


BILLY BUNTER, THE P_HIZE DUFFER OF GHEYFRIARS, IN AN ENTIRELY NEW ROLE—

THE FIBRST CHAPTER.
A Rag on the Road !

i QOE I" grinned Bob Cherry:
He lifted 8 hand from the
handlebar, and pointed along
the white road that led from
Sandwich, in the direction of Margate.

His comrades looked.

Then they grioned, too!

There was nob much traflic on the road.
Every now and then a car whizzed by,
leaving & cloud of dust. T'edestrians
were few, in the blaze of a hot August
aftornoon, on the long country road.

It was hott TEven Hurree Jamszet
Ram Singh admitted that it was warm.
The Famous Five of Greyfriars were
going at a leisurely pace, on their
jiggers,  They had lots of timo to get
in at Margate before dark.

But leisurcly as was their pace, they
wera easily n?ﬂrtal-:inc% the pedestrian
whom Bob had spotted, plugging along
shead. In faet, they would have
gained on him if they had boen crawl-
ing on their hands and knees.

That pedestrian, clearly, was feeling
the heat, He plugged along at a snail’s
pace. Bvery now and then he jerked
a straw hat from a bullet head te fan
himself. F;‘grcl;ucuth' he swalted flics.
The sun bla almost like a furnace;
and that weary walker had about twice
as much surface as the average fellow
for the sun's rays to impinge upon.

“Qoon that graceful form before %
grinned Bob.

Harry Wharton laughed. ;

“It's either a&n ezcapod porpoise,
or——"

“0r Bunter 1 chuckled Johnny Bull

The five cyelists had only & back
view of the figure alicad. But there
was no misteking the familiar and
ample outlines of Billy Bunier of the
Greyfriars Remove. Willlam Goeorge
Bunter had a figure that, once seen,
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was not eazily forgotten. Iis circum-
ference leaped to the eye.

“Jt's Bunter all right!” said Frenk

Nugent., “But what the dickens is
Buntor dﬁini.g here, all on his own—and
walking ! Walking isn’t Bunter's long
gt ™

“The esteemed Bunter’s walkfulness
is seldom tervifie ! remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. )

“Well, he's not walking now " said
Johnny Bull. “Crawling's the word!
gbout a millionth part of one m.p.h.™

The fat Owl of Greyiriars was some
distance ashead. Dut the distance
rapidly lessened,

He did not loock round. He plugged
on slowly, gasping and grunting, fan-
ning and swaiting,. Why he was there,
on his own, was qguite a mystery to
Harry Wharton & Co.

They had quile expected to fall in
with DBilly Bunter again during the
summer Eﬂlidﬂ}'ﬂ, n their cycling
trip, they were following, more or less,
the same route as Muceolini's Magnifi-
cent Cireus, round the coast.  Bunter,
they knew, was travelling with the
Mugnificent Cireus, They had encoun-
tered him at Drighton, at Hastings,
and agein at Folkestone—and they were
likely encugh to encounter him again
at merry Margate. But certainly they
i:lud 'nc-t cxpocted to encounter him like
thiz !

There was no sign_of the eciccus on
the road. If Bignor Muccolini and his
cireus had travelled by that road dur-
ing the day, they were a long way
ahead, sand nquite out of sight. Ilow
Bunter bad hooked on te the cireus at
all, was rather mysterious. It looked
now as if he had come unhooked |

Closer and clozer the grinping cyclisls
deow to the fat figure. If Billy Bunter
Loard any sound of the jiggers behind
hitm, he did net trouble to turn his
head, A good many eyclists had passed
hiin on the road, and Billy Bunter was
not intercsted in them.
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Bob Cherry shot ahcad of his coms
rades. Then, free-wheching, he silently

overtook the fat Owl of the Hemove.
Coming suddenly alongside, he leaned
over, and voared in & fat car:

“ Hallo, halle, hallo ™

“0h!™ gasped Bunter.

He jumped ahnost clear of the

groand in his surprise.

Az he did so, Bob lifted the straw
hat from his bead, and glided on with
il in lis han

“Ow! Oh! Who—what—" %t:spﬂd
the fat junior of Greyfriars. * Who—
what—how-—oh—och, you—you beast I

There was & flash of big spectacles in
the sun, as Billy Bunter glared gb the
playiul eyelist. .

Bob glicded on, grinning, and waving
the hat.

“ Beast Y roared DBunter.

hat 1
‘Ha, ha, bhal” came a cheery roar
from the four cyelists behind.

Bng' Bunter blinked round at them.

As he did se, Bob civeled in the road,
passed behind him, and deftly replaced
the straw hat en his head in passing.

Bunter jumped again. ;i

“Oh! What! Ohl You =ally ass!”
he roared.

‘““Ha, hna, hal”

The fat junior rovolved on his axis
apain, and glared after Dlob.  Four
evelists, coming on, opened out to pass
him, two on either :ide. Frank
Nugent liftéd the siraw hat from his
head, and waved it in the air, as ho
rocde on.

“PBeast ! roared Bunler.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gimme my hat!” shricked Buanier.

“Ruee you for itP called back
Nupgent.

* Beast 17

“J¥a, lLa, ha ¥

The chums of the Remove soemed fo
be in a playful maad that afterncon,
No doubt tho holiday spiril was slrong
upon iliem.

4 Ginme
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“I sav, you fellows!™ welled Bunter.

“I sav! Htop!” He charged after the
evclists, pufling and blowing, and
strecaming - with perspiration, his fat

f‘afe a3 red as a newly boiled beetroot.
s a¥
i “Ha, ha, ha!" Aoated back from the

L L

“Beasts! Rotters! Oh criker I”

Billy Bunter came to a balt, gasping.
IHe stood in the middle of the wide
voad, and puffed and blew.

_Then the five cyelists strung out in
line, Bob Cherry leading. Bob turned,
and the line turned after him., One
after another they ecireled round the
breathless fat Owl. Nugent, in pass-
ing, dropped the straw hat on his bullet
head. It landed sidewavs.

“Oh!” pasped Bunter. He elutched
at the hat.

“FHa, ha, ha!™

“ Beasts 1™

“QGood-bye, Bunier!™ called out
Harry Wharton, laughing, as the merry
riders resumed fheir way.

“I say, you fellows i

“Ta-ta, old fat man! roared Bab
Cherry.

“I say—stop!” yelled Bunter, ¥I
gar, you fellows, hold on! I say, I'm
i a fearful fix! I say, old chaps, be
aals! I say—" Breath failed

unter. and he gurgled.

Eut tha Famous Five were not proof
acainst  that appeal. They slowed
down, and stopped. and waited by their
bikes for Bunter to come up—which he
did, at the pace of a very old and very
tired snail, pufing and blowing as he
CAane.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mo Bike for Bunter !
WHARTOX

ARRY
H stniled.
Bunter looked
And damp!

Coming to a gasping halt, he fanned
his fat face with lhis straw hat '
one hand, and mopped it with a hand-
kerchief in the other. His counten-
ance glowed like a very rich suuset,
and perspiration ran down it in
sireams, almost in rivers! Foot-slog-
ging under ap ﬁtgustj sun told on the
attast fellow at Greyviriars School, or
anywhere elie. Bunter was in what a
poet might have deseribed as a melt-
ing mood.

“Oloooooh ! said Bunicr. “It's hot!
I zav, got under these trees! Blow the
sun! Blow the heat! DBlow the dust!
Blow the fHies!”

*The blowfniness 13 terrifict”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Sineh.

“Ti"s as hot as wvour rotten, beastly
eoomlry, Inky !” gasped the fat Owl.
“{¥y, bhlow! Blow the sun—blow the
Rira—=blow —" _

“Blow the whole jolly old universe ™
enmresiodl Bob Cherry. “But what

& CO.

Very warn.

about taking the specch as read? We'd
noliced it was hot.”
““And we want to get on!” remarked

Jolinny Buall.

“0h, really, Buoll! Give a chap a
chanuce to speak! 1 sav, you fellows,
['ve been left behind by the cirens!”
gazped  Bunter, “That beast, Tippity
Tipy pulled oy leg. vou know. and left
e behtnd, I've Leen walking for
Iyorra amd hours and hours—half an
houe at least! T'H make the beast sit

uy when I got baclk to the cireus! Oh
dear I

o youre shill with  Muccolint’s
Circus®’  asked Marry, “The dago

hasu't kicked you out azain?”

“I'd jolly well like to see him kick
me out ! snovted Bunter. “If wasn't
Mucky. DBucks's all right. I've got
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him feeding from my hand. It was that
beastly clewn, Tgpit Tzi:-. Jealous of
nie, you know. e doesn’'t want me at
tlie circus. He would jolly well like fo
get shut of me 17

“And you so nice I said Bob. “Fancy
anvbody wanting to get shut of Bunter,
vou fellows 1™

“Only fancy I elckled Nugent.

