


TONS OF FUN AND AMAZING SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURES IN THIS GREAT YARN-—

—Featuring the World-Renowned Billy Bunter and Harry Wharton & €o., the Chums of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Dip !
& THEY'?E riven this jolly old

spot the wrong name!” said
Boly Cherry.
"“How's
Harry Wharton.
“They call 'em the downs, and they
ought to be called the ups. We've
had more ups than downs since we
started this mornming.*

The chums of the Greyiriars Remove
smiled. Really, 1t was too hot to
laugh.

It was & glorious Augwnst day—per-
hapse a little too glorious for five fellows
who were wheeling their bikes up a
leng, long dusty road in the South
Downs.

It was hot. Bob Cherry caleulated
that it would have been about ninety
degrees in the shade—if there had been
any shade, There wasn’t.

Every now and then they had a
glimpse of the sea, far away on the
right, rolling bright and blue. Ovor-
head. the sky was a cobalt dome, The
sun blazed from it. Underfoot there
was dust, and the sun blazed from that
also, reflected from the white road.
And there was a hint of thunder in the
atr.

The road rose before them. It was
not a very steep rise; but rather teoo
steep for peda!lin% under the blaze of
the August sun. So the Famous Five
of Greyfriars wheeled the jiggers,
fanned themselves -with straw hats as
they wheeled, and swaited flies, and
reflected that there was a lot to be gaid
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for summer holidays Iﬂ_thc_?'fm"ﬂl of
Scotland, or, better still, in Greéen-
land’s 1ey mountains.

Only the dusky face of Hurree Jamsek
Ram Singh shone with contentment. A
spot of genuwine tropical heat reminded
the INabob of Bhanipur of his happy
native land. Bob Cherry’s face, always
rather ruddy, we# as red as a peony.
Al {he parvty looked, and felt, warm
—Very warm.

It had heen hot at Brighton. The
Famous Five had left Brighton, to
follow the coast of Sussex and Kent,
round to Margate on their bicycles,
taking the trip by easy stages, and put-
ting up at wayside mns. 1t was quite
a jolly way of spending two or three
weeks of the summer holidays. But it
was hat—hotter than Brighton. They
pushed the bikes, and perspired.
E‘;;ﬂmlmr that fily I grunted Johnny

ull. f
He dabbed his nose.

Perspiration trickled down Johnny's
nose. Porhaps it attrocted that per-
sistent Hy. For ten minutes or more
Johnny Bull had been waging -a run-
ning fght with that fiy. He drove it
aff with frantic waves of his straw hat,
but it came back, again and again., A
dozen times he had hoped that it was
gone. Each itime that hope proved a
delusion and & snave.

“Hold my hike a minute,. Franky ¥

Frank Nugent held the bike, and the
juniors came te.a halt, while Johnny

made & determined frontal attack ou-

the buzzing insect, He swatied,
swiped, and smacked, brandishing his

straw hat, growing redder and redder

with his efforts.

All rights regerved,

“Blow it ' prunted Johnny. “There,
I think the brute’s gone now "

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“There 1t 15, old chap—on the back
of your head! Waiting for another
chance at your boko!™

“Can't you swat it, then, [athead,
mstead of chorthng like a -hyena?™ an-
quired Johnny Bull

“Right-ho ! Hold my bike, Harry."”

Bob Cherry stepped behind Johnny

Bull, There was the persistent fiy,
taking a rvest on his hair. Up went
Bob's hand,

Smack !

“Got it " said Bob,

“Yarooooh ! roared Johnny Bull, as
he tottered forward, and fell on his
knees. “Ooop! You mad ass!
Whicop 1™

“Ha, ha, ha "
Hot as it was, the chums of the Re-
move found energy enough to laugh,

That troublesome fly had disappearved
from existence. There was no doubt
about that. Bob Cherry's hefty smack
had finished that Ay. That fly was
abszolutely, definitely, and completely
squashed. Unfortunately, Johnny's
head was nearly in the same state. Bob
had Em gquite a lot of beef into that
smack. He had wanted to make zure
of the fAy.

“Ow ! roared Johnny Bull
blithering——  Wow1  Idiot |
poity— Yow-ow! Chump !
to knock my brains out!
Oh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“My dear chap,” said Bob warmly,
“ ol asked me to swat that iyl Well,
I've swatted it!1""

“"Yon
Yon
Tryving
Yow-ow |
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“The swotlulness waz terrific!”
chuekled Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

Johnny DBull ecrambled up.  Ha
rubbed the back of his bLead, and
glared at his chump.

“You blithering ass!"” he roarved,

“But you asked me——"

“¥You dangerons maniac!”

“Well, you ecan swat your own flies
after this!” declared Bob. *1 jollv
well won't swat another for you, if I
see it right on your nosc.”

“You'd better not!™ hissed Jolinny
Bull, “Not unless you wankt your owi
silly nose pushed through the back of
vour silly head ! Wow [

“Comoe on!" said Harry Wharion.
lagghing, “1 can see g shady spot
ahead; and it looks like & pond, too.
What price a dip, if wo can get one?”

“Priceless 1™ soid Frank Nugent.

And the Famous Five pushed the
bikes on., and up. Johnny 1kull gave
an occasional grunt, and an occasional
rub to the back of his head. Still.
he had to admit that that troublesome
fly was done with.

“By  pum, thiz looks jolly 1™ saul
Bob, coming to a halt at last.

The other fellows {followed iz
cxample.

At this gpot green woodlands grew at
the edge of the read, wilth shady little
paths running up among the treces.

Through the foliage thera waz a
climmer of shining water. Tt was a
large pond, fed by a stream that
trickled tdown from higher lavels.

The place seemed absolutely solitary.
No deubt it belonged to somebody:
but the Greyfriars juniors hoped that
that somebody was of & kindly and
hospitable nature, and would not mind
dusty wayfarers taking a Jdip i his

ond.

They wheeled the machines off the
road, and parked them in a thicket.
Then they followed a shady little path
to 1he onticing sheet of water. It lay
not more than a bhundeed vards from
the road.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's a
jolly little hut here!” exeluimed DBob
Cherry. " Nobody at home, I hope”

It was a small wooden hut, on the
cdge of the woodland lake, evidently
construcled for ithe uwse of bathors
Wooden steps deseendded from it to 1he
water. The door at the top of the
5'.1'.9?5 WHS Open.

“If anybody’'s shout,
leave,” snid
nof——""

“IF not, we can fake Freneh leave,™
remarked Nugent,

“ Fxactly I

Bob Cherry jumped on the steps,
and put hizs head in at the open door.
The intorior of the hot was deeply
dusky, after the blinding glare of ihe
August sun oulside,

“Hallo, halle. hallo!" reared Dob.
" Anybody here®"

There was o sound of a stariled
movemaelt.

“8trike me
startled voice.

A dingy figure was curled up on the
floor of the hat.
had taken possession of the hut to
sleep in the heat of the dny. Bob
Cherry's cheery rear had awakened
him. It might have awakenced Rip
Van Winkle, or {he Seven Slecpers
of Ephesus.

The dingy ane sat up, sel a batlerod
bhowler hat straight on a tousled head,
and stared at Dob with red-lidded eyes
set elogse togother on either sule of a
slanting nose. It was nob o pleasant
face that glared at Lob from the dusk
of the hub, and iE was rendered stall
more unpleasant by a black scowl that

we ecan  ask
Harry Wharlon. o 1

pink!™  ejaculated a

Fvidently o tramp
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settled on it at sight of the cheery
tireyfriars junior.

Jimmy Guggs, tramp, pilferer, and
footpad, jumped to his fcet.

“You agin!" he ejaculated.

He came with a rush to the door,
lutting out. And Bob, taken gquite by
surprize by that sudden and unexpected
attack, yelled, ms a fist crashed on his
nose. sending him staggering back-
wards.

“ Look ont ! shouted Harry Wharton.

“Oh crumbs M

Tob had no time to "look out.™
That sudden punch sent him spinning
down t{he steps to the water. Under
the startled eyes of his chums he went
over backwards, and landed in the
pool with a terrifc splash. Hea had
come there for a bathe, and he was
takin% one, suddenly and uncxpectedly,
with his clothes on!

Bplash |

“Great pip !

s

“YWhat the thump——"

“Who the dickens—"

“Gurrrggh ! came from Bob, wildly
floundering in the pool. * Urrrrggh!™

Jimmy Guggs grinned from the door-
way ofter him as he went in, But the
grin died off his stubbly face at the
sight of four other fellows and the
sound of four startled voices. He
became aware that Bob was not alone,
He stared ronnd at the four, jumped
down from the hut, and started to run,

13ut the Co. were not likely to let him

ONCE A STAR TURN . . .

Billy Bunter has worn out his
welcome at Signor Muccolini’s
Magnificent Circus, and nobody
wants him. Bui how to get rid
of the runaway schoolboy from
Greyfriars is a problem !

+» « NOW A MERE NOBODY !

get away easily, after what he had done.
“ Bag him [ shouted Havry Wharton.
The EEI.:I
as if moved by the same spring, and
Jinmy Guggs, with a howl, went down
crashing, And the Co. pinned him
down on the edge of the pool, while Bol
serambled drenched and dripping from
Live waler.

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tit for Tat!

i RERRRRGH Y gasped Bob
Cherry.

He shook himsclf, rather

like o Newfoundland dog

aftor a plunge, scattering drops of
waler 1n o shower.

Eo had gone right under, and he
camoe out soanked trom head to foot.
Water ran down him in streams.

“Urrrggh 1I” he gasped. " Hold Lhat
brute, you men ! DBy gum, I'll pive him
smfnc;;&t‘ the same ! Urrggh|l Kcep him
il

“We've got him!” grinned Johnny
Bull. Johnny had a sinewy knee
lanted on the tramp's chest, pinning
}:im down, Wharton and Nugent had
hold of his wrists, and llurrce Jamset
1tam Singh stood on his lega

The rullian wrggled and strogpgled,
but there was no cscape for Lhim, By
that time Jimmy Guggs was  ealther
sarry Lhat e had hit out so suddenly al

L - —

ur juniors jumped at the tramp

3

the sight of Bob's cheery visage—or, at
all events, that he had not stopped to
make sure that Bob was alone before
he had hic out

"The cheeky rotter!” gasped Baoh,
“He doesn’t belong to the place—le's
& tramp, from his looks. Knocking a
fellow over——"

“What the dickens did he do it for "
asked Harry Wharton, puzzled. * Pitoh-
g into a stranger—->"

“You leggo ! came from the tramp.
“You 'ear me! Get off a bloke! You
take wour kues orf my bread-basket,
blow yer 1™

“He's not a stranger.” Bob stared
down at the stubbly face, with its ped-
lidded eves and slanting nese. “I'vo
seen that brute before., 8o have you
fellows. It's the brute we found pitch-
ing into Bunter on the Brighton road
a couple of weeks ago. Don't you re-
member £

“0Oh, T remember him now !
Ilarrcy.

All the juniors recalled the ruffian.
Guggs’ nose, knocked out of the straight
in some bypone scrap, was easy lo re-
member,

It wos o couple of weeks since the
Famous I'ive, eycling to Brighton, had
come on Bill unter, tha fat ornament
of the {a'ra}-i'friara Remove, in trouble
on the Brighton road. Bunter, left
behind by Muceolini’s Circus, had fallen
into  the clutches of the rufhan, and
would undounbtedly have had a wvery
heectie time had not the Famous Five
come whizzing slong on their jiggors.
As it had turned out, it was Guggs who
had had some rather hectic minutes.

Evidently he remembered the meetiug,
vengefully,. That was why he had
punched, without stopping to think, a=z
soon as he saw Bob Cherry. Dubt he
had reason now for wishing that lie had
stopped to think !

“Will you leggo ¥’ he hissed.

“Nob just yet, my pippin!” answered
Johnny Bull "You can't punch a
Gireviriars man's- nose and get away
with it."”

“The punchfulness is now poing ta be
a boot on the other leg, my esteemed
and disgusting Weary Williol" said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“T've had a ducking,” gasped Bob,
“We'll give ham the same. Tle wanls a
wash more than I do.”

“Hear, hear &

“Chuck him in t*

“Good epg "

[N = }"L."ﬂ.

said

e, leggo1¥  yelled Gugpes,
strugglhing frantically as the schoolboxs

rolled him towards the water. “Don't
you shove mo into that there pond!
Elp

“Roll him in "

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

Jimmy Guggs velled, and howled, and
strngeled, and fairly shricked.

Evidently he had a horror of water.
Neither internally nor externally did he
like it. DBut it was certain that he
needed a wash, whether he wanted %ne
or not. It was certain that his clothes
required & wash. Jimmy Guggs. and
cverything that was his, needed washing
—and had probably needed washing for
vears. INow he was going to get wiat
he had so long nc-:-deg.

Over he went on the grassy margin
of the lake, struggling and kicking, (il
lie was rolled into the water,

Splash |

“CGrooceoogh 1 gurgled the tramp.

Jimmy Cuggs splashed wildly in the
waler, clutehing at reeds and roshes.
hree or four fect, vigovously applicd,
helped him farther out,
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He splashed and foundered and
wnlluweg.

¥ Like DBob
E:hﬂﬂgly. I lEL

“urrrrgeeh !

"%nl ]]i“-r! JIE!" r G : m o

“Urrggh ! Gug-gug-gug! OCoocooch !

“ Getting wet 1 asked Johuny Bull,

“The wetfulness is terrific " chuckled
the Nabobh of Bhanipur,

““Ha, ha, hal”

Jimmy Guggs came Hounderving back
to the baok. ‘The juniors, grinning,
stood ready to push lum in again,

Standing with (he water washing
raund his armpits, and streams of it
running down from his drenched tousled
hair, the tramp glared at them, splut-
toring for breath.

“Will you let 2 bloke gerrout?™ he
howled. i

“¥ou'rc nob clean vel,” said DBob.
“¥ou want n lot of washing. You
haven't had a bath since the last time
yau were in chokey, from the look of

o™
. “Lemme gerrout ! spluttered Jimmy
Guggs.

He plunged through the reeds and
rushes, to clambor wshore. Five pairs
of hands fasteried on him ot onee, and
he went whirling back into ‘the water.

Splash !
“%ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂg‘h il )
Jimmy Guggs went under, gurgling.

He struggled right end uppermost
sgain. - If looks could have slain, the
lock that he gave the chuckling juniors
would have stretehed them on the grassy
bank. Luekily, looks couldn’t!

“Will you let a covey gerrout of this
'era pond 77 he shrieked.

“MNot till you'vre clean!” answered
Bob.. “ You're changing colour already
—in & couple of hours or so, you'll be
almost fit to touch. Get on with the
good wark.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Urrrggh |

Jimmy Guggs, it was elear, had no
desire Lo get on with the good work.
But he had to give up the idea of
strugeling out of -the lake on the side
where the Greyfriavs juniors stood.

He turned round and waded across to
the farther side. .

The .water came up to his neck, but it
was nowhere ont of his depth, and he
tramped and floundered and splashed
away, the juniors yatching him with
]aﬁhmg faces,

e tramp reached the farther bank
at last and dragped Wimseclf, drippiig,
from tho lako. Ha stood drenched in
& pool of water and shook his fist at the
unters acrozs the lake, pouring out a

reathless stream of abuse,

“ After him 1" shouted Bol.
kim in again ¥

"*Come onl”

Thoe Famous Five started ruwming
round the lake, It was some distanco
round—and Jimmy Guges did not wait
for them fto circamnavigate it, Before
they had taken o dozen steps, he was
running, and he disappeared into the
woods, panting and spluttering as he
waont.

Whon the trees swallowed him from
dgight, Harry Wharton & Co. walked
back to the bathing hut.

‘They had it to themsclves now, and
they changed into their bathing cos-
tumes in the hut, Bob Cherry spread
his drenched clothes on thoe steps out-
side to dry in the sun. Then the Famous
Five plunged into the water and enjoyed
a happy swim.

It was a sheer delight to swim in the
dool lake, under the shadow of groat
branches, after a long fag up a dusty
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road in the sun-glare. The chums of the
Remave enjoyed 1t thoroughly.

By the time they came out of the
water Bob's clothes had dried in the
hot sun. They crowded into the little
hut Lo towel down and- dress, fecling no
ond bucked by the dip.

“ Jolly nice of somiebody to fix this up
for dusty chapz on a biks trip!” re-
marked Bob Cherry, as he put en his
boota :

Harry Wharton laughed,

“ That somebody mightn't be pleased
if lte dropped on us kere,” ho =aid.
“8till, we couldn’t very well ask leave,
o5 thera was nobody about. If anybody

turns up before we clear—"'
B

“Hark 1" murmured Nugent.
Ho held up his hand.
Tha jumiors listened.
hore was a sound of Toolsteps com-
ing along the path through the waad
fram the high-road to the lake. Some-
body was coming |

Tha Greyfriars fellows logked at one
anather. There was no hirm, certainly,
iu"tnk-in%"hd. dip in the woodland lake.
But on that point it was possble that
the proprietor of the place might not
see oye to eye with the dusty eyelists,
If it was the proprietor who wgs coming
along now, they hoped .that he was a
reasonable sort of chap and 1 a good
temper |

The footsteps came tramping to the
margin of the lake. The wooden steps
in ifront of the bathing-hut creaked
under a heavy tread.

The Greyirisrs. fellows were dressed
now and ready to go, and they did not
feel wholly at case as they watted for
the newcomer to appear. dark
shadow blotted the sunlight at the open
doorway, and a barsh voice snapped:

“Are you there, Guggs? Gospetto!
Why do you not speak, you foal ¥

— s

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Voice !

& OTTEN ™ said Billy Bunter.
R Tippity Tip, clown, con-
jurcr, and ventrilogquizt of
uecolini’s Magnihcent Cirens,

rlared at the fat junior.

Muecolini’s Circus had halted on the
road. It was camped oo a stretch of
common Jand beside the long white road
that wound over the downs.

Why Signor Muceolini had ordered a
halt at that spot, nobody but the signor
knew. Men and beasts were no doubt
glad of a rest after covering many miles
on a dusty road under the glave of an
August sun. But consideration for
cither man or beast was not one of
“ Muecky's ™ ways.

But the boss had given the order, and
the cireus had halted, and there 1t was
in camp., There it was to vemain till
the following morning It was nowhere
near a town, or even a village, so there
was going to be no perfortnance that
ovening. Bignor Mueccolini was, appar-
cutly, wasting the best part of a day
for nothing; but in the Magnificent
Cirens, Mucky's word was law, and that
was that |

Billy Bunter was not in his best
temper.

For one thing, 1% was hot. Billy
Bunter felt the heat mere than most
follows, having a much larger surface
to feal it on. There was @ constant
trickle of ipcrkpimtiun down the fat face
of tha Owl of the Remove. TFor another
thing, Bunter was irritated at what he
regarded as a waste of time.

Washing time was, as a rule, Bunter's
long suit. At Greyfriars Behool he was

never known to be anxious to get te
work,

But_civeumstances alter ecascs.

In Muccolini’s Cirens, Billy Bunter
did a side-show as Guglielmo, the magic
orystal-gazer, and during the stay ot
Brighton he had deno very well out of
the British publie.

Plenty of people had been astonished
and * delighted to hear the voices of
ahsent  friends when they consulted
Luglielmo. And it was casy for the fat
veniriloguist of Greyfriars to produce
mysterious voices,

Half-erowns had almost rained on
Guglielmo. Tha fat spoofer had done
remarkably ‘well. But, as all Bunter's
financial resources wont the same way—
i refreshment liguid and selid for the
mner Bunter—the cash went almost as
fast as it came. It secmed to be Billy
Bunter's fate ta fall, like the seed in
the parable, in stony places.

_Had Buuter had o job of work in the
circus, he would not imw been keen to
get at it. But as lLe had
:il‘.iﬂ:lﬂug", he was quite keen.

de was anxious to get going again as
Guglieline with his Enu.ggtp gystﬁl and
sce the cash coming in again. Instoad
of which, he had to mark time, like the
rest of the cireus company 1ill ‘Signor
Muccolini chose to give the word to
r-gfultinu:: the route and head for the next
pitch,
~ lHence the frown that corrugated the
fat brow of William George Bunter, and
henee, too, his remark to Mr. Tip.

Tippity Tip was improving tho
shining hour by putting in some practice
at ventriloguism. lfe was quite vn-
aware that the fat schoolboy, blinking
at him throngh & pair of bi

a job of

big spectacles,
could have ventriloquised his head off,

Billy Bunter's remarkable gilt of ven-
iviloguisin was, so far, unknown in the
circus, IEven his stunt as Guglielmo had
not caused the other members of the
company to tumble to it. Nobody, on
Buunter's looks, would have suspected
that he could do anything out of tho
common.

Mr. Tip would have been greatly snv-
prised to learn that his own. ventrilo-
quial powers, compared with Bunter's,
were as moonlight unto sunlight, as
water unto wine.

Sitting in the shade of Marco's van,
Mr. Tip had a ventriloguial doll on his
knee, and was practising back-chat with
the same. He paused to glare at Bunter
a3 the fat junior expressed his uncompli-
mentary apmion.

“8hut up, Bunter!” said Marco, the
lion-tamer, who was leaning on the side
of his van watching Tippity.

“Shan't !" retorted Bunter.

The king of the lions made a move-
ment with hizs foot, and Bunter backed
out of reach.

“What I want to know is,” said Mr.
Tip, “why Mucky stands that f{at
porker aliout the cirews. He ain’t no
use, ond he ain't no ornament! What
does Mucky let him hang on for,
Alareo ¥

The lion-tamer shrugged his broad
shoulders.

“ Ask ho
answered.

“He cheeks Mucky like he cheeks
everybody !” said Mr. Tip. “It beals
me ‘oller! Why don't Mucky kick you
out, Bunter "

“I'd like o eco o dago kick me!™
said Bunter disdainfully. “Don’t you
be cheeky, Tip 1 I don’t like cheek from
civeus clowns 1V

Mr. Tnp breathed hard and deep.
*"“"¥on ‘ear that, Mareo?™ he sajd.
“Well, I smaclked his "ead for his cheek
when he was at Dri hton, and Mucky
jawed me afterwards. © *Ow he got
Mucky to jaw me, I duonno, becauso

me another, Tippity "



Mucky would like nothing better than
to smack his cheeky head himself ! But,
jaw or no jaw, I'm going to smack his

ad again ! i

“Leave him to me,” said MMarco.
“ Mucky won't jaw me, and I don’t mind
if he does! Now, Buuter, shut up!
Another word, and I'll smack you [

“Yah!" retorted Bunter.

Marco detached himself from the van.
Billy Bunter -backed out of reach again,
but this time the lion-tamer followed
him, and smacked. .

A large and heavy hand established
contact with Billy Bunter’s bullet head.
There was a roar from Bunter.

He had asked for it. But, like many
people in this world, he was not pleased
at getting that for which he asked.

"anrnuh  pgared Bunter. “Ow!
Beast | Wow [V )

“ Now shut up?” said Mareo, leaning
on the van again. *“Any more from

1--.‘.5:". fﬂm
I~- _‘ ! e

Standing in the lake, with the water almost up to his armpits, Jimmy Guggs glared at Harry Wharton & Co., spluttering
* Will you let a bloke gerrout ? ™ he howled.

for breath.

r¥a

vour, ancd I711 Lmﬁ._ynudatm&ﬁ the camp !

Lippity Tip grinned.

Billlig; ".untgr ﬁid not grin. e scowled
ferociously and rubbed his head. Bunter
wag annoyed—all the more because Zara,
the queen of the ring, was looking out
of her van, and she gmiled. Bunter saw
nothing to smile at in the dashed cheek
of a cireus man smacking a Public
gchool man's head.

Bunter would have liked to repay that
smack with a punch on the lion-tamer’s
nose. Bt as he could not have reached
Muareo's nose without the aid of a step-
ladder, that was not practical polities.

But there were other ways for a ven-
triloquist of Bunter's weird skill to get
his own back. Dunter gave a fat little
cough. 3

“Now, John,” said Mre. Tip, getting
on with his back-chat again and address-
ing the doll on his knee—="now, John,
tell mo whers I can see the handsomest
man in the eivcus 1™

“Look at me!” eame Mr. Tip's ven-
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triloquial squeak, in reply from the
doll.

“Now tell me where I can see the
ugliest man in the circus " went on Mr.

L[

The ventriloquial squeak, apparently
from the doll, was about to answer:
“Look in the glass!” But before Mr.
Tip could put in the squeak, there came
an answer from the doll:

“Look at Marco " g ;

It was Mr. Tip's own ventrilogquial
voice, reproduced to the very life by the
fat Greyfriars ventriloguist. Bunter's
gift in this peculiar line was really
remarkable.

Mareo frowned. He supposed that
that answer came from the c¢ircus ven-
triloguist. As he had just smacked
Bunter's head to oblige Mr. Tip, it was
rather ungrateful.

Fven Mr. Tip, who knew I'.!mt he had
not spoken, had not the faintest idea

et 2

more washing yet ! ™

whoenee the mysterious voice proceeded,
Ile stared blankly at the doll.

“Look at Marco!” went on
squeak., “"Did you ever sce a face
that? TIs it a face?” : :

“That's not funny, Tip!” said the
lion-tamer grufily. * And if you spring
that in the ring, you'll hit trouble !

“Holy pokers!” gasped Mr. Tip.
“It's ";.pp[énm:i hefnge, Fa.n.d now it's
‘appening again! You think I made
the «doll say that, Mareot” )

“Don’t be an ass! I know you did !”

“And I tell you I didn't!” howled
M. ’l‘ifp. “I tell you, I never said a

the
like

word of itl T tell you. as I've told you
afore, this 'ere circus is haunted—
haunted by a voice !

“(Oh, don't talk rot!” grunted Marco.

“Take your face away and bury it!”
came the sgueaky voice from the dell.
“ Lot it out to a farmer to frighten the
crows y

“ Look here. stk that, Tip " snapped

“ You're not clean ! " said Bob Cherry.

Marco. "I don't like it, and I tell you
o plain! It's not funny 1™

“I never—" gasped Mr. Tip.

“Who cares what you like, ugly
mug " came from the doll. “ Why don't
YOU WCAT & Fawkes mask? Zara
would think you better-looking in one 1™

Marco's rugged face fAushed scarlot
with anger. arco's hig, broad, rugged
face was not handsome, though it was
& very pleasant and good-tempered face.
It did not look pood-tempered now.

