of Grey-
riars,

“1 sar, ara we golng much farther "
he azked, at last, pufing and panting,
as he tramped on sofl sand, under the
clare of the =un.

3]

“Poco, poco ! said Bignor Muccolini,
smiling, A little pleasant walk, to a
very pleazant shady spot under the cliffs,
signoring.”™

Ok, all right '

Bunier plugged on.

Eright and fine as the day was, there
was noboady on the beach now, at a
distance from the town.

1t did not ocenr to Bunter's fat brain
that that was because the tide was
coming in. When it came i, it would
wash against the cliffs, and the wholo
beach between Margate and Kingsgate
would be under water,

There was plenty of thine, however, to
walk aleng and clumber out at the end
to the promenade that streteled alon
the sca-front on the top of the Elmlg
cliffs.

Two or three tioes now  Bignor
Muccolini glaneed back over & beofy
shoulder.

Clertainly he had not the remofest sus-
prcion that e was shadowed. But for
reasons of his own—dark and desperato
reasons—he preferred that even a casual
exo should net follow him.

But the coast was clear.

The shabby man had not followed on
afrer the erowd on the beach ihiuned
out. He could not have done so without
revealing himself couspicuously to the
Ttalian, w03 the only person following
along the beach.

He had turned off the beacly, and
ascended to the promenade on the cliffs
above,

On the upper promenuade, which was,
of course, out of reach of the tide, thers
were plenty of zaunterers—though mnost
of thein were sauntering homeward for
the luncli-hour.

Keeping on along the olff path, the
shabby man every now and then glaneo:d
down over the edee, at the beach, to
keep Muccolini and his fat companion
under observation.

But if a figure appeared occasionally
on the sky.line, it did npot worry
Mucceolini.  He had the beach to him-
gelf, and that waz what e wanled,

“Here we stop,” he remavked, at last;
and Billy Bunter, who was getting
hotter and hotter, more and more
fatigued, was glacd to Liear it.

There was 8 deep gully in the chalk
cliff. It offered a pleazant shade from
the sun.

The sizgnor walled inte it, and Bunter
rolled after hiw, with great relief. He
was more than glad {o get out of the
glare of the suun and let his tired [at
litnbs sink down on a bauk of soft sand.

SQitting in the =and. leaning back
against the rock, Buntor fanned his fat
and perspiving face with Lis straw hat,

The gully extended about twenty feet
back from the Leach—a split in the face
of the toweving challk clff. Band was
piled in ity in ridges, with masses of sea-
weed;  plain evidence that the tide
washed right mmte it, Buat Billy Bunter
was not {lnunking about the Lide,

He had not given that a single
thought; but had he done so, he would
have supposcd that the signor knew
whether it was safe to walk alonz under
the ¢liffz or not.

As a maticr of fact, the signor did—
only too well!

Muecolint sat on a lnump of ehalk and
lighted one of his black cigars. He
smiled at DBunter-—such a smile as
Cresar Borgia might have worn, when he
welcomned a guest to a peisoned banguet !

Bunter fanned his cvimson, perspiring
face.

"It s very pleasant here—pleasant
snd  shady 1" remarked the signor.
“ Much better than the erowd on Mar-
gate beach.”
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#Oh! Yes!” gasped Bunter., “DBut
I'm jolly tired 1

“Now you may take a rest—a long
rest I osand Muceolim,  “ Dio -mio—sn,
s1, a voery long rest, signorino.”

Some strange tone 1n hiz volea mada
Bunter blink at him. But the dark,
greasy face was still smiling.

“Well, we may as well begin,” said
Bunter., “It's jolly near dinner-time.
1 suppose that's why there's nobody
about.

““That 15, of course, the reaszon!”
assented the signor. * It 1s alwaya so al
the scagide—one minute, there is a great
crowd—the next, evorybody 13 gone—the
call of food! It 13 amusing.”

“Well, 2 chap wantz food at meal
times, I suppose,” said Bunter, begin-
mng {o vupack tha lunch-basket. 1
don’t believe in being late for meals,
myself, I say, this s ripping v

Bunter began on the most delicious of
cold cliickens. It seemned to melt in his
mouth., His fat face beamed over it.

H’I

“Aven't you starting?” he asked.
will walk & little before 1

eay, this iz primel”

1 think
cat ! =aid Bignor Afuccolini, " But do
noft wait for me”

“No fear!” agreed Dunter. He was
not likely te wait.,  “Fve had enough
walking in this dashed sun. I say, you
might open that bottle of lemonade.”

Signor Muecolini _obligingly opencd
the bottle. lie stood for a few minutes
watching Bunter as he guzeled. With
the corner of his oye he watched the
sCa.

The fide was coming wp the beach—
almost noizelessly, for it was a fine,
calim day, with hardly a breath of wind.
But it was crceping up—faster and
faster—and a wvery quick walk was
needed now, to get out at the end of the
beach  before  the incoming warer
reached the cliffs.

“Now I will walk a few minutes,”
sald Mueccolini,

He strolled out of the gully, with a
leisurely saunter.

1'}IEEIE dizappeared round the bulging
cliff.

But the moment that bulging cliff nd

him frem Billy Bunter's eyes, the
leisurcly  saunter was  abandoned.
Bignor Muccolini _started at a swift

stride, with which Bunter eould not pos-
sibly have kept pace, had he accom-
panted hin, hurrying on towards Kinge.
Zate,

Swiftly as he strode, the spray
reached Signor Muceolini in  places
where bulging rocks foreed him farther
ot towards tha sea. The stride was
goon chavged to a run.

There was a dark, cruel grin on his
swarthy face as he went, Bunter,
sitting in the gully, was busy—expeect-
ing the signor to  reappear every
moment, o far as he gave him any
thought at all. Dut he did not, natur-
allv, give him more than a passing
thought, with his fat attention concen-
trated on foodstuffs, Had he cmerged
from the pully now—it was too late—ho
could never have reached the end of the
Leach before the tide came up to the
cliffs.

Muceolini had eceleulated well,

_8Bwift a5 he was, he had to lese ne
time to get clear befora the tide pinned
hma against the towering chalk, Ha
was web with spray when he elamberazd
? the steps from the beach, at the

ingsgate end—half a mile from whare
he had left Bunter. And his white
teeth gleamed through his black bush of
a moustachs, as he went. The fat
schoolboy, who knew too much, would
never tell what he knew—now !
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Man on the Cliff !

= PRINT !” said Bob Cherry.

“Not in thia sun!”

Johnny Bull.

“Want 1o be late for lunch ™
“I'm not Bunter! Blow lunch 1®
“Ch, get a move on!” urged Bab.

“Race you back to Margate ¥
“TFathead "  said four voices

LSO,

Bob Cherry, as usual, was full of
beans, and bursting witlh exuberant
rnergy. But no other momber of the
Co. was prepared to sprint a mile or
more, in the blaze of the summer sumn,
alter a Iﬁn% walk.

Harry Wharion & Co. had gpone along
to Ramsgate that moerning on the bus,
Fromy Ramsgate they had walked fo
Broadstaire, From Broadslairs they
were now walking back to Margate —
and Junch, which seemed likely to be a
little late.

They had pot as far as the little
hiamlet of Kingsgate, and were starting
along the broad promenade that ron
along the top of the cliffs to Margate.
Green meadows were on their left, the
rolling blue sca on their right, coming
in fast to the cliffs—washing up the
steps that led from the beach below.

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's a cha
who's cut it pretty fine!” remarke
Bob, as he spotted a wan coming up
from the beach, the water washing the
steps behind him as he came,

“Must have run for it, I shounld
think 1” said Harry Wharton. “It's
jolly dangerous to be eaught ddwn there
in the tide. Precious fow places whero
the ¢liffs can be climbed from below 1

“It’s the jolly old dagoet* said Bob
at the second glance,  “Mucky, for
short

The Famous Five looked rather
curionsly &t the cireus-master, whom
they had seen the i.El;rmri-:ﬂuﬂ evening call-
:ﬁglnt the loncly bungalow,

ignor Muccolind, it was c¢lear, had
taken & walk along the beach from

Margate, and had got out only in time

to_keep clear of the tide,

He did not glance towards the group
of schoolboys, at a distance on the cliffs.
He hurried on across the grass that lay
between the sea-steps and the streets of
Kingsgate, and disappeared into one of
those streats.

The Famous Five walked
way along the front.

It was a very pleasant walk, and
though they were ready for Iunch,
nobody was keen to adopt Bob’s sugges-
tion of sprinting. A few people passed
them, evidently hurrying in to meal-
time; affer which, they had the place
to themselves.

“Trot!” suggested Bob,

“Rats I said Nugent,

“The ratfulness is terrifie,
esteemed and energetic Bob ¥
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“What about erawling on our hands
and knees?” asked Bob sarcastically.

Y Agm 1M

The juniors walked on. About hali-
way to Margate, Bob Cherry came to a
halt, his eyes fixed on a figure on the
edge of the eliffa.

he

“That man's
remarked.

And tha Co. l:::::-!—ninﬁ at him, agreed
that he had. TIn that deserted spof, tha
man on the cliff edge was the only
figure to be seen.

a was a ralher lean, long-limbed,
shabbily  dressed man. &  was
stretched on the very edge of the cliff,
where it overlooked a very steep Eu,l]r,.r.
a zplit extending down to the beach
below. His head was over the Ed‘%f’
and he scemed fo be staring down the

satd

in

o their

my
sald

got & nerve!”

ﬁ-rpeudiculnr rockk Into the gull
neath—ovidently not subject fo gidr-
diness,

The Greyfriars fellows stopped and
looked at hini, wondering what he was
up to. Evidently thers was something
on the beaeh that attracted his
mterested attention, to cause him to
peer deown, in so very perilons a
position.

" Bomething’s going on there!” said
Bob, his fage becoming serious. “Aly
hat! Bomebody caught in the tide,
perhaps 1™

Harry Wharton whistled.

“I hope not!” he said. “Mobody
could get up that oliff, And the tide’
right 1 now—nohbody could get along
that beach. That wan Mur:c::ﬁini st
bave cut it rather finc—and that was a
guarter of an hour ago.”

The juniors’ faces were verv seriouns
as they thought of that awful possi-
bility, It was casy enough, in Mar-
gate, to get information about the tides:
but there were plenty of careless
heliday-makers who never pave it a
thought,

The lean man backed from the cliff-

edga as they watched him, and rose to
his feet, casting o hasty glance up and
down the promenade.
_ As he spotted the five schoolboys look-
ing at him, relief flashed into his face.
He waved to them, and they hurried
towards him.

“Is anything the
exclaimed Harry
came up.

“A boy caught in the tide [* said the
shabby man briefly,

“Good heavens !

The lean man’s keen eyes dwelt for a
second, sharply and searchingly, on tho
faces of tha juniors. Perhaps John
Robinson was wondering whetﬁer the
would reeognise him as a man they hag{
seen before,

But there wasz nothing familiar in his
looks to the eyes of the Famous Five
of Greyiriars. For a moment it had
flashed into Wharton's mind, that there
was something in the lean, athletic
hgure. But the face was quite strange
to him. BSo far as ba knew, he had
never seen that rather sallow, sandy-
browed face, with its straggling mous-
tache, before. The shabby man was—
or, at least, locked—an absolute
stranger to the schoolboys, who knew
Ferrers Locke =0 well.

Bob Cherry dropped on hands and
knees, and crawled to the edge of tha
chalk. The shabby man's eyes turned
on him swiftly.

“Take care!” he rapped.

SOEL T answered Bob, and, putting
his head over the edge, as the lean man
had done, he stared down.

“Bunter I’ ha ignﬁped.

“ Bunter I” exclaimed Nugent blankly.

“That fat idiot!” exclaimed Whar-
ton, aghast.

“You know the boy below?” asked
the shabby man, with a rather curious
glimmer in the keen eyes under the
sandy browa.

“Yeg, rather!” opanted Wharton.
“Ha belongs to our school! Oh, the
ass—the fathead—isn’t it just like him
to get caught in the tide! We've got
to get hom out of 1t, zomehow I

The chums of the Remove had pale
faces now.

They had to get Bunter out of it—il
théy could. But could they? Only too
well, they knew it was impossible, %thy
feet of almost perpendicular, slippery
chalk, dropped sheer to the foot of the
gully. Herae and there, an active elinber
with a nerve of iron could have found
hold. But no human being could havo
alimbed that eliff from the beach. In a
dozen other-places, 16 was practicablo

tter down there?*
harton, as they



to a hardy climber; in that spot, hope-
lessly impracticable. Pietro Muccolini
had chosen that spot with cunning care,

“We'va gob to save Lim—good
heavens, wo've got to!” panted Bob.
His face wasg as white as chalk.

The lean man raised hiz hand and

ointed, In the distance a litlie

uilding could be seen.

“Cut off, and get a rope from the
coastgunrd—and the man himself, if you
can 17 he saild curtly.

Wharton panted.

“There's no time—no time for that!

"(iood heavens, he will be drowned
like o rat in a trap, long before we can
get back——" .

“I'm going down for Lim !X

“What! You can't—"

“Don't waste time ! Cut off, I tell you,
or two lives will be lost instead of one !
rapped the lean man.

{I\Phartﬂn stared at him for a sccond.
The man looked shabby, commonplace—
evidently in hard luck—on uwnemployed
man. Clearly his commonplace extecior
hid o lion’s heart and & nerve of
tempored steel.

*¥ou mean 1£?" gasped Harry.

“Hurry ¥ snapped the lean man.

He flung himself down on the clifl-
cdge again.  And Ilarry Wharton,
loasing mno more time in words, started
at a desperate run for the constguard
gtation, the only spot where there was
any hope of help—while his chums
remained to lend uny assistance they
could to the man who was going down
the cliff.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped by the Tide !

BRIMT ! said Billy Bunter.
Tafe was looking good to
Billy Bunter., Bunter was

“P
always preparcd o enjoy a

spread. Now his wall had made him

EVERY SATURDAY

——. g |
'I. "-..! IH-

-

N3, o

Tippity, ** and be blowed to you [

hungry: and the spread was one of the
very best, With o beaming, fab face,
fhe Owl of the Bemove tucked mmto it,
and the foodsiuffs vanished ot record
speed—while the ses crept clozer and
closer, and Bunter's big spectacles never
turned towards it.

He_ rather wondered, by this time,
why Bluccolini did not come back to the
gullv. But he did not bother hia fat
head about that. The dago could please
himself, If he was fool enough to stroli
on the beach instead of joining in this
rorgeous spread, 1t was his own loox-
out.

It was the splash of spray that drew
Billy Bunter's altention to the sea. He
gave a little jump as the water sprinkled
s podgy neck.

“Oooooh 1" said Bunter,

e blinked through his big spectacles.

Right across the mounth of the gully
was a sheet of water, curling and
aplashing in. Billy Bunter dropped
knifc and fork and stared at 1t, his
eyves bulging theough his big spectacles.

“Oh erikey !” he ejaculated.

Ilo rose to hiz fect, blinking at the
advancing water.

He did not, for the moment, realise
his full danger. FHis fat brain was not
guick on the uptake. But he could sec,
at leask, that he was guing to get wot.

“(h, that =illy ass!” gasped Bunter.
“That eilly fathiead—he never thought
about the tide! Just like an idiotie
torergnor 1M

Bunter had not finished his lunch.
Fla hod eaten, so far, cnough for four
fellows. But he did not think of
finishing 1t now. [Even his fab brain
realized that the sooner he gobt out of
that, the better.

He left his lunch-basket where it was,
He did not even cast o backward glance
of rogret at an iced coke and a Eug' of
jam tavis. Ile wanted (o get round the

3

Tippity Tip gave Bunter a sudden push, and the fat junior uttered a startled howl, and sat down, Splash !
spluttered Bunter, as he sat in a puddle, and water and mud splashed up around hin:.

ETE R

P i iy Tk S
1 *Wooooooogh ! **
** St there, you Iat snail,” growled

corner of the ¢hill, and ged round quick,
Lefore the water got any decper.

But he did not get as far as the
corner of the cliff. The waler wuas
washing ten ocrtwelve feet up the
narrow gully, which sloped steeply to
the sands. The foot of the tlig“ was
already seven or eight feet under the
sen. INobody could huve got round,
except by swimming.

Bunter Dbacked from the
thunderstraek.

He c¢ould not get round the cliff, at
either side of the gully. Against the
whole line of cliffs, the, sca was now
dashing. Ior hali a milé, on eithor
side of that gully, there was no footing
—only water: save ih other deep gullics
into wlhich the sea had not yet flowed.
Tho strongest swimmer could enly have
fought for his life till he was exhausted,
and drifted dead and drowned against
the challk.

"Doooogh ! siukttered Bunter,
between his chattering teeth.  * That
fool—that dummy—that idiot—bunking
and ipnvin]g me here! Oh, the rottep !

Iad Billy Bunter been conscions of
hiz unserupulous rascalily in trading on
his knowledge of Muccolini’s secret, he
might have suspected the truth—that
the treacherous Italian had tricked Lim
thiere to his death.

But Bunter was very far frow
roalizing that he had acted uuss:rl‘tjpu-
lously; and quite as far from under-
standing the deadly hatred and deup
fear of the man he had kept in terror.

Bunter's view, i hiz dealings with
Muccolini, was that oneo good turn
deserved another—he kept the signor’s
sacret, and the s=ignor toed the line,
allowed him to hook on to the circus,
and put up with his airs and graces.

That Muoceolini dizliked him, he could
not fail to know: but so obtuse and

(Continned on page 18.)
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io keep Divnccolini in sight: keeping
pace on ihe promenade above. DBuk
when at length he looked down and
missed thom from sight, e waited and
watohed—and he was rewarded by the
gight of Muceolini hurrying on alone.

Then he gueszed.