“Its jealousy!” explained Bunter.
“Tip dees & rotten ventrilogquial stunt in
the side-shows, and I can veniriloguise
his silly head off I That's the trouble.
He's as jealous of my ventriloquism in
lhg cirens #3 yvou fellows are of my
cricket at Greyiriars.”

“Oh crumbs 1"

“Marco’s just the same,” went on
Bunter. “You remember Marea, the
lion-tamer? He's always hanging about
Zara, the queen of the ring, and he
seowls st me whenever I po near.
Jealous of a fellow’s good looks, you
Iinow, ™

“Dh crikey !

*But it was Tip left me behind,” said
Bunter. *"That sucaking httle beast of
a clown, vou know. You see, the cireus
came by this road, going on for Mar-
gate, and it had to stop at a level cross-
mmg. I'd have those rotten level cross-
ings abolished! Tip suggested g::-imﬁ
into a _place for a ginger-pop. O
courze, I thoyght it a good idea. I
wanted g snack.”

“¥You would !"” agreed Bob.

“And we went in,” s=aid Bunter,
breathing indignation. *And what do
you think the beast did? He said he

- O V-1 ] - - -

Billy Bunfer will run a mile

from danger. But if there’s

any glory going cheap, the Owl

of the Greyfriars Remove is
first in the queue !

o T R S ) L) A (- S [ - -
would stand in the road and keep an
eve ou the circus when it started.”

“And didn't he?"” asked Bob.

““Yes, he did: but, of course, I thought
he meant he would call out to me wﬁen
it started. And he didon't—"

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Blossed 1f I see anvthing to eackle
at! It wasn't funny !” hooted Bunter.
“I thought it was a jolly long stop, but
thinking that beast would eall me, 1
thought 14 was all right, you know. I
had a cake and some jam tarts, and a
fow other things, I was quite surprised
when 1 found I'd been in the place over
half an hour. You know how the time
passes when—when— ¥

“When  you're  scoffimg  tuck!”
chuekled Bob., “Yes, rather! Makes
vou forget time and space, deesn't 18%"

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Well, when I eame ont the eircus
had gpone on,” zaid Bunter. “Tip was
gone, and the circus was gone—right out
of sight. T ran after it—miles and
miles #

“I can see yon running miles and
miles " assented Bob, with a nod.

“Well, a quarter of a mile, at least.
Aller that I walked,” admitted Bunter.
“The circus doesn't travel very fast, of
course, and I thought I should come up
with 1t; but I didn't.”

“Tt would have to travel jolly slow
for you te come up with it, at the m.p.h.
vou weie doing when we spotted you !”
chuckled Bob.

“Well. you see how 1f 13" said Buuter.
“1 was left behind through the trickery
of that beastly clown! The absolule
rotter——>"

Oh rats1” said Harry Wharton,
“We all know Tippity Tip, and he's a
jolly decent chap! You must have
asked for it.”

“That's the sort of thing I cxpoes
from ﬁﬁu fellows I sneered Bunter. "I
can tell you, I've been kindness itself to
that man Tip. (M course, I've locked
douwn on him and despised hivi—a circus
elown; hardly the sort of man for a
Publie school man to be civil to. Still,
I've been kind to him. You know my
generous nature——

: We do!”? %usp&d Bob. *We does !

; The knowfulness is terrific1”

“Well, this is the gratitude I get[”
said Bunier bitterly. **Of course, he's
ratly at my hagging his show, as hoe calls
it. Naturally it’a no good him putting
up his rotten ventriloguial stunts when
I'm doing a better show. There's no
room for two ventriloguists in one eircus.
Tip has had to stand down and chuck
1!5.:_ I've got his tent and his show, and
he's bitter about it—actually bitter !

“How_frightfully surprising!” said
Johnny Bull sarcastically. *Bagging &
man's job away from him ought ta
pleaze him. Mean to say that he hasu't
thanked you #

“Not a word,” said Bunter, blind and
deaf to sarcasm. “Rotten ingratitude
all along the line! He actually dislikes
me,

“¥You don't say 501 gasped Bob.

“I dol” answered Bunter. “The
fellow actually dislikes me ! I was quite
surprised when he suggested that ginger-

op, he dislikes me so much. Of course,

never suspected what he was up to: but
I can seo now that he planned the whole
thing—leaving me behind to wall, you
gnﬂiv. ]iI’l] n:akelhlilm sit np when I get

ack, though! I'll jolly well make
Muky sacke himn it o

“¥ou can make Muccolini do any-
thing you like, of course,” said Johnny,
still sareastie.

“You bet I can ! eaid Bunter. “No
troubla about that. I've got that dago
down all right. I'll pay Tip out for this
rotten trick | The minute fget back to
the circus, out he goes—on his neck 1”

“You fat, frabjous freal——u-

“But I'm not back yet,” went on
Bunter, unheeding. "G}um:’luesa knows
how long I might have been getting
back if I hadn’t mat you fellows, But
if one of you will lend me his bike it
will be all right—"

“ If—if-—if what ?” stuttered Dol

“Not your bike, Cherry—it's too bi
for me I'm not & s ind]e-shanlwg
octopus like you! I've had your bjke
before, and I don't like it. ~ You can
keop the rotten thing !

“Thanks ! said Bob. “I'm going
tﬂ..”

I'd rather have rours, Franky,” said
Billy Bunter, bhnking at Nuogent

through kis big Eiaeutacles. “I can rido
vours all right. 1 dare say onc of these
chaps will give you a lift on his jigger.
You can have the bike back if you eall
at the circus in Margate to-morrow, I
say, will the saddle go down any lJower?
Put it down, if it will."

The Tamous Five gazed at William
Ceorge Bunter. They were on a cveling
trip, and for a fellow on a cycling trip
to part with lis jigger was not, as Billy
Bunter seemred to suppose, a trifle light
as air.

But the fact waa, that the affairs of
the Greyfrinrs cvelists were of no con-
sequence whatever., in comparison with
ihe affairs of Billy Bunter, That, at
least, was how Bunfer looked at it.

“Le’s have it elear!™ said Nugent,
prioning. “I'm to _let you have my

igrer and oalk., Yoo can't walk, but

can. And it's to help you get back
Tue Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1,459,
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to the circus to pet a man sicked whom
we all like—as man yeuw've treated like
the fatheaded, frabjous, wriggling worm
vou arel I ¢an seo myseli doing it—I
don't think [ .

MNugent put a leg over his machine.

“I say—" howled Buuter.

Frank Nugent staried.

“Well, of all the selfish rotlers!”
g}:l!pﬂd Bunter, staring after him
through his hig spectacles, * After I've
told him how I'm stranded, to ride off
and leave a fellow like that! I snY,
Harry, I'd better have vour jigger.

“Porhaps,” assented Wharton. “DBut
perhaps betier not !

And he shot away after Nugent, and
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Qingh, grinning, shot away after him.

“[Jzasis 1" roared Buntcer. Y1 zay,
Boh, old man, you're not a rotten, selfish
beast like those fellows——" :

“I am ! chuckled Bob. “Worse, if
anything.” :

1Ie put a leg over his hike.
desperate, clutched at his arin.

“T cav, hold on! I've pot to have a
Like to get acter the civeus. Can't you
undersiand thatf Look here—"

“Yon den’t want mine ! grinned Bob.
“You're not a spindleshanked oclopus
lika mie, you know."

“1°1] make it do ! gasped Bunter. "I
can manage somehow 1 I say-—7"

“Leggo, fathead ™

“But I say—- Yarocooh!” roared
Bunter, as Bob gave him a gentle push
on tha widest part of his extensive e¢ir-
cumference, ard he sat down suddenly in
{he road. *Ooooogh ! Beast | Waooooh 17

Bob waved hiz hand in farewell, and
shot away after his friends. Billy
Bunter set and spluttered,

Looking back as_they rode off in a
cheery bunch, the Famous Five had a
last glimpse of Bunter, still sitting and
spluttering,  Then he vanished from
gight behind. )

The Famouns Five chuckled as they

ushed oo, If their old friend, Tippity
Tip, was going to be sacked when
Bunter got back to the circus, the later
he rejoired the circus, the better they
were going to be pleased. Not that they
quite believed that Bunter’s mysicrious
influence over the Italian circus-master
was as strong as he fancied. There waos
no doubt that Bunter had asked for what
he had got, and they cheerfully left him
to it.

A mile ran under the wheels, and then
Bob Cherry released a hand from a
handlebar to point fo an enticing sign
ihat showed over a hedge:

AL TEAE EJ‘I

“What about tea 7 asked Baob.

“Pacsed  unanimously 1”  answered
Harry Wharton.

And the Famous Five halted, parked
their bicyeles in a stack inside the gate,
and went into the garden for a nheer?
tes under the trees there. And—with
the selfishness that Billy Dunter might
have expected—they totally and abso-
lutely forgot the existence of the fat
and weary Owl, still plugging breath-
lessly along a sunny and dusiy voad.