“Zara and Marco—beauty and the
beast I went on the ventriloquial voice.

“That's cnough of that!™ roared
Marco.

*1 never—" gtuttered Tippity Tip,
almost dizzy with astonishment.

“Chuck it, I tell you! Do vou want
me to break your sailly doll over your
silly hoad ! roaved Marco.

“You fancy Zara likes your ugly

—— —

“*You want a lot

mug *” went on the doll. "Don't yon
think it gives her a pain?"

Tippity Tip stared at his doll with
bulging eves. Unless the circus was, as
e declared, haunted by a *voice,”
there was no understanding this! Dut
it was no mystery to Marco, who sup-
poscd, of course, that the doll's 'm;h:
came from the cirens ventrilogquist.

He made a stride at Tippity, with a
brow of thunder. He grasped at the
doll, whirled it in the air, and brought
it down on Tippity's head, with a ter-
rific erash. - =

There was a fearful vell from Tippity,
as his hat was squashed in by the smite,
He rolled over in the grass, roaring:

*e O | Stoppitl I tell vou I never—
yarocooop !
Swipe
The wentriloguial doll descended on
Tippity again, as he sprawled and
roared. It was a mighty smite, and it
Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,487
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caused John, the doll, to fly into picces,
streaming sawdust over its unfortunato
owner, Only ita legs remained in
Marco's angry grasp. Ho hurled the
legs at the sprawhng, yelling clown,
and turned unff st-alk.eg AWLY.

“He, hae, hel” cachinnated BEilly
Bunter. )

And bho rolled away fvom the spot
leaving Tippity Tip to sprawl an
splutter, chuckling as he went.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Zara is Angry !

IGNOR MUCCOLINI stepped
S from his van and scowled at the

fat figure that was coming
towards him. . . i
The bulky, beefy Italian, with his

swarthy faco and jetty cyes and buzhy,
black moustache, had an aggressive
look and an overbearing manner. In
the Magnificent Circus he was monarch
of all he sorveyed, and he threw his
weight about without linmt

Only to a few special sters, like Marco
and Zara, was he civil. Most of the
company had to tolerate, the best they
mulﬁ, bully-ragging from the Italian
circus-master. And of all the numerous
members of the Magnificent Circus,
Billy Bunter was the one whom the
signor would have liked most to bully-
rag ! And the fact that he dared not
gﬂ it, was an mcessant writation to
.

Often and often was he templed to.

lay his swarthy hands on the fat Owl of
Greyfrinrs and wallop him right and
left. And the circus men, when they
heard Bunter cheeking him, counld only
wonder why he did pot de it.  But he
never did.

They did not know, or dream of sus-

pecting, the signor's secret—that he was
a [oreign spy, and that the travelling
eircus was a screen for his spy-work.

Neither, indeed, did Billy Bunter
know or suspect it.

Bunter knew that the s=ignor had
taken secret photographs of an  aiy
camp, becauso he had spotted him at
the work, and he knew that Muccolini
was answerable to the law for what he
had done. But that was all Bunter
lnew.

He had been quite surprised, in fact,
to find the Italian so terribly anxious to
keep it o seccret. It was a cerious
matter; but not, so far as Bunter could
tee, so serious as all that ! )

Still, the Italian’s terror of hmng
ﬁi"irﬁn away, suited Bunter. It cnable

im to hook on to the circus, whether
Mucky liked it or not.

And it suited Bunter to hook on., Ie
did not require a hearty, hospitable
welecome, Ho long as he was not booted
out, he was satisfied. And the signor
dared not boot him out, so that was all

right | )

%ﬂﬂﬁﬂg up to the dark, =cowling
Italian, the fat junior of Greyfriars
gavo him a careless nod.

Muecolini's black eyes gliltered ab
him.

How long, he asked himself sava Ily,
was he to fm troubled by this [at fool?
Twice he had laid a cunning scheme for
the fat Owl of Greyfnars to be
“heaten up” hy Jimmﬁ Guggs. Each
time Bunter had escaped by sheer luek.
Without even suspecting that his
danger came from the signor, Bunter
had escaped it.

“What do you want?” muttered tho
signor. I am going out. I have no
time now for talk!”

“You'd better make time, then !
Bunter coolly. “I've something
say.”

EEﬁ:]
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‘ lonked on Bunter with & kindl

Muccolini breathed hard.

“Look here! What are we hangir;g
about here for all the afternoon?
demanded Bunter. “It's wasting tine,
go far as I can sce™ o .

“I am the master of this circus!” said
the Italian, between his teeth. “1 give
orders here, Bunter I*

“That's all wvery welll” grunied
Bunter. “But I don't see \\ghg wo
should waste time. We can’t give !mi

show here. You've got your next pite
booked, I suppose. Well, why not got
on to iti*

“1 am to visit & friend who lives in
said Bignor Alne-

this pei%hhqurhnﬂd ¥
colini, choking bacig hia rage, and con-
descending to explain.  “Wo take the

road again to-morrow. Wo are in no
hurry to rveach our next piteh™ A
sudden gleam came into his black eyes
“Perhaps yvou would like to como with
me, Bunter? A very pleasant walk—-=2

“I'm not keem on walking in this
heat 1™ ﬁruntﬂd Bunter. “And no
lonely walks for me, either. That brute
of a tramp may be hanging about, for

all T know.”

‘It is very unlikely that he has fol-
lowed wus from Brighton,”® said the
signor, with a stealthy look at Bunter's
fat face.

“Is it?” prunted Bunter. *T jolly
well know that he followed us from
Surrey to Brighton, so he may still be
following us. The beast has a grudge
against me,”

“1 should protect you, if—"

Y Yen, can see you daing it!”
snecred Bunter. * More liI-:eIi.r take to
yvour heels and leave me to it.”

“If you like, we will go in the car.”

“Thank you for nothing!”® jeered
Bunter. “Youn gave me a lift in your
car on the Brighton road, and left me
behind, and tint brute of a lramp
dropped on me. It would have been
vour fault if he'd knocked me out—und
zo he jolly well would have done if my
friends hadn't come up I*

S But—" muttered the signor, biting
his thick lip till it almost bled.

“¥You might leave me behind
again I sneered Bunter. “Catel: me
trusting & dagol  Once bitter, twico
Eh%,‘ you know.”

Signor Muccolini choked.

“As you like!” he muttered, and be
forned his back of Bunter, and strode
away. The fat junior blinked after him
threaugh his big spectacles, surlily.

The Italian circus-master walked it
of the camp, and disappeared along ile
road by which the circus had travelled
that morning. Billy Bunter rolled away
i the direction of Zara’s van. He
gave no further thought to Signor Mue-

colini, little guessing' who was the
“friend  the signor was going to sce,
and what might have happened had he

heen in the s
met that frien
Zara, the queen of the ring, was the
only member of the ecircus company wheo
enae,
she was keenly intorested in the
-:.'_r}'stnl-gamn% of the "Great. Cug-
lielme,” in which she believed implicitly.
With the superstition of her race, Zara
believed that distant scenes ecould be
read in the erystal. Billy, Bunter was
prepared to read in the erystal anything
that anybody wanted to sco there; and,
in addition, to cause tho voices of
abesent friends to whisper in their ears,
It was by lua ventriloguial trickery that
it had convinced Zara of his powers.

Bunter heard a clink of teacups as ho
approached the gipsy girl's van. Ie
hastened his steps.

Tea was going on, apparently, on the
shady side of the caravan. DBunter was
more- than ready oo join in ihat
function.

or's cowmrpany when he
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But as he drew near, a deep voica
that reached his ears round the wan,
told him that there was already n guest
on the spot. It was the voice of Marco.

‘The fat junior halted, frowning over
his spectacles. What the gipsy girl
could see in that beast, Marco, was a
mystery to Bunter. But she seemed to
like the big, rugged lion-tamer,

“It's all rubbish I Mareo was sagingi
“That fat young rasecal ia a fraud!

Bunter's frown intensified.

e had no doubt that Marco was
alluding to him | No doubt he realised
that the deseription fitted.

“ Beast I breathed Bunter,

Ho remained where he was, to hear
Zara's reply. The caravan was between
him and the gipsy girl and her guest,
and he could not see them; but he could
hear their voices casily. And Billy
Bunter had no scruples about listening
to what was not intended for his fat
Cnrs,

“Tt iz nob rubbish, Marco!™ came
Zare's reply, with a sharp ncte in her
voice., “The bay proved it. T tell you
that he read the erystal, and made me
iear the veice of iy father, Barcngro,
speaking my name.’

“ But that is impossible, Zara " urged
Mareco. It must have been a trick of
some kind.”

“Hew could it have been a trick? I
fell vou, I heard my name spoken, and
there was no one near [

“Pippity  plays such  tricks,” said
Mareo, Jaughing. “Perhaps Bunter
had help from our ventriloguist, Zara.”

“Tippity is no friend of his, and
would not help him, especially in a trick
to deceive me ! snapped the queen of
the ring.

“That iz true agreed Mareo.
“Dut ¥—=he laughed again—*you do
not believe in magie, Zara.”

“The Romany believes in  many
things in which the house-dwellers do
uot believe,” said Zara. “The boy has
proved what he can do. Does he not,
1y the sideshow, read the erystal, and
make the people hear the voices of their
absent friends?”

“Ieo has been playing some -such
trickery !’ said the lion-tamer, " But
there 15 no truth in it—there cannot

'!H
Marco !

IJJ

be !

“1I have heard him,
Zara positively.

“Then wou have been deceived by
some trick,” answered Marco. " Per-
haps he had someone concealed 1n his
tent, to speak—"

“ Nonsense 1"

“Dr" Tippity may have helped him

“That is nonsense also."

“But, my dear Zara—""

“You think I am a fool, to be de-
ceived by a schoolboy I exclaimed the
queen of the ring angrily. “I will not
speak to you again, Marco IV

“Punt—" exclaimed Marco, in dis-
may.

He broke off, as the gipsy girl went
intoe her van and ﬂ]:D:Eﬂ(]g the door with
a slam. The queen of the ring had a
temper—and it was elear that she was
vory much angered by the lion-tamer's
disbelief.

“Zara!™  exclaimed Alarco. s
stepped to the door of the van, and
tapped.  “Zara !

gaid

"o away!” ecamo a snap from
within,
“But, my dear Zara—" urged
Marco.

“1 tell you, go away "

Mareo, with a clouded brow, walked
away, forgetting his unfinished tea,
Unfortunately for Bunter, he walkod
away on the side of the van where the
fat junior stood.

Bunter was grinning; but he eeased
to grin as the hon-tamer camne suddenly
on him. Mareo’s brows contracted as
he saw the fat Owl.

“8o0 you have been listening!” he
exclaimed.

“Oh, really, you know—"

“¥You young rascall”

“Look here, draw it mild!" said
Bunter warmly., "I never heard a
word vou said to Zaral I'm not the
fellow to histen, I hope! Aud I can tell
you I don't think much of a fellow who
rung & chap down belhiund his back 1"

*8o you heard what I said Lo Zarat?”

“Oh, no! I never heard a word!"”

Marco stared at him,

“You are a young rascal!” he said,
“But I think you are more fool than
rascal ! Tf I find you listening again,
I will kick you, as you desorve. In fact,
I will kick you now——"

“Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, as the
lion-tamer suited the action to the word.

“Ow!l Beast! Wow!l"”

And Billy Bunter departed in haste,
barely dodging s second lunge of
Marco's boot as he went,

T

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Any Port in a Storm !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H stared ot the beefy fgure and
the swarthy face that looked 1n
at the doorway of the bathing-

hut by the lake,

They had wondered, uneasily, whether
it was the owner of the sylvan spot who
had arrived: and they were rather glad
to find that it was not.

But they were astonished to see the
dark face of the Italian circus-master
looking in; and still move by the words
he utteraed.

They knew Signor Muccolini at a
glance. But they had last seen him
when  the Magnificent Circus was
Eit-::hed at Brighton, and they were

oliday-making et that attractive sea.
gide resort. It was quite a surprise to
run into him again in this solitary spot
on the downs,

Evidently Signor Muccolini had come
there expecting {o sce someone, And
he would have seen the ruffianm with the

slanting nose, but for the arrival of the /' “Looks like a thunderstorm coming 1"

Gm:i')fnu,rs- juniors, snd the little

trouble with Jimmy Guggs.

Why the circus-master should have
made an appointment in that lonely
spot, with the dingy, ruffianly tramp,
was a mystery. DBut there was little
doubt that he had.

Signor Muceolini, standing on  the

step outside, put his dusky head into the

hut, staring round him. The sudden
change from the blinding sunshine out-
side, to the dusky interior, prevented
him from seeing the jumors for the
moment, but he was aware that the hut
was occupied—he had heard movements.
And his harsh voice snapped again:

“You are here, fool? Why do you
not answer me? What—" i‘fﬁ broke
off as he discorned the juniors, and
ﬂtﬂr%ﬁf‘ violently, " Dio mio! Who ave
you

“Good-afternoon, Signor Mueccolin 1™
gaid Bob Cherry uffahg'

The Italian stared at him. As his
became used to the dusk inside, he
nised the Greyfriara fellows and
scowled.

“Oh! You!” he muttered. "I=I
thﬂlﬁht—:[‘—]; came—"'

. L::puctmg to see  semebody

Bob,

oyes

cleo

hero ! aske A sperteman with
a nose that has & list to port?”
“Whero 13 he?"” snarled Muccolini.

“If you have seen Lim, where is he 1"

ness of ours, 1

S Gona 1" answered Bob. “We had a
bit of a row with that johnny, and he
cloared off! We gave him a wash
before he went! You'll hardly recog-
nise him when you sce him again—he
looks almost clean.”

And the juniors chuckled.

“Meddling fool!” muttered the
Italian, He gave the Famous Five a
dark look, and stepped back from the
doorway and from the steps.

Harry Wharton & Co. came out of
the hut.

Signor Muceolini stood by the margin
of the lake, staring round him. It was

lain that he was intensely annoved and
irritated by the departure of the man
he had come there to sce. ;

“Which way did he go?” he snarled,
with another black look -at the Groy-
friars fellows.

Harry Wharton peinted acrosz the

lake.

“Ho cleared off that wayvy,” he
answered. ' We haven't seen him sinco
he went. That was nearly an hour
ago,”

"' Cospetto I

The Italian, muttering to himself,
started tramping round the lake. Harry
Wharton & Co. looked after him as ho
went, and then looked at one another.

“Well, thiz haats me 1™ remarked Bob
Chorry. “"What the merrv dickens can
that cfv want with that footpad?”'

& Gungzusa knows 1" sai Harry
Wharton. “He can’t know that ho's
the man who attacked Bunter, I sup-
vse, or he'd have nothing to do with

im. It's jolly queer—but it's no busi-

suppose. Let's get

The chums of the Remove walked
back along the shady path to the road.
They stopped at the thicket where the
bicycles had been parked out of sight,
and wheeled the machines out,

“By guml It's hot!” murmured
Johnny Bull

Harry Wharton glanced  rather
anxiously at the sky as the juniors
wheeled the bikes oub from under the
trees,

The heat was breathless: but the sk
was no longer a clondless blue. A
heavy bank of dark eloud was rolling
up from the sea, obscuring the sun that
had been blazing over the downs,

i .H‘

said Harry. “We'd better push o
We're about o dozen miles from any-
whaere, here,”

They pushed the bikes up the long
white road,

Ahead of them, the rise continued for
a good mile; and it was necessary to
whael the machines that distance before
they could ‘F:-t into the saddle again,

Refreshed by the rest, and the dip in
the cool lake, they pushed on vigorously,
anxious to arrive somowhere where
there was shelter, before the storm
broke.

A flash of lighining whipped ascrosa
the shadowed sky before they had
covered half the distance. A distant
rumble of thunder followed.

“Hers it comes " murmured Bob.

Large drops fell, spattering on tho
dusty road.

The setting sun was blotted out now
by the thickening clouds. Heavy dvops
of rain spattered on straw hats.

“Nice I murmnred Bob.

“The niceluluess 15 terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh,
“We shall soon pot o wash like tho
esteemed and dis uutilhg Guggs "

“Looks like it said Marry, *unleza
we can get some shelter,”

“There's nothing on this road for
miles 1" said IFrank Nugent. “*We'ro
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g’uijng to get wet, old beaus! Bhove
ﬂn 15

They shoved .on. Another flash of
lightning split the clouds, followed by
a heavier roll of thunder. Rain began
to fall thickly.

Therve was nothing for it but to push
on, vegardless of the rainm, Little
episodes like ihiz had to be expected on
a cyeling tour,

ut the juniors kept a wary look-out
along the road for any possible shelter;
fur 1t was clear that there wos soon
gomg to be a leavy downpour. Once
at the {op of the vise they could mount
and pnt on speed. But they were not
near the top of the rize yet,

Spatfer, spatter, spatter, came thoe
rain, Moll an roll of heavy thunder
awokoe the cclioes,

“It's geiting cooler, anyhow!™ re-
marked Bob Cherry. Bob wasz a fellow
fo seo the bright side of anything—even
of a thunderstorm on an open road over

the downa. _
“And wetter " grunted Johnny Bull.
“The welfuluess is  preposterous 1™

murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“What about getting under
trees ™ askod Nugent.

“Too jolly dangerous with lightning

bout I'* saidd Bob, *“Better push onl

e-may :pot a cottage or something,
51!‘“;1, sone good Samaritan mway take us
in

No cottage, however, came in sight.
The Famwous Five, geiting wetter and
wetter, pushed on manfully, with eager
t'rl?"-:-s open for any sort of a building
that might offer shelicr from the storm,

“Ilallo, hallo, hallo!” shouted Bob
suddenly.

“What—7"

“Caravans—gipszics, I suppose. This
way L Any port in a storm1”

The Famoeus Wive camo to s halt,
staring through the dropping rain at the
encampnent by the roadside. A num-
bor of caravans could be seen, parked
with many other vehicles, and somae
tents. At the fivst glance they took it
for a gipsy cocampment. But they soon
saw what it was.

“Tho - circus I?
Wharton

“By pum, yves! There's the nama on
that  van — Muecolini’s  Magnificent
Civeus ! exclaimed Nugent. “'What the
dickens ean it have stopped here fori*

“Goodness knows ¥’ said Harry, quite
puzzled “This isn't the spot whers one
would cxpect to drop on a ecirens. Still,
wo might have gucssed that it wasn't far
away, a5 we saw Muoeceolini & mile back.
He wouldn’t be here without his cireus.”

FCome on!” said Bob, turning his
bike off the voad. “If Bunter’s still
with the civeus, he'll be glad to zeo us—

thao

exclaimed Harry

perhaps |
*Tha vhapsfulness  is _terrific ¥
grinned Huvree Jamset Ham Singh.

*“Oh, blow Bunter ! said Harry. It
doesn't matter about Bunter, but—-—"

“But what " asked Bob. “Want to
stand there fill you get soaked I

“"No, azz ! Bapt——"

“But what, faithead?' prunted
Johnny Bull, *Pon't you want to pet
eut of the raini”

“¥es, but—" Wharton hesitated.
“That dago sportzman, Aluccolini,
doesn't like us—

“Nice as we are ! grinned Bob.

“Well, ho doesn’t. And I fancy hae
won't be pleased if he comes back and
finds us in his camp.”

“If he doesn't like it, he can lump
it ! growled Johnny Bull, “I'm not
sticking out in this rain because =a
deshed dago wayn't like my company 1"

And Johnny lpush-ed his bike off tha
road, and wheeled it towards the circus
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camp. Bob Cherry followed him, and

r,_l:;ﬁu Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

i Come on, Harry!” said Nugent.
Muccolini isn’t at home now, enyhow,

and in any case he can’t mind if we get

shelter from the rain in his blessed

circus. Come on, fathead I

Frank Nugent wheeled his bike after
the others  Harry Wharton made up
his mind to it, There was a roar of
thunder that scomed almost to shake tho
downs, followed by a roar from Marco's
lions, disturbed by the commotion of the
clements. A dewn-rush of rain followed,
splashing hard and fast, and the Grey-
friars juniors hurried on, anxious to get
out of it. It was a case of any port in
& storm, and whether Signor Muccolini
liked it or not, they were going to get
out of the rain.

———

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is not Pleased !
i IT’%‘ wet 1" remarked Mr. Tippity

ip.
“Oh lor*[” greaned Billy
Bunter.

Mr. Tip glanced at the fat junior and
grinned.

Ramn was splashing down heavily on
the ¢ircus camp. Everybody had rushed
for shelter. A glorious August day was
closing in & wild and stormy- night,
Those of the cireus company who had
goad caravans parked themsclves in the
same, -and were safe from the rain and
tha rising wind. Others, less fortunate,
fmekad into tents, and some of the tents
eft much to be desired.

Tippity Tip's tent was neither large
nor commodious, Such as it was, he
had to share it with Billy Bunter.
Bunter did not like the clown as a tent-
mate, and still less did Tippity like
Bunter. But the fat Owl had to be
accommodated somewhere, since he had
jomned tho circus and persisted in re-
rr:ammi hooked on to it, and he had to
make the best of his gquarters.

Billy Bunter's discomfort, and his con-
sequent grousing, did not seem to dis-
tress Mr. Tip. Rather it scomed to
ainuse him. '

“'This rotten tent doesn't keep cut the
vein I grunted Bunter. “I've had a
splash down the back of my neck.”

“It don't often get a wash, docs it 7"
asked Tippety.

“Beast! What did that fool Mucky
want to stop hera for ¥ hooted Bunter.
“Where's the sense in cmnping out hera
in this beastly wilderness, I'd like to
know

“Didn't My ask your per-
mission I** inguired Mr. Tip, winking at
the falling raindrops cutside the door-
way of the tent.

*Oh, don't be a silly ass!” snarled
Bunter. “I'm jolly glad the beast’s got
caught in this hlﬂlEﬂIg! He will be j %I?
well soaked by the time he gots back. ¥
hope he'll be jolly nearly drowned!
Blow him !

“Well, if he's out in this he will get
wet,” agreed Mr. Tip. “It's coming
down—no mistake about that! Hallo!
Who the dickens is this?"

Tippity Tip stared at fiva fellows,
wheeling bikes, with their collars turned
up. The next moment he recognised the

amous Five of Greyiriars.

“My cye!” said Mr. Tip. “Here's
EumEhfriends of yourn, young Bunter,”

13 1 _?!

“Fellers from your school,” =aid
Tippity.

" Rot ! grunted Bunter.

Tippity put his head out into the rain
and waved o hospitable and inviting
hand te the dreached juniors.

“Hers you are " he shouted. “This
way. out of the rain! Hop in I

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo| That's Tip!”

The esteemed and ludierous Tip 1*

The five wet oncs hu?itcd in frant of

Tippity’s tent. Tippity’s round, chubby
face beamed at them. He had met the
Famous Five several times, and his feel-
mgs towards those cheery youths were
\’l}%‘jﬁ'_dlﬂﬁl‘l‘.ﬂt from his feelings towards
William Georga Bunter.
_ "Caught in the rain 7 he said. *“ Hop
ml There ain’t a lot of room, bus
you're welcome to what there is!1 Pal
of yourn here, too!™

“You're awfully good, Mr. Tip ! said
Harry Wharton gratcfully.

“Oh, douw't mench!” zaid Mr. Tip,
“Hop in out of the rain! There's o lot
more coming dowsn, Iecling a bit damp
—what?”

“The dampfuluness is
esteemed Tip [

Pipﬁuw chuckled.

"Il look after your jiggers,” he said.
“Come in. Make a bit more room, will
you, Bunter? You can't squat over the
whole tent when we've got visitors.”

Billy Bunter blinked through his bip
spectacles at the five juniors, as they
crowded into the limited space.

I say, you fellows—" he squeaked.

“dJolly old Bunter | said Bob. “Glad
to see-us. again, old fat bean?™

“No, I'm iﬂ"iy' well not ! grunted
Bunter. “ Look here, you can't erowd
me out of this tent! CGo and shove in
somewhere elze, see !

HYou were glad encugh-to see us the
night that footpad got hold of you, you
fat freak I* g,-r-.-w.-le::lg:CI Jolinny Bull.

“Never mind Bunter!” said Bob
Chierry cheerily.  “Bunter can’t help
being a pig, can youn, Bunty, old bean

“The pigfulness 1g—"

“Terrific I" chuckled Bobh.

“Look here—" hooted Bunter.
= “¥ou shut up, Bunter " said Mr. Ti

You 'car m ut up! This 'ero 13
my tent, and if you don’t like it you can
get out ! Now shut up ™

“ Beast [

preposierouns,

Mr. Tip put a sack over his head, ta
shelter it from the rain, and went out to
put the bicyeles under cover. When he
came back he had a couple of camp-
stools under his arm. |

“I've borrowed these from MMarco,”
he explained. “There's & box soine of

ou can sit on.  Make the best of it

his ain't the Ritz, you know.”

“It's jolly good of you to take us in,
Mr. Tip! said Harry, *“We should
have been sonked to the skin if we'd
stayed out in that! We were jolly glad
to spot the circus here, I can tell you1”

“But what are you deing hers?”

asked Bob. "Not poing to give o por-
form to the sheep on the downs—
what ™

Mr. Tip grinned.

“PBleezed if I Lknow!™ He answered.
“Mucky gpave the order to camp love,
and that's that. He's gone to call on
somebody, 1 beliove—"’

“Oh 1” said Bob, with a glance at his
friends,

“ But why he couldn’t have gono in his
car and let the circus keep on, is o blink-
tng mystery to me i said Tippity. “ Bus
Mucky gives orders here, n.m:r that’s all
about it. Here we are till he gives the
order {o move on,”

“The silly idiot!” growled Bunter:
“He hadn't the sense even to camp near
an inn, where & chap eould have got a
decent meal and a bed. T don't beliove
there's a house within a mile. The silly
ass 1"

“TFive miles would be necarver the
mark 1”. said Tippity. “This rain don’
look like stopping, doecs 167"

It docsn’t 1 saud Harry ruclully, “If



Guges was helpless in the poweriul hands of the lion~tamer.

you leggo P ™ he moaned.

a-cracking my blinking bones !

it keeps on we shall have to push
thirough it somehow.” : ;

“¥You won't,’' said Mr. Tip, “not if
von'd rather bunk down ‘ere and
chance it. It ain't the Grand Hotel at
Drighton, but it will keep the rain off,
and I can scrounge you some supper.”

