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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Limit.

ww SAY, you fellows, therc's news!"

l Billy Dunter made that announcement at the top of
hia voice, as he rushed into WNo. 1 Biudy, in the
Hemave passage,

Billy Bunter was excited, and he apparently expected hia
announcement to cause eqgual excitement in No. 1 Study.
But, if so, he was disaphointad.

Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh were there, and they were talking foothall. Mot one
of gmm turned his head, or looked at Bunter, or gave any
cutward and visible sign of having heard the fat junior's
gxclamation, o

Billy Bunter blinked at them through his big spectacles,
and ropeated his words, erescendo.

T say, you fellows, there’s news!"

i Ahout the inside-right,” said Harry Wharton, continuing
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his remarks to Nuzent and Hurroo Singh. “I was thinking

of Deamond. What do you fellows think !

“J say, give him a trial,” said Nugent.

“ Tha trialfulness,” szaid Hurree Singh, in hia elegant
English, “appears to my esteersed self to be the proper
gapear.""

‘I say, you fellows—"" .

] was thinking of putting Tom Brown in the forward
lina, too, on Saturday. He's picked up Soecer wonderfully
for a eha.E: who's played Rugger all his life till be came to
England.’

“(Good idea.”

“I say, Wharton—""

# Thers's not much doubt sbout Morgan and Ogilvy for
the backs."

“ The doubtfulness ia nil."”

““ Look here, you fellows

* As for the halves—"

L
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"1 say, you fellows,” shrieked Bunter, *“don’t you pretend
¥ou can’t hear me! You can hear me jolly welll”

“As for the halves, what about giving Hazeldene a
chance at centre?  Io——?’

Billy Bunter rushed up to Wharton, caught him by the
sleeve, and gave him a wrench. Harry, with his attention
H}ua forcibly drawn to the fat junior, looked down at

im.

Bunter blinked at him with shnost speechless indignation,

! You--you—you—-—" he stuttered,

_Nugent pointed to the door. Bunter blinked in the direc-
tion of the outstreteched finger, and then blinked at MNugent.

** What do you mean, Nugent "

“ (utside 1™

Wi But—"

': Clutside 1"

:'] zay, you fellows—"" spluttered Dunter,

" L?uh here, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton seriously,

you'd betfer travel. T suppose you must dig in this study,
but the less we see of you, the better we shall like it.
You've passed the limit at last, and we can’t stand yau."

“That's it," said Frank Nugent. * You were nlways
worin, Bunter; but vou've passed the worm limit, and we're
done with you,”

“The wormfulness of the esteemed Bunter is great, and
the donefulness is terrifie,” remarked the dusky junior from
India's paliny shores.

Bunter blinked at them,

:‘ What's the matter 7

*You ]m‘m:.' jolly well what's the matter ! said Whartan
warmly., “You have always Leen the biggest fool in the
Remove, and the worst rottor, except Bngop——"

“Oh, really, Wharton—-""

“DBut so long as you kept within the limit we stood vou.
We put up with vour silly hoblies—your rotten h:,'pnnf.'iSm,
your silly photography, amd your bethersome ventriloguism
—buat when you took to playing the amateur detective, that
was too much.  OFf conrse, there's no objection to your
muking a fool of yvourself in any way vou please, as it's o
i_'r-e-:e country. Bat u chap who reads another chap's lettors
n’t the Jond of chap L want o talk Lo, and that's plain
English.*?

U But—but, von know, I have splendid abilities as a detee-
bive,” said Bunter, I~ didn't read Brown's letters in
mY-—my private capacily, you kuow. I read them as—us an
amateur detective,™

A= a mean roticr, you mean 1M
" *Besides, that’s an old story [ said Bunter nulignantly,
.u.I FppUSE you chaps wre not going to rake all that up

Ealn

: ‘\l:hv, it enly happened yesterday 1™
. Well, I've got news,” sald Bunter, changing the subject.

! Muppose ¥ou want to bear the news, vou fellpws '

A

o+he Iact s, Dunter, we're going 10 give you a lesson,™
sal W l:ﬂ.rtma. “You have acted film E nieunn worny, and
you don’t seem able to realize it. We're going to make vou
I'I‘.'TIJILH'E'*.. . You're cut by the stuedy until the end of the
weel

j‘ Oh, really, Wharton ——*

"l don’t want to be hard on von, hecause T really think
youre such an ass that you hardly know vight from wrong,"”
said Wharton. “ But it's necessary to draw the line some-
where. The fellows have all got hold of the story, and Dul-
strode and his lot are making n great cackle over it. They
say this is the study where fellows open other chops' latters.”

“1 m fmﬂﬁmh' suorry ; but, a2 an amuateur deteetive——""

" You've got to stop thal rot, too ™ said Wharton, frown-
mg.  “Keep off ihe gruss. If vou say the word detective
agiin in this study you'll be biffml. Wa've decided on that.
Every time you speak that bles<ed word, we bump you 1™

“ ot as a detective——"

“ There he goes again 1™

* Bump bijm 17

“Ow ! Oh, really—I—help! Tah! Ow!?

Three i!mnf pairs of hands grasped the Owl of the
Remove, and le was bumped down in & sitting posture on
the carpot with a mighty bump.

The bump knocled all the breath out of him—he never
had much—and he remained sisting theee, staring dazedly
ol the ¢chumne of the Remove.

“ You-—you—you beasts I’ he gasped,  “I--]—I—*

" 3hut up! ey off the grass ™

" But—but, I've got news [

“ Blow your news ™'

Bunter staggered to his feet. e dusted his trousers, and
Llinked at the chume, and put his big spectacles straight,

“ 1-I-1 say, you fellows, I—1"ve got news. 1 hope you're
not going to keep this rot up. I wanted one of you to lend
me sotne tin for the circus—-='"

“Circus I

Tue Maexer.—83.
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“THE SMUGGLERS' CAVE,”

¢ “Wes; that's the news. There's o circus come to Grey-
riara."’

. i '-:‘i-i"fsll, that’s news, anyway,” said Nugent. " But is i
rue i’

“Of course it iz, Nugent. They're giving & performenca
this evening on Friardale Common, and, by the Head's per-
mission, every chap who’s got any tin will haven't
any, unfortunately, as I have run out of cash, and I have
been disappointed about & postal-order, too,”

' Hﬂ-, hﬂ-p hﬂ !!l

“Blessed if I can sce anything to cackla at! T had a

cstal-order coming this morning, but there has been a dela
in the post. If one of you fﬂtﬁaws will stand me five hﬂz

“Five ratsI''

" Well, one bob, then”

M Not a tanner ! said Wharton firmly. “ We're going fo
gi:ve you a lesson, ae I said. You're cut by the study until
the end of the week. No mere loans, no more free feeds,
no more anything—except bumping. Talking to you's no
We'll see what severe measures will do.”

* Bat, I say—"

“¥ou've said enough. I'm szorry about the cireus, but s
chap must stick to hiz word. ‘ky"n:ru’m got to have your
lesson. 8till, I don’t want you to miss the circus, 1 can's
break my resolution on the subject. But Wun Lung will
lend you a bob.”

“ Look here, vou fellow geme—'?
“Nuff said. QOutside !
‘1‘”1’m jolly well going to stay in my own study if T want

“Nery well! We'll get out, then.”

And Harry Wharlon & Co., left the study. Dunter
blinked after them in dismay. IIe had tried the pativnce
of hiz study mates many times, and very far; but always he
had been able to squirm into their good graces pgnin some-
how. This time, as Wharton said, he scemed o have really
passed the limit,

It wos rather a gloomy gutlook for the Owl of the Remove,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Original Joey Pye,

OB CHERRY and Mark Lioley, of No. 13 Study, met
the chums of No. 1 as they came down into the hall
Bob Cherry was full of {he news.

“Hullo, hallo, hallo!” he exclaimed. * 1 was just
coming te lovk for you chaps. lave you heard about the
cirons ¥

“Yez; from Bunter g few minuies cgo.
then "

“Yag,

to

It's a faect,

eg.  Unlike most of Bunter’s news,’”” said Bob Cherry,
langhing. ** The circus has pitched on the common—fiftesn
minntes from here, vou know. They're runniug up the big
tent already, Ogilvy says, 1le’s seen "em.”

“Who are they!"

“Blessed if 1 inuw I We shall know soon.  We're all
poing to-night, I suppose? They're staying only one night,
and then they move on, I believe”

“ Then it's now or never '

 Toxactly 1"

“ Geutlemen B

It was o strange voice, and the jumiors of Groviriars
looked out into the dusky Cleose in surprise.  They were
stunding in the open doorway. The carly evening had
fullen, ﬁut. there were still a Fum’l many fellows ouf in tha
guadrangle. It was a fine, clear, starlit evening, and not
much past six o'clock.

“ Helle, ballo, hallo! What's that—ahem-—I mean, who's
that 7" exclaimed Bob Cherry,

A fat figure had loomed up in the dusk before them,

They =aw a good-natured, Jolly face, which showed plentiful
Lraces of puint and chalk, as if the fat individial were accus-
tomed to making up for the ring, and did not always suceeed
in getting the make-upr quite off afterwards,

a stranger bowed to the Greyiriars juniors, o low that
his head touched the ground, and then, to their utter amaze-
ment, he furned right over, exccuting a somersault without
an offort, end standing right end up again before their
bewildered gaze.

“My only hat!” gasped Wharton, * The chap must be
made of indiarubber.” ‘

" The indiarubberfulness s terrific,”

The stranger tock off his hat.

“ Gentlemen, allow me to introduce myself  1f you have a
wide acquaintance with the crowned heads of Furepe, you
must have heard of their special chum, Joseph Montgomery
Pye—known to his intiraates as Monty."

“ MNover ! gaid Harry.

Mr. Pye lovked sad. ]

“You pain me,”” he said, I had no idea that such a
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dopth of ignorance could exist in a public school. You have
hozard of Juliua Uesar ™

« ana Supoleon Bo "

An apoleon Bonaparte

# Cortainly 1" i

¥ And not of Montgomery Pye!”

(1] Nu lr'l

The stranger shook his head sadly.

* Buch ia fame!" he said. ' The lesser lishts are scen,
and the groater ones—shem! But I will not repine. I will
introduce myself. [ am Joseph Montgomery Pye”

* Glad to meet you,”” said Bob Cherry affably. * You
belong to a very extensive family, sir. There are some oon-
neotions of yours at this school”

# Indeed ! said Me, Py

“ Yes: not in the school exactly, but in the tuckshop, vou
know. There is Beefstealk Pio, and Apple Pie, and Plum
Pic, and scveral others.™

Mr. Pye burst into a chuckle.

“Good " he said.  * Distinetly good! You are a youth
after my own heart. What a clown vou would make.”
B;;JI:I.&. ha, ha!" roared Wugent. ** That's one for you,

Bob turned pink,

:: l[_':rn, deaw it mild ! he exelaimed.

Come to my arms " said Mr. Pve. * Lot me welcome a
brothor-wheeze-wanglor to my heart, Lot me fold you to my
bosom and weep.”™

“* No fear!”

" How the dickens did wyou get here® ashed Harvry
Wharton, guesing by this time thet Mr. Pye belonged to
the circus camped on the common,

Y Walked,” said Mr. Pye. ' I left my motor-car at home on
theo g‘?;‘fa’c‘i«:,'l~ panco—a moment’s absent-mindedness—so I had to
walk. [ have come to do you young gents a favour, No,
don’t thank me. It's wmy way—pretty Joey's way! I was
afraid some of you might miss the pn*rfzz-m'an-c-e of Tomsonio's
w:::r{!i!-liﬂ;.mﬂuﬂ Uircus and Hippodrome,"

!

Henee these tears—I mean, henee these handbills,” said
}'!.Ir‘ Pye, yroducing o pack of siall pink bLills from under
his arm, I have given you a look-in to acquaint you with
the fact tuat vou simply must not miss this chance. Tom-
sonin’s World-Famons 1 camping lhere probuably for ona
night only. It is the chanve of a lifetime.  If vou do not
coms, you miss secing the oviginal Joor Pye in his pro-
fesstona!l capaciey .

* The awiulness of that would be toreifie,”

“ Exactly, Then yon would miss secing Jack Talbot—
othevwise Jungle Jack, the Boy King of the Tigerz [

“That sounds good.”

“And Jun Carson, the Handsome Man—the King of the
Trapesc.”

s HRHipmne

“ And Aiiss Uletilde, the Queen of the Ring !

fuite u Royal family 1 prinned Nogent,

" oAnd Ealllﬂﬂﬁ. the Ett‘trnf: I'--'Iilrl1 wlio breaks iron bars ;511;1
bars of chocolate erean with his tecth: and Pugeles, the
Juggler, and U'ount Bmelowiski and his Marvellons Monkovs,
Dut %.r.ﬂuh'it of all, Jocy Pyo and his orizinal jokes, Jooy Pye
and i startling now wheezes, Joey Pye snd his striking
turns.

“Can't nuss that " said Harry, lavghing.  * Raly on us)’

“ Hore's the bills,” said Mr. Pye, shoving a pack of about
Gty inte Whartan's hands,

“ Study them al your leisure, and then roll up in vous

thousands. Special featuire catering for youthiul tastas,
E.Tlm?pnm'a Cireus  completes  the education.  Sec  amall
illa 1"

* I1a, ba, ha!"