The [talian had lefi Donter behind—
not-on the open beacrh where he could

£F: be seen, but in some embayment of the

i T oy,
(Continued from page 13}

g0 self-concentrated was the fat Owl,
that he had been quite taken in by the
Ttalian's false show of friendliness that
morning.

Not a suspicion of the real truth came
into his secared wmind. That fool,
Muceolini, had walked him along the
beach, forgetting about the tide—as
Bunter himself had done. And seeing
the tide coma in, he had cut and run
without comingz back for Dunter, lize
the sneeking cowardly dago that he was,
That was Billy Bunter's impression.

It was clear, at all events, that the
Italian was not coming back—that he
eould net have come back now, 1f ho
wanted (o.

The tide came rolling into the gully.

Farther out, the sea was calm enougl,
but in the narrow gully in the chiff the
waters dashed and zplashed with a dull,
deep roar.

Bunter backed hastily away to the
furthest and highest of the rocks in the
gully, his terrificd eyes on the advancing
water. ; ]

Within a few minutes it was over the
spot where he had sat at lunch—the
lunch-basket was washed to and fro on
the dashing water.

“Oh for’ I groancd Bunter.

Faster and faster, dcesar and deeﬁﬂrrl
Bunter's view was bounded by the chaik
cliffs on either side, and the limitless
sen extending in front. Far away on
the zca was the smoke of a steamcr,
going along to Broadstairs or Rams

ate, A steamer erowded with care-free
ﬁuliday-makera——m far off to cateh
any glimpse of the hapless fat junior
hemmed in by death against the ciiff,

The water splashed over his feet, and
ho shuddered.

His fat face, generally ruddier than
the cherry, was white as chalk., 1lis
eyes dilated behind his spectacles.

He knew what was coming to him,
and his fat Tlweart was frezem with
1OrrOT.

In utter desperation, he tilted back
hizs head and blinked up at the tall
eliff behind him. It rose almost Jike
the wall of a house, bicken here and
there in little ledges and grevices. An
Alpine mountaineer <ould not have
climbed 1t to ths top—DBunter conld not
have climbed six feet up.

He leaned against the chalk, groaning
with horror.

IIa did not know that on the top of
ithe cliff above, a shabby man who
called himself John Robinson was
looking over the verge.

John Robinson had bkeen quilo
perplexed at first, when, shodowing the
cireus-master from Margate, he had
soen him walk along the beach, farther
and farther. The lean man was
shadowing Muecolini; he wzs not inter-
ested in Bunter; and ho could divine
no reason why the fat junior was
walking with the Italian that morning,
Every now and_then he glanced down
Tug Macxer Limmany.—No. 1,490,

cliff, where he was out of sight. And
the tide was fast coming in |
Muccolimiwa s the lean man's game;

g2 but just then he gave no further thought

fo the Italian,

He moved back along the cliffs.
peering over from moment to moment,
to locate the exnct spot where Bunter
had been left. He had found it, and
was looking down when IHarry Wharton
& Co. eame atong the promenacde. 1f
he had thought of shouting to Bunter
to run, it was too Inte for that; the fat
junior was already Imprisoned in the
gully by the tide.

Unaware that he had been seen from
above, Billy Bunter leaned fecbiy on Lhe
chalk, blinking in horror at the
devouring tide, coming closer and
closer, washing and splashing over his
fect, over his fat knees.

A wave drenched him to the waist,
and he staggered, and clung franticaily
ta the wet chalk, hardly able to keep
his footing.

The wave receded; but it came
again and again, and the water swirled
and bubbled vound the wretched fat
Owl. Ho gave a wild howl:

“Help I

Thero was no help, and he know it
If there was anvone on the promenade
over the clhiffs ha would bhe unable to
hear that ery from below, unless he was
at the very wver And even if the
cry was heard, there was no means of
reaching Bunter.

But, unexpectedly,
shout from above:

“Hold en, Bunter !

“Oh ! gasped Bunter,

Clinging to the <liff, he tilted back
his head again and blinked up through
his wet spectacles. There was some-
thing on the edpe of the chiff, sixty
feet above. It was a head leaning
over, He knew Bob Cherry’s voice.

“Ow!l Help!” shricked Bunter. *1I
say, you fellows! Help! I say, I'm
being drowned! I say—— Help! Oh,
help 1™

“Hold on!*

there came a

0w 1M
“Help's ecoming, DBunter!” roared
Bob. “Hold on, for goodness® sako!®

_ Another wave came dashing in, wash-
g over the fat junior from head to
foot. But he was olinging with both
hands to a point of roelk, and the water
receded, leaving him  drenched, but
holding des era._t-ei{q o,

He panted wildly for breath.

Something was moving on the eliff,
He was dimly conscious of it It
dawned on him that it was a man—
clinbing down! Help was coming—if
it was of any avail! Apain the water
washed over him, but he clung on
like a lumpet. As the sea receded
again, he blinked up mistily through
wet spoctacles. Tt was o man climbing
down—a lean man, aclive az a monu-

tain goat.

IFoue faces above watched breath-
lessly,

The Iean man swung down—ani

down—and down! There was scarcely
any foothold, but he found hand-
hold on ledges and edges, in fissures
and crevices, Down—and doewn—and
down—till he was forty fect from the
watchers above—twenty feet over the

tide that washed round RBilly Bunter
And then—

Whitoe facee walched, above, in
anguish, asz he groped for a hold
where there was no hold.

He slhid !

At the pownt he had reached there

was no hold for hoand or foot—aud he
eottld eliml up awain to saferve-or he
conld slide dowy the remainiue iventy
feet and share Bunter's fale!l

Ilc elid down!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight for Liife!
gursled

113 RERRBRGCH
G Bunter,
A tush of water covered

his head, and he gaszped, and
spluttered, and gurgled tor  breath.

e clung desperately to the vock: bug
hiz fat fngers were slippinz. Some-
thing grasped him and held lim as
he elipped. Bunter was o confused
to koow what it was, or even to realize
that he was held.

But the water washed back again,
sinking to the level of his waixt. He
gaspe pnd  gurgled, aod Dblinked
wildly,

It was a hand—a hand with slim
fingers that were as strong as steel—
that grasped his fat shoulder, and held
him back from death. The lean man,
cramped against the oliff, was holding
Bunter with one hand, grabbing an
edige of wet challkk with the other

¢ had reached Bunter—in timel

“Hold on to me!”

Hiz wvolee, even atb thati moment, was
calm, cool; it came sharp, staccato,
without a guiver in it. Who the man
was, whera ho had come from, Bunter
did not know or carc; lie knew that
this stranger was there to save him, 1f
he conld. He grasped hold of the lean
man—a securer hold than thal on ihe
web and slippery chalk,

“I—I—=1 =zay!" groaned
“Bave me! I say—*

“Hold o and save your breath}”

The waves thundered in again.

Far above, four Greyiriars juniors
stared down, with ecolourless faces.
Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, Johnny
Bull, Hurree Jam:zet am Singh
watched, their hearts like lead, as the
rolling waters covered both Bunter and
Iiis resener from sight.

Would Wharton never be back with
help—would Lelp never, nover come?
Too late—too late—if it did! Only &
swirl of wild waters metb their horrificd
gazo Dbelow, foaming in the narrow,
deep gully.

Buot ns the waves washed back two
fizures came in sight again from the
waters—the lean nan, holding to the
reck, Bunter clinzing like a ecat to the
lean man., Alone, the fat junior would
have been washed helplessly away.
But a strong hand held him back from
death as the walers tore at him.

Bob Cherry panted.

“ Look—they're still holding on!”

He lifted iz head, and  looked
round, Far off, in the direction of
the coastzuord station, two fignres
conld be seen, running—Harry Whar-
ton and & burly man ak his side, with
a coil of rope over hiz arm.  "They
were running hard fowards the spot--
help was coming at last. oo lule!
Too late! Bob groaned as he stared
down again.

The water was over the iwo now at
the bottom of the guillyv. Waves
washed two or ihreo feet over theie
hends, and sank, only to the level of
their faces. But the walehing juniora

Dally

Bunter.



eaw ihe Tean man's head rise—he was
vlin:bing. Buuter's weight hung on
hime like lead—but he wes climbing.
Tven tn these wild moments, in the
very shadow of deaily, he had picked
o place where inequalities of the chalk
gave zome kind of a grip=—and lie was
clambering up.

“Oh, zood breathed Bob.
“Liood man 1%

Bunter waz holding on, like a =zack
onn the lean mian’s shoulders. He was
half-senzeless now; but there was no
danger of his losing his hold—his grip
on the man was the convulsive grip of
terror.  Amd the lean man, with the
heavy weight of Bunter dragging on
hiny, the sea sucking at him, the spra
dashing over himn, was ¢limbing==inch
by inch, foot by foot, fellowed by tho
hunpgry zea.

Mow he clamped himszelf to the wet
chalk, and avoided being torn away, os
waro after wave crashed on him, the
juniors above could hardly understand.
It secmed as if his Jimbs must be of
irom, as his verve was of stecl.

Higher and higher—till hold failed
and only smooth challk stvetehed vp-
ward above him. He could climb uo
farther, but he could held on. With
one arm jammed into a cvevice, the
other hand h-u}ldiug; on to Bunter, the
lean man lay ag&m&t the clifi—out of
reach of the tide, but washed and
tdrenched every moment by waves that
rose and receded,

“Hold on!™ panted Bob.

The man was belding en. It was all
that Le could do. 2o long as his iron
strength lasted, he could Eu!d omn, and
hold Bunter back from death—but he
could make no fourther effort to save
either himself or the schoolboy.

Unless help came, he wasz a
man |

But help was coming ! That desperate
clamber from thae hungry sea had
given ik fime {0 eome!

Harry ‘Wharlen came, panting,
almost solbbhing for breath after hia des-
perate vun, and sank down oun the clifi-
oelgro.

“Are they—" he panied,

“They'vae alive—they're holding on
—qquick with that rope !’ pasped Bobh.

The coastguard waz already uncoil-
ing the rope. It zhithered down the
cliff-face. The burly man leaned coolly
over space, gpuiding the rope down—so
that 1t dangled near the man who elung
to the <liif below.

Then hoe turned te the wailing juniors
behind  hin.

“"Hold the rvope, yon lads!” Le
vapped. “"Stand  ready 1o pull when
I say pull!”

"Wea're rcady!”

The chums of the Romove grasped

niag 1

flead

the rope, as if for o tug-of-war, The
wers ready to pull wien the wer
Cante.

Thea cosstpuard, leaning  over,
watched. Could 1the man below,

clamped desperately on the wet challk,
get the rope and handle it7

Ho could—and did ®

As the rvope touched him, he grasped
it with hiz vight hand. Holding to it
with that hand, his f[ect jammed
against the eoliff, he =uccceded in
making & loop a little way from the
end of the rope.

Bunter's fat arms were chinging con-
vulsively round his neck. The {at
junior’s eyea waora shut behind  his
spectacles; but his grip was as tena-
clgus a3 that of an cctopus,

As coolly and guietly a5 if every
woment was not fraught with the most
fearful  peril, the lean man  then
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worked the loop down round Bunter,
geiting both his arms through it
Then, az it took the weight, it tight-
ened. Gripping hold of the tail end of
the rope, the lean man signalled to
the waiting party above.
“PullI" shouled the coastguard.

His own museular grip was on the
rope.  And the Famous Five, putting
all their stremgth into it, backed and
pulled.

The strong hempen rope casily stood
the strain. And the Famous Five bore
1t manfully. There was the weight of a
man and a fat schoolboy to be pulled
up—and it needed every ounce of their
strength.

But they were strong and sturdy, and
they were going all out. And the
coastguard was a powerful man.

With six pairs of hands pulling hard,
the vope came up the chii, draggmg
ita burden farther and farther from the
leaping sea.

Slowly, steadily, foot by foot, the
juniors backed and backed, pulling
harder and harder, till the swinging
figures below jammed on the edge of
the cliff. ) )

Then, while the Fameous Five still
pulled their hardest, the coastguard’s
strong  hand  grasped DBunter and
dragged him over the verge, and the
lean man along with him.

They tolled at last on the grass of the
cliff-top. .

Then the Famous Five rushed forward
and unloosened the rope from Buntex,

The fat junior's cyes opened behind
his spectacles wildly.

“ (oonooh I he gasped.

“SBafe now, old man ¥ said Bob.

“Oooogh! I szay, you [fellows——
Help ! moancd Bunter. “I =ay
Danghl‘n L

iz eyes elozed again beliind his spee-
tacles. He lay unconseious in the grass,

“A close shave, sir 1" said the coast-
guard, with a curious look at the lean
man, who had risen to his foet without
assistance and stood panting.

“Quite! Thank you for coming te my

hel{]:r ™

“I'm glad that vyonng gentleman
breught me word, sir! ¥Yon went down
that eliff for the boy! Some nerve,
st |

The coastguard, as he spoke, had his
eyea curlously on the lean man's face.
Apd the juniors, as thev turned from
Bunter, looked at him and stared.

The lean man had gonc down the
clhiff, with a sallow complexion, sandy
evebrows, and a straggling moustache.

The struggle in the sca had made a
startling change,
The szallow complexion had heen

washed off, the straggling moustache
was left in the sea, and only one of
tha sandy evebrows remained ; the other
had gone with the moustache. It was
no wonder that the coastzuard gazed at
him eurigusly.

But there was more {han curiosity,
more than amazement, in the faces of
the Famous Five as they gazed blankly
at the lean man; for he was no longer
a stranger to their eyes.

*You I” gasped Harry Wharton.

The lean man gave him a quick look.
The disguise, which had been zo effec-
tive that it had deccived the eyes of
the juniors who knew hin go well, was
gone now. He understood.

“Yeos, sir,” he eold quictly. *Robin-
son—dJohn Robinson! "That's the name,
sir, if the stout younr gentleman would
like to know it when he comesto, As
Tﬂu’re friends of his, no doubt you'll
ook after him.”

And Ferrers Locke hurried away.

¥}

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.

All Clear !

IGHNOR MUCCOLINT smiled as he
S stepped from a taxicab at the
gate of the circus ficld.

There was more than his usual
swagger in his look as he strode into
the field. He stopped to glance at the
caravan, of whieh the fat Owl had dis-
possessed him, aud his smile }1‘1&1:11131:1,
his teeth gleaming through his black,
bushy moustache. But he walked on.

Bunter waz done with that caravan
now; but 1t was not the sipnor's game
to lot anyone at the cireus suspoct that
he knew anything of the haple:z fat
jumior's fate. He stopped to zpealk io
Marco.

“Has the prasso porco come in,” he
asked—" the fazt pig?” -

Marce grinned. That description was
sufficient to indicate that it was Dunter
to whom the signor alluded.

“I haven't seen him,” answered tha
lion-tamer. “Didn't ho go out this
morning with you, Mucky

Mucky shrugged his beefy shoulders.

“7 left him on the beach, eating,” ho
answercd.  “IDio mio, he is always
eating | I have thought of giving him
o turn as the world’s greatest cater, hut
—Cospetto—it would ruin me in hills for
the food! But 1 wish to sce him, I
have thought of a new idea in the ven-
trilogquisin—to make him useful, If yom
sea him when he returns, send nhom to
my ient”

‘ Right-ho ! said Marco.

The zignor went to lis tent. He
fastened the doorway, opened the locked
suitease, and sorted out the wad of
banknotes, counting them over again,
with greedy eyes. Thera was no In-
quisitive fat schoolboy to spy on him
Now.

“ Cingue cento !’ muttered the Italian,
“Five hundred pounds for a few photo-

raphs, a few sketches, o few senfences!

1o nrig, it is worth the risk! And thw
risk—what 15 1t? Who shall suspect o
travelling  circus-master—a  showman @
Nessuno | Only the fat pig kpnew, and
Le did not understand. But if he had
tatked—*" The black eves ghitcred.
“ But he will not talk now ! That chaf-
tering tongue is silent 1”

He locked up the banknotes again, sat
down, and lighted a cigar, and grinned
through the smoke.

There was no twinge of remorse in
the swarthy rasecal’s hard heart. The
mental picture of the fat junior,
drowned like a rat in a trap, gave him
not o single gualm,

Only for hiz own =afety was the
Ttalian concerned. And he was safe,

When it was learned that a schoolboy
had been caught in the fide and
drowned under the c¢liffz, how could
there be any suspicion of foul play ?

Such accidents had happened before,
and would happen sgain, so long as
holiday-makers were ecareless and
thoughtless.

Mueceolinl had ne connection with tha
matter, exccpt that he had walked to
the beach with Bunter. If he wers
asked, it would be casy to explain that
he had left the schoolboy iunching on
the beach and walked on to Kingsgate,
never doubting, of course, ithat Bunter
would walk back to Margate before the
tide came in.

Malicious, unserupulons, ruthless as he
was, Muccolini was far too cowardly to
think of & crime with hiz own hands.
No man could act as a spy unless there
was a vellow stresk in him, and in
Muccolini the yellow streak was very
strungli.' developed. Ile would never
have dreamed of using the favourite
weapon of bis conntry—tho knife. Ha
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placed far too high & value en lus
worthless neek.

But treachery came to lum as easily
as breathing. “Safety first ¥ was lus
motto; but, safety assured, he balked
at nothing.

And even if this deadly scheme failed,
he was safe. Even if, by spme miracu-
lous chance, the boy cscaped, he had
nothing to fear. He had done nothing
cxcept walk along the beach with
Bunter, and leave bun lunching while
he continued on his way. Not only was
there no proof of guilt, but there could
hardly be suspicion. Hwven Bunter was
not hikely to suspeet that he had been
deliberately trapped; at the worst, he
wonld supposo tl;mt Muccolini had been
alarmed by the incoming tide, and had
run for it, leaving him to take his
chance. No one eclze would know cven
so much as that,

Dut the scheme could not fail. How
could 1t¥ Even if the boy succeeded
in atiracting attention from  the
promienade over the cliffs—unlikely at
midday—no one could deseend or ascend
at the spot the plotting rascal had so
carefully selected. No; there was no
escape for the young rascal who knew
too wiuch. The danger of his chattering
tongue was removed for ever.

uccolinl was casy in his mind now.