“Wa can’'t crowd you oul of house
and home like that, old bean!™ said
Bah.

“Bozh 1" said the hospitable Tippity.
“You're more’n welcome. I'll fix you
up all righs™

There was a howl fromm Bunter.

“And what about me?” he hooted.
“Think I'm going to be crowded out?”

“You'tl be pushed out on your neck if
vou don’t shut up!" said Mr. Tip
darkly. “You're asking for it, falty !”

“Beast 1

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at or®
another, and looked out at the weather.

The thunder was rolling heavily; the
rain coming down almost in sheets
And it looked lLike lasting. After days
and days of dry weather, Nature was
making up for it with a swamping
downpour. .

Pushing on for miles through the wet
was a far from attractive idea. Bpacc,
in Mr. Tip's quarters, was rather
limited; but his hospitality was
boundless. The chums of the Remove
decided to accept Mr. Tip's kind offer.
Bunter did not matter. It was Tip-
pity’s tent—and that settled it

But it did not settle it for Bunter.
Billy Bunter had no idea of being
crowded and erammed, if he could help
it. Neither Tippity, nor the Famous
Tive scemed to realise that Billy
Punter’s personal comfort was the first
of all considerations, Bunter reahsed
it clearly.

Tippity Tip went out with the sack
over his head azain, and returned with
a cup of bhot coffee mnd two or three
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tin eups. Harry Wharton & Co. sat on
the ecamp-stools, and a beox, and any-
thing that came handy, and drank
coffee, and talked to Mr. Tip, 1n guite
a chicery mood. 3 .

Billy DBuntcr, squatting in a dusky
corner, frowned over his spectacles,
unheeded.

Suduenly, from outside the tent,
cawne @ sharp, barking volce—the well-
%-:_n?wn. harsh voice of Bigonor Mucco-
ini.

“Tip! How daréd you bring those
voung rascals into my circus? Turn
thems out at once! Do you hear?
Tarn then out i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Once Too Often !

ARRY WIIARTON crimsonecd.

H He jumped to his feet. Iis

comrades followed  his
examplo at once.

Mre. Tip looked utterly dismayed.

Billy Bunter, in his dusky corner,

rinned. The Greviviars ventriloguist
1ad his own way of getting rid of that
unweleome ecrowd in the tentl

“Oh, my eye!” ejaculatod Tippity.

He peered out into the falling rain
and thickening dusk.

“1 say, signor—'" he stammered.

“Tarn them out, I tell you!” camo
tha barking voice. *“How dare you
bring them here! I will not have
them in my eircus!®™

“TLook here, sir, they've stepped in
out of the rain, and I ain't turning
them ov.—so there!” exclaimed Tip-
pity angrily.

Ile stared round in the dusky rain.
He could not see Signor Muceohmi. If
he was at hand, he was nobt close at
hand.

The juniors exchanged glancea.

He sagged like a sack, his
“T gives in ! I’ll go to the stone jug, if you like ! I'll do anything ! Only leggo ! You're
“ [*m handing you over to the police first ! ** said Marco.

legs tralling on the ground. * Will

Wharten bit his lip, hard. He had
felt wvery doubtful whether Signor
Muccolint would be pleased or grati-
fied by finding them there. Now there
seemed no doubt on that peint! He
felt as if he could have kicked himself
for zsecking shelter in the cirous at alll
The rain was better than this!

“Let's get ont, you men!” muttered
tho captain of the Remove.

“Look here, bother that cheeky
dago !” growled Johnny Bull, “This
is /Tip's tent, and Muceolini has no
right to order fcllows out of 1it."

“We can't get Tip into s rvow with
his boss.”

“"Well, no—that's s0.™ ]

Tippity turned a worried, distressad
face towards his puests. But worried
lanr,] distressed as he was, ho was rcso-
ute.

“You're not going, young gents!” ho
said, " Muecky can say what he likes.
and be blowed to him! I dessay he's
got wet in the rain, and come back in
a bad temper. I don’t care what he
says! You're staying 'ore!”

“Mucky doesn’t like ug, old bean!™
said Bob Cherry, with a faint grin.
“We've had a row or two with him,
vou know. We'd better cnt."

“The entfulness is the proper eaper,
csteerned and absurd Tip!” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I tell you, you ain’t going, and
Mucky can go and cat garhe!” said
Tippity. "FIZ can tell yom, I've had
enough lip from Mucky. He planted
that %ut frog here on me, as if it wasn't
my own tent! But he ain't ordering
you out in this "ere rain—""

“Will yon turn theose young secoun:
drels out? ecamo the angry, barking
voice, “Do you want to be sacked,
Tip

Tae Magyer Lispary.—No. 1,487,
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“Let us go, for goodness’ sake!”
breathed Nugent.

“Come on!l” said Bob.

All the juniors were anxious to go.
They could feel for Mr. Tip, who wasa
red with anger and annoyance. DBut
they knew wvery well that it was a
scrious matter for the cireuas clown to
enter into a dispufe with his emp]u;{ryer,
i;pecia]ly an_ overbearing bully like
Muceolini. They were not going to
land Tippity in trouble. ]

But Tippity barred their way. Tlﬁl-

ity was a patient lLittle man, and he
ad endured endless “lip” from
Mucky. But therse was a limt; and
now the limit was reached. Tippity
was poing to kick!

“¥ou stay where you are, young
gents ' seid the clown, “1 tell you
this 'ere iz my tent, and I've made
you welcome to it, and yow're sticking

ere. I've had enough from that
dago [”
“But—" said Harry, deeply
uneasy.

“I tell you, I've stood cheek from
that unwashed ice-cream blighter that
no covey would have stood if his job
wasn't at stake ! said Tippity. " And
I sin't standing this! An English-
man’s house 18 his castle, amn’t it?
And this "ere is my bloonnng tent.”

“But—" said Bob.

“Do you hear mwe, Tip?"”" came the
voiee from without, barking savagely.
“Turn those oung rascals out at once,
or you'ra sacked ™

Tippity Tip's eves gleamed.

“SBacked, am 17" he hooted.

"Yes, sacked!” came the angry
bark. “Do you think you're any use
in the cireus?  Sacked, unless vou
turn them out this instant !’

“That does it!” said Tippity Tip
between his teeth. "If I'm sacked, I'll
give that cheeky dago what I've
wanted fo give him for donkeys
years [

He spun round to the npeninfr of the
tent, his fists clenched, and his eyes
blazing. I'or a long, long time the
bullying Italian had treated Tippity

like a worm! Now tho worm was
turmng |
“For moodness’ salke——"" exelaimed

Harry Wharton, in alarm.

Tippity Tip did not heed him.

Heedlesa of remenstrance, and heed-
less of the rain, he jumped ouwt of the
tent, his fists up and his eyes blazing.
How many times he had yearned to
punch the signor’s swarthy face, Tip-
pity could not have counted. He was
going to do it at last|

A figunre loomed in the rain and
dusk in front of the tent. Tippity
jumped at it, hitting out. .

“That's for you, you snuff-eolonred
‘ound ! rvoaved Tippity azs he hit.
“You take that—and that——"

There was a roar of surprize. But it
was not the voice of Signor Auccolini.
It was the voice of Mareo, the lion-

tamaor.,
“Tip! Yon mad idict! What are
Tippity.

you up to? voared Alarco.
“Holy pokers!” pasped

“AME you Mucky? I mean, where's

Mucky? I thought it was Mucky——"

“You thumping ass!™  roared
Mareg.
He grasped the clown by his collar,

lifted him off his feet with a swing of
hia powerful arm, and strode into the
tent, carrying Tippit&\ in bodily.
*Ooogh ! gurgled ippil‘i(, “Ooogh |
T.eggo, Marco, you hass! tell you, I
thought it was Alucky—— Oooogh!”
Marco set him_on his feet, and
glared at him. Then ke rubbed his
'Frr Magxer Lisnary,—No. 1,487,
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chin, where Alr. Tip's knuckles had

landed.

“Ara  you ha hooted.
“Jump]:.% at a man and punching his
face? What do you mean?”

“1 thought it was Mucky, I tell you!”

barmy ™

gasped Mr. Tip. “He's jest been
‘owling at me from outside—"
“Mad, I suppose,” said Marco.

“Mucky's not therel He hasn’t come
in! e went out before the storm
camo on, you silly ass!”

“1 know he didl But he's come
back——"

“He hasn't["

U Didn’s I ear him?” howled Tip-
pity. “I tell you, e was "owling into
the tent that I was to turn these young
gents out in the rain, and I went out to
punch- his cheeky face, and 1
thm‘l:' h-——" , i

“Oh, you're potty " snappe arao.
“Mucky hasn't come in. Think he'd
walk back through this downpour, you
chump? He's in shelter somewhere.'

“I tell you—" shricked Tippity.

“I came along to see if I could
help in putting us these lads,” said
the lion-tamer, “and you meet me with
B punch in the face, you dummy !™

"I thought ‘it was Mucky!” raved
Mr. Tip. “And, I tell you, Mucky is
there, and he was 'owling at mé——"

“Weo all heard him, Mr. Marco,” said
Harry Wharton. “He doesn’t want us
here—we had some trouble with him,
yvou know, a little while back—and he
told Mr. Tip to turn us ou

" Are you all dreaming ¥'" hooted
Mareo. “I tell you that AMucky hasn't
come back, and if he'd been outside the
tent, shouldn’t I have scen him as I
came aplong?  Mucky's not in  the
camp.™

The Tamous Five could only stare.
They knew the harsh voice of the

civens-master well enough, and they
had had no doubt that that angry
voice cama from Signor Muecolini.

Marco's positive statement that the
[talian was not in the camp, simply
mystified them. :

Lippity Tip dashed out of the tent,
regardless of the rain., He came back
i a'few moments, however, dripping
and locking bewildered.

“Mucky ain't nowhere about!”™ he
gasped.

“I told you he wasn't!” smapped
Marco.

“But I tell you we all heard him!™
exelaimed Bob.

“You couldn’t have, as ho's not in the
camp,” said the lion-tamer,

“Haunted [ said Tippity. *“This "ere
circus 1= haunted! Ain't I told vou a
dozen times and more, Marco, that this
‘ere circus 1s haunted—haunted by a
woice ! Didn't you 'car it only this
afterncen and faney that I was making
the doll speak when I wasn't——"

“0Oh, den't be an ass, Tippity [ said
Marco ﬁruﬂly.

“I tell you this "ere circus is haunted
F.'r_f’ a voice !” asserted Mr. Tip. “Now
all these young gents can tell you the
sama ! They heard Mucky jest as plain
as I did—and he ain’t there I

“Haunted by a voice " repeated Bob
Cherry, turning a sudden glare on the
fat Owl of the Remove in his dusky
corner. " Bunter, you fat villain—"

“ Bunter I reared Johnny Bull,

“ Bunter I" bhowled Nugent.

“That fat scoundrel—*
Harry Wharton.

! t esteemed and rascally ventrilo-
guial rotter!" yelled Hurree Jamset
Ham Singh. *It was not the ridienlous
dago at all; it was Bunter "

“0h, really, you fellows!” gasped

exclaimed

Bunter in alarm. “I—I never said &
word | I—I never—"

Tho Greyfriars ventriloquist rather
répented of his latest trickery now,

Io had nearly got away with it—veory
nearly | But for Tippity's determina-
tion not to be bullied into inhospitality,
the juniors would have gone. As it was,
Bunter had done it once too often.

H:i'atﬂriuus. _hu.unt]iﬁg voices might
ﬁp:ze and bewilder Mr. Tip; but they
id not puzzle Remove fellows, who

knew of the fat Owl's weird gift of
ventriloguism

Often and often had Billy Bunter
been kicked in the Remove passage ab
Greyfriars for that kind of trickery.
Now that they knew that Signor Mucco-
lini was not in the camp the Famous
Five guessed what had happened.

They glared at Bunter.

“You fat rotter!” roared Johnny
Bull.

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I
never——* gpasped Bunter,

" How could it have been Buntori"
exclaimed Marco. “What do you
mean 7"

“Didn't you know the fat rotter wos
a ventriloquist?” bawled Bob.
r A ventriloguist—Bunter 1" gasped
Jehe; ]]_iﬂn-tnmen

“Him " gasped Tippity Tip. “That
t_'ﬂ-ﬂld;:t'f %u ain't got the braina for
i

“It ean’t need brains,
couldn’t do it,” said Bob. * But it was
Bunter all right. Youn fat sweep, vou
nearly got us turned out in the rain
with your rotten trickery—"

“I didn’t I* howled Bunfer., I never
saicl & word! Besides, you jolly well
know there's no room for yon here!
Not that I did it! I never—"

“Moan to say,” gasped Tippity Tip,
“that that fat idjft—t.hat ﬂgpent—that
blithering hass could pull a trick
like that? My eyel™

“8o that's whera the ]':11.1.111l;i1.13;r voico
came from 1 zaid Marco. “ Nobody
ever beard it before Bunter joined the
circus 1™

“Him " said Tippity.
leg all the timae ! Tﬂ
his tricks as Guglielmo, I g'posa?
I never thought of it,
a silly djt——"

“And that's how le made Zara
believe that shée heard her father's
voice speaking her name !"’ said AMaico,
with a grim look at the fat Owl,

“Oh lor' I gasped Bunter. g e |
say, you fellows, don’t vou get making
out that I'm a ventrilogquist! I say,
Zara would be fearfully waxy if she
knew | I—I say, Marco, don’t you
helieve a word of 16! I nover made (hat
doll speak this afterncon ! I—I couldn't }
Besides, I wasn't there! You jolly well
know that I wasn't there, as you saw
me—>" :

“Him 1" said Tippity.

The clown mad&: a jump at Billy
Bunter.

The haunting voice that had mystified
Mr. Tip =0 long was a mystery no
longer. Often and often had that mys-
tervious voice been put down te My, Tip,
aa the only venbrilequist in the circus.
But the discovery that there was
another ventriloguist on the spot cluci-
dated the mystery. A fow minutes ago
Mr. Tip had been very keen to punch
AMucky; now he was still more Leoen to
purch Bunter. And this time his keen-
ness was to be gratified.

He made a jwap at Bunter, and
Bunter made a jump io eccape.

But thera was ne escape for Bunter,

Bump !

Under a hefty swipe from Ar, Tip
the fat Owl of Greyfviars bumped on
the cold, cold ground: hn ionrel da lis
bumped,

or Buntep

“Pulling our
at's how he wangley
nd
im locking such
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Tippity grabbed up a Jarge wooden tentpeg; it was
gquite a handy weapon for Tippity's purpose.

Whack, whack, whack |

“Owl Stoppit! Wow " roared Buater,

MWhack, whack, whack, whaek ! s

“Yarooh! Help! I say, you fellows, draggimeff!™
shrieked Bunter.

“Give him a few for us, Mr. Tip!” said Bob.

“Ow! Beast! Wow! Yaroch!™

VWhack, whack, whack!

“Ow! Oh crikey! I tell you I never did it!” shricked
Bunter. “And it was only a joke ! Just a jig-jig-joke! I—
I wasn't going to say—— Yarooooh! I was going to iell
wou it wasn't i!lwkﬁ’—- Whoop ! It was only a— ¥ow-
ow-ow-ow [

Whaolk, whack, whack !

“Oh erikey! Oh lox’!
hapless ventriloguist.

ippity wielded the tentpeg hard and often. Evcry whack
rang like a pistol shot, Louder still rang Billy Bunter’s
TOELS,

With a terrific effort the fat Owl broke away at last. He
bounded for the doorway of the tent. Ele had forgotien the
rain—not that the rain mattered at that moment. Rain was
better than a heavy tentpeg whaecking on hiz tight trousers.
e leaped for the open spaces,

Marco shot ont a foot as he went. .

It landed with a heavy thud fair}}' lifting Buiter off his
feet. o shot out of the tent like a fat cannonball.

There was a heavy bump outside and a roar; then there
was o gasping, a spluttering, and a sound of running feet.

Billy Bunter was gone.

Mo doubt he found shelter from the rain elsewhere in the
circus. But he did -not come back to Tippity Tip's tent.
'The tentpeg was ready for him if he did—and Billy Bunter
had had enough of that tentpeg. Rain by the bucketful
would not have driven him back within reach of Tippity
and the tentpeg. Billy Bunter was gone—and he stayed
gone |

Will you stoppit?” raved the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Prowlers of the Night !
M ARCO ducked his tall head and came into the Littla

tent, dripping rain. A lantorn swinging from a
ole shed a dim light. By that - dim light the
amous Five of Greyfriars were cating supper

provided by the hospitality of Mr. Tip. Marco had left
them there, snd the juniors had not expected to see him
again that night. Now, however, he came back with a good-
humoured grin on his cheery, rugged face.

Bince the supposed voice of the signor had turned out to
Le only a false alarm, the Greyiriars fellows were, of course,
staying. They had accepted the hospitality of the circus
¢lown, and they were grateful for it., Outside, the rain
was coming down as heavily as ever—heating on tents and
caravan roofs, running in streams in every rut. A dark
and stormy night had sot in—and a hospitable shelter had
nover been more welcome to the chums.  But the guestion
of sleeping accommodation was a difficult one,

The tent was small. Thers wers two camp-beds in- it—
one belonged to Tippity; the other had hitherto been ap-

oritioned to Billy Bunter. Bunter had not come back—and

Ir. Tip made no secret of his intention of kicking him
out immediately if ko did. Doubtless well aware of that
intention of Mr. Tip's, the fat Owl of the Remove kept
his distance. Bunter's bed, therefore, was available. But
there was only one; and there was not much space when the
two camp-beds were set up, even for camping on the ground,
In point of fact, Mr. Tip's tent accommodated two, and
could have accommodated three at a pinch; but how it was
going to accommodate Tippity and five sturdy fellows in
addition was a problem,

Tippity did not seem to be bothering about it, bub the
Famous Five could not help wondering Liow it was going to
be managed. IHowever, they were now to learn that that
little matter had been arranged.

“I've fixed it up all right,” said the lion-tamer, throwing
a bundle down in the tent. "I've brought my things,
rl'i?%‘itl:r,‘u . ) .

“ Right you are ! said Tippity.
The episode of the ﬁ‘entriim}{lia] doll in the afternoon
had caused rather skrained relations between the clown
and the lion-tamer. But the discovery of Bunter’s trickery
had enhightened them both, and they were the best of
friends again—which was one happy result of the Famous
I'ive's arrival at Muccelini's Magnificent Cirecus,

But Marco's remark and Tippity's reply made the chums
of ithe Remove stare a little. They were already wonde-
ing how on earvth that little tent was going to accommodate
an many for the night, Now, it secmed, Marco waz coming
there to camp. Tf the problem had bhoen difficult before, the

(Continwed an nert page)
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addition of a fellow six fcet high, and

broad in proportion, made it insoluble.
“Bunter won't be coming back!”

added Marco. : .
“If he do,” said Mr. Tip, “he'll wish

he hadn’t! Mueky can =ay what he
likes, but I ain't having that young
raskil in my tent no more! I dessay

he's ot into one of the baggage vans!
Anyhow, he ain't coming back ‘erel I
got a boot ready for him, #f he do!”

“Then I'll taka his bed ! said Marco.

“Right as rain 1?

The King of the Lions gave the
juniors & cheery grin.

“T'vo fixed up my van for you!” he
sail. “It's a pretty rocimmy van, and
you'll all be able to pack in. I can put
up with Tippity for the night.”

“Oh!” exclaimed the juniors.. They
understood now.

“But, my dear chap”
Harry Wharton, “we can’t turn
out of your van like that—""

“¥ou can't all camp in this tent!”
sald Marco. “ There 1sn't room! It's
all right—I've camped with Tippity
before now, and I can de 1t again.
You're welcome to my van for the

night,”
“You're awfully good,” said the
ﬁrntchﬂly. " But

exclaimed
you

captain of the Remove
it's really too thick—

“Rot 1" zaid Mareo, cheerfully. “I've
taken the packs off vour bikes into tho
van—you'll find all your things there.
When vou'vre ready, I'll take you
along.”

“You're a good chap, and no
take 1" said Bob.

“The goodfulness is terrific and pre-
posterous ! said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, a remark that made the King of
the Lions chuckle,

SBupper over, the juniors said good-
night to Tippily, and fellowed 3Marco
from the elown’s tent. Mr. Tip lent
them o big, baggy uwmbrella, and they
crowded under it, as they followed the
Lion-tamer.

After a hurried plunge through the
rain, they rveached the lion-tamer’s van.
The door stood open and a light burned
within. It stood next to the big cara-
van belonging to Signor Auccolini. Bug
the signor's van was dark and un-
gecupied ; the circus-master had not yet
returned.

“Good-night 1 zaid Marco, from the
foot of the steps.

“ Food-night, and heaps of thanks.”

The tall figure of the lion-tamer dis-
appeared in the shadows as he plunged
back ithrough the vain in the direction
of Tippity Tip's tent.

“Well, this iz jolly old hosmtality,
and no misiake I remarked Bob Cherry
as he looked round the van., “Jolly
glad we barged into this cireus, you
fellows,™

“*The gladfulness is terrific!” agreed
Hurree f amset Ram Singh.

“Lucky for us that Mucky eamped on
this road 1" remarked Nugent, “though

sodnezs knows why he picked a spot

ke this.™

“They zecm jolly deeent chaps, theso
circus men ! said Johnny Bull. “We
shall ba all right here”

" “Right as rain!” said Harry.

Mareo's caravan was roomy and com-
fortabla. The space was, perhaps,
rather limited for five occupants; still,
there was room. There was only one
bunk, but the lion-famer had made up
an cextensive bed on the floor of the van
for four of the juniors to share. And
the solid roof, on which the rain pat-
tered heavily, was undoubtedly a better
protection than Tippity's tent.
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The juniors were tired, after & day of
walking and pedalling, and they were
not long in turning in,

The sound of steady breathing was
soon mingling with the pattering of the
rain-drops. Only Bob Cherry slept
rather less soundly than usual. There
was rather a pain in Bob's nose, where
Guggs' fist bad smitten it, and it was &
li.t.tﬁ: swollen.

Two or three times, Bob woke up and
rubbed his nose. It was after mid-
night when, awakened once more by a
Emnfu] twinge, Bob sat up and knew,

the silence, that the rain had stopped.
here was no longer a pattering on the
roof, and through the open window of
thoe van came a glimmer of starlight
from a clearing sky.

“"Joococh I murmured Bob, as he
rubbed his damaged nose tenderly.

“Wharrer marrer !’ came & sleepy
murmur. ]

“Pain in my nose !”

“h, blow your nose

“ Fathead !’

Bob Cherry rose to his feet and
stepped to the little window of the van.
It was stuffy in the caravan with five
sleepers in_ the limited space, and the
night was hot.

Bob put his head out at the window
to draw in & few breaths of the fresh,
sweet air, cool after the rain.

he circus-camp was sleeping.

A dog barked somewhere, but tho
bark immediately ceased, as if the
animal had been scothed by a familiar
YO1oe.

Someone, apparently,
late ag the hour was.

Bob wondered, without much interest,
whether it was Signor Muccolini, re-
turning to the circus-camp now that the
storm was over.

Ha F;la.nced carelessly towards the big,
nudi;,r [F'nﬂ.iuted caravan, npext to
farce’s. That, he knew, \?Eﬁ_Muﬂ{!ﬂ'
lini's, It was as dark and silent as
when he had seen it last, hefore turning
1.

But a shifting shadow appeared at
the end of the van, coming from the
ather side of it, which was towards the
road. Bob saw the swarthy face and
bushy moustache of Pietro Muecolini in
the glimmer of the stars. Evidently
ithe Italian ecircus-master had returned
to camp, at that late hour.

But to Bob's surprise, another shadow

joined him. It was a stocky, thick-sct
gure that appeared from beyond the
van—with something vaguely familiar
in its outlines.
* Then, as there was a gleamn of star-
light on a stubbly face with a slanting
nose, Bob recogniged the footpad,
Guggs.

For a moment or two he stared
Llankly. Then he backed quietly from
the window.

It was strange c¢nough that Signor
Aluecelini should have anything to de
with a character like Guggs—a foolpad
of the roads. Stranger still, that he
should have brought the ruffian to the
cireus-camp with him, in the darkness
and stillness of the night.

Still, it was no business of Bob's, and
hie did not want Muccolint to spot lum
at the van window, and fancy that he
was spying on him.

He lay down to slecp again, closed
his oyes, and dismissed from his mind
iheso shodows of the night. DBut he
certainly wonld never have zettled down
so peacefully could he have heard the
laww whispers that passed between those
two shadowy night-prowlers.

was stirring,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Precious Pair !
GET you!” muttered Jimmy

1

Guggs.

I "ESﬁenziﬂ #  whispered the
signor,

The circus-camp was sleeping. Only
a dog had barked as Signor Muccolipi
came, and a soothing word from a veice
he knew bhad quietened him. All was
dark, silent; the camp was buried in
slumber.

The Italian’s keen, black eysﬁ search-
ing and scanning, failed to detect a
glimmer of a light in tent or van, All
was safe! But he was caubipus—
caution was second mnature to the
scheming rascal, who had for so long
played the part of a spy in the land that
gave him shelter.

That & schoolboy had, for o moment,

limpsed him and his companion, from
the window of a van, the signor- never
dreamed. He had no knowledge that
the Greyfriars schoolboys were in the
camp at all.

Standing in the shadow of his van, ha
pointed to & small tent at a little dis-
tanca, Ji;nmi; Guggs' eves followed the
direction of the intinﬁ finger.

“That 1 Tip's tent, e signor’s
whisper was barely audible. “ Ho shares
it with Bunfer. You understand i

“I get youl” repeated CGuggs.

“¥You know what you have to
Do not fail me this time !

“Leave that to me, puv'nor

Jimmy Guggs glanced sidelong at the
swarthy face of the Italian, euricusly.
He was willing, more than willing, to
ecarn the silfunr's pay, by “beating up ™
the fat schoolboy. But le n:}uﬁi not
help wondering.

All the circus company were puzzled
by the signor permitting Bunter to
remain with the Magniticent Circus,
when obviously hs c& not want hitn
there. But Jimmy qﬁga
puzzled than Marco or |ppif)":‘ Samson
or Wriggles, or the rest. 'hy the
circus-master should resort to this des-
perate and lawless expedient for getting
rid of that fat schoolboy, was a deep
mystery to Jimmi.

ice already had Bunter narrowly
cscaped from tr;e ruffian, without even
suspecting that it was Signor Muccolini
who brought the danger upon him.
This time it seemed to Muccolini that
there weas no escape for the fat junior
of Gzreyfriars who knew his secret.

