


REELS OF THRILLS AND

TONS OF FUN IN THIS SPARKLING STORY—

Tne HAUNTED CIRCU!

~[ia:

-\. N

—Featuring Harry Wha.rtnn & {:u., with Bl"}" Bunter taking the leading role.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nothipg Doing !

i ARRY ™
H Colonel Wharten almosk
barked his nophew’s name.

Five Greyiriarz juniors, in
the hall at Wharton Lodge, looked
round at him,

It was a glorious summer's morning,
and Harry Wharton & Co. of the Grey-
friars Remove looked as bright se the
morning. Judging by their looks, holi-
davs seemed to agree with them.

A mirute age the old colenel had
been locking ax cheery as his nephew

and bis pephew's chums from = lm{nl
,].Lp'l." were going riding that morning,
and were about to start, when the tele
phone-bell rang.

Calonel Wharton stopped to take the
call, and the juniors waited. The elfect
of that call on the old colonel did not
scom grateful or comforting.

He knit‘ed his brows, glanced round,
and barked to his m-[:hu-u

*Yes, uncle?”

Harry Wharton hurried to his uncle;
Beb Cherry, Frank Nugent, Johnny
Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
remained where they were, wondering
a hitlﬂ what was up.

*This call 18 for you, Harry ! barked
the old colopel. ' You had better take
| T

He harded the receiver to his nephew
and strode acroes the hall to the open
doorway and tramped out,

The juniors exchanged glances.

“What the thump murmured
Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton put the receiver to
his ear. Ho was more than a little
puzzled. Any Greyfriars fellow, or
any acquaintance in the neig! |E;-:mrhﬂm7
might have rung him up that morning,
but he did not sea why it shonld have
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irritated  his  usually guul tempercd

uncle, Evidently, however, it had.
“Hallo! Who's spe niwug" he tL‘*Ll.ElL].
“1 say, old chap, is that you?

It was a fat, farmliar voice.

“Bunter !"' exclaimed Wharlon.

“Yes, aold fellow. I say, was that
vour uncle took the call? What did the
old ass want to bark at a chap fort™

“You [at ass!”

“0Oh, really, Wharton

“What do vou want, you blitherer '
snapped the captain of the Greyfriars
REemove,

He understood now the cause of the
knitted brows ani the bark. Billy
Bunter,. the fat ornament of the
Remove at Greyiriars School, was not
exactly popular with the old colonel.

Billy Bunter had been at W]:ﬁrtnn
T{l]gu_ at Easter, It was Billy Bunter's
opimien that the old colone] was an old
aAsa, That would not have mattered
very much had Bunter kept his valuable
opinion to himsell; unfortunately, he

wad stated it in the colonel’s hearing,
Bunter had forgotten all about it ]:nﬁ'
ago; it was probable that the colonel

hadn't.

“1 say 7you t't-dnt be shirty, old
chap,” came the lﬂ.u sqqueak of the Owl
of the Remove. "I say, I'm speaking
from Wimford. You knew I was ]I-“iu.,
with Mueceolint's Cireus, didn't you?

“Yes, Cut it short 1™

“Being only a few miles from your
place, cld [ellow, 1 thought 1'd give
vou a look in.”

“Think again.”

" Boast 1"’

“1s that all 1"

“No. Dr.m t cut off; 1
portant. 1 say, cld fellow, I'm getling
on u;- lendidly at the cirens. “Lhey wero
awlully g'lu.i’ to get me back when wao
broke up at Greyiriars. Old Mueccolim
almost hugged me when 1 turned up.
Marco, the lion-tamer, jumped for joy;

i

it's rather 1m-

he wouldn't part with me for my weight
in gold 1"

* Gammon !
lot of money.”
B Bl‘:ﬂ:‘l. 1I.:I

“You're
more '
iL '!‘t.'{,“ll.

‘A ton of geld iz worth a

rqwnting J‘ﬂll.".‘l"”. Any
I'm fearfully popular in the
civcus.  I'm being billed all over the
shop. Vast crowds come 1o see me;
they come again and agan.

“Good business for the optician in
Wimford.”

“Eh1”

“They couldn’t do
damaging their eyesight.”

“ Beast |"

“That’s the lluird time,
something new.'

“I sav, old chap, don’t be a rolter!
I believe 1 told you at E-rﬂt'“mt- that
1 couldn't come with you for the holi-
qu ald fcllow, h{-irlg i:nnl.:m] for my
i.j lendid turn at Muccolini’'s Cireus.

that without

Think of

Well, I've changed my mind about
that,”’

“1 haven't changed mine.™

* Beast [

“Put on a new yecord |

“1 say, don't ent off; 1t's rather
urgent. 'To tell vou the truth, old chap,

I'm rather fed-up with it. Continual
triumphs pall in the long run. The
choers of the publie bore a chap after
a time. I've been thinking

“What with "

“Beast! 1've been 1':7:'.];1:1;‘2 that a
week or two of guiet at your hittle
place would be rather ves tful after *hn
excitement of trinmph after trivmph
and the deafening applause 1 get évery
time 1 go into the ring. Shall I run
along to see you, old chap 1"

Wi Hﬂ tll‘
“ Beast I'*
“Good-byve, Bunter !
“Hold on! 1 sav, l:llll chap, don’t cut
off | Lock here, it’'s rather a comipli-
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mont lo vou for a fellow who's the idol
of the public and the star of the ecircus
to ba willing to put in a weck at your
hunble home. Leaving behind me the
plaudits of the erowd—"'

“Den’t do it, old fat maen; stick to
the giddy plaudite—if any 1"

. “If” vou don't believe me, Wharton,

*Hardly 1™

h]}l'.‘!-'i'&i. :u

“AMy uncle's waiting [or me, and the
other fellows =

“Blow them! Don't cut off! I sav,
old chap, I'd really like to run along
for the hols, The—the fact i3 I—I'm
tirecd of the circus business, and—and
I'm going to resign. It will nearly
break Marco's heart to lose me, but I'm
going to do it.”

* Bow-wow "

“1 cay, don’t eut off! T gay, old
chap, I—I—I—T'll tell you exactly how
it stands!™ came a desperate squeak
over the wires. *“The—the—the fact 18
I—] can't stay on at the cireus.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1'a gufsscd that one already!” he
answered. el

“There's been a dispule—a sordid dis-
pute about salary—and I've chucked

larco, and I'm not going to do any
performatice with him again.”

“Better unchuck him, then.”

“1 say. old fellow—"

*Good-bye |"

“Don’t cut off, you beazt!
listen to me, dear old chap!
been sacked.” ;

It came out at last; it came out un-
willingly, but it came. But, as Harry
Wharton had guessed it already, it did
ol surprise him to hear 1t.

“That's how it is, old [fellow,’
gqucaked the fai Owl of the Remove.
“Ho, yvou see, I'm stranded. My pater
doesn’'t expect me home for the holidass
after 1 told him I ghould be away with
friends. Of course, it would gladden
his heart to see me—>"

“Get on with the gladdening, then.”

* But—but—but, look here, old chap,
I'm stranded. Be a pal I”

Harry Wharton paused before he
answered that. His heart smote him.

Renlly and {ruly he did not yearn to
s that fat Owl of the Remove at
Wharton Lodge for the holidays.
Neither did his chums: they saw enough
of Billy Bunter during the term at
Greyiriars—in feet, too much.  Still,
the Famous Five had stood him before,
and they could have stood him again.
But—

“Sorry, old fat bean!” said Harry.
“You've put my uncle’s back up. and I
simply can't have you here. Ile heard
vou speak of him as an old ass when
you were here at Rastor——"

“Grumpy old beast!™

“What ¢

“How was I to know the old fathead
WS leEt I_]'_'[Iii.!!F_i reae \'il]["]]. I was Eimﬂ.lﬂ-
ing? Bother the old donkey! 1 sav,
can't yvou pget round him?  After all,
he’s rather a silly old idict, isn't lie?
Anybody could. pull his silly leg "

Harry Wharlon's face ns he listened
{o that bore a sttong resemblance to lus
unelo’s,

“You checky,

~Eh"

“IF you weran't at the other end aof
a telephons wire, I'd boot yvou!™

* Beast !"

“(Go and eat coke!”

Wharton jammed down the receiver,
If Billy Dunter, at the other end, had
any more to say, it romained unheard
by the captain of the Remove. With
a ruflled brow he left the telephone and
rejioincd his friends.

I mean
I—I—I've

fat rotier!” heoe hooted.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Last Straw !

ILLY BUNTER rclled out of the
B post office into Wimford High
otreet. Wrath and dismay were

: mingled in his fat face. DBut
dismay predominated.

Bunter was at a loose end.

Since he had joined up with
Muecolini’'s Magnificent Circus, the fab
Owl of Greyfriars had regarded himself
as booked for the summer vacation,
“Hels ™ were often a problem to
Bunter: but the offer of a job by
Marco. King of the Lions, had solved
the problem this time.

undecided

Bunter had even been
whether he would go back to Greyiriars
at all at the end of tha haolidays. Not
if he was a star of the circus, a big
draw with the publie, and rolling in a
huge salarvy! Thiz seemed quite prob-
able to Bunter, who never under-
estimated his own value.

Instead of which, he was sacked!

Instead of thinking what he would
do at the end of the holidays, he had to
consider what he was going to do at the
very beginning.

As the circns was pitched only a few
miles from Wharten Lodge, he had,
naturally, thought of that as a resource.
But his talk on the telephone with
Harry Wharton washed that right out.

Dunter, as he rolled dismally down the

Neither Signmor Muecolini nor
Tippity Tip, world’s most won-
derful wheeze-wangler, have
the remotest suspicion that
Billy Bunter is an expert
ventriloguist. And when the
circus is ‘“haunted’ by a
mysterious voice, they mnever
dream of attributing that mys-
terious voice to the runaway
schoolboy from Greyfriars !

High Street of Wimford, wished that
he hadn’t let Colonel Wharton hear his
opinion of him last Easter. lHe wished
that he hadn’t cheeked Marco, the lion-
tamer, and got the * push.” He wished
that he hadn't told his father, Mr.
William S8amusl Bunter, that he would
be staying with Iriends for the vacation,
He wished, in fact, quite a lot of
things that it was rather too late to
wizh! ¢

What was he going to do now? To
He Jmore exact, whom was he going to
0

Nobody at the circus wanted him.
Muarco had sacked him; and it was not
much usze to ask Signor Muccolini for
anv sort of job—even if he had been
willing to work, which he wasn't! The
signor loathed the sight of him. Ile
migzht have hooked on to Tippity Tip,
the clown., ms an aossistant i his
ventriloguial gide show; he was ever o
much better a ventriloquist than DMr.
Tip. But he had put on so much side
in dealing with Tippity that he was on

the worst of terms with the ecireus
elown. ;

Indeed. he had scen Mr, Tip grinning
with satisfaction when he rolled out of

the circus camp that morning.

Tippity liad even made a motion with
hiz foot, as if to speed the parting guest
with a spot of boot-leather ! :

There was enly one trace of silver

lining in the <clouds. Bunter had two
whole pounds in his pocket, his salary
as Marco's assistant Pnid up to datel
That was o comfort. T'wo pounds would
puy a fellow's railway fare to almost
anywhere,

There was nothing doing at Wharton
Lodge! But Harry Wharton & Co.
were not the only pebbles on the beach.
Lots of other Greyfriars fellows might
be glad to see Bunter those holidays!
Bome of them, at least, might be relied
on not te boot him out if he blew in!

Bunter stopped at a pastry-cook’s
shop. He stepped in—and stepped out
again with a bag of tuck! F[u had
decided to =eek a guiet spot, and think
1t over—and jam tarts and doughnuts
would be grateful and comforting
during the process of thinking,

He walked on, past the circus field.
which lay between Wimiford town and
a green shady wood. He blinked
mournfully at the big circus tent with
the flag fluttering in the wind at its
summit, He had a glimpse of Signor
Mueccolini, swarthy and greasy and
podey, with his black bushy moustache,
talking te Tippity Tip, the clown.

Both of them saw him. The Italian
circus-maaster scowled; and Mr, Tip
grinned. Then Tippity Tip came walk-
ing quickly towards Bunter. The
signor disappeared into a tent,

Billy Bunter's fat face brightened.
He fixed his eves and his spectacles on
the clown as he ngwpmnﬂhn !

Plainly Signor Muccolini had sent the
clown to speak to him. Did it mean
that the circus-master realised what the
circus was lesing, in losing Bunter?
Had he sent Tippity to recall him?
What else eould it mean?

Buntor forgot even the tuck in the
bag in his hand as he waited for
Tippity to come up. Tippity gave him
& cheery grin as he came out of the
field into the lane.

“You again |” said Tippity.

“Don't be cheeky!” said Bunter
loftily. He had no use for check from a
circus clown. * Did Mucky send you to
speak to me!”

“You've got it " assented Tippity.

“He wanls to see me?” asked Bunter

cagerly.

“Wrong! He doesn’t!”

“IKh! Then what's he sent you for ?™
demanded Bunter.

“Because he doesn’t!” explained
Tipp}t;. “The order 15, to kick you
out, if you hang round the eircus "

“Why, you cheeky rotter——" gasped
Bunter. * Here, keep off ! If you kick

me. l'll jolly well— Yarcoop!"

Bunter scudded, Tippity had time to
land only one before he leaped out of
recach. Dul it was a good one, and 1t
cauzed Bunter to utter a roar that
echoed over the circus field.

“Come back when you
another | yelled Bre. Tip.
“Ow! DBeastl Wow!”
Bunter did not come back for another,
He put on speed;: and the clown, grin-
ning. walked back into the circus Geld.
“Oh loxr'!" groaned DBuanter. lIe
dropped into @& walk and trudged
wearily on towards the shady wood,
breathing hard after kis burst of speed.

But he was glad to get ocut of the
blazing sunshine into the shade of the
trecs. It was comforting fo sit in a
mass of sgoft ferns in the shady wood,
lraning back apgainst a gnarled trunk,
with o bag on his knees, helping himself
therefrom to sticky, juicy, jammy tarts.

As the tarts went down, one after
another, the fat Owl of the Remove felt
better. Heo still had thirty-five shillings
in his pocket, after his expenditure on
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tuck. Mo turned over in his fat mind
various Greyfriars fellows whose homes
wera within a radius of a thirty-five
ghilling railway fare! :

“After all, cﬁd Mauly will be glad to

gee me ! murmured Bunter, “ Anyhow,
he's more ¢ivil than that beast
Wharton 1™

Lord Mauleverer, at Mauleverer

Towers, in Hampshire, little dreamed
of his danger at that moment !

“ And there's Hazeldene, at Brighton,”
murmnured Bunter, * Hazel's rather a
cad—but his sister Marjorie would be
jolly glad to see me! Girls always like
a good-locking chap ¥’

ecp in reflection and jam taris,
Billy Bunier did not observe a rustle
in_the thickets near at hand.

It had nol eccurrad to him that some
other person might have sought the
shade of the wood on that blazing
summer’'s day.

But some other person had; and he
was now peering at Bunter, through
the buches and ferms,

He was not a nice-looking man, He
was dusty and tattered, and wore an
ancient bowler hat that looked as 1f it
had been rescued from a dust-heap. His
nose, which was red, had a slant, as if
it had been knocked a little out of ils
original position in some scrap. His
eyes, which were red and beery, had
a gleam of recognition in them as he
stared at Bunter.

“Tm i murmured Jimmy Guggs.

He pushed through the thickets and
stopped in front of Bunter. Then the
fat jonior saw and heard him. He
blinked up at the newcomer through his
big spectacles and choked over o tard
in his alarm and surprise.

“ Qoooogh I gasped Bunter.

“What a ‘appy meeting!” said
Guggs. :
“Urrgh! Oh erikey! Wurrggh!”

gurgled Bunter. He made a movement
to rise, and the tramp waved a grubby
paw at him.

“Dan’t get up,” he zaid. " Don’t you
give me the trouble of knocking you
down agin on a ‘ot day.”

Bunter did not get up. He blinked
at the tramp in terror. He had met
Mr. Guggs once before—only once: but
it was a meeting to be remembered. Mr.
Guggs had Etﬂl’lpﬂd him in & wood near
Greyiriars Sciool, with the object of
relieving him of his superfluous wealth.

On that cecasion, Bunter had been in
possession of a pound; and in sheer
desperation he had punched Mr. Gugegs
—and it would have gona hard with
himm had not Marco happened on the
geane. ~Now there was no chance of
Marco, or anvbody else, happening on
the secne—and Bunter was not feeling
like i::um:hm Mr. Guggs agpamn. Only
too ¢learly Bunter realised what would
happen to him if Mr. Guggs started
fistical operations with no help at hand.

He blinked at the tramp like a fat
rabbit fascinated by a serpent.

“Feeding all on vour own !** said Nlr.

Guggs reproachiully. “Bat p'rlaps
you're going io 'and me that bag”?

“Oh dear! Oh! VYes!” gasped
Pur]iter. He handed over the bag of
LCH.

“And p'r’aps you're going to 'and me
your looze change, arter it !” suggested
Mr. Guggs.

“1—I—1 haven't—"" pasped Bunter.

“Praps vou'll tirn ot  your
pocketz 1¥ said Mr. Guggs.
Thirty-five shillings passed from

Bunter's possession into that of Mr.
Guggs. Then the ruffian eyod Bunter
thoughtfu |_[,'.-".
“Last time T see yvou, vou ’it ma in
the eye!” he :zaid. * Strike me pink,
Tne Macxer Lipranr.—No. 1,485,
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you did! P'’aps you'd like wrying to
‘1t me in the eye now "'

“Oh! No!" gasped Banter. “ N-not
at all I”

Mr. Guggs grinned.

““¥You stick there!” he za:d. *“You

shift from this "ere spot for the next
'arf-hour, and you'll be a "orspital case !
That's a tip I

Mr. {Iumﬁs disappeared into the wool,
the richer by thirty-five shillings and a
bag of tuck. Dunter sat and blinked
after him. Ie was well aware that the
footpad was making his escape while
he sat there, but he dared not stir lest
Mr. Guggs’ oye should be on him,

“Oh lor’ |¥ groaned Billy Bunter.

Either Lord Mauleverer,
Mauleverer Towers, or Hazel,
Brighton, had had a narrow escape !

Both were safe from Bunter now!

Bunter was left without the price of
a railway fare in his possession ; without
even the price of a penny bun !

It was the last straw !

Buntcr sat and groaned.

at
atb

— i —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Very Late Call !
SIGNDR MUCCOLINI locked the

door of his van and drew the

blind carefully over the window.
; Then he extinguished the swing-
ing lamp and lighted a lamp with a
red glass, that threw a ruddy ghimmer
over the roomy interior of the van,

The hour was late. The cirens per-
formance was long over; the crowds
had departed; the side-shows were shut
down, Members of the circus company
who camped in tents and vans had
turned-in; those whe had ledgings in
the town had long since walked o to
their lodgings. At the pitch in the field
by Wimlford, the swarthy lialian was the
only man awake,

The rest of the circus company, had
they thought about him at all, would
have supposed that he was asleep in his
bunk. But Signor Pietro Muccolini was
very wide awake. He had work on
hand which was s deep secret from
every man in the Magnificent Circns.

Nobody at the circus knew, or guessed,
that the signor’s hobliy was pheto-
graphy, Nobody had a suspicion that,
at o late hour of the night, his caravan
was turned into o dark-room for the
development of films.

Many times, when the circus was
Eil‘ched in certain spots, the signor had

cen secn leaving the camp with a
lunch-basket in his hand. Ile was sup-
posed to have a fancy for picnies on his
own, in secluded spots. Nobody had
g'u(:ﬁir:d that the lunch-basket concealed,
not A& lunch, but a camera. Even
Tippity Tip, who had been with the
Magnificent Circus for years, knew no
more of the signor’s seeret than any
latecomer,

Indeed he, and the rect, knew less than
the latest comer—for Billy Bunter knew.
While the cireus was camped at
Wapshot, near Greyfriars, Bunter had
seen the Italian at his surreptitions
work, taking scecret photographs of the
air camp.

Bunter knew that such photographing
was forbidden. He knew that the
signor was very anxicus not to have it
known. For which reason, Pietro
Mucenlint had telerated his presence in
the circus until, to his intonse relief,
Mﬂ!‘l:l:l ].Ii'.l[l EEI.L"kEt]. hiﬂ:l-' .ﬂIIIl ['Il_'-!‘ EI.ELI
gone,

But Billy Dunter was far too obtuse
to guess the seriousness of what he had
acordentally spotted. He knew that the
Italian had broken the law, Bag it
never cven crossed his fat mind that

Pictro Muccolini was a toreign spy,
carrviig on his nefarious work undey
cover of & travelling circus.

it was not, as Bunter supposed, a
heavy fine that the Iltalian [eared.
What he feared was, if Bunter babbled,
the discovery of his raseally game, aud
& term of penal servitude to follow,

Bunter's presence at the circus had
heen a sheer torture to the signor, He
had urged Mazrco to sack him—in vain—
till Bunter, in his ineffable self-conceit,
had asked for it, and got it. There were
few at the Magnificent Circus who were
not glad to see the last of Bunter; but
gladdest of all was the signor.

Until Bunter was gone, ho had not
even ventured to develop the photo-
graphes he had secretly taken ab
Wapshot, hidden away in the deepost
hiding-place he could think of. Which
meant r.luln}-' m receiving hiz reward
froma his unscrupulous employers across
the sca,

But now that Bunter was gone, the
signor breathed more freely,

Ie had not dared to kick Bunter cut,
and =0 long as the lion-taimer kept him,
he had to endure him. Bunter had
played into his hands with the obtuse-
ness that might have been expected of
the fat Owl, and he was, at long last,

one,

Out of zight was out of mind, and once
clear of the circus, he had mo doubt
that the fat schoolboy would forget the
whole thing, of which he did not in the
least understand the seriousness, :

2o the signor concluded, and no doubt
hiz conclusions would have been quite
vorregt, liad Bunter suceeeded 1n landin
himself at Wharton Lodge, or hat
Jimmy (uggs left him the wherewithal
to land himself anywhere else !

As it was, tho signor had not, as he
happily believed, finished with Dunter.
A ?mmeIuss Owl had to find o roost !

In the happy belief, however, that
Billy Bunter was done with, and gone
for good, Bignor Muccolini lighted his
red lamp, and sorted out the lilms he
had te develop and fix. IHis swarthy
fico was dark and intent, But Ilns
greusy eurs were intent, also,

Nobody at the cirens could have ven-
tured to disturb the sigror after he bad
gone to his van wituoui getting the
“hoot.” He was not afraid of that.
But his game, safely as he had played 1t
for a long time, was a dangerous one—
and at the back of his mund there was
always o fcar of hearing the footsteps of
the police, He made more money by
spying than by running a circus—but
it was perilous money.

Bump !

The signor gave u sudden starl as he
heard the sound in the silence, Some-
one, near his van, had stuinbled over the
step in the dark. :

“Cogpetto 1 breathed Signor Mucco-
Lini, through his bushy black moustache.

He stood listening, his heart beating.

What was in his van was enough to
condemn hun to dire punishment, if 1t
came to tho eyes of authority. Was he
suspected at last—watched? Who could
be prowling about his van at midnight ¥
Some member of the company spying
on him—or—hizs heart chilled at the
thought—a detective or a constable?

Ho stood motionless, listening,

The wooden step putside creaked,

Tap ! f o

Not a glimmer of the red ligut
escaped from the van. He was very
carcful about that., Nobaody in the eamp
could know that he was oweke, Whio
was tallying at his caravan door?

To every crook thero come moments
when he wishes, from the bottom of his
heart, that ha had fellowad the path of
honesty, Signor Muccolini had such
a moment nowl In the rush of terror



that eame over aim, he would h‘?.'l:ﬁ
eiven all he had ever received lor his
spr-work to have transformed himsell
into what he was supposed to be—a
ﬁi::u;r‘.'n.?. circus-master and nothing more -

Tap |

There was a chalky
[talian’s dusky, greasy face. His black,
beady eyes bulged, He knew that it
could be no member of his company who
was tapping at his door! Who was it?

Tap! It was louder now. Knock!

He pulled himself together.

Swiftly he thrust the roll of films back
into its hiding-place. He t

white 1n the

turned out
the red lamp and slid it out of sight.
Then he called cut, in o voice that he
vainly strava to steady:

“Chia? Chi mi chiama *" Ha spolke,
without thinking, in his own language,

ey

“ Last time [ sce you, you it me in the eye ! " said Jimmy Guggs, afler relieving Bunter of
“ P'r'aps you'd like trying 1o "it me in the eye now ! ™ .
“Take a tip from me,”" said the tramp with a grin, * and don’t shiit from this ’ere spot for "arl an hour unless

change.

all I
but went on at once: “Who iz it? Wlo
calls me?"

ETEs me I

“Che 1™ _1:':-.-'Eu'|i Signor Mucealini., Hoa
1..,1_ L B 'n'l_JLliH".'