He would not have been zo easy had
he Lknown that Buntor's tongue had
chattered rather freely glready. At
Feolkestone he had lost his temper and
kicked the fat junior out of ihe cireus,
and he had passed o day of dread till
Bunter came Ei)aqk.

He did not know that, during his brief
absenica fromm the circwns, Bunter had
Imnted out the chums of the Bemaove,
and found Ferrers Locke with them, and
thut he hod babbled in the presence of
ihe Baker Strect detective. Muccolind
was & cunning man, and  guarded
against ¢hances; but he conld not guard
against & chance like that.

If he had ever heard of Ferrers
Locke, he certainly was not thinking of
hiny, and it never crossed his wary mind
for a single instant that he was watchec
and shadowed by a detective who never
failed to trail down his quarry.

There was no fear, there was no
remiorse : there was D-ﬂ![}' satisfaction in
the spy’s ruthless heart. The sea had
done for him the work he was too
cowardly to do for himself, and he was
safe. It was “all elear ™ now !

Nothing eould have saved Bunter—
unless, indeed, the Ttalian had  been
watched in that walk mlong the beach
by a shadower keen enough to gucss
why he had left Bunter behind.

And {hat possibility was so remole
that it never even entered Pictro Mucco-
lini's nuind.

Heo slepped out of the tent at last and
looked round the camp. It was his cue
io affect to know nothing of the reason
of Bunter's absence. The news that he
had been * found drowned ¥ was golng
to take him by surprise.

“Tip 1” he called out.

rEre I answered Tippity.

“Tell Bunter I want to see him.”

Me. Tip gave the Italian a surly look.
Ilo did not like being sent on messages
to the fat fellow who had hngﬁ;ﬂd 115
side-show in the eireus and inHuenced
Mucly into sacking him,

“ Blow Bunter 1 ho answered.

“Che! What?” snapped Muccolin
angnlg.

“Oh, come off I" said Mr, Tip. “I
eaid * Blow Bunter,” and I meoan blow
Bunter ! And if it comes to that, blow
you, tool®

“Cospetto ! Won are insolent !

“Think sot® satd Mre. Tip. “Well,
jou can't "ave it both ways, Mucky ! 8o
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THE MAGNET

long as I'm on your salary list, you can
throw wour blooming weight about as
much as you like, and T am't stoppin

o, But if vou sack & man, you sack
im; snd if you think he's going ta
hop when vou say * Hop,” vou're golng
to be disappomnted ¥

“ Fool I

“Hame to voun, with lkneobhs on !™ re-
torted Tippity. *If I'm going on
Saturday, I ain't going to pay you com-
pliments afore I go, Mucky! I've
stooed more from you already than a
white man ought to "ave o stand from a
dago! (o and wash vour necl, and be
blowed to you!"

Signor Muccelini strode at the clown,
with a furious face, ‘The big beefy
Italian towered over Tippity.

But Tippity fsced him coolly.

Tippity was no longer a man whe had
to be careful not to be sacked. He had

ot the sack, so thera was little more
or him to ho carcful about.

“TAndz off, Mucky ! he said, “Yon
lay a greasy paw on me, vou ice-crenm
dago, and =zee what will *appen to vou.
I've been wanting to hit vou in the eye
for dog’s ages! You've only got to ask
for it now ¥

And the beefy eclreus-master stopped
i time,

“Lio!” he snarledd. (et out!
done with vou! Geb out ™

T plemzo myeelf about that!™ sweid
Tippity cheerfully, “ Ay time ain't up
velb; not unless vou want to gpive me
full pay to Saturday for nothing! And
ihal ain't in vour nature ™

I am

“Got oont of my  sight!™  roared
Muccolini. )
* Pleased ! velorted Tippity., “You

amn't pretty to look ab, AMucky 1%

And the clown walked away,

AMueeolini scowled savapely alter him,
and then called o Parker. Parker had
Leen  lopking on, grineping—but  Le
ceased te grip, guite suddmgi; as the
black eves Hashed at him, Parker had
not got the “push,” and did not want
1.

“Tind Bunter, and send him to me 1™
snarlecd MMuecolini.

“Yoes, sip?!™

Parker went in search of DBunter.
But he velurned in ten minofes  with
the information that Bunter had not
rot come 1L

“N'he fat fool!” snapped Muceolini.
“Where 1z he, all this time? I told
Lhime T had fo sce him this afrernoon.”

FPurker made no reply to that, From
the way DBunter had carried on at the
Magnificent Circus, he did not suppose
that the fal schoolboy would pay much
head to what Muccolini told him.

“Sec him az zoon a5 e comes 10, and
’ipl! him I want him " snapped Mucco-
1.

“Yeos, sir!”

Parker went down to the ﬁﬂ“’ to lool
out into the road, DMoccolini retired
into hiz tent. He had given the impres-
gign, in the circus, that he was expecting
Bunter back, and was impetient to sco
him, Certainly no one i the dMagnih-
cent Circus could dream that ke knew,
knew only too well, that Bunter would
JPCACT COrG hﬂl:'th

Ile grinned as he sat and smoled a
black cigar. If lLe heard the sound of
a taxicab on the road, he did not con-
neet it with Billy Bunter, There was a
surprize coming to lum shortly,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Very Much Alive !

ILLY BUNTER stepped from
B tho taxi, at the gate, and peoid
the driver. Parker, looking ot

him over the gate, grinned.
Bunter had lefv the circus in  the

morning, looking very posh. Ile did
not loglk very “posh” when he camo
brack,

His erstwhile natty white Bannels
were sadly erumpled and muddy and
darnp, is hat was missing, There
was no lonper & cheery grin on s fat
face, That face expressed the extreme
of bad temper.

Evidently, Bunter had landed in
troubls during his excursion that day.
He looked very much the worse for
Wiear.

Parker opened the gale for him,
Bunter acknowledged that service with
a grunt as he roiled .

‘Mucky wants to ecc you, sir!” said
Parker.

“Does he 7™ said Bunter with a sneer,
“Then you can tell Mucky to zo and
eat coke!”

“"Hem! I ihink he's wailing for yon
in his tent, sir!"

“Lat him  wait!”  said  Bunter.
“Think I want to jaw to a2 dashed

dago, after what I've been ilirough?
Tell him he ean waib—and tell  lim,
too, that he's o sneakine, rotten,
cowardly foreigner! Tell himn I've no
use for a cowardly dage who cuts off
and leaves a fellow to be caught in the
tide! Tell him I was jollv nearly
drowned, and il’s all hia fault, and
jolly well wizsh the tide bad caught him,
too, before he skedaddled, the aneak-
m%{ funl !

aving fthua  epnimrdencd  Inmself,
Bunter rolled awav to lis caiavan,
leaving Parker staring.

“Alx eye ! saudl Parker.

Ile headed for the eircusmaster’s
tent, though certainly not with {he in-
tention of delivering Burler's nweszage
in Bunter's words !

“Been fattxy ¥ he ashed with o grin

g o met Tippity Tip.  “HBeen him?

c¢'s come back in a nice temper, that
fat freak hasi”

“I gaw him!™ said Tippuv. “Ile
fooked it! Looked as it le's lheen
getting a bath with hiz clothes on '™

“80 he has, from what he said. He
sava that the boss cut off, and left him
to be caught in the tide ™

Tippity whistled.

“I wouldn't put it past {he dago ™ ha
remarked. “Jest what he wonld o, 1f
there was any danger, if you ask me,
Parker.”

“1 believe vou " grinned Parker.

“P'rraps that's why the loss has been
s0 anxious to 'ear if he'd comne in,” re-
marked Tippity. “He's never bheen
keen fo ses him afore, that I huow of ™

Parker nodded, and wenl on {o the
stgnior's tent,

e put in hiz head, and foind Alue-
colint stretched i a deckehair smoking
a black cigar. The Ifalian glanced at
him. He supposed that Parker had
come to report, again, that Bunter had
not come back,

“Hax not DBuonler returned?” ashked
Muceolini.

“0Oh, yes, he's come, sir!™ answered
Parker. * DBut he sayvyg—"

Parker broke off.

He had no idea that the Ttalian was
expecting an answer 1n the nesative—
counting on it with abeolule certainty.
He had ne idea of the effect that an
answer 1n tha affirmative would prae-
duce. The effect i produccd made
Parker jump.

Signor Mueccolini bounded from the
deckehair, =o suddenly and vielentls
that it was locked over. IHis cigar
dropped to the ground.

e glared at Parker furiously.

“IFeoll Lying fool! Whae did rou
eay t rnam{f Irﬁtcmlinl. In lns rage
he advanced on the man with clenched
hands.



PParker bocked prompily eout of the
doorway of the tent, Mis first hmpres-
sion was thae Moccelim md come sud-
doenly mad.

¥ Porco—untto—lw farte—bugiardo
reaved itha Tialian, “You szay ihat he
tas comce hack ¥

“Ie's corne gl reeht ™ eonsped  the
astowndod arker. Jde-t relled up in
a taxi, siy——~"

Tho amaremwenk in i man’s face re-
eollad the fvforiadled Tialian {o himself.

Bunter had come bavlk ! Against all
probability, against ofl ;*n*&ihilitg‘, j3IE
had eseaped. amd he bl come back!
That wasz driven inilo Mocsolini's mind,
and he vealised thal he was betraying
himsclf.

Baut 1le effort he had to wake fo
confrel ltz fury, aml receover lnsg seli-
raszession, was visible to the eye. lle
el Doen atterly staviled and thrown off
his guard by the u,mﬂ?elpa:uttd informa-
sion that DBunter had come  back—
Bunter, whom he had flumly believed to
Le drifting under the <litts among the
seawead,

Parker, amazed, sdared ab him, o
strange expression connng over his face,
That Murcolini had net expected to see
Dunter again, that he was astounded
and uwnnerved by lhs eetsirn, was plain
to Parker, Ile could hawdly liclp con-
necting that, in his mind, with Bunter's
statetnent that Mueeoling fad lefe him
to be canght i the tided

Muoceolimi pullad  frimzclf  {ogoiher,
¢ read ihe davning of sqepicion in the
mau's face, s it was a4 warning to
Lim,

e teied to speak calmly, Bat with all
his efforis at scli-control, theve was a
ghake in hiz volee az he =poke again,

“Hend the [at [oog] teo nu:l”

“Pee okt him ron want lo scg him,
sir1” said Pavker. “He =ays he won't

tome. He's zone lo his van” )
“hnon fa wende! T o will see him
later! You may oo’ breathed the

cirens-master,

And Parker went—greentlty wondering.,

Signor Muceolint stood parntiing in bis
femt. Was it pos-ible that Bunter had
vome bacl?

o tramped out of {he tend, and
stamped oeross (o Bunter’s  caravan,
Many eyes were on him az Ly went.
Pavker was speaking o Tippily Tip
aned Wrigglos, awd all throe of them
looked curigusly at the Ttalian as Le
pagzed,

AMucceoling did nat need ihom.

He reached Bunber's van, e could
liear somecono moeving inside, but the
daae was elazed. 1o harled it open.

FOMY came a staetled  exclamation
Fram withi,

Billy Bunter hlinked roond, through
liig bie spectacles.  Ile was beginning
ta change out of his dwnp clothes when
the doar was linrled cprn. His oves
?ﬂ*ﬂmﬂd through his speclacles at (e
talian.

Muerplini's  plintine Llack  oyes
ahmost devonred him,  Bunier had heen
in the watcr=he could see ithat. How
had e pot out of 6 alive? By what
miractlous chanee had he ewcaped Lhat
teadly teap?

“Oh! Yoo ! saud Boander, savagely,
“You rollen dagot”

18 was almost impwssible for the
Ilalian 1o contrel hiz fury, a3 he locked
ab him, "Uhere was no mistake—it was
Bunter—dangy, but obyvionzly nong the

warse, otherwize,  favr what  had
lappened. :
“You eaking funk!”™ went on
B e v A
“Che co:a of" panted  Muccolini.

“What—what iz a malter?™
“What's the matter?* Looled Bunter,
" You cowardly roftes, you jolly well
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koow what’s the maticr! You huoked
forv ir, amnel left mo to be canght in the

Tide I ¥ou jolly well knew it was com-
ing in loug before veu got off the
heacih ! Mean to =ay you oidn’i 3

Lt the wmid:t of his voge and fury, it
was a satisfaction io the Halinn fo sen
thiat Bunter su=pected no morve than a
cowardly dosoriion.

“Think T don’t know?"  hooled
Dunter. “T neves tlhonght aboot the

tidde, and T dure say you didn’t, but you
jolly well knew when yon bunked and
left me to ! Yeu kpew Y couldn’t get

[
[ o L TR L R

-

19

away when vou got away yovrslf, vau
olten cowardly dacoa! I miglit huve
been jolly well deawned, and 18 wonld
have been  yeur fault—your  fault
enfively 1™

=I—1—"

“AMy, cdonm't make vollen  excpses”
snarled Bualer.  "Nobody osvpeviz o
dago to have wmch plosk, ol tlare’s a
lipnit, anmd cutting off and leaving a
follen ter b diow peel 1s .i“]]:.'."' well e
the liaat, T can oMl you. Caich e
goig ot fhe heach with yvon again ™

(Continwed an next page. )
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GREYFRIARS

i1}

Thiz evening I toddled along {o have laa
With old Wibley—William's his handle —

And an actor-manager bold is he

To whom no Garrick or Becrbohm Tree
Could possibly hold a candla,

I found him arcaved in a cosfume of red

Wilh @ periwig perched on his powdered head,

He was playing a character part, he said,
In Sheridan’s “* School for Scandal ** |

Old Wiblay was

tha Jew,

Venica, ™ 3

(4}
I an d * 0.K.," and the sill heesred
et an silly ass cheer

straight way began fo get action.
He painted my feafures with gum, as I
eared,
Thenh t;rﬁught out a long aod unspeakable

e
Which he clamped on my jaw i a fraction,
" Leggo | ™ I exclaimed through o forest of

hgair

I :trﬂggiaﬂ, but Wib held the face fungns
ere

Till it stock {0 my jaw, then he rose from (he

chair :
And chuckled with great satisfaction,
1}
But here fhe doer opened and Wingafe
appeared.
“Yon're wented !* he szaid, with a
whistle.
He stared with surprise, lor I looked wvery
waird

In my ordinary togs with a cascade of heard,
And a noge like a carpenter’s chisel.
§ “The Head wenis {0 eeo you st once,™
Wingata said.
“ 0ld Popper is ihere, and heé looks rather

Ted,
1 fancy he's made a complaint to the Head !
He's weiling, so0 vou'd belter mizzle '

I opemed {he
cnsued 1

glued |
up his ¢cane,
And then thera

This wezk our long-haived poct gives you a pen-picture i verse of
WILLIAM WIBLEY,

the amateur actor of the Remove, whe shows every
hcmmmg a star of stars in the theatrical weil

{3}
While some were énjoying the afternooan

At cricket or swimming or tennis
Or landing on Popper®s old isiand for fun
143 Bulstrode and I bhefore dinner had

one,
In spite of the gamekesper’s menacey,
usy wilh greasepaini

and gloe, .
He said & “'I will practise & make-up
on you,
LI'l! make op your fealutes as Shylock
In Shakespeare’s

18)
door—aud = silence

I fancy they doubted their eveses !
I stammered * * I—I really doo’l mean
to be rode, : .
But I can' ﬁut it off, it's too jolly well

Their iaces were worliy several prizes !
The Head clutched my collar and caught

considerabla pain ! )
Buot wait till 1 see that ass Wihley azaim,
I'l teach him lo practise diszuizes !

INTERVIEWS

c{umm?m of

(2

Wow Wib, as is very well koown {0 you gll,
Is a elever and capabls fellow

At any old subject theatrical,

For he’s happy to stride on the stage and bawl,
Aud even, at times, to bellow | .

At making-up Wibkley’s a wonderiul chap,

Dizcomfort he doesn’t regard a scrap.

He'd lather black hoot-polish over his map
Eefore going on az Othella.

i The Merchant of

&)

He then began work on my classical noss i
With someé sort of clay, rather plastic.

He mounlded thé shape ol my beak as he

choae,
He pulled it and pushed it, becaunse, I sup=

posg,
He thought it was made of elaslic !
I gurgled and gurgled, attempted o chriek,
Bu! nothing conld save me, or rescue my

beak,
ot ﬂnlﬂ aﬂrﬁ what it wants,” said the falheaded
raak,
H1g g tonch of theatricsl mastik ! ¥

o

{7}

The islapd, of course! 1 was spotied and
canght |
And now I wes gelfing the chopper 1
I clawed off ihe boko old Wibley had wrought,
But thahEeurd didn't seem {o hehave as it
aught,
Thaet beard was an ahsolule stopper !
I fngged and I wrenched, but I counldn't

displace ) )
That beard Irom its limpet and leechlike
embrage,
And I'm sorry Lo say it was slill on my face
When I weat 1o the Head and old Topper ©

were howls of
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“4T=] did not know—I—1 went—"
“¥es, 1 jolly well know you

went |7 sneered Dunter. “ You saw the
ticde coming in when wyou turned the
corner out of that gully, and jolly well
bplted and left me to it] 1 know all
rigzht 17

The signor was glad, at least, that
that was all that Bunter khew.

“ But—but—but—you seem to have—io
have got away—you were  not
eaugh o

‘l')ﬁ jolly well was!® snorted Dunter.
“Shut in that gully by the tide, and
I couldn’t elimb out. If a man hadn't
come down for me and held me till my
friends got a vope from & coastguard
and let it down, what do youm think
would have happened to me? And it
would have been your fault.”