He would have chosen the " beating
up * to take place outside the circuz at
a distance. But zince his narrow cscapes,
Bunter had been careful not to give tha

do.

Was nmore

footpad another chance at him. Gu\?gs
had followed the cireus when it left
Brighton, but never once had Bunter

wandefed out of safety. That was why
the signor had changed hiz plans.

He had halted the cireus on a lonely
road, to stay there for night.
During that night, what he had planned
was to take place. A mcssage to Guggs
had told him whera to meet the s{g'an,
to receive his instructions—the Italian
was far too cunning to put anything of
that kind into writing. Owing to the
Famoug Five, he had not found Jinuny
at the bathing-hut by the lake in the
wood, but hegimd looked for him, and
found him lurking in the vicinity. Tha
thunderstorm had delayed his return to
the camp, but that suited his plans, for
he did not want the rufian to appear
there before all aves were closed. Now,
it scemed to the plotting Italian, all was
plain sailing |

His black eyes glittored in the efar-
light, at the fent shared by Tippity
Tip and Billy Bunier.

“Theve are two in the tent,™ he
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Zara snatched the crystal from Bunier’s fat hands. Taking it in her left hand, she smacked the fat junior with her right.

Smack ! “*Ow! Yow!" wailed Bunter.
Zara.
breathed, “Tip, the elown, and the boy
Bunter, I shall ¢all the clown away so

thiat yvou will have the young scoundrel
to vourzelf. You understand ¥

“I get you, guv nor.”

“Keep in cover, behind the tent, till
vou hear the clown go. And then "—
the blaze of ferocity in the ltalian's
eves, startled even the hardened ruilian
at his side—"then you will do your
work.”

“Leave it to me,” muttered Gugps.
He tapped the stick he earried under
his arm. “When I've had a few licks
at lnm with this 'ere, he will ba a
‘orspital case, and you can lay to that.”

“RBeat him black and blue ! hissoed
ilie signor. *“ Beat lim so that he must
b taken to a hospital, or to a doctor’s—
anvthing, so that he cannot travel any
longer with my circus, He has a home
gomewhera—he may be taken to it—
Cospetti, 1 will gladly pay for an ambu-
lance to take him there, so that I sce
the last of him 1"

The Italian's whisper came hike the
hizs of a snake.

“1 get vou!” murmured Guggs.

“There will ba an alarm when he
yolla—but you will have time—plenty
of time. o not fail me, or I will pay
nothing. New, take your place—keop
in eover by the tent—take care that Tip
does nol see you when I call him out.”

“Leave it to me” i

Jinuny Cuoggs. with his stick under
Liis arm, trod softly over the wet ground,
tenwards "Uippity's tent.

The signor's glittering black eyes
watched him, till he disappeared belund
that tent. : _

Then the beefv Italian stepped in the
saine dircction. He stopped in front of
the tent, and drew the canvas flap at
the entrance aside.

“Tip!* ho enapped.

There was & movement within, and a
stariled slgepy voipe,

“* Will you stopplt ? Wow !

“Hallo! Ts that you, boss?

"Bl B! Yes! I have dropped the
key of my van, Tip—come and help me
leok for.it. 1 cannot open the van.”
“(h, holy pokers!” grunted Mr. Tip.

say——-=->"

“Bring a torch, if you have one!™
suapped the signor. “T tell you, I have
dropped my key and canuot find it
I:ose no time.”

Signor Muceolini walked back to his
van.

Tippity Tip breathed-hard and deep.’
He was an obliging little man; but he
clid not like being called out of bed, in
the middle of (lie might.

If the signor had cavelessly dropped
Lis key, ik was Mr, Tip's idea that the
signor ought to have looked for it him-
self. without distucbing anybody clse.
But the circus clown was not in a posi-
tion to point that cut to the boss of the
civcus. Grumbling under his breath,
Tippity turned out, and groped for his
trousers and boots and a flash-lamp.

I'here was a drowsy murmur from the
other bed.

“What's the row, Tippity *®

“That blinking dagoe!” said Mr, Tip,
i subdued but  concentrated tones
“He's come back late, and dropped his
silly kev, and wanuts rne to "elp him find
it. I'd rather push his face in for him.”

And Myr. Tip, in boots -and trounsers
and a very bad temper, issued from the
tent, with a flash-lamp in Lis hand,

He crossed over to the signor's vam.

Muceolini was standing there, poering
about the steps. Tippity Rashed on the
light.

“™Now where did you drop it%” he
grunted.

“Here, somewhere, as T was puthimg it
into the door I” snarled the signor. *
slipped on the steps—they are wokb!
Show the light.” 4

Tippity snorted, and flashed the light

Ld

“1'm taking this crystal away ! ** snapped
* You shall no longer use if to delude fools !

You are arasezl ! "

vound the steps. A dozen keys might
have lain out of sight, in the web grass
there. Tippity flashed the light round
with one hand, and groped in the grass
with the other. DMueceslini made a pre-
tence of helping him in the search.
That the signor’s key was safe in s
pocket, and that the pretended loss was
only a trick to get Lhim away from his
tent, nafturally = never oceurred ‘to
Tippity for a moment,

“Blessed if I sce anything of it, hoss!™
he grunted.

“It must be here somewhere!”
snapped the signor. “Cospette! Look
for 1! Am I never to get to bed? It

15 Jong past midnight !

“ That ain't iy fault, is it 7 grunted
Mr. Tip.

“Dio mio! Hold your tongue, awmdl
look for the key ™

Breathing harder and deeper, Tippily
held his tongue, and looked for the kev.
But he was suddenly interrupted by a
loud and fearful yell that rang from
the dircction of his tent.

He straightened up, staring round in
alarin aned m‘:rpriﬁm

“"What the hely
cjaculated.

The Italian's tecth flashed in the star-
light as he grinned. Signor Muccolini
knew—or fancied he knew—the caunse of
that sudden outbreak of frantic yelling
from: Tippity's tent.

Tippity, in alarm, stavted back to-
wards his tent, at a run. FPerhaps by
accident, Muecolini’s foot was pub in
his way, and Tippity stumbled over it,
and came down in the wet grass with a
bump.

“Ow ! gasped Mr. Tip, as he rolled.

From the tent, yell on yell came ring-
ing, waking every echo of the cireus

canp.
(Continued on page 16.)
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In utter tervor Jimmy Guggs relled
and howled., - His bones were almost
cracking in the mighty grasp that
fastened on him.

He hit the ground, and hit it hard, as
,?ﬁgn:'u;i‘ crashed him du&?n, “lgml:l ay
wriggling, squirming, and yolling in a
grasp that scemed to him IEI:IE bouds of
triple steel, .

Who it was that had grasped him, and
so suddenly and unexpectedly put paid
to his attack, he had not the faintest
idéa, But he knew that it could not be
Bunteyr |

There was & mistake somewhere! He
had got the wrong man in the dark—
only too clearly he had got the wrong

" oanan

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man [

IFE iz full of surprises. Pro-
bably Jimny Guggs, in  his

career as tramp, pilfercr, foot-

ad, and rowdy, had had his
share nfpth?m. But never had Jimuny
Guggs been so surprised as hie was now.
It was a dumbfounding, devastating
surprise that Jimmy found in Tippity
Tip's tent. .

ft had seemed quite a simple and ﬂﬂSﬁ
proposition to Jimmy. Tippity ha
been tricked out of the tent, andwas aka
distance, looking for a key that was not
lost—leaving the other occupant of the
tent at the merey of Mr. Guggs. That
ather occupant was—or ocught to have
Leen—a fat schoolboy, absolutely help-
less in Guges' hefty grasp. Guggs, as
ho ¢rept inte the tent, had no doubt
that he was on to & soft thing !

With hLis stick in his right hand. he
groped over a camp-bed with his lefr,
and found it empty. That was Tippity's
bed. He turned from it, and peered in
the darkness for the other. He heard a
sound of breathing in the darkness, and
1t guided him.

His left hand hovered over the sleeper
and clutched at & neck.

It was then that the surpriscs started.

Jimmy Guggs' intention was to drag
Tunter from the bed with his left, and
lav on the stick with his right.

Had it been Bunter in the bed, no
doubt that intention would have been
carried out according to_plan.

But, as it happened, it was not
Bunter. It was not a short, fat, flabby
schoolbov—it was a six-foot lion-tamer,
and the Jdifference was great.

Marco had half-awakencd
Tippity got up and went out. Fe had
dozed off again immediately. But that
sudden grip in the darkness awakened
hira. He started out of slumber in
amazement, . ]

Taken by surprise, he was jerked half
off the camp-bed, before he knew what
was happening. The stick ecame down
in the dark, erackling hard across his
ghoulder.

Then, instead of a fat schoolbox
crumpling in tha ruffian’s Ernﬂp, and
collapsing under o rain of
the stick, a mighty hand gripped
Jimmy Guggs, and it was Guggs thar
crompled up.

“ What the thump—" gaspcd Alarea,

Cueggs was a hefty ruflian.  Buat he
waz little more than an infant in the
grasp of the herculean lion-tamer.

He gave & yell of surprise aud ierror.
az the powerful hands of the King of
the Lions gripped hiin.

He was whirled over, and erashed on
the earth.

He velled frantically,

Those fearful yells that rang and
echoed from Tippity's tent, did not, as
the signor supposed, come from Billv
Bunter. They came from Jimmy
(inges.
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“Ow! - Leggo! Wow! Leggol”
shricked Guggs, “You're a-erocling of
my neck ! ou're a-breaking of my
arm! The blooming bone's going!
Yoo-hoooooh [V '

Marco's iren }frasp did not relax for
& moment ! ¢ had been taken by
surprise by that sudden, savage attack
in the dark. But he had got his man—
and he was kecpin& him,

“Tippity I he shouted. “PBring a
light here 1" '
“Oooogh! Leggo!” shricked Gugge.

“I tell you vyou're a-cracking of 1wy
blooming bones! I gives inl Oooo-
oooooh-oooer ! Leggo 1™

Instead of letting go, Marco planted
a sinewy knee on the ruffian, pinning
him to the ground.

“Tippity 1" he shouted.

“Coming ! came back Tippity's
voice. -

The clown, picking himself up afier
his tumible, raced towards the tent.

He left Signor Muccolim standing as
1f vooted to the ground, staring afber
him.

INot for a moment, till then, had
AMuecolint doubted that that frantic,
feariul yelling came from Billy Bunter,
writhing under a rain of blows from
Cinggs' cudgel. But the shouting veice
of Marco, the lion-tamcr, reached his
cars, and he wondered whether he wera
trcaming !

Marco was in Tippity's tent! What
was Marco doing there? What had
happened to defcat his curmingly laid
scheme? It was clear that something
WS WTLLs4.

Yell after vell came from the ruffian
cnun;i;hng in the lion-tamer’s grasp.
But the signor realised now that it was
not Bunter yelling.

. “Cospetto!” he breathed. “What
1E—

There were startled voices on all sides
now; lights gleamed from tents and
from the windows of caravans,

That terrific uproar in the middle of
the night had awakened and alarmned
the whele cireus camp.

The door of Marco’s van was hurled
open, and Signor Muccolini stared with
starting eyes at five half-dressed figures
that tumbled oub in haste,

Y Romething’s up ¥

" Come on M

“PBuck up. you fellows ™

Signor  Muceolini stared at  the
Famous Five of Greyfriars as if he
conld hardly believe his eyes.

Like the rest of the camp, they had
been awakened by the uproar, and
they turncd oub at once. A dozen volees
could be heard shouting to know what

was. up. The yelling ecame from
Tippity's tent, and drew general
attention in that direction.

"This way!" shouted DBolb Cherry.
“It's old Tippity—something’s happen-
mg 1 his tent——"

The juniors rushed past the staring
signor, not even secing him, in their
haste. If anything was happening to
the kind and hospitable Mre. Tip they

were cagaer and anxiou: to go to the
Yoso1ae,

“1 eay, vou fellows™ A startled, fat
face, adorned by a large pair of
spectacles, was put out of a BEEAZTO
van, "I say, what's up? I zay, iz it a
fire? I say—— DBeasts ¥

Billy Bunter waz paszed unregarded—
by the TFamoys Five, at least, Dut
Signor Muccolini, at the sound of his
volee, turned his bead and staved at
him. He stared at him with bulgiog
5o,

Bunter, blinking in alarm from the
bagpage van, spotted the staving face of
the signor, and called to him:

“*I say, Mucky, what's up?
place on five, or what "

Bignor Muccolini' gasped.

ou—(irasso poreo, furlante!
What are vou doing there?" he panted.
“\Why ave you not in your tent?’

“That beast Tip turned me oui—I've
been sleeping in this van!™ answered
Bunter. *'But, I say, what's up?®

Signor dMueeolini did not answer him.

is rage and disappointment seamed (o
ciwoke the Italian. Breathing fury, he
stamped away towards Tippity's tent—
now surrounded by an excited crowd of
half-dressed cireuws men. And as he
arrived there Tippity Tip was holding
tho canvas flap open, and :I:rn:nn--},rl Guggs,
crumpling and howling In the lion-
tamer's mighty grasp, came whirling
headlong out into the starlight,

I; the

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Suspicion !
Bob

£ ALLO. hallo,
H rottari™
Cherry, i

“That jolly old tramp!
exelaimed Nugent.

“The estecmed and cxecrable Guggs !
cjaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The I'amous IFive stared at the gasp-
ing, gurgling ruflian in the grip of the
lion-tamer. o most eves in the cirous
camp he was a stranger; bub the chunis
of the Remove knew him only too well.

“Will you legge!” moaned the
wretehed Guggs.  “I gives inl I'll %n
to the stone jug il you like! T'll o
anvihing ! Only leggo! You're a-crack-
ing my Llinking bones! Oooh |7

“Who the dickens iz he, and whal is
he deing heve *” exclaimed Tippity Lip.
* How did he got heve, Mareo¥™

The lion-tamer held Guggs by a grip
on thie back of Lis neck, Unggs sagped
like a sack, his legs trailing on U

round. e was helpless in the power-
ul hands of the King of the Lions. 1ie
was not even thinking of resistance. He
could only wriggle and moan and groan.

“Logks like a tramp '*° said Wriggles,
the contortionist, “Sneaked in fo pinch
somothing.™

“Ow! Leggo! Ow!”

“It wasn't that!™ said Mavco. *'He
woke me up in the dark, pitching into
me with a endgel. I got one knock
before I collared him. Ve Never seen
him before that I remember; but I sup-
pose he's got some %zru:lgn against me,”

“Will vou leggo?” moaned Guggs.

“Not likely I answered the lion-
tamer. “You're going to be handed
over to the pelice for this!”

“'And me over if you like—but leggo
my neck ! moaned Cuggs. “You're
a-breakin’ of it 1"

“It's Guggs!” said Harry Wharton,

“You young _Fents seen that covey !
asked Tippity Tip.

“Yea, rather, more than once!”
angwered Harrv., “He's the man who
attacked Bunter the night he was loft
behind on the Brighton road.”

“Olt I 'eard about that!”

hallo! 1'hak

exclaimed

zaid



Tippity. “Oh, my ove! Looks as it ha
follered the eireus to have anether crack
at that fat covey ! IHe wasn't alter you,

Tarco,™

“Ho pave me a crack with his
cudgel 1" grunted Marco.

“Yes, but *ow would he know it was
vou in the darki” grinmed Tippity.
“"You was in Bunter’s bed, and ‘ow
would he know

“Oh 1 cxclaimed Marco. Ho had
been uiterly puzzled by the savage, un-
provoked attack from a man he h
never seen before.  But all the circus
knew of Billy Buuter’s narrow escapes
from a rufianly tramp who was sup-
posed ta have some grudge against the

fat Owl,
“That’s it!"” said Harry. “He was
aiter Bunter again, of course. I suppose

he knew that was Bunter's tent, and

never  knew  Bunler had changed
quarters.” o
“That's it 1" chuckled Tippity.

“Lucky for that fat covey I booted him
out ! He would have got it ‘ot |

“Ia that if, yveu rascal? exclaimed
the lion-tamer, giving his wriggling
prisoner a rough shake. “Were you
after that fat Lkid, Bunter i

“Gurrrggh! TUrrggh!” gurgled
Jimmy uggs.  “Legpgo my  neck!
Urerrhh 1*

Signor Mueeolini pushed forward.

His swarthy face was a little pale. His
E;M had gone utterly wrong, and his

ired rulfian was a prisoner, He was in
terror of what Jimmy Guges might say
next.

“ Eunough of this ¥ snapped the signor,

man ia sune prowling thief—he

must be taken care of and handed over
to the police. Bring lim to one of the
baggage vans, Marco, and I will lock
him in till morning,™

“Right-ho, boss !*

Jimmy Gu%ﬂ’ bulging eyes turned on
the Italian. He seemed about to speak,
but he checked himself.

With Marco's strong hand on his
neck he was led after Signor Muecolini.
The wheole crowd was following, when
Muccolini turned his head and enapped
gavagely :

“Got back to bed, all of vou! Therve
has been disturbance esnough ! Keep
the man safe, Marco, till 1 lock him in,
The rest of you get back to bed. 2

And the circus men went back to
their quarters, Guggs was led to a van,
and Signor Muccolint opened the door.

“Tut him in ™ he snarled.

With a swing of his powerful arm,
Marco pitehed the footpad headlong
mto the van. Guggs sprawled there,
with a yell.

The signor slamimed the deor on him,
locked it, and put the key in hia pocket,

" Bafe there till the morning, boss!™
said Mareo,

#5811 8i! Yes, wos! Go back to
your bed ! mutlered the signor.

The lion-tamer gave him a curious
look. The Italian’s swarthy face was
convulsed. He could hardly control the
raga that possessed him. Why he was
s0 enraged Marco could not guess.
Certainly e was not hikely to be much
concerned about the damage Guges
might have done with his cuggcl.

“ Andiamo " snarled Muccolini,

He turned awny from the van, and
Marco, without speaking again, walked
sway to Tippity's teut.

Signor Muccolimi stamped away to
his own van. e stared at Mr, Tip
whom he found there, peering about the
stops of the van, with a fash-lemp in
his hand.

“Fool! What are yvou deing here ?
he snapped.
Tippity staved al him,

 Looking for ilag there Ley!? he
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answered, “You ain't found it I
5 pose i

“The—the key!” stammered the
signor. He had forgotten for the

moment, the trick by which bha had

drawn Tippity away from his tent.
“Oh, yes! I have found it! It is all
right] Go back to bed.” .
ippaty Tip joined Marco in his tent.
Mueccolini unlocked his van, tram
inte it, and slammed the door. ut
ha was not thinking of turning in, late

ag the hour was. Guggs was locked in,
but the signor dared not let him bo
found there when mornin came.
Handed over to the police, the ruffian
would certainly have told all e knew:
and that wonld hardly have suited the
plotting Italian. But he had to wait
till the camp was sleeping agamn before

‘he could act.

Harry Wharton & Co. went back to
the lion-tamer’s van. Billy Bunter's
squeak reached them as they went,

“I say, rvou fellows, who—who was
it? I say—"

Eob Cherry chuckled.

“That jolly old tramp after vou apgain,
Bunter ! f{a piteched into Marco by
mistake—he wasg in your bed !

“0Oh, lor' ! gasped Bunter, “I—1I szay,
vou fellows, f—f} think I'll come into
that van with you—I ain't safe here—"

‘;;Think again !” suggested. Johnny

ull.

“HBeast! I say, you fellows——"

“¥on're safa enough, fathead " zaid
Harry Wharton. “The man's locked up
for the mnight! Shut up, and go to

-
HEE‘Fﬁ'{mat Ly .
“Hold on, though,” =aid Bob Cherry,

in & low voice, "I'm not so jolly sure
that Bunter is safe.Z :

“Guggs can't get through a locked
door 1" said Nugent, ]

“The door might got unlocked bofore
morning ! said %ﬂh.

His comrades stared at him.

“What the dickens——" cxelaimed
Harry Wharton, - “ What do yvoun mean?
Do you think anybody in the cireus
would let the brute out? Besides,
Muccolini will be keeping the key.”

Bob did not answer that. He stepped
towards the van from which Billy
Bunter was blinking through his big
spectacles.

“There’s a lock on this door, Eqntar,f‘
he said. “Lock it on the inside—you'll
be all riqht-l 'l wait here till you've
locked it

Bunter closed the door and the key
turned. Then Bob rejoined his friends,
and they went back inte Marco's van.
Bob's face was very serious. But he did
not speak till they were in the van and
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if he would have tackled Alareo, as a
matter of choice.” o
“Well, it looks to me as if Mueccolin
has & hand in it!" said Bob abruptly.

“Muccolini! Great pip! Why

“That dago doesn’t want Bunter ai
the circus. e know that, and we've
heard from Tip that all the people here
wonder why lets him hang on.
Goodness knows what his reason may be
—but—"

“1 Ha'l..IJJPﬂSB ha could kick him out if
he liked,” said Johnny Bull.

“The queer thing i3 that he doe:n't,
snd it's no secret that he would like to [¥
answered Bob. “I can't understand
that. But—I can understand this much,
because it’s as clear as daylight. IIe put
that tramp up to walloping Buntee.”

T 0Oh, erumbs! murmured Nugenk
0 MF d',F_'lﬂ-I.‘ 'E:]Z'IE. 1]

" ¥You know how he ran into us to-day,
at the lake—he waos there to see ibat
blighter, and called him Ly his name I*
sar] Bob. “They had some busincss
tugnt.lmr.”

Ye-e-es—but—" .

“ But that isn't all I"" said Bob quietly.
“It was Muecolini brought him into tie
camp to-night 1%

& Muecolini did I exclaimed Harryv.

“How do you know 7" asked Nugent.

“Because I saw them together when
I woke up and looked out of the
window 1 answered Bob.

“{h, my hat!”

“1 hadn't the famtest idea, of course,
why he was here!” said Bob, “I
ﬂu{ppusﬂ_ I should have thought that
Muecolini was giving him a night's
shelter, if I'd thought about it at all
But—well, what does 1t look hike? Ha
Lbrought the man into the camp, and

Tippity was got out of his tent—
Muccolini  must  have fancied that
Buuter was left there alone! Aud

then—"

Harry Wharton gave a low whistle.

“It's pretty plain what it looks like 17
he said. “But—Muecolini's locked him
HE 8 Van=——

_ “If he’s still there when we turn oub
in the morning, I shall be surpriscd !’
answered Bob.

“"Well, he won't be, if he's hand-in-
glove with the dago, as you think. But
—but—— Blessed if 1 make it out! I
dare say that dago’s none too good for
such a dirty game, but why deesn't lie
qut kick Bunter out, if he doesn't wans
it here—and he hasn't kicked him
out i,rnt.."

“That's true! But—well, it beais
me 1" eaid Harry., "I that ruflian’s
gone 1n the morning, there won't e
much doubt about i1t. In that case, wo'd

(Confinwed on nexd page.)

the door closed.

“I don't like the
look of this, you
follows1” he said
quictly. “It looks
to  me—" He
pavsed.

“1 can see you've
pot something in
wour mind,” said
Harry. “But what
the merry dickens
15—

“This ia the third
Lime that that
tramp has got alter
Bunter, that we
know of”  said
Bob. “It's pretty
clear that it was
Bunter he was after
to-night, fsn't it?”

“Not much doubt
about that,” Harry
Wharten  laughed.
“He didn’t look as
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beticr give Bunter a hint that he would
be safor away from the circus.” i
“He's asking for it, sticking on where
he's not wanted {* grunted Johnny Bull,
“Well, that’s Bunter all over.'” ]
The chums of the Remove turned in
urzain, They slept soundly till morning
-3 bright and sunny morning after the
thunderstorm of the might. When they
turned out, and joined Tippity at break-
fast, they heard the news that they were
more than half expecting to hear.
“That covey's 'ooked it! Mr. Tip
told them.

“ﬂuggs-?“ asked Harry., “Is he
gono 1 I ,
“jtted 1" said Tippity. “'Ow he got

hold of & key that fitted the lock, beats
me—beats mo ‘oller! DMust have been
one lying in the van and he found it, I
s pose ! Mucky thinks so."’ a

“Muccolini  thinks that, he?
atiiod Bob. s

“Well, what ¢lse can have 'appened ¥
said Tippity. “Tho deor was found
unlocked, and the man gone, at dawn.
He's 'opped itY

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another. There was no doubt lefy in

tacir minds now.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

does

Forewarned ! _
i OSPETTO! . Are you still
@ hore Sienor  Mueccolini
scowled Llackly at Ave cheery
faces.

Harrvy Wharton & Co. had breakfasted
with Tippity Tip, and Marco, and
Wreiggles, and some others of the
circus company. INow they were putting
their packs on the jiggers, preparing to
take the road again., The circus camp
was a hive of activitv: az the cireus
was also preparing to take the road.

Why Bigooe Muecolini had wasted a
day by camping on that lonely road over
the downs, nobody knew—though the
juniors could nupt help suspecting., But
whatever his reason might liave been, ho
was moving on sgain tlat morning.
Coming on the Famous Five, he pave
them the blackest of black scowls. It
was, as the signor kuew now, owing to
the arrival of those cheery schoolboys at
the circus, that his cunning scheme had

ne so dismally awry. He would have

n glad to lay his cirens whip around
tiem before they departed. ;

“ Just going, Mr. Muccolini!” said
Harry, speaking as civilly as he could.
It was not casy to be civil to a man
whom, he could no longer doubt, hac
Leen a party to a dastardly plot.

“(g, then!” snapped the signor.
“You are not welcome here ! My cirens
i3 not & shelter fov vagranis, "

Wharton's eyves Hashed, but he
controlled his anger and made mo
answer. In silence he strapped his pack
on the bike carrier. _

The Italian stood scowling at them for
a few moments, Then he turned and
stalked away, still scowling.

“ Nice man I murmured Bob.

“Well, we scem rather to have dished
him by coming Lere last night,” said
Harry, “but for that, that fat idiot,
Bunter, would be pgoing home n an
ambulance, by this time." :

“The dishfulness was terrific!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram™ Singh
“Wea cannot expect the esteemed an
dishonourable dago to be pleased.”