“ Bring all your [riends,” said Mr. Pye liberaily. * All

are welcome, so long as they pay for admission, and the maore
thoy pay the merrier I

Mr. Pye took off his hat again.

“ Adieu, young gents ! We mect again at Philippi—I mean
at the circus.” _

And Jooy Pyo drifted away.

The juniors laughed heartily. )

There was something very amusing and taking about the
m‘iFina.l Joey Pyo. _

Y Funny beggar ' sald Nugent.

" Va3, rather.”’

“We don't get many cireuses here,” said Bob Cherer.
“ Qught to support any that come our way, What are you
going to do with those bills, Wharton "

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Blessod if I know! Hand them round, T suppose.”

“Good!  Let's distribute them slong the Bixth-Form
paasago. It's bound to please the zeniors.”

“Hold on! Therc'll be a row.”

Y Naover mind '

“We must go.”

e T E—
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter iz Barred!

THE coming of the circus caused considerable excitement
at Greyfriars,
The Remove=—tho Lower Fourth—determined as ous
man to go. The fags of the Lower Forms all made up
their minds to do the same. There was some hesitation in
the Fifth. They did not quite konow whether it was consis-
tent with their dignity. DBut when they heard that Wingate,
of the Sixth, the Captain of Greyfriars, and the hero of e
achool, the great Panjandrum, whom all looked up to, was
going, then the Fifth Form fellows thought they might go,
too.

The
tiona )

Mr. Pye had been liberal in ladling out the handbills, and
Bob Choerry was liberal in the distribution of them,

He hurled them right and left into the ¥Fifth and Sixth-
Farm studies, and the seniors said things when they found
their earpets littered with the pink bills eovered with glaring
typo. L

Some of them looked for the enthusiastic distributor, but
Bob Cherry did nof remain on the spot after distributing tne
obnoxions bills.

The study of Ionides, the Greek in the Sixth Form, was
the last he looked into. Ionides, who prided himsclf upon
heing fast, was smoking a cigarette, in company with {ar-
borry, the prefect. They starfed up guiltily as Bob Cherry
locked in, and, relieved to see that 1t was not a master, they
scowled at Bob for startling them.

“ You rat " prowled Carberry. * Get out!™

" T've brousht you nows.”

" Datsido, vou whelp ' ; _

“ But there's a eirous,’ =id Bob Choersy. in an injured
tone.  ** Among other atteantions, Count Smelowiski's pees
forming monkeys., 1 thought Iomdes and you might ke to
run acrosd and see your renlal'-iﬂn?.."

The two seniors stavted up. Dab Cherry hurled o handful
of bitls into the room, and Ned, The linin[{. harndd idl- goabtored
avor the Aoor, and Carberry and Tonides said things, not loud
bt deep, i

Bob Clicrry rejoined the chums of the Remove in a cheery
Eeremapeie,

= El'\'e rufed up the Fifth and Sixth,” he announesd c‘l:u:u:l'-
futly. * And there's no chance of their net knowing what's
caing on at Tommonio’s Cirens this evening.  Yen fellows can
come inkn omy sbady o tea belore we start, if rou hike
Srown's comdng, loo ™

* Rirht vou arc ™

“The rightfulaess is berrifie, my worthy chunl”

The hancbills stated that the circus performanes commoenced
ab seveq, and ib wos Gftecn minutes” walk to the comunsn, oy
the juniors kiew,  There was no time to waste,  The fon was
a rold one in Bob Cherry's study—the ter was ot but the
imore solid portion cold —ham and hard-boiled epgs frone Mrs,
Mimble's litdde shop. As the juniors set down to the table
a largpe paie of spectacies blinked in at the deor.

i Ibem'r, you fellows—""

Bob Cherry seized a loaf.

* Got oul, Bunter!”

“ Oh, roally, Cherry "

“ Are vou going v

“T'm hongry,” said Bunter indignently

“ (3o and have fca tn Hall, then !

“T-=T've had if, bat I'm atill hungey.”

“ 1 hear he wanks more,” grinned Nugont, ' Yau're pay-
ing the penalty of being a cad. Bunter. Yow're barred il
the end of the week, as we told you."

** Tlut, ri‘nil;v.""—"

“ et ont !

1] I__'I

Bob Cherry poised the loaf. ;

“ I give you two seconds to travel!” he ssid. ,

“ Hold on, Cherry "' said Bunter, horriedly dodging bebind
the hali-open door, and poering round the edge of it ** loid
on! I—— Oh!"

(‘rash! o

He popped back behind the door in time. :

The loal fiew out of the doorway, crushed on the opposite
wall of the passage, and rolled on the linolouwn,

Billy Bunter prored round again cautiously.

** Oh, really, Cherry——" ;

“ (Fet out!" roared Bob Cherry. " Diring me that loaf
back, nnd I'll take better aim next time"

“ Hao, ha, ha!" .

“1 sav, you fellows, I'm sincerely sorry you're jealoua
about my being a detective.”

waore not long left in ignorance of the list of attrac.
tgnor Tomsonio's World-Famed Cirens had to offer,

And Bob Cherry grabbed the handbills, and swung off “ Bump him !
towards the Sixth Form quariers to distvibute them, There was a rush at Bunter, and before he could pacape he
T;I!:'E L‘xIﬁTGHET."-Bﬁ. i b
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Was :nimd, ad down he weni, bumped heartily on the
carpet.

He gave a breathless roar.

“Ow! Yow! Leggol”

* Ha, ha, ba!” ;

They loft him sitting there, gasping, and went back to
the tea-table, Bunter picked himself up slowly, and blinked
at them furiously,

ou—you rotters! T'I—I'll make you =it up for this!”’
he exclaimed. * I'll jolly well show you! Am Iptn:r hove tea
h&}:ﬂ or not 1"

" Not !"’ seid DRob Cherry prompily.

Who's gmnF to stand me a bob for the circus, then?”

Wun Lung, the Chinese junior, looked up.

o I'rgﬁ standeo bob allready, Buntel.”

I've spent that,” said Bunter nggressively. 1 meant
to pay for admission to the circus with it, but I was famished.
Pve got a delicate constitution, and I can only keep it poing
hi'f constant nourishiment. I spent the bob at Mrs. Mimble's,
If you like to lend me another—"

“ No savvy.”

' You can lend me another nine, if you like, and have my
postal-order for ten bob. It's coming by the first post in
£ mormng,"™

4 0 55."-'?}',”

* Look here, make it five, and you can have the postal-

order to-morrow. That's cent. per cent. interest for a single
day’s loan.”

: No savyy.”
% Will you lend me & bob, then? roared Bunter,
No SBY VY. i
Mark Linley put his hand into his pocket. The Lancashire
lad was poor, and his shillings were not numerous, but he
dud"n I—IL want Bunter tﬂhmiaﬁ the circus,
" Here you are!™ he said, tossi ilv ' ;
BL&F]:E“ ssing a silver coin over to
e fat junior caught it greedily.
1‘ Thank you, Lmﬁu}-! 'ﬁ:}u‘m better than these sweops,
though you're only the son of & workman, or strect-sweeper,
W“T’]E]!t?w};i it s, TIf E‘?UE can lend me another bob—2
end vou a thick ear if you don’ )
ﬂudﬂ;”nsmd Jou ¥ on't got out of this
. Well, you blessed cheeky, mill-worki achine-mind-
m;i.,"]wnﬂ‘e:'? L v, mill-working, mackine-mind
Mark Linley rose from his chair, and the fat junior left
hl!; ru}imrT-:s‘unﬁr!tsI}r:::I, and seuttled down the passage.
Nice animal, ain't he*"” snid Bob Cherry. “1 really

wonder they didn’t drawn him, and k .
you know. i keep one of the clhers,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

e e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
No Admission for Bunter.

EA was finished, and the Greyfriars juniors put on
their coats to go down to the circus. They found a
. big crowd setting out from the school Temple,
Dabney & Co., of the Upf}er Fourth, were there, with
a crowd of Fourth-Formers. Blundell and Bland, of the
Fifth, could he seen, going out with a half-shamefaced,
half-bored ex ression-—wholly assumed—for they were as
keen to sec the cireus as the vounpest and inkiest fag in
the Third or Beeond Form, Towering over the other fellows
could be seen the broad shoulders of Wingate, the skipper
of Greviriars
_As Harry Wharton & Clo. went out, a fat figure stepped
in their way, in the glimmer of light from the schoolhouse
door, It wae Bunter, of course.

Harry Wharton frowned at him,

“"Why don't vou clear off, Bunter?
you're barred "’

“You don't think T want your company, do you?' said
Billy Bunter sulkily. “I want & bob to pay for my admis-
sion to the circus. You can have it back out of my posta'-
grder to-morrow morning.,”

They stared at him.

* Why, Wun Lung gave you a bob, and Linley gave yvou
anothar. '

“T told yeun T was hungry."

“"Then you've blued Linley's bob too ™

“Well, I had to have a snack, or I shouldn't have enjoyed
the eircus, vou know, I've asked Bulstrode to lend me a
boby, and he refused brutally.”

And Billy Bunter rubbed his ear, which was very red.

" Well, ecan't go back on my word,” said Harry.
“You're barred, and you’ll get nothing from us till the end
of the week. Hesides, if you had another bob, you weould
only blue it at the tuckshop, so what's the use?”

“But T want to go to the cirens.”

Tom Drown fished in his pocket.

“ Here yvou are, you porpoise; now buzz off and be quiet.”

Tie MacrET.—53.

NEXT

WEEK;:

Haven't we told you

“THE SMUGGLERS’ GCAVE.”

Bunter blinked at the New Zealand junior,

““ Thank you, Brown! I'm sincerely sorry you ﬁl_:rt shown
up the other day through my bemng such a splendid detec-
tive—— Oh "

Bump | )

The chums of the Remove were keeping their word; at
the mention of * detective”™ they bumped the fat junior
with hearty goodwill.

Then they walked on, leaving him gasping on the ground,
in the way of the rest of the fcllows who were pouning out
of the house.

Buistrode came along with Skinner and Stott, and stum-
dled over him.

“Hallo,” ejaculuted Skinner, * what's thati"

" It's that worm Bunter,®

"Give him a kick.”

“Oh!" roared Bunter, as Bulstrode's heavy boot biffed
en him. “Ow! ¥Yah! Yarooh !

He scrambled up wrathfully. Bulstrode and his [riends
walked on, laughing, and Bunter bumped blindly into Car-
barry, of the Sixth. ]

The prefect gave him s savage push that sent him rolling
on the ground again, and Billy Bunter squirmed away
furiously. .

“ The—the beasts " he murmured. * Everybody's against
me at this school, because they're jealous of my good looks
and my cleverness. The roiters! I feel swfully hungry.
I wonder if T eould wrig%rle in under the canvas if T spent
this bob on some grub. My system needs keeping up”’

Bunter had to pass the school shop on his way out, and
the sight of it was enough to decide him. He walked in,
and fve minutes later he came out—a little Eatter, perhaps,
but the ahf“ing Wan gone.

“1—T wonder if T shall be able to ereep in under tha
canvas,"” murmured Banier, giving the matter serious
thought rather late in the day. i

[Ie followed in the track of the erowd from Greyiriars

In the distance, on Friardale Commen, could be seen tho
glare of naphtha lights, and heard the strains of a boand.

The band was not one of the hest, amnd the music was not
classical ;. but 1t answercd the purpose of attrocting to
Signor Tomsonio's Circus people within a wide radius.

Dr. Locke, at Greyfriars, closed his window a hitile more
tightly, but the boys did not mind 1t; 1o fact, they hked if,

tilly Bunter war the last fo arrive in the eirous leld.

The ffartng naphtha lamps made the field almost as hght
a5 by day, and he could distinetly see the huge circus tent,
and the ecarsvans camped near 36, and the canvas stables
in which the animals were bestowed.

Most of the crowd had gone in, but many were arriving,
although the performance hed now commenecoed.

Country people fram all sides, and villagers from Triare-
dale and Lindale, as well as the bovs froon Greviriars,
poured into the hupge tent. : '

There were girls, too—pirlz from the villuge, ond girls
froun Cliff House, the scaside school presided over by Miss
Ienclope Primroseo,

Nunter joined the erowd at the entrance, and managed to
dodge in the crush past the frst man, who was gpiving out
tin dizcz in exchange for the entrance money.  But the
second man, who received the discs at the opening of the
tent, stopped him. .

" Yo havfm't paid 1" he exclalimed.

T ]' I_I___l

“Where's your disa?"

“ |—I haven't one.”

“You voung cheat! Get out!"

“ You—you low brate!" gasped Bunter. ™ You—vou dare
to call me a cheat! D'm a gentleman, you low cad !

The man seized him by the shoulder and swung him away.

“ You won't come in "era without paying,” he said,

Bunter moved disconsolately away.

He was so bent upon getting inle the tent, that he had
not even stopped to reflect whether it was honest or not to
enter without paying. Reflectionz of this sort did not
trauhle the Owl of the Remove very much.