“av!” repeated the voice. “You

jolly well know my name ain't lsay!
ts Bunter!*’

The fear disappeared from the signor’s
swarthy face. Theoe rage that took 1ts
place might have seared Billy Bunter
if he could have seen throuch the
caravarl dioor,

The Fralian clenched his dusky hands,
till the nails e mito the ETCOSY |\:111I'|. "

“You!l" he stuttered. *" You, Bonter!
You dare to come back! You have been
riven 0 sack—yon belong here no more |

Do vou fancy that Marco will take yon

on once mare atter your ‘-‘*fr'i!lZ;'fiﬂ!'fEl
cheek ! Lol Lio pway, or I = " have
vouu whipped from the eircusl”™

l-.'[ -'Ellll'.'
“Will vou gpa?" velled Signor Mucen:
lini. “Tf I come out of the van I will
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hrinr my whip and beat you like one
dog.”

“Will vou, yvou beastly dago?” came
back Bunter's voice. * All right! You
try it onl I'U jolly well give you away
about what you did at Wapshot if you
do. Like to pay a fine of about a
hundred pounds, you stingy dago?®”

The signor choked.

Had it been a fine of a hundred
pounds, or thrice that sum, that he had
to fear, he would have leaped from the
van and kicked the fat Owl of Greyfriars
out of the circuz camp. Billy Bunter
was wiclding a power of which he did
not know Lhe extent ! -y

But he knew that Pleiro Muecolini

dared not lot him tell what he knew.
That was good enough for Bunter,

Not that Bunter, unscrupulous as he

e ————

you want to be a ‘orspital case [’

was, was capable of blackmail. It would
never have corossed his fat mund to
extoart anything from Signor Muceolini
for keeping his secret.

But he was down and out; he was
stony broke:; he wanted a supper, and
he wanted a lodeing for the night. In
thal exlremity, he remembered that the
gipgnor was afraid of what he knew. Heo
did not sce why Mucky should not play
up; one good turn deserved another.

That was how Bunter looked at it.

Really it wasn't Bunter's foult. It
was Mr. Guges'., Had the tramp lefe
him hiz money, Bunter wonld have been
far enongh away by that tine.

Now, it was a ecase of any port in a
storm: it was the cirens, or a lodging
on tha cold, eold ground. Bunter
na‘urally preferred the cireus,

But he had not ventured to approach
till o very late hour. From Tippily
Tip's words—and actions—ho knew that
the signor had given orders that he was
to be kicked cut if he showed up again

LT nh’ “n ! Ny gRSII'E"

3

S0 he had had to wait
was asleep beforo he

at the circus
till the camp
veutured in,

He had no doubt that, if he got as far
as the signor, the signor would come to
terms. therwise 1t was, as the fatuous
Owl supposed, a fine of a hundred
pounds for him to pay.

Signor Muccolini stood with clenched
hands in the dark van, breathing fury.
He had flattered himself that he was
done with Bunter. Evidently, hope had
told too flaltering a tale.

Knock |

Bunter wns 'I-::m{-k'ung again.

“"Liook here, you get upl!” he
squealied. “See?  Borry to have to
wake you up, but I'm stranded. T've
gobt to have some supper, I've got to

a bag of tuck and his loose
d the fat Removite. ** N-n-not at

have a bed for the might. Do you heae
me, blow vou?”

“Gol" hissed the signor. “1 will beat
Y OL— Go! I order vou,
gol 1 will call mmy men to chase you
away like a mongrel dog——"

*“Oh, you beast!”

“Wait one moment till I open tha
doar—I will come out ta yon—TI will hont
vou—kick you!™ spluttered the cireus-
master.

i Gt B | \ rasped DBunter.
“1—I say, d-d-don’t be so jolly shiriy,
L ZaLE l"'.Tl-"'H-'i' .' I sNY. III!I r"'-"l "r“l ¥
hungry =

Signor Muecolini groped at the deor
and unlocked it. He groped for his
circus  whip, oand grasped ik Hao
grabbed the door open, and plunged
out.

Fis swarthy face, in the summer star-
light, showed red with rage. A ot
fignre popped hurriedly back.

Rillvy Bunter gave one torrified blink
at the dark. furious face. Then he for.
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b all about suF‘rfer and a night's
E;ig'mg. He turned and fled.

Jind then, as hnf ran, the Italian’s
fur vo place to fear.

I-feﬁtup ed, hg.nd. lowered the hand

n e wilp.

ﬂfﬁ -:rfu!d kick Bunter out—he eould
thrash him as he fled—but he could not
prevent him from heading for the polica
station at Wimford. At that ternfying
thought, the signor, who had been ece-
ing red, felt the yellow in his nature

redominate. Ile flung the whip back
inte the van, and called out hoarsely :

“Stop | liaguzzn mio, stop! Come
back! Care ragazso nio, stop and
come back! It is all ri'ght!“ )

And Billy Bunter, lad to hear that it
was all right, stopped, and came back—
eyeing the Italian very warily, however,
as he did so.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Ml

A Little Ventriloguism !

ARCO. the lion-tamer, stared,
and frowned. :
It was a sunny mornming on
the Burrey country-side, and
the circus camp was astir and busy.
Marco was chaiting with Samson, the
strong man of the circus, and Wriggles,
the contortionist, when he beeame aware
of a fat figure rolling towards him.
Like Signor Mueccolini, Marco had
supposed that Billy Bunter was done
with when he was sacked. Like the
signor, he found that that waa an ervor.

Bunter, he supposed, had gone homa;
or to visit some of the innumerable
friends of whom he had often talked.
Marco did not care much where he was
gone, so long as he was gone for good.

So he stared, and he frowned, when
Billy Bunter emerged from a tenl,
blinked round him through his g
spectacles, and came over to him. Sam-
son and Wrigglés stared, too. Mr. xip-
pity Tip, spotting Bunter from a dis-
tance, kept an eye on him. He was
prepared to carry out orders, to any
extent, on the subject of Bunter, and
kicking him 1f he hung about the
cireus, : :

Billy Bunter assumed his most in-
pratiating grin, as he came up to the
frowning lian-tamer. . _

Dunter had, by that time, realisad
that he had mnade rather a mistake in
getting the “push.”  In the belict that
he was of inestimable value to the hion-
tamer, he had been greedy and checly,
and the “sack” had taken him gquite by
surprise, Now Bunter was prepared fo
let bygones be bygones—if Marco vas.
Marca looked as if he wasu't. ;

“Good-morning, old chap!” :aid
Banter affably. *“Glad to see me again,
what?” _

“NWo!” answered Marco grimly.

“QOh, really, old [ellow—"

“What are vou doing here?” ex-
claimed Marco sharply. *You are
finished here. Signor Muecolini will be
vory angry if he sces yon.  Most likely
he will lay his whip round vou, and [
certainly shall not stop him.”

" Oh, Muacky's all right!" said Bunter

cheerily. * Mucky's no end pleased to
see me again.”
“Don’t  talle nonsense!” snapped

Moreo. “*How cid you get here? lava
you been herve all mght, or what?”

“Yes, rather! I blew in rather late,™
explained Bunter., * But old Mucky got
up and stood me some supper, and got
me o bed in that tent. Decent of him.,
what 7 .

“What!"” ejaeculated darco.

Samson and Wriggles blinked at the
fat schoolboy in astomishment.

FFrom what they knew of the signor,
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he was the last man in the warld to turn
out late at night, to provide anybody
with supper and ledging. And :jl the
circus kuew that lLe loathed the sight
of Bunter

“It's all right about Mucky,” rattled
on Bunter breezily. * He will be jolly

lad to have me taken on again, Mareco,
old bean. He knows what a draw I was,
you know. If you want me—>W

“1 domn't!”

“What I mean is, we had rather an
argument,” said Bunter. * 1t was really
a—a—a misunderstanding. 1'm ready
to wash it all out, old chap.”

] Rubbjﬁh !.i'l

“ Mucky's ready to put in a word for
me,” urged Bunter. I asked him last
night, and he said he would.”

“That can’t be true,” said Mareo,
“and if it was, it would make no differ-
cnee. I'm done with you! Get out!”

Rilly Bunter blinked at him angrily.

Up till quite lately he had known
farco as a simple, -natured, and
very Fnﬂd-t{'m ered man, That, natur-
ally, had led Bunter to be checky, He
did not realise that Mareo had been
goelling more and more fed-up, and that,
when fm put the lid on, 8o to speak, the
lion-taimmer, having done with Inm, was
done with him for . Marca's
atience had been almost inexhaustible,
ut, once it was exhausted, there was
naturally none left.

Marco tumed away—and Samson and
Wriggles exchanged a grin. Wriggles
madas a motion with his foot.

“PBoss' orders 1s to kick him out if ho

00 1 i - oI v, | -y
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1 T
butts in!” he remarked. “First kick to
me, Sam.”

“Next to me,” said Samson, in his
deep bass voice that was like the note
of a dram, “Turn round, young
Bunter.”

Billy Bunter jumped back.

Signor l{ncun']ini was not in sight, It
was clear that his orders, given the day
before, had not been reseinded yeot.

Really, it was surprising how many
eople were willing, indeed keen, to
Eiu]{ Bunter, considering what a charm-
ing and fascinating fellow he was ! Both
the strong man and the contortionist
evidently intended to do s0; whila Mr.
Tip was watching from a djstance, pre-
pared to give him another as he went,

“J—I say—" stammerced Bunter.

“Turn round!” beomed Samson,

“Peast !- You'll get into a row with
Mucky !” gasped Bunter. *1 tell von
've got Mucky's pernission to stay
here—="

“Gammon ¥ said Wriggles,

“1 tell you ha got up last night to
take me in——"

“1 ecan see him doing it!” grinasl
Wriggles.  “From what I've seen of
yvou, young ‘un, yvou're the ngeest liar
I ever struck. But that's the biggest,”

“1 tell you—" hawled Bunter as the
clastic man grasped his shoulder to
twirl him round for kicking.

Thud !

“ Yoo-hoop "
tering.

“Your turn, Sam!” said Wriggles.

[t was then that Billy Bunter repnem-
bered that he was a vemtrilequist.

howled Dunter, tot-

ijj'

weird gilt had come 10 usclul belore,
and now it comoe 1 useful again.

“Stop that, Wriggles!” came Sam-
son's deep boomn, though it did nut
proveed from the strong man. "1l

hit you if vou touch him ogain "

The clastio man spun round at Saw-
son in sheer astonishment.

Ho wae too astonished to speak for a
moment or two, Ile glared at Bamson.

Samszon, like many men of lLupe
stature and over-developed muscolir
ower, was a liltle slow on the upluke.
Ie was staring, wondering who bhad
spoken to Wriggles, and threatened to
hit him, He was staring round him in
ﬂtrp‘rim. Now he sia ::t-(f at Wiriggles,

“What's that?” he zaid. " Wlo ithe

dickens——"

“Hit me, will you?” gasped
Wriggles. “Why, you chocky hass,
I'jl——"

“Eh! I never said—"

“Let's sea you do it!"" squealed
Wriggles, in his high-pitched voiee.

“Think you can handle me, like yon
do your dummy weights in the ring?”’
It wes Samson’s turn to glare. lhe
strong man was rather scnsitive on
the subject of “dummy '’ weights,
which he lifted te the wonder and
admiration of unsuspicions audiences.

“Whoe bhandles dummy weights?” he
roared. :

“You dol” retorted Wriggles.
“And if you think you can do tho
same with e, get on with 1it! I'll
jolly soon punch your vgly mug!”

Billy Bunter, umoticed by either of
the angry circus performers, retreated
from the spot without collecting
further kicks. Samson and Wriggles
were left wrangling, half a doien of
ihe cireus company gathering round to
lonk an and lisien.

Mareo had gone iute the annexe
where the cagea were parked, to sce
to his liops. Billy Bunter volled in
after lim,

“I say, Marco—" he squeaked.
“Get out ! said the lion tamer, over
liis shoulder.

“But 1 say—"

“ Parker,”” rapped Marco, * turn 1hat
kid out!"

rarker, the animals’ keeper, camo
along to Bumier with a grin on his
fuce. During his days &t the circus,
DBunter had been in a superior positjon
to DParker’s, and he Lad let that Fact
sink verey clearly into Parker’'s mand.
Now the tables were turned.

P*arker, grinning, dropped a hand on
Bunter's fut shoulder.

“Outsida ! he said.

Y Legro, you boast '™ howled TDunfer.

“Dut=ide 1" grinned Tarker,

Aud he twirled the fat jumior out,
while Mareo went into Cesar’s cage.

Bunter, spluttering for breath, was
conducted out of the canvas building—
not gently,

“Now,"” said Parker, drawing back
his foot, *“‘op 161"

A poldzy hgave in silk hat, porgeous
wamtecoat and eveglass, had never been
more welcome lo Bunier’s #ight than
at that moment. He velled to Signor
Mucesling =

“1Tere, Mueky! Make him lepgo!
Do you lear? Make that Deast
leggal” )

The signor starcd round, scowling.

11iz putural Jdesive was to bid Parker
kick, amd kick hard. But his own
secrel vascality made it impossible {or
him 1o yicld to that natueal desire,
“Htop that, Parkee!™ he soaaled.
Parker stared at him Wlankly,
*“Marco fold me (o turn bim
sir,” he said,

“Da a=z 1

ot

tefl you " snacled the

ks signor.



“PBut you gave ovders jyeslerday,
gir,”” stammercd the astonished Parker,

“Haold your tongue !

Parker released Dunter’s fat shoulder.
Billy Bunter blinked at him contemptu-
ously., Then he blinked at the sgnor,

“Comoe and speak to Marco, will
vou?" le said,

Signor Muccolini stood for a moment
leoking at him. He breathed hard
and deep. 'Then he gave Bunter a
nod, and followed him. Parker was
left staring with astomshment,

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.

Marco is not Taking Any!

IGNOR MUCCOLINI followed
g the fat fipure of the Owl of the
Remove to the door of Cmsar's

cage.

Billy Bunter was grinning now; but
the scowl on the Italian's lace was us
black as midmpght.

lie had to put in a word for Dunter
—he had no choice about that, Ile
could only hope that Marco would be
obstinate on the subjeet, and refuse
his request.

Bunter was quite determined to stick
ta the circus now.  Other resources
having -failed, ho had turned up there
again, chielly in search of a supper
and & lodging for the night, But he
had been doing some thinking sinee.
The obvious fact that the circus-master
dared not turm him out was good
cnough for Bunter. He was going to
stay.

He was going (o recapture his * job ™
with Marca, if he could. Anyhow, he
was going to stay, DMucky was not
yvet aware of that. He supposed thab
if Marce turncd the fat young rascal
down, the fat young rascal would go.
He had a good deal yet to learn about
Billy DBunter's sticking powers.

The lion-tamer looked round at him
through the grated door of the cage.
He frowned st the sight of Dunter
again.

“ Marco mio—" began the signor.
He choked down his angry passions,
and spokc quietly. *Questo ragazzo—
this boy come back.”

“1 can sce that,” grunted Marco.

“He ask e to put in a word,” mut-
tered the signor.

“You're nat pulting in a word for
Bunter 1” exclaimed the lion-tamer, in
amazemaoent,

“8i. 51! Yes, yes! He ask—

“What do you care what he asks?
What the dickens do you mean?” ex-
claimed Marco grufily. " Ever since he
joined up you've been worrying me to
sack him; jawing me again and again,
and never giving the subject a rest.
You threatencd to break my contract
if T didn't sond him away.”

“[I vero—ma—ma—Iit is true,
but——" stammeored the signor,

“Well, if you've changed your mind,
I haven't,” growled the lion-tamer.
“You can't say 1 wasn't patient with

¥

but—

him. But there's a limit; and he's
got over 1t. 1 won't stand lim any
longer. That's that!”

And Mareco turned his badk, and
cracked his whip to Cmsar.

“ Houp-la 1™

The lion jumped over the whip.
Mareo, evidently considering the

rnatter donoe with, was getting on with
his own husiness,

Bignor Muccolini’s black, beady eyes
gloamed with satisfaction, 11e had
had to put in a word for the young
rascal who knew his sccret. Bub he
was very glad that Marco hbad mnot
heeded that word.

EVERY SATURDAY

BBilly Bunter, on the other hand, was
far from salizhied. lle blinked through
the bars of the cage at Marco with a
very irritated blink.

“Look here, Marco—"" he began,

Marco looked round again.

“Get out!” he said. “If you are
still there when 1 come out of this
cage, I will lay my whip round you!”

“Look here, you beast roarced
Bunter,

*Basta | muttered Signor Muceolini.
“That is enough! It 1z uselcss, and
you must go—"

*Oh, shat up!” snapped Bunter,

The signor’'s swarthy hands elenched.
Marco stared from the cage.

“What the dickens are you standing
his check for, Mucky!” he demanded.
“Why don't you kick him out of the
show ¥’

The signor choked. IHe could not
explain hLis reasons to Marco. The
lion-tamer had a professional Italian
name: but in private life he was Dill
Willinms. And Bill Willlams, had he
known what Bunter knew, would have
taken his boss by his greasy neck, and
marched him off to the nearest paolice
station.

Instead of answering, Signor Muc-
colini turned and walked away,

Billy Bunter yapped at him as he
went.

“Look here, Mucky! BSome of your
men seem to have an idea that I'm to
Ly t'urm:r.l out. Tell them different—
see !

Mucky made no answer as ho went.
But there was no doubt in Bunter's
mind that he was going to rescind his
orders of the previous day.

Marco stared at the fat
through the bars very curiously.

“What doos this mean, Bunter?"” ho
asked. “ You scem to have got round
Mlﬂchj somechow. I can't understond
it.

“0Oh, vyou can't understand any-
thing !” rctorted Bunter. As he
realised that he had nothing more to
expect from tho lion-lamer, Bunter had
no more politencss to waste on him.
“Jow could you, you fathead, with a
brain like yours®”

“ Wha-a-t?** ejaculated Marco.

“Think I want to come back to your
rotten show?' continued Bunter, with
a blink of ineffable scorn. “¥ah! 1
wouldn't be found dead in it! You
ought to be jolly glad to get o goentle-
man, and a Public school man, to take
notice you ! L

junior

You're n low rotter!
Marco stared at him,
“ A low rotter!” went on Dunter,
with relish. *“Circus riff-rafi! Yah!"™

7
Take that, and that,

down wilh mo.
and that!™

Swipe, swipe, swipo!

“Yaroooh [V

Bunter bolted along the passage in
front of the cages. The lash of the
whip eurled round his fat leg, snd he
stumbled, and came down with a bump
in front of Drutus' cage. Drutus
rlared at him between the bars, and
pave & roar. Marco grinned down ab
the sprawling fat junior.

“Now hap it,” he said, “and don't
come baek! If Mucky lets you hang
on in the eircus, il's no business of
mine; but keep clear of mo!l”

“ODw! Beast! Ow!l”

Up went the lion-tamer's whip again,
Bunter was asking for it, and he was
about to receive what he asked for.
He blinked up at the circling whip,
and at Marco's grim face.

“iklp 1" came a sudden ery, ap-
parently from the iron-barred cage in
which Brutus was roaring and lashing
his tail 3

Marco gave a jump, and, his whip
still uplifted, spun round towards the
lion's cage. Drutus was the fiercest of
the eircus lions, and anyone who had
ventured into his cage, would have been
in need of help. And it sounded to
Z\Iur::n& as if somebody lmérl [ l

1 EIp U ecame gaspang from thoe cage.

'[J'nluf-:diug t'hcg n]pmwling fat Owl,
Marco sprang io the door of the cage.

Tiilly [hmtt'-.r jumped up.

He scudded,

No more crieg were heard from the
lion's cage, though Brutus was still
roaring there!  Marco, amazed and
mystified, was left to make the discovery
that there was no one in the eage wit
Brutus—what time the Greyfriars ven-
triloquist beat a rapid retreat.

Bunter rolled out into the sunshine,
gasping.

Qutside, he came on Tippity Tip. He
eyed the clown warily, But Mr, Tip's
manner revealed that Signor Muccolin
had already issued new instructions,
Instead of Lkicking HBunter, Tippity
eved him with intense euriosity.

“ 35 you're back, are you?' said Mr.
Tip.

‘I‘Lﬂnks like it!" grunted Buuter.

“It beats me 'oller!” said Tippity.
“Jost ‘oller! What I want to know
is, "ow vou got round old Mucky?”

“Find out!" retorted DBunter.

“He ain't the cove to "elp a lame dog
over o_stile!” said Mr. Tip. * Mucky
ain’t that, by long chalks! What's ho

letting you ‘ang on for, I'd hke to
know,”
“He's found out my value!” said

Bunter loftily.
(Cunlinued on next page.)

Marco stepped to
the cage door, grip-
pin%' his whip hard,
Billy Dunter
backed promptly
away. The lon-
tamcr looked very
grim as he came
out of the cage,
“Llands off, yom
ead 1" sad Bunter.
“You ftouch me
with that whip, and
I'll ask Mucky tlo
sack you—sce? I

now!

j&nli;.' well  tell—
‘arooop 17

The whip sang
round DBunter's fat
logs. Ho yelled
and hopped.

“I don’t know
why Mucky stands
vour cheek,” said
the lion - tamer.
“Dut it won't go
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“It wanled some fuding ! remarked
Mr. Tip. * What's your turn going lo
be—the Fattest Boy Ever, or the World's
Biggest Eater ™

“I don't want any cheek from
elowns!” snapped Bunter, and he
turned on his heel and rollod loftily
away. , :

Mr, Tip could barely restrain his
desire to help him with his boot! llis
foot fairly itched to land on Bunler,
But it was clear that Billy Bunter, for
some mysierious reason, was favoured
by the boss; so Mr. Tip had regrot-
fully, to let him roll away unkicked.

- —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Scapegoats !

ke HE esteemed Mucky!”  re-
i marked Hurrce Jamset Rawm
Singh.

Harry Wharton & Co.
glanced at the bulky, beefy, swarthy
man, coming up the footpath towards
Wimnford Wood.

The chums of the Ilemove had been
on a ramble that sunny summer’s after-
noon., Now they were taking a rest,
sitting in a cheery tow on a fenece, by
the edge of the wood before walking
back to Wharton Lodge for tea.

It was some days since Billy Bunter’s
call on tho telephone, and they had
heard nothing since of the fat Owl of
the Romove,

Az Bunter had revealed that he had
been sacked from the circus, they sup-
posed that he was gone long age, and
was rejoicing the ﬁesrl‘s of his rela-
tives—or otherwise—at that magnificent
abode, Bunter Court! They had, in
fact, almost forgotten his fal existence,
1ill now, when ihe sight of Signor
Muceolini reminded them of the circus,
and in consequence of Billy Dunter.

They recognised Signor Muccolini,
whom they had seen several times,
while the circus was near Greyfriars
School. They bhad, in fact, had a row
with him there, owing to Bunter's ven-
triloquial trickery.

The junmiors looked at him curiously
a8 he came. He was striding along
with a knitted brow, scowling rather
like o demon in & pantomime.

Something, evidently, had disturbed
the seremity of the circus-master and
roused his passionate Italian temper.

He did not, for the moment, observe
the juniors sitting in a row on the
fence. Seldom, or never, had they seen
a face s0 savagely angry and vicious
in ils expression. They were not likely
to guess that the subject of his angry,

e
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malevolend lrhm:ghlﬂ was William
LUeorge Bunter.

“The old bean looks in a wax !” mur-
mured Dol Cherry.

“e do—he does!"
Nugent, .

“The waxfulness appears to be torri-
fic?’’ remarked Hurrce Jamset Bam
’E‘-ingh. :

“And he doesn't mind letting tha
wide world o it!” grunted Johnny
Bull,

i Uhl

grinned  Frauk

my hat!” muarmured Harry
Wharton, as the signor suddenly
slipped a whip down ﬁ'mn under his
arm, grasped 1t, and cut tho air with
the lash.

The juniors slared at him. In a
burst uf rage, the Italian lashed with
the whip, cracking 1t like pistol-shots,
Evidnlllgr he was thinking of somebod
on whom he would have liked to lan
those lashes.

“Nice temper!” murmured MNugent.

“The nicefulness ige—"

“Terrific!” grinned Bob, e

The juniors could not help smuling
at that sudden savage outburst of
a passionate southern temper. But they
carefully subdued their smiles as the
circus-master eame nearer and glanced
at them. Italian ways were not their
ways, but they did not want to be lack-
ing in politeness 4o a foreigner in tho
land. Indeed, they wera prepared to
“cap " him civilly as he passed, il he
recognised them and gave them any
heed.

That he did recognise them was clear,
as soon as his black beady cyes fixed on
them. MHe knew them at once.

Io turned from the path and faced
them, his cyes glticring at them.

“1 ragazzi della scuola dell” piceolo
furfante Bunter!" ho said between his
teoth and through his bushy moustache,

Of that remark, the jumiors under-
stood only one word, the name of
Bunter, though they could gucss that
“scuola ™ meant scheol.

“SBorry, we don't understand Italian,
Mr., Muccolini ! said Harry Wharton.
“Would you aund putting 1t 1n
Enghsh®"

“You are the boys of the school of
ihat young sconndrel Bunter!” snarled
Signor J?llf{.‘ﬂ]il'li. He put 1t into
English—quite emphatic English |

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Doh
Cherypy. "i)umr old Bunicr seems to
have made himself as popular as

usual 1"

And the juniors chuckled,

“We belong to Bunter's school, yes!”
said Harry. “But sren’t you pilching
it rather strong, Mr.  Muccolini?
Bunter's a blithermng ass, but you've no
right te call him names like that.”