“We've got to speak to Bunter before
we go [ said the captain of the Remove,
“ We're bound to put the blithering idiot
on his guard, If he chooses to stick on,
after that, he will have to take his
=pance."” )

“He's not up yet!"” said Beob. "We
shall have to spoil hig beavty sleep.”

THe MaGNET E]EMI.—-H&. 1.487
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The bikes bein
the juniors left t &
baggage-van in which Bunter had
passod the night., From that van, still
locked, there came the sound of a decp
EDOI'_‘E'.-

Billy Bunter was not awake yet; and
he was not likely to wake, till the cirens
was well on the road, if left to himself.
But he was not going to be left to
himself.

Bob Cherry banged at the door.

“ Bunter I he roared.

ready for the stark,
and went to the

Snore |

Bang! Bang! Bang!

onore |

“¥ou blithering fat idiot!” roared
Bob.

Snore |

Bang! Bong! Bang! .

“Beasts |” came & pecvish voice from
the van. “Go away! Can't you let a

fellow sleep?. Go away, yon rotters!”
"WE'I‘&,,iI.l_Et golng to start, you fat
e:hum;r— G :
“Well, start, then, and be blowed ! If
¥ou've come to say good-bye to me, you
could have saved yourself the trouble!
Clear off [V
“CGet up, porpoise—"

“ Shan't 1™

“ Look here, Bunter——"

Snore !

“Oh, leave him to ! gnorted

Johnny Bull,: * I'm fed-up with the fat
rotter, for one! Leat fﬂm take his
chanee, and be blowed to him!”

EI';E.'?TH blith

“You ithering, buxbling, balmy
bandersnateh 17 !.‘Eire{l Eﬂb.g by we?::‘ﬁ
got to speak to you beforc we go.”

Snare |

The chums of the Remove exchanged
exasperated looks. They wanted to got
on the road, without any further um-
pleasantness  with  DMueccolini,  They
wanted to see the last of Mucky, as soon
as they could—and they wanted, quite
as mueh, to see the last of Billy Bunter !
But it was impossible to go without
putting the fat and fatuous
guard, now that they knew his danger.

Eolb banged at the deor again.

“ Beast 1" came a howl from within,
“Will you shut up? I'll eall out to
Mucky to turn you out, if you don't
leavoe a fellow alone.”

“Lome out, wvou Dblithering idiot!”
shricked Bob. *We've got something
to tell you that vou've got to hear, you
burbling bloater.”

“We've got to speak to vou, Baoter [
shouted Harry,

“Waell, speak, then, and get it over I”

“ Open the deor 1

“ Bhan't 1™

“I tell you, we've got toe see you
before we go—""

“Yes, and 1 jolly well know why!
I'm not going to lend vou anything.”

“ What ! yelled Wharton.

“You can't expect it! Only the last
day before wo broke up at Greviriars
you refused to cash a postal order for
mel You jolly well know you did.”

*Yeou—you—you——"  gasped the
captain of the Remove.

“If vou're hard up, you're jolly well
not going to stick me! 1 dare say
vouw've found out that I'm doing pretty
well hore! Well, I'm jolly well not
Eﬂing to lend wvou anything. That's

at 1™

“Look here, I'm going!” roared
Johnny Bull.  And he turned and
tramped away to the bicycles,

The other fellows were
tempted to  follow him. But they
resisted that temptation. Bob banged
on the door again, : :

“ Bunter, you benighted blitherer 1
be roared,

strongly

wl on his

“Will rou clear o and let a follow
tleep ™ howled Bunter. “I'm not get-
ting up for hours yet. You jolly well
know I was woke up in the night. I
lost o lot of sleep! Why can’t you clear
off? You jolly well know you're not
wanted here,”

“What abont tipping the van over ™
asked. Bob. “Line up along the side,
and all shove together——*

There was a howl of alarm from
within, -

“You leave this van alone, you
beasts! I'll get up, if you like! Leave
the van alone, wou rotters!”

There was a sound of movement
within at last. Bunter was gefting up
—in & hurry. Thers was a good deal of
bsggage in that van, and the prospects
of getting mixed up with it, if the van
Ep]iled over seomed to alarm the [at

-3

The key turned, and the door opened,

Bunter rolled out.

He was dressed—Dhe had slept in his
clothes, in a bed made up of rups and
conts and anything else he could lay
his hands on. He jammed his spectacles
on his fat little nose and gave tho
juniors a devastating blink.

“MNew, wyou rotters, what do vou
want!” he hooted. *Mind, I'm not
going to lend -you anything! IE it's
that, you ean shut up before you begin,
gee? If you think you're p:-u:-iui to
sponge on me,  becawse I'm making
money ab the circus, I can jolly well
say——  Yaroooh! Whooop! Yow-
ow-aw 1"

Billy - Bunter roared, as Bob Cherry
grabbed his collar and baoged his head
on the van.

“Yow-ow-ow ! Leggo ! Beast! Wow I

“Now. shut up, you fat toad!l”
gasped Bob.

“Ow!l Beast! Ow!™ _

“Now, listen, Bunter——" bhegan
Harrs.

“Beast! Wow!"

“We've got to put y¥ou on your

guard, vou fat chump, before we gol”
said Harry., *“You're in danger hero,

and=—"

“¥ah! Rotter!  Ow!”

“Will you listen, you howling fat-
head? That hl_'utani}uggs was after you

last night. and you would have pgot
Lknocked out, if you'd been in Tippity's
tent as usual. Can't you understand
that ¥

“Fat lot vou care !” grunted Bunter.
“Mind your own business | They've gob
that beast safe cnough now, anyhow."”

“ Fla's gone!” said Harry.

“0Oh, rot!”

“ He was let out, and he's gone,” said
the captain of the Remove impaticntly,
“ Now, listen to this. It was Eﬂ[umﬁm
bronght him here last night.”

* Rubbish * said Bunter.

“"Pob saw them topether—"

" Dreamed it, more likely.”

“Weo haven't the slightest doubt that
Muceolini set him on——"

“Oh, den't be an ass1”

“Muccolini doesn’t want you here,
and he's hipped that brute to knock you
ant. Now ~ou know!® snapped
Wharton. .

“Oh, don't talk Tot!” said Bunter.
“ Mueky's jolly glad to have me herel
He wouldn't part with me for any-
thing! I'm the biggest draw in the
cireus ! People comne miles to sce me.”

“You burbling chucklehead—"

“Boast ™

“We had to tell you before we wont.”
said Tlarry. *It's perfectly elear that
MMuceolint Iet fhai brute loose in the
night and that you haven't seen the lask
of him, You've not zafe here! 1 can’t
understand why the dago docsn't kick



you out instead of setting that hooligan
on to you—but there it 1

“I'd like to see him kick me outl”
sneered Bunter,

“Well, you know what to expeckt
oow !’ said Harrvy, “If you haven't
sense enough to go while the going's

god, it’s your own loock-out. You can

cpend on 1t that if you stick here,

where you're not wanted, Muecolim
will get shot of you in a way you won't
like 1™

Sniff from Bunter.

“That's the sort of thing T might have
expected from wou fellows,” he said.
“ Jealousy, as nsual! Rotten jealousy,
beeausze I'm & star of the circus! Just
the same as it was at Greyiriars! It's
a8 bit sickening.”

“1 tell you—" howled Wharton.

“0Oh, chuck it!” interrupted Bunter.
“Just mind your own bizney, sea? As
for Mucky not wanting mc here, I'm
the apple of his eye! Ho jolly well
knows who's the big attraction at this
circus. Nothing wounld induce him to
part with me. You'd like to spoil my
show here, wouldn't you? It's the sort
of thing I cxpect from you, knowing
vou as I do! Yah

Havry Wharton & Co. gazed at the
fat Owl. 'They had given lhim his
warning, as they had felt bound te de.
It did not appear to have produced
unich cffect on Bunter.

“I1f that's the lot, you ncedn’t have
weane mo up ! went on the fat Owl.
“Think you ean pull my leg? Yah!
The sooner you elear, the beiter! And
if you think I'm geing to lend you any-
thing, youw're mistakeun !

With that, Billy Bunter turned to roll
back into the vam.

Four paivs of hands grasped him as if
moved by the same spring.

Bump !

*Yaroooh ! voared Bunter, as he sat
on Sussox with a bhump that nearly
shook that county. *Yoeoo-hoop!™

Bunter sat and roared. I.eaving him
to it, the juniors joined Johnny Bull
and 11.']1ey.-lm] away the bicyeles. They
said a fvicndly good-bye to Tippity Ti
end Mareo, and, followed by a 1&0
scowl from Signor Muccolini—took the
road over the downs.

—_—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Puls his Foot Down !

4 O~ camello=—qui 1*

V Hignor Muceolini spat out
the words as he stared into
liis caravan.

The “camel” he
Billy Bunter !

The signor's van was a Jarge one,
furnished gaudily, but very comiortably.
Billy Bunter had often cast an envious
blink at that van sinee he had been with
the Maguificent Cireus, Now he seemed
to have taken possession of it.

There wos an ofttoman in the van,
which was twmed into a bed when
Signor Muccolini occupied the van at
night. On that ottoman Billy Bunter
sat.

He did not stir as the Italian’s black
eyes glinted in at the door. He gave
the ecircus-master a Dlink through Lis
big spectacles, and a careless nod.

“If you can't speak English, Mucky,
don’t speak to me at all ™ he eaid. 1
don’t Imow what vou wmwean by kwee,
and den’t want to |

“ Camello—porco—furfante ! What
do wou here " hissed the signor.

The eirens was taking the road.

The signor was about to lock his van
before starting. He was going to travel
in his car, ahead of the slow-moving

e et

addressed  was
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eireus. Then he made the surprising
end uupleasing discovery that the fat
Owl of Greyinars had ensconsed him-
self in the van
He glared at the fat junior. The
ottoman on which Bunter sat was
locked, with a patent lock and key. It
contained secrets that would have
cavsed the signor serious trouble, had
they come to ﬁg‘ht.
ow long Bunter had been in the van
Mucky did not know. But there were
signs that he had been rooting about
the interior. The fat Owl of Grey-
friara was as inquizitive as a jackdaw.
But the patent lock on the oftoman
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had been too much for him, if Bunter
had turned hiz attention to it.  T'he
sceret  photographs, and the sceret
correspondence, that would bave earned
Aucky a term of al sefvitude, had
they been revealed, were safe.

“What do you heére, furfante?®
repeated the angry Italian. “"No one
15 allowed to enter my van, as you very
well know.”

“"You can turn me out if you don't
like me here I snecered Bunter.
.. Mueceolini made a step towards liim,
obviously very much inclined to take
the fat Owl at his word.

{Continued on next page.)
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poet.

(1)

Now here's a youthful baronet

Whose past was wrapped in mystery.
Far in the slums the siage was sel
Whereon this youthful baronet

Began his youthful history.
An urchin and a guitersnipe,
A ragamuffin froe to type.

(8)
Then Mauly’s Uncle Brooke dropped in
And spoke with great civility
Tao this young wail, wheo, with a grin,
Discovered that his origin
Was one of purs nobility.
Then sald Sir James : *' Well, blow me
tight 1
Jest faney me a Barrowknight ! ™

(3}

creased,

h |

—

,ﬁ.ﬂnd

“rummy ! "

{8)

In general, he's a decent sort,

Good-tempered, clean, and humorous.
He doesn’t shine at any sport,
But keeps on Irying, and, in shori,
sHis gualities are numerous ;
Although he sometimes calls us names,
Not quite becoming to Sir James.

(E)

Back came the ball with fearful vim,
But Mauly volleyed easily. :
His leatores were nol dour and grim,

For tennis didn't worry him.

But James was panting wheezily.
He swung his tennis racquet, Biff !
This raily certainly was stiff.

duck ! **

.

-

caurt !

And so, al long, long last, he ceased
To talk his gutter dialeot : i
| EE& found his knowledge bhad in-

He learned new words, like * cad ' #
and *° beast,"?

" And thus he joined the high elect,

~= Who can't abide such words as

“* Lumme ! *"

don't think every bloke Is 1._:'\‘\_. -

(10}
“ ¥You blinkin® owll Lor’, luv a

. Yelled James, In his vernacular.
=40 And then the Iathead ran amuck !

My exit was spectacular !
fell across the net, in short,
And nearly smashed the {ennis

INT

ERVIEWS

“ Writing verse is a poor way of earning a
living, but an honest one," says our long-haired
This week he *runs the rule’

SIR JIMMY VIVIAN,
one Lime waif, but now a full-blown baronet,

O¥er

(2)

Within the bower of Carker's Renis
He grew and blossomed happily.
He had a fund of common sense
With which to gain the paliry pence
Which kept him wery scrappily.
But in his dress and other matiers
He was a heap of rags and tatiers.

(4)
He came to Greylriars in due course
To get some needful polishing.
And 'ﬂmm he learned, and learned with
orce,
A iruth that flled hlm with remorse—
That masters want abolishing !
They didn"t like his native {ongue,
And told him se, in words that siung !

{7)
I found him at the iennis net
In singles with Mauleverer.
One peint required for game and set
Against Sir James, the baronet,
For Mauly was the cleverer.

He smashed Sir Jimmy’s service. Ping |
.'mﬂt awnled : “"Begad! I've hit the
ng 1

(%)
Unihinkingly, I shouifed : “*Hi ! "™
Inient on Interviewing him.
He turned round quickly at my cry,
And then the ball banged in his eye,
Eﬂ:utuali;r sebduing him !
“* Yarooh !
While Mauly murmuored :
sef !

* howled James, H‘E hamn&t&
ame an
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Bunter eyad him warily. ]

“I've hedard that we're making for
Hastings,” he saud. * Well, there's a
police station there! Turn me out if
vou like.”

The signor choked.

He could barcly restrain his 5-
sionate Italian temper. But he had to
rogtrain it. It was an inevitable con-
sequence of his sccret rascality that he
had to tolerate Bunter, and DBunter’s
impudenee,

“Leave my van'”  he
“Leave it at ance !

breathed,

“Your vani" askod Bunter, ™ AMine
now [*

“Wha-a-t "

“Don't I speak plain ™ asked Bunter
calmly,

The signor gazed at him.

This was guite a new departure for
the fat Owl.  Hitherto, he had hung on
ta the circns, in spite of the signor’s
longing to see tho last of him. He had
been cheeky, But he had béen satisfied,
so far, to travel in any vehicle that was
available, and to camp in 'Tippity's tent
at night.

Apparently, ne was now planning to
make a change for the better ne-
colini gared at him, his breath almost
taken away.

“Dio mio! What do vou mean?”™ he
panted abl last

“I'll tell you what I mean, Mucky 1™
snid Buuler eoollt, “1 know your game.
I know all about your fixing it up with
that brute, Guggs.”

“Cospetto %ruathvd the Italian.

“If you want me to clear off,” went
on Bunter, “ I'll clear. I'm not the
follow to stay whero I'm not wanted, I
hope. Of course, if I clear, I shan’s
lu:neF your rotlen scerets for you. ¥You
can't expeet itl T shouldn’t wonder if
vou could be sent to chokey for taking
I}hntﬂgrnpha of air camps, and thin

ou jolly well know it's against the
law! I don't want to be hard on you,
as ;;m:’n-. an ignorant foreigner, and
don’t know how to behave when you
get into a civilised couniry. But one

ool *t.lﬂ'lt deserves another. If I go,

“ Btay, if you wish!” breathed Mue-
colint.  “ But—"

“And get knocked on the head by
vour pal CGuges next time we camp !
enecred Dunter. “Nobt good cunough,
thanlks

“1 know nothing=—"

“0h, chuck it' said Buanter con-
temptuously, “Who Lrought that ruflian
intfo the camp last night, I'd like to
know."™

The Italian ecouglit hLiz breath.

Up till now, Bunter had shown no
suspicion whatover of the malevolent
Italian’s  designs, Muccolini  had
regarded him ay o fat fool, to be led
lika a sheep to the slaughter, as it were.

Now he realised that the fat fool was
“wize " to himl

Harry Wharton & Co. had not given
their warning in vain |

Billy Buuter had scoffed at it con-
temptuously.  DBut he bad not for-
gatten 1it.

Bunter waz nndoubtedly, as the signor
regarded him, & fool ! But even Bunter
could see what was perfeetly plain,
Anyone but Bunter would have sus-
pected the signor before this. Ha had
only needed to put twoe and two to-
gother. And cven the obtuse Owl of
the Remove was enlightened now,

He wagged a fat forefinger at the
staring Italian.

“¥Fou made out, when they collared
that brate last sight, that you knew
u-ntlnng about him, and pretended to
lock him up in & van ! he said, “ And
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it was you who brought him into campt
You didn't know you were spotted I’

. “Cospettol Then you were watch-
ing—" muttered tho signor.

It did not occur to him that it was one
of the Co. who had scen -him with Guggs
in the night, and that Bunter had been
warned by the juniors before they left.
ﬂ_m:l Bunter hac{ no intention of telling

im.

“I'm %I"Elgtt}' wide awake, Mueky ¥
retorted Bunter. “I've had an eve on
you for some time. T dare say you
fancied you had ’puiled the wool over
my eyes. I don't faney a dago can
take me in, though 1"

“¥eou—yon think—"

“I don't think, I know!” answered
Bunter coolly, * You put up that tramp
to get after me. Just the sort of dirty
trick a dago would play!  Well, youn
try it on again, and see what will hap-
pen. Pm putting my foot down, I can
tell you” ¢

Signor Muccolini stood silent,
ting his teeth. Billy Bunter gave
a scornful blinlk

“I'm not nnm?ing in & tent any
more,” he said. “I'm going to have a
van to myseli, that I can lock at night,
if I stay with this circus. You can give
me the key.”

Give you the key!™ gasped the
signor,

"Yes, and sharp!™  said  Bunter
"“You jolly well deserve to go to chokey
for the rotten trick you've played on me.
I'm letting you off cheap. But I'm not
taking a.ng more risks, thanks, I'm
going to have this van.- You've only
Etuﬁ=FGU1ISE]i to blame.
1t |

“Dio mio! I—I—-I—*

“You'll get out of my wvan!” gsaid
Bunter. *“I dem't hke greasy dagocs
m my van! The dashed place smells
of garlic already ™

Pietro Muccolini elenched his hands
convulsively, It seemed, for a moment,
that ho would spring on the fat Owl like
a tigol

But he controlled his fury and stepped
out of the van.

Bunter grinned.

“Chuck me that key!” he called ount.

Muccolini did not seem to hear. The
fat jupior leaned out of the doorway of
the van and shouted after him.

“Hcere, Mucky ! Do voun hear me, vou
dashed dago? I'm going to have
this van I want the key. Cliuck me that
key I tell you!”

A dozen pairs of cars, at least, heard
Bunter’s shout. A dozen pairs of eyes
turned in astonishiment on the enraged
Italian, and on the fat junior leaning
out of the caravan.

*'Ear that, Wrigf:" murmured v,
Tip, to his friecnd the contortionist,
“You 'car that? 'Ear it, Wrig "

“I hear it,” said the elastic man.
“What does Mucky stand it for? Why
don't he pitch the young porpoise neck
and crop out of his van?”

“He ain’t guini to. at any rate
sald Mr. Tip. “f tell you, Wrig, it
beats me—beatzs me ‘oller !

“Me, too!” said Wriggles.

“Do you hear mw. DMucky?” roarcd
Bunter. “Give me that kev, or I waon't
have your van, and I'll leave your
rotten cireus this morning.”

Signor Muccolini turned and strode

rit-
im

Like it or lump

i

back to the wan. The look on his
swarthy face was alarming. Billy
Bunter guaked for a moment. But the

Italian rcestrained his rage. No one
in the circus but Bunter suapr;:cted his
seeret, and he did not want 1t shouked
out for the crowd to hear.

He threw the kev into the van and
strode away again. He scowled savagely

at the starieg, wondering faco of

-Tl__p{uty Tip.
“What are vou loafing about for,

fool 7 hLe snarled, “1 do not pay you

to bang about doing nothing.”

Tippity breathed hard as the signor
stamped on.  Buntey, grinning, picked
up the key from the floor of the van.
Tippity Tip came up to the door and
glanced in.

“Bo you've got the boss’ van, have
you ¥ he asked.

“Looks like it it
Bunter cheerfully.

“And what's he letting you ‘ave it
far %"

. “I've told him that I can’t camp out
in & tent with a oclown!” explained
Eut!::tﬁr. Vlts 8 bit.ltuu much beneath
a fellow’s dignity. I'in an easy-goi

chap, but E-IIE%:'L',"E- a limit, and thitefirégt
Either I have this van or I leave the
cirgus—see? You can have !Em“' rotten

little. v .tent to yourself

i WEOk'Ma.Egi-'.y don't boot you out,”
sald Mr. Tip, “beats me. It beats
me abao-bally-lootly "oller |¥

“I'm rather too valuable for him to
part with,” =said Bunter. *It's not as
if T was a low-down eircus elown, you
know.™
. Mr. Tip walked away without reply-
ing to that., Fe was not likely to
believe that Bunter was too valuable
for the circns-master to part with him,
Bul no other explanation was avail-
able, and he was -guite mystified.
There was something behind it—ho
could sce that—but he could noi begin
to guecss what it was.

Regardless of Mr. Tip and what he
might be thinking, the fat Owl of Grey-
[riars seitled down comfortably in his
new quarters,

ndoubtedly it was a change for the
better.  Instead of parking his fab
person in an odd corner of a baggage-
van, Bunter sprawled on a uumfnrtagh
ottoman when the cireus took the road,
He was feeling quite satisfied with
himself, and things generally—a feeling
that was not shared in the least by
Signor Muecolini, But the fat Qwl
was not boihering about Mucky,

docsn't gaid

e —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Exit Guglielmo !

ARA'S dark eyes were flashing,
z The qgueen of the ring had a
lemper. Now tha flush in her
. dusky cheeks, and the fitsh in
her darlk eyes, looked as if that temper
had the upper hand.

Her oyes were on Bunter; but
Bunter's ercs, at the moment, wore nok
on Zara: Bunter was busy.

The Magnificent Cireus had reached
its new piteh. in the neighbourhood of
Hastings. usy preparations  were

ping on for the eveming show. Billy

unter wasz as busy as the rest.

The tent of the Creat Gugliclmo
had been sct vp among the side shows.
At Brighton the fat spoofer had made
quite a harvest of half-crowns. He
hoped to repcat that experience at
Hastings. rvstal-gazing, and the
whispering voices of absent friends, had
beenn quite a suceess, so far. Bunter
was going on with the good work—at
least, he fancied so.

IIe had had no word with Mucky
gince taking possession of hiz van. The
cirous-master had settled down, appar-
ently. to letting the fat Owl get away
with it. At all events, he had kept
his distance, only having removed
some of hiz porsonal belongings from
the wvan, which Bunter graciously



Lash, lash, lash !
like grim death to the horse's reins.

pormitted. The fat Owl was not
cxpecting trouble from Mnck{;

If he lLad espected trouble at all,
it cerlainly would not have been from
Zara, the queen of the ring. But
from the leok on ithe gipsy gicl's face
a3 she came towards hmn, it leoked as

if a storm was brewing in that quarler.

Dunter was poiling wp a notice ont-
side Cuglielmo’s teut, veady for a rush
of custom when the circeus opened io
the public. He did not look round as
Zara approached.

Hoe remained unaware of  her
approach till he was saddenly apprised
of it, in o starthng and far from agree-
able manner.

Smack !

Zara's hand was small,  DBut there
seemed to e a lot of force in i, The
smack rang like a pistol-shot as 1t
landed on Bunler’s Mot cav.

“Yaraoh I yelled Bunter.

He stagpecred under the
almost on s beam-ends.
spun round, yelling:

“Ow ! Beast!”

Then he saw Zava, and realised that
it was the gipsy girl who had smacked
Ius head. Ller bhand was rising for
another smack: and Bunter jumped
back, hiz little rownl eyes almost pop-
ping through his big, round spectacles.

“Owl  Wharver you up ta?” he
pasped. I say, keep off, you kunowl
Wharrer you smacking a follow's head
for "

dara’s angry oeves flashed at him,

“You are n orescal 'Y oeho exelaimed.
“You lhave deceived me—deluded me!
You are a roguc i’

smack,
Then he

“{h, reallv, Alizs Zara—" gasped
Buntor.
Ta da Eanter justice, he did not

realise in the least that he was a rascal
or a rogue. llis fac brain woved in
mysiorions ways.

EVERY SATURDAY

o
\??T\! g,.'*-r-'
Time and again the riding-whip cut into Johnny Bull’s shoulder.

““ Back up ! ** he yelled. Bull’s comrades came on with a rush, eyes blazing, dodging
the riding-whip as best they could.

He was angrey, amd e was indig-
nant. llo wus also alavmed.  lle
backed away again as the gipsy gl
made a forward mevement, caught hia
foot in a tent-peg, and sat down.

0w 1" spluttered Bunter.

The gipsy givl’s cyes flashed down
at him. Sho looked wery pretty, with
flushed face oud fAashing oyezs.  But

Bunter had no cyve for beauty at that |

moment. e blinked up at those flash-
ing eyes in alarm.

“Give moe thoe crystal!” snapped
Lara.

“Tho—the erystal I stammered
DBunter.

“1 gave vou the pipsy crystal, he-
cause you prefended to read in it, and
to make the voices of absent ones
heard. It was a cheat. Now I know
ithe truth, and wou shall cheat no
more ! exclaimed Zara.

“[—1 say—" gasped Dunter. *“1I
say, J—I want that erystal, yon knowl
I—1 can’t carry on busincss without if,
I say, I’ll give it to you to-morrowl
can get another in the town—see®"

“You will not get another,” said
Zara. “You will not carry on with
crystal-gazing. I will not permit if,
now I know it ia a cheat.”

“0Oh, really, you know—" gaspod
Bunter.

He blinked at Zara in dismay.

Billy Bunter who never thought of
asnything, had not thought of the n:
evitable consequences of ihe discovery
that had heen made in the camp on the
downs.