“ A—a—n man ecame down—a  Inan
came down that elif 1¥ gasped Mueco-
lini. He counld not belicve it, though
the fat junior standing there before
him, was proof of it. “ What madman
altempted——" .

“Blessecd if T know who he was,”
answered Dunter, **He happened to be
up on the cliff, and spotted ine, and my
friends came along and helped him.
was protty far gone afterwards, after
they got me up, snd he went away
without stopping to speak te¢ me. He
left them his name—Robinson| I dare
say I shall see him again—I dave say
he will try to stick me for sonne
thing for what he did! A man would,
of eourse! If he docs I shall stand him
something decent—sa quid, at least! Tle
was rather o clumsy sort of ass—1 got
bumped horribly coming up the chff
—TI'm bruised all ever! Bhll, he got
me out of it and if I cver sec him
again 1 shan't be mean about it

“1 would like to sece him ' breatlied
Muccolini, his nails digging into his
palims. “Oh. I would like to reward
Lim for what he has done.”

“Gammon [P velorted Bunter  “Tat
1ot vou care! I dare say you'd be just
az pleased if he'd noever gob mo ount [
Tt wonld be like you! Now clear off,
and leave o fellow io change! I was
roaked to the skin—I could hnrd'ﬁs
totter along when my friends helpe
me away o get a taxi! I've had an
awful tiine, and it was all your fault—
absolutely your fault from l:rl:?mm::g to
ond ! Now leave me alone, blow you!"

The ddoor slammed in Muceolini's
face.

The signer walked away from the
van. His hands were clenched, his
nails digging in the palms as he went,
He had said that he would like to sce
the man who had resened Billy Bunter
—to wreak wpon him, somechow, his
bitter rage! iﬁ? point of foct, he was
destined to see him—he was going to
gee quite o lot of John Robinsen.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Watcher on the Sands !

OB CHERRY grinned.
B “Secn  that  sporisman  be-
fore 7 he asked.
Hiz friends loolked round as
Pob nodded towards a mman who sat on
the beacl, ot a little distanee.

The Famous Tive were sitting in a
cheery row on a seal facing the sea,
They had walked oub alter tea, to
breatiie the invigorating air of Margate,
watch the endless ¢rowds, and listen to
the band. And Bob grinned as he

otted the man on the sands; and his
chums grinned, as they followed his
goesture, and spotted the man also.

was not & man on whom, in other
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cirenmstanees, they would bave be-
stowed o Fecond glance. He was lean,
and shabby, with a sallow complexion,
sandy eyebrows, and strapeling, untidy
moustache, Fe had a newspaper in his
hands  openn ot the advertizement
cobminng, and anyons glancing at him
casaally, would have guessed that he
waa en unemployed man leoking for o
chance to spot a joh.

That would have been the nunpression
of the I'amous Five had they noticed
the man at all, but for the happenings
of the day on the cliffs. As 1k was
they knew Alr, Ilobinson again—
and Lnew whose identily was concealed
behind hiz commonplaze extarior.

“Mum'’s the word I whispered avrey
Wharton, “If he wanis lo speak to us,
he will do so—ecan't he too careful.”

“He hasn't notieed ws herve,” satd
Johnny Buoll

“Bet you he has! I fancy he noficed
18 beforo we notice:d him,™ said Harry.
“Anvhow, keep off the grass|”

"k, yes, rather”

The lean, shabby man did not secmn
to have given any attention to the
Greyfriars juniors, as they came along
and sat down, Bub Harry Wharton had
no doubt that there was little passin
within range of his cves that escape
the attention of Ferrvers Locke,

*"Taking it casy after his strenueous
stunts on the ¢hiffs!” remarked Bob
Cherry. *1 dare say he feels the need
of a rosh”

“More business
thinlk 1™ said Harry.

“Doesn’t look it1™ said Dob, with a
stare. “You don't faney he's really
reading thosze jolly old advertisements,
do you i

“Hardly! But I fancy he's looking
through a elit in the newspaper and
ha's pot an ove on somehody on the
beach 1™

“0h erikey ™

The ehums of the Remove looked past
the spot where the detective sat on the
sand. DPleaty of other people were sit-
ting and lving sbout and endless
crowds passed and re-passed. Margate,
ab the ond of Avgust, was nob guite so
full as earlier in the month, Lut it was
glill crowded. Whe, among those al-
most innumerable loungers and passers-
by, was the object of Locke's a.ttt:ntiﬁn.
was  rather an inieresting question to
the juniors.

It waz rvather thrilling to sce the
famous Baker Street deteclive ot worl,
1f he actually was, as Harry goessed,
at worlkk now. Certainly, he did not
look as if he was, but they would not
have expeoled hion (o look as if he was!

They did not mtend to approach him,
ar to draw any sort of attention te him.
Locke trusted to their discretion, and
they were dizerect enough. But there
was no harm in wntc-hinf the game, as
it were—and ther watched with keen
interest.

than pleasure, 1

“The esteemed  and  excorable
Mucky I¥  murmured Hurree Jameset
Ram Bingh. And lie mada the slightest

of gestures in the direction of two men
who were standing on the sands, talk-
ing, some distance in front of the dis.

guisedd detective.

Continual passers hid them  every
ather moment. Bub the juniors saw
that ane of the men was Bignor
Muceolini,

The othee they did not know, Ile
wos dork and swarthy hike the signor,
and evidently an Italinn also—hiz chin
biluish, as if recently shaved clean,

They were too foar away for even the
murmnur of their voicez to be heard—
but the people paszing near must have
heard them, But if they were speaking

in Italian, as doubtles: was the case,
the passers-by were not hikely to under-
stand much of any snalcies that
reached their ears.

The juniors exchanged smiling looks.

Locke, it was elear to them, woas
shadowing Mueceolial, They had no
doubt that he had been shadowing him
that morning, when he became aware
of Bunter's peril, and rescued the fat
Owl from it. Now he was keepiug tle
man in sight agam, keeping an cve,
through & slit newspaper, on hLis con-
verspbion with fhe other Italian.

“By Jovel" wmurmured Ilarry
Whavton  suddeniy. “That  man
Mucky's talking to—[ fancy we've scen
himie befors ™

“I don't know hon ! said Deb,

“1 thinlk he was spovting o beard
when we saw him before 1" said IHavry,
in & low voice. “¥You can sce by his
¢chin that he's accustomed to having a
beard there, though he's eleavshiaven
row. ™

Bob whastlad.

“The dago at the bong & he mure.
mured.  “The man that DMucesling
called—what did he e¢all him? Cau-
opencr, or somethiog—"

“Canaletti 1 zaid Havry.

“That’s it!" said Beb. “By gum
FPerhaps he's telling Mucky how he lost
these jolly old papers last night.”

*Whatever he's telling hiwm, Mucky
doesn’'t look pleased 1V grinned Nugont.

That was plainly enough to be scon.
There was o dark scowl on the face of
tha circus-master, and it darkencd
more and more as he listencd to what
the blue-chinned man was saying.

“YWhat beats me,” said Bob, in o
whisper, “is why—hem—John Hobinson
doesn’l bag that dago. Ile knows all
gbout hirn now—he must, as he's got the
papers that Mucky took to the other
dago st the bung.™

“That's go,” agreed Harry; “but what
he knows isn't proof for a court of law.
I should think Muccolini was cautious
enough rot to put anything on those
papers to fix them on him 1f they fell
wnito wrong hands.™

“You bet on that!” said Johnny Bull.
“The papers are enough to fix Canaletti,
az they were found 1n his possession;
but ten to one there's nothing in them to
point out BMucky.™

“I suppose not,” agreed Bob., “And
that's why John Robinson is still wateh-
ing Mucky instead of snalling him—
what? But be could snaffle the other
scoundrel now, if he liked,”

“Porhaps that's why he's watching
Muccolini,” said Harry %uiatl:.n “Ha
may have werked it out that they would

ot into touch after the papera were
ost, and by shadowing Muecolini he gets
sight of the olther blighter.”

“Oh gum!"” eaid Bob, with a deep
breath. *DBet you that’s it] lle got
word to Mucky some time to-day, and
appointed to meet him herve, Less likely
to be noticed in a erowd like this than
anywhere clse—what? Now he's telling
him he's got to do his job over again,
and {ipping him to look out for danger--
what?* Bob chuckled, quile plmseﬂ
with that effort at deduetion. *But I
zay, Loclke—I mean Robinson—is a
private detective. He's nol got power
to arrest anybody.”

“A word from him would be crnough
to the people who have,” said llarry.
“He most be 1o touneh with the palice
here. I'll bet you that if he wants that
blighter with the blue chin, there's n
plain-clothes man not very far away
from hum at this very minute.”

“OMt crinbs ! Then we may see some-
thing if we stay heve,” murmured Dol
“Wa were thinking of the pictures, but
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Qaoogh ' Leggo !
an orange down his fat neck.

** You fat, cheeky, burbling, b
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ithering rotier ! ** roared Wharton,

I
1 ‘If

. |'[ ; il !

e i T T
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Beast !' Woooogh I s}pluttered Billy Bunter, as Wharton grabbed him zand squeezed

Bunter wriggled, gurgled,

gasped and howled. But Wharton held him fast,

il there’s ansihing in tha!, old bean, 1his
;tl gﬂj;‘Jg i be beter than the giddy
ibis, -

*Aluch betier ™ svinned Nugent,

“The muehiviness 15 tereilie 1
e Ve Nabeh of Blenipuar.

The Famous Five felt o keen, sup-
pressed excilomrnt,

In the midst of that caveless, buzzing
holiday ¢rawd, they fobt 1hat a drama
wias unfolding wnger thaie eves,  The
b of meorry voices, 1he sounds of care-
lozg langhter, {he sirainz of & jazz band,
sounded along the Leoach, AMevey Alnpe-
grate was meery ad brght ! Bus there
was drama, urder the carveless galely of
ilhe seaside, at that zpof, and at that
LEOrnent.

i the densvement was coming, tho
¢hinms of the Remove wore very keen {o
=ea 16 "Khey wonld have been glad to
lend 2 hand in laving a feraign spy by
the heels,  They wanieal aial watehed,

“IHallo, hallo, bhalle ! They've going 1
ranvrmured Boh.,

The two Italians separaied.

Ripnar Mueecolind wallied up the beach
io go back into the town., JTHs brow was
black as he went., Whatever it was that
hiz confederate had tald him, the cireus-
master’a foole shwowed 1hat it had dis-
furbed hinm.

Tha other Italian walked alenz the
heach, aflecting to zaunter in a letsurely
Wiy,

Harry Wharton & (o, planced at the
lean, shabby man.  Bel the Italians
were going in dificrent divections, and
they waondered what Ierrers Locke
would de.

The lean man had Lis fuce deep in the
newspaper s Muceolini passed quite
near him,

1Te did nmot cvewn plance after the
sircus-miasier. Muecolini, at the moment,
was not his  game.  Muccolini  had
served his purpcse in guiding him un-
serseionsly i the man e wanted,

LI RER I

The shabby man rosze from the sand,
pait the newspaper under Jus arem, and
maved ofl on the track of Canaletil,

“No harm in walking in e same
dienction I whispered Baob.

ﬂmr}g_‘ Wharton nadded.

The IM'amons Five roze from ihe =eat
and moved off in the direction the Baker
Street detective bad taken. There waa
no reasonn why they zshonld net strall
alotigp the beach, as hundreds of other
people weore doing.  But as they strolled
they kopt wary eyes an a figure that no-
hady else paid any atiention to—a lean
fignee sovmounted Ly a shabby howler
hat !

[ ———

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
Snaffling a Spy !

{f B that * hreathed Boly Cheryy.

% “Plain-clothes men ! mur-

mared IMaorry.

Bignor Aluceoling bl disap-
pared from the h{r:l-:'.-lt', na donbt going
ack to his eirens,  The blne-chinmed

Italian was sauntering along with a
careless air, smoking a cigarefte. A
dozen paces behind him the lean, shabhy
man kept pace, and a doron paces be-
hind ihe lean man the Fumonz Five of
Greyfrinvs strolled, assuming a easual
manner, but with eyes very neh on the
alert.

They saw 1he shabby man stop and
speak to a couple of rather hiefiy-looking
men, one of whom had a telescope
levelled at the gea, picking up a distant
pleasuve steamer.

Had oanyone obszerved luim, had
Canaleiti looked vound, it could only
have appeared that he was making somae
remark about the telescope and the
steamer on which it was tramned.

But the Famous Five knew that that
shabby man was named Fervers Lock
a0 fhﬁf’ guessed that it was not a casua
remark be was making.

It was anly for & moment or (wo that
the disguieed detective stopped,  Then,
{nllowing Coanaletti no farthier, hie frondd
abraptly avway and walked np the beach
in o mito 1he town.

The man with the telescape shat it
ap, puf it under hia orm, and walked
along ihe beach with his companion—
after ihe blue-chinned Italian.

The Famous Five exchangead a joyous
giin,

Ajs elearly as if Ferrevs Locke had told
them they knew what was going on, and
they knew that the drama waz approach-
e il climax,

[t did not suit Tocke's plans to reveal
himeelf in the motter. Faving spotted
his man, he handed over the arvest to
officers of the law. That he had alveady
placed the captured papers and a charge
of espionage m the proper quarter, thera
coild be no doubt. Against Alnceolini
there was as yet no proof on which he
coitld be taken. Against Canaletti there
was smmple proof. It might have hoen
diflicult to prove that the circismasier
had taken these ineviminating papers to
the lonely bungalow. But it was casy to
prove that they bad been in Canalelti's
FRERQEZELOM,

Ches Locke had actnally seem {hin
papers, and learned bhoyond doubt their
real nature, Canaletti was a “wanfed ¥
man, ana locke had shadowed Muceo-
lini to “got ® him,.

And quite ordinary as those two helty-
looking men appeared, the chums of the
Remove had not the slightest donbd that
ihey were plain-clothes officers, that
Liocke had indicated the Blue-chinned
Ttalian to them and that the arrest was
o take place when Tocke was off the
scene. Locke’s connection with the affair
was not to transpire until his case was
complete, and it would not he complete
till Mucecolini was in the net.

“By gum, this iz getting thrilling 1™

'IFHE MAGxET LIBRARY.—NO. I,#E&
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murmuted DBob, rs the juniors strolled
on after the two stalwart men who had
now taken up the trail of Canaletti.

“The thrillfulness is preposterously
terrific 1" deelared Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “I am on the esteemed tender-
hiooks 1" DBy which the Nabob of
Bhanipur probably meant tenterhooks.

“And among all these hundreds of
jolly old Margateers we're the only onks
that know that there's mu'thinﬁ on 1
murmured Bob., * But what the dickens
are they waiting for?! Why don't they
bag their ned B2

“John Robinson doesn't want to show
up in this, fathead! They're leaving it
till he's done the vanishing trick.”,

“0Oh, of course ! Well, we're going to
be in at tho death, anvhow. If they
want any help we're the chaps they
want [* grinned Bob.,

Mingling with the holiday erowd, the
Juniors strolled on, their hearts beating.
Ihey noticed that the two stalwart men
had quickened their paee, and were over-
taking the forcigner. ‘

As 1y drew npearer to him  they
soparated. one }E}aﬁsin_g on either side of
the bluc-chinned Ikalian.

Fvidenity the climax was at hand.

For a moment or two those two hefty
men kept paee  with  the sauntering
foroigner, one on cither side of him;
then they closod in, so suddenly that
tanaletti had ne warning of what was
coming, and had him by the arms. From
which it was o be guessed that they had
heard of the knifa ilat had been
dropped in the lonely bungalow, and sur-
mizedd that Canaletti might have another
about lLim, Il he had, he had no
chanece, for the moment, to use it. His
arme were pinioned in a museular grip,
and he was powerless. ]

ITe uttered a startled exelamation in
his own langnage. The colour wavered
in hiz bluechinned face. Then he
strngeled. . .

“Tiotier go quietly, sir?” said one of
the officers eivillv.  “Please walk with
us off the Leach, We've got & taxi wart-
ing quite near.”

Perehe ! Why ? What do yvou mean
Teb me go!" sereamcd the Italian,
strugeling savagely

'l']?cﬁ'e Wns ange.x{;itnﬂ buzz from a hun-
dred throats, The attention of the erowd
was turned on the scenc at once. Harry
Wharton & Co., guite near at band,
watched hreathlessly.

T'he Italian, with a desperate effort,
dragaed his right avm loose. There was
s sudden flash of steel in the bright
sunshine,

Tvidertly the dusky rascal was des-
perate, 1le did not nced telling what
the chavge was: his guilty consclenco

told bim that, He was i.hinl-;in& only of
cseape, by any wild and desperaie
wneans, 'The knife slashed savagely

vound him, and the two plain-clothes
men hardly eseaped the savage slash. As
theiv grazp loosened, he leaped away
feom them, and bounded along the beach
with the fleetness of a deer,

Swift as he was, Bob Cherry wasz as
swilt.

Az the Ttalinn bounded away Ilob
made o flving leap after him, crashed
into his back, and sent him spuiing
forwnrd. hieadlong,

The blue-chinued face crashed on the
zand.

" Oh,
Whavien, ;

e rushed on, his comrades with him,
Tut they weve not veeded,  The two
slain-clotles men were on the sprawling
talian liko hawls on their prey. His
arma wore grasped again, the knifo
wrenched  nway; the swarthy  raseal
(Jragged to his fect, As he strove to
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oo man ! gasped Harry

IT'S BETTER THAN EVER !

irugele ihe handeufls clicked on his
dusky wrists,

Amid a rear of exeitement from the
crowed he was hustled away, o swarm of
people following, till he was pushed
into g wailing taxi, which was promptly
driven off,

“Well,” gaid Beb, I don't think ihe
rotter wonkl have got clear—but I'm
glad we had a hand in snallling him |
What "

“Hear, hear ! said the Co.