“Ha i1z one rascal—furfante—matto—

seiocco—porcollo—pig—dog ! slluﬂﬂ:‘]
Signor Mupeeolini. " ¥You  are his
friends, 15 1t not? Mgs—dogs—
rascals—"

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

Clearly, Billy Bunter had succeeded
in getting the eirens-master's rag out to
a remarkable extent. He was cnraged
with Bunter, and ready to wreak his
rage on Bunter's schoolfellows. They
were not aware that he dared not wreak
it on Bunter, but they were assuredly
not disposed to have it wreaked on
themselves. The part of scapegoat had
no attraction for them whatever|

“Chuck that, pleaza!” said the cap-
tain of the Greyfriars Remove curtly.
“We don't like that language, Mr.

Mucecolini.”
like!” enarled the

“You do not
signor,  “*Bahl Pigsﬁdnﬁs—fu rfanta
ou—"

inglesi—I spit upon -
“You'd better think twice about that,

you c¢heeky dago!” said Johnoy Bull

in & voice like the growl of the Creat
Huge Bear.

“The betterfulness will be tervific my
csteemed and absurd ice-cream mer-
chant ! declared Hurrce Jamsctr Ram
Singh,

“You'd better pass on your way, Mr.
Muceolini 1" gaid Harry Wharton con-

temptucusly. “That's enough, any-
how | '
“And the soconer the bLetter!” said

Boh Cherry. :

“Mind what you're doing with that
whip, vou checky fool!” yelled Frank
Nugent, as the signor's arm went up.

“Oh erikey 1"

“ Look out "

Signor Muccolini l-:rnged and yearned
to Jay that whip round the fat person
of Billy Bunter. He could not venture
to do so, but he could venture to lay
it round Bunter's school-fellows. And
he did!

That they were, as he m:pﬁo.!cd,
friends of Bunter's, was enough for
him, He wanted to wreak his rage,
and they came in handy. It did not
occur Lo him that he was likely to get
the worst of the bargain. He expeeted
to see thein run, as he lashed with the
circus whip.

But he :!!?d not see them run! Ie saw
them jump down [rom the fenee, red
with wmlﬁ, and thinking of anything
but rununing.

“You cheeky rotter!” roared DBob,

“Barge him over!” yclled Jobuny
Dull,

“Bnallle
Wharton, .

The augry Italian swept the whip
round him m a crcle, Evory member
of the Famous Five got a lash from it.

But they did not heed the lashing
whip. They rushed straight at the
Italian end charged him headlong over.
Signor Muccolini went sprawling on
the grassy path, spluttering with rage.
Harry Wharton wrenched the whip
from his hand. _ '

“Give tha cheeky cad o few with his
own whip !” panted Bob.

Harry Wharton, for a moment, was
inclined to do it. Ilis hand went up,
with the whip in it. But he refrained.

“You cheeky rotter!” he panted.
“You jolly well deserve to have your
whip laid round you." _

Signor Muccolini staggered to his
feet gasping with rage. He picked “F
his hat and jammed 1t on his oily black
head, ;

“{:iva me that whip!"” he panted.

“1 won't ! answered Wharton ecoolly.
“You'ra safer without 1t, you ill-
tempered roiter! Get out before |1
touch vou up with it.”

The Italian, gritting his teeth, made a
rush at him. :

Bob Cherry promptly put a foot in
the way, and the signor, stumbling over
it, came down in the grass agam, on
his hands and knees, with a yell.

“WMan down !” grinned Johnny Bull.

“Ila, ha, ha!” _ :

The signor, hreathless, gasping with
rage, sat up dizzily,. Harry Wharton
swung the whip round his head and sent
it flving, and it disappeared into the
branches of the trees on the edge of the
\Tﬂﬂl!. J :

“ (o after it if you want it I” he said,

“ And go quick, or you'll get helped
with a hoot !” said Johnny Bull. _

Signor Muceolini staggered up again.
Mis swarthy face was convulsed with
rage; his dusky hands clenched. Ile
looked for a long moment as if he would
spring_on the schoolboys like a tiger.
They faced him coolly, quite ready to
barge him over again 1f he did.

But he checked his rage, muttered an
imprecation in his own language; and
swung away, striding on towards the

him1”  gasped Harry



eoolly.

wood., The Greyfriars fellows were glad
enough to sece hum go.

“My hat!” said Bob, with a whistle.
“ Bunter must have got his rag out, and
no mistake ! What can the fut chump
have done 1"

“Uoodness knows 1* said Harry. “ But
whatever Bunter may have done, that
cheeky dago can’t take it out of us 1™

*“*No fear |”

And the juniors, sitting on the fence
again, watched the beeiy Itabian as he
strode on and disappeared into the
shady wood. What Billy Bunter could
have dona to exasperate the circus-
master to such an extraordinary extent
Was a [unr.ﬂh: to them.

But the Italian disappeared from
sight, and they dismissed him [rom their
minds. They were, however, to be re-
minded of hun very soon., Hardly bive
minutes had elapsed when there came a
sudden yell fram the wood into which
the cireus-mastér had gone,

“ Help I

The juniors stared round towards the
trees in astonishment,

“ Help t”

"“That's that jolly old dago!” said
Bob. “What the thump '
"“Oome on!” said Harry Wharton.

And, wondering what was up, but
L]Iulr!{- I'|~r111_’_n,' to refurn good for evil if
the bullving Ttalian had landed in
trouble. the chums of the Hemove ran
swiftly up the grussy path in the direc-
tion in which Signor Muccolini had
Fone.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Luck For Jimmy Guggs !

e IGNOR MUCCOLINI  tramped
}Ilir'- the shady wood, breathing
s LIy

e had been in a savage
temper when he encountered the Grey-

“ Gel out, belore I touch you up with it 1**

EVERY SATURDAY

“ Give me that whip ! *" panted Signor Muccolini. ** You’'re safer without it, yoa ill-tempered rotier ! ' answered Wharton
The Italian made a rush, but Bob Cherry put his foot in the way and
the signor stumhbled ever il and crashed.

friars juniors, and his encounter with
them had certainly not improved it
Billy Bunter was a problem on his
mind—and a most exasperating and
f.:urnginp{ problem. _

For three or four days now, since
Bunter's return to the circus, the fat
junior had been staving on.

Marco had refused to have anything
to do with him. Indeed, the fat junior
was very careful to give the lion-tamer
a wide berth. But the fact that there
was no “job ™ for him did not seem to
mako any difference to Bunter. He had
a bed In a tent, and he turned up for
meals without fail. ‘True, he had
offered his services in wvarious side-
shows attached to the eircus; but he had
not so far had any luck.

In the meantime, he slayed on,
chiefly because it was a cuse of any port
1n a stoerm.

That the signor did not want him
there was lairly clear to every member
of the circus company. They could only
wonder why Mucky did not kick ham
out.

Lippity Tip and Wnriggles and
Samson, and quite a number of others,
would have been quite pleased to lend
the aid of a boot at a hint from the
signor. Billy Bunters lofty airs of
superiority naturally did not make him
popular in the circus. But no such hint
came from the signor, gladly as he
would have seen the fat Owl booted
from one end of Surrey to the othor,
Ie had to tolerate Bunter's presence
'J.lll.] _‘ﬁllEllel?“:‘S 1115 .'[lil‘}‘.

FHis only comfort was that Bunter
obviously did not koow the real nature
nf I]H' RirCTelk l':l" ]'-IEI.I] IIiF-l"l.-l"i‘T-l'IL I;-IIT-
it wans certain that others would not be
so obtuse if the fat Owl talked too much.
It wns not all beer and skittles, so to
speank, to be acting as a spy in a
foreign country, and the gsight of
Bunter’s fat [ace about the circus was

a continual reminder to Pietro Muceo:
lini of the risks of his dastardly
business.

Heedless of what he thought about it,
Bunter stayed on. It was for the boss to
order him to go, and that the boss dared
not do.

Neither did he dare to lay hands on
the fat Owl, though many tunes, when
hiz fierce Southern temper boiled, he
found it very diflicult to ]l:-':e{-p his hands
off. Thinking of the problem of Bunter,

and mimimering  with  rage, IPielro
Muceolini had no eyes for his sur-
roundings.

He did not notice a tattered man,
with a slanting nose and a battered
bowler hat, leaning on a tree in tha
wood, industriously engaged in shred-
ding a cigar-stump, and packing the
shreds into the foul bowl of a dirty
black pipe.

But Jimmy Guggs noticed him,

Mr, Guggs had long since got through
Bunter’s thirty-five shillings. Most of
those shillings had gone in the drink
traffic, of which Mr Guggs was an
ardent supporter.

At the present time Mr. Guggs was in
very reduced circumstances—reduced to
the clothes he stood up in, of which any
respectable dust-heap would have been
ashamod.
~ He had not even a smoke—hence his
industry with the cigar-stump, which he
had rescued from the gutter in Wimford,

But he ceased to pack his pipe as he
gaw the cireus-master. :.'r-'i.ignﬂr Muceo-
lini looked a “bounder” from top to
toe, but he looked prosperous, and he
was walking right into the footpad’s
hands.

Jimmy Guggs dropped the dirty pipe
into o [rowsy pocket, and grasped tﬁe
atick he carried under his  arm.
Lieyend the edge of the shady wood was
an open field, but the trees sereened the

ne Maguer Lismany.—No. 1.485.
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view. It was quite a favourable spot
for the practice of Jimmy's peculiar
profession as a snapper-up of uncon-
sidered trifles, with or without the aid
of his knobbly stick] Jimmy felt that
luck was coming his way.

“'0ld on 1" said Jimmy Guggs, step-
{”'”5. from the tree on which he was
eaning.

Signor Muccolini stoppaed, as the
ruffian  was standing directly in ks
path. Ilis black eyes blazed at the man.

“"Get out of my way!"” he snarled.
“What do you want, pig1”

“Jest all you've pot about yeu, vou
grens furriner ! retorted Jimmy.
"And if you want me to crack your
nut first, you only got to say so |”

Bignor Muceolim backed away s pace
or two. He realised that the man was
a footpad, and the spot was a solitary
one, Mr, Guggs followed him up, with
the stick hali-lLifted.

“Btand back!™ hissed the signor.
“You shall go to prisen for thisl [
will give you nothing | Niente, niente !
Cospetta! Hands off 1" he yelled, as
the tramp graboed him by the shoulder
with aone haod and flourished the
knobbly stick with the other,

“"You "anding it overi” growled the
tramp savagelv, “1'Il crack your 'eadl
as soon as luok at you! Now, then ¥,

The signor panted with rage. Swag.
reving and bullving as he was, he was
far from courageous. But he had a
large sum in his pocket-book, and Le
Wis ol ,'..:'ikﬁ-g‘ to Le robbed if be could
help 1k

IHle grasped at the footpad’s right
arn to slop the blow cf the cudgel.
The next woment they were Strugeling.

“8Birtke me pink!” gasped Jimmy
Guggs; and he wrenched at bhis arm to
free it for a blow with the cudgel.

‘The signor held on to it desperately.
They struggled and swaved, and SIgnor
Muceolini eaught his foot 1in a trailing
root, and went down backwards. Over
hin sprawled the tramp.

*"Now, then, blow wver!” gasped
Jimmy (uggos,

But the signor was still elutehing hie
arm desperately, and he could not got
i a blow,

“Help ! ITelp 1™ velled Signor AMucco-
lint at the top of his voice

He romemberod the s I!ll}l;‘-]h::,.‘_l; in the
ficld on the edpe of the wood.

Whether they would come to his aid
if they heard himm, he did not know;
but 1t was o chance, at least, and he
yelled wih all the strength of las
lunges.

“Help! Help |

“L'll give youn ‘cip, blow wyoul”
prunted Mr. Guges, wrenching savagely
at ks arm.  “Sirike me pink and
blue—""

“Help 1" yelled the signor, his frantie
vell ringing through the shady woed
and over the ﬂ:.’lj'i.lltiilll'l_:: fielda.

The tramp wrenched hercely at his
arm. Ile dragred it loose at last from
the Itahan's desperate cluteh.

Up went hiz arm, and the cundgel
whirled in the air over the ecircus-
master's head., It eame crashing down,
sinashing in Siegnor Maccolint’s hat,

* Help 1™ shricked the signor.

There was a sound of swilily patter
g fecotl. Hoavey Wharton eame specd
ing along the shady path onder the
irecs.

Jivnny Guge's arm was up again, the
cudgel hifted for a blow that, had it
doeseended, would eeriamly have cracked
the signor's head as badly as his liat

But even as the stick camo dewn the
breathless schoolbay  cmmne leaping on
the scene and hurled himself headlong
at the {ramp.

Wharton erashed into Jimmy Coges,
sonding  the raflign spinning off ks




victim. Hea stumbled, falling across the
sprawling Itolian, as the tramp rolled
back in the grass.

(GGuggz gave a panting howl. He
would have been up in another moment,
slick in hand, and lashing out with it.

But the Co. were not far behind their
leader. As the tramp struggled up Bob
Cherry arrived, and a running kick
kuocked the cudﬁcl from the footpad's
hand. Johnny Bull stumbled on hun
the next moment, and grasped him and
ﬂmm hitn down, Frank Nugent and

urree Singh had their hands on the
ruffian in a few seconds more,

“Btrike me pink!” gasped Jimmy
Cuggs, strugghng in many hands,
breathless, and intensely exasperated.
The spot, evidently, had not been so
lonely as it had secmed to Mr. Guggs.
Indeed, at the present moment, it
seemed to him thickly populated with
schoolboy s,

Harry Wharton was guickly on his
feet and rushing to the aid of his com-
rades. I'ive pairs of hands were on
Guggs then, and he found them too
many for him—many toco many.

Signor Muccolini was slower to got
on his fect. He rose, panting, his black
eyes scintillating. He stared at the
tramp, struggling vainly in the grasp of
the five: juniors, On his back in the
grass, with Bob Cherry kneeling on his
chest, and the other fellows hnl%ling his
arms and his neck, Jimmy Guggs was at
the end of his tether. The luck that had
come his way was, after all, hard luck !

“Cospetto !" breathed the signor.

He grasped the thick stick that the
tramp had dropped. With the cudgill."i
in his grip, he stepped towards the
juniors.

“Stand aside!” he snarled. " Leave
him to me! I will beat him to a jelly !
I will smash him! I will—" 1le
whirled up the cudgel. “ Btand aside,
I tell vou! Cospetto, I will leave him
more dead than alive |”

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Dago !

ARRY WHARTON & OO.
H stared round at the Italian,

They had Jimmy Guggs safe

enough., 'They were ready to

lend a hand in walking hiin to the

police station at Wimford. But they

were certainly not ready to see a help-

less man beaten with a thick stick.

The signor’s eyes were blazing with
ferocity, Jimmy Guggs gave a howl
of terror as he looked up.

“'Ere, chuck it!” he gasped. "I
gives in! You young gents, keep him
orf—kecp him orf! 1 gives you best|
Keep haim orf 1"

“Stand aside 1" hissed Muceolini.

“Nothing of tha kind!” answered
Harry Wharton. “We've got the man,
you can hand him over to the police, if
voi like. You're not going to touch
him with that stick!”

“No fear !” said Baob.

“Stand aside, I tell youn, or I will beat
you also!” snarled the Italian.

“Better not try it on 1" said Wharton
disdainfully.

“The beatfulness would be a boot on
the other leg, my eceteemed and
ferocions dago!® grinned Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh. L

Signor Muccolini glared at the juniors.
Hiz hat had been smashed, and his
dusky bead had had rather a knock,
And he had had a narrow escape ol
having his head evacked, like his hat.
IHis impulse was to beat his assailant to
a jelly, as ho expressed it. Certainly,
he had had plenty of provocation. DBht
there was & luntt,

EVERY SATURDAY

“Chuck it, Mr. Muccolini,” eaid
Frank Nugent pacifically. *¥ou can
charge the man, and he will get six
months for this. That's enough.”

Signor Buccolini lowered the stick.
He was gotting better control of his
temper. Perhaps he remembered, too,
that the schoolboys had come to his aid
and saved him from personal injury and
robbery, after his extremely unpleasant
treatment of them only & short time
ago,
“Ya bene, va bene!” he muttered,
“Yes, he shall go to prison. 1 will
charge lim with highway robbery. Va

bene ™

“That's all right!” szaid Harry
Wharton. *“8tick lum on his feet, you
fellows, and we'll walk him into Wim-
ford.”

Jimmy Guggs was dragged to his feet.
He was safely held, and there was no
escape for him. He eyed the swarthy
Jtahan very unecasily. The cudgel was
in Muceolini’'s hand now, and he was
evidently the man to use it as ruthlessly
oz Jimmy Guggs himself, if not more
80,
But the signor's blaze of fury had
passed. His swarthy face was cool and
calm again now.

“Like us to lend you a hand with
him, Mr. Muccolini?” asked Bob
Cherry. “I suppose you want him given
in charge ?”

The' Italian did not answer for a
moment. There was a strange gleam in
his dark eves as he looked at the
stubbly, apprehensive face of the
rulfian.

“No!” he said at length. “I can
handle the man. I will take him to the
station. Give me hold of him! If he

|*

resists I will make him sorry

He grasped Jimmy Guggs' arm with
his left hand, the stick in his right, He
had the upper hand now, and did not
need further assistance from the juniors.
They let go the tramp.

“We'll walk as far as Wimford, if vou
like, and see that he doesn't get awayv,
Mr. Muccolim !" said Harry.

“It is not needed. He is safe with

me,” answered Signor Muccolini o
will erack his head if he lifts a finger.
Va bene!”

“Look here,” gaid Johnny Bull,

“that brute’s a jolly dangerous char-
acter, and we ought te make sure——"
“I say leave him to me I snapped the
signor. "I do not want your assist-
ance, I tell you !"
“"You wanted it badly enough a few
minutes ago,” grunted Johnny.

Signor Muccolini scowled at him, and
was evidently about to make an angry
retort, but he checked it.

“I thank you for helping me,” he
said. " Eirnzm—%raxiei But it s
enough! 1 have the man safe. I desire
no further help. It i1s mot wnecessary.
Leave hin to me !"”

With that, he started up the path
towards the open field on the edge of the
wood.

Jiminy Guggs, with the signor’'s grasp
on his arm, walked with himn, his eyes
apprehensively on the stick. Dut the
Italian’s spasm of fury had passed, and
he was evidently no longer thinking of
beating his assailant to a * jelly.™

Harry Wharton & Co. followed till

they emerged from the wood. The
signor  walked ou across the fields
towards Wimford, taking no further

notice of them, and the juniors came to
a halt

“Blessed 1f I can understand the
man 1" =aid TTarrv. “I'm not keen ou
getting mixed up in it, but 1f he's going
to charge the man he will wanl wit-
nosses.  Still. 1 suppose il’s hif own
affaic.”

“Glad to bLe shut of him!™ grunted
Johnny Bull,

“The gladfulness is terrific!”
the Nabob of Bhanipur,

And the Famous Five, taking another
direction, walked away homeward to
Wharton Lodge. Looking back, a
minute or two later, thev saw that
Signor Muccolini was looking back
also, watching them furtively. But in
a few more minutes the corner of the
wood hid them from his sight.

“Go casy, guv'nor!” muttered Jiminy
(iugegs, as the Italian walked him on.
“(io easy with a bloke !”

The signor did not answer. He
walked Guggs on across the field and
stoppcd in the shadow of a high haw-
thorn hedge.

His grip on the rufhan’s arm was like
a vice, and Guggs eyed him with deep
uneasiness, The fear was strong on him
that, now the schoolboys were gone, the
swarthy foreigner intended to carry
out his threat of beating him to a jelly.

“Guv'nor—" muttered the tramp.

“Fool I” snapped the signor. * Stand
there 17

He released the tramp's arm, and
Jimmy Guggs backed against the hedge.
The stick 1n the signor’s hand was too
near for, him to attempt to bolt. But
the tattered rascal was watchful for a
chance.

“Listen to me!" said the signor, in
a low voice. "“You are hard up—
desperate—or you would not have doue
this, Is it not?"”

Jimmy Guggs nodded, watching him
like a cak.

“I will not take you to the police!”
muttered Signor Muceolini, “I may
even give vou monev.”

Mr. Guggs' eyes opened wide.

“That 1s why I have sent the boys
away. You understand? Perhaps 1
may make a bargain with you.”

Mr. Guggs could only stare,

“Five pounds would be very useful
to you !” muttered the signor, in a low
tone, though there were no cars but the
tramp’s to hcar. “You are a brute,
that would do anything for such a suu.
Is it mot i

“1 ain't pertickler, sir!” gasped the
astonished Guggs. “You give me a
chance of legging it, with five quid in
my pocket, and there amn't much I'd
stop at.”

" You would give someone a beating ?
Suppose there 13 a young rascal, whom
I would beat like a dog, but whom I do
not care to beat. Buppose I send him
where you may meet him, Suppose I
give you one pound now, and fve
more pounds when you have beaten
him "

agreed

“My eye!” gasped the astounded
Giuggs.

“What do you say?” snarled the
signar. :

“I'm on!” was what Jimmy Guggs
said promptly. “Jest give me 8
chance !”

“It 15 o bov,” muttered Signor
Muccolini, “For certain reasons, I do

not care to beat him as he deserves.
But 1 can arrange that he shall walk
into your hands. That is ecasy—he i3
at my circus—l ean fix it so. We will
arrange a certain place—a lonely place
—and he will come—and you—you
understand *  You will beat him black
and blue!”

“My ove!” murmured Mr. Guggs. He
watched the vicious, swarthy face
intently.

“You will make him so that he will
be glud to leave my cireus and go to his
home, or perhiaps to o hospital—I care
nol, so that I see the last of him " said
Signor Muccolim in a low hissing voice,

Toe Mager Lisnany.—No. 1,485,
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“You will beat him, very hard, with a
stick | Is it not 1

“I'm your man, sirl” said Jimmy
Guges. “Ib ain't my first job of that
sort. But who's the bloke—what's he
like? How'll I know him1?”

“A boy, short and fat, with large
spectacles—a Greyfriars schoolboy—you
will know him easily ”

“Tha same bloke!” ejaculated
Jimmy Guggs. L
“ Cospetto! You have seen him#”

“Ain't 1! said Mr. Guggs. “He
punched me in the cye. I seen him
about your circus more’n once.”

“That is the ragazzo! That is hel
Then you will know him! Now listen
—I will give you imstructions! With
the boy 1 can arrange easily!”

For ten minutes or more Signor
Muccolini talked to the tramp, in the
shadow of thé hedge. ;

When theyr parted, Jimmy Guggs
stood staring after the signor as he
went, a pound note in his grubby hand
and @& peculiar expression on his
stubbly face.

“NMy eye!” murmurcd Mr. Guggs.
“This ’ere ‘is a ketch—a real kelch! A
regler wildeat, that blinking furriner
—f‘d like to crack his 'ead for him, so
I would! But fipun is fipun!”

Signor Mueccolini walked back to the
cireus camp with a sardonic grin on his
swarthy face. He had found a way of
dealing with Billy Bunter |

= —

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Bunter the Crystal-Gazer!

ARA, the Queen of the Ring,

Z frowned pettishly.
She was scated in the shade
of her caravan in the cireus
camp in the sunny morning. On o
three-legged stool before her lay o
cireular ¢rystal. Zara had been gazing

into that crystal for several long
minutes, apparently in expectation
of yseeing something appear in its
glimmering depths,

Nothing, however, appeared; hence
the gipsy girl's frown.

At a little distance a groom was hold-
ing the hand:zome black horse that Zara
rode in the ring, performing wonderful
equestrian feats thereon. In the morn-
ing it was Zara's custom to go for a long
gallop on the green hillsides thab sus-
rounded Wimford. The groom and the
horse had been waiting a long time,
unheeded by the Queen of the Ring, as
gshe pazed into the crystal. She had for-
gotten their existence. Neither did she
notice the existence of a fat schoolboy
who was blinking at her through a
large pair of spectacles. When Zara
was crystal-gazing she was lost to her
surroundings. ;

Billy Bunter suppressed a grin as he
watched the crystal-gazing.

Zara was a pgipsy, with a full
allowance of the superstition of her
race. She was parted from her people,
while she was a member of Signor
Mueccolini's company, but her thoughts
wera often with her tribs far away.
According to her belief, the crystal
should have given her visual news of
the absent ones—a sort of magic
television. But the crystal somehow did
not play up.

Often and often Zara gazed into it,
and no doubt she sometimes persnaded
herself that moving lights and shades
were pictures of far-off scenes. Naw,
howerver, thera was nothing to be scen,
but clear glimmering crystal—not the
shightest trace of a moving shadow
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that could be imagined into a picture,
And she drew her prelty brows together
in a frown.

Looking up, her frown intensified ab
the sight of a fat face and a big pair of
spectacles, She glanced haughtily at

illy Bunter.