True, there had heen no move
mysterious, haunting voices since it had
become known that he woas a ventrilo-

{Euish But it had not ocemrred to him
that when it veached Yara’s eavs, she

would realise how sha had been tricked
by the fat ventriloquist.
Evidently Zava had heard of it now.
The knowledge that the fat spoofer

But the Greyiriars junior hung on

had taken advantage of her super-,
atitions behef in the ervstal to make
a fool of her, had roused Zarva's lLot
gipsy temper to boiling peint,

“Get up [ she snapped, *Give mn
tho erystalt I shall toke it away.
You shall no longer use it to delwle
faols. You are a rascal!"

“But I—1 say——" stuttered Bunter.

Smack |

Ld 'E'Fﬂﬂp I!!

Smack |
I “Wow! Leave off ! yelled Bunter,
U T'm going to get it! I den’t want
it! Blow it! Oh erikey!™ :

ITe serambled up and bolted into
Gugliclme’s tent. Ho came out wilh
the magic erystal in his fat hands.

Zara spatched it from him. Tak-
ing it in her left hand, she smacked
with her right, Dunter yvelled:

“Owl  Wow! Will you stoppii?
Wow M
“Ha, ha, ha!" came a howl of

langhter. :

That remarkable sceme in [ront of
the Great Guglielmo’s {ent was attract-
g atteniion.

“Zara " exclaimed Marco. “ Whak
are——"

“Oo it, misz!" elwekled Tippily
Tip. “Give him a few movre! Ulve
Irin o fow for me!™

#ara did not heoed the onlookers.

MNer davk eyes flashed at the dismayed
iwl of Greyiriars,
“Take down

snappod.

“I—F say, I—I can't do any bhusi-
ness without putting my notice up o
tho tent!” gasped DBuuter. “hey
wan't know where to find Guoglivlmn,
Yarooh I

Hmack |

*¥la, ha, hal” ]

“0Oh erikey ! Loave ol 1Y shricked
Bunter.  “Look here, don't you . bo
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siueh o catl
H

‘He jerked down the notice from the
front of the tent., More and more of

I'm taking it down, ain't

the circus people pathered round.
There was a grin on every face, From
A distance Signor Muceolini  looked

on with a eour smile.

Zaran wns not finished yet.,

*EPull down that tent!™ she soid.

“Pip-pip-pull 1t down!"  stuttored
Bunter. “Buat I ecan't give a show
without a' tent to give it in! I say
what—"

Smack !
“Ow!l Wow!” yvelled Bunter.
“"You shall give no swch  show

again,” sail Zara, stamping her foot.
'”l'hErf}‘.s!mil be no more Guglielmo, no
more trickery and cheating !
“lar, "ear! grinned Mr. Tip.
“I—1 say——" stuttered Bunter.

Smack !

“"Wow! Keep off ! velled the hap-
less fat Owl, * I—I say, Marco, make
her keep off ! Take her away ™

Marco laughed.

“* You voung rasend 1" he said. ™ Your
trickery is found ouf now. TYou de-
gerve what you are getting, and more,
I shall ask Signor Muccolini fo turn
you ot of the cirous.”

119 I]'."'J.Et !.IJ

“1 am waiting 1" said Zara, stamp-
ing her fool agnin. “Pull down that
tent! You shall give no more showa
as Gugliclmo! You shall be punished
for your trickery! Will you de as 1
bid you?"

“Look hero! Yeou've no right to—
to——  Yarcooh ! roared DBunter, as
the gipsy girl smacked his head again.

“Ea. ha, ha!"

No doubt it was rather high-handed
on the part of the queen of the ring,
But certainly it was no more than the
fat spoofer deserved. Anvhow, thero
was no belp for Bunter.

Zara, evidently, was going on smack-
ing his head till he obeved. And
Bunter's fat head was already buzzing
like a hive of bees from so many smacks.

The fat Owl dragged out tent-pega and
loosened ropes, with Zera's dark eyes
flashing at him, and a circle of onlockers
chuckling and grinning. The tent in

didSsaiasdnsiaNAdalEanaEnEREE AR REER e

WANT TO DO YOUR CHUMS A GOOD TURN ?—

which the Creat Guglielmo gave his
side-show, came down billowing.

“Now,” said Zara, “that is bnished |
If there iz any mwore of it, I will ask
Marco to boat you with his lion whip !l
You will do that, Marco" !

“You won't have to ask mo twiee!®
grinned Marco.

*I—I say—-" gasped Bunter.

“That is enough!” snapped Zara.
“Now I will smack your head for your
trickery.”

“Oh crikey | I saxy— Whooop I

SBmack, sinack, smack, smack |

“Ha, ha, ha I"

“Yoo-hoop! Oh erumbs! Oh lor'!
Oh ecrikey! Ow!”

Smack, smack, smack!

“Yaroooh I”

Billy Bunter fairly took to his heels.
He dodged away, spluttering, a last
ringing smack cracking like a pistol
shot as ha went,

A roar of laughter followed him as he
flew. Tippity Tip deubled up with
merriment. Zara, still frowning, walked
away with Marce, who was grinning.
Billy Bunter did not stop running il
he reached his van—lately the signor’s—
and bolted in, and slammed tho door.

“0Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter, as he
collapsed on the oltoman. “Oh crumbs!
What an swful cat! Oh jiminy!*

A blare of music announced that the
circus was open, But Billy Bunter did
not heed it. klis fat head was ainging,
from the gipsy girl's smacks—and ho
did not want any more—very much
indeed he did not want any more |

Thers was no Cuglielmo in the side-
shows that evening ! And there was not
cing to be any more Guglielma | That
wrvest of half-crowns was never going
to be gathered. The Great Gughielmo
and the Magic Crystal were done with !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

i SAY. vou fellows!”
E (1, my hat! Bunter!™
“Runter's going to havnt ns
these hols ™ said. Bob Cherry
resignedly.

=
HE'H BH“NG“ ..a-‘f"'"ff-:;,;-'._*-' - ‘
i ?“’.’.‘AE_;'._H i =

IS A BIKE!

* Our tandem evele's
got hosses licked,” say
Shq“}r Cn'”.i.u; and Pad-
denhead Wilkins., the
eyeling cowboys. *"She
dent n=ed to ba led,
she don't ever git tired
she don't put her foot in
no potsholes, and ashe
don’t ever bolt or stray
Mossir. it takes
guys like us to find them
sort of things out 1™

You'll rear with laugh-
ter ot the scrapes Shorty
and [Puddenhead get
into, as they cyele their
way through the Wild
West. Meet them in
the grand new series
stories starting this week

in THE PILOT?
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The Auvgust afternoon was warm. So
was Billy Bunter! Iis [at face was red,
and damp with perspiration. He took
off his straw hat and faoned himself
with it, as he blinked at the Famous
Fiva thmth liis big spectacles.

“Jolly glad to sce you fellows!” eaid
Eunter,

“You have the gladfulness all to your
esteemed and absord self ' remarked
Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Oh, really, Inky—"

“Blow away, bluchottle!” said Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Left the cireus® asked Harry
Wharton.

“0Oh, no! I'm still Eain%' skrong—
quite a star!” said Bunter. *I sav, %’]l
have some of that ginger-pop, if you
don’t mind.”

“If we do mind, will it make any
difference®” inquired Frank Nugent.

Bunter did not reply to that question.
He sat down on the bench and helped
himself to ginger-pop. And the chums
of the Bemove gazed at him.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been ex-
Elurmg the ancient tewn of Battle, and

attla Abbey, rich-in reminiscences of
the Norman Conquest. Now they were
taking a rest on a bench outside a way-
side 1inn, ¥efreshing themselves with
ginger-hoor,
They were not thinking of Billy
Bunter—and had, in fact, rather for-
gotten the fat existence of that fascina-
ting vouth, and they did not look
delighted when he blew in. A litile of
Billy Bunter went a long way.

Bunter, however, scemed pleased.

He had pot been pleased to see tha
juniors at the eciveus when they toock
rofuge there from the thunderstorm.
And that was only two or threa days
ago. But he seemed quite bucked now.

“That’s good!” said Bunter, setting

down an empty glass, I say, you
fellows, are you having anything io
cabkf”

L1 Nu !H-

“Well, I'm rather hungry.”

“Are vou ever anythmg colse?®

“h, really, Wharton—"

“May as well be getting along®
remarked Johnny Bull,

"1 say, you fellows, den't walk off
when you've Just. met o pall” said
Bunter. “It’s o real pleasure to see you
fellows. I thought I might happen on
¥ou again, as we scem to be travelli
in the same direction. Jolly 1u¢uy“§
took & stroll this afterncon,
Having a good timeoi™

“0h, fine ! said Johnny Bull, “We've
been enjoring ourselves no end—up to
the last few minutes.™

**Oh, really, Bull! I say, you fellows,
ain’t it a pleasurc to be together again
like this, just like being in the study
at Greviriars!” said E}untnr. “Ii's
ﬁimrgﬁ' jolly, ain't itt*

* Oh, frightfully !” said Bob.

“The frightfulness 13 terrifio!”

"in:,: more ginger-pop, you chapsi”

L] T'u .?I‘

“Well, there's the waiter! IHe will
bring some, if vou ask him.*

Harry Wharton laughed. IHe called
to the watter, and & fresh supply of
ginger-pop was placed on the tablo
under the chestnut-tree.

“Might bring moe some sandwiches,"
said Bunter. “And a cake!”

“Yes, sir,”

“1 had next to nothing for dinner,”
Bunter explained, when the waiter was
gone for supplics, "I never zat much,
a3 von fellows know——"

“Oh orikey !

“And this hot weather takes away
what appetite I have. I had a veal-
and-ham pie, and hali a cold chicken,
and a few apples and bananas—nothing

what?
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else! Bo I can do with & snack belore I
go back o tea.”

Bunter started on sandwiches.

“ Are we staying here to watch Bunter
guzzle I inquired Johnoy Bull,

“Oh, sit 1t out!” said Bob., “We're
gotting it cheap! You have to pay at
the Zoo to sea the animals feed.”

“Ha. ha, ha I

“Boeast 1 said Bunter. "I mean—
Grooogh I Some sandwich went down
the wrong way, and Bunter gurgled.
“I mean, I don't mind a Jittla joke,
dear old chap! He, he, ha 1™

Evidently Eunbar was determined io
be apgreeable, It was rather a change,
and the Famous Five could not help
being surprized. :

“What have you fellows been doin
about here #” asled Bunter, as he starte

an the cake. ]
“Beeing  the joll old sights,”
answered Bob. “*We've been over
Battle Abbey. It's built right on the
spot where Harold fell
“Eh? Who's Harold 7 asked Bunter,
A stay at Hastings had not, it
appeared, caused Bunter to recall any
of the knowledge he had absorbed in
history class at Greyfriars Hehool.
“Oh, my hat! Never heard of
Ilarold 1" grinned Bob.

“Do you mean Skinner!” ashed
Bunter.

“Ehi* pasped Bob.

“I don't know any IHarold, except

Zkinner of the Remove! Ilis name's
Hdreld,” said DPBunter. “Is Shkinner
staying about here, these hols?”

*Ha, ha, hal” .

“Rlpssed if T gee anything to cackle
at " said Bunter, staring., “ fl:' yon don't
mean Skinner, who do you mean?”

“Ever heard of the battle of
ITastnes 7™ chuckled Nugent.

“Thi* Oh, yves! I koow all about
that,” said Bunter. “Thers's not much

history you fellows can teach me, 1
know all about King Alfred and the
Danes.™

“Ha, ha, ha!” yclled the IFamous
Fivao.

“I—I mean, the Picta and Scots!”
gnid DBunter hastily.

“Make it Normans and Saxcns!”
chuckled Bob. “Hastings, 1066——"

“Hastings, 1066, repeated Bunter.
“Js that a telephone number?”

“0Oh eritkey! Not quite! It's the date
of the Battle of Hastings, fathead, some-
times called the Battle of Senlac, ass,
where William the Norman came over
with a lot of other vndesirable alicns,
and Harold got the K.O.Y

“Oh, yes, I remember,” assented
Dunter. “Hareld's the chap who never
gmiled apain, isn't he?”

“Oh crikey! He was killed at the
Battle of Hastings—"

“Then it stands to reason that he
never smiled again” sad Bunier
“ Ha's the chap, all right! Ile zaid
" Kiss me, Hardy!'—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Or was -hat Wellington?” asked
Bunter. 1 know it bhappencd at the
Battle of Hastings, or—or some other
battle. I'm pretty good at history, My
family came over with the Conaueror,
ou know. Sir Bunter do Bunter was
1is right-hand man! Ha stood by his
side at the Battle of Trafalgar——"

“"Not the
acked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Ha. ha, ha!” ;

“PBut never mind that,” =aid Bunter.
“VYou fellows don’t want to learn
history in the hols.®

“The leainfulness from the esleemed
Bunter woald! be terricl” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. )

“"Well I'm rather a dab at it ! saad
Bunter “I'm rather keen on battles

Battle of the Somme?™

and things. You sce, the Bunters were
always a fighting race—" .

“1 don't know about the fighting,”
remarked Bob Cherry. “But I've no

. doubt there would be a race if that

nan G&%ga turned up just now.”
“Ha, ha, ha "
Billy Bunter gave a hasty blink round
through his spectacles. Then he sniffed.
“T'm not afraid of Gu%ga " he =aid.
“¥You fellows may bo!l I can tell you
that dago wen't dare to play eny more
tricks since I've bad it out with him.
Hea's too jolly afraid, I can tell youl”
“What is he afraid of, ass?”
“That'as telling I* said Bunter. "1
may be able to land him in chokey, and
I may not! 1 know what I know [*

Harry Wharton & Co. looked fixedly
at the fat Owl of the Remove. They had
wondered a good deal over the strange
state of affairs at Muccolini’s Magnifi-
cent Circus. It looked as if the fat Owl
had some mysterious hold over the
Italian eircus-master., Now Bunter's
words let in some light on the subject.

“Land him in chokey!” repeaied
Harry.. ™ What do you mean by that "

“Well, at first I 'thﬂuFltt he was ouly
afraid of being fined,” said Bunter.

_““But_I fancy there’s more than that in
‘it. He wouldn't be so jolly scare

d af it
was only a matter of a fine, would lie?"

“You awful rotter!" said Johnny
Bull. *Mecan to say that you've found
out something about that man Muccolini
and you're making uge of 1t

“Oh, no! Nothing of the kind ! gaid
Bunter, realising that he was talking o
little too much. “I know nothing—abso-
1ut¢:11f nothing ! Bo far as I know, he
hasn't a camers at all, and docan't lnde
it in a lunch-basket when he takes it
out I*

“Wha-a-t 2"

“As for taking photographs, I've
nover seen him do it sidea, why
shouldn’t he if he likes?” said Bunter.
“Not that he does, you know. I he
does, 1 don't know anything about it.”

“If you méan anything, you blithering
cueckoo, what do you meant”

“QOh, nothing! The fact 15, Mucky

wants mo to stay at the cirens—1'in ]]1:?11:3’. ls
nt:

“Ha wou
Id 1@
000 1*

valuable,” said Bunter. 3
part with me for m weight in
“ And o ton of gold 15 worlth

remarked Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“In fact, he's begged me to stay,™
zgaid Bunter. * Not because I know any-
thing about his little games, you know,
but—but because I'm such a tremendous
draw at the circus!”

“And that's why he set Guggs on
vou i asked Bob.

“Yes—I mean, no, you ass! He jolly
wed! won't dare to do it again, anyhow [
said Bunter. “I can tell you, I've put
my foot down with that cheeky dago,
and he will feed from my hand ! T con
han::!la & dago all right. Leave that o
me,”

“1 suppose,” said IHarry Wharton
slowly, “that you're wmore fool than
rogue, Bunter——"

“Oh,. really, Wharton—*

“ But what you're doing is roguery !
Can't you sce that? said the captam
of the Remove. “ You're no right to
stick on Muceolini becavuse you've found
out something about him.”

“Well, one good turn deserves
another I argued Bunter. * Besides, [
haven't' found anythiug out—not a
thing | I'm not going to tell you fellows
anything about it. Buesides, there isn’t
anything to tell—absolutely nothing!
say, you fellows, don't fﬂ yet. I've got
something - fo  say. t's rather -
portant 1

“Cut it short, then 1 - .

“The fact is—you'd hardly believe ik
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but—but I'm hard-up,” said Dunter--
“actually short of money I
" We guessed that one I grinned Bob.
“LEh—how did you gucss 1t
“ Because you cere so jolly glad to see

us.”
“0Oh, really, Cherry, you sgep, I've
had rather & row at the cireus! suid
Bunter. *That cat Zara found out thut
I was a ventriloquist, owing to youn
fellows gabbling, you !I-:naw, and she'a
taken wsway the magic crystal,
smacked my head——"

“And she says she's going 1o keop on
smacking it if I do eny more Guglicimo
business |

“More power to her elbow |

“Bhe's got an awful temiper!™ zaid
Bunter. “8he seems fearfully wax
with me for some reason. I thought it
would please her to make her hear her
fathex’s voice whispering from afar, and
all that; but since she's found out that
I'm a ventriloquist, 1t only scems to
have got her rag out——*

“¥eou spoofing porpoise 1™

“Well, it's all you fellows’ fault!”
said Bunter. * 1 shouid never have been
spotted, but for you! Now I can’t play
the magie erystal game any more, o
that cat will begin on mo again! Bhe's
absolutely no right to teriere, vou
know, but that won't stop her smacking
my head ™

“Ha, ha, ha1*

“ O, eackle 1" snapped Bunter. " Tl
T'm Iet down now! bhat am I going

and

“to do®™

“Honesty is the boest poliey 1™ sug-
gested Bob, “Try it for a change.”

“You silly ass " hooted Bunter, “It's
all your fault, and the least you cap
do 1z to lend me a fow pounds till 1
get going again—sce I

The Famous Five rose from the henelr,
They knew now why Bunter had bLeen
o pleased to see them. Dut ihaw
pleasure in secing Bunter was less, o if

possible, than over.

*1 say, make it =«
pound 12

“Food-bye, Bunter [

The juniors walked back te iheir
1eveles.

“1 say,” yelled Bunier, “hold ojj——

Beasts | I say, you haven’t paid for the

P We'va

you follows,

. sandwiches or the cake 1

“0Oh, my hat!” said Dol

- got to pay to sec the snimal feed, after

all |

Harry Wharton called the wailer.

“I say, you fellows, I haven't finished
yeb 1 squeaked DBunter.

“¥ou have I answered Iarry.

And bhe prid the waiter, and the
Famous Five whecled their bikes away.
They mounted in the road, Billy Bunter
rlaring after them with a glare that
almost eracked his spectacles. And ns
they roda away, in & cheery bunch, the
fat };minr’n farewell echoed after them:

“ Beaszts M

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Give and Take !

£ ALLOQ, hallo, hallo t*
H h I'.-cmk out I

“The dangerous fool " ox-
claimed Harry Wharton. " 1a
L mad 7 o .

There was a loud ringing of bicyelé-
hells. But the horsemian shead of the
{ive cyclists in tho narrow Bussex lane
did not heed.

Harry Wharton & Co. were about a
mile from the inn where they had left
Bilty Bunter. They were following o
lane that led, by rather winding ways,
towards Hastings. It was a deep lane,
with high banks of carth on either side,
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erowned by thick hawthorn hedges.
The level of the fields was far above
their heads as they rode. Ahead of
them & horseman suddenly appeared,
coming towards them at a trot. The
sunlight pleamed on & dark, swarthy
face and a bushy, black moustache,

It was Signor Muccolini, and as he
recognised the Greyfriars fellows, he

ave them a black scowl, and gave his
ﬁarﬁa a cut with the whip. Heo gave 1t
another eut, and another. With a
savage hand on the rein, and the whip
scoring its fanks, the horse plunged and
pranced wildly, careering towards the
evelists with a wild clattering of hoofs.

In the deep, narrow lane it was neces-
gary for the cyclists to string ont in file
to pass the horseman. But it was umpos-
sible to pass that. madly prancing steed
without an accident. '

The juniors jamined on their brakes
and. slowed down, st the same timo
jingling their bells as a warning to the
Italian. ;

But he did not heed the warning. His
black eyes glittered at the juniors as
he pranced down on them.

The chums of the Remove were well
aware that the circus-master had no
liking for them. His dislike, in the
first place, had been founded on the
fact that they were Billy Bunter's
schoolfellows—which was unreasonable
cnough. But they could guess that what
had happened at the cireus camp on the
downs had intensified his dislike. They
had caused the failure of his rascally
scheme for dealing with Bunter. Since
then, though they were not aware of it,
Bunter had thrown his fat weight about
to & greater extent than ever—to the
length of turning the signor out of his
caravan and teking possession of it.
The sight of them to the Italian was
rather likke & red rag to a bull. What
he darcd not give Bunter, he could give
them—and he was poing to.

With his teoth set under hiz black
bush of a moustache and a savage
gl:llir,ter in his eyes he careered down en
the bunch of eyclists.

“Look ourt,
Johnny Buli

“Jump down 1Y gasped Nugent.

It went sorely against the gramm with
the Crreylfriars fellows to let the greasy
Italian get aw:f with his aggressivo
bullying. But, clearly, thern was going
to bo an aceident if the horse caino
prancing among the bikes. They had ta
gel out of the way end Jet him prance
b, or be knocked over right anc left.

There was not much room for gefting
out of the way, and not much tine to
do it in, as the horseman came thunder-
ITIF and prancing on. ,

They swerved to the sides of the lane,
jumping off their machines, and e¢ram-
ming themselves close to the steep banks.

“*You cheeky rokter !” roored Johnny
Bull, as the horseman ecame prancing
up. " You—yaroooooooh I

Slash |

Johnny let out a terrific vell as the
Italian, leaning over in the saddle, cut
at him with his riding-whip. The lash
rang across Johnny's shoulders,

“You rotten rascal!” yelled Bob
Cherry,

Slash ! came the whip again, and this
time Bob pot it! He roared.

With a savage jerk on the rein, the
Italian whirled the hovse round, Harry
Wharton, pressing into the bank te keep
clear of the lashing hoofs, had no chance
of evoiding the blow that come at him.
The rviding-whip fairly crashed on lis
shaulders,

Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh, his dark
face dacker with rage, made a jump at
the horseman, But he had to jump back
oz the horse swung round ou him, and
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you dummy!”  roared

THE MAGNET

as he jumped, the riding-whip caught
him across his dusky face.

“0Oh, wyou terrific raseall”
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

The Italian made a cut at Nugent.
Then he whirled his horse again, to ride
on hiz way.

In another moment he would have
been gone at o gallop. But in that
moment Johnny Bull jumped at the
horse's head and hung on the reins.

Lash, lash, lash, came down savagely
on Johnny as he dragged down the
horse’s head.

“Back up 1" yelled Johnny.

The riding-whiF raingd blows on him,
But Johnny Bull hupg on like grim
death,

At that moment Johnny rather re-
sembled the “tyke® of his native
county, which is said to bite alive or
dead.

The bullying Italian, had never
daubted for a moment that he would
ride on, after wreaking his malice on
the Greyiriars juniors, . But he was not
going to ride on if Johnny Bull could
stop him.

And his comrades were not slow to
back up. Harry Wharton, his eyes blaz-
ing, reached the Italian and grasped at
him. As he grasped, the ridingqwhip
was turned on him, instead of Johnny,
and twice it came down on head and
shoulders.

But Muccolini had no time for more—
for Bob Cherry grabbed at his arm and
hung on it, and at the same time Hurree
Singh, on the other side of the horse,
got the Italian's leg and heaved, and
pitched him over the saddle.

With a wvell of rage Muccolini came
off the horse, sprawling headlong in the
dust of the lane, dragging down Bob
and Wharton as he went.

Johnony Bull, still grasping the reins,
dragged the horse clear.

Signor Muccolini struggled to his feet,
his swarthy face aflame with fury, deal-
ing fierce blows right and left with the
riding-whip at Wharton and Bob,

Leaving the horse, Johnny Bull rushed
to the aid of his chums. lurrco
Singh and Nugent were not a moment
behind lLim,

Slashing with the nding-whip, the
beefy Italian was charged over, and
wept down in the dust sgain. Bob
gragped the riding-whip from his hand,

“Now, you rotter, it's your turnl”
he roared.

“Cospetto ! yelled Bignor Mucecolini,
as his own Tillfliﬁg:—“'higoﬁ-ﬂﬂ-mﬂ down with
a crash. * Do mio ! oh 1*

“Give him some more !” panted Whar-
ton., “Give the cheeky rotter the
thrashing he's asked for ™

Bignor Muccolimi scrambled wildly up.

The riding-whip caught him again as
he gained his feet. He made a spring
at Bob, to be mot by the lash fairly
across his savage, swarthy face, He
sprang back faster than he had sprung
forward.

For an instant he stood, panting, con-
vulsed with fury; then, as Bob eame at
him, he dodged and ran after lus horse.
Another lick from the whip landed on
his beefy back as he ran,

There was a clatter of hoofs up the
lane. The horse, wildly excited and
seared, was galloping off.  Muccolini
rushed after 1t desperately.

But he had no chance of catching the
runaway.

With tossing -head and jinglin
stirrups, the horse dashed awny at fuﬁ

allop, and disappeared up the winding
ane. After it, panting and gasping
and spluttering, the Italian disappeared
in his turn,

“Well,” pasped Bob Cherry, " we gave

panted

that cheeky rotter as good as he handed
out, that's a comfort.”

“The bullying brute!” said Harry.
“1 x;‘iﬁh we'd given him  some  more
Wi
“Wow !” said Bob.

"Ow—wow ! said Johnny Bull, rub-
bing his head.

“He wen't cateh that gee in a hurry,
anyhow 1" said Bob., “0Ow! Bother the
greasy brute ! Let's get on !

The Famous Five remounted their
jiggers, They were fveling both sore
and savage as they rode on, and for a
considerable time their remarks were
limited chiefly to “ow " and *“wow™
andd " yow." Bhll, they had had rather
the best of the shindy, which was a ¢on-
solation—and by the time they pedalled
into Hastings they had recovered their
wsual cheery spirits.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Muccolini®s Surprising Welcome !
breathed Bally

&k H cvikex!”
0 Bunter,
Biily Bunter's movoments

were seldom rapid—and on a
hi:‘:t August afternoon he was not much
disposed to move at all, let alone to
move quickly., But as he uttered that
ejaculation, the fat Owl of the Remove
moved az swiltly as if he had received
gn clectric shock, He fairly bounded
from the bench on which he was seated,
and blotted himsclf from sight behind
the trunk of the big chestnut-tree that
stood in front of the inn.