But there was clearly no getting in at the entrance with-
mutkpa}'ing for adimission, and Billy Bunter went on another
tack,

He skirted round the tent, towards the staff entrance at
the other side, and selecting a spot that feemed te bo un-
watched, he tried to sguirm in under the edge of the canvas.
ITe might have succeeded in that; but, as & maticr of faet,
there were oves on him all the time, though he had been
too short-sighted to notice it

A big, stalwart fellow with o poodinatured face was
watching him, with considarable astonishment in his looks.

He utterad a sharp oxclamation as Bunter’s intentions
'wnr:;v’put I:rer','nn{i doubt by his squirming under the canvas.

“ My hat!™ snid the big pentleman to himself,

He strode to the spot, and, stooping down, [ﬁt*.lnjﬂ Bunter
up by his ankles. The fat junior gave a hornfied gusp.
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H0Ow, ow! Yoggo!”

But Samson, the Strong Man, did not lot go. .

Billy Bunter was a good weight, but Samson lifted him
up as if he had been a bag of feathers.

Bunter came out from under the canvas wron
wards, his ankles in the Strong Man’s grip, an
in the grass, his jacket curling about his ears,

“Ow!" he roared. * Leggol" s

Samson grinned, and sent him rolling over in the grass.

'*;i"nu young thief!' he said. *You were trying to get
1I

end up-
his head

T—1 mean i

“* Look here—"

“ Clear off, I tell you!" g

The big man drew back his foot, and Bunter hastily
cleared away. In the darknoess under the trees, on the edge
of the field, he stopped, and shook his fist towards the tent.

“ Beasta I he muttered. *“ I'll get even with you some-
how. You rotten, low beasts, to insult me like this!”

Bunter felt that he had been insulted twice by the circua
people, without stopping to reflect that they were entitled
to paymont for their show, : . ;

Tt was enough for Buntar to be disappointed, for him to
nurse spite and revenge, and he never stopped to consider
whether he was in the wrong. i

“I'll make ’em squirm ! he muttered, as be blinked
towards the tent. * My word! What a joke it would be
to let the animals loose—the monkeys, and horses, and other
beasta! It'd take 'em a week to get ‘emi together again!™

And the fat junior's eyes glinted behind his spectacles at
the idea.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
At the Circus.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. paid for admission at the
door, and enterod the big tent with the crowd of
Groyfriara fellows and wvillage folk. .

T?m big ient was ablaze with light, and flling fast.
The juniors toboggancd and leap-frogged over the seats,
sarambling for good places. Harry Wharton uttored a
audden exclamation as he caught sight of two graceful
forms in the crowd, and he plunged towards them, followed
by a roar of protest from fellowa whose feet he trod upon,
or whose shins he knocked against in his haste.

“ Miss Marjoria " . :

Marjorie Hazeldeno looked round with a smile. She was
with Miss Clara Trevivn snd Freulein Wilhelmina Lime-
burger, the stout and happy German girl. . _

“3n glad to sce vou here!” said Harry, ag he raised his
eap.  “Come this way; I'll get you a good seab. Hallo,
lazeldene | Wour sister's here”

“Good ! said Hazeldene.

“Thank you!" said Marjorie, whe was as a matter of
fact a little nervous in the thick crowd, and was glad of
the assistance of Harry's strong arm.

Wharton piloted the girls to front seats, and they sat
down, amid tha chums of the Remove. Miss Clara’s oyoes
twinkled. -

“ Jan't Bunter with you?' she asked.

Harry looked round. . .

“ Not with us," he said; “ but he was coming. He docsn’t
SO t?: hhe han}::, t‘::i:n::lgh'”

b Cherry chuckled.

Eﬂi{n’a hlu?:rd the tin again in the tuckshop, I'Hl bet my
hat.” -

“ Ach ' said Miss Limburger. * Der tuckshop is goof,
ain't it, but der circus i3 petter pefore.”

Marjorie laughed. ] . 1

“T'm sorry if Bunter misses it Perhaps he will come in
later. What a curious fellow that clown 13"

The curicus [ellow was the orizinal Joey Pye. He' was
turning somersaulta in the ring af r}'.nrf_-sent, to the accom-
paniment of the braving of the band. ]

Signor Tomsonio—known in private as Dick Thompson—
was in tho ring, too, in a silk hat and a wonderful waistcoat,
with a whip in his hand. :

Ho cracked the whip, and Joey Pye straightened up.

it Blpss my hoart, if my young friends min’t here!™ ex-
claimed Mr. Pye, taking off his paper cap with a bow to
the Romovites. :

Nugent waved his hand, laughing. ] .

%1 like that chap I'"" he remarked. * What a jolly chivvy
he has! I've heard all his blessed wheezes before, but he
has a funny way with him."”

“1 want to see the tigers,” remarked Bob Cherry. *“1Is
it ona of the early turns¥*

“ No; thers's barebacl riding first.”

“ Ah! The Quesn of the Ring," grinned Nugent. *' The
first of the Royal family. My hat! Here she comes. What

8 atunnini girl "
“ What-ho!'" said Tom Brown.
Miss Clotilde, the girl rider, came into the ring mounted

upon & big black Arab. She was a girl of Marjorie’s age,
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as supple and graceful as she was beautiful, and that was
saying a good deal. .

Jer riding was perfection itself, and Harry Wharton,
who knew something about riding, gazed at her admiringly
as she cantered round the ring.

Marjorie's eyes were sparkling.

“What a sweet girl 1" she exclaimed.
fully she rides!" ]

Ag if she knew she was being spoken of, Clotilde glanced
up as she passed the place where the Greyfriars’ party sab,
and smiled a little.

“ Bravo!" said Nugent. L .

Three more horses came galloping into the ring, and went
round and round in company with the black Arab.

The girl rider rose to her feet upon the Arab with &
guick, supple movement.

Her long, clingiag dress of white Hoated about her, oniy
gathered at the waist with a sash, that made her lock even
younger than she was. o

The boys gazed at her with great admiration.

First upon one horse, and then upon another and anather,
the girl galloped round the ring, passing over banners and
through balloons with perfect esse and grace.

1f she had missed her footing in coming dewn, she would
have baen trampled under the heavy hoofs; but the danger
seemed to make no differenca to her.

The flush in her cheeks, the sparkle in her eyes, showed
how she enjoyed her work.

“ Bravo ! shouted the juniors. ** Hurray!" o

And Marjorie and Clara elapped their hands enthusiasti-
cally.

Miza Clotilde, with a happy, fushed face, rode out of the
ring at lazt amid a perfect hurricane of applinusoe.

A lad in red velvet and spangles at the staff entrance gave
her a smile as she rode past him. .

It was Jack Talbot; billed on the signor's postera a8
Jungle Jack, the King of the Tigers.

“ Wall done, Clotilde !"" he exclaimed.

* Bravo " thundered the sudience.

Then thera was a murmur 43 a
trundled into the arena.

“ The tigers!" said Bob Cherry. x

The boy tigertamer wallkted in beside the coge. The
juniors lmkeg admiringly at his well-sct-up figure, his
splendidly developed 1im5i-:ﬁ. .

“My hat!" said Harry Wharton, * That chap's 6it, if
vou like, Look at him."

“Fit as a fiddle " said Tom Brown.
older than we are, either.” . _

“ (five him a cheer to start with," said Nugent.

“ Hurray !" .

Jack Talbot looked round with a smile as the schoolboys
cheered. He saw their Greyiriars caps, and a curious look
came over his face.

Joey Pye nudged him in the ribs.

“I've told 'em all about yeou, Jack
went up to the school, you know, an

“ Like your cheek, Joey." ] "

““ Well the original Joey Pye never did want for cheek,
remarked the clown complacently; *if cheel: could make
B -t:hap rich, I should be rolling in golden coin now."

“It's curious to see Greviriars' fellows here" said Jack
sbruptly.

“Why? They've come to see me”

“] mean—it's curious. You remembar T told you onca,
Joey, that I came near getting s scholarship for a public
school—before I joined the eireus ' said Jack thoughtiully.

“Xeal?"

“ Well, the school was Greyiriars,"

The clown whistied. . .

“T might hava been 2 spectator here,” said Jack, “in-
stead of-—-hum !" ) ) i

“ My hat!" said the original Mr. Fye, in surprise.

Jack walked to the cage.

Within it two hugre tigers were moving restlessly to and
fro. They were Julius and Julia, the property of Herr
Biberach—wholly, however, in the charge of Jungle Jack.

There was a d:gep breath among the sudience as tho cage
door was opened, and Jack Talbot entered.

““ My hat!" said Wharton. “That chap has a nerva!™

“ Yes, rather!” . ;

“ Tha nervefulness of the esteemed youth i3 terrific,” re-
marked the Wabob of Bhanipur. * There are old shikarezs
in my couniry who would not care to face those esteamed
beasta in the cage.”

The juniors watched Jack's everr movement. )

They were almost spellbound as ha put Julius and Julia
through their tricks, and showed his absolute mastery of
the I{mwarfUI beaats. .

The turn brought out thunders of applause, as it El.lwij'ﬂ
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did ; and the signor grinned with satisfaction, ss he always
dicdd when he heard the public shout.

“* They like it, Joey,” he confided ta the mirth-merchant—
“they hike 1t! That's what I like about the B.P.—when
they like a thing they ain't above saying so. Now, there's
no mistaking that yell, 12 there?’

And the original Joey Pye agreed that there wasn't.

Carson, the acrobat, was the next taren.

He was a dark, handsome fellow, and his performance on
the trapeze was a splendid one, ahn:rwing amazing activity
and boundless nerve.

The Greyfriars' fellows cheered him heartily.

LCarson was still on the trapese, and the crowd watching
him intently, when a eireus hand came hastily into the ring,
ran towards the signor, and spoke to him in a low voice.

Sl‘ﬁﬂﬂr Tomsonio turned deadly pale.

“What! Impossibila 1™

*It's true, sirc!"

* But---but impossible t*

** Mr. Talbot sent me to warn you, sir.”

The signor clenched hizs hands.

* Good heavens !

Tialf the sudience were looking at the fat signor now.

The agitation in his face was toe plain to pass unnoticed,
and the spectators knew at once that something had gone
WO,

* There's trouble in the camp ! murmured Bob Cherry.
“Look at that chap's chivey! It’s as white as a sheet,
where the paint i=n't on it."

* Something’s up !

Marjorie changed colour.

‘““{an it be the tiper—*

Her voice faitered.

“My hat! I hope not!™

* Listen—he's going to =peak 1"

The zignor cleared his throat with an effort.

** Ladies and gontlemen-——"’

There was a loud buzz. Carson slid down the rope from
the trapeze; but no eyes were upon him now. There were
ne * hands ™ for the acrobat.

* Ladies and gentlemen, I bog of vou to be calm———-"

Then there were shrieks.

“Prav keen vour seats !

Before the signor could say more there was a deep, re-
;;Erhfrntlng‘ roar from without. It struck terror to every

eart,

In an instant the great tent was the scene of wild
confusion.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Folly.

TLLY BUNTER stood under the trees on the edpe of

B the field, waiting for his opportunity. He could not

got into the tent, and the strains of the band formed

~ the only part of the entertainment that reached the fat
junior

Bunter was angry and exasperated.

That he had thrice had the money given him to pay for
his adinission weighed nothing with him. His Form-fetlows
were ot the circos, and he was left outside: and it seemed
to him that he was deserted and wronged.

The rebuffs he had received, too, in trying to enter the
tent, rankled dezply in his breast.

Te was in a humour for any act of mischief which might
show the circus people, and the chums of No. 1 Study, that
w’illii“m George Dunter was still somebedy to be reckoned
WilH.

" The rotters!" he moermured. “I'Hl make 'em squirm !"

He had already decided upon the means.

He knew that in one of the tents was the big cage in which
Count Smelowiski’s performing monkeys were kept, and he
had determined to let them loose, and also any other animals
if he conld.

The trouble that would be coused by his action would be
almost erdless, but that was all the more pleasing to Billy
Bunter.

He had seen men passing to and from the staff entranee,
but a little later it came on to rain—not heavily, but in a
shower.

Bunter waited under the trees.

The rain drove all the circus hands under the shelter of
tent or caravan, and Billy Banter felt that his time had
come. i .

It was quite dark in the circus camp, save where a lan-
tern or two glimmered, and there was not much chance of
his heing seen now, especially while the performance in the
l‘ris:‘ fent was i full swing.

fe-erept forward through the wet, dank grass, blinking
nervously on all sides, and dodging into the cover of the
caravans when he had a chauce,
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YWhich of-the tents contained the monkey's cage?

He listened outszide several, and a sound of chattering and
gqi.l._i&'ming campe to his ears, and be koew that monkeys were
1081 0e,

He glided round to the entrance of the tent, and peered in.

Within, oll was pitch darkness.

The fat junior hesitated & moment, and then he stepped
lightly and cautionsly in. He waited a few minutes for hie
eves to grow accustomed to the darkness.

Then, dark as the interior had seemed viewed from with-
out, he found ihat he was able to see cbjects dimly inside
the tent. .

There were iwo cages—one on either side of the tent, with
a considerable spaece beiween them.

Bunter could only dimly make out the outlines of the
capes: but the sound of chattering wae still in his ears, and
he knew that the monkeys must be there.

His eyes glinted hehind his spectacles.