Haughty glances had little effect on
that fat youth. He rolled a little
neater, and raised his straw hat to the

ipsy girl, with what Dunter had no

oubt was inimitable grace.

The sight of that ecrystal had put a
new idea into Bunier's head.

He was still at the cirens. Bed and
board were provided for the fat Owl by
the reluctant hospitality of the signor.
But the question of cash was urgent
and ]lnressing'.

Billy Bunter was absolutely *stony,”
sinco his encounter with Mr. Guggs.
To his credit be it said that he never
even thought of raising the wind from
the signor as an additional price for
keeping his secret. Bunter was obtuse,
and he was rather unserupulous; but
he was neither obtuse nor unscrupulous
encugh to think of extorting money.

He was going to “put up ” a turn at
tha cireus, and money was g«ninq ta roll
in! That was setiled in Bunter's mind.
The only question was “how.” To that
question, so far, Bunter had unfortun-
ately found no answer.

His turn in the ring with Marco and
the lions was a thing of the past. DBut
there were the side-chows. He could
have ventriloquised Tippity Tip's head
offi—but it was not much usze starting
a rival ventriloquial show, Neither
was Bunter willing to reveal tha faet
that he was a ventriloquist,” after so
much worry and mystification had been
eaused by the mysterious voice that
seemed to haudt Mueccolini’s Circus.

So far, he had not thought of fortune-
telling! But the sight of the %ipsy
equestrienne gazing into the crystal put
that extraordinary stunt into Billy
Bunter’s fat head.

He could not, certainly, make magic
visions appear in the erystal. But he
could make mysterious voices audible
from empty space.

S0 he saluted the Queen of the Ring
very politely, heedless of the frown on
her protty face.

“1 say, Mi1ss Zara—" he began.

“Go away Y™ said Zara,

“"But I say, won't you let me help
yvou ?” suggested Bunter,

Zara looked at him, and her frown
gave place to a smile, But it was a
contemptuous smile.

“"You—what do you know of the
gipsy's art?” she exclaimed. *“It is
only the Homany people who under-
stand.”

“My grandfather was a gipsy!” said
Bunter calmly—a statement that would
have made Mr. William Samuel Bunter,
had he heard it, jump! “I've inherited
it, you know! It runs in the family.”

Zara looked less contemptuous. It
was long since she had had news of her
people, and she was willing to catch at
straws.

“If that 1is ftrue—" she snid
dubiously. .
“QOh, recally, Miss Zara—" sanid

Bunter warmly. It was a peculiarity of
Billy Bunter’s that he never seemed to
be able to distinguish between what was
true and what wasn't. It was his
happy custom to say the frst thing that
came mnto his head, if 1t would answer
his purpose ; and he really never paused
to consider whethor it was true or not.

At the same time, he did not like to
have his word doubted. That made
him indignant.

“Well, well, if it is true, what can

you see in the crystal?” asked Zara
%attishl_'.r. “There are many cheats!
ven minong the gipsies, there are many
cheats. They beFl all sorts of tales to
the house-dwellers. Look into the
crystal, and tell me what you see.”
illy Bunter blinked into the crystal
through his big spectacles. What ke
saw was the glimmering depth of the
erystal; and he did not expect to sco
anythin else. Bunter was, un-
doubtedly, an ass; but he was not ass
enough to believe in crystal-gazing.

But his fat face assumed a serious
expression,

“] see a van!” he =aid. “A gipsy
caravan! There is a camp in a
meadow, and women with baskets, and
dark-faced men and children.”

Billy Bunter had seen a gipsy en-
campment often enough, and 1t was easy
to draw that picture from memory.
Perhalps Zara guessed as much,

“ What else do you see1” she asked.

Buntor coughed.

“If you'll tell me what you want to
know, I faney I can work it out,” he
said. ** Any special relation—"

“You will know what [ tell
said Zara scornfully.

“ More than that, I can jﬂmi well tell
you!” said Bunter. “Once I see Lhe
picture in the crystal I can make the
voice come from far away.”

“Nonsense! Ewen gipsics cannot do
that |” :

“I learned it from my gipsy grand.
mother [ explained Bunter,
“Your grandmother !

Zara.

“I—I mean my grandiather!” stam-
mered DBumter. “My grandfather was
my grandmother—] mean—my grand-
father—"

“You know nothing of the art!® said
Zara. 1 know what vou will say, that
I must cross your palm with silver,
Pah 1

* Nothing of the kind,” said Bunter
warmly. “I'm doing this just to oblige
vou. You might lend me the erystal
afterwards.”

“1 will give it to you, if you can
make me hear the voice of the absent,
as you say!” said Zara. “ DBut that is
impossible.” She smiled, “Look in the
glass ! Do vou see my father, who is
an old man?”

Bunter gazed into the crystal,

“I see o gipsy ! be said, “IHe is old
—and—and dark! He is proud and
stately—a :'Ii:ing among men! His hair
is black as the raven——"

“ Barengro's hair 15 white |
Zara.

“Now I look again, it's getling
clearer—his hair iz white, white as the
driven snow | His—his name is
Barengro.” R

Zara regarded the fat junior wvery
doubtiully.

“1 see him clearly I went on Bunter
checrfully. *“His face i1s—er—overcast
with thought. He is—is thinking—Ilet
me spe—he is thinking of his absent
daughter, Zara, the beautiful Queen of
the ?.ing.”

Zara smiled.

vau |

exclaimed

eaid

She bent her head, gazing into the
crystal again.  Her dark head was
close beside Billy Bunter's fat one.

But the clear crystal told her nothing—
no jmore than it told Bunter, as a
matter of fact.

“1 sce nothing,” she =aid. “And
}'CIL'I._H
“Plain  as anything!” said the

unveracious Owl.  “You seo I've
learnad the trick of it from my uncle.”
“ Your uncle i
“¥Yes; he was a gipsy, you know, 1
—I mean my grand-uncle—that is, my
grandfather | ﬁq:-ing a gipsy—"



Zara laughed,

“Look herel I tell you I can jolly
well see it—it's as plain as my facel”
declared Bunter.

There was another of
laughter from Yara.

* As plain as that?” she asked.

“(Oh, really, you know ! said Bunter.,
“1 say, I tell you I see a gipsy with

littla trill

hair as black as the driven snow—I
mean, as white as the raven's wing—
that i1s—as white as black Look

here! Don’t you keep on laughing, you
koow, or yvou'll spoil the—the magio |
can jolly well tell you that 1f 1 make
certain signs, & whispering voice will
G :*FHIII ﬂfﬂl' ol

"Nonsense 1" said Zara. "I1i 1t were
true, I would be glad to hear .my
fathier's voice. It ia very long since I

F

by the dressing-rooms.

walk out, s0 I'm helping him ! "

have zscon him, and he cannot writa. It
would malke me happy to hear his voice
and know that he 1s well. DBut you can
do nothing—it 15 all nonsense !

“Just try it on, then!" declared
Bunter. * Listen |

Zars gave a scornful and mmpabient
ghrug of her graceful shoulders. She
did not belicve for a moment that
Bunter had anvy such powers. Hut the
vein of superstition in her nature made
her attention. She believed

rive in
magic powers in others, if not in
Bunter. 8o she was prepared to give

Bunter a =sporting
making hiz words good.

Wl will listen,"” she said. * And
hear Barengro speak my nama, 1
believe vou, and if nol, I will give
a box on the ear!"

“Oh orikey!™ ejaculated Bunter, in
alarm. *I—I—I say—"

‘‘Say nothing, but do as you have
hﬂﬂstﬂ{i lu E[lﬂ]]?ﬂd Hﬂrﬂ- :

The fat spoofer had really left him-

chance, as it were, of

if I
will
you
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** What are you up to, Samson ? "* asked Marco, as the

EVERY SATURDAY

self no retreat now. He waa awarao
that Zara, the gipsy, pretiy as she was,
had a temper. He had no doubt that
shie meant every word about the box on
the ear.

But the Greyviriars ventriloguist was
equal to the oocasion.

Ho proecceded to make “magie
passes ¥ with his fat hands over the
crystal, as he had seen eonjurers do at
entertainments. Zara watched him
with a scornful smile.

“Hark I"™ breathed Bunter,

" Nonsense | said Zara.

“He speaks!™ breathed Bunter.
“Harle I

Zara gave a start.

From somewhere, from empty space
as it seemed, came a low, whispering
voice. It whispered her pame:

g

** The boss doesn’t want him hanging aboul the circus enirance ! ' explained Samson.
“* Make him leggo, will you ? *

““ Urrggh ! " squeaked Bunter.

I

Lara 1™

The gipsy _;:;']rl sprang Lo lier feet, her
dark eves dilated.

St _]{:l.-{l'li round her in_m:m-,l_.:-nwht,
and did not see Bunter wink inte the
crystal.

No oneg was at hand, save the groom
I:nl-iing‘ the horse, and he was out of
whispering distance. Vor a long, long
moment darn stood 10 wonder. Then
she turned to Bunter.

“It 1s true!” she said. “I did net
l|]|"."I|l-!'l.'E }"I:}ll. 1 i !‘\I.'I['I'.I'ln'l I I}«[‘:I.Jl.l_"‘l-l_'!
you now! Yes, yes; 1t is true!”

“0Oh!" ejaculated Bunter. Bomehiow
or other, those words of trust gave the
fat Dwl a twinge in bis conscience—such
as it was|

Y Keep the erystal!” said Zara. I
give it to yvou! Another time, we will

read 1t togother. Many thanks to
you !"
; " UE: " gasped Bunter. “I—1 say,

13

With & smile and a nod, Zara turned
away, and went to the wailting horse.
Billy Bunter, with the nrgratu.;, in his
hand, stood blinking after her, through
his big spectacles.

“I-—1 say “ bho stammered.

But Zara was alrendy on the black
horse and riding out of the camp.

Billy Bunter blinked after the grace-
ful rider, blinked at the erystal in his
fat hand, and blinked after Zara again.

“Oh loy’ ! he mumbled.

The fat Owl was so accustomed to
trickery that he hardly realised the
unscrupulousness of 1t. But now, some-
how, thal realisation seemed to come
home to his fat mind. For onee, and
yrobably for the first time in his life,

illy Buuter was ntterly and thoroughly
ashamed of himsell,

strong man carried Bunter, wriggling and kicking, along the passage

““He won't

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Great Guglielmo !

ki HAT about the circus?™
w asked Dob Cherry.
WMight as well I agreed

Frank Nugent.

"We don’t want to run into Bunter !
grunted Johopny Bull,

“Well, no. But Bunler's gone. He
told Wharton days ago that he had been
sucked.”

Harry Wharlen nodded.

More than onee, while Muceohini's
Magnificent Cireus was al Wimford,

the party at Wharton Lodge had
thounght of paving it a visit. "Thev had
seen the show when 1t was near Greyv-
frionrs in the term: but 1t was worth
geeing again, and cirenges did not often
come te Winlord, and other entertain-
ments were few,

After that talk on the teleplione with
the fat Owl, Wharton naturally did got
(Canfinwed on pape 16.)

Toe Aacxer Lasmamy.—No. 1,485



16
RCUS T

o
A - a8 ll

o A

e Tl ——
i il

HAUNTED ¢

A
PR (. f&m
- "1:_""1 o Rlﬂl'llm

L Sl

(Continued from page 13.)

want to run inte him, if he was still
about, But the best part of & week had
elapsed since then, and nothing had
been heard of Bunter.

As he had been sacked, the matural
ill[EfL"llL’l" Wils tIILI.i III.'- WS M. TI:IH'
chumns of the Remove had learned that
Signor Muccolini nourished a deep and
bitter dislike for the fat junior; but
tl]‘r.'l'\' di!l I'H.'Ir..' Uf LI F S dIE‘ﬂ.]II ﬂ.r B ueas-
ing at the cause. Indeed, the fact that
the signor evidently loathed him, made
it secmm pretty certain that he was no
longer in the signor’s camp.

“Let's " said Harry, “It's a jolly
good show; aud I'd like to see that
queer tnerchant Tippity again”

“There was uniy one drawback—
Bunter ! grinmed Bob, “Now he's

beaten it.  They've got an afternoon
show to-dayv. Let's trot over.”
And early in the alternoon the

Famous Five walked out, and took the
road to Wimford. On several dead
walls that they passed were highly
colourcd posters advertising Mucco-
lini's Magnificent Cireus and Menagoerie.
Among the altractions listed; there was
no mention of “Bunto, the Boy Lions
Tamer.” It was clear that that turn
was no longer an item in the eircus
programme.

Anotlier item, however, was specified,
one of which the juniors liad not heard
of before., It was *QGuoglielmo and his
Magic Crystal.”

It did not occur to the juniors at the
momeont, that Guglielmo was the Italian
rendering of “William,” even if they
were aware of that circumstance. CUer-
tainly ib never crossed their minds for a
singlo instant that William George
Bunter was pulting up a turn in o
circus side-show with a magic crystal

“That's a new bil,” remarked Bob
Cherryv., Y“We never saw that when the
circus was near the school. We'll give
that a look-in."

“Bunkum, of course!” said Johnny
Bull,

“Of course, fathead—but it may be
enitertaining all the same. Guglielmo
sounds Ttalian; but 1 dave say his
name 18 Jones or Hobinson, Might as
well have a bob’s worth of his jolly old
magic.”

The juniors arrived at the circus
round, greeted by a blare of musie.
The civens performance was not vet on;
but the side-shows were open, and there
were a good many people from Wim-
ford, and the surrounding wvillages, in
the ficld.

The voice of Tippity Tip was heard,
inviting the publiec into his ventriloguial
show : and the ['-lﬂ.l.'.‘ll, ru{'ugnfﬁ;ng the
Greviriars fellows, waved his hand to

thein,

“Walk in, genta! Walk in and see
the most vonderful ventriloguial show
on earth—ligsien to Jane and John in
their wonderful aet, more natural than

lifo 1™

“The cstecmed naturalness must he
terrifie " grinmed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.
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The Famous Five were rather curious
to sce Guglielmo and his Magie Crystal,
as that was & new item; but they
vielded to the blandishments of Mr.

g Lip, and entered the ventriloquial side-

show,  Having duly paid their two-
pences, and listened to the dialogue of

& Jane and John, the talking dolls, how-

ever, they lely the tent, and looked
round for the quarters of Guglielmo.
Bignor Muccolini, moving among the
side-shows in his shining silk-hat and
gleaming eyeglass, gave them a stare.
The jJuniors gave him o smile in
return, They had had a little trouble
with the eircus-master: but as they had
rescued him afterwards from the hands
of the footpad, they hardly expected
him to be nursing a grudge.

The signor, at all events, did not
want to make himself unpicaznnt to
members of the public visiting hia
cireus,  The involuntary scowl faded
from his swarthy face and he showed
fuis teeth through his bushy black mous-
tiuthr. in a smile, and bestowed a nod on
Len,

Thus encouraged, Bob Cherry stopped
to ask for directions.

“Good-afterncon, signor!” he said
cheerfully. “I say, we've come chiefly
to see a special show—vou can tell us
where to find it.”

"'8Si, si!” said the signor amiably.
“What is it you wish to see

“Guglielmo—" began Bob.

He broke off in surprise, as the black
scowl weturned to the signor's face,
blacker than before.

“Quel furfante !” snarled the signor.
“Quel sciocco! Pah ™

He turned on his heel and stalked
away, leaving the Greyiriars fellows
sfariug.

S What the dickens iz the matter with
him!” asked Bab, in wonder. “He
doesn’t scem In his bonniest temper,
does he *™

“Looks as if he deesn’t like that
chiip Guglielmo, whoever he is!” said
Tharry \ﬁhurtnn. laughing. “1 don't
know what a furfante 1s, but I imagine
i's something rather unpleasant, in
Italian. Tet's ask somebody else.”

And the juniors asked somebody
else, and received information, and,
mal;mg their way through the erowd,
arrived at the quarters of Guglielmo.

They stopped before a eanvas strue-
ture, outside which was a notice stating
that Guglielmo could be tound within,
That notice was painted on a strip of
stretched.. eanvas on & frame, appar-
ently by the great Guglielmo himself—
and, judging by the spelling, the great
Guglielmo had a limited koowledgo of
English orthegraphy. Indeed, the
spelling reminded the Famous Five of

illy Bunter, of the Greyfriars Remove:

“NOTIS!

THE GRATE CGUCLIELAMO
AND HIS MAGGIC KRYSTAL!
KUM IN AND SEE THE FUTURE
AND HEER THE VOYCES OF
ABBSENT FRENDS!”

The juniors gazed at that “notis™

with grinnimg faces.
If the Great Guglielmo’s knowledge
of magic equalled hia km}wledge of

gpelling, he was evidently "some
magician !”
“What a rotten spoofer!”™ grunted

Johnnmy Bull
friends—that's
usnpal

“We'll put him to the jolly old test "
grinned Bob., “What about azking him
for news of Bunter 7™

“Let's 1™ said Harry, laughing,

Wharton put his head into the tent.

“The voices of absent
a bigger spoof than

It was ralber dusky within. The
interior was hung with highly coloured
draperies. A single figure sat at a
little table, on which lay a large,
circular crystal.

Wharton glanced rather curiously at

Guglielimo, his comrades locking in
over his shoulders. They saw a figure
in a long beard, with long black

moustache, and long black hair falling
over lis shoulders. A black robe con-
cealed the rest of him.

Beard, moustache, and hair almost
hid the face; but what could be seen
of it was start!:ngly white—evidently, at
a seeond Flun{:ﬂ. due to make-up. A
big pair of spectacles were perched on
@ stubby little nose.

Gugliclmo loocked very sombre, and
a little imposing. Hiz age, on his
looks, might have been anvthing from
forty to seventy.

As the iunim‘a looked in from the
bright sunlight into the dusky tent, the
bearded face turned towards them, and
a sudden glimmer shot inta the eyes
behind the stpectuclem

They could almost have fancied that
the (reat Guglielmo recognised them
and knew them well by sight. But
that, of course, was impossible! They,
at all events, had never even heard of
Gu%m]mu before that day.

There was no one in the tent but
Guglielmo. He did not seem to be get-
ting a rush of custom that afternoon.

“May we come in?”’ asked Harry
politely.

“EnterI" said Guglielmo, in a deep
bass voice, in keeping with his grim,
sombre aspect. “All are welcome who
desire to read the future! The charge
is half-s-crown to hear the voice: of
absent friends,”

“Worth more than that, if gennine,”
grinned Bob.

“One client at a time, please !” said
Guglielmo. “You may take your turn
first, boy, as you are in the position
of a leader.”

Harry Wharton staried. The Co.
looked at the magician very curiously.
How he had picked cut Wharton as the
leader of the party wes rather myste-
rious to them.

“How do you make that out, Mp.
Guglielmo " asked Harry.

“It i3 in the magie orystal,”
answered the magician.  “All things
are wriiten there for my eyes to read.
At your school you are captain of a
Form.”

“My hat!’

"Is not
Gugliclmo,

“¥Yes, 1t's quite correct,” said Harry
Wharton frankly. “ But I'm blessed if 1
know how you know anything about
£ 1 b

“] read it in the crystal!” said
Guglielmo, with dignity. “Lay a pieca
of silver on the table, and I will read
all vou desire to know.”

Harey Wharton laid a half-crown on
the table. An arm in a long sleeve
whipped out, and the “ piece of silver”
disappeared at once.

Then the bearded face was bent over
the erystal, gazing intently into its
glimmering depths.

The Co. stood silent, watching. They
could not help being a little impressad.

They did not, of course, believe that
there was anything in erystal-gazing.
As a “lark ” it was all very waﬁ; but
obviously there could be nothing in it.
Yet they could not help being im-
presied by the knowledge shown by
Guglhelmo, How had he known that
Wharton was captain of hiz Form at
school? Trickery, of course, wasa

boomed

that correct "



part of tha business; but it was diffienlt
to think of any trickery that woull
account for this

Wharton locked into the erystal. He
eaw nothing there but a silvery
glimmer. Apparently  the  Great
LGughelmo saw more than that.,  His
volce rumbled :

"I see a school—a large school!
There aro many boysl Among them 1
s¢o you! They call your name! 1
catch the namel JT§ 153 Wharion.”

Harry gave a start, and his comrades
stared blankly, How did the magician
know that his name was Wharton?
Had he, through the canvas of the
tent, heard the juniors speaking among
themselves ?

“Go on!"" said Harry,

“1 seo him clearly,” said Guglielmo,
his eyves and spectacles fixed on the
magic crystal, “Ah! His faee flushes
with rage! Ha bas a bad. hasty,
violent temper! }le quarreis with all
his friends one after another, and he is
always in the wrong "

Harry's face flushed erimson.

The Co. could only stave.

The description of tho captain of the
Roemove was distinctly unpleasant. Yet
there was, undoubtedly, a grain of
truth at the bottom of it. It was thus
that Whartony might, ait least, have
been represented by one who did not
like him.

“He has a very close chum,” went on
Gugliclmo, still gazing in the crystal—
“a good-tempered boy—very good-
tempered and pastient—who bears with
his violent temper, but cannot always
avold quarrelling with hm."”

Nugent eoloured uncomfortably.

Apain the deseription was true to a
certain extent, It was Jisagreecably
exaggerated, but there was truth 1 1t.

Wharton compressed his lips.
*That’s enough ! he said cnrtly.

And he stepped back.

L

Guglielmo loocked wup from the
crystal.
“¥cu are offended!” he said. ot |

I ean only say what

cannot help it!
! The crystal can-

gea In the erystal
not he

Wharton made no answer 4o that
There was sulficient truth n what tho
bearded mapician stated to make him
foe! extremely puzzled and uncomifort-
able. The Co., equally discomfited,
gtood silent.

“Yeou fellows taking a turn?" asked
Harry curtly.

“Well, we may as well go through
it 1" said Bob.

He laid a half-crown on the table,
which disappeared at once under the
cleak. And the Great Uu_g]ju_-lnm bent
his gonzo on tke crystal again.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Magie !
ﬁ;‘\ﬂlﬂ' WHARTON & CO. etood

watehing the top of the
magician’s head, as it was bent
over the crystal.

The head was almost completely

hidden by the mass of thick iul;u*],: hair,
which they could see was a wip.
Guglielmeo, in private life, probably
looxcd  very different—how  different,

the chums of Greylviars were very far
from gucssing,
“What do wvou
boomied Gueliclmo.
evarything.
“"Well, let'a begin with the jally old
past !’ said Bob. "Tell me whether
Vin at the same school as Wharton.2

iR

desirea to know?
1 “The crystal tella
I'ho past or the future ™
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Gugliclmo scanned the erystal with
deep intentness,

"You are his schoolfellow ¥ he
rumbled. " You are in the same Form |
For a short time, on oneo cccasion. you
took his place as captain of that Form.
It iz called the Remove.”

Bob jumped almost clear of the
ground.
“That's true!” he gasped “How

the dooce——"
The magician rumbled on:

“You came to the school later than
Wharton. At first you were not friends.
In the erystal I sce g schoolboy fight,

¥

Yes—you are fghting | Wharton is
beaten |™

The junior: looked at one ancther.
There wcere incidents that all the
members of the Co. preferred to for.
get. Their friendship, loyal as it was,
had been chequered; thera had been
trouble at times, No member of the
Famous Five liked being reminded of
those episodes. 8till, they could hardly
complain of what Guglieltho saw in the
erystal ! Ancd if ho did not see it in

the erystal, how did he know!
“Cut that out, please!” said Dob,

(Continued on nexi page.)
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haired poet.

(1)
He has no hair on top—Iinstead,
He wears it on his face,
As though the hair upen his head
Had slipped down out of place !
The fungus now has sprouted out
Upon his upper lip;
He carries a2 moustache about
To grace his mastership !

(3)

As Master ol the Second Form,
His life's not free {rom e¢are,

But though his temper’'s eolien warm,
He cannot tear his hair.

And though he often groans beneath
His burden, his regret

Is that he dare noti grind his feeth
(They're such a costly set) !

(B)

1 spoke to Twigg, while on the pitch.
Dicky Nugeni faced the ball.

And he slashed out at the first one, which
He didn’t hit at all.

But, as he swung his windmill bat,
A baill fell on the ground.

Then came a mighty roar of ** ZAT? ™
From every man around.

(8)

** Come, come, Twigg, come !
wasout I ™
Thus Wiggins, as he came,
** He hit his wicket, thera's no doubt !
Come, come, Twlg?, play the game ! **
** 1 say, not out, sir 1 ** Twigg replied,
His feaiures turning red.
**1 say he was, sir ! ™ Wiggins cried.
**1 thought so, too ! "" 1 5aid.

The boy

wrong,

This stopped

Writing verses is just like shelling peas to cur [ong-
Mext in his series of Interviews comes

EUSEBIUS TWIGG, M.A.,

master of the Second Form,

()
The Second Form was balling when
I entered in the fray.
Uninterested Third Form men
Were on the QNeld of play.
Two minor fights were taking place
At square leg and long on,
And Twigg, with boredom in his [ace,
Was wishing he were gone.