Bunter,

s gy

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Brainy Bunter !

i H™ gasped Billy DBunier.
0 "Gl'.'i'ﬂd ]u .
Centuries, it seemed to

EBilly Bunter, had passcd since
he had lost sight of the Famous Five
on the road. Hot and dusty, damp and
sticky, the centve of attraction fog
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gnats and all sort: of winged enemics,
the fat Owl plugged on at a snail's
pace—=and gusped, and ponted, and
puffed.

The road seemed cndless—and. so
far from hoping to sight the tail of the
cireus procession, Bunter could not help
vealizing  that it must be geiting
farther and farther away from  him,
Slowly as the civcus iravelled, Bunter
travelled more slowly  still—much
more |

If one of those unspeakable beasts
would have lent him a bike, it would
have been all right. But no unspeak-
able heast wonld. So Billy DBunter
foot-slogged, gnd gazped, and groancd
—ill suddenly his eyes, and his spec-
tacles, lighted on a sign locking over
2 hedge, whiclk bove the aitractive
legend :

“TRAS ™

It was an hour since the Tamous
Five, having avrived at that wayside
tea-garden, had gone . to  tea.
Although 1t scomed like conturies to
Bunter, it had reallvy only token him an
hour to do the mile!

His fat face brightencd. *Teas!™
was a rave refroshing word to a fat
junior, dry with dust and getling
hungry.

Sitting under a shady tree, partaking
of refreshments, liquwid and solid, was

obviously an improvement on fqﬂtv
slog ing. Pozaibly, too, & vehicle
might be hired to take him on—thongh

there might be diffienlties about that,
as Bunter had expended the lust of his
cash at his last stop, with thé exception
of a single, solitary half-crown.  And
that sole remmuiming coin had to go for
refreshiments.

Bunter stopped at the gole

There was a shady path, hned with
trecs, leading into a tca-zarden, at the
side of a bullding that lay well back
from the main road.

Within the gate five bicycles
stacked against a tree.

Bunter blinked at them.

He had forgolten the Famous TFive
—if he had thought of them he would
have supposzed that they were wmiles and
miles ahead by that time, on their way
to Margate.

Dut the five dusty machines vecalled
them to his mind. %Iﬂ- blinked at {hem
carefully. Then he knew! They were
the machines of the GreyEriars cyelists
—which meant that the IMamous Five
had stopped at that very place for tea,
and were in the tea-garden now.

*“ Beasts ! breathed Bunier.

Ho blinked along the shady path,
Trees and shrubberies cut off the view;
but he had a glimpse of a moving figure
here and there. A voice floated to his
ears:

“What about getting on?"

“That beast Cherry ™ murmured
Bunter, recognising the voice,

“Jolly comfy here!” ecame Haw
Wharion's replv. “Bat T suppose we’
better be pushing on. We've had a
rest.”

“Well, we want to get info Margaie
before dark.”

“Tll call for the bill”

Billy Bunter's little round eyes
gleamed behind hiz big round epee-
tacles. They were ihere—out of sight
beyond the trees. They would =oon be
onn the move. But they were not on
the move yet.  They had refused to
lend hime a bike. Now e had the
choice of five!

Exeept for a glimp=e or two helwern
the trees, hcobody was to be scen;
nobody was at hand.  The TFamous

W

Five supposed that their jiggers wero
sufe, parked inside ithe gate.  Those
Jiggers were not so safe as they sup-

posed. :
Billy Bunter's fat mind was very
quickly made up. He wanted to

borrow & bikéi—now he had a chaneo
of borrowing a bike—and he was jelly
well poing to borrow a bike—and thak
was that!

Hoe sclected IFrank Nugent's
coolly wheeled 16 out at the gate.
he ded mot mount it timmediately.

Those rotters might be along in a
mmute or two. Missing a bike, what
would they be likely to do?

It was not merely liKely, bub abse-
lutely certain, that the four fellows whe
still had machines, would hunt for i(e
bike-pincher.

Bunter might be still in sight—any-
how, if seme of them went up the road,
and some of themm down the road, Lo
condd  hardly escape.  Ile was nos
exactly the man for a bike-race!

They would bag that bike off Bunter
—only too well he knew their selfish
natures ! Move Dikely than not, thew
would whap him, over and above, for
his cheek. Bunter's eue was to check
pursuik.

Fortunately, that was casy.

Leaving Nugent's bike ouiside the
gate, ready for mounting, the fat Owl
gave his attention to the others. Ho
unserewed the valve caps and jerked
out the valve rubbors—each tyre, asz lie
did it, collapsing with a “squisi!” I
was guick work;: in hardly more than
a minute, four bikes had flat tyrez, and
necded some carveful attention before
they could be ridden again.

Then, with a checry fat grin on hia
face, Billy Bunter rolled out at (he
gate He had only just been in time.

Az he left the gate, a sturdy hpure
appeared at the other end of the shady
path from the dircction of the ten-
parden. And a cheory voice bawled as
B-u:rr;t:l Chierry sighted the fat figure at the
gafe:

“Halle, halle, hallo! Buonter!™

“Dh erikey " gasped Bunter,

e jerked Nugent's bike out info the
ropd. Bob  Cherry, staring at hun
along tho path, jumped, as be  wit-
nessed that pmceedinF,

“Here, what's that game?” ho
roarcd. Lot that bike alone, you fat
villpin! Do you hear "

Bob came along the path like an
ATTOW.

In the road the fat Owl ran with the
bike. Ifa hopped on, and got his fcet
on the pedals, as the gate flew open
again, and Bob Cheery rushed out inte
the road,

“Slop ! roared Bob.

Bunter was not likely to stop. Ile
had given up the idea of refreshing
refreshments at that spot, for the sake
of borrowing a bike! Now he had got
the bike, and was certainly not think-
iu%I of parting with it

o drove ab the pedala

“Brop " velled Bob.
rotter ! I'Il smash vou!
bike back, you blitlmrinﬁ

“Beast ! fpated boe
shoulder.

Bunter drove on. Bob, with a faceo
crimson with wrath, turned back inie
the gateway, and grabbed his ke 1o
ride ia hot pursuit.

From the garvden his chums appeared
in sight. They had heard Bob's roar,
and taken the alarn,

“What's up?* called out Wharton.

“That fat scoundrel Bunter ! yelled
Boh., “Ile’s bagged Franky's jiggert”

“0Oh, my hat! After him!™ -

The ithree ran dewn the- path. ¥ith-

and
Bux

"You fat

Bring that
burglar i+

over o Iat



out waiting for them, Bob Cherry
whirled his machine out into the road,
leapod on it, and drove at the pedals,
Bunter was going as fast as he ecould—
which was not fearfully fast. He could
easily have beaten any fellow on foot—
but any fellow on s bike would have
ritn him down in next to no time.

Bob had no doubt about that—till he
started—in blissful ignorance of the
state the artful Owl had left his jigger
in. But he discovered its state nnme-
diately. The bike scrateched and
scraped and sagped, and Bob  very
nearly pitched off headlong.

He landed on his feef, panting.

“{Get after him, fathead!™ shouted
Johnny Bull from the gate,

“My jigger's crocked-—puncture or
something |* gasped Bob.

“0Oh crumbs! You've alwars got a

---"'_?
prance.
puncture or something, fathicad! What

ihe thump did youw want to pick up a
puncture now for?"

“%on silly ass, get after him on
vours ! roared back Bob.
“Right-ho—I don’t collect pune-

tures " answered Johnny, as he rushed
hiz jigger ouk at the gates,

Buat he did not mount it. The bike
seraped dismally along the ground. The
ivres were flak as pancakes—or flatier !

“What the thump—" gasped
Johnny Bull, in amazement and dis-
mar. “I1—I—I scem to have got =
pruncture—"

“Oh, yvou ass!" roared Bob, “Ism't
it just like vout? Wharton——->"

"My tyres are gone!” Thowled
Wharton,

“¥ours, too! Oherumbs! Inlr—"

"My esteemed tvres arve az Hat as an

absurd HAounder!” exclaimed  the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Ol scissora!”

“They're not punctures!”” shrieked

** You cheeky -ﬂlﬂ'iil'ﬂ—” Billy Bunter gave an alarmed howl as the don
“ Here, keep that moke away, you slily
Yaroooh ! ™
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Johnny Bull. He had his head down,
examining his bike. “Some blighter
has let the air out of the tyres!
Bunter—"

*Oh, that fat rotter! TI'll spifiicate
him——"

“The and
rascal—"

“T'll run him down, if I have to run
him down on the rims!" roared Bob,
and he jumped on his machine, and
drove desﬁcrutaIy after the fat figure,
now vanishing in the dusty distance.

“You'll tear your tyres to tatiers,
fathead |” shouted Johnny Bull.
“Chuek 16! Chuck it, ass!”