And the chums of the Remove felt
very salistied with themselves and things
generally as they continued their walk
alope the beoach of merry Margate,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
John Robinson Looks In!

ARA, the queen of the ring, pulled
E in her horse at the gate of the

cirens field in the bright, sunny
mrorning.,

The gqueen of the ring had been for
her usual morning ride, and she locked
g pracefnl, pretty picture as she came
eantering  back down the read. A
shabby, lean man, loitering near the
gate, touched his shabby old bowler hat
respectfully and opened the gate for the
gipsy girl to ride into the field.

Aara gave him a nod of thanks and a
smile, and walked her horse in ot the
gatewny.,  Then she pulled in again,
with another glance at the shabby man.
Her eye had noted his appearance of
respectable poverty, and her kind hears
was fouched. She noted, too, that he
had a newspaper under his arnn, open
at the dizmal advertisement columns,

“'Phank voen, my friend 1" said Zara.
“Wait—1 think I saw you here yester-
day, Did vou not speak to Tip, the
clown, -at this gate 7"

“Yes, wmiss !t answered the ehabby
man,

“You arc unemployed 1

“Just at the moment, miss, I've got
nothing on, but hanging about {ihis
circus %nnl:ing for a job here, if therc’a
one to be had.” .

“1 thought =0! Wit 1"

Marco, the king of the lions, had
already spotied Zara coming in.  The

big lion-tamer came down to the gate
with his long strides. Xara made a
beckoning gesture to him  with her

riding whip, and he hurried up.

The lean man glatced at him, and at
Zavn, and smiled fammtly., A less keen
man than John Robinson would havae
seen how matters stood between the king
of the lionz and the queen of the ring.

There had been a storm in 2 teacup
between Marco and Zara, owing to the
fat Owl of the Removes; but it had blown
ever, leaving thom better friends than
over. And it waz scttled now that Zara
was going to become Mra, Bill Williams
just as soon ns MMr. Williams—otherwizo

{arco—could start in a cireus of his
own. Mareo had made good money as
a lion-tamer, and had carefully banked
s good deal of it, and he had high hopes
of getting going on hiz own—with Zara,
which seerned to Mareo a prospect of
the soventh heaven, and a liftle over.

That little romance leaped to the eyes
of the lean man as he watched Zara and
Mareo, and ho smiled a very kind and
pleasant smile. Ferrers Locke had seen
much of the hard side of the world, and
the sight of vouilh and hope and happi-
ness was very pleasing to him.

* Yes, Zara, what i3 it 7" asked hMaren,
with a glaneo at the shabby man. He
remembered having scen him speaking
to Tippity the previous day.

“This poor man is looking for work 1
said Zava, “Bpeal a word for him to
the signor, Mareo! What can you do,
wy good man iy

WHAT I8 ?—WHY——

“I enn lock after Dovses, misz!™ znid
the lean man, toucling kiz hat again,
“Alucky may be able to make use of

a man who ean deal with horses,
Barveo!™ =aid Zara, “Ile ought Lo
Mareo, Some of the men have too muckh

to do.”

Marco smiled vather mefnlly. Signor
Muceolini was the man fo get the utmost
out of anvore he emploved, and cer-
tainly net the man to bother about
whether anyone had too much to do. 1k
wag not muech nae expecting, or asking,
the dago to act decently, but FKara's
word was law, and Marco nodded.

“Tll gpeak to Mucky IV he zaid.

£

Zarag nodided, gave DMareo anud the
fean man a =mile between them, and
rodde on into (ho Gield,

Mareo siood looking afier her. The
lean man stood waiting,  The king of
the honz had momentarly forgotten his
exiztence,  Bub the lean mnso did oot
mind, he smiled as he waited for darco
to remember hun,

Not till the graceful form of the quecn
of the ring had disappeared from sight
tdid Maveo turn to {he man at the gaie.

“T'm afraid there's not much doing,
my man ™ he said, “T'H put it to the
bossl YWait here a fow minutes™

“"Thank von kindly, =iv”

The lean man waited. leaning on the
gate, as Mareo crossed the ficld towards
the signor’s tent.

Az he stond there his eves seanned the
circus camp and fixed on o goadily
pamted cavavan, That gaudily paipted
van, ounce the eigoor's, now Billy
Bunter's, seemed {o have scmno inteorest
for him,

Muareo looked indo the signar’s tent

Muececolini gave him a scowl.

The signor was nob in a good temper
that morning, The failure of hia
dastardly scheme for ridding himseli of
Bunter the previons day made him
morose and savage. And hiz interview
with Canaletii hod given an edge to his
temper.

He did not fear arrest. HEre WAaS
nothing in the papers be had banded to
his confederate to meriminate him; ha
was too cunning for that, And even if
taken by the police, Canaletti would
not betray bim—he dared not. Buk the
episode was very dislurbing and a hittle
alarming, and 1t left ko signor in hia
blackest moocl.

That was not a favouralile mood for
Marco.  Muacky greeted him with a
seowl to begin with before he had time
to open hiz mouth.

“There's a man here asking for & job,
signor” said the lion-fomer., '"He says
he ean handle horeee®

“Cospettal  Is that what vou have
come to =av 2™ snarled the Italian. *Is
my eircnz o labonr exchange ¥%

“Fou want ancelher man with the
horses, boss 1™ :

“I think I am the judee of that!”
snapped Muoerolini,  *“Tell the mau to

a. I have no use for him !

“HMo looks n deecent zort of chap, and
unemplovoed-—>"

Muecoling shropged his shoulders

“I am here fo run o circus, not to
solve the warmplovment problem P he
answored.  YIn my own country it is
solved—we liave a Duee who ecan

vern,  Here it will never be solved.

o have no Musselini."

Marco grinned.

“ Mussolini's methods would not do
hers,” he said. “Getting up a war in
Afriea to ret shub of the uncmplored in
Italy may suil your Dice—but it would
not suib us.  And even such a rotten
gae as that does not solve the problem
—it only pmis off the sclution to a later
date.”

“1lave yon come here to  talk
polities 7 snarled Muceolini, " Go back
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to the man and tell him to go, or he
will be kicked out! Bastal”

Marco gave a grunt and walked back
to the gate. The lean nian looked at
him as he came, and Blarce shook his
head. i

“Nothing doing,” zaid the lion-tamer.
“But——" Ha shd hiz hand into his
E{:uket. as Mr. Tip had done the day

clore,

“Thanlk you, sir, but no!” said the
lean man, “ Perhaps you eould give me
a chanee of speaking to a young gentle-
man of the name of Bunter. T think he
inight put m & word for me.” :

“Bunter? yepeated Marco. His
kunitted brows revealed what e thought
of Bunter. * Yes, if Bunter would speak
for you I’'ve no doubt it would be all
right—ho has a lot of influence with the
bosa, Do you know Bunter .

“1 was of some assisfance to him
vesterday, sir!” said the lean man
apologetically, “He was canght in the
tide between Margate and Kingsgate,
annd I was able to help Bim o little—"

Marco started,

“Oh! You're the man who pulled
Bunter out of the sea ! ho exelsnned,
looking at the sallow, szandy-browed
man with great intevest.  “ We've all
heard about that,, You must have risked
sour life going down ihat cliff.”

“There was a bib of nisk, sirl”
admitted the lean man. *“I left wy
name  with tho young gentleman’s
friends, and I dare say he will remem-
her it—John Robinson, If T eould seo
In—~"

“Come with mo !” sald Marco. “ Eveu
Bunter can’t forget s thing hke that!
And-he can do anything he hikes heye ™

The lean man followed him to the
gaudily painted cavavan, As it was past
cleven o'clock Bunter had turned out
and breakfasted.  Breakfast, however,
seemed to have left one or two little
spaces In his capacious interior, and
Bunter was not the man to leave them
cmpty. Ha was sitfing in his van,
~teadily working through a large packet
of chocolates when Marven looked in.

“Here, Bunter 1 said the lion-{amer.

The fat junior blinked at him.

“Herve's a chan Lo see you——"

“If it's one of those beasis teli him Lo
eul ™ answered Bunter, T don't want
io sce apy of thew, Thin nob golug lo
have themn malking oul that they did
auything. ™

“It's Hobinson—-=""

"Eh? Whe's Robinson ™

“The-man who got you out of 1he =ca
vasterday,” grunted Alarveo,

oY said  Bunter.  Yllim? I
remerther  they  =aid his name was
Iobinson ! Ok, all vight, I'll sce him!
Foll lum be can step in™ o

Marco gave that grocious permission
to the lean man, who was waiting by
the van, Then he walked avway, leaving
Juhn Bohinson to interview 1Billy Bunter,

'EE
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Works the Oracle !

ILLY BUNTER blinked at Jolin
B Robinson as thay shabhy gentle-
e Lhe

man slepped :
rOVInGg

vespectinlly

chabby bowler,

It was roather ap vneasy bl

He lknew the man agaiu; bub now
that hoe =aw him meore clearly, with
leisure to note exacily what he leoked
like, he ecould not fail (o perecive that
Jolim Robinson, though quile respecl-
shla-looking, looked very hard up.

Gratitude was not stvongly developed
m Billy Buntey's fat nature, 8lill, ho
was not whelly impervions to it. Ile
knew ihal thia man Robivsen had ran

VA,
hia

s terrible risk to save him. He havdly
dared think of what would have hap-
pened had not Robinson been on ihoe
spot. 8o far oz Bunter was capable of
thanklness at all, ha was thankful to
John Robinson.

At the same fime, he dreaded ihat
the man, evidenily barvd-aip, was goin
to make a lot of what he had done, anc
“atick ™ him for something og o rewapd.
Professor Billo, ilhe civeus ventrilo-
gquist, was wot so short of money as
Billy Buuter had habitually been, But
Billy Bunter was not keen to part wilh
any cazh made by Professor Dillo,

So hig feelings were very nnxed as he
blinked at the shabby man theough his
Lig spectacles.

“Oh, good-morning 1" =aid Bunier,

“ood-morning, =irt’ said  John

F B

“ Loaolt hergm—— lio
paused awain,  “Dash it all, U'm jolly
well not going Lo bo mean! | ngver
was mean!  [Dve gat a ten-leb aote
you ¢an kave, Hobinson.”

“Tou are very generong,  sip——>"
“Well, I {hink I can =ay T alwavs
have heen,"” =ad Bonter faluoustv.
“It's always heen my wealiness, reallv.
I mean 11, Robinson—ien bolh—-"
U] rather net take any reward,
=iv, atul, at the same time thanking von
for yonr goncrosily P osaid Mr. Hobin-
son. If ihere was any tone of sarvcosin
in lhis veice, Bunter did net-netice v
sarcasm was an absolute waste  on
William Georse Bonler.

The fab junior beamed on him. o
really was prepared to go to ihe lneoil
of a ten-bob note ! BGll he uidondded iy

ITe pausaed.

(Contimecd on nest prge)

TRobmson. “I nge e
you're none the
worsa for vour
ducking yestor-
oy 1"
“Not o bit!”
said Buntor, “I'm
all right! I got
jolly wet, of course,
and those beasts

nearly walked me
off iy lers, getting
me  te the faxi
aflerivards. I'vo
got  somo bhriaises
Still,  that  wasn't
really your fault, I
dare say.”

“0Oh, na! I liope
not ! gasped Mr,
Robinzon,

“¥ou humped
me a good bit, get-
tmﬁg me  up  flio
elift,” said Bunicr.

D T¥Y

“gull, I dare say
you wero a bit ox-
cited,” said Buanter,
makmg erllowanees,

a bi
best
world when
Fifth comes round
again!  And all
because you jained
the Club which helps

heap of

as it were. “Every. | ¥ou to save mmﬁ
body can't keep © pennies an
cool 1w fearful halfpennies.
danger, like me.

(O conrse, I nover
lost my head for a
maoment., Siill, 1M
a 1"oblie  sehionl
man,  you o know-—
amed wo never o !

“(Oh !

*"Have o choges™
saig] Duntey. * Look
Liere, have fwoi™

The previous day
Bunter had  told
Signor Aliecoling
ithat he was pre-
parcd Lo stand his
researer a0 anid?
But the flirsl offor-

vesconee  of  grati-
tudda had died
down, A quii
after all, was a the lot, and w
quid ! At the
prosaent mmon
Bunter seemed Lo
estimate 1he valuc

of John MHolanson's
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preferred to keep that ten-bob note in
hiz own pocket.

“That’s right1"” he eaid npprovingly.
“Always be independent | I say, I really
wizh you'd have somo of theso chocs.
They're good ¥

“I'm |ﬂﬂkil1$.‘ for a job, sirl”

I o glimgm vou Il find one ' said Bunter,
tindly.

“I'm pretty good with horseg—""

“IF I were at home at Bunter Couct.
1'd speak to the head groom,” said
Danter.  * DBut—"

“*I thought, =ir, you mught speak
a2 word for me to the hoss of this
circus,” suggested My, Robinson, * Any-
sort of a job, sie, and D'm not partico-
inr a.‘ltmut- the wages. Work 15 vwhat I
want "

Btjli]y Bunter beamed still more offul-
sontly,

IRieally and fruly, he was willing,
more Lthan willing, te de anything he
cold for thiz man Robinson, whe had
not only soved his life, but was treat-
e him with the respect that was his
tue.  The only diffienlty was, that he
did not want 1t to cost lum anvthing.
He Jdid not mind if 1t cost anybody else
anvthing, That was a trifle light as air.

“Aly dear chap 1" said Bunter, * don’t
eay another word! I'Ml go and scc
Alucky 8z soon as I've finished these
cluoes, !

“You think you ean manage if, =ir¥”

“Think " repeated Bunter. 1 know
T eann! Ton’t you worry about that! I
can do anything I jolly well like in this
cireaz ! Don’t you worry [V

Bunter scoffed checolates, blind fo the
curious lock in the keen eyes of the
lean man. llis statement that he could
do anything ho liked in that circus
would probably have surprized John
tobinson, had not John Hobinsen hap-
pened to be Ferrers Locke !

“TI wait outside, then, =ir!” said
tobinson,

“That's might " nodded
“Bhan’t kcep you long 1™

The shabby man walted pationtly and
vespectably by tho wvan, [_{,?-i!i}' Banter
kept him waiting, only till he had fin-
ishied the last chocolats in the packet.

That important business concluded,
Dunter was at leisure to attend to the
lesser matlers, Ilo rolled cheerfully out
of the caravan.

“Come along,” ha said, with a kind
anil patronising nod to John Robinson,
“I'm going to seo you through. Don't
you worry "

Bunter rolled off to the signor's tent,
followed by John Robinsen. Iis fat
fnce wore a cheery grin as he went,

T'o rvepay his debt of gratitude Ly =o
casy & means as gething a man a job
in Mucky's eircns, was quite a pleasant
idea to Billy Bunter. If Mucky did not
Iike if, he could lump it. He jolly well
l:ad fo tog the line, anyhow,

Likewise, it was agreeable to show off
his  importance to  John Robinson.
Bunter was a power in the Magnificent
{Circus, and szaw no roason for disguis-
ing that fact—rather, he proferred to
advertise it far and wide John Robin-
ton was going to see that DBunier was a
man  who said “Do this—and he
doeth 1t !

Leaving Mr. Robinson waiting out-
zide, Bunter walked, or, rather strulted,
into the signor’s tent

Aluccolimn had greeted Marveo with o
=wowl: and he greeted Dunter with a
Llucker one. But Mucky's seowls had
ao terrors for the fat junior, who had
the doago under hia thumb.

“What de you want?” multered the
[ialian,

*Bomething I want vou to do for me,
Mucky,” answered Bunter breezily,
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THE MAGNET

“I've ot o man here who wants & job
mn !

“Assurde! Tell him to gol™ smarled
Alvecolini.  “ Mo min! Am I never to
hear the lazt of him 1"

I want you to give him a job in the
civeus, Mucky ! said Bunter calmly.
“He's the man who fished me out of the
sea vosterday—7"

“What 7' velled Muceolini.
~“After you bunked, and left mo to
it 1" said Bunter seornfully.  “Well,
he's oul of a job, and he wantz me to do
soimetlung for Liim—eee 2%

“Mai, foar ! I—"

“I'd like you io oblige me, Mucky, by
giving the man a job,” said the fak
Owl calmly. * Buit voursell, of conrse.”

“Do vou think I have money to pay
every beggar who comes to the gate!”
snarled Muceolin.

Buuter grinned,

*Well, you're not short of cash, judg-
ing by what [ saw you couniing over
the other night I"" he =zaid, with a wave
of hia fat hand towards the locked snit-

case. “You've got plenty theve.”
*Bilenzio I hissed Muecolini. “Fool
—fnrfante—zilence 1"

Bunter gave him o haughty blink.

“I've told vou before, Mucky, that I
don't like you calling me nmmnes,” he
said. “I'm vob standing dashed cheel
from a dage! Cut it out, if you know
what's good for you!”

The signer glaved af him with burn-
ing eyes. Ile glaved at the shabby
firnre wvisible through the opening of
the tent.

Heo recognized the lean man with the
straggling mousiache, who had spoken
to Tippity ac the gate. So that was the
man wheo had saved Dunter? IF tho
Ttalian haoled avvone at that moment as
mucl as he did Bunter, it was the man
who had saved Dunter’s life.  Gladly he
would have picked up his eircus-whip
and driven Alr. Robinsen ont of the
camp with 1f. Dot be made no move-
ment to do so. He had to tolerate this
—he had to tolerate overvihing, iill his
time came. It would come,

“I've no {ime to waste,” woent on
Bunter. “I'm pgoing down to the bheach
thiz morning, Are you taking the man
Robinzon on, or not?'

Signor Muceolini choked.,

“¥es or nol” snapped Bunter.