(10)

The arzument waxed hot and sfrong;
The fight waxed strong and hot.
For Wiggins said that Twigg was

And Twigz said he was not,
Dicky Nugent, on the other hand,
Was “*out,”" and off he went,

Upon a canvas stretcher, and
the argument !

INTERVIEWS

(2)

His Oxford accent’s very chaoice.
We love to hear him speak ;

Not, mind you, for his golden voiee,
Eut for his funny squeak !

Though lengihways he Is lairly short,
Across he's fairly big ;

And, adding he's a decent sort,
You have a skeich of Twigg !

(4)

1 went to sea him, and I found
His study cold and bare.

1 wandered (o the cricket ground
And saw my vietim there ;

As umpire in the vital game
0l Second versus Third,

He did not find his job was tame,
For irouble oft oceurred.

(T)
And Twigg replied at once = ** Not out ! ™
I disagreed with that,
The Third at once began to shout :
** He hit it with his bat ! "*
And Twigg, who'd not seen whal oecurred,

Replled : “*Not out, I say !
Then Wiggins, Master of the Third,
Came striding up our way.

(8)
Meanwhile, with Insulis,
sereams ;
Wiith howls ol pure delight ;
Tha Second and the Third Form {cams
Commenced a glorious fight.
The umpires argued with their tongues,
The teams with [(ists and feet,
And mere spectators swelled their lungs
In adding to the treat.

yells and




rather hastily. “That's enough of the
jollv old past—too much, in fact1”

“I'he too-muchfulness 1s terrifie!"
murmured Hurrce Jamset Ram 8Singh.

“1 can tell only what I read in the
crvetal I” esid Guglielmo stolidly. *If
is it not true, you may say so. I
M{“‘-—_'—"J :

“SBwitch on the [uture!” said Bob
hurriedly.  “What's going to happen
when 1 go back to school !

“I sce a football field !
hlue-and-white. The other
yellow-and-black.”

“That's Highcliffe 1" muttered Baob.
“It's our match with Higheliffe. My
hat! What's my place in the bluc-and-
white team ?” ; :

“In the half-way line—on the right
wing."” \

The juniors gazed at Guglielmo,
stupeficd. Unless this was magie, how
did he know that Bob Cherry played
right-half, in the Remnove Eleven, in the
winter game ! ,

“YWharton is also in blue and white,”
went on Guglielmo, gazing into the
crvstal. “He takes the centre of the
front line” _ »

“(Contre-forward; that's right,” said
Boh. “This beats me! I'd never have
believed there was anything in it. But
who wing the matech? Tell us that.”

The magician gazed silently at the
ervstal as if watching the progress of a
scene pictured there; he spoke at last.

“Yellow and black win, Blue and
white are beaten to the wide.”

“QOh, rotten!” said Bob.

“Gammon |” said Johnny Bull,

“The gammonfulness is terrific.”

The black-bearded face was lifted,
and the magician gave the juniore a
haughty stare through his big l?ﬁﬂtl-l’.'ll‘."&.

“Well, that's a half-crown’s worth,
anyhow,” said Bob, stepping back. “I'm
not ang to believe the last bit—not
till Highcliffe walk over us, anvhow,
You going on, Franky ?"

“Yes, rather ! said Nugent. “I'm on
the absent friends stunt!  Cheap at
half-a-crown if there's anything in it.”

The juniors chuckled, The Great
[;thEInm had astonished them by what
he had apparently read in the erystal,
but they certainly did not believe for
ong moment that he could make absent
voices audible,

" A piece of silver, please,” said Gug-
liclmo. He seemed rather particular
ebout that.

Nugent handed over a half-crown.

“I want to hear about a chap named
Bunter,” he said.

The magician started,

“B-B-B-Bunfer ! he stultered,

“Yes: a chap at our school. 1 dare
say vou've scen him. as he was with this
circus until last week.”

“I know him not. I came to the
circus this week, I have scen nothing
of anvono of that name.”

“Well, see if you can see him in tho
crystal,” grinned Nugent.

Gugliclmo’s black, hairy head was
beut again; his decp voice rumbled :

“1 see a handsome boy—up-standing,
aililetie, brave as a lion—"

“Off-side I" said Nugent. “That's not
Bunter; nothing at all like him "

“No fear!” said DBob. *“Bunter's
short and fat and flabby, and has a little
pug nose with speos stuck on it.”
L‘rufhrlglm breathed hard.

“That is what I sce!"™ he snapped.

“Then vou dont see Bunter ! said
Nugur. *“But, loock here, we're rather

Tou play in
tcam is in

1t.
enrions to know whal's become of him
sinee he was sacked from here. Let lis
jully old absent voice speak., Sce?”

“Be it f0!” rumbled Gugliclmo,

He lifted a hand.
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“Hark !” _

The juniors listened. That thev were
going to hear the voice of Billy Bunter
not one of them beheved for a moment.
They only wondered how Guglielmo was
going to get out of it.

“1 say, you fellows—"
well-known voice.

The Famous Five fairly bounded.

Fat and familiar, the voice of Billy

squenked a

Buntcr came to their cars. They stared
round, thunderstruck,

“ Bunter !” gasped Harry Wharton
blankly.

“The esleemed and  ridieulous
Bunter!"” gasped the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

“Where the dickens iz he 1" exclaimed
Johnny Bull. *“The fat bounder must
be hidden in this tent somewhereo !"

“Where are you, Bunter!” stuttered
Frank Nugent.

“I'm staying with Mauly at Maule-
verer Towers,” came back the fat
squeak, “I'm having a ripping time.
Don’t vou fellows wish you were here,
too, instead of staying with that ass
Wharton and his old hunks of an
unecle ¥

Wharton set his lips.

“That’'s Bunter's voice,” he said;
“and that means that the fat rotter is
hidden out of eight in this tent some-
where,”

“0f—of course it does.” said Bob, but
his tone was hesitating and doubtful.
Unless Bunter was under the black-
draped table, there was nowhere within
the tent where he could have been
hidden.

“He's under the table !" said Johnny
Bull, pfter o stare round "the tent.
“It's a triek, of eourse ™

“Have you no faith in the art of the
magician ' demanded Gugliclmo in his
decp bass voice.

“Not much !”" said Johnny Bull. “No
such ass!  Mind if I leok under the
table for the fat frog that's hidden
”ZIEI"B!"

“ Look I” boomed the magician,

“You—yon don't mind 77 stammered
Johnny, taken aback.

“Look” repeated the magician
sternly.

Johuny Bull litted the drapery that
covered the table; all the juniors stared
underneath.

Guglielmo’s knees, draped in black,
could be seen there; merely that and
nothing more. In utter amazement
Johnny let the black cover fall again.
Bunter was not there,

“The fat bounder’s about some-
where !¥ said Harry Wharton. *“ You
remember he's a fatheaded wventrilo-

guist ; he's just outside all the time——"

“8Bticking outside and grinning at
us 1" gmwﬁu:! Johnny Bull. “I'H jolly
well cateh him at it—and jolly well
thump him, too! Come on !”

Nothing doubting that they had
guessed the solution of strange
mystery, the Famous I'ive rushed out of
the m.gmmn’u tent. Bunter, they had
no doubt, was parked outside, making
his voice heard through the canvas.
And they were prepared to kigk him
from one end of Muccolini’s Circus to
the other as a reward for his trickery.

Guglielmo grinned aftér them as they
rushed out. And from the Great Gug-
liclmo came a fat chuckle that miggl:
have cnlightened the Famous Five had

they been still inside the tent.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Trouble Behind the Scenes !
B]LL‘E’ BUNTER grinned under

the black beard and the black
monstache.

The fal magician had quite

cijoyed his interview with the Famous

Five, Moreover, they were his firsb
customers, and he had bagged three
half-orowns.  Sitting in the tent, he
listened to the wvoices that sounded
loudly and wrathfully through the
canvas from outside.  There the in-
censed juniors were hunting Bunter,
little dreaming that William George
Bunter and the Great Guglielmo were
one and the same person,

“Where's that fat spoofer "

“He can't have got away "

“He's not here "

“Where the dickens—"

“T'll jolly well burst him——"

“ Where the thum

“He, ha he!” chuckled the Great
Eugliejmn as he listened. That Bunter-
hunt amused him hugely.

Harry Wharton & Co. had not the
slightest doubt that Bunter was at hand
and in league with the hlnck-bcu.rr!cci
magician; otherwise, it looked like
magic—and they were not likely to
believe in magic. They hunted for him
round the tent. They were not likely to
find him,

“He's el”

“The gonefulness is terrific.”

“ Blessed if I see how he can have got
away so gumk{; I" came Bob Cherry’s
voice, “ Bunter's no sprinter.”

“Well, it must have been Bunter,"
said Harry Wharton. “I suppose we're
not going to believe that a circus
magician can produce absent voices.”

“Well, no, But it's jolly queer.”
“The queerfulness is preposterous.”
here was a blare of drums and

fent.
wl 1” said Harry.

trumpets from the bi
“(Oh, bother the fat

“We can kick him another time. The
show's beginning. Come on!”
Billy Bunter heard the footsteps die

away outside his tent. The Famous
Five, leaving the mystery unsolved, had
gonae off to the big circus tent, towards
which a swarming crowd was now
proceeding.

"“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter,

Three half-crowns was not bad for a
beginning, cspecially as the fat Owl had
been absolutely “stony ™ ever since he
had rejoined the circus. The chums of
the Remove had started the ball rollin
for Bunter, the magicien, and he hope
that there were more to follow.,

But perhaps the counter-attraction of
the circus was toc slrong. At any rate,
nobody came to Glﬁ}ielmn’: tent.
Buunter blinked out of the doorway and
saw no one at hand; not a single eye
was turned on his “ notis.”” He grunted
and proceeded to divest himself of his
flowing black garments, his beard and
moustache and wig, and to wash off the
gErease-paint.

Signor Muccolini, much against his
will, had allowed the fat junior to
borrow those fixings from the property
van, He was not in a position to refuse
& request from Bunter. His only conso-
lation was the thought of what was
going to happen to Bunter when the [at
junior fell in with Mr, Jimmy Gupggs.

Billy Bunter rolled out of the
magician's tent 1 his ovwn proper
person. By that time Harry Wharton
& Co. were packed among the audience
in the big tent, and bad no eyes for

im.

Buuter rolled along to the staff
entrance.

Zara was in the rin;r riding her black
horse, leaping gracefullv over ribbons
and through *“banners.,” Billy Dunter
fixed his eves and his spectacles on the
gipsy eirl,

I'he dark-eyed Zara had made a good
impression on Bunter,

Several titnes they had gazed into the
erystal together, but there had been uo
more voices from afar. Bomehow or



y "’1 i ‘;"'

' .
M 2
d T

I
R

A -

e

=
o

Her dark eyes flashing, the Queen of the Ring rode to the rescue of Billy Bunter, lashing out with her ridi
lashed fairly across the tramp’s shoulders, and Jimmy Gug
Bunter sat up and blinked d

other, Billy Bunter felt ashamed of hia
trickery when Zara was its object,

”“. WS |'.urepnmd to “epool " anybody
else in the wide world, but he wasz not
going to spoof Zara any more. Indeed,
several times he had felt an urge to
confesa to that spool. 'That impulse,
however, was restrained by the ecer-
tainty that Zara would have boxed his
[at ears had she lrarped the truth.

As he stood blinking at the graeeful
equestrienne, Bignor Muccolini, who
had been out of the ring to see to some
detail of the next turn, came back and
pushed him angrily aside from behind.

“Get out of the way, fat fool ™
snapped the signor,

Bunter blinked round at him wrath-
fully.

“Bhan’'t!” he retorted.

The signar's black eyes glittered at
him.

“What are you doing herc? You arc
not in the ghow! o away at once!
Youn are not wanted, standing about here
in the way.”

“1'll stand where I jolly well please
tnapped Bunter. ““And 1 don't want
any lip, either, sce?”

Signor  Muccolini  almost choked.
Three or four of the circus company
were standing by, ready to go on, and
they exchanged curious looks as the fat
junior answered Mucky in that extra-
ordinary way.

“511:111111' shift him, ba=?” asked
Tippity Tip.
‘blmllrr blinked at Tippity,

“You shut up!™ he =aid, “I've told
you that I dan't want any cheek from
clowns 1™

Signor Muceolini =tamped into the
ring without answering Tippity.

“Jf I was you, Tippitv,” remarked
RBamson, tha strong man, "“1'd smack

that young sweep's head till he learned
bettey manners, ™

EVERY SATURDAY

staggered, yelling.

“Well, the boss says he ain't to be
"andled,” said Mr. Tip. “Blow me 1f 1
know why! But that's what he says.”

“T'd handle him fast enough!”
growled "“Samson,

“"You'd jolly well get sacked if you
did !" snecred Bunter.

Samson looked at him.

“The boss told you to go away,” he
said. “You going!”

“No, I'm jolly well not!” retorted
Bunter.

“Then I'll help you ! said the strong
man.

He grasped Bunter by the back of his
collar and lifted him off his feet. There
wWas a :ipfut.l['ring }’E“ from the fat Owl.

“Ow! Leggo, you beast] Urrgh!®

Samson undoubtedly was a_strong
man, as the circus bills notified the
publie, for he swung Billy Bunter clear
of the ground with ecase. There was a
chuckle as he carried the fat junior
away, his fat little legs kicking wildly
in the air.

“Ow! Leggol
shricked Bunter.

“It's outside for you!l” grinned the
strong man. “Mucky don’t want you
Lhanging about tho ring.”

“Urrgh! Blow Mucky! Leggo! 1

sa merggh ™
i:l:_]F:.r ]f;.mlr.-r wriggled and kicked.

Unheeding hiz wriggles and kickings,
the strong man carried him along the
passage by the dressing-roome, with the
intention of pitching him out of the
tent on his fat neck.

Marco's Jdoor was open, and the lion-
tamer could be seen there, getting
veady [or his turn with the lions in the
ring, Marco stared out at the strong
man as he passed with Bunter,

"What are you up to, Bamson?” he
ejaculated.

“The boss doesn’t want him hanging
about the entrance,” explained Hamson,

Will you leggo!”

19

ng-whip. The whip
** Strike me pink ! he gasped. Billy

y at the startling scene.

“He won't walk out, so I'in helping
him.*

“Urrggh! Make him
you?" squoaked Bunter,

Marco shook his head and laughed.
Like all the circus company, he wes
mystified by the amount of *“‘cheek ™
that the ltalian tolerated from Bunter.
His opinion was that it was high time
that the fat junior had a lesson on that
subject.

“Make him leggo!” yelled Bunter.
“Will you put me down, you beast ?”

“I'll put youn down if you'll walk "

leggo, will

grinned Samson.

“Urrggh| I=I'l walk!” gazped
Banter.

Samson set him on his feet, The fat

junior gurgled for breath, The strong
man pointed along the passage.

“ (et going 1” he boomed,

“ Beast 1

“ All right; I'l earry you, if vou Like.”

Sameson stretched out his hand to
Bunter's collar again. As he did =0, a
sharp voice wvapped from Alarco's
dressing-room.

"“"Stop that, Bamson!
once, or I'll come out to you I

The strong man dropped his hand in
amazement. Hospun round towards ihe
open doorway he had just passed.

“*Yon gpone barimy, Marco?" he stut-
tered, *‘Uome out to me, will yvou? By
um, you ean come out as soun as you
|ke.tlnud I'll dust up the pas:zoge with
you !’

“Hold your =illy tonguc

“What 7" roared Samson.

He ructhod back to Marco's door.
Billy Bunter gave a breathless chuckle.
The enraged sirong man had quite for-
gotten him for the moment.

Samson glared in at Marco's door.
Marco turned from his looking-glass, a
stick of grease-paint in Lkis hand, and
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starcd at him, surprised by the wrath
in the strong man's face.

“Come out!” roared Samson.

“Wha-at!" ejaculated the lion-tamer.

“I'm waiting for you! You eaid
;.'uu’l:] come out to me! Well, come out,
and see what you'll get!” bellowed
Samson,

“[I saic I'd come out !"" gasped Marco,
in astonishment. “I pever said a word |
What the dickens do you mean 7"

“¥You said you'd come out to mel”
roarcd Samson

nl dldlfl; !u

“You did! You—-"

“You're dreaming ! 1 never—"

“Didn't I hear you?” roared Samson.

“You must have heard somebody alse
if you heard anybody! I tell you I
never——" :

“Think I don't know your voice ™

“Oh, doo't be a fool! I tell you I
never—""

“Well, if you like to tell liez about it,
leave 1t at that!” snorted the strong
man, and he turned away from the
door. .

“Put your nose in my door again, and
T'H pull it for youl” came the voice o
the lion-tamcer promptly from the Grey-
friars ventriloguist.

Samson spun round again. He rushed
back to Mareo's door, and this time he

rushed in. His face was red with
wratl.

“Pull it!" he bellowed.

“What:"

“Here it is, pull it!” The strong

man thrust his red face close to Marco's
astonished one. " Pull it!"”

“Pull what?" stuttered Marco.

““You said you'd Enﬂ my nose—""

“T didn't!” shrieked Marco.

“Well, whether you did or not, I'll
pull yours!” roared the strong man,
and he huiled himself at Marco.

f edge of
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next moment there was a din of terrifio
scuffling from the lion-tamer's dressing-
room.

Billy Bunter, grinning, rolled back to
the ring entrance. . His idea was that
Samson was going to be too busy for a
time to bother about him. B wos
right, for by the time Samson and
Marco had finished with one snother,
both had quite forgotten the existence
of the fat Owl,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Talking Donkey !
L HURRY up ! snarled Signor

Muccolin.
Tippity Tip breathed hard
through his nose, but made
no answer. The signor was in the worst
of tempers, and Tippity knew the
reason. The reason was close at hand—
with a grin on its fat face|

It was like Mucky, when he was in a
temper, to take it out of the nearest
vietim. So Mr. Tip was gelting the acid
his tongue.
riggles, the elastic man, was on
tying I f into all sorts of weird
knots, to the great entertainment of the
people in front. Mr. Tippity Tip was
to follow his turn, riding into the ring
mounted on his donkey, Neddy, with his
face to the tail—a sight that never failed
to rouse & laugh from the audience. The
signor came out scowling, taking no
notice of Bunter, and yapping at Mr,
Tip, who was standing ready with
Edward, the donkey.

“All ready, bess!” said Tippity
mildly, restraining his ntrangh desire to
tell the bullying Italian what he thought
of him.

And as Wriggles finished, to &
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of applause, Mr, Tip jum on the
donkey and started in. Perhaps it was
by accident that Edward bumped
against Billy Bunter in passing; perhaps
it was not.

At all events, ho did bump against
Billy Bunter, and bumped h and the
fat Owl tottered back and sat down.

“Ow! You cheeky beast!” roared
Bunter, scrambling up and glaring after
the clown as he rode into the ring.

Mr. Tip. with his face to Edward’s
tail, grinned back at him. Billy
Puntar shook a fat fist at the grinning
ace,

The signor followed Tippity into the
ring. He cracked his ring-master’s whip,
and the donkey careered round the tan,
T:pjtltj turning a series of somersaul
landing lightly in the sawdust, an
leaping on the donkey’s back again.
Billy Bunter watched from the ring
entrance, with a frowning, fat brow.

Tippity brought Edward to a halt.
His next item was a conversation with
Edward, in which Tippity introduced
his ventriloguism.

Bunter watched him, with lofty dis-
dain. Mr. Tip’s ventriloguism was, in
i:omnt. of fact, no great shakes, and the
at Owl of Greyfriars could have ven-
triloquised his head off. Tippity's art,
such as it was, was aequir y con-
stant practice, while with Bunter, it
uemmf to be a weird gift of nature.

Tippity, who was a better conjurer
than wventriloguist, grn-duc:d a carrot
from the hl.cqﬂ of Bignor Muccolim’s
neck, and held it out to Edward.
Edward dived for it at once, but Mr.
Tip drew it back. ; T

Not yet, Neddy!” =aid Tippity.
“Not till you've talked to the ladies and
gentlemen 1p front.™ .

“Does your donkey talk, Mr. Tip®"
nsked the ring-master. :

“Talk! I should say he does talk!™
answered Mr. Tip.

“What does he talk like?®?”

“Like a member of parliament!”
said Mr. Tip.

“Why does he talk like a member of
parliament

“Because he's an ass!”

At which there was a chortle from the
" people in front.”

“Well, let the ladies and gentlemen
hear him talk!” said the ring-master.

“Now, Edward, hold your head up,
and make your speech!” said Mr. Tip.
“Give the ladies and tgunt]nmen a

imen of oratery in the House of
mimons."
Edward lifted up his head and

brayed.
“ Heee-haw ! :
“Ha, ha, ha!” from the audience.

“Good, very good!” said Mr. Tip.
“Couldn’t be better. Now tell us what
Mr. Gladstone said in 18651

“ Hee-haw [

“Can your donkey say
else 1" asked the ring-master.

“Can he? 1 should think he can!”
answered Mr. Tip. “ You offer him this
carrot, and see what he will say."

Signor Muccolini took the carrot froin
the clown, and held it out to Edward
It was now Mr. Tip's cue to weigh ia
with a ventriloguial squeak, making the
donkey say, *Give it to Tippity; he's a
bigger asa than [ am.”

ut before Mr. Tip could get going,
voice proceeded, or at least scomed to
proceed, from Edward, utiering quite a
different remark.

“Eat that yourself,

Tippity Tip almost

Signor Muccolini’s
flushed with rage,

From the audience came a roar of
laughter and applause. = '

“By gum.” said Bob Cherry, " that's

ansthing

vou old ass!”
fell down.

swarthy [ace



jolly goed venlriloquism! That clown
can do the trick, and no mistake.”

“The dago doesn’t look pleased!”
grinned Johnny Bull.

“ Well, he jolly well ought to be,” said
Bob. "Ho's ippi

1 ol & ripping ventriloquist
in that man Tip!  Blossod if it didn't
seem just like the moke speaking.”

The Greyfriars fellowe, like the rest
of the audience, supposed that it was
the circus ventriloquist making the
denkey speak. Edward's braying had
been his own voice; but a remark like
this, of course, had to be ventriloquism.
Signor Muccolini, naturally, bad Lhe
SAMSe IMProssion.

“Fool!” he brcathed, under lhis
breath. " You dare to make fun of me
in the ring—fool and rascal !*

It was the ring-master’s business to
take part 12 the back-chat in the ring;
but he had no relish for jokes at his
expense. Tippily Tip, as a rule, wos
very carcful on that point. Now ke
seomed to have forgotten his wusual
caution. Tho signor, remembering that
a swarm of eyes were upon him, strove
to control his anger; but his black eyes
glittered at the amazed elown

But Edward was not finished yeot.

“Eat it, you dago donkey !” came the
voice fram Edward.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the audience.
“I'm dreaming this!" stuttered Tip-
pity Tip. “If I ain’t dreaming i,
what's it mean i”

" Fool—rascal—{urfante ! hissed the
signor. “ You dare—"

“1 never—" gasped Mr. Tip, help-
lessly, *“I nover—"'

“What do you give for the dye en
your jnoustache I* asked Edward. “Do
ou usa the same dye on your ncek? It

ooks as if you do.

“11a, ha, hal”

That was too much for the signor. Hoe
q,"'m?“i his whip, and jumped at

ippity Tip.
'Ef-.lgre, Emlc out ! i:gl]ud Tippity, as
the ecircus-master’s whip curled round
his legs. *““What are you at? 1
novoer——"

“Take that, and that, and that I

"Oh, bholy pokers! BStep it!” yelled
Tippity, dﬂdﬁlnﬂ and ju:lgliu: wildly.
“Kecp off, blow youl h, my eyo!
Oh. scigsors! Yarooooh !

Tippity Tip fled franticully round the
ring. After him flew the signor, lash-
ing out with the whip. Edward stared
at them, and lifted up his voice again:

“Hee-haw [”

“ Ha, ha, ha |” roared the audience.

“Oh seciscors! . Oh crikey !” howled
Mr. Tip, as he fled. The andience were
taking this 28 part of the entertainment,
but it was no entartainment to the un-
fortunate Mr. Tip. The signor, raging
behind hun, laid it on bhard and fast

Whack, whack, wheck !

“Yarocop | Keep off!

*1{a, ha, hal”

Tippity dived frantically for the exit,
and bounded out. Bill guutar grinned
at him as he passed. Roars of laughter
followed him from the ring. But Mr.
Tiﬁ was not f{eceling disposed to laugh.

e tottered away, in a state of amaze-
ment, fcr[ini as if ilﬁiu head was turning
round. In the dressing-room passage he
met Marco—who was frowning, and
dabbing a reddened nose with a hand-
kerchict. :

** Marco | gasped Tii:rpitr. “This 'ere
eircus 18 haunted ! 'va told you so
afore, and I tell you agin—it’s haunted.”

“Don't be an ass | grunted Marco,

“What's the matter with your nose ?™

“That fool Samson——-"

*You ain't been rowing with Sam1”
exclaimed Tippity.

“The silly 1diot thought I was saying
things to him—goodness knows wﬁy—
and started a scrap !” growled Marca.