Unheeding, Bob put all his beef into
a desperate attemipt to ride on  Hat
tyres.

Wiih a horrid jolting and jarring, he

esteemed execrable

p——

fathead !
The circus clown grinned.

went. But it was too severe a handicap
1 a cycle race. -

The fat figure ahead disappeared
round & bend in the road. Bob Cherry,
with feelings too deep for words, dis-
mounted, aend wheeled his dizabled
jigeer back. The Owl of the Bemove
had got away with 1b!

Five juniors gathered round four dis-
abled jiggers, and looked at ome

?tmj,]mn They breathed wrath and
ury.
“T'll smash him!'" gasped Johnny
Bull.

“T'H burst him ' hissed Nugent.

“The burstfulness will be terrific
when we collarfully bag the execrablo
Bunter ! sald Hurree Jemset Ram
Singh.,. “But at the moment, my
esteerned chums, we had betterfully get
the jiggers going again!”

Bob Cherry, in deep silence, opened
his saddle-bag for his repair outfit. The
juniors set swiftly to work.

When the damage was repaired, and

5

the tyres pumped up again, they starfed,
Trank Nugent getting & lift on
Wharton's foot-rests, his hands on the
choulders of the captain of tha Remove.
They swept on at & good pace, eager—
in fact, yearning—to sight Billy Bunter
agaln.

It was but seldom that fellows were
keen and eager to ses Billy Bunter.
But now thera were five feﬁnws wia
fairly thirsted for the sight of him. And
when they did, Billy Bunter was poing
to ba the saddest and sorrowfullest
fellow that ever pinched a bike |

t.'Ehd: the astute, fat Owl had a good
sfart.

He was still hot, and still tired, and
st1ll lazy, but cyeling was a big improve-
ment on foot-slogging. And Bunter put
on all the speed %a could.

He was anxious to overtake the circus
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key, under a touch from Tippity Tip, began to
Don’t barge into me, you blithering idiot !

Oh crikey !

—easy enough on a bike. He was still
miore anxious not to be overtaken by
ithe chums of the Remove. There were
good reasons for haste, both fore znd
aft, as it were, and Buater put all his
beef into it, and he made Frank
Nugent's bike really move !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Blows In !

IPPITY TIP looked back along

i & white, dusty read and grinned.

Tippity was able to look back

along the road without turning

his head. He was riding Edward, the

donkey, with his faco to the tail. That

was the way Mr. Tip rode Edward in

the ring, end he adopted the zame

method on the road, much to the enter-

tainment of the vyounger generation
among the pﬂsseré-hy. i n

Tippity grinned, and grinned again,

E|IF'I‘H'T'lr: f{a{mm ,LlI]BLB.‘E.—Fi 0. 1,4%9.
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as ke seanned the road, uncurling like a
lgng; white ribbon behind the ecireus.
Fur quite & long- time the elown had
been 1n & state of preat hilarity. He
sgemed to find entertainment in the
mental picture of a fat Owl slogging
along that road after a circus that he
was not likely to overtake.

The circus travelled slowly. Caravans
angd lorries had to aceommodate their
ace to the slow tramp of elephants.
ignor Muccolini had gone on in his
car, end was probably already at
Margate, making arrangements there
for the arrival of the DMagnificent
Clircus. i

But everybody else travelled with
the slow cavaleade., Marco and Zare
were in the lien-tamer’s car. Bamson,
the strong man, sat on the back of
Rajah, the towering elephant. Wriggles,
the contortionist, sat on the roof of a
covered lorry, where, every now and
then, he would put his leg round his
neck or under his arm for the astonish-
ment of the British publi¢ on the roads,
and by way of advertising the wonderful
feats performed by the elastic man,

A quick walker might have overtaken
the circus. But Tippity Tip did not
expect Billy Bunter to do so. With
deep cunning, the clown had stranded
the fat Owl, and, unless DBunter got a
lift, he did not expect to see him again
that side of M&riga.ta—whlch amused
Mr. Tip very much.

Marco glanced at him from the wheel
of the car he was driving at a crawling
pace, and grinned, too.

“Heen anything of Bunter?” he
asked. ’

“MNot o thing ¥ snswered Me. TIP
chearfully. “1 shouldn't wonder if he's
burst by this time! When I left him,
ho was stufling jam tarts and ginger-
heer—"undreds of jam tarts and gallons

Harry Wharton & Co., the chums of
Greyfriars, have faced many dangers
together, but nothing so perilous,
sinister and terrifying as they encounter
in far-off China! The menace of the
Mandarin Tang Wang and his terrible
“ Red Pragon " Tong hangs over their
heads, for they stind between Tang
Wang and his victim—Wun Lung,
their Chinese chum! Here's a great
yarn of sﬂhur:rihﬁy adventure in
China!l
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of ginger-beer | I deszay he’ll be picked

up on the road, burst like a balloon 1™

Zara laughod,

“Ie will turn up again at Margate ¥
she said.

“¥es, I s'pose he will ¥ sighed Mr.
Tip. "There ain’t no seeing tie last of
im ! Btill, it’s something 1o lose sight
of him for & bit! When Mucky kicked
him out at- Folkestone T thooght we was
done with him. But I knowed all the
time that it was too good to be true.”

“Why the thump did Mucky let him
come back 7" asked Marco.

““He did let him, end let him bag his
van ! egaid Tippity. “The fat freak
would be in M’uc}j(ry's van this blessed
minute if I hadn't pulled his leg and
left him behind. Well, it's a comfort to
think of "im oofing it in this "eat t”

Mze. Tip glanced back along the read
agam, grinning. Far im the dust
distance a cyelist showed up, too far o
for recognition.

*1 ain't the cover to bear malice, I
‘ope,” went on Mr. Tip. “But that fat
bloke docs rile me more'n a few ! Hag-
ging a man's show ! I don't eay he gin’t
& pood ventriloguist—he 15; and he's
better’'n me at the game—I own up!
But it was my show, wasn't it 1"

"It was,"” agreed Marco.

“And he bags it, cool as you please 1”
said Mr. Tip, breathing kard. * And
when I'd have booted him all round the
circus and back again, the signor chips
it and tells me I got to give him his
ead! T got to let him snaffle my ven-
triloquial side-show or take the boot!
Well, in these 'ard times, a bloke don’t
want no boot !”

Tippity's oyes gleamed. Tndoubtedly
he was feeling very sore about Bunter
having bagged his show, The fat Owl
had not exaggerated in stating that the
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circus clown ectually disliked him.
Tippity did, _ ;

“But he aip’t getting away wilh 1t
freo and. easy 1" said Mr. Tip darkly.
1 got to toe the line, seeing as it's the
boss’ orders, I'd like to up and tell the
boss that he's a greasy, sneaking dago,
and hit him in the eye; but he wouldn’t
raise my salary for that! I got to let
that fat serounger scrounge my show !
But I'll show him a thing or two, all
the same !1” )

Tippity looked back again.

The eyclizt in the rear was nearer
now, Tippity caught a flash of spee-
tacles in the sunshine. .

e started & little, eceazed fo grin,
and stared more intently.

“Holy pokers ™ he Ejnmiatn&,

“Not Bunter i asked Zara, laughing.

*'Im or his ghost on a bike ™ sand
'1‘1Ep1t; Tip. "Who's lent him a bike?
What ‘owling ass has lent that fat covey
o bike? X never thought of "im getting
hold of & jigger. I'd like to see the
covey what lent him that jigger| I'd
call him zome names that'd make his
hair curl 1™

No longer did happy grins wreatho
the cheery, chubby face of Mr. Tip.

From his scat on the shaggy back of
Edward, he gaozed morosely at the {at
cyclist who came slogging up the road.

‘There was some comfort, perhaps, in
observing that Billy Bunter was ¢rimson
with exertion, streaming with perspira-
tion, and pushing at the pedals ns if
every push was his last expiring effort.
Bunter, evidently, had had a warm and
dusty time—which was so much to the
good. But there he was—turned up
again like a bad penny !

The fat Owl's eyes gleamed through
his spectacles as he overfook Mr. Lip
at the tail of the circus procession.

b Hg.n.st " he hooted. X

“Pinched a bike ! ashked Mr. Tip.
" Bobby arter youi"

“"You checky rotter I roared Bunter.
" ¥ou waib fill I seo Mucky ! You left
me behind on purposel You jolly well
know yoa did P ]

“Did you guesa that ?” asked AMr. Tip
admiringly, “What a brain!l Shows
what an education you get at that school
you talk so much about [

“You're going to get sacked for it !™
roarcd Bunter. “Where's Mucky

“In Mavgate afore {his!™ answered
Mr. Tip cheerily. “Keep vight on!
Let’s loze sight of your face (¥

“Well, you wait till we get m " zaid
DBunfer vengefully. *“It's the boot for
vou, vou cheeky beoast 1™

“Is 167 said Mr. Tip. “You got
Mucky in your pocket to ihat extent?”