81, si!" beeathed ‘the Ttalian, * Ves,
if vou ask 1t—I will take him on! ¥es,
I will ind s job: for him. 8i, si'*

“That's all right, then,” =aid Bunter.
“And mind, I know how jolly stingy

vou are, Mucky, Tay him  decont
wages. And look here, be eivil to him,
too, If 1 hear that yvou've been piving

him any of vour old buck, youw'll hear
from me. Got that?”

" Cospetto '

“The man did me n serviee,” said
Bunter loftily.  *I'm not the chap to
forget it. Hle's respectful, {oo—the sort
of thing I like to see in the lower
classns. A very decent sort of man
aliogether, I want you to treat him
decently, Hucksy, considering what he
tlid for me, and it was all vour fault
that he had to do it, too. Tdon't let me
hear that you've been bullyragging
him, that's all”

Bunter rolled out, leaving the cirens-
master shaking with suppressed rage.
Ho gave Johti Reobinson a benevalent
and patrontsing nod.

“It's all right, my man,” he said,
“I've made 1t all nght for you with

Mucky. You ecan ﬂ;ﬂ in and see him"
“Thank vou kindly, sir,”
“Oh, dou't mench!” said Bunter

graciously, and he rolled away.

John Robinson went into the signor’s
tent.

It was not Mucky's game to let Robin-

son, ot all events, see that he was acting
against his will, under dictation from o
fat schoolbroy, He controlled his passion-
ate temper 1 dealing with the shabby
.

John Robinsen was engaged to hel
with the borses, and to moke himself
generally useful,  When he left the
slgnor to report himself to Parcker, and
begin his new duties, Muceoling's blacl:
eyves glinted after him. Bub he shrugged
his becly shoulders.

It was, after all, only & trifling
matter—it would not last long. DBunter-
had cscaped one deadly enare—he would
not escapo the next, And when that
“farfante ” was gone, it would be easx
enough to kick ﬁﬁhll Robinson out of
the eircus again. It was irritating—one
of the many irritations he had to endure
from the fat Owl—Dbut, after all, only
a triffe.

o, ab least, if scemed to Pictro Mue-
colini, He would hardly have regarded
it as a trifle, had he known that Ferrers
Locke, the detective of Baker Streed.
waz now installed in the circus—that o
slecpless eye was on bim at close
guaters. DBut Pietre Muceolinl was not
io know that—till the blow fell.

—

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Taking Any !

£ CHOOL——" said Bob Cherry.
S “0h, den't!"™ remonstraled
Hugent.

W L1

But schoo

“The don'tiulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed Bob,” muvmuared Hurieo
Jumscet Ram Singh.

“But school—" repeated Bob.

“ Chuel it!” said Johnny Bull.

The ¥amous Five were still at Mar-
pate, some days after the arrest of
Canaletti. But their stay ot that happy
resort was drawing towards a cloze.
Suymmer holidoys were long—hut thc
end was wvisible, as it were, on the
horizon. Blazing August was giving
place to soft Beptember.

“Sehool,” recommenced Dob  cheev-
fullv, after so many interraptions.
“Gehool again in a w&:‘j{ or two, my be-
loved 'ecarers. And though we'voe had
ripping hols, I shan't be sorry to scc
myself back at Greyfriavs.”

“Well, nobody wants the hols to end,
I suppose,” remarked Harry Wharton.
“PBut Greyirviars is the nest best thing.
TFooter next term.”

“Yes, that's so,” said Johnny Bull.
“And seeing all the chaps sgain—
Smithy and Toddy and DBrowney, and
even Fish # ;

“And old Hazel!™ said Bob.

“And Hazel's sister Marjoric, at
Cliff Mouse !” added Nugent, with u
LIl
5 Bob's face was a shade ruddier, as hisz
comrades chuckled. It was very pro
hable that Bob had been, at the moment,
thinking less of Hazeldens of the Re-
move than ol Marjorie of Clf Housc
Sechanl. _

“ And Bunier!™ said Bob hastllf, por-
haps to change the subject. *Joilly old
Bunter—bright old Bunter—the one and
only, and then some™

“I'hat's the fly i the ointment P said

Johnny, * Hi['np-irng;1 if he would stick
to the circus, and give Greyiriars a
mias.

The Famous Five were walking along
a lane from Margate, and the fap
over the civeus tent fluttered above the
trees 1in the distonce. ]

“ Hallo, hallp, hallo, there's the jally
old eivens !V said Bob. “lIs that why
vou wanled to como this way, Wharton ?
H?Et to give dear old Bunter a look-
it



As Mucecolini stepped from his tent, iwo shadowy figures loomed up and gr

and the sther a constable.

are you ? ** panted Muccolini.

Harry Wharton nodded. His face
heoame thonghtfal.

“The fact 15, I'm a hit worried about
that fat idiot,” he said. “ We'ra leav-
ing Margate now. You fellows ave
iﬁ:'s:unug_- home, and Inky is ecoming to
Vharton Lodge with me, till the school
opens again. J—I was thinking Bunter
might cofe, too”

The Co. stared at the captain of the
Remove, quite blankly. Often and
often Billy Bunter had barged in at
Wharton Lodge, in holiday time, and
had been tolerated there more or less
i_mh?:ltlm But this really was asking
20" 1L

“"Potty 7 mguired Johnny Ball
“You don't want Buuter.”

“Does anybody ever want him?”
said Harry, with a smile. "No! But,
a3 I said, I'm worried. I've been think-
ing over that affair on the cliffs the
olher day—and the moeve I think of it
the less I like the look of it.™

“Dunter got out of that all right,™
said Bob., " You'te not going ta taks
him under your wing in case he wanders
nlong tho beach and gets caught in the
tide again, I suppose?®

“He didn't wander on his own, old
chap!™ said Harry quietly. “Wucco-
linl was with him. And—and T can'e
help thinking—awiful as it seems—that
that brute of & dago knew the danger
he was taking him ioto.”

“Oh erumbs 1" ejaculated Bob.

“Well, lock at it!® said Harry.
“ Bunter's got the man under his thamb.
though he doesn’t understand how the
matter stands. It's more seriouns than
Bunter unagines—but the dage knows
how scrious it 15 He ean’t geb rid of
Bunter, and we know that lie’s an un-
scrupulous seoundrel. It looks to me as
tf he led Bunter into danger—and left
him to it.”

The Co. were silent. It did look like
ity they had to admit; though no fellow

EVERY SATURDAY

i

** I am Ferrers

liked to ihink that even Muccolini's
villainy could go so far.

“If that’s how it is,” went on Harry,
“that treacherous brute may be playing
another trick of the same kind., Bunter's
really gsking for if, in sticking there
against the man’s willl He hasu't the
scnse of a bunny rabbit, of course; or
he wouldn't do it. I don't lika the idea
of leaving Margate, and leaving him
with that dago.”

“Ho you're going to land yourself
with him, to keep his fat carcass safe,”
grunted Johnny Dull

“Well, I've stood him before, and I
ean stand hun again,” zeid Harry, “If
ke will come to my place, I’ll take him
there when wo go—and fix it with my
uncle. We shouldn’t like to hear that
something had happened to him.”

“That's sa,” agreed Johnny.

The chumis of the Remove walked into
the cireus field. Tippity Tip spotted
them, and same up with a cheery grin.

“Jest in time to say good-bye,” said
Mr. Tip. “Fm going to-movrow, If
you want to see an cntertminment ig-
morrow evening, jest look in at this
‘ero field.”

“Something special on®” asked Bob.

“¥Yea. I'm geoing to kick that fat
fmﬁ all round the cireus afore I go,”
cxplained Tippity, “and if the dagoe
butts in, T'm going to kick the dago
arter him !

The juniors chuckled. FEvidently Mr,
Tip was fimting consolation for the
sacl,

Leaving his friends in conversalion
with the clown, Harry Wharton went
over to the gaudy caravan, on the step
of which a fat figure was seated. Billy
Bunter had a bag of oranges on his
knees. He was disposing of them in
hiz usual elegant manner, Buntor's
way of eating an orange was fo push
his fat face into it, and chew. A con-
siderable guantity of ovange decorated
his fat face, as & conseguence,

\ asped him by the arms, One was a police-inspector
** That is your man ! ** said a cool, quiet voice, as a iall, lean man approached.
Lacke ! 7 said the Baker Street detective,
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“ Who--who

He blinked up at Wharton—a dia
dainful blink, He was not, appareatly,
rlad to see the captain of the Remove,

“Oh, you!” said Bunter. “I rathoer
expected to sce some of wyou fellows,
after what happoned the other dav. If
vou're going to make out that you did
anything-—"

“We're leaving Margale toanorrow,
Bunter,” said ithe captain of the Re-
wove, mterrupting the fat Owl,

“Good I said Bunter. “Booner
better 1

Wharton breathed hard.

“ How would you like to wind up the
hols at Wharton Lodge, Bunlery” le
asked,

Bunter stared at him.

' wateh it!™ he said. “8o thal's
what you're after, is it? I can sce miy-
solf leaving this circus, to put up with
vour grumpy old uncle and your fussy
ald aunt! 2, he, hel If youwre hard
up for somebady to stay with you, sovey,
and all that; but you've not guoiring
e P

“ You fat idiot—"

“Oh, really, Wharton—->"

“ You can’t stick on heve inuch longer,
anyhow,” said Llarry, keeping his
temper, though with difficulty. “The
hols will goon be over.”

“I don't suppose I shall go back {o
Greyiriars next term,” said Bunter
cheaerfully. “I'm all right here. T'm
dommg & jolly good turn, and I've got
Mucky feeding from my hand. Ile's
not going to part with me-=he, he, lel
You can go back and grind Latin with
old Quel and sav: * Yeg sir, ch!’
and °* Please, sir, no!” He, he, hel
T'm sticking on heve ™

Wharton paused. ;

“Yeu can cut!” =aid Bunter. “I'm
not geing to give you any of ihree
?rlﬂg‘ﬂ!l, 1f that's what vou're waiting
ﬂ]:"-"
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Yo
VW hartot.
“Yah [

burbling porpoisc{” roared

“IT've & jully good mind—"" Whar-
ton paused again.

Bunter evidently was not to be
ressoned  with; and kiecking him,
though satisfactory in itseld, would
serve no useful purpose.

As he stood, his eves fell on & lean
man, with sandy eyebrows and a
straggling moustache, in  his  shirt-

sleeves, carrying & bucket of water in
hiz hand.

Wharton started.
Hiz cves fixed on the lean man.
Billy Bunter blinked round in the

direction of his glance.
“¥s that & new man here? asked
Harry, as carelessly as he could.

“That's Robinson,” =aid Bunter.
“The man who helped me up the cliff
a few days ago. He was rather a
elmsy ass—bumping a fellow on the
cliff; still, T felt bound to do some-
thing for him. He wanted & job, and
I fixed it up with Mucky.”

“Oh!" gasped Wharton.

Fle smiled. He had no doubt that
John Robinson had been glad of a
chance to get himself installed inside
the Magnificent Circus. The fat and
fatuous Owl] had come in useful to
Ferrers Locke.

The lean man passed on, with his
bucket of water, without a look at the
Greyfriars  junior. And Wharton
smiled,

He was relisved in his mind now.
With Fervers Locke in the eiveus,
Bunter, obvicusly, was safe, and there
was no need to carry self-sacrifice to
the extent of taking the obnoxious Owl
home with him to Wharton X.odge.
Neithor was it necessary to give him
a warning, which he would probably
not have leeded. Whatever the
treacherous dago might scheme, he was
not likely to get by with it under the

af:er Ea"cr

eve of the B eet deteetive,
“What are you grinning at?” de-
manded Bunter. “That man Robinzon

ian't a bad sort—very ecivil and knows
his place. I've got him a job. 1
believe in being kind to the poor when
they know their place. That man does.
or ¥ should have done nothing for him."

“You burbling idiot 1"

“Oh, chuck it!” snapped Bunter.
“Look here, get out! You're not get-
ting me to Wharton Lodge. I tell yon
that plain! I don’t like wyour old
grumpy hunks of an uncgle—"

“What 12

“0Or your fussy old frump of an
aunt—"

“You cheeky fat rotter I

“And I can’t stand you, either, if you
want it plain!” said Bunter. “Like
your cheek, I think, to butt in on me
wre, simply beenuse you know me at
school ! But you always were a pushin
sort of a bounder, Wharton! An
vou're not going to have any of these
oranges, if you stand there till I've
finished the Jot! And now we're speak-
ing plain, I ean jolly well say
Grreecrrrrgggeh 1

Billy Bunter wound up with a wild
Liurgh:, a3 the captain of the Remove
grabbed him with one hand, grabbed
an orange with the other, and squeezed
it cdown the back of his fat neck!

"Gurrrrgh! Oooogh! Legpo! Beast!
Woooogh I epluttered Bunter.

. “Yeu fat, checky, burbling, blither-
ing rotter " roared Wharton.

‘Wuerrgggh |

THE MAGNET

Another orange was sgueczed down
the fat neck, and another, and ancther.

Billy Bunter wriggled and gurgled
and gasped and lLowled. But the
Oranges E:nll::nmd one another, aguash-
ing down his back, till the last one was
gone,

Then he was sat down, with & bump,
ancd YWharton walked away, feeling
better,

Bunter sat and spluttered.

“Urrgh! I'm wll sticky! Beast!
Wurrgh! I say, kick him out! I say,
some of you kick that beast outl

Wurrggh !  Grooooogh !

Harry Wharton & Co. zaid good-bye
to Br. Tip, and walked. out of the
feld, leaving the clown, and a good

many others, grinning, and Bunter
gurgling horribly.

Bob Cherry winked at the Co. as they
walked down the lane.

“Fixed 1t up with Bunter?” he
asked. “I noticed that you parted with
him on fearfully friﬂndf terms.”

“The fat idiot ! growled Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“It's all right,” =aid Harry. “No
need to bother about Bunter—there's a
new hand employed in the cireus
oW

“What the dickens has that got to
do with it1” asked Bob.

“His name’s John Robinson [

“Oh!” exelaimed the Co.

“So it's =ll right,” said Harry.
“Bother Bunter [ ffancy he won't be
staying there so long a3 he thinks.
John Robinson isn’t likely to be long
on tha job. Bother him, anyhow 1

And the Co, walked away, dismissing
Bunter from their minds. There cer-
tainly was no need to bother about
Bunter, so 1un€ 8s John Robinson had
a Job at  Muoccolini’s  Magnificent
Circus |

—

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Blow Falls !

(==

i I0 mio! breathed Signor
Muccolint. :
He caunght his breath.
A pallor erept inte his

swarthy cheeks. In the light of the
swinging lamp in hiz tent, he looked
ghastly.

It was late i the cvening. The per-
formance in the big tent was over—
the ecrowds streaming oot of the field
and down the lane. The signor, who
had been, as usual, acting as ring-
master, had returned to his tent in &
satishied frame of mind.

The circus was doing good business at
Margate; the talkings that evening had
been good, as usnal, The signor made
more by sprawork than by running a
circus; but he made the circus pay,
and all was grist that eame to his mill.
He had quite s little sum—the takings
at the box-office—to pack away in the
locked leather suitcase, safo there till
it could be banked on the morrow.

But when, after fastening the tent
flap, he unlecked the leather suitoase,
a change came over his swarthy face.

He forgot the purpese for which he
had unlocked it. Greedy as he was,
money mattered little to him at that
moment,

He stared into the suitcase with
starting eves and paling cheeks. Every
vostige of colour scemed drained from
hiz swarthy face.

In that switease the signor Lkept many
things, as well as cash. Among others,
photographs, Elans, sketches: all sorts
of accumulated information in his work
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as a spy, a3 well as correspondenen
from his employers—written n u
foreign language, but dangerous if it
was Ee¢m.

The suitcase was large and heavy—
too heavy to be ecasily moved: it was
secured by a special patent lock; and it
had never even crossed Muccolini's
mind that his secrets were not safo iu
it. But now=—

One glance into the interior told him
thet it had been opened in his absence.

The lock was intact: special patent
loeck msz it was, some skilful hand had
opened it, without leaving a sign.

But there were signs enmough in tho
case, for some of the papers were
missing. By whose hand had they been
taken ¥

Many remained=—more than enough
to convict the Ifalian of treacherous

E;f)y-wnrk, if they fell into the hands
of the authorities. But some were gone
—taken, a8s he Lnew without even

thinking sbout it, as evidence against
him, perhaps to justify the issue of a
warrant for his arrest

He stood with & heart of ice.

This had been done while he was

eracking his whip in the ring—some-
one had entered his tent and done this.
fFWhD?JJ

Not that. fat fool—but who?
unknown enemy had track
The police !

For years he had snapped his fingouvs
at the police—laughed in his sleave ot
them. They had never thought of sus-
pecting a travelling showman with =2
cireus |

Now he knew that he had heen sues-
pected—watched—shadowed., Who could
have known, suspected, even dreamed,
of what was in the suitease, unless he
had been closely watched, his habits
studied? Had that fat fool, after all,
chattered in the hearing of someonc
keen encugh to seo that there was somoe-
thing in his habhle?

It meattered little encugh now,
was suspected—he was known., INot
once had he suspected that he was
shadowed; it had been done skilfully.
But it was not to be doubted now:
suspected, shadowed, known for what
he was! Proofs were in the hands of
the unknown shadower; proofs wern
there in abundance, if the police came,
There was money—much money—in the
suitcase; it had not been touched. But
the papers—the letters and papers
that could send him to penal servitude
for ten yoars!

He wiped his greasy, sweating hrow.

The sudden danger, when he had
never dreamecd that he was not safc,
almost stunned him. Craven terror was
in his heart. To the evildeer retri-
button must always come in the long
run! The eirens spy had had a lonz
run—but now it had ceme!

" ropeated the signor, and

What
ed him out?

ITn

“Dio mio !
his beefy limbs shook.

Ile cast a fearful glance round him.