Yooo-hoop |
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“Look at the nose I've got to show the
people in front !”
o s as If Brutus had been chewing

it!” said Mr. Tip l}'.]l‘.lplth_ﬂtinl-"‘f. “He
thought cl:.--::nnm was saying things, did he?
And old Mucky thought my donkey

Edward was sayin thjnqs in the ring !
And the other day nﬁg es was rowing
with Eln}:‘beﬂnumuh& thought S8am was
saying things. arco,
here circus is haunted—haunted by a
voice |[*
“RotI"” grunted Marco. :
. “Haunted by a voice |” said Mr. Yip
impressively. “I tell you, old man, tnias
"ere circus is haunted by a voice.”
Which seemed the only possible ex.
lanation to Mr. Tip; l,hnuih Billy
unter, had be chosen, could have put
him wise,

= -8

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Trapped !

1 IGNORINO 1® . .
s “0Oh, don't bother !" said Dilly
Bunter, over a fat shoulder.

It was the following morning,
and Billy Bunter was standing looking
after Zara, the Queen of the Ring, who
was riding out of the circus camp on her
black steed. Many glanccs, besides
Bunter’s, were turned on the graceful
gipsy girl, as she rode away.

Signor Mueccolini tapped Bunter con
the ﬁuulder as he spoke, but the fat
Owl did not heed him. His eyes, and
spectacles, remained fixed on  Zara,
with a rapt gaze, till the graceful rider
disappeared across green meadows,
Then he blinked round at the Italian.

“Well?” he grunted.

Rather to his surprise, Mucky seomed
to be 1n a temper that morning.
He had addressed Bunter as “sig-
noring,” which was unusually lite.
And he did not seem to resent the fat
Owl's cheeky, off-hand manner.

“I wish to send a message,” said the
signor. “Perhaps you will take it for
me, signorino, to the inn at Woodhurxt.”

“I'm not a messenger-boy!” said
Bunter loftily. “Find somebody else!”

“There is no one, at the moment,
whom I can send !" explained the tignor,
“It is urgent. There is a man who Las
an appointment with me at the inn, and
I cannot get away this morning.”

“Why, it's three or four miles, and
there's no railway, either ! said Bunter
warmly. Bunter was well acquainied
with the country in the neighbourhood
of Wharton Lodge. “Think I can walk
three or four miles?” :

“1f you will oblige me, signorino——""

Bunter grunted, ¥

His was not a very obliging nature.
And he did not like Signor Muceolini.
But had the signor been his dearcst pal,
Bunter would not have felt ﬂiupum: Lo
oblige him to the extent of walking
three or four milea on a warm
surmmer's morning.

“1t is urgent that the message should
be taken!” said the signor. *“I1 will
pay you for the serviee, signorine.”

Billy DBunter's fat bLrow cleared a
little,

The previous day he had made the
SuIm seven-and-sixpence ' in his rew
line as Gugliclmo the Crystal-gazer.

But there were refreshments to be had
at the Maguificent Circus, and thoza
threo half-crowns had gone, ono after
mnother, in the purchase of sticky
comestibles.  The fat Owl was onece
more iu his usual stony state. Lle
blinked at the minur thoughtfully.
“How much " he asked.
“1 will give you half-a-crown——"
“(h, don't be funny !” said Bunter.
“Well, fiva shillings—" -
“Keep it !"” said Bunter.

old man, this Th
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“It is urgent that the message should
be taken,” said Signor ewiini, 1
will give you temn shillings to take it,
Bun]ffr." "

“Now you're talking!™ said Buntler
cheerfully, “Trot it out! 1 don't mind
obliging you, Mucky.”

Signor Mucecolini took an envelope
from his pocket. Bunter blinked at it.
ere was no name or address on it.
_"Take that to Woodburst,” said the
signor. “Ask for Mr. Brown, who will
be there waiting for me, and give him
the lettor.”

“All right!”

. Bunter slipped the envelope carelessly
into his pocket. More carefully he
stowed away a ten-shilling note.

A walk of three or four miles, acro:s
lonely pasture country, appealed to
Bunter not at all. But eash was cash,
and he was badly in want of that useful
article. e rolled cheerfully enough out
of the circus camp.

Signor Muccolini watched him go,
with » sardonic grin on his swarthy face.

If all went well with the plans the
cunning Italian had laid, he was goin
to be treubled no more by that fat an
fatuous youth. After Jimmy Guges had
done with him, Billy Bunter would not
be in a state to carry on at the cireus.

Little dreaming of the treachery in
the swarthy signor's mind, Billy Bunter
rolled away over the meadows. That
was the way Zara had ridden on her
black horse, and the fat Owl kept an
eye uﬁn for the Queen of the ?i.ing_
; ;;1 the gipsy rider was long out of
sight.

After about a mile, Billy Bunter for-

t all about Zara, charming as she was,

1s fat little legs were growing tired.

He plugged on, more slowly, for
another mile, and then sat down to rest.
Having rested, fanned himself with his
straw hat, and swaited flies, the [at
junior heaved himself to his feet again
and plugged onward.

Betors him now lay a wide extent of
hilly heath, which had to be crossed to
reach the village of Woodhurst. Here
and there wool g backs could be seen of
feeding sheep; but there was no human
being in sight, and not even the smoke
to be seen of any building.

Across the heath the %ﬂﬂtplﬂi was
plainly marked, and Bunter could ot
mmiss 1t. He had, indeed, followed it
before, when staying at Wharton Lodge
in the holidays. It was an extremely
lonely quarter; but it mever occurred
to DBunter that the signer had any
nhﬁct in despatching him on that lonely
path.

Ahecad of him, at a distance, a single
tall tree rose by the fpotpath—the only
tree for some distance.  Dunter panted
and grunted on towards it, with the idea
of taking another rest in the grateful
shade of its branches.

Ile passed out of the glare of the
sununer sunshine into the grateful green
shade, and stopped and mopped his per-
spiring brow.

“Blow it, it's hotI” grumbled Bunter,

“*i's the word 1" said a veice.

The fat junior stared round. He had
not noticed a man under the tree. The
man, however, had noticed Bunter, and
had taken care to keep screcned by the
trunk as the f[at junior came along.
Now heo stepped out inte view, with
an unpleasant grin on his stubbly face.

“Oh erikey !” gasped Bunter.

Ho blinked in great alarm at Jimmy
Cuggs. He had forgotten the tramp
who had robbed him mn the wood near
Wimford a week ago He was un-
pleasantly reminded of him now,

“Gotcher " remarked Mr. Guggs.

Bil&ﬂ Bunter backed away from him.

He Macgyer Lisnany.—No. 1,485,
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In taking that tong walk, he had
thought of the heat, and the flies, and
the fatigue; but he had not dreamed
of danger. Now he quite forgot heat,
and flies, and fatigue, and concentrated

on danger.
“J—~I—I say, you keep off 1" he
g:t_sqmi[. “ J—I haven't got any money 1™
" Who wanls your money 1" asked Mr.

UgEs.

“Qh 1" gasped Bunter. He had natur-
ally supposed that the tramp did!
“Wha-at do you want, then?”

Guggs 1wirfl:d a stick in hiz hand.

“Youl” he answered grimly.

Bunter, his alarm increasing, backed
farther away. The ruflian followed him
up, stick in hand.

“ [—1 say——" stammered Bunter. “I
-] say—" >

“You '"it me in the eve !” said Guggs.
“I dessay you remember that you 'it me
in the eye! Well, now I'm going to
take it out of you—see "

Bunter blinked at him in sheer terror.
“Wha-at—what are you going to do?”

he gasped.

“E\’nllfup vou !” said Jimmy Guggs.
“I'm %mng to walluﬂp you black-and-
blue. That's what! Got that?”

Billy Bunter ¢ast a wild look round

. Heo was trapped; thero: was mno
help—no hope of help on the wide and
lonely heath, With a gazp of terror he
jumped back, turned, and ran in the
direction from which he had come.

Guggs rushed after him.

He fully expected to grasp the fat
junior's shoulder under a minute. Dut
terror seemed to lend Bunter wings.
He unded along the footpath at a
terrific burst of speed. After him tore
the footpad, panting.

For a hundred yards Billy Bunter
kept up the wild race. Then be had to
slack down, gasping and panting.
Closer came the footsteps of the trnmf.
and a hand touched his neck. E
grasped and held.

In sheer desperation Bunter kicked
out behind.

There was a fearful yell from Guggs
as he got that kick on the shin e
hopped with pain,

nfortunately, as he hnpped, he
retained his grasp on Bunter's collar.
The fat junior wrenched in vain to free
himsolf,

“Ow! Yow | Wow! Oh! Ow |” howled
Cuggs.

“Help !” shrieked Bunter.

“Ow | Ogooch! Ow "

“Help, help!”

A swing of Guggs' arm, and the fat
junior went down in the grass,

He {elle{! wildl?' as ho sprawled and
struggled frantica i{ But the grip on
his fat neck pinned him down and the
stick in the tramp's hand descended
upon him with savage force. And as it
descended, Billy Bunter's wild yells
WPLIlm the echoes of the heath far and
wide.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Zara to the Rescue !

ALLOY | Gallop!
G The thudding of hoofs en the

thick grass did not reach the
cars of either Billy Bunter or
the Irunﬂl.
Billy Bunter was yelling at the top
of his voice, wriggling and struggling
wildly. Jimmy uliga spluttered oaths
and velps, with a fearful pain in his
sliin where Bunter’s heel had hacked.
Both of them were too busy and too
noisy to hear or heed the soft thudding
of hoofs in the grass on the heath till 1t
CAMme very near,
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Zara, the Queen of the Ring, urged on
the black horse to a gallop. The gipsy
glr]. cantering honieward across the

eath after a long ride, came in sight
of Bunter as the tramp overtook him
and threw him down.

For & moment Zara stared at the
distant scene in amazement; then she
gave her horse the whip, and galloped
towards the spot.

Billy Bunter, since the Queen of the
Ring's dark eyes had made so decp an
impression on his fat heart, had some-
times fancied himself in a romantic
role, displaying dauntless coura and
rescuing Zara [rom all sorts of dangers.
But he had never pictured such a scenc
the other way about! That, however,
was how it ceme to poss.

The hapless fat junior was sprawling
and howling, with Guggs' grip on the
back of his neck, and G ' stick
demelzﬂdinhg on hli:‘n. J:ind EI-II;E, er dark
cyes flashing, her riding-whip grip
in her hand, rode to the rescue. Hg
black horse’'s hoofs scemed hardly to
touch the earth as the gipsy girl
galloped up.

The stick had descended, onee, twice;
and it was up again for another brutal
blow when the galloping hoofs, close at
hand now, caught the ruffian’s ear.

Cuggs poused ,and locked over his

For Next Saturidoy

“THE RASCAL OF
THE REMOVE!”

Anolher great cover-to-cover story
of the further exciting adtentures
of Billy Bunter at Muccolini's Circus,
and the holiday escapades of Harry
Wharton & Co. and Peter Hazeldene,
the rascal of the Remove,
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shoulder—to see the
thundering down on him. ¢

“8Btrike me pink!” gasped Jimmy
Guggs.

He jumped away {rom Bunter,
leaving him sprawling and howling. As
he did so, Zara reached him, and lashed
out with the riding-whip.

It lashed [airly across the tramp's
shoulders, and J:mmg Eurga stag-
gered, yelling. The rider followed him
u%, lashing again and sgain, the riding-
whip ringing on Guggs like a succes-
sion of pistol-shots. Spitting out breath-
less oaths, the ruffian dodged, and struck
with his cudgel at the horse and rider.

Billy Bunter sat u[l:.

He sct his spectacles straight on his
fat, little nose, and blinked dizzily at
tha startling ecene.

“0Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.

Now was a chance for Billy Bunter
to display that dauntless courage of
his, and rush to the rescuc. Instead of
which, he sat gasping and spluttering,
winded to the wide.

Luckily Zara did not need his aid,

She reined the big black horse round
aon the tramp, ,and rode him down.
Jimmy CGuggs strove-to dodge, but he
¢trove in vaim. The bluck horse
crashed into him, and sent him sprawl-
ing in the grass,

“Oh erumbs !" gasped Bunter, as he
watched.

Zara's eres flashed down at the
sprawling tramp.

CGuggs velled and howled with appre-
hension close by the trampling hoofs.
His stick had flewn from his hand, his
battered hat from his head, and bhe
wriggled in the grass in dire terror of
the lashing hoofs almost upon him.

black horse

howled Jimmy Ongga

I say, you 'old on! Tl 'ook it—on
my davy, I'll "eck it! [Kecep that
'orse 0! Strike me pink and bluel
Keop him off |

*Go!” snapped Zara contcmptuously,

Jimmy QCGugge, in his carcer as a
tramp, footpad, and pilferer, had often
had to run; but he had mever cnvis
lged himself running from a mere girl
Now, however, he did, and he ran as
hard as he had ever run with a pelice-
constable behind him. He scrambled
up, and bolted at top speed. Hatless,
stickless, and with more pains and
aches dislributed over him than he
could have counted, Mr. Guggs started
for the horizon as fast as he could go.

“Oh jiminy |” gasped Bunter,

Ha staggered to his fect.

He blinked at Zara.

He was saved. What would have
happened to him had not the_gipsy
E:l appeared on the scene, Bunter

rdly dared to think. The two swipes
he had eaptured from Jimmy Gugge’
stick told what the rest would have
been like had the ruffian been given
time to deliver the goods.

“Oh J,ur' I gasped Bunter. *“I—I1-—I
.  —

Zara smiled down at him.

“Are you hurt?"’ she asked.

“Oh, yes—mal Oh lor'l 1—I1 say,
that becast was pitching into me|"
gasped Bunter. “0Oh crikey !”

“You are safe now,” Hﬂii Zara cons
golingly. ““He is gone.”

Bunter blinked after the tramp.
Jimmy Guggs, going strong, was van-
ishing in the far distance.

The fat Owl pulled himself together.
The ‘danger was over, and 1n the
absence of danger Bunter's courage
revived.

v Old on!”

“If—if he comes back—" ha
stuttered.

Zara laughed.

“He will not come back. I would

have trampled him with my horse if

he had not gone. He does not look

like coming back, does he?”

. i'l;—lﬂﬂm:_n. iit;._“ hﬂhiii]litlt.m Ibat:k. l'g
olly well give him a g!"” gespe
unter. “He—he took me by sur-
rise, u know. I—I <ould have
ndled him all right—""

A silvery laugh camo from Zara. As
the Queen of the Ring, had first sighted
him running at full speed from the
tramp, she found the fat junior's state-
ment rather amusing.

“Let him come back, that's sll!"
said Bunter waliantly. "'I'd jolly well
show him, 1 can tell youl” )

“Well, he will not come back," =aid
Zara, laughing. “If you think you
can take care of yourself—"

“Yes, rather!” said Bunter.

“Then I will ride on.”

“ODh!” gasped DBunter., *'I—I—I
say, d-d-don't ride on, Miss Zara. I—
1—-;]1 thHlk I'd better keep with you,
m'.l ——

_“]I think you hbad,” smiled the gipsy
girl.

“I—I mean to—to protect you, in
—in case that beast turns up again!'
gasped Dunter,

“I will walk the korse until you are
safe,” said Zara, smiling. “Are you
going back to the circus?”

“¥Yes; I jolly well am !” said Bunter,
“Mucky wanted me to take a messago
to Woodhurst, but I'm jollg well not
going to take it mow. That beast
might turn up sgain. He owes me a

grudge. Not that I'm alrsid of him,
vou know. [ could handle him all
right. DBut—but—"

“"Come on|" said Zara,
Bhe rode the black horse at a walk,
and Billy Bunter plodded by her side.
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“Ow! Goaway!

lipped over backwards into il,

Fvery now and then he blinked round
uncasily through his big spectacles.
But the footpad was not seen again.
If he was walching from a distance,
he did not care to show up while the
fat junmior was in Zara's company.

‘I'he heath was left behind at last,
In o lane with farmhouses in sight,
Zara gave the Owl of the Remove a
nod.

“You are salo now,’ o |
will ride on.”

And the black horzo shot away.

Rilly Bonter had more than a mile
yet to walk. He was fatigued and
perspiring, and, of course, hungry.

Hea blinked at a sign dizsplayed by a
wayside bumlding :

“LUNCIIES AND TEAS.™

* she said.

Luniches and teas had a strong appeal
for Bunter, 1t was nol yel dmner-
time, and he bad amplo' tune to get
back to the circus for dinner. DBut it
was moro than a mile to walk, and he
wag tired in all s fat limbs. lie
was getting hungry, and the thought
of lunch made him hungrier.

Jara vanished 1m thoe distance. DBut
Bunter was not gazing alter Zara;
he was gazing at that cnticing sign.

Bunter was feeling ns if he eould
have disposcl of two or three lunches,
followeed by three or four Leas. He
was strongly tempied.

On the other hand, lunches and teas
had 1o be paid for. And Billy Dunter

was stony, execpling for the teu-
shilling note Signor  Muecoling  had
riven him for toking that message 1o
Waodhurst.

Bunter hesitated.

Bunter was  honest—at  leacst, e
firmly believed that he was. As he

had not, after all, delivered the signor's
letter to Me. Drown at the n at

Keep off ! ** howled Tippity Tip wildly.
made an attempt to get further away from Bunter, forgeiting that the trough was behind him.
‘““ He, he, he !** chortled the fat Greylriars junior.
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Splash !

Woodhurst, he fully intended to return
that ten-shilling note to Muuk,];.

But Jlunches and teas ad an
irresistible appeal. Bunter hesitated,
atid he who hesitates 1s lost.

Irresistibly he was drawn towards
those lunches and teas. Almost before
he realised it he was sitting down, and
a2 walter was taking his order.

His idea was to tako just a snack
while he rested. Somchow or other
that snack was prolonged into a feed
to the exact valne of ten shillings.

Bunter sat and gobbled.

With ten shillings' worth of relfresh-
ments, Liguid and solid, parked in his
vapacious interior, Billy Bunter was in
need of another rest. And there was
no hurry to return to the circus. Even
Bunter was net keen on dinner now,
Ho rolled away, selected a comfortable
spot in the shade of "a haystack, and
closed his eyes behind his speelacles.

[Te slept, and - he snored. Had
Jimmy (Guggs beoen, anywhoro in the
ofling, that rolling rumble from the
shady side of the haystack might have
guided him to his victim. Fortumately
for DBunter, Jimmy Guggs was far
RWBY.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
Caught Napping !

H UST tho placei”* sand’ Job
Cherry.

“Just 1" agreed Frunk
Nugont.

I'he two juniors were following a
footpalh aeross 1he ficlds. ' Frank
Nugent had a skotch-book and colour-
box under his arm., Bob Chorry had
a “Iobiday Awnmual™  They stopped
and looked at a tall haystack,

Ilarry Wharton had gone on a visik
with his uncle that aflternoon, Johuny
Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

“ I know you ain’t real-—but keep off ! **
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The circus clown
He remembered it as he

sclected tennis as an occupation. Frank
Nugent, who did watcr-colours, 1ook
his sketch-book for a walk, and Bah
went with him, taking his “ Holiday
Annual.” Now a suitable sgut had been
found far skeiching, with the additioual
nd'-'nptngn of a shady place for Roh
to sit down amd read the * Helulay
Annual,” while Frank dabbed watee-
colours.

Leaving the footpath, the twe juniors
crossed towards the haystack.

“1lalle, hallo, halla!” ejaculated
Bob suddenly. “What's that row?
Might be a bull in the ficld, We den's
want to run into him.”

“That's not a bull—sounds more like
s soorc,” said Nugent, as he liztened
to the deep rumbling sound that camo
round the haystack.

“Bome hiker taking a snooze;'’ sanil
Baob.

“There he is,”’ remarked Nuagent, as
they came round the stack, and sightcd
n recumbent figure in the loose hay ai

ils fonk.
“Great pip!"” DBob Cherry siared af
the snoring ,_al[.;-..-;-p{-r, * Bunter

“ Bunter !” exclaimed Nugont.

“The fat villain! T jolly well knew
he wasn't far away!” exelaimed Daoiw
“Tt was Buater played that teick on
ns aid the cirens yesterday—1 jolly wel!
know that! I knew be hado't goue.™

They slood gaziog ol Bunler. It mas ©
William George Dunter, as large gx lifo
—preof that he was not far away framn
Muceanlini'a Civena, The Oul aof 1he
Remove lay hall buried in hay, his oyes
shut, and his mouth open, as {fasi
ngleep ag he had ever been in the
Remove dormitory at Greyfriars,

“We owe him a kicking,” said Bob.
“T'd jolly well have kicked him if
I'd caught him oulside Ungliclnie™
lent yesterday ! Hallo, hallo. halle,
Bunter! Wake up and be kicked ™

Tuz Macyer Lipnany.—No. 1,485,
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“Wake up, porpoise !'" roared Bob.

Snoro !

It was not casv to wake Bunter
when he was asleep.  Bob Cherry's
roar might have awakened Rip Van
Winkle, but it produced no effect what-
over on William Geeorge Bunter. He
snored on regardless,

“Some sleeper ! grinned Bob, He

roarcd again: “Dunter!  Bunty!
Bunt! I'm waiting to kick you, old
fat man! Wake up! Dunter!™

Snore !

*Oh, my hat!”

Snore !

Frank Nugent chuckled, sat down on
his camp-stool, and ujﬂzned his skeich-
book and eolour-box. Bob Cherry stood
razing at the sleeping beauty. Ho
lcaned over Bunler, wilh the intention
of taking his little fat nose between
finger and thumb—which would have
awakencd even Billy Bunter!

But another idea came into Bob's play-
ful mind, and he drew back, without
awakening the fat Owl :

“Lend me that eolour-box, I'ranky,”
he said.

“What for, fatheadi" i

“I'll do some painting while you do
some sketching,”™ said Bob. “We awe
Bunter one ! ﬁ don't want to kick hum,
though he's asked for it,. but he japed
us westerday, and we’ll jape him to-day,
sen?l He's asking for it.”

“Go it 1" said Nugent.

Bab went it. 4

Leaning over the sIm::mei fat Owl,
he procecded to paint. Billy Bunter

unted as the brush touched his face.

ut he showed no sign of awakening.
He grunted and snored on. :

Bob Cherry was not mnuch of an artist.
His chief idea, in painting, was to lay
on paint. He laid plenty on Bunter's
fat faco, ¢

“Oh erumbs!” murmured Nugent, as
the right side of Billy Bunter’s fat face
was painted a brilliant ultramarine
blue. **Ha, ha, ha!* A

“That’s only a beginning 1r gaid Bob
cheerfully., “ Bunter's going to surprise
them when he gets back to the circus.
He gave us a surprise }*mti{:-rdaj}f—-uuw
he's going to surprisc everybody.”

Bunter certainly looked surprising
enaugh when the othor side of his faco
was painted a bright vermilion red.

But the cheer ob was not finished
vet, He painted the little fat nose dead
black. Then he put two circles in
Chinese white rTound the oyes and
spectacles, giving DBunler an eoxira-
ordinary appearance of having two
pairs of spectacles on, Then the fat
cars wore painted bright green.

“Think that will do, Franky¥"” asked
Bab, surveyving his handiwork with con-
siderable satisfaction,

“Oh erikey! T should think
gasped Nugent, ¢

“A fow white spots, perhaps,” said
Bab thoughtfully,

“Hn, ha, ha!”

A few white spots were added to
Runter's blue and rod checks, Lhe final
offect was really extraordinary,

Having completed this work of art,
Bob Cherry sat down with his back to
the havstack to read his " Holida
Annual,” while Frank Nugent sketched.
Billy Bunter snored happily on,

It was about an hour later that the
snore was changed into a yawn, and the
Owl of the Remove awoke, refreshed
by his nap.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw !"* vawned Buntor,

He sat up and blinked at the two
juniors. They looked at him, grinning.

untor blinked at them in surprise,

“I sav, vou fellows, how did you pot
kere?” he cjaculated.
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“Walked I”" answered Bob cheerfully.

“You silly ass!| I mean, what are you
doing here!” grunted Bunter,

“Franky's sketching, and I've been
pamting,” answered lfuh.

“You painting?” grinned
“¥You couldn't paint a fencel
you know about painting,'’

He rose to his fect. The afternoon
sunshine  gleamed onm his highly
decorated visuge, and the two juniors
gave a vell

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Dlessed if I can see anything to
cacklo at!" said Bunter, staring at

Bunter.
Fat lot

them. “‘What are you cackling at, I'd
like to know? That's a rotten sketch,
:‘;ugcnt,“

“Thanks."

“You can't draw. As for Bob paimnt-
ing—he, he, he! 1I'd like to know what
vou've painted.”

“I've painted an owl,” answered Bob.

“Jolly queer-looking owl, I fancy, if
you've painted it I* jeored Bunter,

“Right on the wicket,” agreed Dob.
“It's a jolly queer-looking owl=—no mis-
tuke about that 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yellod Nugent.

“It would be!" said Bunter. “I say,
where are the other rotters? Tell
Wharton, [rom me, that I was only
pulling his lexr on the telephone the
other day., I'm getting on l!nu at the
circus—a regular star! I wouldn't be
found dead at his rotten show, How you
fellows etand him, I'm blessed if I know
—any more than I know how he stands
vou !