“I'Hl make "em squirm ! he murmured.

Fe felt his way to one of the cufea, found a big-barred
door, and calmly unbarred it, and pulled the door wide
open, .

Then he groped to the other cage, and did the seme with
that ons,

He heard a sound, a8 of a keavey body moving on siraw,
and scuttled back to the opening of the tent.

He was just stepping out, when a sound of footsteps and
voices fell upon his ears. ‘He crouched low in the shadow,
his heart beating with terror.

If he should be discovered there, the cireus people would
know who had released the omimals, and Bunter hod some
rouch usage to look for, evengif Signor Tomsonio did not
complain to the Head of Greyiriars and get him a flogging.

There were two voices—both of them strange to Bunter's
pars—but anybody belonging to Bignor Tomsonio's World-
Famous Circus would have recognised the voices of Herr
Biberach and the Doc.

Herr Biberach was the ¢ld German tiger-tamer, whose
place Jungle Jack had taken in the ¢ireus, owing to the
German’s hibulous habits; and the Dee was & general utility
wan and hanger-on; und both were decp drinkers, and could
seldom be kept away from Lheir bottles, even when there
was work fo bo done.

“Ach!" said Herr Biberach.

fi Gmd !II

“Come into to fent, ain't it, out of te rain.”

“The tiger’s tent ¥

““Ach! Te t.iqﬁrs are safe in dewr eapes, ain't it ?
vill not hurt us.’

“DBut the count will be coming for his monkeys for the
next furn.”
“Ach!

den ™

The voices moved off.

The Doc and Bibby were evidently going to have a quiet
carouse together, and were looking for a secluded spot.

Billy Bunter's hair stood almost on end as he heard the
foregoing dialogue. lie understood now what he had done.

Cwing to want of space in the camp, the tigers’ cage and
the monkeys’ cage had been put into the same tent, and
Bunier had opencd the doors of both.

He had intended to release the monkeys; he had released
the tigers as well! ¥

The thought turned him almost sick.

Behind hun, in the darkness, the tigers wera loose—or
woudd be loose as soon as they chose to quit their cage.

Was there time to get back and fasten the door before they
pot looze ¥

The thought hardly occcurred to Bunier.

Not for the wealth of the Indies would he have gone back
into the tent at the risk of running into a huge tiger in the
darknoss.

He hardly waited for Bibby and the Doc to be gone
Lefore he bolted from the tent, and Bed inte the night.

Heedless of the rain, which was falling pretty thickly now,
the fat junior dashed away, and never paused till he was
within the walls of Greyfriars. And there he only slackened
for 3 moment to recover breath.

Then lhe dashed into the House, up the stairs to the
Hemove passage, and rushed into No. 1 Study, and locked
the door. i

The door locked, he crossed with hasty steps to the
window, and closed it tight, and fastened the catch.

Then he sank into the armchair, pale ss death, and trem-

# 1is i3 a guiet spot, Doe™

Dey

I forgets tat. Tt wus go along 1o te caravan,

bling in overy limb.

“ My— word !'' he mattered. * What—what will
i];l.]:rp&t’l? 811, dear! I—I didn’t know! ©Oh dear! Ob, oh,
oh !™

There was a tap at the door. .
Bunter started up with a shriek. To his fevered and

Whanrton
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terrified Imagination every sound was a footfull of an ap-
proaching tiger,

¢ (%h, oh, oh "

Tap, tap ! _ .

]:E:!.ml Bunter understood thaf a tiger would not tap at
the door.

“Hallo!" he said feebly., * Who's there?"

“TIt is I, Mr. Quelch! Open the door "

* I3—is-—is there & tiger thare, siri™

* What 1"

¥ A—a—sa tiger, sir!"

Y What are vou talking about, Bunter 1"

“ Tha tigers, sir.™

13 '.'-.."'-:-ul must be wandoring Tn your mind. Open the door
at once !

Bunter opened the door reluctantly. Iie blinked past the
{i ure of }rﬂ* Quelch, but the passage was clear of anything
ike a tiger,

The E.Em-:wa-mastar locked at him attentivels.

“What 13 the matter with you, Bunter? I saw vou comé
in, and thought that perhapa you hed no moncy to pay for
your admission to the circus, knowing your unthrifty habits.
I intended to offer you the necessary amount.™

“Th-th-thank you, s-3-3-sir!"

“Tign't you want to po to the circus?" asked Mr. Quelch,
in surprise.

“ Ng.n.n-n-no, sir.”

¥ Corne, Bunter, what is the matter? You appear to be
afraid of somcthing.”

s Pptep-t-the tigers, sir,” stommoered Bunter.

“You need not ba afraid,” =aid Mr. Quelch, puzzled.
“They are probably not very ciung-&mus. And, in any casa,
I presume they are under guard.’

B They've escaped, sir !’

B What 1"

“ They're loose ]

The Ramove-master clutched him by the shoulder. .

“ Bunter, calm yourself! Are you telling the truth, or i3
this a silly joke? Come answer me—guickly I

He dragged the fat junior into the light.

Bunter's white, terrified face was answer enough. Then
Mr. ‘?uelch chonged colour, too. He was nol thinking of
himaalf, but of the boys at the circus,

“They're loose, sicl"

“Good heavens !™

Mr. Quelch releazed Bunter, and dashed down the passage.
Without even stopping fo discard hiz gown, or put his hat
cn, he rushed from the house, and sped away in the direc-
fion of the common.

Bunter stared after him for & moment, and then slammed
the door and Iocked it again. PBehind a locked dooe he was
safe: and that, after all, waz thz consideration of the
greatest importance—to Billy Bunter!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,

A
¥

In Terror.
. ADII!ES arprd gentlomon——""
“ The tigers!™

Signor Tomsonio waved his hands he‘lp]esﬂr,
“ Kocp your seats—Leap your seats!’

(43 Hﬂ]p !n-

“Run for it1"

“Oh, och!"” .

¥ Keep vour seats! The tigers are not hera !

But there was a wild scramble for the exits.

The juniors were on their feet now, and several of them

were joining in the rush, when Harry Wharton's voice rang

out:
“{Hald on! Don’t be cowards! Stick it out! EKeoap
cool I'"

“Right -vou ara!" shouted Bob Cherry.
Stand whers you are!"

Harry Wharton & Co. sebt the cxample of keo inﬁ; eool.

There wai no sign of the tiger in the great, lighted tent;
and, as a matter of fact, there was more danger outside
than inside, at present, :

The signor bellowed that out to the crowd, and it had
gome offect upon them, and the exampla of the (reyfriara
follows added to if. ] ) .

Wingate and the Sixth-Formera with him were keeping
their snats, and Harry Wharton's example made most of the
juniors do tho same.

The tumnlt still raged, but with loss noiso and eonfusion.

“Calm yourselves I"" shouted Bignor Tomsonio. * You are
safo here ['

Marjorie was deadly pale, but calm. Clars was wringing

“EKeep cool!

har dhands. Wilhelmina sat, almost stunned, without a
word.

Harry pressed Marjorie’s hand.

“Courage!" he whispered. * There's no danger—vyet."

The girl nodded without speaking. .
he crowd waz pouring out of the tent, but sufficient order
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had been restored to stop any danger of crushing o
trampling.

After that ono roar from the tiger, no further sound hed
hem; heard from him, and the inference was that he had
gone,

Signor Tomsonio wrung his hands as he thought of it

The damage a loose tiger on the countryside might do wae
EIHHE.’E!, a:nd in his mind’s Eve the aig:mr ﬂ.l]‘{!ﬂd}" aaw A
lengthy Lill for damages, even if there were no fatalities.

“ Now wo'd better go,” said Wingate, when the erowd had
almast cleared off. * May as well get hack to Greyfriars.”

“ 1 shall jolly well lock my door to-night,” said Blundell.

" Yes, rather!"

*“Oh, I dare say they'll soon have the tiger again!™ said
Wingate. *Come on. Keep close, vou juniors.”

Thoy moved towards the exit from the tent.

The crowd was streaming off in varions directions, tha
idea of everyone being to place as great a distance between
himself and the common as possible.

Cutside the tent, in the glare of the
Wharton stopped.

i ik ‘.’m_'"nja're coming back to Cliff House with you, Marjoria,™

o said,

“ But—but vou have no permission to—--"'

“h, we shall be excused under the circnmstances " said
Harry. * Wo2 ecan't let you go back alone, anyway.™

“ I—1 shall feel much safer with vou.™

Cliff Flouse was only a few minutes’ walk from the
common. The Groyiriars juniors gathered in a2 body round
the CLff Houvse girls, and welked with them to the school.
Thn{l did not run, but their walking was certainly very
ranid.

he matter was serions enough. )

Exactly how savage the escaped tiger might Le they did
not know, but it would be ternibly dangerouns to meet him
in the lanes. ;

Tha cireus men wore now searching in all directions, with
guna and lanterns; but apparently they had yet discovered
nothing of the beast.

Chif House was reached in a fow minutes.

Miss Penclope Primrose shrieked when she learned that
thera was a figer loose, and zhe wizshed the Groyiriara
juniors to accept the shelter of Chiff House until the morn-
mg, but Harry shook his head,

Ho felt that it was necessary fo get back to Grovfriars,
whatever the risk. If they remainod abzent, they would ba
soarched for. The Head might even conclude that they had
fallen victims to the escaped tiger.

They hastily said good-bye to Marjorie and her friends
and hurried away towards Grevfriars, leaving the girls full
of the keeuest an:-:iﬂtg'. :

The precautions Miss Primrosa took belore going to bed
that night were endless; but none of the girls was inclined
to smile at them. The danger was tao real!

Harry Wharton & Co. went back by way of Friardale
Common to discover at the cireus whether the escaped tiger
bhad been captured yof.

They [ound Mr. Quelch thers, and the Remove-master
who wasz breathless with his ran from Greyiriars, uttcrati
an oxclamation of relief when he saw them,

“ Ah, you ara safe, then, my boys?"”

* ¥ea, sir. Weo thought we onght to ses the girls to safety,
5fr‘,” said Harry, ] )

*Quite right, Wharton—quite right. I learned from
Bunter that the tigers had escaped, and came hers imme-
diately. I am glad to find that no one has beon hurt.
Keep with me.”

“ Cortainly, siz !I'" : ;

Mr. Quelch hurried towards Stgnor Tomsonio. Tha signor
geomed to be almost beside himself. Jungla Jack had juat
come back from a fruitless search.

“Vou haven't scen him, Jack®"

“No, sir,” said tho eircus lad. *' 'We've
though. Julia is safe in her coge again.
under a caravan.” .

“ Good luck ! zaid the sigror. * But Julius "

“ He hasn't been seen.”

“ How could he have got loose?” exclaimed the signor.
“ Burely you saw to the fastenings of the door after you left
the cage, Jack ¥ :

Talbot nodded. )

“1'm afraid there's bocn foul play, sir,” he said.

" Foul play !

*“ Yes; someone daliberatoly let the tigers looss.”

. What!™ _ -

*“ Thera's no doubt about it, signor!” chimed in quq FPye.
I The door was unbarred—and the door of the monkeys' cage,
in the same tent, was unfastened, too! The monkeys are
gone, as well as the tigers!”

“ Bmelowiski’s monkeya!™

naphtha-lampa,

got the Ligross,
We found her

A Splandid Tale of Harry Wih
& Co. By FRANK RICHAR
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"That's it! Somsbody’s let the lot out!”

Signor Tomsonio gasped.

" But—but—but who eould have done it What villain—"
. " That's what we've got to find out,” said Jack Talbet,
petween his teeth. " But the first business is to recapture
Juliug,™

f‘l:ir. Gueleh broke in.

Pray sllow me a word, sir. T understand that there Iz still
onc of the tigers at liberty 1
Yes, sir,” said Telbot respectfully, with a look at the

Fm‘gm-mustﬁr

** Is it 3 dangerous anlmal ™

Tﬂfhﬂt hesitatod.

‘Pray, tell me exaclly how matters stand’ said Mr
Queleh, Precantions will have to be taken at the school.”
i e 1|Ir-1r ell, Julius isn't exactly dangerous,” said Talbot slowly.

He's all vight as long as he's not angered. He's not likely
to attack anybody first, but if anybody snaps a gun at him,
it may make him wild. And If we don’t recapture him
Ilmfﬁ;ﬂk}m gets hungry, he will make havoe in the farmyards,

think.”

“And whoen he has onee tasted blood #7 said My, Quelch.
ﬂ“I'.,I can’t say! I hope we shall eapture him before
e
_ "This is terrible ¥’ said the Form-master. “ How long is

it =inee he woas fed ¥7°

“Oh, that's wll right, Tuckily! They are always fod after
the performance, snd it isn't half z2n hour since le had
& big neal,” said Talbot,

*That 15 forfunate. Will vou plesse =end us word as soon
as vou have found the tiger, if vou find liim*"

* Rely upon that, sir," zaid the signor,

*Thank you. CGood-night!”

“* Good-night, =it

And My, Queleh and the bhovs hurried their steps towards
Grevirais,

.HMTF Wharton would willingly have staved to help the
circus men in the search for the tiger, but he knew it was no
uge asking poermission for anything of the sort.