“Fou'll jolly well zee!™ sioricd
Bunter,

“Well, I'll believe it when I zee it,™
saicdd Mr. Tip--“nol afore that! Duk
thank you kindly, all the same, {atty !

“¥ou cheeky elown ™ DBunter gave
an alarmed howl as the donkey, under
a toueh from Ar. T'ip, began to prance.
“Here, keep that silly moke away, you
silly fathead! Don’t barge into me,
you blithering idiot! Oh erikey!

aroch !

Mr. Tip seemed able io guide Edwand
-i;uife eastly with his face to the tml.

illy Bunter swerved to keep out
of tha donkey’s way as Fdward prancesd
at. him. The bike rocked ivio & fenes
bezide the road and curled up, ool
Billy Bunter landed on the hard, unsym-
pathetic earth.

Ilis roar az he landed might almost
have been heard from Randwich 1ta
Ramspate,

* ¥oo—hoooooop 1

“Fine |” exclaimed Mr. Tip. “That'd
fotch 'em in the ring! Do that again,
DBunter 1

*Yarooooh ¥



“Ha, ha, ha ™

Billy Bunter sat up, roaring. The
civens jogged on, Mr. Tip once more
prinning as he looked back.

The fat Owl scrambled to his feet.
Ele did not trouble to pick up the
Lierela. He was done with it now; and
wien he wag done with it, Bunter was
not the fellow to bother about it further,

Having overtaken the circus, he was
poing to leave the bike behind for the
owner toe colleet—and if the owner
failed to collect if, that was the owner's
look-out! Bunter could not help his
troubles | Besides, ho had no time to
lother about bikes, if he was not to risk
Leing left behind again. !

He cut breathlessly after the eirens.

‘He wasted no more words on Mr. Tip,
Signor Muecolini’s  van was moving
with the other vehicles. Of that gaundily
painted caravan Billy Bunter was now
the possessor—though why Mucky had
allowed him to take possession of it
was a deep mystefy to all the circus,
and caused all sorts of surmises. Thero
was hardly & man in the eircus com-
pany who did not suspect, by this time,
that Bunter had some sort of a
mysterious hold over the Italian elreus-
master.

Eill¥ Bunter clambered into  the
caravan. At long last he was abla to
rest iz weary limbs,

Heo sank down on the comfortable
ottoman, which made a comfortable bed
ab night, and gasped for breath. And
turongh the open doorway at the back
of the van he might, had he looked
riit, have spotted a bunch of eyeclists
far in the rear. Billy Bunier was donoe
with the Famous Five—but if he had
spotted that duasty bunch of riders he
would have realised that the Famous
Five were not quite done with him.

Dut Bunter was not looking out!
Bunter was extended or the signor's
ottoman, taking lis fat ease. He had
a bag of oranges in the van—and as he
sprawled he seoffed orange after orange
—growing stickier and juicier and
happier, a5 orange followed orange on
tne downward path. With so0 im-
portant an oceupation on hand, Bunter
was not likely to give attention to
lesser matters, and the Famous Five of
Cireyiriars were entirely dismissed from
his fat mind=—though thev were soon to
be reealled to ic.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Giving Bunier a Run!

13 OLD on!™ ecalled out Bob
H Cherry.
“0Oh, keep up ! answered

Johnny Bull

“Iathead! There's n bike!”
*“ Mine, ten to one ! exclaimed
Nuzent.

he Greviriars epclists came to a
stop, amd ¥rank Nugent jumped down
from behind Wharten's machine.

Bob had spotted a bicyele, lying on
the zrass by the roadside—evidently an
ahandoned jizger.

It was fortunate that the pursuers
were not far behind the pursued. Very
probably that abandoned jigger would
not have lain there wvery long. Flow-
ever, there 1t was; and Frank ran to
it and immediately recognised it as his
own,  Fvidently, Bunter had done with
i; and there it was, left on the road.

Frank MNugent breathed hard as he
liftedd 1t.  Bunter, probably, had net
miven a thought to the possibility that
some pazing tramp might annex that
jigeer. Lasing a ke, however, was a
Liore :erious matier to the owhner than
ta the borvower thercof! Nuogent had
recovered his bike; but the way he had
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found it made him keener than ever
to get within thumping distance of
Billy Bunter,

“PBunter can’t ba far off now!” said
Harry Wharten. “He must have got
to the circus or he wouldn't have left
the bike.” :

“It's on this road, that's a cert!”
said Bob Cherry. **We shan't be long
now in catching it up. It's heading for
Margate, same as we are”

“Coma on 1" said Nugent.

He jumped on his machine, and the
Famous I'ive rode on again. 1 of
them were very keen to see Bunter—
Nugent keenest of all. They were sure
of overtaking the slow-moving circus
in & short time. And, in fact, before
two mors miles were covered they
sighted the lengthy column of wvans,
lorries, and other wvehicles ahead of
them, winding along the road.

S Lhere it 1517 exclaimed Bob.

“And there’s old Tippitr, on his
moke ! said Harry Wharton, laughing.

Tippity Tip, looking back along the
road from the shaggy back of Edward,
sighted the Famousz Five, and waved
hiz hand.

They rode up, slowed, and kept pace
with the donkey-rider. ]

“Fancy seeing you agin!" said Mr.
Tip affably.

“Jollr glad to see vou, old bean!”
said HMarry Wharton. “Has Dunfer
hooked ont™

“{Oh, you've seen him, 'ave vou?"
said Mr. Tip. “Yes;: I left him be'ind,
but he pinched a bike from somewhere
and caught us up. He's in his van now
~~the van what was Mucks's. It's his
now I Mr. Tip snorted. "I tell you,
that fat covey is a big noise in this here
circus.™

"It was ray bike he pinched., and ha

left 1t on the road ! zaid Frank. “"I'm
going to burst him !”

“"No objections?” asked Dob.

TiEplth chuckled.

“No fear!” he answered. " Burst
him all you like—spread him all over
the landscape, from Pegwell Bay to
Canterbury. Seatter 'im far and wide!

I'll stand round and cheer !

“There's the van !" said Johony Bull,
pointing, .

And, passing AMre, Tip, who was grin-
ning again now, the Greviriars evelists
rode on along the procession till they
came abreast of the paudily painted
van, which had belonged to SBigner
Muccolini until the fat Owl of Grey-
friarz took possession of it

Ther jumped down. and Bob Cherre
handod s bike to Wharton, With an
active bound, he landed in at the door-
way of the moving caravan.

A fat fgure sprawling on the otto-
man within gave a vielent start and sat
up, and there was o horrid sound of
gurgling, Bunter’s capacious mouth, at
ithe moment, was full of orange, and
some of it went down the wrong warv.

“Hurrrrggeh ! gurgled  Bunter.
“Currrrggh ! Cooooogogh
" Hallo, halle, hailo!™ roarcd Dol
Oocoooch ! Woooooh 1

put 1 roazed Jolinny

“Dovogh !
“[eave him

Bull.

“Chuek  that slugp  oui ! shouted
Nugont,

W [—=I say—"" gasped Dunfer. “1

gav—gurrgl l=—] esav—wurrgh—I say,
vou get out of my van. vou beastl
What  the—prooogh—dickens o yon
mean Ly barging into a fellow’s vanl
Wurrzeh ! M vou're after Nuzent's
bike, I-=1 left it cafe an the vosd for
Bripn——"

“You fab villuin! You left it lving
for the first tramp to pick up ! roared
Dol " 0Out vour come!”

“hea:t! Leezo!l” velled Dunter, "1
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say, you fellows, T Yarooh! Will
you leggo, you beast! Leggo my
nock ! i%’lmﬂ e

Bunter rolled off the ottoman. IHe

rolled to the open doorway at the back
of the van,
Heo roared with alarm.

“Ow! Don't pitch me out, ryou
beast! Do vou want me to break my
neck? Yarooh! Help! Whoop

“That's sl right!™ said

“You'll bounce an the road.”

“Ow! Stoppit!™ shricked Bunter.
*“Yoooop I”

But Bob did not drop Bunter out to
bounce ! He grasped him by the back
of his collar and lowered hLim,
wriggling like a fat ecl.

Bunter's hecls scraped along the
road. His voice reached from one end
of tho eircus procession to the other,

“Now sit down!™ said Bob.

“Whoop [" roared Bunter az he sat.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Az Beol let go and the van moved on,
Bunter sat—hard! e sat and roared.
But he did not sit-long. An elephant
was following in the wake of the
caravan, and Dunter nirmed gquite
rapidly out of the wav 5& it,

He rolled breathlessly aside, and
rolled info the midst of the fellows with
the bikes. Bob Cherry jumped out
after him.