And with that Billy
Bunter rolled away.

The two juniors gazed after him as
he rolled away to the lane. Utterly
unconscious of the decorations on his
fat face, Billy Bunter was starting on
his homeward way to the circus.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob. "I say,
think it's rather too thick, Franky, to
let him trot about like that?™ Bob's
kind heart smote him. “J=I think I'll
ﬁim him the tip, after all! I say,

unter | Hold onl*
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Bunter threw that answer over a fab
shoulder without taking the trouble to
turn his head, He rolled on towards a
gap in the Ledge.

“Stop 1" shouted Bob, “I say—"

“Shan't I”

“T tell you—"? roarcd Bob.

“GGo and cat coke!”

“Bunter, you ass! 1 tol] you—-"

Bunter did not troublo to reply again.
With his fat haelk t]iﬁ:]ﬂ.iufu]liy turned
on the two juniors, he relled through
the gap in tho hedge into the lane, and
disappeared. Bob Cherry gave it up.

valediction,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Tip Sees Things!

[ UCKY'S in a good {emper
M lf;-da;.- .!" remarked Mr. Tip-
pity Tip.
FChange
assented Wriggles,

Signor Muccolinl was smiling.

Standing in front of Guglielmo's tent,
the :‘il;;nm' was looking at the “notis ™
posted outside by the fat magician.
That notice, certainly, was ewough to
make the signor smlfe—lt was, indeed,
cnough to make a cat laugh.

But the signor had worn a perpetunal
smile ever since Billy Bunter had
rolled out of the eircus camp that morn-
ing. Not oneo had he bullyragged any
of tho circus hands: not a sin ﬁ*. sneer-
ing or disagrecable remark had he made
to any of the circus eompany.

It was a relief to Mre. “Lip, who had
rather dreaded to hear more about the
strapge affair of Edward in the ring.

for him!”

In his new good-humour, the siznor
scemed to have forgotten that episode.
He grinned at Guglielmo's “notis ”
with a flash of white teeth through his
bushy black moustache, The signor’s
belief was that the Great Guglielmo had
made his last appearance in the side-
shows at the Magnificent Clireus.

He was done with Bunter—the incubus
was lifted! Bunter, when Jimmy
Guggs had done with him, would be in
no state for earrying on at the oireus.
It had been easy enocugh to entrap the
fal fool, tho signor told himaelfp con-
templuously., Certainly, the fat Owl of
Greyfriars had very little chance in a
contest of cunning with the unscrupulous
Italian.

Muccolini  turned away [rom the
magician’s “notis * as Zara rode into
the camp, and raised his hat 1o 1he

ipsy girl, with another flash of teeth.
Zara gave him s nod in passing, but
did not stop to speak. Like most of the
circus company, she had no great liking
for the swaggering signor. But she, too,
noticed that he seemed in an unusually
good humour that morning,

In his mind's eye the Italian was
Iﬂllawin%‘_ Bunter—on his loncly way
ACT 054 oodhurst Heath, where the
hired ruffian was waiting and watching
to “beat him up.” By this time it must
be over—the signor had mo doubt of
that! He pictured the wreteched fat
Owl, alter Guggs had dome with him,
crawling dismally away, or lying bruised
and beaten, waiting for help from some
chance passer-by,

There was nothing to connect the
circus-master with what had happened.
Even Bunter had no suspicion of him.
\What became of the fat schoolboy, the
signor cared nothing., He was clear of
him now, and that was enough. After
that beating Bunter would have too
mucih to think about to worry about
what he had scen of the signor and his
camecra at Wapshot Air Camp. Whether
he was taken to his home or taken to
a hospital mattered nothing, The circus
had geen the last of him,

If the signor had any doubts, they
wero aeltlﬂﬁ at dinner time. Never,
since Bunter had joined the Magnificent
Circus, had he missed a meal. But he
did not turn up to feed that day, and
Tippity Tip and & good many others
remarked on his absence.

The signor made no remark on the
subject, but he grinned. After his lunch
he strolled cut inte the lane by which
Bunter had gone, and scanned the
horizon for Bunter. There was no sign
of the fat junior returning.

Fat and lazy as Bunter was, he had
had time, by now, to make the trip to
Woodhurst twice over. There could he
no further doubt—in the signor's mind !
Cuges had done his work, and that was
that!

I'or some time he stood watching the
dusty distance. ‘Then, grinmng, he
strolled back into the camp, It was an
immense relief to him to have got rid
of the schoolbay who knew—or partly
knew—his sccret, and the method he
had used caused no twinge of remorse in
his hard heart.

In that wunuswal moeod, the signor
astonished Mr. Tip by speaking to him
guite genially and presenting him with
a cigar. Lighting another for himself,
he swaggered away into Wimford, te
put in a couple of hours in the billiards-
room al the IFlowing Dowl

Tippity Tip stared after him as he
went. Then he stared at the cigar in
his fingers. Then he stared aflter the
gignor again.

“My "at!” said Tippity.
summer ‘at! Wriggles, old man—

“1allo 1” eaid Wriggles.

Ay only

1]



“Mucky's given me a cigar ™
= Wlmt_'s the matter with it1” asked
the elastie man.

“That's what beats me,” answered
AMr. Ir].1 Y. “There ain't nothing the
matter uuh ik \.Huats COMe Over

Mucky, Wrig? He anT.. hLlll}iﬂg“"Hl
l.nyh::uh all day! Now he’s given me
a cigar | My 'at ! Ile'll Le giving me a
rise in salary next!™

“1 don't think "' grinned Wriggles.

“He's burked about something,” =aid
Tippity. “Let's hope it'll last! T tell
you, Wrig, this 15 the first day since 1
joined the cireus that l.' am't wanted to
punch his greasy phiz |’

Mr. Tip lighted his unexpected cigar,
and smoked the seme with satisfaction.
l:*mh:q% that unaceus mmmi Havana
made Tippity dry, or perhaps it was the
hot weather, or porhaps it was merely
the thirst with which Mr. Tip was very
frequently afHicted: at all eventz, Alr.
Tip took a little walk down the lane
that led towards Woodhurst Heath, and
dropped in at the wayside inn there.

That wayside mn was only Llen
minutes' walk from the circus camp—
which was very convenient for a4 man
who was thirsty so often as Mr. Tip.

Mr. Tip had sampled the ale there
many bimes, and found ik geoad. Now
ha ﬂumiﬂml it again, and still found 1t

cod. Indeed, he found it =0 good that
o continued to sample it, and his
samples were extensive,

The result was that, when Alr. Tip

stepped out again, HL had a fishy eye
and an uncertain step. 'There was a
horse-trough n front of the inn, and
Mr. Tip paused, to regard it with a
surprised ilhh}f eye. When he went in,
there had been only one !mlqr-tmugh
th.'l'_']:"': A1) |'||.-"il ]--"1 GAarme Ol 1'..1:| II['l kWY
two—which naturally 31.:1']-?1..1:'1.] him.

EVERY SATURDAY

He did not at the moment attribute
this to the strength of the ale he had
sampled mside. He had to pass that
trough to get back into the Eam‘ and
finding two in his way rather puzzled
Tippity.

sarefully avoiding the one that wasn’t
thﬂm j Mr. Tip bumped into the one
lhul, ‘-'H'-Eﬁ,, annd suddenly =sat down.

“My eyel” said Mr. Tip. “You've
been n.n::] gone and done it ag'in, Tip-
pity ! That's what you've been and
rone and done—yon've been and gone
and done it! After all the pledges
you've signed, you've been and gone
and done it ™

Mr. Tip rosa to his feet verv ecare-
fully, Ho roalisod that he had sampled
that excellent ale not wisely, but too
well, and that care was necessary.
indecd,

-'ﬁrL.I‘_‘f carefull T Ippity
walked round iﬂ trnugh, and got
safely into the lane, Then he stood
transfixed.

His eyes fixed, In amazement and
horror, on a strange and startling
object in the lane. It was coming

towards him.

Tippity rubbed his eyes, and looked

again. The strange ubjut was still
Lhere, Tippity’'s eyes alnost started
from his head.

“'Elp 1" moaned Tippity. e 01
seeing things! Go awuy! Oh, go
away! I'll never touch another drop!

S'long’s I live, I'll never push another
one back! “Elp!l”

He waved the dreadiul vision away
But the dreadfnl wision came on. It
had a face such as Mr. Tip had never
ggen before 1n his wildest dreams,

One side of it was bright blue; the
other side a bright red. 'The nose was
black; tha ears green. There werae
white circles round the eves, and white
spots on the blue-and-red checks.
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It was no wonder that Mr. Tip was
startled, The dread figure that drew
Priam’s eurtaing at dead of might was
not so siartling as Billy Buuier in hie
decorated state.

“Keep cnlf' " howled Mr. Tip wile i"'u
“Go away! 1 know you min't real, but
keep off ! Not another llrup—m:b

another drop! S'elp me! Pure water
for me from this day on | Keep off 1™
Billy Bunter glared at hin.

“You silly 1ot ! What's the matter
with you?” he bawled.
Bunter wis cross,
and annoyed.

Ha h: ul} passed few people in the lane
on his Wiy back to tﬂ* circus, but the
few he had passed bad given him extra-
ordinary attention.

A farmer’s boy had jumped clear of
the ground and bolted through the
hedge at the sight of him, Cottage
doors had been slammed as he appeared
in view. A carter had eut at hun with
his whip. A cyelist had nearly fallen
off hLis machine, and then pedalled
away franticully, e= if Heeing from &
lunatie. Now, as he <drew near the
circus, he came on Mr. Tip, who waved
himm off wildly s if he had been a
grisly spectre. It was enough to puzzle
and annoy any fcllow,

Ho was puzzled

“"Keep off | moaned Tipnity.
“D-d-don’t touch me! 1 swear I
never push ona back ag'in—not one !

Not a dirop—'
“Look here!” bawled Bunter.
3> F]]] 1" moancd My, Tip.
”Whm da you mean " yelled Bunter.
You know me, I suppnsn )

* Last time,” II:]HEI.I:II"{I Tippity, * it was
blackbeetles! This ‘ere 18 worse !
Never another drop—never ™

He backed away from Bunter. He

(Continucd on nexd paye.)
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backed till ho backed against the
trough, and could back no farther,
With both hands he waved Bunter off.
Ilec had not the remotest i1dea it was
Dunter. The [at Owl's nearest and
dearest relative could not have recog-
nised him in his prosont state. Tippity
vaved and uun-.a.]i_\ as the horror glarcd

at him, :
“What's the matter? shricked
DBunter
“Ow!l Go away! Keep off !”

Mr. Tip made an ailempt to back
farther away, forgetting that the trough
was behind him. e remembered it as
he tipped over backwards into it

Splash !

“Ha, he, he !" chortled Bunter,

And, leavinz Tippity Tip splashing
wildly in the horse-trough, the decorated
Owl reolled on his way towards the
QLI CUus,

— == o=

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Astonishes the Matives !

(14 00Kk ocout——"
“What—"
L “Who 44

“*Look I
“Great Scott'! What—"
Billy Bunter was mpre and more

astonished, and more and more annoyed.
A roar of voices greeted him as he
arrived in the cireus camp. Btartled
faces stared at hini on all sides,

He blinked round through his big
spectacles in angry amazement,

Zara was standing by her van, talk-
ing to Marco. Al sight of Bunter she
uttered a shrick, flew inle the van, and
slamimed the door.

“Who is it 1" yelled Wriggles. * What
s ik

“An  eseaped  lunatic 1"
Samson. “ Look ount!”

"You silly idiots!” shricked Bunter.
“What's the matter?”

Marco stared at him. He stared as
if he could hardly believe his eyes at
the extraordinary sight. He strode

gasped

e T
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towards Bunter, and grasped him by a
fat shoulder,

“Who are vou?!” he rapped,

“Who—who am 11" stutterad Runter.
“Don’t vou know who 1 am, you silly
idiot? Lepgro my shoulder, blow you !”

The voice was tamuliar if the face was
not. Bo was the circumiercnce.

“Is—is—is it DBunter! gasped the
lion-tamer blankly.

“IHaven't yvou seen me often enough 7
howled Bunter. “ Wharrer you mean?
Are vou blind or silly ¥ I suppose you
know me again "'

“Are vou mad?” gasped Marco.

“You cheeky wdiot! Wharrer you
mean ¥

“If you're not mad. what have you
done it for?” roared Marco.

“IBhr—what have 1 done? What the
dickens are yvou driving at " spluttered
Bunter. * Frery silly 1dict 1've passed
has been staring. just like all these silly
idiots here, and you, you silly idiot!
What——"

“Neo wonder, if vou've been goin
about with a faco like that!” gaspe
Marco. “Mecan to say that you've been
showing a face like that on the public
roads 7™

“My face!” stuttered Bunte:.

“Yes, your [age—"

“You checky dummy! What's the
matter with my- face 7" yapped DBunter
indignantly. “It's better-locking than
vours, and chanece it! Wharrer you
mean

“Mad as a 'atter!™ said Wriggles.
"A face like that would make ‘em
‘Eump in the ring! But to take it out

or & walk—"

“You let my face alone!" roared
Bunter., * What about your own ugly
mu%? Do vou call that a face!"

“Don’t you know what your face
looks like ?" gasped Marco, It dawned
on him that the fat junior was uncon-
seious of his decoration, though how he
could have acquircd that startling com-
plexion unknowingly was n mystery.

“Eh—of eourse do!®  snorted
Bunter. “1 suppose I've scen it often
enough. Do you know what yours looks

L]
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“You younz ass!” howled Marco.
"Don’t vou know that your face 1s
painted ™

L i . X L1

Pip-pip-painted !

[ 11

A pumpkin that’s been trodden

03, you young lunatie ™

“Oh, don't be a silly ass!” snapped
Bunter. “How ecould my face be
painted? Don't talk rot !

“Mad as a 'atter ! repeated Wriggles.
“He's painted hiz face, and don't know
that he's done 181"

“I haven't I” hooted Bunter. _

“Then how did your face get like
that {" roared Marco,

*Like what?" shrieked Bunter.

“He don't knmow |” pasped Samson,
“He's been walking sbout with a face
like that, and don't know "

“Hn, ha, ha!”

“What are yon cackling at®" yelled
Bunter. “There's nothing wrong with
my face, 15 there i®

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Oh, my hat!® pgaspad Mareo.
“Bomebody must have done this—ha,
ha, ha! But how the dickens they did

it without the young ass knowing—"

“Did what " raved Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha! Have you been aslecp
anvwhere ™

“Eh! Yes! I had a nap under a
haystack, sfter lunch——"

“Ha, ha, ha! 'Then somebody
canght you napping! You young ass,
somebody's painted your face all the
colours of the rainbow !” roared Marco.

“Rot 1™

“Ha, ha. hal”

Zara's door opened, and & silvery
laugh reached Bunter's ears. He
blinked reund at the Queen of the Ring.
The first view of the decorated Owl had
startled Zara inlo sudden flight; but
she was laughing as she came out of the
van. She had a mirror in her hand.

“ Look I" said Zara, holding it up for
Bunter to view, i

The fat Owl blinked into the mirror.
He jumped at what he saw there., The
gight ot a red-and-blue cheek and a
black pnose and green ears, startled him
as much as it had startled Mr. Tip.

“Oh!™ gasped Bunter. “0Oh crikey !
Oh erumbs!  Is—is—is that my face?

h =zcissors !”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥ :

Bunter blinked dizzily into the mirror
at the extraordinary countenance that
stared back at him.

There was a roar of langhter round
him. The whale civeus had gathered
on the spot by that time, and DBilly
Bunter was the cynosure of all eyes

Bunier rather liked being the contre
of attraction. Ho was tho contre of
attraction mow, there was no doubt
about that.

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter. “O0Oh crikey!
That beast—he cafight me aslecp——"
“Ha, illflr ha ¥
“i0h, the rotter!
he had painted an

I romember he zaid
owl|—"" pasped

Bunter. *He must have meant——"

“Ha, ha, ha [

“There's mnothine to cackle at”
howled Bunter wrathfully, *This isa’t
funny.”

“Isn't it?” gasped Wriggles. " O0h,

11

my cvel IHa, ha, ha!
“ Blessod if 1 see anything to cackle
et! lLook here :
“Ha, ha, kal”

“Jladn't you better zo and wash your

foce 1 asked Zarn, almost weeping
with merriment. * Porhaps it will wash
off.”

- e —— -
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“ Perhaps 1 “Dh
lor’ 17? ‘

A "'rall of laughter followed him as he
scuttled away—in search of a wash.

One wash generally lasted Bunter a
whole day; and he was seldom anxjous
for another, But he was very anxious
for one now. Tor once, Billy Bunler
was absolutely eager for soap and
waler.

To his great reliel, his new complexion
did wash off. He rubbed and serubbed,
and scrubbed and rubbed, and Bob
Cherry's artistiec handiwork disappeared
in sgap-suds,

When he blinked into a glass again
his decoration was goae and he was
relieved to see (he handsome and
distinguished countenance he was
aecustomed {o admire.

Liringing faces greoted him when he
rolled out into public view again.
Bunter scowled at them.

“Where's Mucky?"” he asked, coming
on Parker.

*He's in Wimford
answered Parker,
missed 0™

Bunter snoried, and rolled away to
Gugliclmo’s tent, to got ready for the
show when the circus opened to the

gasped Bunter.

this afternoon,”
grinning. “ He's

public. He was there aut of sight when
Signor Mucecolini - walked back from
Wimford.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Nof a Suecess !

ICNOR MUCCOLINI came into
S the circus camp with his ususl
swagger. :

He was still in a linnig] mood,
in his happy satisfaction at having done
with Billy Bunter—little dreaming of
the surprise that awaited him. Ie
noticed amiling faces on all sides as he
came in, and realised that there was
some joke on in the eircus, and won-
dered what 1t was., le stopped to speak
ta I'l'ippitj- Tip with quite s gracious
nNodL,

Alr. Tip's was almost the only serious
face to seent. Evervbody else was
still grinning over Billy Bunter’s return
with a rainbow complexion.

But Mr, Tip had reason to be serious,
e had been drenched to the skin by
his ducking in the horse-trough, and
had erawled into camp, leaving a trail
of water behind him in the dust. IHis
many samples of ale had left him with
a headache and that dismal feeling that

lfe was not worth living, whieh
naturally follows such indulgence as
Tippity’'s. He wns in & mood fo

wonder, with Cassio, that men should
put an enemy in their mouths to steal
away their brains!

“What's going on, Tip?" asked the
signor.

“That idjt!” =2aid Tippity, with a
grunt. “That freak ! That ciummjl 1
s'pose you didn't see him, being out.
That fat’ead m :

“Who?" asked the signor
patiently. “What do vou mean "
“That fat Jreak—that fat

Bunter—"

“Bunter |™ panted the signor,

“Yes, Bunter!"” pgrowled Tippily.
“When he came baclk, he—"

“ He—=has—come—back |  The signor
geomned hardly able te articulate the
words. “What do you mean? Are von
tryving to fool me, you dolt?! He has
not come back—he eounld nat ecome
baek.” Signor AMuecolini almest choked.
“You faol, what do you mean?"

Tippity starecd at him,

“] mean what 1I'm saying, boss! Il¢'s
come back. He—"
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“Da yon mean tha.chthajr have brought
him here*” hissed the signor, through
his teeth, “Has he had the impudence
te tell them to bring him here? Dio
mia! Did they carry him here?"

Tippity blinked.

lg 1 He didn’t need cunﬁn?, that
I know of 1" he answered. " lle jest
walked in, and I can toll you, boss
]‘! a :

“Walked in!" hissed tha signor.
“He—hr—— What do you mean,
foal — dalt — sciocco—matto—iurfantos
—what do you mean? How could he
walk in, after—""The signor checked
himse!lf. * Where is he? 1f he is here,
where iz ha?t Answer me, blockhead !"

Tippity Tip forgot his headache as
he gazed at tﬁe enraged swarthy faco of
the Italian. It was clear to him that
Signor Muccolini had not expected
Bunter to return, though why, Tippity
could not begin to guess.

In his rage, the signor grabbed the
clown by the shoulder and shook him.
Mr, Tip staggered and swayed, gasping
in the angry grasp of the beefy Italian,

*“I—1 say, boss—" he stuttered.
“What the dickens——"

“Where iz he, fool? hissed the
signor. “You arve deceiving me—I do
not beliave you—if he is here, where 15
he T

“In that there tent!™ gasped Mr.
Tip. '“What the poker—— Yaroooh !"
Tippity gave a yell as the enraged
Italian flung him aside and he went
sprawling headlong on the ground.

Leaving Mr. Tip sitting up and
gaging after him in dizzy amazement,
Nignor Muccolini  strode away to
Cuglielma's tent, his eves hlazing, hias
il."'l"ﬁl: gritting under his black bushy
moustache, :

He stamped savagely into the tent,
whera the Great Guglielma gave his
erystal-gazing show. A fat Lgure stood
there, sorting over the magician’s
outfit. -

Bunter had his back to the doorway.
He was unaware of the signor's
approach till a dusky, greasy band
gripped his fat shoulder and spun him
round.

He turned., with a startled squeak,
and blinked at Signor Muccolini.

The Italian stared at him dumb-
founded. There was no sign of damage
about the fat junior. He presented his
usual aspect, save that he was nn-

usually clean, owing to his recent extra
wash.

“Ow! Leggo, blow you!" pgasped
Bunter. “Wharrer wvou grabbing me
for? Making a fellow jump! Ow!™

“You—von—vou are here!” stam-
mered the signor. “ Youn—vol—
Rascal! Fat rascal and fool! You did
not go to Woodhurst, then?” Ha

breathed fury.
vou did nob go !

“1 paid you to go and
Is that it?"

“Oh! No!" gasped Bunter. "Cer-
tainly not! I'm e fellow of my waord,
I hope. It's all right—he—he pot the
message ! Don't you worry—he got it

all right 1™ .

“Whe ?” shricked the signor.

“ZMr. Brown!"” explained Buuoter.
“I—1 found him at—at the inn at
Woodhurst, and—aml gave him your
letter.” :

Signor him
speochless, :

The letter he had given Dunier was
a blank sheet of paper, in a blank en-
velope, and there was no “ Mr. Brown ™
waiting at Woodhurst to receive it The
whole thing was o trick to entrap the
unsuspecting fat Owl.,

** Fool—rascal—untruthful rascal—"
Qignor Muceolini choked again,

“*Oh, really, you know |" said Bunter
indignantly,

Alucealint stared ot
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"1t iz lalse—von did not—""

“Of course, I—I may have given i
to the wrong man,” said Bunter

cautionsly, “1f—f you've heard from
Mr. Brown, and he says he hasn't had
the letter, of—of course, there must
have been a—a mistake ! BStill, he said
his name was Brown—2"

“"He—he—he s=aid his name was
Brown !" gurgled the signor.

““Oh, yes! He said Brown! Other-

wise, of course, [ shonldn’t have handed
him your lefter!” explained Bunter.
“I'm pretty careful in these things, you
know, If he hadn't saxd his name waa
Brown, 1 should have said—yarocoop !

Leggo! Wharrer you up to? Leggot
Beast 1

Shake, shake, shake!

“Ow! Leggo! Grooogh! Youo're

chook-chook-choking me!" gurgled
Bunter, ns the enraged signor shook

him. and shook him again, till his
tecth rattled in his head. " Beastl
Hove you pgone mad? Urrrgghl
Yaracoop ™

Bump

Signor  Mueccolini  hurled the faf

junior across the tent. He crashed into
the table, and went over with it, and
sprawled on 1the earth, in the midst of

the Creat Guglielmo's oulht, splut-
tering.

“Urrggh! Oh crikey! Beast! Yon
mad dago!” yelled Bunter. “Keep

off ] Oh crumbs! OQoooogh!"

The signor stamped out of the tent,
red wilth rage, illy Bunter blinked
after him, gurgling for breath.

“Ow! Beast! Urrgh! How the
dickens does he know that Brown never
had that letter?" gaszped Bunter. *I—
I soppose he’s heard from—ooogh \—
Brown! 8till, he's no right to doubt a
fellow’s word! Urrgh! The cheek of
it—a rotten circus blighter doubting the
word of a Public school man | Urrggh't
I jolly well won't let him have his ten
bob back now.”

And Bunter didn't!

THE TWENTIETH CHAFTER,
Bowled Out!

[ ONSENSE 1" grunted Colonel

N Wharton,

“Well, 1 know it sounds

rather thick!” said Bab

Cherry. ™ But there it 15—he knew our

names, and told us a lot of things that

happencd st  school — whele  terms
ago——""

“Magio is all rot, of course!" said
Harry. ‘' But—but—"

“But the butfulness is terrific”” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, we will put the man to the
tpst 1" said Colonel Wharton. *Cer-
tainly, what you have told me scema
very remorkable, But there can be no
doubt that the man is an impostor.
Wheve is his place 1™

“This way 1" said Harry.