It was the sight of a dingy-looking
man, with unshaven face and & slanti
nose, coming up the road, that eause
that unwonted activity on Burnter's part.

He had told the Fawmous Five that ho
was not afraid of Jimmy Guggs. Per-
haps he even fancied that he wasn’t
But anyone obscrving him at that
moment  would certainly have drawn
the conelusion thal he was afraid—in
factk, terrificd out of his fat wits.

Behind the tree-trunk he palpitated,

*“That beast ! gasped Bunfer. “Oh
lor' 1" ;

Billy Bunter was very eareful these
days, very earcfuland cautious. Owing
to the peculiar feircumstances under
which he had become o member of
Muccolini’s Magnificent Circus, he had
to be caveful and eautious. Never once
since that obnoxious tramp had been on
his trail, bhad the fat Owl straved by
lonely paths. lle was not going to give
Guggs another chanee al him—not if he

‘Lnew it

He was on a public road now, sitting
in front of an inn, and & moment's re-
flection might have told him that Guggs,
lawless ruflian as he was, would scavcely
ventura on violenee in such a spot. Bub
Bunter, in his alarm, did not stop for
a moment's reflection !

One glimpze of the unshaven face and
the slanting ne:e was enough for him,
He blotted hupself out of sight behind
the tree, and waited, palpitating, for
the ruflian to pass on his way. Ha enly
hoped that Guggs had not seen him.

He listened, with fat. beating heaart,
not daring to pecr round the trunk, lost
the man with the slanting nose should
gpot hizs fat face,

‘Heavy tramping footsteps came off the
road towards the inn, which lay a little
distance back. DBunter guaked. Guggs
was coming !

Hoad he scen him? He was almost
sure that he hado't, o swiftly had he
popped out of sight. But the tramp was
cotming up to the inn, that was certain.

Possibly it was onlv for refreshment.



Jimmy Guggs, if he had money in his
pockets, was not the man to pass an inn
without calling inl  DBut if he saw
Bunter thoere—

“0Oh lor’ I’ breathed Bunter.

He gave a wild blink round through
his spectacles, Nobody was to be seen
at the daor or windows of the inn. And
in less than & minute that awful ruffian
would be passing the big tree, and
would spot himt Without stopping to
think, Bunter elambered into the tree.

Bunter was no climber. But the
gnarled old trunk was caszy to climb,
and the branches were low. Spurred on
by the terror of a grasping hand behind,
the fat junior clambered desp-zmtrtli.r,
and almost in a twinkling he was safcly
hidden in thick, deep foliage.

Squatting on a thick branch, his fat
hack resting against the trunk, Buntor
peered down  throngh his spectacles

‘hrough tho. foliage he had a glimpso
of & battered bowler hat.

Cuggs waos scating himsclf on
bench Bunter had left.

He was not locking up; it was the
dinted crown of his batterad bowler that
Bunter glimpsed. Evidently he lad not
seen the fat schoolboy, and had no idea
that Bunter was there.

He rapped on tho table, and rapped
again. y

tho

hen he rapped louder, with
an angry grunt, Bunter hreathed moro
freely. It was refreshmoent that Guggs
wanted, and he was summening tho
waiter, DBunter hoped that he would ba
quick about it and go.

Thero

The waiter was slow to come.
was nothing going on that drowsy, hot
afternoon at the little wayside inn.
Perhaps the waiter had been taking a
little nap, having had nobody to serve
sinea the Grayfriars eyelists had de-
parted, But he came at last. :

Bunter could not gce him, but he could
guess that the waiter’s lock:.. did' not
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express approval of the new customer
by Guggs' first remark, _

“Staring at o bloke!” =aid Mr.
Guggs. - “Ain't my money a5 good as
anybody elso’s "

“0Oh, ves, sir; certainly,” =sald the
watter hurriedly. There was a nervous
note in his woice. Clearly he did not
want trouble with that truculent-looking
raffian. . What can I bring you, sic?

Gugegs grunted out a surly order, and
the waiter brought out a tankard, sct it
on the table, and went back into the
.

There was o sound heneath Bunter of
purgling and smacking of lips. Then
tlin empty tankard jarved on the table.

Dunter waited for the man to go. Butk
Gugps did not go. Having disposed
of his ale, he leaned back gn the bench,
filled a I:nfimk pipe, and lighted it. The
emoll of strong shag ascended to Bunter.

“ Beast 1 breathed the fat Owl.

It was not comfortable, perched in
the tree. But Bunter darved not stir
It was in vain that he told himself that,
in ‘such & spot, the rufian would not
dare to lay a finger on him. Most likely
he wouldn't; but there was, at least, o
chanea that ho might.  The fat Owl
dared not risk it

A quarter of an hour passed. Ifn
heard Gugps knock out his pipo and
grunt. Nobody e¢ame along the read,;
and the waiter, indoors, was probably
resuming an interrupted nap. UGuggs
grunted—and grunted again. He
scemed to be gotting impaiiont,

"Blow 'im! Keeping a cove wait-
ing! Blow 'im !

Tha brute was not

oing! Those

mutterad words rovealed that he was

there to meet somebody — who, it
scemncd, woas late in comtog.

The ruffian filled his pipe again.
smoked it out, and knocked 1he bowl
on  the beneh again, grooded and

grumbled.

e

Lost to every consideration but rage and vangehnce, Signor Muccolini hit, ¢lawed, seratched and tore like a wild cat. Guggs
had his hands foll, but he was hitfing out, all the {ime. In the thick branches above, Billy Bunter sat tight—and grinned.

*Cheeky furriner! Keepitg a bloke
‘anging about!” grumbled Gﬂgﬁg.

“'bh erumbs 1" murmured unter,
under his breath.

e Lknew now for
Gnggs was walting.

There could not be any doubt about
the “furriner™ ho had an appoint-
ment to meet at that little hedge .
The tramp was not likély to bhave
dealings with many foreigners.

It was Signor Muccolini for whom he
was ‘waiting! Bunter breathed hard
as hé realised it :

That dashed dago was still plotting

ainst him, was he? Ile was still
planning to have that wnwelcomu
wember of his eirenas “ beaten up.”

Bunter had supposed that, Mucky
would give up that game, after it was
known. But if he had an appoint-
ment to meet Guggs that afterncon, it
was clear that he bad not given, it up.
Unly for one purpeose could he want ito
see Guges.

Bunter's eycs
spectacles,

He heard Guggs rise from the bench
and walk down to the road. There he
stnod  for somo  minutes, staring
surlily along the dusty lane that wound
away in the direction of Iastings.

He c¢amo tramping back,
slumped on tho bench again ;

“*Anging about!” DBunter heard him
mutter. ""Anging about more’'n 'ari-
an-hour for that  blinking furriner!
Sivike me pink! I'vo more'n ’arf a
mind to *and "im one on his tater-trap
when he does come in, blow 'im 1"

Bunter sat tight. The tramp was in
an avil temper, that was plain.  Very
prebably he had not quite recovercd
from the virorouz handling that Mareo
liad given him a few days ngo. Awnd
the wealher was hot—and Mr. Gupggs,
no doubt, was thirsty. The -fact thak
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he called for no moes ale, hinted that
liis eash resourcea were limited. And
he was beginning to doubt whether
Muecolini was coming to keep ihe
appointment at all |

CGivowl after growl reached Bunter's
fat oars from below.

“I ai’t waiting much longer, I
know that!” camo Guggs' growl
* Blinking furrinecr! Blow "im Y

But a few minutes later the tramp
lialf-rose, and Bunter heard hia voice:

“'Fro he comes. blow *im {*

Billy Bunter twisted round in the
I:rnri-:hes. and blinked towards the
Faadl,

The thick foliage shut off the wiew:
but in a few moments he had a glimpse
of an approaching figure through the
hranches,

It was,
Mueceolin.

But the eireus-master did not loak
quile as usual. Generally the signor
was very careful in his atktire, and a
bit of & dandy. Now lhe looked dusty
and untidy: dusty from head to food,
with a crampled collar and a red
face clotted with perspiration.

A hot chase after his runaway horse
had  failed. Muceolini had had to
continte his way on foot, leaving the
runaway to its own devices. Ee was
hat, tired, dusty, and in the worst of
tempers.  The latter fact was only too
clear, from his gleaming eyves, his
seowling brow, mnd the set of his thick
lips uwnder the black bush of a
moustache.

i{e turned from the road and passed
under ithe branches of the spreading
chestnut-tree, towards the bench where
Cuggs sat—also scowling.  And  the
Groyfriars ventriloguist, hdden above,
gave a litile fat cough.

Signor Muccolini did not speak ns he
approsched the scowling tramp. But a
voice that was a twin to his own spoke
for him: )

“Guggs, sou scoundrel! ¥You divky
rascal, get out of it! I'm dome with
voul—do you hear? et out of if
before T knock you down!”

Jimmy Guggs gave quite o convul-
sive jump at that grecting.

He was already in an extremely bad
temmper.  ‘That extraordinary grecling
from Signor Muccolini put the lid on.

The signor came to a halt under the
tree, staring. Ie could see no one but
Guges, and he was wondering who
could have spoken.

But Gngﬁa was not wondering. 1Ile

as he expected, Signor

knew—uor thought he did.

“Strike me pink!" he pasped.

“Dio miol" ejaculated Muccolint.
“ Who—what—"

“You done with me, ’‘ave youi”
gasped Jimmy Guggs. “Arvter mn
waiting ‘ere nearly a hower, you
Winkiug cheeky furriner! You——"

“Hold your tongue, you raseally
ruflian! Get off that bench! Get out!
Cospetto! I will knock you down, if

you do not go at once, you dirty dog
came from the unsecen ventriloquist.

Signor Muccolini blinked n cizzy
aztonishment as he heard that. Jdimmy
Guegs leaped from the bench, e
mado another leap—at Signor I\‘[ucq-:--
linit An unwashed, knuckly fist
crashed into the swarthy face, and the
cirens-master went stagpering.

“Tuoelk me down, will youi" roared
Cugrs “Done with me, ‘ave yom!
Well, I ain't done with you il:et-, % 044
dirty dago! Take that—and that—and
that—"

THE MAGNET

Aad the signor staggered right and
left as he took them, and went down
with a erash under the spreading
chostnut-free.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
When Rogues Fall Out !
gasped  Mucco-

& {]Ei-.'_I‘IjJTTD i
1.
C Ho sprawled on his beofy

back, hardly knowing whether
he was on lis head or his heels.

Jimmy Guggs, red with
danced round him. ¢

“Git up1” he roared. “Git up and
*ave some more !”

“Oooogh! Dio miol Scoundrel 1”
gasped the signor. “I—I—" He
serambled to lis feet, blazing with
fury. “Ruffian—rascal—oh! Ow "

lPilggs came at him with right and
oLk,

Jimmy Guggs had waited nearly
an hour for the Italian to keep that
appointment. And the dago, when ke
camo ab last, came only to tell him
that he was done with him, and would
knock him down if he did not get out

rage,

—at least, as the roffian atjppomrl. It
was not surprising that Jimmy was
infuriated. iz temper had been

alveady simmering. Now it was Loil-
INE OVEr.

“You'll knock me down, will you ¥
Imwled Guges. " Lel's sce you do i,
you greasy dagol”

“Tooll Ruffian! Rascall" splut-
torecd the signor. “I—I—— Oh! Ow |
Fooll I tell you—— T say—urrrgghl
Ooooh 17

“Done with me, "ave you!” howled
Ciuggs, prancing round the staggering
Itaﬁnn and punching at him, as if heo
mistook the beefy circus-master for a
punch-ball, * Well, if you've done with
me, I'll give yon something to remem-
ber me by! 'There’s a oner for you—
and there’s another——""

“Oht Ow! Dio mio! Fool! Madman !
I— Coocogh ! spluttered Muceolini,

ITe crashed against the free, as
Ciugps’ fists flung Inim back. Crimson
spurted from his nose, and ran from
the corner of hia mouth, ra.m;] one of his
eyes was shut!  DPanting, maddened
with rage, he sprang at the roflian
like o tiger, hitting and clawing.

They closed in savago sirife.

In the thick branches above, Billy
Bunter sat tight—and grinned.

Bunter's idea was that, after this
spot of trouble, the plotting Italian
was not likely to have any further
dealings  with  Guggs! No doubt
Bunter was right! ’

Lost to every consideration but rage
and vengeance, the signor hit &nd
clawed and -seratched and tore like a
wild cat; and Gupggs had his hands full
with him for some time. But he was
hitting wll tha time, and the Italian’s
beefy face began to resemble o raw
beefsteak.

Panting, scuflling, trampling, velling,
the two rascals gave one another
sovere punishment.

Tha uproar bhronght the slecpy waiter
to the door of the inn. He rubbed his
eyves and starcd at the scene.

A ruddy-checked landlord joined him
there and starcd, and a stableman came
round the building and stood staring
alzo. The little hedge inn had seemed

azleep in the drowsy, hob alfternoom;.

but the shindy had woke it up. Threo

or four startled faces appeaved at
windows.
“It'a a foight!” said the ruddy-

checked landlocd, alier staving for a
full minute.

And the waiter nodded and rvoplicd :

“Roight—it's a foight 1

To which the stableran added,

“"They'ra toight !

The fﬁlldlﬂl‘d stepped onl.

“Here 1™ he sgnid. “You can't foight
here: Don't you coom heve to foighi !
If you be toight, vou go somewhere elso
to foight "

h_Nﬂithnzr of ihe combatants heeded
LITL.
Both had evil tempers, now fully

roused.  Both had sustained severe
damage, whiech made their tempers
worse. Jiminy Guggs was fiorcely bertr
on giving ihe gugn something o
vreinember him by, now that he had
done with him. And the Italian's
clawing and seralehing did not hiave &
soothing effect on him,

Jiunmy hit havrd, and he hit often.
And a terrific, jarring upper-cut faivly
liftedd the Italian ab last, and sent him
sprawling on hiz back,

Jimmy, hungry for more, daneed
round him, inviting him to got up. 1le
gave that invitetion at the top of hLia
volee.

DBut tho signor did not get up, Witk
o swollen, streaming nose, and both eyes
blackened, covered with bruises, Pielro
Muccolini sprawled, and gasped, and
panted.

“Help!” he gurgled. “Bend for the
police! Call a constabla! I will give
that scoundrel in charvge for assauli!
Help !

“¥You send for a blooming bobby,”
roared Guggs, “and I'N tell 'im von
give me fipun for knocking out that fat
yvoung cove at tho eireus! You'd like
the perlice to "ear about that, you divty
dago 1" )

* Fool—rascal—villain—"

“Git up! I'm arsking you to git
up !” roared Guggs. "1 ain't done
“ﬂrh you yet, you greasy dago! Ui
up !

“Keep away! Go!
the Italian.

Landlord and watter and stableman
converged on Mr; Guggs.

“You goo awav!” said the rudds-
checked landlord, “Don’t you ecoom
here to foightl You goo your way,
mister.”

Jimmy Guges pave him a glare and
3 dpush, and the landlord sat down be-
side Muccolini with a gasp.

INow that be had got his hand in, as
it were, the truculent tramp secmod
inclined to * beat up ¥ the wheole com-
pany. The waiter jumped back. Tha
stableman disappearcd round the corner
of the mnn. But he reappeared, with a
pitehfork in his hands. ;

“Now you goo, mister I” he saicl. T
vou doan't goo——"'

The pitehfork eettled it. Jimmny
Guggs decided nt onee to “goo.” And
with 8 last glare at the sprawling
Italian, he went, mopping & bruised
and clawed faece with o red handker-
chicf, as he slouched away down Lhe
road.

; HAignor Mueeolinl staggored to his
it

Ho had come there specially to sce
Jimmy Guggs, with a scheme already
ent and dried for landing that trueulent

entleman on Bunter at the eircus camp.
%ut he was glad to see him go. Never
had he been so. glad to see anybody's
back, as he was to sea Mr. Guggs'.

.......... - —

Help I gasped
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“ Now you goo, too!” gaid the land-
lord. “VYou goo! Cooming and foight-
nig at a respectable inn! Yon foight
somcwhere else™

"Fool 1 snarled Mueeolini.

“If he dean't geoo, Jim, teotch him
ooy with that pitchvork |” :

“ 00’1l tooteh him oop all reight, if he
doan't goo!” seid the stableman, and
the Ttalian jumped away from a Hourish
of the pitehfork.

“Fool! Idiot! TFurfante Inglese!”

EVERY SATURDAY

he panted. But he went. The pitch-
fork was not to be argued with,

Gasping and panting, limping and
tottering, the Italian tramped away up
the mai As Guggs went in one direc-
tion, the circus-master went in the othey.

Billy Bunter, in the spreading .chest-
nut-tree, grinned. He waited till land.
lord and waiter and stableman were
gone, and then slid down the tree.

In quite a cheery mood the fat Owl of
tha Remove raolled homeward. *He flat-
tered himself that he had put “paid®

T

te Mueeclini’s pletting and scheming
with Guggs, and there was no doubs
that he had.

At o little distance: from the inn, he
passed & wayside pond, and saw a beefy
figure bent over at.  Bignor ‘Mueccolini
was bathing Lis damaged countenance;
trying, go far as he esuld, to remove the
traces.- of lis hectic * encounter with

iy Guggs, But he did not have

much success. -Bunter had & ghimpse of
(Continued on next page.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Edidor Iz always pleased fo
hear from his readers. Write {o
him: Editor of the MAGNET, The
Fleeiway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed
envelope will ensura a reply.

L, —
=

HAT is the chief atfraction of the
w good old Macxer? This is 4
point which my readers digcuss
frealy in their numerous letters
to me, and answer in many different
woys. A large number say straight
ont z © Billy Bunter ! "—and practically
every one of the prominent characters
have their speecisl adherents, who regard
them as the foeal point of interest. For
myeelf, I think perhaps the chief attrac-
tion lies not in any one parvticular char-
acter, but in the interplay of wvaricus
characters, whereby each gets a ghare
of the limelight. Frank Richards' wivid
gbyle of writing, with its frequent delicious
touches of humour, makes the stores a
joy to read.
In the present highly.popular serice
of stories Billy Bunter is very much to
the fore, of course; but in the stories

which will follow it, and which are now.

in preparation, other of the characters
will have their turn in the public eye.

That reminds me that this week’s GEM
containg & specially amusing and interest.
ing Greyiriars story by Frank Richards.
It tells you how Harry Wharton—but
there, I won't give the game away! I
can only tell you that everyone of you
ought to read it for himsell or herself !

Now for next week’s splendid pro-
Cramme,

You'll find Billy Bunter funnier than
ever in next week's super-quality, extra-
long warn of the chums of Grayiriars,
entitled ;

“THE SIGNOR'S SECRET [
By Frank Richards,

Broke to the wide, as usual, Bunter
schemes to “rake in the ready,” regard-
lesa of the feslings of Tippity Tip, the

cireus elown, and the great Signor Mueco-
lini himself. Why the signor doesn’t
pub o spoke in Bunter’s wheel is a mystery

to everyone at the eircus. Little do they
maces that the runaway schoolboey knows
the gsecret of the Ttalian’s spying and that
Muerolini is in dread of a long term in
an English prison if hia villainy comes to
light. Only by allowing Bunter to remain
hooked on to the circus and tolerating
the fat junior’s impudence ecan Muecolini
keep’ him from talking too much. Trust
Bunter, then, to make the most of s
chances, Bowys, you'll lough louder than
vou've ever done before .when you read
thia uproariously funny yarnm.

1f you want to increase your circle of
friends, now's the time, Introduce the
MagyET to them! arever
member your good turn.  Every week the

They'll forever: re-’

—a sure proof of its popularity.  To your
good deed For the day by enlisting, at
least, one new reader for the MagneT.
Popular as our present series is' proving,
Frank Richards has heapa more wonderful
wheezes “up his sleeve ™' !

T'S ‘really amazing . what a wonder-
fully powerful * homing " mstinet
some animals possess.  Carrier
pigeons, of course, are the supreme

example of * homers,’”” but dogs and eats
ean run them close. Bome years ago there
was & song called

**THE CAT CAME BACK."

It dealt with the adventures of a ¢at and
a man who tried to get rid of it. Whatever
he did, he slways returned home to find
the eat sitting on the doorstep. Well, that
gong wasn't exaggerated. Here's the
latest wyarn of a cat that made a hundred-
mile trek and found its way safely back
home.

A family recently removed from East.
bourne to Bournemouth. The cat went
with them, but apparently pussy didn’t
like the mir of the new town, or didn’t want
to leave }11'5111;&13 behind. So he slipped out
of the new house and started back over a
hundred miles of country that he couldn’t
possibly know. Sure enough he turned
up at the old house, which waa then
empty, and settled himsell on the door-
step. Luckily, some neighbours recog-
nised the cat, which seemed none the
worse for its long tramp, and looked after
it until the. owners could go back for it.
Not bad going for an ordinary cat, i3 it ?

And while we're on the subject here's
another gueer story about pets, It
concerns

AN AFFECTIONATE FISH

which lives in Hampstead, London. Some
time ago a schoolboy there caught what
he imagined to be a * tiddler.” Actually
it was & yvoung trout. He took it home
and put it in & bowl., As the fish grew up
it began to distinguish its new master.
Now, if he whistles, the fish comes to the
surface and remains there while he talks
to it. As soon as he enters the room the
fish begins to take notice of him. But
here's the rmost amazing part of the slory.
A little while it was decided to give
the fish itz freedom,
amall lake and then sst looss in the water.
But do you think it took advantage of its
new-found liberty ¥ Not on wour life!
It refused to swim away and remained on
the surface, trying to swim after the
lad who had let it free. He had to
take it back ngain. Andit's still swimming
round and round in its bowl at Hamp-

‘atead, and pgreeting its young master

every time he enters the room or whistles !
If you can beat that pet story send along
your yarn !

MOTORING UNDER THE ALPS !

Eefore long motorists will be able fo
pass from France to Italy underncath the
famous Mont Blane. A road tunnel has
been planned for some time and is ox-
pected to be commenced ‘shortly. It will-

“ gmood old paper ! is paining more readors P be eight miles in length and 27 ft. in

It wos taken to &’

width, The total cost is expecled to he
about three and a hall million pounds.
At-present. the roads -over the Alps are
closed from November to May, but. the
tunnel will be opgen all the yvear round,
and -as it will take only & gquarter of an
hour to pass through, that means a saving -
of many hours.

Another motorread. through the Alps
16 being constructed alongside the railway
through the Simplon tunngl which, in
future, will 1ake both traing and motors.
By means of these roads coummunications
in Europe are going. to be considerably

speedad up.
P'g?mv fnf;

A TICKLIEH TEASER

AMor you to try on your chums. An Arab

sheik died and left seventeen camels. He
had’ three sona and in his will directed
that the camels should be divided amongst
them as follows :

The first son was to reccive one half of
the camels, the second son one-third, and
the third son one-ninth. How were the
camels divided * Try to puzzle it out,
and then look at the answer given at the
boltom of this Chat.

- An interesting guery comes this week
from John Blain, of Southpert. He wanta
to know

WHY NIAGARA WAS FROZEN,

and whether it freezes over évery vear ?
The freezing over of Niagara Falls is not
very common; in  fant, the earliest
frecze-up on record was in I848. And it
did not freeze again until sixty-one years
later. On seven dthei ocoamons it has
been. frozen over, but the lakt freezing was
of record duration. Hithérto the American

alls have never been frozen for more
than - two deyve-=the et freede.up lasted

L for over o month. Fwen theén, however, it

was only the American Falls which froze
over. The Horseshoe Falls. on  the
Canadian side, have never yet been frozen.

Many people might think. that the
freezing of the Nisgura Falls gshows that
wo are getting colder weather nowadsays
than we did years ago. But that iz not
the case, The freezing has actuslly been
caused by menkind trying to make heat !
Sounds amazing, doesn't it, but it's true.
Xou see, the waters of the Niagara River
have been diverted for the generation of
clectrical power. This has meant that the
channel leading to the American Falls has
become shallower. When joo bieaks up on
Lake Erie the wind darriea it down the
American side, the ice janis up the channel
to the American "Fdiﬂ, and the Falls
freeze over. 1t is congsidered that com-
plete freczing of the Cansdian Falla is
highly improbable, owing to the large
volume of water which flows over and the
high velotity of the u{;p-ﬁr rapida.

Answer to “ A Tickligh Teaser "' : First
of all, another camel was borrowed,
making eighteen. The first son took one-
half, nine camels. The second son took
one-third, six camels. The third son took
one-ninth, two camels. That accounted
for seventeen camels, and the eighteenth
was then returned to the man from whom
it had been borrowed.

YOUR EDITOR,
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a swollen home and two black cyes
Signor Muccolini's aspeet was likely to
tause a scusation at the Magnificent
f_nnus. when e returned there.
“He, he, he ! chortled Bunter.
And he rolled on, grinning.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
No Go!

i IPPITY, old chap!™
E My, Tip staved—as well ho

m:l?‘i it.

itherto, Billy ﬂuntm' hiacd
tecated him with the lnfu' A {hﬂ{ant
contempt which, Bunter's opinion,
was proper treatment, from a Public
School man to a -c-u'cuﬂ clown. The
vhango 1o “old rather
etartling.

“Eh " saul Tippity.

* My dear iellow—" said Bunter.

"hmn and polile all of a sudden,
ain't we? said My, Tip sarcastically.
“Aight a bloke ask what the game 124"

Tippity Tip was busy when Dunter
Llew along, and interrupted him. He
was adding some decorative touches to
the canvas structuve in which he gave
his ventriloguial side-show, with the
dells, Jane and John.

large can of bright orange paint

sltood on the gmunﬂ and Tippity had a
large brush in his hand, laden with
pn.ml' But he ceased lua paioting
operations, to stare at Bunter,

Bunter gave him his most agrecable
grin.
*The fn-jt 15, I think we ought to be
friends, old ehap!” said Bunter, Dlink.
ing at the astonished clown through hiz
big spectacles. “And I'm jolly well
gaiug to do icm g good, turn, Tippity.”

ez, you I remarvked Alr. Tj '

U1 “mean’ i1 said Bﬂl'lﬂ:-r “im-

%‘EEE.].'I.T!J_'IE"

chap ™  was

“You see, I've done mth
at [‘;ughe!mu stunt, with the mugm
crysfal,. since that cat—I mean, I've
el 1::,:] 4o chuck that! I've thought of
a gln:-w wheeze—chiefly to benefit vou.
You're the cove to benefit other
chves, vou are ¥ said Mr, Tip, with a
duegp and. withering savcasm which was
ﬁ?heer waste on Williamm George
I;;untl:r
* Exactly,” nsseni:ed Bunter. *The
fa ct ‘is, it's always been.my .weakness,
always thinking of others, never of
{w.sn:-'li——
Ay 'at 1™ sald Tippity.