“(zot him 1" chuckled Johnny Bull,

“Ow! I say, vou fellows—"

Txow, you fat scoundrel—"

* Now, vou bhike-pincher—="

“Now, you pudgy burglar—"

“Jump on him "

“Baguash him !

“Ow! Wow! Keep off ! roarcd
Bunter. “I—I never took the bike—
and I only bLorrowed it—and I—
Whoop! I say, help! Marco—Ti
Tip, vou beast, come and help me! I'il
have vou sacked! Do you heari”

“I 'ear!” grivned Mr. Tip as he
passed on his donkey., "'LEar! 'Lar!™

“Help me, wvou rotten beast! I°ll
have you sacked !

“Ha, ha, ha ' roared Mr. Tip. Dills
Bunter's way of requeskting assistance
was undoubtedly lacking in tact.

Tippiiy waved a hand in farewell as
he trotted on  after the procession.
Marco glanced at Bunter with a grin,
hut obviously did not seem dizposed to
intervene. Neither did anvone elze. In
all the Magnificent Circus, from end to
end, there seemed nobody who cared two
hootz what happened to William George
Buntee. .

The cirens rolled on, and left him to
his fate. .

1fo sat in the dust, spluttering.
Roumd him, the Famous Five stood in &
cirele, -

Tt they did not junmp on him, or
squash him. or burst him, or perform
any other of the dread operations thoy
had pacsued hing to perform.  Now that
the fat Owl waz  eaptured, wrath
cvaporabed. .

Dunter staggered up,  Bob Cherry
gave him a genile tap, and Le zat down
again,

S Btick there, old fat man ! said DBob,

“You silly ass!” gasped Bunier, |
shall be left belhind again.™

“Exactiy 1™ agreed Dol
big idea.”

“Why, vou—rou—voy beast ! splut-

“That's {he

terod Dunter.  * Look lhere, I'm not
going to be left belind 17
Bunter jumped up again. The next

ntoment e sat down once mare, with a
bump.  He sat and splutiered.

Harey Wharton chuekled,

"Rt there, old porpeise ™ he eaid
“You ought to be jolly well Kicked,
and yvou know it! But—"
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“The terrific kickfulness is the proper
caper !” declared Hurree Jamset Hoam
Bingh., “But—" .

“But you can take a rest instead, old
fat bean ! grinned Bob. “ We'll wait
and kael;lla you company.”

"Hﬂﬂ. By h&!:u

“ You—vou—you beasts|”  gasped
Bunter. He blinked after the circus,
already at a distance. “I—I say, you
fellows—look here, you rotters—I say,
dear old chaps, can’t you take & jig-1ig-
joke! 1 never touched ‘your bikes—
never laid a finger on them—besides,
it was only a joke! I siy, I can’t walk
to Margate! It's miles and miles and
miles ! ] ]

Up scrambled Bunter again, Agan
he zat down suddemly., There wasz 2
bump and & roar.

“Ow! Beasts! I =ay,
rotters—I mean, dear old chaps—'

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Bunter gat, and gasped,
dismay. g ;

If he was left behind again, there
was. little chance of borrowing another
bike. And the circus was winding away
in the distance, down the long white
road, o

There was still time for Bunter fo
catch it up, by putting on a desperate
run. Put with every passing minute his
chance of hooking on again diminished.

“0Oh lor’ I groaned Bunter.,

The Famous Tive, grlqnm,ﬁ TE-
mounted their jiggers. Leaving Bunmter
sitting in the road, they whizzed away
after the departing circus.

The fat Owl staglgérﬂd up.

“Beasts ' he spluttered.

He realised that the juniors had only
been pulling his fat leg. Ide was not
to be left behind. HHe was only to be
given & run! : :

That was really a light punishment,
But it was not flght toe Billy Bunter,
who was no sprinter, and had a lot of
weight to carry.

He started, seuttling after the eyelists

dear old

¥

in utter

as fast as his fat little legs could go.
Locking round at him, they igrmm:d,
and waved their hands in farewell

Then they shot onward, passed the
circus on the road, waving to Tippity
gz they passed, sod whizzed on  for
Margate. ;
They wvanished from Bunter's sight.
He ran, and ran, and puffed, and
puffed, and blew, and blew. He
gurgled and gurgled, and gasped and
asped, He lived, and moved, and had
18 being in a mist of perspiration.
But he gained on the circus, and at last,
long last, he came up with it

“Put it on!" chortled Tippity Tip,
as Bunter came gurgling up. “Fecling
warm 1%

“Urrrrrrggh !? gurgled Bunter.

A last frantic spurt, and he reached
his van. He would have hooted to the
driver to stop, but he had no brepth
left for a single hoot. How he clam-

d into the van, Bunter hardly knew,
But he got in, at last, and sprawled.
Hea did not even crawl on the ottoman.
There was not a crawl left in Bunter.
He sprawl on  Signor Muccelini’s
rug, on the floor of the signor’s van,
aud gasped, and gasped, and gasped,
as if he would never leave off gasping.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Nonsense !

OSPETTO 1” muttered Hignor
Muccolini, bétween his teeth,
and through his black bush of
moustache,

Hiz deep-set black ¢yes gleamed at
the sight of Billy Bunter,
TEE%#IAENI.T Ligrapy.—No. 1,488,
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It was the following day, and the
Mapnificent Circus was at Margate,
}%: ed in a ficld outside the town, in
the direction of Kingsgate. Signor
Muccolini was sitfing in & tent, discuss-
ing some matier in conmection with the
show with Mareo, when Billy Bunter
relled along.

The lion-tamer, as he saw the look of
black dislike on the signor’s swarthy

tace, glanced out of the doorway of the
tent, to see the cause. As he saw
Bunter, le shrugged his broad
shoulders.

It would have been judicious, in the
peculiar cirenmstances, for the Ttalian
to conceal his bitter animosity towards
the fat junior who Lknew his secret.
But  that the passionate-tempered
Italian could not de.

_His black eyes always glittered at the

eight of the fat Owl, telling only too
plainly how he would have liked to
deal with him, had he dared.

Bunter was coming ic the tent. There
was a determined expression on his fat
face—an expression  that the signor
knew! It indicated that Buniter was
gomg to re:tanll no nonsense, as Bunfer
regarded it—that he was going to be
insolent, as the signor regarded it.

"I will speak to you presently,
Mareo 1" muttercd the signor, “ Leave
my tent now,”™

Marco gave a grimt.

“Can't Bunter wait?’ he asked sar-
castically. “ Docs that fat young rascal
matter 77

Signor Muceolini did not answer that.
He could not explain how matters
stood, and he did not want the king
of ‘the lions to hear Bunter's cheek
when he came in.

“Look here, Mueky,” =aid Marco
bluntly. * Yeur affairs are nothing to
me, and I don't want to butt inte them,
but I'm going to tell vou thiz—the
whole eircus 13 wondering why vou
stand Bunter about the place.”

Non fa caso!™ muitercd the Italian,
“It 13 mo matter,”

“Ha cheeks the whole
cheeks you, too, and doesn’'t care who
hears him at 1" grunted Mareo.
“¥You've let him bag Tippity’s side-

show, and

show—and you know what all the circus
thinks of it. Everybody knows you'd
like to boot him out—as you did at

Folkestone, though you let him come
back again! can tell  you this,
Mucky, it looks thumping queer.’

With that, the king of the lons
tramped out, frowning at Bunter as he
ljaﬁscdt hml.k lodied 11

unter acknowledged that frown wi
a disdainful blink. : R

Then he rolled mto the signor's tent.

Bignor  Muccolini  composed  his
features and suppressed his feelings.
He had not needed Marco to tell him
that the whole circus commpany wondered
at his tolerance of the cheeky fat school-
boy, and that it looked *gqueer,” But
there was no help for i, for the
scheming JItaliam, whose own rascality
had placed him under Bunter's
thumb. _

5 Oh, here you are [” grunted Bunter.

’1 ve got to speak to you, Mucky, and
I'm going to put it plain, I'm mnot
standing any more rot,”

“Di che ¢osa frattai™
Mucky, in & choking voice,

“Don’'t gabble that lingo at me!”
enapped Bunter. *“I don’t understand
it, and don’t want to.”

“What is it about? What for you
want?" breathed the Italian.

ST tell you! Yesterday, that rotter
Ti ph%}cdra rotten trick on me, and
Jeft me behind! I told him you'd sack
him for it.”

“A joke—it was nothing=—nicnle——=*"

muttered

fat ¥

“Are you going to sack him or noti"
“No!” hissed Muceolini.

“Oht  All right!” said DBuntery
Iither he goes, or I do 1™

The black eyes flamed at him,
“Grasso poreo! Go, then—go, anid
lek me be rid of you!" snarled
Muceolini.