Someone—a  detective, he  could
hardly doubi—had *tracked him—had
visited his tent during the performanco
i the ecircus~—had done thiz, anid
then—m

What was the next step? Arrost—
trial—condemnation—utter ruin and
dizsaster! If he had a hope left, it
was that there might vet be & chancs
i.':l" escapa before the teils closed in on
vim.

That, and that only—to cut and run.
shandoning cver}'thingﬁ leaving his
cirens, leaving all e had—in a
desperate attempt to get out of the
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couniry and save his libeviy | And was
theve time for even that?

Escape! Five minutes ago he had
been feeling seeuve, prosperous in his
cireus, prosperous i his  spy-work—
secure, and piling uwp the money he
loved! Now—escape, if even that was
possible ! Eszcape in what he stood up
in, with what money he could cram
into his pochkets—leaving everything !
It was a stuuning blow to the secrek
SV

But he knew there was no time to
loze! KEven at that moment the foot-
steps of the oflicers of the law might be
at the door!

A few minutez suffieed.  Torn with
terror and rage, he daved not linger!
They might be there already—they
might have watched him leave the
cireiis 1oni—they mught have followed
Lin !

He turned out the light.

With a trembling hand, Pietre Aue-
celini drew the fent-flap aside, and
looked out into the starry evening.

The last of the erowd was cleaving
off, in the distance. From somcwhere
he heavd the volces of Mareo and Tip-
pity Tip talking. He could see moving
figures in the Jusky field. Was there
anvone at hand?

Ee stepped from the tent, his heart
quaking. 4

If he conld get to his car

Shadowy figures loomed in the dusk.
Pictro. Muceolini started back, panting
—and, even as he did so, he was
grazsped.

A police-inzpector in umiform, and a
constable—and they had him by the
armz.  The beefy man sapgged in their
grazp. His eyes fixed on another figure
—that of a tall, lean man, with clear-
dut features, and cool, keen, scornful
eves. He was a stranger to Muecolind ;
but there seemed something vagluelz;
familiar in the lines of that lean,
arhletic frame. But he did not recop-
nire John Robinzon.

“That iz your mani”
aulet volee,

“Yho—who ave vou?” panted Mue-
colint.

“Ay name i1z Ferrers Locke t”

Do mio

“You have known wme,” added the
Baker Street  detective, “as  John
Robinson I

The Italian’s eves burned at him.

He understocd now.

“YWhat is the charge 7™ he breathcd.

The inspector smiled slightly.

“1 arrest you, Fietro Aluccolini, on
the charge of spring, and criminal cor-
respondence  with a  foreign Govern-
ment,” he satd. “1 have a warrant
heve. It is my duty to warn you that
anything you may say will be taken
down, to be used as evidence.”

A groan was the ouly answer.

The man who had swagrered, bullied,

said a cool,

and hectored, in the eireus. was led
awav—sagging, cringing, his knees
under him. A closed ecar

ruakin
irove gm\'n the dark lane to Margate,
anedl in 1t sat’ Signor Alwvecolim, a
prizoner, with handenifs on his wrists,
el hlack despair in his heart.

i ——

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bools for Bunfer !

2, I crikey 1 zaid Billy Bunier.
fl  The circus was buzzing with
1t the next day.
_ Muecoliun's Magnificent
Civeus had lost its master. It hiad ala
lost its new hand with the horses—John
Robinzon; but nebody noticed that
trifling detail.
Bignor

Alveeoling was  arrected.

EVERY SATURDAY

charged—in the hands of the police,
No man was -gunIl(:ly_tlll he was found
uilty by judge and jury; but in all the
Magnificent Civeus, fromi end to cnd,
there was no doubt.

Least of all did Bunter doubt.

At last=—at long last—it dawned on
his fat brain what wasz the real nature
of the seeret on which he had stumbled.
He had never been able to understand
why Mucky was so terrified of what he
knew—though he had taken plenty of
advantage of hiz terror, But he under-
stood now.  IE was guite an amazing
discovery to the fat Owl of the Remove.

Now that he knew what Alueccolini
waz, Bunter was glad, as all the eircus
was glad, that the law had got him!

But, after the first surprize, Bunter
did not give that mwuch thoughi. FHis
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fat ihﬂughts, ns nsual, were concentrated
on W. L. Bunter.

That was going to make a big differ-
enece to him. No doubt the eireus would
carry on—indeed, he had already heard
that Murco was to carry on, in the
signor’s place, - for the present. If
Mucky weont to chokey, as thore was no
doubt he would, most likely the circus
would be sold. As likely as not, Marco
would get it, and get it cheap. He
knew that the king of the lions had
leng heen planning to start & cireus of
his own. This would be rather a golden
opportunity for AMarco.

Billy Buouter had been quite a big
nodse in the Magnificent Cirens. Hae
realised that that was over.

He was nobedy now. The power was

{Continued on next page.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor Is always pleased to
hear from his readers, Write to
him: Editor of the MAGNET, Tha
Fleaetway House, Farringdon &trest,
London, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed
envelope will ensure a reply.

ATIRFACTION i3 cvervihing -

this grest world of ours. But to

satisfy evervbody is beyond eveu

the powers of vour Editor. It
isn't often that I get a “ grouse,™ but I
do sometimes, aucf I rather welcome
them, nasmuch as they give me an
idea of my readers’ Likes and dislikes
The letter of complaint this week,
although being far from 1noffensive,
comes from a reader giving the nom
de plume of “Bloater,” and who,
apparently, hails from Yarmouth, as
hia letter beavs the Yarmouth post
mark.

“Bloater”  informs me that he
15 not altogether satisfed with the
introductions of girls in our Greviviars
varns, and 13 of the opinion that a
great number of our boy readers must

feel the same way about it ain
afraid, my Yevmouth chum, that I
entirely  disagree with vou in this

vespect, as nos one letter of complaint,
ﬂtl;t"l‘ thar your own, has reached me
vat,

This surely indicates—especially
with the AMas¥ET ecireulation inereasing
every week—ihat the iniroduction of
girls accasionally in our stories is, if
anything, ‘proving populav. Of course,
tirere muszt be one or two readers who
don't appreve of this and that, but it
would he a poor world if our likes and
dislikes were all the same.

As I have already pointed ont, my
job as Editor i3 ta try to pledse every-
body., Sorvcly my friend muzt realise
that were 1 fo grant his request,
should not be "playing the game?®
with my gl readers—and these run
mtoe many thous=ands!

Talking abont girls, reminds me that
I have an extra-special treat in store
for the fair sex nexi week. Harey
Wharton and his statf on the “Grex-
frizrs Hervald ©® have “downed toals™
—for one weeck only—and handed over
the rveins to the girls of Clif House,
S0 ron ean look out for somethin
wnusual in next weeld's centre pages o
tho AaGxeT,

Ever hward of the expression * York-
ghire grit”?  Not Then wait until
vou read:

“JOHNNY BULL ON THE RUN!I"
By Frank Richards,

next week's great, new, cover-to-cover
story of the chums of Greyfriars.
Harry Wharten & Co.'s holidavs are
fast drawing to & close, and lessons
will soon be the order of the day
again.  Lucas Bull thinks differently,
however, as far a3 his cousin, Johnny
Bull, of Grexfriars, 13 concerned. Left
it charvge of the big works in York-
shire, during the absence of Johnn
Bull's father, Lucas considers it Iﬁg?l'
time that Johnny should put in somne
time ab the works, under his orders,
picking up the business. But there's
nothing doing, so far as the Greyfriavs
Hemovite is concerned. That Johnny
Bull i3 not quite so soft as his cousin

‘takes lim to be, iz proved in this stir-

ving story of Yorkhive grit and pluck !
ok forward to it, chums—it's going
to be a real winner!

As there are still 8 great number of
my chums whe have not vet read the
stories dealing with the early adven-
tures of Harry Wharton & Co., I feel
ihat I musk again introduce our school-
compaunion  papér—the  “Gem *—in
which these yarns are appearing. Tor
instance :

“WHO SHALL BE CAPTAIN? "

which is the title of the grand yarn
naw on sale, tells of the election for

the junior ericket ecaptainey, and
Harvry Wharton's fght to gain the
coveted position. His rivals are Bob

Cherry and Bulstrode, the bully of the
Remove. Who wins the honour of
leading the ericket eleven is told by
our own author—Frank Richards.
Sample this yarn, chums, and let me
know what vou think of it!

What do I consider the best day in
the year!—asks Ben Brooks, of Mar-
gate. Well, DBen, Bank Holidays and
Christmas Day wenld come out some-
where near the top if it came to 8 ques.
tion of & ballot, But what about
September lst—the great day when the
“Holiday Annual” is to be seen on the
bookstalls?  This year's bumper five-
shillingsworth is poing to beat all its
predecessors. Aake a note of its
contents :

Three long, compleie siories of [“}ne:i-,--

friars  8t. Jim's, and Rookwoo

shorier tales to  smit  all  tasics:
numergus  artieles, sparkling poems,
and a hest of other good things

Make a special note of the date, chums
—aeptember Ist—and be one of the
first to get this value-for-moncy
Avnnual
Meet you all apain next week.
YOUR EDITOR,
Tone Magxer Lagnapy.—No. 1,490,
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goue from hia fat hands—the ﬂnr}’ had
departed from the Hounse of larael, so

to speak.

After visiting Margate and partaking
of an ample feed, Buntor rolled back to
the circus,

Fascinating fellow as he was, he
realised only too clearly that he was
not popular thers, and that he was
tikely to pather in a harvest of more
kicks than ha’pence. He blinked round
him uneasily through his big spectacles
ns he entered the field, and approached
the tent in which Professor Billo was
wont to give his ventriloguial side-show.

Rather a change was going on there.
:'.t[}gli-j. Tip, with a grin on his cheery,

by face, and a paint brush in his
liand, was painting out Professor Billo's
notice to the public.

I say, look hero [* protested Bunter.

Tmhpm‘jr looked round at him.

" he sard. “Youn IV

“You leave that alone ! =aid Bunter,
with & rather forlorn attempt at
Lluster, “You jolly well know you're
sacked! You're going to-day !

T pity Tin chuckled.

:’IT” he zatd. " QGuess again,
futt"'.fi Mucky ain't 'ere now, image !
Mucky's in ti{E stone jug, porpoise !
lie's going to stay there, fish-face'!
Mareo’s going to carry on, lump of
lardd! I fancy he'll iu:s buying tho
nmns podge ! Think he's got any use
for you, Ji,nu yooman balloon ! G uess
I:tgam, Falstaff [

“Look here——

bk ! g:}t. my side-show back again,”

winned Tippity,” and Marco's told me

to stick on. SeeT Why, 1f Marco pets

‘old of thia "ere circus, we're all going

i enjoy life, we are—and vou ain’t in
the picture, vou bloater! Ng!®

“ Beast 1

Tippity put down the brush.

“1 was mu to kiex yvou all round
the field, Ir told them young gonts,
afora 1 left, 3 he said. “I ain't leaving,
oy —but Tl I-:!cl-c you all round the

LE]

field jest the same.’
Billy Bunter did not stay te argue.
1!¢ departed—and after him rushed

Tippity, kicking.

%hur‘i thud, thud!

“Yarooh ! Help! I say, Marco—I
say, Zara—stop him " yelled Bunter,

Marco and dara were sitting by the
gucen of the ring's van, in conversation
~-very deep, and apparently very ngree-
able., conversation.

Bunter's frantic yells interrupted that
arrecable conversation. The king of
thL lions jumped up, and the (%uef.'n of
the ring stared at the fleeing fat Owl,
and laughed.
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“I "eay, stop him—varcoh—help—
keep him  off 1” shricked Dunter, hi
dodging round the massive figure of
the king of lons.

Marco chuckled.

“Hold on, Tippits 1" he said. " Let

him cut! We're going to see the last
of him—let it go at that:'”
“Well,"” s=aid Mr. Tip. “T'd rather

se¢ him "off with my boot! But if he's
g-mu i

(i reggh 1 gasped Bunter. “Boast!
I'm not going! I— 1 say. Mavrco,
vou're going to stick to mo, ain't o i

Mareo glaneed towards the gate,

“That gate’'s a bundred yards!” lLe
said thoughtfully. “I1 give you one
minute’s start, Bunter ™

[13 Eh ?J.‘

“ Line up here, all of vou ! called out
Marco. “Bunter's got one minute's
start for the gate !V

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a crowd on the spot ab
enee.  Billy Bunter blinked at them,
and blinked at ihe hon-tamer,

“J=T—I say " he gasped.

Marco looked nt his wakch.

Be sure and read :

"*WHO SHALL
BE CAPTAINT™
By Frank Richards

this week's greal varn dealing with the
carly adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.,

in the

GEM - On 5ile Now - 2d.

he said. TYouve

ar

Y Start 1
tnunto=—
“ 1 apy—

“Time's going !

“1 say, old chap——"

“Ten seconds gone——"

" Beast ™

“Fifteen seconds——"

“Look here, I'm jolly well not goilng
—I can jolly well tell you——ma™
“Twenty scconds!™
“I'm jolly well going to stick here

leng as T jolly well like!™ roaved
“1 can jollv well tell you—="
Half that minute's

got n

b

as
Bunter.

“Thirty scconds!
gone I

“Beast ! gasped Bunter.

And he started. e scuttled [or the
gate. He was half-way to it when
Marco put back his watch.

“Time!" he said.

There was a rash.

“0Oh erikey!” gasped Bunter, as he

heard the tramp of many feet bohind
111,
He put on specd. He few; he raced |
But the fect were ¢lose by the time ho
ot to the gate. How many boots lifted
him out of the gateway he never knew !
It seemed to him about & mallion |
“Yarooocooh !
“"Ha, ha, ha!™

*“Whoooop !™

“Give hiin a few moroe [

“Narcoop "

Bunh::f died not siay for a fow moral

'"Ha!iu halle, hallo! roared Bob
Cherry,

Five eyclists, on the road owut of

Margate, griuned at the sight of a
fat, breathless, spluttering figure.

& Jaolly old Hunter 1" prinned Nugoent.

“The estecined and  execrable
Bunter ! chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Harry Wharton & Co. had heard the
news in Margate. They knew that the
gircus, spy's game was up, and that
Ferrers Locke had got his man; and
they had no doubt that it meant the
end of Billy Bunter's carecr as a Li
noise at the cirews,. Now they ha
cvidence of it.

It was not because he hked CXErcise
that the fat junior was puffing and
IHowing along the lane. Ewﬁcnth,
there had been boots behind him.

Which, in the opinion of the Famous
IMive, * was exactly what Banter
descrved. They were leaving Margate
that dav on their jigegers, and fortuna
fovoured rhem with a last glimpse of
Bunter before the went.

Billy Bunter blinked at the bunch of
cyelists.

He waved a fat hand.

“1 say, vou fellows!™ he welled.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 say, stop! 1 say, I've left iho
circus! I've turned that lot down! 1

say, Harry, old chap, you misunder-
stood me yesterday! I'm  accopting
your invitation, old chap—I'm coming
-—ztop for me—— Beast!”

The Famous Five waved their hands
and sped on, and Billy Bunter stood
blinking after five vanishing cyclists !

THE ENI.

(Next week's ripping parn of Harry
Wharten o Co. iz enfitled; “JOHNNY
BULL ON THE RUN ! You can take
it from me, chumas, 's @ real good 'un!
Az the demand for the MAGKET {s greater
than cver these days, foke my tip and
order your cupy to-day!—IED.)

*

FOOTEALL OUTEITS

Birong Cowblds
Cottonm Footballs,
Jorseys.

: GROSE - LUDGATE CIRCUS |

LOMDON ECY ——me—— e e

RI1DGE &7

Your height increased in 12 doys

$¢I'. Searen Alr. Tran,

| ASTRID PACKET FREE!

ROEINSON BROS, (A),

no ccuat New dummmry adds
ISR, Wit ot I ALL 2 ﬁma‘ sined 4 ing, Quaranteed
G ¥ Twi fo. Ful! surse, 5/« Details: -
'| Ellae J. B. MORLEY, 8, Breama Buildings, London, E.C.4
Hen'E or
7 | | STAMMERING, S “or, s, 67% 3%
Drept., A, 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2, .
Containe Quorn Asteid, Thel 11‘&:-

AJ!‘.I!EHI."-] .!|. 56 dufferrnt,

Rommnznla. I-*r-ari_n urak up]:nﬂ:'ra u
':mi IRE;

DON'T BE BULLIED:

‘Articles amd full particulars .

léazots 213 Juiltgw,
IJ. Fe:u e,

lendid g,
Frio. tier than Dowing.
pan. A Japanese Scorel,

for Flrzi Fart to: ** AP.

Sotrg  8pl

‘ral.t.ha.m. Middx.

stamp for postago.
rog to pupils.
' Blanhelm Houge,' Beﬂ.fﬁht I.Ei.ne,

Learn to  fear, po

Or gend PO, 1)- L

Addrese in confiderice;

128, Shaftesbury Avenne, LOND

| HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

E.Eml a Etramp and you will learn how to rid yourself of such a
terrible affliction free of char

J. TEMPLE. Palacs Housne. g

Hﬁ!ﬂiﬂ.llitﬂa"
. C(Est. 20 peurs)

" Horwes,™ Hulrrﬂumclnmm Worry

T Helght tngroased in 13 d 114 Back.
BE TALL &880 g S BLUSH ING S S T
23 I.'l-aa.n Road, LONDON, N. w'EH :'_ﬁ'"" ,I..L TEBBING(A). 2. Dean Hond, London, H.W.2.
Cure yourscl? as I did.. :F'I-t't-iﬁu- 300 DIFFERENT, lncl, irmail, Bean-
STAMMER]NG! e QHFE METON  ROW. iifal - ncomition - Sets, ' Pietor(sls, Cotanials.
BEOT TH AMPTON Rl:lw, Pn-u:n Gl :lll‘{l'i':! 1=} —%. .ﬁ... WHITE,

ONDON, W.C.1 N GIND LAWE, LYE, WORCS.
it 1] YWHEN ANSWERING ADYERTISEMENTS I‘LEAEE MENTION THIS PAPER. 1) HF
LL 5-9-36

L



THANKS TO
FRANK FEARLESS!