They reached Greyiriars without an alarm, and before any
of the boys went to bed & party of masters and profects went
rewnd the house, carvcfully cxamining the fastenings of the
doors and windows,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTCR,
A Nighat of Fear,

b UNTER 1
B “ Where's Buntor?"

“ Bunter ! Buanter!”
* Where's that nss Bunter '

“Is it possible that Bunter iz absent®' said Mr. Quelch
ankicusly. "I saw him in your study, Wharton! Pray lock
for him 1"

The eliums of the Remove went up to Study Neo. 1. Tt
waz bedtime, and Billy Bunter was not to be secn,. There
was no light in the study, and the chums had not thought of
lpgoking there for him,

" Tdoor's loeked '™ zaid I"-.'ugenl;_

Harry Wharton a'n;;‘rm*] an it,

" Dunter, are you therel” s

A quavering voice came from within the study,

“Who's there?”

“It's I, Whartoni"

“Have they cu||}tured the tigers?™

“Only one of them—the tigress.”?

" Whoere's the other 77

“ Blessed if T know! He's not here! Open the door!™

" You're sure the tiger's not there §7

i Yt"ﬁ, asg 11

Billy Bunter epened the door. Ilis fat face was very pale,
and there were beads of perspiration upon it.

He blinked nervously past the chums into the dusky
corridor.

“I1—I—1 say, you fellows, you're—you're sure—"

M OfF course, you duffer! It's all right—the tiger can't get
into Greyfriars!” said IHarry, reassuringly. *° I darcsay he'll
be captured before morning, too! Come up to bed!"

“ I=1 sav, is it known how they got loose?” asked Bunter,

" Sﬁjnﬂhc&y oponed the cages.™

“ Oh—oli—oh, really-—"

“ Nobody knows who it was, though.™

about DL

A, e

!_“ ";‘;;h&t will they d-.d-d-de to him when they c-c-ccateh
1m

“Lock him up, T expect.”

“0h! OhtV
. " What are you *‘oh-ohing’ abouti” demanded Wharton
tmga:ttently. 1 suppose he will deserve to be put in prison—
snd it won't hurt you, anyway! Get to bed!"”

Billy Bunter went up to the Remove dormitory in fear and
trembling,  The Removites, like everybody else ot Greys
friars, wore discusfing the seone at thoe circus, and the escaps
of the tiger.

Billy Bunter went along the row of beds, locking under
every one of them before he began to undress,

“Well, how many tizers have you found?’ demanded Bob
Cherry, as he finished.

“Oh, really, Cherry 1

“If you come aovoss oné in your trousers-pocket, or in
vour watch-cnse, don’t foreet to put some salt on his tail,”
said Skinner humeovously.

“It's not & j-j-j-joking matter,” said Bunter. " I shouldn’t
wonder if the tiger got into Greyiriars to-night. Ile may ke
hungry.”

Bob Cherry chuckled. ;

* Then yvou'll be the fivst morsel, Buntor! Tf the tiper's got
auy sense, he'll pick out o fot oyster like you for the start ™

“The dangerfalness of the esteemoed Bunter is great.”

“Oh, really, Inky

“T1E vou feel him biting vou in the middle of the night,
just call out!” said Bkimner, * Wc'll clear out while he's
finishing you!"

“Ow ! gasped Dunter, .

The jumors tarned in, and Carberry put the lights out
Bunter quivered and aguaked in the darkness for some tima
before he went to sleep.  His action in ml‘;ming' the cages
was weighing upon hiz mind, but worse than the sting of
remorse was the feeling that he was in danger.

He dreamned of tigers—of being shut up in cages with huge,
forocious beasts, and of being chased round the dormitory
and over the beds by them, .

He woke np suddenly, in & eold sweat with terror.

Still under the influence of his dream, he lay still, quict,
not darving to move a limb, and hardly during to draw s
bErreath.

What was that zound he could hear in the darkness? It
wis o sound of moving—of creeping! And what was that
tugping at his bedolothes ¥ What was it that hed awokened
Liten T

Ilis faneiful terrovs suddenly beeoming very real, Dunter
zat bolt upright in bed, shaking with fear.

Something was pulling at his bedelothes—it must be the
fiver!

The fat junior sat palpitating, R

The bedclothes disappesred—he was left shivering. Then
there was a bump aguinst the bed. Tt was too much for
Doanter ! .

He gave 8 sudden frendied yell, and bounded out of the
bed on the other side.

“Help! Murder! Tigers! Help!™

“ Hulle, halle, hallo!™

“ What's the row?”

“ Wha's that yelling?”

“ Help, help! Tigers!™

“ My hat!”

Harry Wharten sprang out of bed and struck a mateh, The
alarrn suddenly in the middle of the night was sufficiently
gtartling, yet Wharton did not believe that a tiger could
possibly have got into the Remove dormitery,

“ Help!™ shricked Bunter,

“Shut up "

“The tigee ¥

* Where ! .

Wharton had lighted a candle-end. Tt fickered through the
long, dark room, aml showed the terrified Bunter and the
fellows sitting up in bed with startled faces—and it showed
Skinner just getting into bed, with a grin on his face.

“Where's the tiger, Bunter "

Bunter blinked wildly round Lim.

“I—I don't know! It was close to my bed, pulling my
bedelothes off ' [—"

“* You azs!” ]

“7 tell vou it's in the dorm.

“ Skinner 1"

“*1Hale ™ zaid Skinner.
bt o oo ododadedode

It
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?ha: {ireyi_ﬁ;rs junlu_rs ga;:;n:d at the Queen of the Ring in admiration as she cantered gracefully round the
ring on her splendid black Arab.

“Did you pull Bunter's bedelothes off ¢

“Hu, ha, ha!”’ rearcd Skinner and Bulstrode topether.

. ﬂh.“r[-.u.llg.-'!“ garped Billy Bunter. ** You don't meen to

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, get into bed "
gilly practical joke!”
better chuck 1t, Skinner!

prd

young- duffer into a fit!

'Y Hﬂ., h&-, hn1:rr

U I—I wasn't really frightencd, you know,” sald DBunter,
"I—I knew it was a joke, rveally, you know; only—only——"

“"Ratz! Go to zleep!”

Bunter turned in. But his nerves were in a jumpy state,
and thoygh he was wsuzlly ready for more than his share of
gleep, he Ff{ﬂ'ﬂ.l.n'l:l that he could not compose himself now, Low
chueckles were coming from Shkinner and Bulstrode's beds,
showing that they were still awake and enjoving the joke they
had planned between thom,

Bunter's eyes plinted in the darkness,

With all the things that Bunter thought he could do, and
could not do, there was one thing he really conld do, and that
was ventriloguisim—and that often helped hom to et his
own back " upon humorous fellows in the Remove,

Skinner's chuckles suddenly ceased as a peculiar sound fell
upan hie ears.

It was & low growl,

Tie Magrer—93,

rowled Wharton. * It was only a
¢ blew out his candle. " You'd
You might have frightened the fat

¥

|

e i el P i

e e

“ M-ma-m-my hat!" said Skinner, in a startled whisper,
“T¥d yvou hear that, Bulstrode?”

“* No,” said Bulstrode. ** What was it

“ A growl hke—like a tiger.”

“ Rata!™

“ It seemed to came from under my bed.”

“Rot! It's your nerves!” o .

“ I—1 heard it—there! There it 15 aguin !’

Girowl |

This time Bulstrode heard it, too, and he gave n sudden
bound in bed. i .

“Mom-mememy word!  You're right " he zasved,

“It's—it's the tiger!”

* M-m-m-m-my only hat!”

“I—I daren’t move! Call for help!™

Gr-r-r-r-r-r!

Skinner made & desperate bound out of bed, and ran for
the door. Harry Wharton started up out of & doze.

“ Halle! What's the matter now 1

“The tiger ! gasped Skinner. ' It's in the dorm.”

“ 0Oh, don't be an ass !

* I—I tell you it 8. I'm going out.” :

““ Oh, checse it! You ean’t play the same wheere fwice”

“1 tell you it's here,” said Skinner, fumbling with tho
lock. ** We shall all be torn to picces. Oh !

Harry Wharton lighted his candle again,

“I'll take a lock,” he said, * If he’s here, all right; if ho
isn't, I'll give you & welt with my belt, so look out.”
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Ho looked up and down the dormitory. There was nothing
to be seen or heard of the tiger now that the candle was

lighted. Bunter was snoring.

Skinner hesitated at the door. But when Wharton had
looked undor every bed, and all round the room, Skinmer
could doubt no longer that he had been mistaken, Wharton
picked up his belt snd glared at him.

.. Well, are you satisfied now ! he domanded

}'ﬁgﬁg; but—but I heard something.”
gE -

", L heard something, £00,"” said Bulstrode.

More rats!™
* Look here, Wharton !

" Oh, shut up, and get to sleep, and let me do the same.

Get into bed, Skinner, you sss! It's your sill
; : 3 . ! ¥ Derves,
through your Illla,ymg that trick on Bunte:ﬁ"
: I tell you I heard—""
‘Bosh! Get to bed !

Skinnor got to bed, and as he passed Wharton, the eaptain
of the Remove gave lim the promised *‘ welt” with the
belt. Bkinner gave & roar, and hopped into bed.

Wharton blew out the candle. And sfter that pesce

roigned in the Remove dormitory till the rising-bell clanged
Ity summons in the morning,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

An Unlooked-for Visitor.
o AS the tiger been caught ??
That was the first question evervbody asked at
Greyiriars in the moening,

No onc was able to answer it till Joey Pye walked
over from Friardale Common. He came to inform the Head
that Julius the Tiger had not yet been captured, and that a
number of the monkevs were still loose, and to caution the
doctor to keep gates and doors shut.

It was a caution the Head was not likely to neglect.
. The gates of Groyfriars were shut and locked all the morn-
ing, and as the gates were high, and the walls tall and
thick, the Head had littlo fear that the escaped beest would
find its way mto Greyfriars.

Doors it waa impossible, of course, o keep shut, unless
there should be alarm. Everybody was on the lock-out,
and if the n%ar entered the precincts of Greyfriare it zeemod
certain that he would be spotied. But he could not get in.
All were cortain of that, and with a few exceptions, such as
Bunter and Snoop, the boys were reassured.

But the fellows were in a serious mood when they went into
the class-rcoma for the morning’s lessons.

A tiger loose in tho countryside was & serious matber. And
though they knew that Miss Primrose would be taking proper
precautions at Cliff House, Harry Wharton & Co. were
enxious shout their friends there.

Evyen Mr. Quelch found it o little hard to brin
to the morning’s work, and barder still to bring
minds to it

The door of the class-room was shut, but the windows were
opon, and Buntor more than once glanced nervously st the
windows, a3 1f he expected to see the cacaped tiger's huge
form como hurtling in even in that narrow apace.

Suddenly the fat junior started.

Mr. Queleh had at last induced the olass to seitle down to
work, and they wore deep in Roman history, whon Bunter,
looking at the nearcst window, discerned a form thera.

It waa not the tiger, but the figure of a monkoy, and ita
nueoer appearance showed at a glance that it was one of thosze
that had escaped from the eage belonging to Count Smelo-
wiski, in the World-Famed Circus of Signor Tomsonio,

The monkey had a curious little brown face, with keen,
ratly eyes, and it waa clad in a pair of short white Erousers
and a red tunie.

It had evidently climbed up a pipe on the wall outside, and
the sight of the room within the window apparently interested
it for it hopped upon the open sash, and was blinking down
upon the Remove.

Just as Bunter looked at it, the monkey awung down inside
the window, and sat on the sill within, Blinking at the class.

Heveral juniors caught sicht of it then, and there was a
general chuckloe.

Mr. Quelch looked round angrily.

“ Boya, what docg this mean?  What——"

He broke off as ho caught sight of the monkey.

“ Dear mo, how did this animal get hera?"

“He got in at the window, sir,' satd Bunter. * I—T think
the tiger might get in at the window, air."

“The window i3 too small for the tiger to get in, even if
he were outside, Bunter. Don’t be ridiculous! I presume
this is one of the animals that escaped last night from the
ciroua.”’

** Bhall wo cateh it, gir?” asked Bob Cherry.
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“ Yoz, you may do 20"

Bob Cherry jumped up, not sorry to gek & reat from ths
Gracchi and their incomparable mother. The monkey ohat-
te;ncdd st him as he advanced towards it with outstrotched

“ Hore you aro, old boyl"” asald Bob. “Come to your
unole, there's & duck ! Hallo, hsllo, halla ["

Ho waas within reach of the monkoy, when Fhe latter
skipped out of reach, and hopped away acrces the class-room.

Mr. Queloch made & grab at it as it passed, and missed, and
nearly lost his footing. The monkey sguirmed up the black-
I:umr-:{ and sat perched on top, and chattered.

The Removae chuckled jovously.

The chase of that monkey was likely to prove interesting.

“ Dear me!" said Mr. Quelch, taking up his pointer. "I
will drive it off the blackboard, and you can stand ready to

it, Cherry. You may help, Wharton, and you Brown."

* Certainly, sir!"

The three junmiors mtood ready for the monkey. Mr.
Queclch lunged at with the pointer. Then he uttered an
exclamation of snooyance as the pointer was jerked oud of
his hand.