Blares of music, more or less musical,
awoke the echocs of the circus ground.
It was the last day of the stay ak
Wimford, before Muecolim’s' Magnifi-
cent Uircus got on the road again, and
there was o good crowd for the lass

show. Among them were the "amous
Five of Greyfnars and Colonel
Wharton. Cireus performances did not,

perhaps, appeal very much to the old
colonel, but he had been intercsted by
what the juniors had told him of
Gugliclmo and the magie crystal.

lfnn-s Wharton & Co. wera frankly
puzzled. The more they thought over
that interview with the Great Guglielmo,
the more puzzled they were,

They maoved through the erowd, and
reached Guglielma’s tent.
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Colonel Wharton stnred at tie
# hotie” posted over the door, Ile

gtared again, and grinned. Then he
tepped an, followed by the chums of
he Remove,

Hi: eyes fixed scarchingly on the
gombre figure sealed at the table. That
ombre fignre gave a sudden start at
E]w sight of the grim old
goentlemn,

Bunter did not feel guite comfortable
under the colouel’s heen eyes.  Those
eves were altogether too keen for las
comiort,

Atill, he was safe in his make-up, In
his beard, and moustache, and wig, his
fat face was almost hidden from view,
and what was visible was disguised with
grease-paint, Colonel Wharton had no
doubt that he was an 1mpostor, but
clearly did not suspect for a moment
the impostor he was !

“ Enter!” said Guglielme, in his deep
basts voice. “Lay a piece of silver on
the table and read the pazt and the
future, and henr the volces of absent
friends.”

Colone]l Wharton gave o grunt,

“The future no man knows 1" he said.
“Read the past in your crystal, if you
can, gaip "

“Both the past and the Tulure are
written in the crystal, for my eyes to
rend | seid the Great Guglichne with
digniby, “Lay a piece of silver on the
table flirst, That's important.”

The colonel dropped a half-crown on
the table. It disappeared into Gugh-
clmo’s pocket at onco,

“Now, mir, read my past
erystal 1 grunted the colonel.

And Harry Wharton & Co. looked on
and listened with keen interest.

The bearded face was bent over the
glimmering crystal. For a long moment
Liuglielmo  gazed into 1fs  glittering
depths, Then he spoke, in his deep
VoICe,

“1 see a for couniry, a tropical land,
T zee olephants moving through the
Junpgle ! Vast  white  cilies—great
mountains—the Himalayas! 1 200
white officer. His face 1s yours, [ hear
his hame spoken, It 15 Joames Whar-
1on !

Colonael Wharton starvted,
juniors exchanged quick looks.

If this was not mapic, what was it?
How ‘did Cuglielmo know that Colonel
Wharton had been an officer in India?
How did he know his name?

“Aly hat ! murmured Bolb Cherry.

“1 see a ship!” went on the cryvstal-
gazer. “IL leaves an Fastern harbour,
It crosses the ocean. You land in
England! After a long absence you
arrive al your home. You find there

nilitary
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a nephew., I see his face in ihe ervstal
—a sulky, disconicntied face.”

Ilarry  Wharton coloured,
colonel pnawed lis mouztache.
magician'z voice went on:

“A sulky, discontented, dizagrecable
boy. INow I see m school. Yon send
him 1o gschool—your own old sclhicol—to
got rid of ham”

‘olonel  Wharton’s  bronzed
Aushed with anger,

“"That 15 nov  true!” he barked
angrily. *'But it sufficientlv resembles
the tenth to assura me that yeu have
made some impertinent inguiry into my
personal affairs! I am aware, [rom
what oeeurred here a few days ago, that
the boy Bunter is in leaguo with vou.
You have learned all this [rom him.
Where is he®”

“I read in the grystal—" protested
Guglielmo.

“Rubbish! Where iz that »oung
raseal? I will teach Inm to Lalk of my
affairs to an  Impostor—a  cireus
charfatan! Where is he? 1 will lay
my walking-stick round Lhim I

“I—I—I say——"

“Where is he? By gad, sir, if you
don't tell me at once where to find that
voung rascal- I will lay my walking-
stick round vou !

“Dh erikex " gusped the Great Gugli-
clmo, jumping up in alarm as the old
military gentleman leaned over the
table with an angry glare. 1le jumped
back hurriedls—rather too hurriedly—
and stumblea over the stool he had been
seated on. “Ow! Yarooooh !”

Bump !

The Great Guglielmo landed on his
back. His bullet head tapped on the
ground, and he uttered a roar that woke
nearly all the echoes of Muccolini’s
Magnificont Cirous.

The
The

faca

“Owl Wow! TYaroooh! Boast!
Yoooop ! Oh crikey !
“What the thump!” gasped Bob

Charry.

At that exciting moment the CGreat
Cugliclmo was ne longer disguising his
voice, and 1t had gquite a familiar sound.

“Great gad 1” cjaculated the colonel,
sfaring at the sprawling magician.

Biily Bunter sat up dizaily, rubbing
his head.

His big, black wig had fallen off, His
big beard hung on one side, by s single
wire. Hiz fat face was revealed, and,
in spite of the grease-paint, it was not
to bhe mistaken.

There was a vell from the Famous
Five.

“Bunter '™

*Owl Oh lor'l Wow!”

“ Bunter I reared the eolonaol.

“Owl 1 say, som keep off ' roared

Bunter. “Beast] T—I say, I—=I ain’t
Bunter !

I—=1—1I've never heard the
name i

“You blithering i1ichol ¥ roared Bob
Cherry. “Can't you sece that we know
you, without your whiskers?”

“OL ! gasped Bunter. e passed a
fat band across his face. " Oh crikey !
I—1I eay, vou lellows—"

“Bunter ! gasped Harry Wharton,
“So that’s how he knew—"

“ Bunter I prinned Johnny Bull,
"Timt- accounts for his jolly old magic
and—

“The ezsteemed and idiotic Bunter ™
chuckled Hurree Jamsel Ram Singh,

“Oh lor’ | TI—I say, vou fellows, I—
I dida’t—1 mean, I wasn't—that i3, 1
—1 never—I say, keep that old beast
off I velled Bunter, as Colonel Whar-

ton stooped and grasped him, and
jerked him from the ground. *I1—I say,
keep that stick awax, you beast! 1 say
—yarocoooh |

Whack, whack, whack !

“Ow! Help! Whoop!”

“¥Yon young raseal!” roared tho
colonel. Holding Bunter’s collar in s

left hand, the colonel laid on the walk-
ing-stick with his right, * You rascally
young impostor——"

Whack, whael |

“YXaroooh "

“Take that—"

“Yow-ow-ow 1"

2 and that—and that!”

“YFarooop! Help! Oh, Jiminy!
Wheop! 1 say, vou fellows—yaroaph !”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“There !” gasped the colonel. "“Let
that be a lesson to you, you voung
rascal 1*

“Ow!l Wow[*

Colonel Wharton strode snorting from
the tent. Harry Wharton & Co., chuck-
ling, followed him. Billy Bunter, alias
the Gréat Guplielmo, was still roaring,
and they left him to roar.

- 3 - - i -

Muceolini’s Magnificent Circus moved
on the next day. Billy Bunter wasa
rather glad to move on. %ig:mr Mucco-
lini was far from glad when Bunter
moved on with the eirens, but the
gignor's wishes in the matter were, to
Billy Bunter, like the idle wind, wfﬁc:h
ho regarded not! Bunter was a gtickier
—and he stuclk !

THE EKD.

(Bunter's in the thiek of eireur fun
and excifemeont again next week, Look
out fer our next sparkling covér-to-
cover yarn, “THE RASCAL OF -THE
REMOVE!” But don't forget to order
vour MaGRer eariyl”)
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THE RETURN OF

DOoCTOR BIRCHEMALL!

Last Instalment of Déday ?f ugent's Rib-Tickling
erial :
“DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S DUBBLE!"

“Fool! Dole! Idjut!™”

Sir Frederick Funguses, dancing fronzicdly amid
dense clouds of scot, simply shrecked out the
words as Professor Willknot Birchemall stepped
down from the ladder.

“Borry, 8ir IFrederick ™ gosped Profesaor
Birchemall. “ I swear I didn’t drop the soot over
you H.-pu)‘iju.‘ﬂ. As a matter of fakt, I was carrying
it up the ladder to give to the strikers! ™

“Ho, indeed ! And what, prey, was the idea of
giving the strikers soot 1" sneered the chairman
of the Guvvernors, in his refined voice. ™ Did they
want to disguize themselves os nigger minstrels 17

“*Nunno! But 1 Lhmt%ht they mite find soot
useful if their stronghold was attacked {rom
below | ™

Sir Frederick pawsed in lis dance to give the
Head an almost teendish glare.

“You have the ordassily to stand thers and
admit you were helping the yung raskals who are
in revolt against you?" Le bellowed. * Of all
the barsfaced cheek T

The Head tugged hiz beard thoughtfully. A
cunning gleem had suddenly appeared in his

ish eyea.

“ Half o minnit, Sir Frederick ! " he said, with a
leer. * Let me remind you of the fakis that led to
me becoming headmaster of St. Sam's. IFirst you
made my cuzzin, Doctor Birchemall, resine. For
why T Becawse he was a tirant | Then you made
me Head instead of him. For why 7 Becawsoe I
was kind-harted and yewmane !

“YWell ¥ wrapped out Sir Frederick.

The Head shrugged.

“I'm trying to eggsplain that in helping the
ptrikers to have a suxxessful barring-out, am
meerly carrying out the }]rinf:ipulﬂ on which you
asked me to run this skool | You wanted me to be
kind and yewmane. That's eggsactly what I am
doing ! Then what have you got to grumble at 7’

Sir Frederick glared up at the winders, which
were crowded with grinning rebbels, and farely
nashed his teeth with rage.

“ My hat! There's half the skool on strike and
vou ask me what I've got to grumble at!’™ he
said, in a grinding voice. ' Let me tell you,
Professor Birchemall, that I'm going to do more
than grumbla ! Unlezs you bring the rebbels to
heel in dubble quick time, I'm going to discharge
you! Give you the boolit! See? 1I'll allow you
five minnits ! *

He whipped ont his watch and started eyeing it
intently with one eye, while the other glared
challengingly at Professor Birchemall,

An cﬁapmﬂaiun of dismoay secemed to appear
in the Head's skollarly dial. But if you had
eggsamined him wvery closely, you mite have
detected beneeth the surfisa o very different kind
of eggspression—the mocking, crafty look af a man
who was hatehing a deep and cunning plot !

“Five minnits | It's not I-:hn_:;+ But atill, I'll do
my best!’ he mermered. ‘hen he mnade a
meggafone of his hands and shouted wp to the
rebbela : ** Boya!?”

** Hallo | ™" velled bacl: the rebbels.
you want, Willie 7"

“Egad ! " gasped Sir Frederick Funguss, quite
feintly. " Do vou mean to say they. call you
*Willie ' ¥ 7

“¥Yes, rather. That's part of mv vewmane
system !"' smirked the Head. * Boys! I wonder
if‘!:.'uu would be so kind as to stop the strike and
return to your lessons 1 *

There wos a yell from the strikers.

“ Nothing doing 1 "

“ Not to-day, baker ! ™

The -‘Head grinned apollojettically.

“ I know it’s awlul cheek on my part, boys, but
can't you reconsider your decision and——-"'

“ Not likely !

“We're [ed up with being treated like infants,
Willie 1" shouted Jack Jolly. '* We're staying out
on strike till they give us a Head who's o mon—
not a Llessed milksop ! "

“ Hear, hear 1 "

"YWhat deo
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little ladies.

Man

Professor Birchemall turned to Sir Frederick
again with a rewful grin,

" N.G., you see, Bir Frederick ! " he said. “I'm
afraid my yowmane methods have failed. It
greeves me to say so, but the only man who can
bring these lads (o their senses is a stern
digsiplinarian !

“ Well, you ecan’t do it, that's a cert 1" barked
Sir Frederick, as he replaced his watch in his
weskit pocket. “You're a failure, Professor
Birchemall ! There's only one thing left for me to
do, and that is to sack you! Go 1 ”

Professor Birchemall boughed.

“¥Yery well, I'll go, Bir Frederick. Are you
going to pay me three months’ munny in lieu of
notiss now ¥ Or would you prefer to send it on
by post 7"

The chairman
violently.

“ Well, of all the nerve—"

*1 shonld hate to have to drag you into court
about it ! " grinned Professor Birchemall, * But,
of corse, if %'ou don’t part up, then—"

Reluctantly Sir Frederick %‘u.nguaa drew out his
purse. A erisp, russling note and some odd coins
changed hands.

" Now go |V hooted Bir Frederick.

And Professor Willknot Birchemall went.

‘But he didn't go far. The moment he was
hidden by the trees he ran round to the back of
the Skool House and sneaked in by the tradesmen’s
entrance. Two minnits later he was in the Head's
study. There, with litening speed, he changed into
another suit of clothes. After carefully locking up
his left-off clobber, he dodged out of the House
again. And very soon alterwards, as Sir Frederick
Funguss and his attendant seniors were returning
to the House, he bumped right into them.

* Good-morning, Sir Frederick ! * he cride cheer-
fully. * Seon my cuzzin, Professor Birchemall ?
I've just called to see how he's getting on in my
old job 1"

The chairman of the St. Sam's Cuvvernors
jurmped.

of the Guvvernors started

“ Izad !
Professor Birchemall yourself ! But I remember
now, he was wearing a different suit ! ™ he gasped.
“You, of corgse, are the late headmaster, Doctor

Birchermall ¥ '

* Eggsactly | Eggscuse my curiosity, Sir
Frederick, but you seem to be slitely agitated!”
grinned Doctor Birchemall. * Is anything wrong 1 '

= Yes—uvnrythingl " growled Sir Frederick, *' I
have Jiuat- discharged vour cuzzin., He has proved
himself a weak-need idjut who cannot handle boys
for toffy. At tho moment half of them are barring
out against him in the Fourth Form dormitory !

Daoctor Birchemall shook hiz head sadly,

i Eg$sa¢t-ly what you mite have eggspected with
a man ke my cuzzin in charge ! As a cuzzin and
a man, Willie Birchemall has no equal. But os a
headmaster, he was fourdoomed to failure | Now
I could ¢nd that strike in a jiffy 1 "

“ 1 dlaresay you could ! " prunted Sir Frederick.
* Dut the Guvvernors have decided that you are
too much of a tirant !

“The Guvvernors are wrong!" said Doctor

For a moment I thourht vou were

Birchemall calinly. * Just you put it to the boys !

Now that they know what it'srli%e to have a
vewmane Head, [ fansy I know whils they’ll say ! "

Sir Frederick Funguss tugged ab his mistosh,

“Egad! 1f the boys voted to have you baek,
bust me if T wouldn't give voailmother chance,
Birchemadil ! '

“Then it's a bargain!” grinned Doctor
Birehemall, * You wateh me énd the strike !
After that, we'll put it to the b, . Burleigh!
Can I trubble you to fetch ? & cupple of
birchrods 1 ™ J

" Oh, eruma ! Certainly, sir ! gasped Burleigh.

He ran into the House and reappeared a minnit
later, carrying two stoub bircgpds. Doctor
Birchemall then led the way b the ladder,
which was still reared up to the winders of the |
Fourth Form dormitory. A mogent later, with |
one birchrod gripped in his righf hand and the
other between his teeth, he was sirarming up the |
ladder, .

A cry of sheer amazement wedb up when the !
strikersa spotted him,

“AMy hat 1 It's the old Head !

* Look out, you fellows ! ™

Before thoy could say more, Dgstor Birchemall |
was diving through the open w!ugbr. An instant |
later his birchrods were lashing oufright and left !

Bang! Crash! Wallop! Thot!
“ Yarocooooo ! 12

i Help ! **

i Dwﬂﬂ'ﬁ'-ﬂw ! LR :E__

“Pax, sir1” gasped Jack Jollf *If vou've
come back, the strike's over. Itfmas your cuzzin
we were striking against—mnot youl,

Then the Head desisted. |

“ (1o to the winders, boys, and vitte for me to be
made Head again [ " he grinned. |

The brethless juniors erowded lo the winders.
From the quad. beneeth them fhey heard Sir
Frederick Funguss call out :

“Will all those in favour of Daiter Birchemall
being Head a%ain say "Aye’ " And with one
accord they yelled back a deffening ** Aye ! ™

That seitled it | Doctor Birchfnall was made
headmaster of St. Sam’s again there and then.
And the strikers, happy in the nollidge that their
days of fizzick and fairy toles wegldver, cheered
and cheered again. Admittedly, Dobtor Birchemall
was a tirant. But after their agfapariaﬂmﬂ with
his cuzzin, the boys folt releeved §+ know that he|
was raining over them once more, |

Later, in the privacy of his stady, the Head
larfed till the tears ran down his wrinkled dial. |

““Ha, ha, ha! He, ho, ho !'™ hf roared. ** I'm
back in my old place, more powerul than ever—,
and with three months’ extra mumy with which I
can pay off all my detts! And I din’t suppose for
a moment that anyone will ever gue, . that Professor
Birchemall and Doctor Birchemall were one and
the same all the time ! 1 X

And nobody ever did !

Tae Exb.

¥
{Another full-of-laughs adventure ¥ the chums of
St Sam's next week, fealuring Jack Jolly 4 Co. and
Dr. Birchemall at the seaside. Din't miss Dicky
Nugent's latest scream /)

SRR J

“SEA" THE POINT? |

We learn on reliable authority tiaat when Coker
& Co. took their first dip of the ynar, Potter and
Greene became so0 fed up with Usker that they
roped him up to o windlass on thybeach, and left
him there while they had their swird, |

On returning, they had e shoclr. Coker had
egeaped and walked off with their clebhber ! !

The “ tied 1 turned sconer than™ they expected |

HOW GREYFRIARS “WEEDS”

BASHED PONSONBY!

averer,

Told by BOB CHERRY

When Ponzsonby & Co.,
the sg-called “knuta™ of
Higheliffe, ecrowned their
recent serics of assaults on
Greyfriars men by going for
Oliver Kipps, I made up
my mind 1t was time some-
thing was done. I could
have stood it if they’d just
Fiwan Kipps a m%mg and
eft it at that. ut they
didn’t. They had to tie his
hands behind his back and

jam his butterfly net over

h:3 head, and send him
back to Creylviars labelled
“TO-DAY'S CAPTURE.
TYPICAL SPECIMEN OF
A GREYFRIARS WEED.”

I woa the first one to spot
Kipps—and also the £frst
one to gather a few

Femovites and plump for
action.

“IWea're not taking this
lé‘ing down, lads,” 1 said.
“Pon & Co. want bashing,
and they’re going to get
it §*

* Hear, hear ! But how 17
asked Johnny Dull.

I wrinkled my noble brow
and thought it over. And
then suddenly cama the
brainwave.

“Got it!" 1 whooped.
“Justk for Pon & Cots
benefit, let’s all be weeds ! ”

-rigged

11 Eh T. 1%
“Pon iz always ready to
o for a weedy -locking chap.
Vell, let's be weedy our-
gelves | We can wear glasscs
and put a little chalk on
our chivvies-—and I'on will
think we're just his mutton !
And then, when he starts
his tricks, he'll get his
awakening | "

“My hat!™

“Think it'll work?™
asked Russell dubiously.

“ It's worth trying, any-
way ! Hoarry Wharton
grinned.

And we duly tried it.
Wharton and Buoll and
Bussell and wouwr humble
ourselves up as
butterfly  enatchers and
wended our weedy way to
the woods.

Did Pon fall for it?
What-ho! As we dithered
through the woods;, nearing
Higheliffe, Pon & Co.
jumped out on us. Therd
were five of them—just
enough to aceount for four
“ weeds," " they'd imagined.
Ob, yes, old pals, Pon, & Co.
waded in with great hearti-
ness, I can tell you !

Chucking away our glasses
and butterfly nets, we
turned to meet our [riends,

'y,

the Higheliffe * knuts "—
and, oh boy ! What a treat
their faces were whon they
recognised ug !

* Wharton ! ¥ gnsped Pon.
*YWharton and hiz mob 1 ™

“Run for it!* shricked
Vavasour,

But we weren’t sllowing
that: We just insisted on
their putting up a show. It
wasn't much of a show, but
that was their fault, not
ours. They seemed to have
had quite enough of it by
the time we let thom go,
anyway !

I have an idea that Pon
& Co. will think twice
before attacking Groeyisiars
" weeds "' again |

m—

SEASIDE NOT EXCITING?

Ask OgGILvY!
Chuckles DICK RUSSELL

When our people agreed
to Ogilvy and I spending a
fortmght of the last vae. on
our own, the trouble was
to decide where to go. 1

luraped for DBrighton or

lackpool  or
Ogilvy wanted to go
mountainecring in the Alps.
Heo eaid the sesside wasn't
exciting enough.

When we got down to
studying  fares, Ogilvy

[rn]:.u:.t.ﬂ.uﬂj' agreed that the

Alps might be just o bit
too expensive. So he fell
in with my ideas, and off
wea went to Margate.

“* But, mind you, it’s not
the kind of holiday I'd take
for preference,” he growled,
a3 we got off the train at
Marpgate Station. "' It's not
exciting enough for me.™

Margate.

Funny how things happen.
No sooner had he said that
than a two-year-old Loy fell
off tho platform between
two coaches, just as the
train was about to move.
And Ogilvy was the first to
dive after him |

“ Which only ghows that
it is possible to get excile-
ment abt the scaside!™ I
remarked, as we got into
our taxi.

But wo hadn't
with excvitemernt.
wo'd hardly begun !

Believe 1t or not, five
minutes lafer cur taxi
collided with a lorvy, and
we were both carted ol to

finishaod
In fact,

hospital and treated for
euta and shock !
Then we started our

holiday in earnest. Ogilvy
swam out a distancs, got
cramp, and was saved in
the nick of timo !

On the following day,
when we were walking along
the cliffs, an aeroplane came
down with engina trouble,
misging Ogilvy’s head by o
bare inch,

Tho day after that a dog
on tha beach went potty
and attacked Ogilvy—for-
tunately being overpowered
and dragged oway before
any daomage was done.

There's no space to tell
you all the rest, but that's
how the holiday went on,
right to the end.

Ogzilvy has changed his
ileas about scaside holidays
Nnow.

Ie still thinks he'll choose
the Alps noxt time, but the
reason ia different,

It's because the seaside ia
just a little too exciting for
lvim |

You boyaare o 111-:]::1’
no sewing, Do iano-
onour bright, 1'd swop places with
any of you, if I had the chance !

fh beats me that any of you can fail to see how
lacky you are to be boys.

3 for Instanca. I bum

the other day in Frisrdale Lane.

¢ | much rather knit than run ! "

I'D LOVE TO

BE A BOY!

Says CLARA TREVLYN

lot of bargees | No knitting,

aying, no need to be perfect

et some of you do.

d into him
I ] 0 Wad wearing
runming kit—and totleving along
as though he was con his last legs

“On your way to the hospital,
old bean ? ** I asked.

“Nunno! Runnin', dear girl,”
Mauly answered innocently, and
he added, with a greon: * That
fearfully energetic c¢hap, Cherry,
satd that if I didn't praclise for
the mile event in the school sportd
he wouldn't leave off roggin' me
for the rest of the term !"

*Lucky old fellow!™ I eqid
envicously., ‘" We don’t get half the
timo you get for sporta. Wo have
io do too much knitting and M

“ Knittin® ! gighed  Manly.
“What a pleasant pasiime! I’dJ

Rather knit than run, you know !
Br.orr! I could hardly believe 1

had heard aright. DBut I conld tell

by the way he spoke that he
actually meant it! I locked at
Mauly in wonderment.

*Well, of all the chumps!"™ I
cjaculated. “You ddon't know
when you'ra well off What
wouldn't I give fo be in the thick
of all your rags and rough-houses !
I bet I'd be as big a scrapper as
anybody !

All Mauly did was to groan again
and totter feebly off on his rencwed
“ running ** practico !

Funnily enough, on my way back
I was given just the chance 1 could
have wished for to show Mauly
that 1 wasn't talking out of the
back of my neck. What should I
find in almost the same spot but
Mauly himself, suarrounded by
Ponsonby and three other High-
cliffe louts, all out for mischief,
Maulif was defending himself well,
but looked like getting a rough
time.

I sow red! I doshed into the
fray and hit out rvight and lelt. I
biffed Pon on the nose and one of
his pals on the car, and I grabbed
another by the hair and almost
sealped him !

Pon & Co, must have thought a
small-sized anny had come to the
resenc.  They yelled and bolted,
leaving Mauly and me in victorious
possession of the battlefield.

Mauly was complotcly overcome,
He murmured *° Oh, gad 1 ™ several
times, blushed, thoanked me, and
then fled.

And I faney he still donsn't
realisa how lucky he is fo be a
boy !

(Dashed if we can sece what

Miss Trevlyn has to grouse about.
1t strikes us she's more of a boy
fhon wo are oursclves ! —1ip.)

HONOURED AND

LUDICROUS SAHIBS!
Applyfully write to me if you
wighfully yearn to learn the
esicemed and idiotic English langu-
az0 80 you can speakfully ulter it
likke &n eateemed and absurd nalive !
—HUBRREE JAMSET RAXM
SINGH, Box No, 77, ¢ ﬂl‘t"-}'!l‘i.ﬂ!"ﬂ
Herald.”