Third and Last Instalment of Dicky Nugent's
Bright and Breezyg Serial :

“FOR MOLLY BIRCHEMALL'S
SAKE 1™

“ Burleigh ! My birchrod t !

Decter Birchemall's voice rang oul acrozs Bip
Holl at 5t. Sem's like o thunderclap.

A shudder ran through the assembulled skoal,

1t was & tense, dramattick geen. In tha body of the
hull were gerried ranks of St. SBam'a fellows, expa.
pectant and uneezy to & man. On the raised platform
above them towered the majestick figper of the Head.
At Lis side stood Burleigh, the kaptin of the gkeol,
Foaasil, the porter, and, last but not least, the hand-
sumi, athleitick yungster on whom all eves were
turned in gilent simperthy—Frank Fearless of the
Fourth !

A brethless hush settled on the assembly as Doctor
Birchemall grabbed the birch which Buwleigh prol-
fered. The Head swished it through the air with a
grunt of sattisfaction.

“ A worthy instrument with which {o duszt the
trowsis of & depraved yvung raskal ! ' he mermered,
gloatingly. * Fearless | X

* Je], girt™

The skaool gasped.

* Fearlesa! How dare you! Fansy saving “1,
I, sir!' (0 vour headmaster! You should aay
*Hallo ! or " What'aup ? '™

** Sorey, and all that, old eport ! ** grinned Fearless.

The ‘s face turned almost perple with pashun,
A grate nottid vein stood out on his forrid.

“ You'll bo sorrier etill for this dizpertinence in a
minnit, Fearless! I'll make you howl and shreck

The Head glared.

for the mersy you will never get | Boys ! ™ he eried,
Lurn to the assembailled skool. My words
shall breef. I have summoned you to this

liysteric hall to witness the degrandation of the
wretehed youlh who cowers before e now 1

L1 Eh-E.E'I'I.H 1 )

The Hea:d snorted,

" Bhamie, be blowed ! " he said. * Fearless do-
serves all that he's going to get, and a jolly site more !
Knowing full well that I had forbidden may dawter
Molly to aet for the sereen, he delibberately helped
* hior to defly my order—with the result that T have had
to order her never to darken my doorstep ngain |
His nefarious conduet has wrecked the happiness of
wy family circle—and, beleeve me, boys, ¥ A now
ooing lo pet equare with him! Fearless !
about te birch you black and bLlew !
shall epgepel you with igneminy !

* Who's he when he's at homo, sir 7' ashed Foar-
lesa, with o wink at his pals in the hall. “ T don't
vemember mesting a chap called Ignominy belore 1 ™

““ Ha, ha, ha 1 ¥ "

** Sileneo ! ¥ roared the Head Fewriously, ** Fossil !
Hoist thiz foolhardy lad on your sholiders t

“* Buttingly, sirt ™

Tho skool porter turned round to ghey the order,
The next moment ho had tho shock of hia life

Fearless had never been the sort ol fellow to be
fed like a lamb to the slawter, and he didn't intend
to submit without & struggle on thizs scceasion.
Az Foszzil turned to him, the cheery Fourth Former
veached ont with a litening-like movement and
grabbed him by the earz. An instant lafer, Fossil
was lying full-length on the platform, wondering
dizzily how Lo had got there !

A ringing cheer froin the skool grected Frank's
neat litile it of worle. Then there was o ringing war-
whoop {rom Doctor Birehemall.

Y Collay him | Beere him ! Grab him ! Why, 1'1
epiflicate him ! T*]]l——"!

(The Head went from werds to desds, Waving
his birchred wildly, he made a dive at the yung
rebbel.

_But Fearless was veady. As the Head rushed at
lmﬂtfiit? dureked auwd rushed at the Head,

i

The sound of Frank's mnapper bulling Doetor
Birchemall ¢ould be heard all over Big Hall! The
Head dubbled up like & jack-nifo and went down for
the full count, gasping like o nowly landed fish,

“ Waoop ! Grocoo | Wab him ! ™ ho panted fecbly.
But already Fearleas had taken a flying leap into the
body of the hall aad was scooting for the cgesit
at {op speed,

I am
After that, I
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A eapple of masters and sevveral prefects tried to
grab him as he paszsed, but they mite just as well
have tried to gmﬁ an eal | Fearleas cutb through them
like & nife cuts through butter, and in the twinkling
of an ayo he had vannished from the hall !

Wiile the prefects, headed by Burleigh, sct off
on his trail, Ar. Lickham, of the Fourth, and M.
Justiss, of the Fifth, lumbered up on to the platform
and helped the Head to bis feet again and supported
him while ho gasped out o few last words to the skool,

" Bays ! — Ow | — The skool — wow ! — jg—
poof '—diamiseed [ ™ he panted, * Even if Fearless iz
eought—prooo I—I shall be wupable now-—ooch t
—ito do justiss to him ! Dismiss 1 *

And the buzzing skool dismissed !

* 3hall we take you to the sanny now, sir ¥ " asked
Mr. Justiss.

Doctor Birchemall shook his head.

* Impossill, Justiss, T—huh !'— have to check
up the skool fees—pgroooo l—which have been paid
in for the new term,  Perhaps—hah '—you will assist
me back to my house instead."

And the two masters accordingly helped him
beek to his rezzidence across the quad—watehed at o
regpect ful distance by erowds of grinning juniors.

1t was an inglorious end to the Head's attempt to
get his own back on Frank Fearless.

But what was going to be Frank's next move §
That was the question on everybedy's lips in the
studies and the Common-room that nite,

The general opinion was that Fearless had jumpod
out of the i_'r:g.-;'r;ﬁ-pan into the fire. As Jack Jolly
put it, the Head, who had previously been meerly
gimmering with anger, was now boeiling with rage,
and he certainly wouldn’t let Fearless stew in his own
‘jﬁL;!IEu; s0 that altogether it was a pretty Letilo of

1!

Meanwhile, what of tha hera of the hour ¥

Unhelinown to the skool, Fearless waa quielly
hiding under a rododendron bush near the gates—
waiting for darkness to cover up his movements.
What he was %’m’ng to do, he didn’t quite know, but he
saw that his best plan for the time being was fo lio

low and say nothing.

 Bewvveral Gimes be saw senjors searching for him
in the guad, andl ones someono acluelly barushed
against the bush—a roffyv.decssed man who was o

‘;‘:}J“" gev to Fearless, Fearless wondered who he could |

Then, at last, nite fell and Fearless voze,

He ereptb cantiously across the tevf to o little side.
gate in the wall, and was just about to use the
gato 1o help him climb up the wall when he had o
serprize. A key turned in the loek and the gote was
opencd from the oufside, Then Fearless saw a dim
figgrer that he reckernised at onee.

" Mally L b eried.

It was Molly Birchemall—tho Head's dawler and
the bewitching canze of all the trubble.

* Why, it's Fearless ! wispcr&d Molly Birchemall.
* Whut are you doing hera t ¥

“I mite wsk you the same question ! reforted

Fearless jestingly. " Didn'i) ur father forbid yeu
aver to datken his doorsiep age, T2

" Quile trew," gighed Miss Blly. I don’t intend
to do so, anyway, I've come ek for my belangings,
and 1'm going to climb in threuf, one of the winders.”

“ Climb in through the wiger, eh 7" remavked
Fonrless, frowning. " Thatilerdly a job for o
vung lady like you, Miss Molly, You'd better let me
do it lor you.™

And IFearlesa led the girl esoss the dushy quad
to the house from which g stony-harted pop
had driven her. And then—

A They ]hht-ti't $|1wh it topethe—a dork, sinnisler
r, ¢limbing through wn epen winder on the
gfﬂﬁfml Aoor of the IIeugd'B hmﬁm

Mally Birchemall gripped het escort by the arm.

A berplar ! sho %uapud.

“¥Yea. I've seen him befie. He brushed wp
aguinst the bush where I wahiding carlier in tho
evening " said Fearless, beneen his teeth, “1
mite hove guessed | To-pite s the nite when your
father counts up the fees recosmd for the now term.
That's what that raskal is aftes "

And  witheut further ade the plucky Fourlh
Foymer broke inte a run [

Ho made straight for the § at deor, ran up the
steps and turmned the handle. Yorchunitly, the door
wae unlocked, and he was abeito cnter the lovse
without raising an alarm,

In the hall, he pawsad for mimstant ; and then a
hard, ractallick voice from the dwetion of the Head's
study urged him forward again.

TR ]

“'Ands up or I fire ! And game the spondulicla,
guick 1 '
“Yarcoo! It's a bergly " yelped Doctor

Birehemall.

A moment loter, Fearless wirst into the 100m.
The berglar wheeled round wih w savvidge oath,
his finger cloaing on the triggersf o vishous-leoking
Eisti-:-. But ere ho could firg, Fu icss had planted his

ish right hetween {he scoundnds oyos !

Wallop !

Y Owepweow ! shirecked theeroolk, erasling Lo the
fleor like a log, i

“TFeavless 1" rearved Decior
Fearless scezed tha
tho theef"s nerveless hands, “Fearless, my brave,
Lrave lad! You lhave saved-the slool fromn o
inealoulable loss ! ™

“AWell, it cortninly looko #:a 3t girc!" levied
Fearless, when bis eyes foll onthe hoaps of wmunny
that lay ol over the table. * 1 jolly plad I turned
up when I did 1

Then thers was o rosh of fat,  Miss Molly hal
brought help and o seors of noasters aml prefocis
galloped in, brandishing ashplwils and kricket-bats.
They ascon toole charge of the brglur ; rad some of
ihem wanbed to {olio charge of Tearless, (oo, Bul the
Head stopped them,

* Jentlemen, if you please V7 cried. ™ Honds off
Fearlesa ! ™ »

¥ But—Dbat wo thonght you santed him Lapiured,
ai1, 0 that you eould hirch f".'_ alael mawl Bbew 17
cogrelaimed Mr. Lickham, v

The Head coffed.

* All that belongs now to (e past,” he said. 1
want oll Bl Sam’s to know that I misjudized the lad,
He is a horo of the lust water, T freely forgive him
For 1the wrong ho thoughiless ' Ad me ! ™

“Girate pip b .

“And what ebout your dwter Muolly, sir?™
asled Frank Fearless.

Thoe Head Wipn::tl his eyve with i corner of his soing-
what grimny handkercheck.

“ Now that I sce things in avow light, Fensless, 1
can zee how harsh 1 have been, with tho poor el !
1 ey 2l were hero now, 1 woulil——

 Pop LM Arilled Maolly Birchernoll Lnppily, us 2he
tripped into the voom,

{C'ontinucd af fool n_rﬁi-;r col.)

Tirchomall, as

pistle whith hod dropped feom |

-

Aftermath of Maths
Master’s Masthead Vac!

“Heave-ho, Me Hearties!” in

Form-Room

Larry Lasecolles, our maths master. has just
come back from an extended summer holiday, spent
yaehting in the North Sce. And we have an idea
that Lnrr{
to leave

a

B experiences before the mast sre poing
1eir mark on him for sone thne fo coww.

You could tell ho wus different a8 soon a3 he

I THINK GIRLS SHOULD
PLAY FOOTER

Declares
CLARA TREVLYN

IT there’s one thing that gels my
goat, it's to hcar boys swanking
to pivls ahout playing footer,

Even ibe bost of them do ik,
Harry Wharton and his pala am
all good scoutr 3 hut even they give
uz pitying kil of Inoka whon wo
breathe tha name of their sanred
gama. " Paer fish ! they scom
to say. “ You can’t play footer—
aned for that reason you'll nover
be more than half alive 1™

My answer to that is—Rats |

H only wo bad the chance, some
of wa would play fvoler as well as
any of vou hoye, We ecan kick,
can't wo ? And wo can jolly well use
our braing, teo, much as some of
vou doubl their existencs 1

L think givls showld play fooler.
I really do.

OfF eourse, Miss Primrose wold
hove fiffy fils ot the mere idea;
aud some  Fiels—Marjorie Hezel.
dene, lor ene-~haven't any am-
Lition {o play footer, anyway.
But all the szame, it's a rattling
good wheeze !

A3 o matter of fact, when on

holiday I've ofien had a game with
other girls in the garden at homse ;
and, without boasting, we're not
ot oll bad, cither. Wo don't do so
much barping and charging as you
boya, but wbat we lack in brawn
wg make up for in brain. I've &
ghrewd idea that somo of ws have
of the makings of snappy scientific
ootballers in us !

Juat wait till girla' schools change
their moth-eaten idens and start
footer, THEN WE'LL BHOW
You!

(*Frotd you'll have 1o waib o
long, lewng time, Miss Troviyn !—
Ep.)

HoLipays Do You Goop?—
NOT LIKELY! Sy BOB CHERRY

The idea thati holidava necessarily
tlo chaps pamd 05, 1N my opinion,
sheor boxh !

Hava o laol round 1he school
brefore holidays begin and another
alter they're over and you'll- see
what Y mean lor yourself !

Your eouledn™ imagine & healthicr
or cheericy crowid than the erowd
on Friavdale Stacion last breaking-
uypr day.

Adter a Tong term spent in slufly
class-rooma  and musty laba, tho
fellows were as lit aa Giddlea, Long
exposure to the rayve of Cheir Form-
ragim eckkings hed lanned  their
cornplexions Lill they wers as brown

ag berries.  Wechs of poring over
Boolks amd burning the midnight oil
had made Ueir eyes keen, stroight-
cned theic backs and hrondoned
their shoulders, I ean tell you,
lads, they looked great !

But what & change I saw when I
raot 1he sameo crowd on the plat.
form ot Courtfickl Junetion after
the hols, !

Weeks and weels of open-air
life had made them Jook wan and
wonry. Long exposure to the rays
of the sun had tolen the tan Irom
many & face and made it pale and
pasty. Much hiking and biking
atnd swimming abd sport had moade

Aol

Alisz Aol :;,.r
crbracs 1

that !
the @zovden was Iovly once mote,

felt jolly glad that things had tuened oulb so well For

2]l rongernod,
Eprgeept, of corse,
trouhl:d much about him !

; My dawter ! " eried the Head joyously.
* Al iz borgivea ! Weleome back to your howe, my
tedear !
Father and dawior ombraced effeeshunately, and
lanked ns il shoe would have lilked fo
earless, {oo. at with so many spectators
ahout she felt far (oo shy to do that.
And that, as Fearless remarked alterwands, was
The elouds had rolled by and everyihing in

the  Lerplar—and

their oyes  tirod
awd eurved their
hacks amd mnar-
rawed their shoul-
ilera, O, They did
lao!: o dud old lot!

It will toke a
maod tevmn of hard
work to give them
thathealthywy,
bright-cyed  look
prain. Bubthey'll
get it back right
enoupln.

You seol

And everyholy

malaoe] v

arrived.  Ho walked with a nautieal il
and his hat was cocked on the side of his
head. Skinner even snya lie vwas chewing a
quid of tobacco; bLut this has not been
confirmed.

~ The first mon ho m~t was My, Prout, who
13 always ?nrtiu::u!:u-l;,- pennpous with Larry.
Foor old Prout nearly swooned when Lawry
cheerflully addressed lim as ™ shipimate ™ !

Up went Larry to his room—and the next
thing we knew was that e was complainiag
to the housekegper thal nobody had yet
attended to his armelir, which had o * list
to starboord ' |
_ Larcy's next move was o speciacular one.
It heppened to be raining and there was o
sloppage in the guilering over his window,
causing an ovarflow fo splash down on o the
window.sill, Lurry lonked out and saw wlet
was wrong. In anather instant hoe was out
of tho window and elimbing vwp the ivy {o the
guttering to pul it right ! L

Oh, yce, Larry has come bacl with (he sea
in his henes right enough ! What we're won-
dering now is how ho's geing to behave in tho
Farm-room.

We don’t mind if he yells “ Heave-ho, mo
hearties ! "' at ug, and hwe's welcome to do a
spilor's hornpipe in Dont of the class il he
fecls like it,

But we shall strongly objeet il he trics {0
tench us maths with the zid of 8 vope’s end 1

Next Week’s

“Greyfriars Herald”
SENSATIONAL ANNOUNCEMENT

Hit hael and prepare for a slaggering pieco
ol nows, chaps !

MNext week, Harey Wharton will rdinguish
the Edttorship of the ** Greviviars Herald '3

But keep your scals and den't ged in a
punic.

s Lor one week ogly—mmd we liave an
tden that the novelly of the ** Herald 7
which the Temporary Edilor is preparing
will ha such az to compenside vy for
Wharton'a woel: off !

Katurally, yvaur firat euestion 15 Wha I3
the Temporary Fditor 7 ™

You'll nover guess in a maonth of Sundays,
go we'll toll you ripht away.

Tha namo ol tho ']‘:-m[mrm-;..- ditor s
MARJORIE HAXELIMEN !

Muarjorio believes she eon edit (he ** Herald ™
a3 well a8 any boy—and Wharlon §s giving
her o chanee o prove it !

All the contributors will hoe UL 1Tous=
girlsa, But wea've stipulaied that they must
write about Greylvinrs amd snot abeut Chfi
Mouge, It will =till be 1the ** Greyfeinrs
Horald ""—but with a very decided differenes

Don't miss this vnigiue number, whatever
you do—and dem't forpel to let vs know
afterwards what you think of Marjeric's
cditorinl offory !

DENIAL,

Colier fell into the swater when he el big
prls Polter and Greeue went ﬂshin‘-';,,

We oare asked o deny that it wes on
altompt h:}' Poller nnd Greene to drown iheir
“oeorrow "l