! Deoar mo!”

The monkoy flourished the poinfer. Mr. Quelch started
back, and only just in time to cscape a crack om the head.

The morkey chattored and grinned gleefully. He whirled
the pointer round, and it went fiying through the air.

The Romoviles instinctively ducked.

Crash !
lass, and the ﬂ:ter dropped

There was a alplintnri_ng- of .
outgide in the Close, with the best part of a @ pane with

M.

* Upon my word " paaped Mr. Quelch, * This—-this is &
most tronblesome animal! Shoo!”™

But the * Shoo " has no effect upon the monkoy.

: %Elp me take down the blackboard, please !™

* Yoz, air.'

The blackboard was jerked down. The monkey shifted hig
soat to the top of the easel. The oasel waa brought down
with a run.

** Collar him !"" shoutod Wharton.

Tho three juniora rushed at the monkey together. The
active animel skipped out of the way, and Tom Brown biffed
against Cherry, and the two of them rolled over the easel and
spruwled on the Hoor.

“Oh 1" ped Tom Brown,

“Ow! You pss!”’

“ You duffer ™

“ Fathead "

* Bilence " said Mr. Quoleh. “ Pray return to your seats,
1 will catch the troublesome snimal.mysolf. You can help

niie, Wharton.'

Tom Brown and Bob Cherry went back to their places.
Mr. Quolch and Harry Wharton ran after the monkoy.

The curioua little figure in the red tunie alkipped away, and
clambered up the door of the cupboserd in the corner of the
Remove-room, which was used for stacking away easels,
rolled maps, globes, and other paraphernalia necessary for the
inatruction of youth.

The top of the cuphoard waa a couple of [eet from the
ceiling, and that spaco waa nearly filled with acveral sorts of
lumber—disused maps and a damaged geographical globe
smong the rest.

The monkey cnsconcod himself thers, and prinned down at
the pursuers in & most exasporating way.

“H‘ha-—bhe wretched animal!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

Ho was half-inclined to give up the contest. DNt he was
growing angry, and, besides, ho knew that the Romove would
never do any work while the monkey waa nhu.t,t&rmg
grimacing on tho cupboard, and sending them into fits of
Iauﬁhﬁf‘r, i !

** Wharton, pray get mo the stepa!”

Harry ‘i-‘u"hnrit}t}nﬁrfgmhad the stepa. As ho set them up, the
monkey grasped the plobe.

** Look out, sir!"" gasped Wharton, =

Ha dragged the Feorm-measter back just in time. The globe
came whirling down, and it erashed upon the floor at their
fect and broke into a thousand fragments.

““Upon my—my goul !" gasped Mr. Quelch,

* Look out, sir!™

Aftor the globo came tho reat of the lumber, crash on crash.
Me. Queleh and Wharton hurriedly withdrew out of range.

Having cleared tho top of the cupboard, the monkey grinned
and chattercd in & satisfied way, grimacing down at them.

ANSWERS
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“ The—the brute!* rﬁ.aa?-ad Mr. Quelch. *I-—-1I will seize
it, and—and hurl it forth,”*

He pushed the steps towards the cupboard, and valiantly
mou
. The monkey, having nothing further fo hurl, erouched back,
ite red, ratty oves sparkling dangerously.

Mr, Quelch reached out to seize him.

The monkey made a spring, and alighted npon the Form-
master's head,

" Oh!"” gasped Me. Quelch, “ Oh! Oh!™

He sprang wildly from the steps.

‘The monkey, probebly as much frightened ag mischievcus,
clung tightly to the Form-master's scanty locks, as the un-
fortunate Mr. Quelch carcered across the class-room.

There was a roar from the Remove. The sight was so
nﬂﬂri!ly absurd, that they really could not help it.

“Help !" gasped Mr. Quelch. “Oh! Help! Oh!?

The juniors rose &8s one man and dashed to the rescue. Tha
monkey scuttled down the Remove-master’s back to the Boor,
whisked over to an open window, and climbed out before he
could be touched.

Mr. Quelch sank u%gn a form and gasped. The menkey,
with a final grimace back at the juniors, disappesred out of
the window,

“ Bless my soul!"” gasped Mr. Queleh,

" He's gone, sir!™

Mr. ?u&lch smoothed out his hair with his hands. The
monkey's elutch had hurt him, and it had revealed the bald
spots, which Mr. Quelch corefully arranged his remaining
hair to hide. -

It was come time hefore Mr. Quelch wos sufficiently him-
self bo resume; and then, till the end of the morning's
lessons, the Remove broke ount into eontinusl chuckles, which
the Form-inaster affected not to hear.

THE TENTH CHAPTER

Another Yisltor.

FTER morning school, most of the juniors of Grev.
fi_'lars would have beer very glad to go down to the
circus and help Bignor Tomsonio and his men to look
for Juliue. And as the Head guessed that such wounld

bo their wish, he had cautioned the prefects to keep a very
keen look-out; with the result that ﬁﬂh Cherry was yanked
back by the leg from the top of 8 wall, and Tom Brown
was headed off in the doctor's garden and turned back, and
seversl other fellows found themselves in trouble, too.

“It's no good,” seid Nugent. **The Head thinke there
would be danger—-""

“Well, I suppose there would,” =aid Wharton, and
Hurree Jarmsef m Singh expressed the opinion that the
dangerfulness would be terrific.

“ ¥ep, but we're not afraid of danger, are we?"

IT) ﬂh:- no 11

* And we should be jolly useful in hunting the tiger," asaid
Bob Ehlerr;p discontentedly.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ It would be great fun,” he said; “but I don't see where
ﬂiiﬂ use would come in. dare say they can manage it
glone.

Jack Talbot, the }raungi tiger-tamer, looked in to tell the
Greyfriars auiborities that the tiger had not been cap-
tura:! vet, but that nothing of a tragic nature had happened
sa far,

‘" Have they discovered who let the animals logee " asked
Harry, speaking to the circus lad as he was leaving.

“No. 1 suppose no fellow ot Greyfriars would play such
g trick ¥

Then Talbot departed. He left Wharion locking very
thoughtful.

“Hang it!"" exclaimed Ilarry, " Surely they don't
suspect a Greyfriars fellow of playing the giddy goat in
that way 7'

*1.should say net."

. " Oh, it's impossible [ exelaimed Billy Dinter eaperle.
“ 1t was protten cheek to hint such a thing., As if one of s
would—wonld—what are you staring at me like that for,
Wharton ¥’

Harry Wharton's eyes were fixed sternly upon the fat
junior. Bunter's very eagerness had given him away,

“ Bunter "

“Ye-een. What—"

“Did vou loose the animals?"’

“11 Oh, really, Wharton—-"

Harry's grip dropped upon the fat junior's shoulder like
the grip of & vice, Billy Banter wriggled nneasily.

T %ifsuu do it, Billy "

“(Oh, really, Wharton, I—I How -

* Then you did "’ : :

Under Wharton's accusing eves the powers of lIying
secmed to desert Billy Bunter, s began to whimper,

“ J—I only meant to let cut the monkeys,” he murmured.
“J—I was inaulted at the circus, and I was going to let cut
the monkeys for o joke., How was I to know that the silly
asees had shoved the tiger’s fage in the same fent?”

Tng Macuer.—93.
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“You young fogl 1"

“0Oh! Oh, really, I—I—TI didn't know, you know ! Den't
vou give me away, wharton. I—I shouald be expelled.”

“ And serve you jolly well right!" said Harry wrathfully.
“ Bomebody may be lilled, for all you know, through your
stupid caddishness.”

' They insulted me—" 3

* 1 suppose you were trying to sneak in without paying?”
said Harry scornfully,

*Well, I hadn't any tin, and—"

“Oh, shut up! I ought to march you etraight to the
Head now, and tell him whet you've done!” exclaimed
Yharton.

“Ow! Den't! You can’t be s sneak! T.-I—"

“ No, I won't,” said Wharton savagely; * but mind this,
1f any harm comes of the tigers being loose, you'll have to
own up. There may be an inquest b:ﬁ‘;re this matter’'s oves,
for all you know, and then the police will get on the job."

._Bullg Bunter almost fainted.

“The police! Oh, ah, oh!" )

“ You—vou dummy! You'll have to own up. Tl jelly
well make you. But it wouldn't do any good now, and i no
harm comes of it, I'll keep it darck."”

“iOh, really, Wharton=—""

But Yharton strode away
listening. ;

Bunter was in abent the most uncomfortahle state of mind
that he had ever experienced. He was afraid that the
escaped tiger might get into Greyfriars, somehow, and now
he was sti?l more afraid that there might be some tragedy,
and that he might ba arrested for letting the animals loose.

He singerely wished he had never tried to revenge himself
upon the ecircus folk, and he would have piven his little
Iin%-r:r to undo the night's wark.

But it was too late now, i .

He was still palpitating at dinner-time, and it was re-
marked that he ate a very light dinner; a circamstance #o
unusual for Bunter that the whole Form noticed it, They
all put it down to his dread of the tiger.

Wharten was keeping his own counsel, for the present at
least.

The Remova went into afternocon school, still thinking of
the eircus and of the escaped Julina. But fear of the tiger
weighed little with them now. He had not found his way to
Greviriars yvet, and they did not think that he would do so

They soon dropped info the usual moed, and the tiger was
forgotten as they ground their painful way through de-
ponent verbs. _

It was about the middle of the alternoon when Gosling,
the porter, glanced out of his lodge st the school gates, i]l.ist
to be sure that they were still secure. Instead o

eontempiuonsly  without

ptanding
open as usual in the daytime, they were locked, and Goeling
had been expressly commanded by the Head to keep them
20.

Gosling gave a jump.

Thmughgthe ingn l'lI:tT‘B of the gates, he had a view of 2
ﬂnﬁidﬁrahie portion of the road, and the diteh, and the trees

vond. i . ‘

From those trees, locking across the diteh inte the read,
appeared a face, .

t was 8 face that froze Gosling’s bload with fear, though
there was a tall iron gate between them.

For the head that came out of the thicket was the head
of a huge tiger! -

“ My—my ‘at 1" stuttered Gosling. -

He stared dazedly at the terrible apparition.

The head and neck of the tiger emerged further Irom the
thicket, and then part of the huge striped body.

The animal looked up and down the road, and then,
apparently resssured, ecame right out mnto view—a splendicl
creature, hulge, powerful, beautiful, but terrible.

“Ow! Elp'" gusped Goeling.

There was = sound of clattering hoofs on the road—a cart
was approaching. The tiger turned towards the scund, and
snuffed the air. .

Then he ran quickly towards the iron gates,

There wasz a crazh as he bumped against them; but the
gates would have withstood the rush of an clephant. Tha
tiger growled and drew back. Between the level top of the
gates, and the arched stone above, was a considerabic space,
and the animal’s quick eye had noted it. The beautiful
body crouched back—a quiver ran through it—and with a
sudden lissome movement the tiger sprang.

(iosling gave a gasp of inarticulate terror.

The tiger had leaped the gate.

The porter dashed back into his lodge, tlarmmed the door
and locked and holted it, slammed the window shut, bolted
into his bed-room and locked that door, and crawled under
the bed, and lay there palpitating.

Julins, the tiger stalked into the Gresfriars qundrang!lei
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Jullus Takes a PFancy to Bunter,

ULIUS did not appear to be in a bad temper. Julius waos
very fond of Jack Talbot, his master and tamer, and
most of his savage prochivities had been eradicated.
Unless he was attacked, or unless ho was hungry, Julius

would probably do no harm; but tho sight of & huge tiger
stalking in the quadrangle was not o réassuring one, ne
of the maids first saw him, and fled shrieking.

Then there was the flight of the gardener, who caught sight
of him. He barricaded himself in the garden shed,

By this time the alarm was spreading.

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, glanced out of the
Form-room window to see what the disturbance was about,
and saw—Juliug !

He was standing on a form to look out of the window. He
nearly fell off it as he saw the tiger.

“My--my goodness!” he pasped.
“The tigrer "
. The terrible word ran through the Fiith Form like
lightning.

“Oh!" pasped Blundell.
forms 1™

Mr. Prout's eves gleamed. e was a sportsman, but at
Greyiriars he seldom had a chance of killing anything.

_He thought of the unused guns in his study, and felt war.
like ardonr rising within him. It was big game at last.

“Btop a minute I he exclaimed. 1 will go and get my
un. You boys parricade yourselves in the room after 1
ave gone.”

“ Yes, air."”

M. Prout slipped out of the rcom, and then ths Fifth
piled forma against the door. The door of the school houss
was open, and Mr. Proul glanced towards it as he entered
the hma.u:f, flagged passage.

Then he gave a gasp.

Upon the staps of the house stood a terrible form with
bristling whiskers, looking into the house, not 8 dozen yards
from the master of the Fifth.

It was the tiger!
“Oh ! sputtercd Mr. Prout, and he ran.

There was a growl from Juling, and he came in. Mr.
Prout reached his study and banged the door after him,
and hastily took down a gun from the wall. It was the
sama gun that he had used on a famous cocasion when, mis-
taking a kite made by Wun Lung, the Chinee, for a new
variety of bird, he had brought it down with great suceesa.