“] seldom or never get ony gratitude,
I imow. But I po on—it’s my nature,
pil-_see ! lained Bunter. - * Well,
this is the big idea, Tippity, c-]d -':hl]:r—
1" going to help you with vou'r turn.”

e vou T asked Mr. Tip, as if he
doubted it

“That's it,"” said Bunter., “You do a
'l.rntri]::-qumi turn  in  this side- show,
vi lfon you ain’t on in the ring. Well,
voll cu.mt ventriloquise for nuts, old
:Im‘r-

: " (If.'-an’t I1" asked Mr. Tip, breathing
varel.

“What I mean is, your performance
is nhmlutﬁl;r rotten ! explained the fat
Owl., “Tho wonder is, that the public
don't shy things at you for it. I dare

[ EL]

sav vou've often wondered . that, your-
¥B

gclf.
Mr. Tip gazed at Bunter,
The fat junior, evideutly, had an'axe

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

to grind., and for that reason he was
making himself agreeable.  But Billy
Bunter had his own inimitable way of
doing it}

"Iow, I'm a first-class ventriloguist,”
wont on the Ellﬁ‘-&l‘fﬂl Owl., “You know
all about that now, old fellow! I ean
ventrilognise your head off!  As you
know, all you can do iz a silly sojiieali
g t}mt fﬂ]nf."ﬁ nobody in. That's all.Z

“That’s all, is it?” gasped Tippity.

“Yesl ”\mﬂ., my idea 1== for mie to
take it on,” eaid Bl.mtur. ‘as I'm ]nH"-
Lll:.“l"{i;;i‘ ?t it, aud vou're simply a dud.Z

1 -

“In fact. so far as the side-show’s

concerned, it would be better for you to.

stand  out  entirely, pclhn}:vs, said
Bunter thoughtiully. ith -mo
making it a top-hole turn, we den't

wank it spoiled by vour butting in with

your 'r.ludpfiuﬁ‘, dg E;c g
Tippity Tip's grasp closed almost con-

vulsivels on the paint-brosh in his liand.

He ga.zwl at Billy Buntey, ..

“ As for the.takings,” went on Bunter,

we share them, That's fair!l I you

take. say. ten per cont——"

“Tit-tut-ten per occent 1 gasped Dy,

Ti

Fl-’:ﬂ that's fair” caid Bunter. “I
believe in being  serupulously  fair.
Mueky will want to deaw his bit, you
know—and vou take ton per cent—and I

4i

tako the rest! “With o reallr good
show, instead of the rotten ifflo vou
prut 11,;3 the takings ought to pratty

g-nn
ippity Tip stooped and dipped the
|Jrl.‘:'~‘- into the ecan of paint.
“Don’t bother about that now,” said
unter impatiently. © “¥ou ca noget on
with your painting afterwards.”

Without re Iving. Tippity drew the
‘big brosh, ".Tl‘}l} | loaded with paint, from
the ean,.  Then he gazed ab Em.itnr
agajt,

“Now, what about it ¥ asked Bunter
briskly. “I've thought of this -chiéfly
for 1m1':' benefit, ol clm‘p, as I enid:

Lut it will be & good thing all round. .

Pm[-}a will come in evowds when thev
fiud it’s a roally first-class show, insteac
of vour awful rot. You sec the point?”
Tippity saw the point.
Now that the ecrystal -pazing waz &
Hung of the past, Billy Bunter was
looking for a job. He had found ole—

Tippity's ! :
““ Like idea *¥ * asked . Bunter
“Like it?" re cated Mr. “Tir

hughﬂt‘
. “T.ook how the money will roll.in!
It’s only got to gel- voind that the¥e's a

tha

ﬁ:'.l;t class show, instead: {:rf the dud ‘bésh’

voil've beon pu,lml ’ﬁ off ‘on the publie,
old c]mp'l They'll come in’ crowds.
E‘rum vou're out of the shm-.r, 1t’s bound
to be a success. Don't youlthink so?®

Mr. Tip did 'not stdté what he
thought on that peint.

He did not answer Bunter’in words,

Porhaps heo thou
be inadequaté.
to actions.

Hls hand came up suddenly, with the
well-laden paint brush in it

Ewmnau$

HOwrerrgegh 1”7 gurgled Bunter.

xht that .wvords won
nyhoiv, -Hg proceeded

i §

sav—wharrer you at? IKcep that pdint

_-u'na}' frmivil me, you silly 1dmt:;
Wetrrpgh ! Ave YOU gig-gi e ma
“lllt‘[.'ﬁl Wharrer F:_I.-:m %EEL you've
doing? Oh erikey!

(L

. four.bob, but you cay

Bunter staggeved back, spluttering
[rantically.
Mr. Tip followed him up, dabbing
with the paiut brush.
here was o lot of paint on the brush.
Mozt of it was transferred to Billy
Bunter’s fat face. That fat face glowed
& brilliant orange. Some of the paint
went into hiz mouth. It made Bunter
gurgle horribly.
'!‘: pity dabbed and dabbed.
rrgh ! Keep  off, w ﬂl
Elum‘:lmd Bunter.  “Grooogh !
tlmt aint away, vou beast | Wurr ':'E
hnl; on carth’s that game, Tip-
pity ** cxcloimed Marco, coming round
the tent. The liou-tamer stared blankly

sau
Kee p

at the excited clown wielding the paint-
brush,
= Gurr%' I gurgled Bunter. ¥ Urrgh!
Beast | urrgly ™

o Lippity, old man!” gasped Mareo.
“He came along a.mi asked for this!"

said My, Tip.
“Ooaoogh | E\?EE off 1" shricked
Bunter. bnunda frantically away,

caught his f{m-t n a rope, and spraw lod.
“Yurrrroooogh 17
“'And me that can!” velled Tippity.
“ But——"
Tippity. Tip grabbed up the can of
aint. ‘Wonter scrambled to his feel
e gave a howl as the elown rushed at
him, with the 'T"m.u::t can in- his hande.
His hat lmd fallen nﬂ" but he did not

siop to F it up. He bounded away.
glff:er pm huunded Tippity.
am !

The paint can, up-ended, eame down
on Bunter's, Iu:-_&d t came down to his
fat ears, hthng him like a hat® Paint
ran in streams down his face and down
his fat fHieck.

“Yurerrréooogh 1

- 'I'lie-m % ;E."‘I.ﬂ-[md Mr. Tip. ¥¥You
can lave ﬂlﬂ lot 1. Tha’t paint cost me
ave itl I wish
IJ."E some more !

“Herrtggh ™

Billy Bunter fled. With tlie paint can

on his hedd, the pauit: Hreq,m I;Im
fat junior ‘carecred ‘away. t

cirous eamp., Yecelle of laug htur

him in his- wild' career. .ﬁ-ma. h:mkeii,

from her van, antl laughed till the tears
ran down her chéeks, Even or
Muccolini, peering out of a tent.with a
palr of Dblackened  oyes, gunn&d. The
whole cirens I."Dﬂ.l'l'."l.‘].

It was agreed, on all hands, that this
was the funtiest turn ever sden in the
Magnificent- Cirevis, Only’ Banter did
not enjoy the performance!

& 3 ¥ n .

For: two or. threo days afterwards
Billy Punter was very oringd about the
nock and ears. YWhen le ¢came across

Tip,-he gave him glares fhat. might

-'a]mcnst have cra ed _his zpectpoles.

And he did not mpom
to the cireus ventitlogh
Buntér was.still with tha cireus, but
he- was still job-less, when the circus
took the road sgaip and rolled on to

rﬂ‘l-anemus offer

Folltestone: It was'still s question what

—ot whom—he was going to dol
THE EXD.

(T'ne . next extra-long wyarn in this
popilar circus series is entitled: “THHE
S{Eﬁ'ﬂﬂ 8 SECREZ ™ If you miss it,
‘chum, wrou'll be msamq’ the treat of the
week!)
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OUT OF

THE DEPTHS!

A Seaside Adventure
By DICKY NUGENT

.:I'uily and Merry and Bright
and Fearless of the St. 8am’s
Fourth stood on the end of
Winklesea Poer, shaking their
fista at & fshing-smack as
it sailed away towards the
horizon.

Aboard that fishing-smack
was Doector Dirchemall, ther
reverod and majestick head-
master ; and Jock Joll
& Co. were jolly wild to thin
that he had escaped their
klntches. They had promised
Molly Birchemall to do their
utmost to take back her Ecp
to tha Hotel Posh. ut
just when it scemed that th?'

d the matter well in hand,
the Head had neatly slipped
through their fingera. As
they gazed out upon the deep,
their feelings were too decp
for words !

Frank Fearlesa' lip curled
contemptibly, as ha watched
the diminishing outline of
the veasel,

" Wa mite have eggspected
it of him, I must say,” he
remerked. " Ho hoas taken
ithe cowherd's wav out and
done & bunk., His skeem
for raising the munny with
which to pay his hotel bill
having fallen flat, he has
dessended to sharp prak-
tisg | ™

“And left that poor, in-
nersent gl 1o face the
mew sick on her own | "' added
Merry, indignanily. T It's
o shame ! "

“We shall hardly be able
to look Misa Molly in the
face when we back-—
FlnPt}'-l‘.lElH:lE[],” celared
Bright.

Then Jack Jolly suddenly
ehu-t-_i:r:.lgi fo

- we o back empty-
handed, after all * ™ he aﬂK .

As he oke he pointed
rignifficantly to the water
'l:l-eg[nw,

Merry and Bright and

Fearlesa looked downwards.
Their eyes gleemed as they
caught eilo of the abject
Jolly was indicating.

It was a d-haat |

“Few 1" wmssled Fearless,
“You're sujjesting that we
follow the Head in a speed-
boat T *

“Why not 1" grinned Lhe
Lkaptin of the Fourth. " We
can goon eatch up with that
eld tub—aud it's Len to one
in  desnutts the crew  will
he only too glad to get rid
of the Head ! !

“That's trew  ennff
larfed Fearless. *“In fakt,
the more I think about the
wheeze, tha better I like it,
Do you fellows agree 1"

“Yes, rather!"  grinned
Merry and Bright,

“Then we'll do it!
wuz, chaps |

od Fearless led (e way
tlown tha iron steps leading
te the spead-boat.

The pilot of the Doat,
whe was at (he botlom of

This

the steps, wos guile
willing to let Fearless
take charge of it, and
after a crisp, russ-
ling mote had

—
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changed hands, the
boya were apon tumbling into
the boat.

Fearless sat at the wheel
and pressed the sell.starter,
and, with & mitey roar,
the engine sterted up. Half-
a-jifly later, they were movin
away from tha peer, an
shortly after that they were
going At top speed—cutting
through the water like a nife
cuts through butter.

The fshing-smack, which
was a8 meer speck in the
distance when they started,
s00m nearer as thoy
settled down to the chase.
It wasn't long belora they
could diesern men moving
about the boat, and amongst
them Jack Jolly spotted a
very familiar figger, bizzily

ang;gﬂd in sawabbing ihe
ck.

“My Lhat!"™ he egga-
claimed. “They've evvi-

dently found the Head and
they're making him work
his passidge as a deck.
hand ! "

Y Gammon 1Y

Jolly ehuclled.

“ Well, 1 eggspect
it was the Head's
only way of saving
his bacon, anyway !

“Ha, ha, T 1

Y Give 'em a haal 1"
said Fearlesa, as they
drew near the {ishing -
smack, and Jack
Jolly & Co. made
meggalones of thei
han ani  yelled ;

CAHOY ' M

The noxt instant,
thoy saw Doctor
Birchemall's haad
pop over the side of
the wvessel. He had
lost the nigger min-
strel’'s hat and collar,
which he had heen
wearing when they -
saw him last, and his
vennerable beard, drogged
out of its hiding-place inside
his weskit, was once more
waving about in the breeze.
But ihe brown stain he Lad
uged fo caller lia GDerz still
romaained and, what with
that and the deck-mop he
was holding, he looked =o0
commical that the juniors
couldn’t help larfing.

‘ Anvone got a camera ™
grinmed Jack Jolly.

*“Ha, ha, ha! "

But the Head didn't socm
to sea the funny side of it.
First e looked alarmed and
then ho skowled.

“How dore wvou follow
ma like thia here § " ha asked,
with his usual faultlesa gram-
mar, ‘'Go back toe Winkle-
sen! Do you here me D

“We here you, eir, and
wo're going In 8 minnit

or two!" welled back Jock
Jally. " But we'rs going to
toke you nith ug ! ™

An eggepression of foar
eame into the Head's greenish
Byes.

" You're gﬂin% to donothing
af the kind! he roared,
“Unlegs I have the munny
to settla my bill at the Hotel

Posh, I durstn't return to
Winklesca ! I'm stayving
here | !

“Ho, no, you're not!"

said & sterm, rasping voiee
behind the Head. ** You're
only a stowaway aboard
thiz blinking boat, and if
there's anyone willing to
take you back, you're going 1 *'

Jock Jolly & Co. grinned.
They pguessed that the tufl-
looking speaker who Wos

now looking over the gun.
wale was none other than
the skipper of the fishing-
smack

“We'll take him back, sir,
if you'll lower a ladder down
the side,"” eride Jack Jolly.

The Head nashed his teeth

with rage.

I shall

“1I'm net going!
reluse to dessend any ladder !
I—"

The next instant, Docior
Birchemall rececved a shock.

Ignoving his  protests, the
grinning skipper calmly began
to fix o life-jacket round him
and attached to it a length
of stont rope.

* Il you won't go home of
yonur own accord, you can
ba blinking well towed home 1"
he growled. *Catch!™

Hé flung the other end of
the rope over the side, and
Jack Jolly canght it.

“What the merry dickens
= ! began the Head, who
had not yet cquite caught on
to the idea.

Then tho ehipper seezed
him and lifted him  bodily
over the pupwalo and e
Head gave a wild yell.

L] LE
Hurdsrmlw
oooo [ 2

SPLASH 1

With a splash that nearly
swamped the speed-boat,
the ead hit the surfiss
of the water. He vannished
from szite for a few seconds,
then bobbed up again, pufling
and blowing like o grampus,

* Pool! Groooococo! Ooch !
Poof'! ™

* Btep on it, Fearless, old

» bust you! Help |
Perlioe | Yarooooo-

chﬂp | inied  Jaek Jolly.
" Az the Head duzzent want
to travel inm the boat, we

can only do as the skipper

sujjesia and take him in
tow ! M
“All sercen ! chuekled

Fearless, and once again he
stepped on the gas and sent
the speed-boat flying through
the water.

That jerney back to Winkle.
een Peor was the most com-
mical E%lgaﬁ:erianm Jack Jolly
& Co. had had for many a
long day. One moment the
Head would be flying in
mid-nir at the end of the
rope, the next be would be
bowneing on the [foaming
surfiss of the water, and the
next he would be submerging
like gome yewman snbmariue.

The peer loomed up before
them at last. Frank Fearless
shut off the engine and the

Eilub at the landing.-stege
awled in the speed-boat
with a hoathoolk. After that

Jack Jolly & Co. hawled in

Doetor Birchemall, and it
was then that they pgot a
H-EI!:F]'iEH.

They were quile eggapecling

| o soe the Head looking ea

clean 88 & new pin after
hia dip. But, although they
Lhadn’t noticed it, they had
passed  {hrough a drifting
maas of Seaw just before
they arvived at the peer;
a ithe rcsult wes that
tha Heawd was coversd [rom
head Lo foot in ocean vegeta.-
tion, net to mention an
assortment of shrimps, lolb-
stere and haddocks, which
bl fﬂb tangled wp with his
bear

= !‘lfq-m-—my hat ' ™ gasped

Fearless. * Is it really Doctor
Hirchemall or the fabled
King Neptune '

"’i-ln. a, ha!"

o]

Yol -— you — you —
gpluttared the Head,

* Thiz way, sir ! " sang oub
Fearless, ** Forchunitly, there
are somoe private bathrooms
upstaira [ !*

Doctor Bircliemall was too
wiak and winded to offer
any move resistance, aond be
allawed 1he Co, to lead him
up on fo the peer without
anothier word,

Much to “° ‘uniera’ ser-
prize, Lh. serson  to
greet them at the Lop of the
stepa was Moly Birchemall.
Despite  the soaweed, sho
welecomed batk her pator
with open arma.

“Pop! " she trilled, joy-
fully. T kme, yeu'd come
back in tho epd 1"

Doctor BiSaemall gove o
hollow groan. He wasa think-

ing of that uapaid bill at
the Hotel and the
awkward © eationa that

would follow 'vhen the hotel
manager fouml that he had
squandered of his hollerday
munny in th siot-machines
on the peer!

But all the Hrud's Lrubbles
were to vannph in a minnit,
bhad he but knewn it.

As they waled on to the
E;i:r. they fourd that a funsy-

RS Carmival 'wis in progresa,
and when t} mdwd spotted
the Head, coéér aflter cheor
rent the air,

(1] Hmm—" !II‘ -

* Here com:”nl the winner !
Hooray ! ™

“What e thump?t™

gasped the He...

Then he relised that the
Mayor of Vinklesea was
standing befors him, holding
out thres five-sound notes.

* Lodies aml jestlernen !
eride the Major. " I think
it 18 your uhenimous wish
that the first prize of Glieen
pounds eho be pwarded
to. the jent n whao has
B0 brillinntly digguized himaelf
as the Old Mag of the Sea !

" Hear, healgs”

“1 therefns award him
the prige hare aned now, and
I call for thres harty cheers
lor {he winne !"

Whila the diecrs rana out
perosa the peer, the Head
stared dazedly st the wealth
that had been ao suddemly
and unagjgpanred]y placed
in his hands.

“Bless my seole!™ he
ﬁnﬁ. ed. " Fiteen poundal

nd my hill akthe Hotel Posh
i5 only ten poundsz! Whoopee!”

“Al's well that anidz well,

mir | " said Ja ‘.:’:EL}"" You're
properly out o’ the deplhs in
two wayas now | I

“And I hiwe only you

lrn}'u to thank for ik, grinned
Doclor Bivchep *"’l‘. "I insist
on your all cov.eig back with
me to the Hotel Posh and
having o jolly good tuck-in
at my eggsperse ! '

" An eggeelbat idea, pop ! "
tinkled Aliss Molly; giving
Frank Fearlba her nost
dozzling emile. ** You'll come,

Fearlesa, won's vou 1’
And. Fianke Fearless an-
gwored @0 Y What-he 1 Y

HOW I CURED 'LONZY!

By TOM BR

Trolling along the
front at Worthing, 1
bumped inta dear old
Alonzoe Todd, sitting
in a bathchair, all
on s lonely own.

“What cheer, "Lonz
old bean ! " I greeted.
“ Is it too much of an
effort to use your legs
in your old age "

“ Really, my dear
Brown, 1 ean hardly
be said accurately to
have reached old pee
yvet. I nm atill, eom-

tively spesking, a
]Ll'\'l}nilﬁ,fﬂ_ﬂl]— r

“Cut it short, cld
chap! Why the bath.
chair, anyway 1"

“Well, you ses, I
am recuperating from
a ‘severe attack of
influenza and 1 do
not yet feel sufficiently
advanced in physical
strength to utilize my

pedal extromitiea for
personal  locomotion
(,ﬂ,' "

* Chuck it, 'Lonzy 1"
Tgrinned. ** Leave the

OWN.

hathehair g®
here pandd
come along
with me and
have a bottle

of pop! o
“'Fﬂg.-t.arly ]
im posaible,
m dear ==
fallow 1
“'Well, then,
come along
to the pier
antd wateh
steamers."

©“ Much as I should
like to, I fear that I
cannot yvet undertako
activitiea of a podea-
trian nature—

* Then just stroll up
end down with moe for a
few minntes and we'll
have a yarn."

"I am sorry, my
dear Brown, but -

Then I had a sudden
inspiration.

“Listen, Lonzy, have
vou heard that there's
a lecture at the Town
Hall in Et'ul minutes'

L he

e T

¢

time on the subject of
econchology 11 :

"Lonzy Aung asido his
rug, jemmed his hat
ti?htly on his head,
and then jumped oub
of the Dbathchair.

“In five minates,
did you say!™ Le
gasped. " Goodness
gracious! 1 shall
hardly have time to
get thera! Many
thanks, Brown |

And off ho went in
the direction of the
buses like a champion
on the cioder-track.
And that's how I cured
‘Lonzy |

BUNTER

From the deptha

hammock in the gorde
Court fo you)
Bunter once cxplained fo me the
gecret of his success wilth the fair

Villa (Bunter

BN, I—E«.)

(Help

“The fact is, old chap,” he
“I have a
Thera's some-

gaid, confidentially,
way with the girls.
thing about we that
resiat.

“What is it ?-~you might ask.
Well, it might be my sirikiog

aeonality. It might

ooks,
fipure.”
“ Yo

1t might be my athletic

gods ! " T cjaculated.
“ Doubtless these all contribute

HAS A WAY
WITH THE GIRLS!

Says PETER TODD.

of a coay
n of Bunter

other

they con't

be my good

glared,

* A, ves.

“ Genorally speaking, most ch
are content to treat girls in the
same casual way as they {rcat
fellows, 2
seid DBunter, emphatically.
treat girla with
politeneas and old-lfashioned cour-
tesy that everyone else neglecls.
In the presence of a girl, my specch
iz faultlesz, my appearance imma-
culate, my manners lmliahud——- h

Then Bunter broke off, as his
gister, Bessis, appeared.
his tie all awry, ruffled his hair and

Iscal™

I'm n::ni',"['
that deferential

Well,

He mada

“ Look here, vou cat, what did
you do with the teffee I left in

to the result,” said Bunter, with a | T 1 iroom thia morning ? ATE
rﬂtr Emiﬂl. 1“ !;'ll.tul '“"]I-H.t I‘l.’.ﬂ”:;‘ i-l]_':-'IT 1\!‘3“' l:lj- [Ill tlm wdyl
ﬁﬂtif-n{l?;ﬂ' it s Grahs grasping, selfich——*
“ Oh, my hat!" I decided to wmake wmysell
“Chivalry  is  dead  to-day,” | Bearcl.

said Bunter, with a sigh.
ithe maodern girl |1

in lher heart

apprecistes chivalry just as much
the llﬂ‘fﬂ of kniglita
nl chivalry

ag girls did in
aned  fournament a.
atill lives in me. BSee

(1Y ut-
said,

“Beo vyou later on, Dunler,"
¥ Then i
telling me about the way you have
with the girla!™

And tho Porpoiso eaid : " Righe-
ho | " without turnine a hoir!

you can  foish

WHY DO THEY
FAVOUR HAZEL?

Asks SIDNEY JAMES SNOOP

What makes me wild about Remove chaps is
the way they favour Hazeldens in comparizon
with me. Haozel gets away with anything, bot
with me it's a difforent story altogether.

A week or two back, w 1-'?;5.1-1:::1 and hia
pals were out picnicking with Hazel's sister nmil
some other CLff House girls, they stumbled across
Hazel playing cards under o tree with somn
Higheliffe men. What did they do to Haxel ?
Just nnthingi !

Onc day last week, however, Wharlon and lLis
pals come across me having a little flutter at penny
nap with the samo Highcliffe crowd. Did they
treat mo like Hazel ¥ Not likely | They bumped
me, rolled mo in the dust, and then frog's-marebivd
me all the way back to Greyfriars |

On ancther occasion at tenuis (by & coincidenes,
Hazel's sister was there this time, too!), 1azcl
amusged himself by making humorous remarks
about the chaps' play. The chaps merely prinneld
sheepishly and put ug with it. Yot when 1 did
the same thing with the same fellows after Hurel's
sister had gone, they nearly slaughteved me !

1 cnﬂdoigiwa you soveral other equally good
examples of what I mean.

Why they should favour Flazel like they da iz a
real puzzle to me. Ile's not specially handscme,
he's not overloaded with cosh, and nobody can
say he has o charming personality. Yet the thineg
that earn me kicks galore, lie gets away with
every time. What's the explanation #

(No prizo is offered for the answer to Snoopy’s
conundrum —Ep.)

TREVOR LIKES TO

TAKE THINGS EASY!
By HAROLD SKINNER.

HCave to atay ot my place for o fow dars ? ™
I nsked Trevor, just before breaking-up. ** 1'm
afraid it will be rather guiet, but 1=

“ My dear old chap, that's exacily what T'm
looking for,” beamed Trever. “'1'm in need of
reet, neo, soothing surrovndings, and no ties ov
oblipations. In a word. I JUST WAXT T'0O
TAKRE THINGS EASY 1"

* Then it's a deal, old sport,” I aaid. ™1 ihink
vou'll be able to take things casy right cnough
at ' my place.” ;

Livtle didl I know at that time what o dovastating
truth I was wultering! DBul I found it out

alterwards !
Trovor took things easy from (he moment e
arrived. Te bogin with, he took iy caomera and

busted it up without so much as o * By your
leave ! " Then he took my calapult aund took n
pot shot ab a sparrow, smashing a pane of glass
i my palec's tometo-frames in the process |

Then be took my itenmis-racket to play with
and left it out in a shower, eompletely ruining the
dashed thing. After that, he took my cousin’s
motor-bike when nobody was looking amd had
a jaunt out into the country, colliding with n
lamp-poat on his return, and causing Gve quid’s
worth of damage to the bike!

Tolze things easy ¥ L should jolly well {hink
he did! In all my cxperiesnce, I've never known
anyone toke things guite so easily as Trevor did !
The easy way with which he took things tock my
breath away !

Next time a clap accepis an invitation {o my
show hecaunse he wants to take things casy, 1 shall
ask him to oxplain just exactly what hie means §

HIRE HOSKINS!

1F you want your birthday pariy to go off with

& I.umg, Lire Hoskins! Tlas star planist scores a
ing sutcess ot emr‘f party he atlemds!

One host writes: T had a brand new piana,
and I'm sure nobody clse could have broken it in
like Hoskins ! "  Another gava: * His execulion

iz oll that can be cdesired | ™