“You've said that before, more than
once, but you jolly soon altered your
tune ' sneered Bunter, “I'H go, if
you like! I dare say you'd like me to
mention to a l}:uliea mspector that 1
spotted you taking sccret photographs
of the sir eamp at Wapzshot—"

“Hilence 1 hissod Mueeolini,

“If voh

“Shan’t!” retorted Bunter.
don’t want to keep it dark, I don't!
If you do, you'd Letier sack ﬁmt cheeky
clown.”

Signor Muccolini sat silent, pazing at
him. The c¢olowr wavered in  his
swarthy face.

Billy Bunter himself, as a matter of
fact, did mnet understand why the
Ttalian was in such dread of that secret
connng out. It had never occurred to
his faf brain that Pietro Muccolini
was a foreign spy, collecting secret in-
formation for a foreign government,
and in dread of a long term in an
%;u ,:]5!1 prisonn if his villainy came 1o
ight.

But though Buntey did net under-
stand why the Italian was in such
dread, he knew that he was! There
was no doubt on that point|
_ Bunter did not comprehend the real
import of what he had discovered. Bus
others would, if Bunter talked {oo
much. And only by allowing himi to
remain hooked on to the circus, and
tolerating his impudence, could Muren.
lini keep him from talking too much.

Bunter blinked at him through his
big spectacles. e saw  the i’ta!ian
clench his hands, as if he could hardly
keep them off his fat hide—as, indutc?
he hardly could ! The fat junior backed
away o step,

“ You can cut that out, Mucky ! he
satd. " ¥You turfed me out at Folkes
tona! 1 came back, and gave you
another chance! As T said, I don't
want to be hard on an  ignorant
foreigner. But you try it on again,
that's all! You won't get anoither
chance! Next time, I'll come back
with a bobby., I'm standing no nun-
gense 1
Wil ﬁw be silent?” hiszed Muceo-
lini, in dread of the fag Owl's voice
reaching other cars. Bunter did not
trouble to subdue his voice, and anyono
might have paszed by the tent,

“No, T won't1” retorted Dunter
coolly. “If you don't want me here,
I'm not going to keep your rotien
zeorets for you! T°ll jolly well shout
them out for all Margate to hear, and
all Droadstairs and Ramsgate, tool
MNow what is 1t going to be? Tip gocs,
or I gel”

“I cannot send the man away, 1
cannot replace him immediately., We
ive the brst performance this even-
mg—""

“That’s your look-out!” said Bunter.
“1 know I'm not going to stand bis
cheek any longer! I tell you ”pTain—
I won't have him in the circus!

“Dio mio!” murmured Mueeolini,
"le—rascal—p:ﬂgt Do you under-
stand that you draw the attention of
everyons by vour folly 77

“What do I care?” said Dunter.
“I've got no sneaking sccrets to keep!
I'm not a rotten sneaking foreigner,
breaking the law, am 1?7 I'd jolly well
gee you run in, only I'm willing to let

e

you off cheap, ad you're a rotten
foreigner, and don’t know how te he-
have in a deecent couniry! But I'm
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Bob Cherry grasped
a fat eel. “"Ow!l

not going to stand any nonsense ! Get
that clear!™

“ [—I—T will fell Tip ho is te gol!”
breallied Muceolini, * I must give him
same notice—say a week., I must have

time lo replace him.”™

A week's tag lone. T make it two
or theee dawvs, if wou like, I don't
waut 1o be hard,”” said Bunter. ™ But
mind, warn him not te be cleeky
again,  Any more cheek from him, and
vou' ve got o kick liim out on the spol.
Ciberwize, vou'll guarecel with me.”

Wil that Billy Bunter rolled ount.

Signor Muccolini wiped a spot of
sweat from is swarthy brow., If every-
bods i fhe clreus was taiking and sur-
mizing already, they would be talking
and surmizing a great deal more i
Tippity  Tip was sacked at Dunter's
arder. Dlack thouehts were passing i
ihe Tialian’s mind as he stared after
thie far firure rolling away from lhis
L T

" ity Dunter might have  heen
alarined, could he have read {hoso
thoughts, or guessed at them. But the
fat and fatunus Owl was not bothering
about what the signor thought.

Fle had put his foot down, and mada
it clear that he would stand no non-
sense, That, so far as Bunter ecould
see, waa all there was to it. And he
was in a state of fat self-satisfaction
as lie rolled away from Bluccolini's
tent.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
At the Circus!
L ALLD, halle, hallol
H wha that ia!"

Y Professor Billo—="
“That fat ass Duntor "’
A blare of music announced that {he
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ol the caravan, * Whoop ! "

world-famons attractions of Muecolini’s
Mapnificent Circus were open to the
public. Among the many members of
that public whe thronged into the
circus ground were the Famous Iive
of the Greyfriars Remove. _

The ecircus performance in the big
tent was not wveb on. Bub the side-
shows were open, and doing plenty of
business, A painted sign caught the
eves of the chumas of the Bemove over
s large canvas structure, and they
pausedd to look at it with grioning
faces:

“COME IN'!
SEE AND HEER PROFESS0R
BILLO !
THE WURLD'S WUNDERFUL
VIENTRILOLKWIST !

From (e spelline alone the juniors
would leave puessed that that lepend
was fhe work of Willlam George
Bunter. o O

It looked 23 if the eireus venirilo-
quist was going strong. Quite a goodly
number of Margate holiday-makers
were crowdine intg the tent. A man
at the door was taking sixpences as
thery entered, and he seemed fo be
gathering in quite a harvest of those
COMS.

Glancing in the tent, the juniors had
r rlimpse of rofessor Ihllo. The
“Trofessor ” wore s black frock coat
and a curly moustache, which altered
tho appearance of Billy Dunter very
considerably. Dut the big spectacles
were familiar; and there was no mis-
taking the circumference.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” roared Bob
C'herry. ““Are you passing in your old
pals on the nod, Bunty?”

The professor gave a start, blinked
at the fellowas outside through his big

Bunter by the back of his collar, and Jowered him from the open doorway of the van, w;iggling like
Stoppit !’ shrieked the fat junior, as his eyes alighted on the huge elephani lumbering in the wake

spectacles, and turned haunghtily away,

The ventriloguist was waiting for tha
tent to Al before he started on his
“wunderful,” performance. It was fll-
ing fast, however, and several voices
were  heard, requesting the show  to
bepin, )

“ Bunter's making money,” said Bob,
with a chuckle. “We've kicked him
often enough in the Remove passage
for his ventriloguia! stunils,  DBut it'a
going down all right here. Bhall wea
go T

“Well, T think not,” said Harry.
“ According to what the fat chump told
us, he's snaffled this show away from
old Tippitr. He ought to be joliy well
kicked 1™

“What about going in and kicking
Lim 7 suggested Johnny Bull,

“We haven't come here for a shindy,
fathead ! But it's rather thick, if he
really has got Tip's show away from
him.™

“T believe wou,™ said a familiar volen
behind the jumiorz: and they looked
round, and beheld Mr. Tip himself.

The clown was not looking his usual
cheery self. The sight of Bunier, m
possession of hia show, and deing the
trade, seemed to depress Tippity. The
matier was [for the <ircus-master to
decide; and he had decided in favour
of Bunter, having no choice, in the
pecnliar ecircumstancea,  Duat Tippity,
rather naturally, was fecling a deep
resentment on the subject.

“0Oh, here you are, old bean!” gsaid
Bolh. “So vou're not doing your turn
now with Jane and John, the jolly ole
dolla®”

Mr, Tip shook lis head.

“There ain't room for two ventrlo-
quial shows in the same eircus, he
said. * The boss said so, and. of course,
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he's right. DBut I zays to him, it's my
show, ain't 17 Whe's that i::lunmmg
bladder of lard, I says, to sneop =
man’'s job? Lot of good talking to
Mucky 1" _ 4

“Why not walk in, and kick the fat
blighter all over -the circus 7"’ suggested
Johnny Bull. *“1 jolly well would1”

“You wouldn't, sir, if your job *ung
on it;** answered Mr. Tiiﬁ sadly. “Jobs
ain't z0 easy to get these "ero davs
Clowns i1s a drug in the market. Why,
I'm under notice to quit now. And I

ot to beat i, if that fat, frowsy,
aozling freak don’t put in a word for
me with the boss. Would you believa
18?7 WMot that I'd ask ‘im to put In a
word. But it may blow over all right:
but it won't 1f I ‘andle the blighted
bloater like I'd like to—no 1"

And Mr. Tip passed on, to go to his
drasging-room  and make-up for tha
ring. Harry Wharton & Co. looked
after him as he went, and then looked
at ::Fa annﬁ{e% , —

“Poor o ippiky 1™ sal ent.

“Look here! ‘l‘;ﬂ haven't ;ﬁt an
joba hanging on it ! said Johony Eui]:‘:
“Let's go in and kick him!] Bnoop-
ing & man's jeb—and a poor man,
too I .