Julius came as far as Mr. Prout's door, bumped his head
sgatnst it, and passed on. At the end of the passage thers
were fresh shrieks and running, and Julius turned back. He
bumpad agamr-t the door of the Hemove Form-room, in
which he heard the murmur of voices. Deep in deponent
vorbes, the Hemove zo far knew nothing whatever of the
arrival of the tigper.

Mr. Quolech looked round with o glance of annoyance as
he heard the bump on the door.

“ Dear me!"

He went on with the doponent wverbs, but the next
minute there came another bump. The Remove-master was
exasperated.

‘“ Bunter, open the door, and see who iz making that
nolsa.”

“ Yes, sir,”” blinked Bunter.

He rose from the form and crossed to the door, and
opened it carciessly encugh. Julius locked at him.

Bunter staggerad away.

He had not the nerve to close the door again; he left it
wide open, and staggered away with a face like chalk,
almost fainting.

Mr. Quelch looked round irritably, and stood petrified as
ha saw the tiger. Julius locked into the room,

“ Good heavens ! muttered Harry Wharton.

The Removites sat motionless, as if turned fo stone, Terror
held them spellbound.

“ Upon my—my word " murmured Mr. Quelch feebly.

Julius, the tiger, stalked into the room. .

The Remove-master, even at that terrible moment, did
not loze either his courage or his presence of mind. .

“ Remain quite still, boys,” he said, in a low, anxious
yolge—* guito still! Net a word, not a movement !

So long as the tiger was not proveked, the chances were
that he would not attack them, He was not looking hostile
at present. But & single unlucky movement might causc a
spring, a lash of the terrible claws, and if the monster once
tasted blood—— Mr. Quelch felt himself sick at the
thought.
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Julius glanced round the class, sitting like statues, and
scemed o little puzsled. His glare turned upon Ililly
Bunter, who had bhacked away with palsied limga. Lill ha
hadf baﬁked apainst the blackboard easel, and could back
no further.

There Bunter ttood spellbound.
Julius moved towards him.

Bunter's lips moved. He seemed to try to speak, to call
for help, but the sounds died on his tongue. He was
speechless with horror. This was the beast he had let loose
from its cage for a spiteful trick.

Julius came closer. DBunter backed away, foolishly, for

in doing so he pushed over the easel, and the blackboard
fall to the Oovor with a crash.

In the dead silence of the class-room the crash rang like
thunder,

Julius, startled, leaped back, and gave a growl.

Bunter, shaking like a jelly, stumbled over the easel, and
fell. He rolled on the floor, and lay there mumbling, too
gcared to maove.

He almost fainted as a great muzzle came snuffing over
him. In his mind's eye he saw himself in the red jaws of
the tiger.
. His senses were whirling, and it was a merey for the fat
junior that terror overcame him, and he swooned.

Julius was snuffing him over. In the cage in Tomsonio's
Circus Julius was accustomed to carry Talbot round the
cage, holding the boy tamer’s belt in his teeth.

~ Bome reminiscence of his arena performence seomed to be
in the tiger’s mind now. His jaws gripped, not upon
Bunter, but upon Bunter's c¢lething, and the fat junior was
dragged from the floor in the tiger's teoth,

“Good heavens!" gasped Mr. Queleh.

He did not stir. He could not hurt the tiger with bare
hands, and any hostile movement now might be iustantly
fatal to Bunter. The good-humour of a tiger is always
uncortamn.

Julius trotled round the room with Bunter.
watched him with fascinated eves.

"My hat!" szaid Wharten., “He's going through the
circus tricks, with Bunter instead of that chap Talbot. Do
you see?"

“ He—he can't be szo savege, then,’
gasp of relief.

““ Not now—he's all right—but goodness knows how long
it will last. One of us cught to slip out and warn them at
the circus. I'll go.”

Wharton was near the door. He exchanged s glance with
Mr. Queleh, who nodded. Iarry rose from his plaee and
quietly slipped from the room.

He darted down the passage and oul into the sunny Closa.

“Talbot "’ _

The circus lad was running towards him from the dirce-
tion of the gates. Wharton locked at him In amazement.

“How did you get in?”

Jack laughed.

The juniors

' said Nugent, with &

“(limbed the gates. We learn to climb in the circus,
vou know. Mo one came to the gate when I rang. lHas
the tiger been here 3"

" Yes—yosz "’

“7 thouwght s0. I tracked him in the wood as far as the
i-;-nhcrn]. and lost him on the read. I was afraid he was

cre”’

‘:Ee’%}iu our Form-room.™

] 5 BT 'r'r

“1 was jll;g.t. coming to warn you,” gasped Wharton. *1I
cul out of the.class-room. e hasw’t done any harm yet,
but he's zot Dunter in his jaws, trotiing round the room
with him the same as he dees with you in the cage.”

Jack Talbot drew a quick breath.

“Thank Heaven there's no harm done!
wﬂ:.'.!l‘

They had been hurrying towards the house while speak-
ing. They ran in, and Wharton lod the way to the Remove
class.-room.

“ But vou are unarmed,” he said dubiously.

“That's all right. A weapon wouldn't be of much usa
against Julius at close quartars,” said Talbot. * Besides,
he will obay me.™

Wharton said no more. They entered the Remove-room.

Julius had dropped Bunter now, and the fat junier lay
just where he had fallen, inert, in a dead faint.

For Mr. Prout, gun in hand, had entered the Form:-room,

Julius, the tiger, was bristling now, and his tail was
lashing his ribs as he glared at the master of the Fifth.

Jack Talbot sprang forward. :
“?&tnp.'" he a[:icluimad. in agony. ' Don't fire! Hold!

: al f Harry W Lon
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Exit Julius.

ALBOT ocaught the Fifth Form-master by the arm.
Mr. Prout, who was brave enough, though certainl
wanting 1n  diseretion in this case, had levelled his
gun at Julius.

Julius had abundoned Bunter, and turned his attention fo
the Fifth Form-master, and already he was crouching.

Talbot knew what that meant, if Mr. Prout did net.

The chances were that Mr. Prout’s shot would super-
ficizlly wound the tiger, and then Julius, cxeited to rage,
rﬂult become once more the savage monster of the Indian
ungles,

g old 1"?

Juck’s grasp completely spoiled Mr. Prout’s aim, and he
did not fire, but looked round angrily at the interrupter.

“ Boy, how——""

“Btop! I am the tiger's master; he will obey me. Tf
ou fire there will be death here—death to you and the rest.

on't you understhnd 7'

Without giving Mr. Prout time to reply, Jack strode
towards the tiger. He had placed himself fairly between
the animal and the warlike Mr. Prout, and so 1t was im-
pessible now for the master to fire.

_ Mr. Prout sniffed. He had more faith in his gun than
in the dp::jﬂunaivﬂ powers of the tiger tamer. However, he
lowored his weapon, letting the butt clump on the fHoor.

Juck Talbot strode towards the tiger.

The crouching left Julius, and he straightened u
young master came towards him. The threaten
was averted.

“JuliusI'"

Jack laid his hand upon the tiger’s huge head.

The b&%‘ﬂ watched him in amazed admiration.

“There's pluck for vou!" said Bobk Cherry, In an under-
tone.  * Blessed if I should ¢are to .do that.”

Juck had eves only for the tiger.

Mastor of the animal as ho was, he knew the uncertainiy

as his
EpTINg

of the feline temper, and that Julius, too, had tasted
freadom.

It was by no means certain that the tiger would oboy
him now; but Jack did not allow any doubt to appear in

his logk or voice. The tiger, with an animal’s keen nstinet
for fear in its master, would have detected it at once, and
would fhen have become unmanageable,

“Julius! Allez!™

At the familiar word of the ring Julius shifted uncom-
fortably. Jack took a firm grip on the studded collar round
the tiger's neck, and led him towards the door.

Jolius moved slowly and unwillingly.

“Allez " exclaimed Jack sharply.

Juling’s movements quickened. He cast a glance at Mr.
Prout, and growled, and the Fifth Form.master turned a
littla pale.

But Jack's strong grip drew him on, and he passed out
of the room, and there was & general gasp of reliefl as he
disappearad into the paszage.

“ Dear me,"” gasped Mr. Quelech—*dear mo! T—TI would
not go through thia again for—for anything, Keep your
seats, boys!” ) .

Several fellows were peeping round corners in the passage.
At the sipht of the tiger they promptly vanished.

Jack Talbot smiled. He mearched Julivs out into the
(loge, and down fo the gates. But the goies were locked,
and ho had to knock at Gosling's lodge for the keys.

Gosling, crouching under his bed, heard the knocking,
but he did not choose to venture oub

“Yes, you may knock,” he murmured. “ You can go
on knocking, too, but I ain’t s-opening thet there door, 1
pin't. Wot I savs is this ere, I ain’t goin’ to be chowed
up_by no tigers, that's wot I says.” i .

Gosling did not know that Julius, the tiger, was just
outside with Talbot; but he did not mean to open his door
nrain till he was quite assured that the terrible visitor was
off the promises. ) )

Jack knoclked at the door in vain,

“Hallo!' he shouted at the window.
cut and open the gafes!™

“ (Catoh me ! murmaered Gosling.

“I'va caught the tiger."

# No fear!" :

“{Tame and open the gates, will yon?*

“No blessed fear!’ _ _

Gosling's replies were inaudible, but the silence showed
Tack that he would not get the keys, But Mr. Queleh was
looking from the echoolhouse door now, and he understood
the difficulty.

He did not like to get ton near the tiger, under control
as Julius secmed to be now, but he did not hesitate.

He came hurrying across the Close towards the cirens lad,

“J gan't get the gate open, sir,” said Jack, with a grin.
“The chap in here doesn’t seem ineclined to come out and
unlock them either.™
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Mr. Quelch smiled a little uneasily,

“1 am not surprised af that,” he said, “but T will ecall
him. Gosling ! ) )

He rapped on the door and called. Gosling, in the inner
room, heard Mr. Quelch’s voice, and recognised it. He
erawled out from under the bed dubicusly. :

The Remove-master rapped sharply on the deor with his
knuckles.

“ Gosling !

“ Yeg, piri" ‘

“ You may come out now; it is quite safe. I want the
gates unlocked.™

# Ye.e-es, sir.” :

Still Gosling did not open his door, Gosling was too
eautious for Ll?'nt.. He erept to the window, and looked out.

The tiger, as it happened, was concealed by the angle of
the wall from the window, and Gosling only saw Mr.
Quelch. .

He breathed frecly with relief.

Rap, rap, rap! _

“ I'm a-coming, sir,” said Gosling.

“ Te quiclk, then”

Ciasling unbarred and unlocked the door, and opened it
with o shaking hand. He blinked nervously ouk

“ You soe, sir, I—1 wasn't afraid; but—"

“ Come and unlock the gates!” _ ;
“Ves, sir. Of course, I'm not afraid of a tiger; but—
“(tome ouf, then — quick!” said the Remove-master
impatiently.
“ Yes, sir.
“Yey }Iﬂslu '
“Werry good, sir,” said Goesling, becoming brave all at
once. ' Woat 1 savs, 5ir,_isﬂthia ‘ere. I ain't afraid of a
tiger, sir. I'm ¢oming, sir!l oy . R
And Guosling stepped out of the ledge, and caug ]
vim.:-l of li u]iug 5taf1ding there, with Talbot’s hand upeon his
collar. _
Gosling stared at Julius a second, his knees bumping ta
ether; E!.'l]ld then, with a single bound, he was 1I‘l:-ﬂw:: in his
?ﬂdge, and the door was slammed in Mr, Quelch’s face.

The astonished Form-master rapped on it

“%ﬂﬂ!ingl" —

S YVoaooop-geps, S0,

“ Come out and unlock the gates at ohee I

R e ou

“ He will noft hurt you. ) ] X

“Which I ain't gai:r';’ to risk it,” murmured Gosling. “1
—T'm sorry, sir, but the key have got immumed in the 1
somehow, and I—1 can’t hopen f’f.l}m ’E:*_E: door agin, sir.

Mr. Quelch made a gestura ol 1mpatience. :

3. 'i‘h?:;{w your bunch of keys cut of the windew, Gosling,
and T will unlock the gates myself " he exelaimed.

“ Buitinly, sir V" said Gosling, with alacrity.

The bunch of kevs dropped ocutside the lodge. Mr. Quelch
picked them up, =nd strode down to the gates, followed by
Jack Talbot and Julius, _ _

The gate swung open, and the tiger and the tiger-temer
paseed out into the road. Julius was quiic docila Iﬁ?““! i

ok d-bve " szaid Mr. Quelch, holding out his hand.
s Yﬁmnm Ha brave lad—s very hrave lad. Thank Heaven
no damagze has been doue ! _

And Jock Talbot ehook hands with the Remove master ol
Cireyfriars, and went his way, and marched Julius back to
Friardale Common, and did not let go of his collar till he

was safe in his cage again. _
Signor Tomsonio gave & grunt of reliel as the cage door

losed upon the tiger. )
N {E:hieean\'!'hﬂﬂ. in the Remove-room  ab _Gr_eyfrmlrn, Harry
Wharton and some of the others were bringing Billy Bunter

round.

The fat junior had had a terrible fright, and his faint
gecined an Jﬂhﬁtilmle otie. They unfastencd his collar, un-
buttoned his waisteonat, and dashed cold water over his face.

Then he opened his eyes at last, and blinked at them.

“Oh! Oooh! The tigerl”

And he went off agamn. : :
i—Ie was carried up to the Remove dormitory, laid om

his bed, and the chums of the Remove remained with him,
and looked after him; be came to, and sat up, stream-

' ith cold water and shivering. :
ng gm:rt’] L.‘? sav: yvou fellows—— %wI The tiger 1"

“ He's gone,” said Marry Wharton reassuringly.

L1 Gﬂnﬂ _liI-T:I‘ ; ’
“ Yes; quite gone.
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“ Has hoe been caught "
“Yos,and taken away.
*“Oh' " said Bunter.

He racaovered his courage a little, and blinked through the
:vaiar that streamed over his face, and groped for his apec-
aciog

“I-I say, Eyﬂu follows, it was awfull"™

¥ The awiulneas mual have been terrific.”

I was azized in
blood ——"*

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if I can seo 1r|:|.th1ng to cackle af. The wonder
lﬂ‘th'ﬂ' I wasn't torn to picces ' said Bunter irritably.

‘Perhaps. Buf Fou weron't hitten at all, He only took
hold of your togs,'" cxplained Bob Cherry.

'"I felt hiz teeth moot in my=———""

“ Imagination "

:tﬂh really, Cherry—"

*You're not hurt, old ehap,” said Wharton reassuringly ;

tml'lu' frlght?ned M

¥ Oh, really, Wharton!  Of course, I wasn't frightenad.
I've read about its being bast to keep quite still when a wild

Ho's at the circus by this time™

his jawsz, yvou know, and streaming with

animal’s got hold of you, and while he was holding me in
his a::wsl never moved. It was wonderful presence of
min

ie Why, vou'd fainted !

“Oh, no; T fainted afterwards!
sence of mind on my part.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Of course, T don't expect you fellows to do me justice.
You never do, I sunpose I cannot show wonderful presence
of mind without exciting jealousy.™

It was wonderful pre-

= A i

¥ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look here, you fellows—" ]

“Oh, it's all right " said Wharton. “You can call ik
presenca of mind i vou like, It‘s jolly lucki' for you
::m#ters were no worse; and as you've had a lesson, we
won't keep you barred, as we intended to. ¥You can have
tea w?th us in the study this evening, and eat as much aa
you lilke."

“Oh, really,

“ Lessons are over for to- da —thank Julius tha tiger for
lhﬂ{t EEE up and dry yourself; you're simply mopped with
¥ EI‘."

Bunter aquirmed off the hed. He mopped off the waler,
u-t'n:] changed his collar, which was soake (]l Ha did not say

nything mora about his wonderful presence of mind. Bud

i1 claim to heroimm was not admitted, he was admitted -

m a feed, and that was of even more :mpnrtam:m to the fuk
junior.

“I say, you fellows, T'm jolly hungry, you know,"” h'l'
remarked. *“I hope there's going fo be a decont spread.”

And there was. The juniors felt that Bunter deserved
something after his terrifying experience in the Form-room,
and thay fed him royally.

Far a long time the Owl of the Remove rememberad that
fead which followed the visit of the circus at Greyfriars.

THE END.
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the Brftmh Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE EARLIER CHAPTERS.

:%lld Chenys is forced to l2ave Sandhurst through the
trem: ery of hls stepbrother Jan, and enlists in the Wessex
Hegiment under the name of Chester, U nfortunately for
14, Ian joing the Wesscex os n suabaltern, and, assisted

by 5 cunt agot and Private Foxcy Williams, does his
best to further disgrace Ronald. The nnserunpulous Bagot,
however, gets eaught in his ewn teoils, and s publicl

deg raded fo the ranks, Foxey Williams mecis his deat
mjﬂttrlﬂuﬂi}' in a burning barn. The Royal Wessex Er::
torming the garrison of Eastguurd Forts, near Plym
douring manowuvres. Two old soldlers of the regiment rm
the project of buying up all the fishing linea from the
arrison gunmners, and letting them out on hire to the men.
‘his thcidu with great success the first day, and for the
sccond they raisc their prices.

{Now go on with the story.)

The Rival Firm,

There was a vast deal of grousing at the extortion, but
all the avauable handlines wern hired out all the same.

Mouldy and Hookey hugged themaselves with joy at the
good times belore them. Another day and a halt like this,
and all their outlay would be wiped off. After that every-
thing would be a elear profit.

Gussie watched the two, and ground his teeth with rage
at their success, [le had always rather fancied himsalf az a
businsss man, and here he had let these two old scoundrels
get ahsad of him and positively scoop the pook
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A Government tug called that day with some special
af;:res. and Gussie was told off on fatigus to help unload
toem

In ap hour or two the tug was on its way back to
Piymport for a second consignment, and Cussie, 23 he
watched it churn on ifs way, wore a six-inch gr:l."l right
across his face,

At the zzcond -mmmg of the fug, Gusaie mounted ths
gangway with an eight-inch grin distending his foatures,
and his tunic bulging all over in a most unaccountabla
Faskion.

That afterncon he was nowhers to be found, excepl when
the bugle sounded, and then he appeared, ﬂnI} to diaapoar
agaln at the © Diamias " like a stage goblin through a traj.

In the evening, when Mouldy and Hookey had counted
their gaina, what was their horror to come across a rcival
placard to thetr own, announcing that a Grand Desp Sea
Fishing Competition, under the auspices of the Iloval
Weassex Fishing Tackle Corporation, Limitad, was to be held
alao on the following day. The bill was 2 ued " Auguatus
Smythe, Managing Director and Secretary.”

““What's this, the sneaking little scoundrel?'” aplutterad
Mouldy, turning green. *'’Ire of ’andlines, tuppence.
Entrance fae, tquﬂhﬂﬂ Firat pr:za fiva bob. Gosh! It
knocks us si Iy ! t can't be dona ! -

“* Where 15 the varmint? Let’s reason with him," aaid

{(CordThued cn page 10}

Splendld Tale of Harry Whanrton
A dﬂp By FRANK HIEHAHDE.
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Hookey; catching up s belt. “If we don’t buy him out,
we're ruined. It's awiul @ . .

But GGussie was nowhere to be found until ** Firat Tost,”
when he sauniered up and reporied himself. It waas no
opportunity then for the two warriors to negoliate so
{!Eﬁgﬂtﬂ a matter; in fact, they could not get noar chelr
rival, so busy was he booking up competitors for the maten
next day. )

As for the tournament of the Eastzuard Fort Handline
Hook and Bait Supplvy Association, not a single entry wias
booked. The slumnp in their stock was appalling.

Work it out how they would, they could only come to tha
conclusion that if they brought their prices down to Gussie’s,
and put the prizes up, only & starvation profit woulu resul’,
while Gussie, no doubt, would promptly lower his, and cut
the ground from under their feet again. .

After that only ruin awaited them, to say nothwng of a
warm receplion at the hands of their unpaiwd creditors, the
gunners. )

Gussia, by buying his line hy the skein, and his hooks by
the gross, had manufactured his outlfit at the cost of only a
few shillings, so he had ample margin for reduction. Ho
could fight his rivals on almost any terma. ]

The next day’s fishing was a huge success. Five fights
resulted, and seven men who had fzllen eut over the pos-
session of a crab only two inches across, had to be put in
clink by the picquet to cool their heads and heels. ;

Finally, one enterprising youth, who was caught hooking on
an old boot and lowering it inta the sea with the intention
of hauling it up and claiming it as a cateh, was Sung neck
and crop into the water, and only rescued with great diffi-
culby. : i

Mouldy and Hookey went about all day like a pair of
undertakers with the toothache. Yhen the competition was
over, they waited on Gussie, cap in hand, and the result of
prolonged negotiations was that they bought kim out, lock,
stock, and h&rraL tﬁshi:}lg tackle and goodwill, for the sum
of two pounds spot cash.

The money and the business had scarcely changed hands
than Colonel Conger, who was quartered with the other half
battalion at Cheguer Fort, arrived to inspect his command.

When he found the guard-room full of prisoners with
awollen noses, he was furious, and issued an order promptly
that all further angling operations were fo be stopped at
onee.

Mouldy and Hookey were

paralysed st this death-blow y

to their  financial schemes. BRITA'HS REVEH
Ruin and destruction stared

them in the face.

Thera seemed nothing for it
but to scek peace snd rest
in & watery grave. Together
they climbsd into an open em-
brazure with a vague idea of
locking their lsst upon the
world, and then rapping
headlong into the whispering
wavos. It was o chill, dreary
night.

GE!

terrified glance at the grinning steel mouth, and prompily
fell backwards out of the gun-port into the sea. Hookey saw
him go, and in his excitemeont pulled the trigper.

Thoere was & flash and a roar, which startled the fort,
already aroused by Hookey's shouts. The bugles blew the
“ Alert,” but Hookey heeded them not.

He dashed out on the staga, and, tearing down the gang-
wn}', yelled loudly to his drowning pal

p and down the landing-stage he charged like a

distractad hen, shedding clothes and boots, ready to dive in
at the first giimpse of Mouldy's head.
. Of the submarine nothing was to be scon. Hookey waa
just wondering whether, in descending to the depths again,
Mouldy might net have been collared and dragged in by its
craw, or, what was worse, mopped up by its p:‘f_:pt!ﬁ-ﬂrﬂ
when something dishevelled and dripping, suddenly clam-
bered on fo the stage at his feet. It was Mouldy !

“0ld chum! Old pal!” choked Hookey, preparing to
fall on his neck, quite overcome with emotion,

Mouldy satd never a word, but raised himself up, and,
drawing back his right fist, thumped Hookey heavily on the
nosé.

At that instant the air was split with s succession of
thundercus crashes overhead. Green lightning played with
evary report. The searchlight-beamas “’hﬂﬁl];g and darted
hore and thers in pante,

In the white paths of light which they struck upon the
waters, half a dozen of the enemy's destroyers were
rovealad careering headlong up the channel between the
forts, ghostly and half obscured in the drjzzle and mist.

Deafened and bewildered by the din of gunfire, the two
vaterans cowered whera they stood. Then Mould
floundered up the gangway to the fort, and Hookey fol-
lowed, helter-skelter, holding his nose as he ran.

Hookey Scores a Bullseye.

It was a determined attack, well-conceived and aplendidly
executed. Both the Chequer and Eastgnard Forts had
been caught napping, and, though they did their best to
retrieva their carclessness 'b}' pitching o terrific fire at the
passing enemy, the destroyers held on, uncheeked by the
umpires.

As for tha submavines, they might have penotrated the
line of sea outposts asn hour before, for all that
anybody knew. Ono only was
put out of action, and sho
came ereeping back past tho
fort dizconsolate,

It wazs Hookey's well-timed

A Fowarful War Biory In
THE GEM LIBERART.
Kow on sale. Price 1d.

shot that was supposed to
have sunk her, though tha
shell, unaimed as it was, would
have had a good chance of
hitting the moon.

Still, the umpire on ast
guard was on the alert. Ho
had seen the conning-tower of
the submarine rise only o few
yards from the fort—for its

“ It looks a bit dampish and
uncomfortable, docsn't it?"
said Hookey huskily.

“*Ark! What's that I see?”

The Editor, " MAGNET” Library,
73.29, Bouverie Street, Fieet Streel,
Londomn,will be glad to hear I YOU.
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commander had lost his bear-
ings for the moment. Then
came the crash of the twelve.
pounder, and the trick wag

whispered Mouldy, in a hoarse

voice. “Is it a whale, or a
wision? Over thero! Look!
Yonder I

* Great tambourings, it's a
submarine arose from the
bottom of the ccean! It's the
enemy attacking us! Guard,
turn out!”’ velled Hookey, at
the top of his voice.

A twelve-pounder quick-firer
stood in  the embrasure,
Hookey had been studying its
mechanism only the day be-
fora. In the excitement of
the moment he forgot that
such & weapon did not come
vﬂ{hm his departmoent.

¥ithout giving Mouldy a
chance to ﬂkﬁfp baE:k out of the
embrasure, he leaped to the
gan, clap a blank cartridge
mnto the breech, and, grasping
the pistol-trigger, brought the
muzzle round with a sweep to
a level with Mouldy's noso.

Mouldy took one flecting,

betrays a mot

Adventure and o spice of

danger colours the next tale
of the Greyfriars Juniors.
Billy, of postal- order - fame,

pleasaant side of his character.
But Billy is Billy, and nothing
comes as o surprise from him.

done !
Nobody had time to ask who

ing the
anemy.
And now a sccond division
of the cnemy's flotilla wag
suddenly spotted creeping in
by tho eastern channel, and
the cannonade broke out with
mdﬂﬂouh]ﬁid fury. "
nald saw nothing of the
fight. He and a sguad of
No. 4 Bection had been told
off to assist in the magazine,
deep down under the fort,
hoisting cartridges for the big
guns into the hydraulio lifta,
In thick felt boots, on a
folt-covered floor, they worked
in uncanny silence.

1 AVE*" I firad the shot—everybody was
SMUE el too busily engaged in peppers
A S —T — -". -

rest of the waspish

altogether

(Antother long Inatafment

af thizs splendid serial
next Tussday.
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