“Bunter's more idiot than anythin
elee,” said Harry. *“If he had as muc
sense &3 & bunny rabbit, he wouldn't
do- these things.” ]

“It’s letting down OGreyfriars, play-
ing a rotten trick like thai,"” grunted
Johnny. *“That dapge ocughtn’t to let
him get away with it. What the thump
does he let Bunter boss the show for®"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! They're begin-
ning "' said Bob, as the flap was let
Jdown over the tent doorway.

Bunter's booth was full, and the fat
ventriloguist was just gommg to begin.
Harry Wharton frowned, It was hard
linea on Tippity; and it was unscrupu-
lous of Bunter., And there was no
doubt that the fat Owl deserved to be

Lkicked.
“Look here!”™ eaid DBob, his eyes
dancing. “I've got rather a wheeze.

Bunter cught to have a lesson about

bagging another man's show—what %"
“Yes,” saict Harry. “ But g
“He ought not to be allowed to give

it—"

“We can't stop him, ass?!* .

“Can't we?” said Bob. *That's
where vou've got another guess com-
ing. You fellows follow your leader”

Bob Cherry moved round io the baek
of the tent. Iis comrades, in surprise,
followed him.

From within came a sound of
laughter.  “* Professor Bille,” appar-
ently, was enteriaining his andience.

“What the dickens—-"  began
Nugoent.

“What about puoliing up the tent-
pega!” whisperad Bob,

“{h, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Bunter's show was a fimsy conatrue-
tion—canvas walls and roof, supporied
on light poles, kept in position by ropes

pulled taut to pegs driven into the
varth.
If thosze

E;‘*gﬂ were pulled ount, there
was no doubt that that canvas structure
waould collapse.

Nobedy would be hurt by light and
flimsy canvas billowing deown on him.
But it would certainly intevrupt the
performance of the *wwrld’s wunder-
ful venlrilokwist * very cffectually.

“Fasy enough,” murmured Boh, “If
wa pull up the pegs on this zide, the
whole thing will po. It will be quite o
enrprise for Professor Dille."

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Tt won't please Bunter,” continued
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Bob. "But it will please old Tippily
when he lLicarsiof it. And a fellow
can't please evetrvbady.”

“Let's!" chuckled Nugent.

“It 1z a terrifically wheezy idea
declared Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“The surprisefulness for the ecsteemed
Bunter will be preposterous }?

Bob Cherry glanced about eautiously.
The big tent was open now, and
people were crowding towards it. The
vicinily of Professor Billo's tent was
almost deserted, save by the people
inside, whe, of course, could not see
what was going on outside.

“Go it1” said Harry, laughinq.
“When we're ready, we'll gh’a Bunter’s
audience the tip to clear !”

“(rood egg ! chuckled Nugent,

And the juniors went it—swiftly and
effectnally. They gprasped long wooden
tent-pegs and jorked them out of the
ground. The ropes were held taut, till
a sufficient number of pegs had been
removed. As soon as those ropes wers
let go, there would be a sudden surprise
for Professor Bille.

“Heold on till I whistle ' murmured
Bob, and he cut round to the front of
the tent. And his chwns chuckling, held
on, and waited for the signal.

(B3]
L

THE EIGHTH {_:HAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter!
ROFESE0OR EBILLO was going

P strong,
E}I?:,r Bunter, in point of fact,
was a beffer man at the ventri-
loguial game than poor Tippity. He
died naturally what Mr. Tip did with
effort, and he did it better.

Thera were few things that the fat
and fatuwous Owl of the Remove could
o, but ventriloquism undoubtodly was
one aof them.

That peculiar gilt had earned him
moare kicks than ha’pence in the Remove
at Greyfriars Behool. But Bunter was
making guite & good thing out of it
oW,

Tippity's poor efforts Bunter regarded
with supreme contempt; and it did not
scem to oocur to his fgt brain that there
was anything unscrupulous in * snoop-
ing * Tippity's show.

Bunter, indecd, would have been
guite indignant had anyvone called himn
unserupulous ! Hiz podgy intelleet had
its own original way of performing its
functions |

Bunter was not wasting a thought on
Tippity Tip. He had lis show full of
haliday-makers, who had patd sixpence
each : guite a havvest for the fat junior.
He was giving them veniriloguial value
for their money.

He made-a stuffed dog prowl in so
lifelike & manner that some of his
andience backed away from it in alarm,
Then he made 1t mew hike a cat, amid
laughter,

e made suffocated eries for help
procced from a loeked chest, so realistic-
ally that some of his hearers demanded
that the ehest shouwld be apened and the
poor fellow let ont.  And there was
great surprize when Profezzor Billo
threw up the lid and revealed an empty
mterion.

“"And now, ladies and penilomon,”
said the professor, “I will dwow you my
celebrated——  Deast I

It was the sight of fhe tentflap
drageed aside, and Bob Cherry’s face
leoking in, that caused the professor to
end hiz remark so unexpectedly.

*“Iallo, halle, hallo!™ reared Bob.
“Fverybhady out of this tent—it's not
safe 1Y

“Beast ! roared Bunler. “Cet out!

How dare you interrupt my zshow, you
cheeky rotter] Push Btjm out 1” ’

“I'm only warning your audience,
professor I grinned Bob, "I tell you
this tent is coming downl!”

Thers was a general movement to-
wards tho doorway. Nobody wanted
a tent coming down on his head. Bil-
lowing canvas would not have done any
great damage, certalnly; still, pobody
was keen on it.

Billy Bunter glared at Bob through
his spectacles with a glare that alniost
cracked them.

Bunter had no doubt that it was a
false alarm. He did not believe for a
moment that that tent was coming
down.

“Stop where you arel” he roared.
“The tent's all rightl It's a rotten
i::aﬁﬂl M].'li have that rotter run inl

* Outside—quick ! shouted Bob. "I%
may be down any minute now 1*
. “Bhut up, you beast I” yelled Bunter.
1 say, don't take any notice of him!

I say, it's as safe as houses! Cherry,
yvou beast—" i
“Here, let's get outl” exclaimed

ona of the audience. “That canvas
don’t lnok any too safe to mel”

It didn’'t! The canvas wall at tho
back of the tent was sagging, as tha
juniors there slacked some of the ropes
as a hint to the people inside that it
was time to go.

There was a general exodus.

Bunter roared.

“I say, stop! T say, it's all vighi!

Cherry, you beast, T'Hl jolly well have
vou kicked out of the cireus! I'll havo
vou run inl I'll—"

Everybody was outside ithe tent

except Bunter. Bunter was not alarmed.
s was quite sure that that tent was
safe, He was unaware of whal was
pomg on behind it

Bob Cherry whistied.

Four juniors behind the tent actedd
romplly on the signal. The ropes were
et glc.- all at once,

Billy Bunter's excited eloquence waa
suddenly interrvepted by a billow of
canvas desgending on his fat head.

“Ooogh! Oh crikey |” ?Iuttl:red
Bunter, as he was enveloped. “Oh
crumbal  The—the beastly thing's
coming down! Oh lor'1 Help!”

Canvas dropped on him, and piled on
him in billows. The fat junior rolled
over, enveloped in waves of canvas.
“Yarsooh |

. Hellp I* roared Bunter.
“Oh crikey! Help! TI'm killed—
Yarooooh! Helpl Whooop !

The crowd that had emerged from ihe
tent stood staring at it.

The .Famous Five cheerily mingled
with the crowd, Their part in the un-
expected gerfarmanca vemamed quite
unsuspected.

“By gum, that tent wasn't safe ! re-
marked one young man. “Thank you
for giving us the tip, sir!"

“Not at all1” said Bob politely.

" Yaroooh l Lemme out of thist"
came a muffled yell from under Lillows
of canvas. " Yaroooh I*

The ecanvas was wildly agitated by
ihe kicking of s pair of little fat loes
nuderneath 1t.  Billy Bunter was sirug-
gling wildly and frantically to escape.

He struggled and kicked and yelied
and howled and roarecd.

“Ow! Beasts! Lemme out! N
erikey ! Yooop! I say— Croocogn
Cooogh 1™

“1la, ha, ha!” roared tlie Tamous
Five.

“Urrgh! Grooogh! IHelp! Lemne
out 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
A dozen hands grasped the canvas to
drac 1t sway.
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Professor Billo was revealed,
wildly for breath,

His frock-coat was split up the back, and his moustache
had slipped sideways, one end over his mouth, the other
tickling his fat, little nose. Iis aspect seemed to scrike his
audience as funny, for there was a general chortle,

“Ow! Oggghl” Eiaﬁped Bunter. “Ow! Wow! Groooch!™
Ho set his spectacles straight on his fat little nose, and
blinked round dizzily. “1 say-— Ow! I say—— Urrggh!”

“Ha, ha, ha |*

The fat junior strugpgled to his feet, pasping and purgling.
iHra'”}' Wharton & Co. walked away cheerfully, and left
nim to i,

He sat up, spluttering

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Zara in Danger !

1 E'S fresh ! said Maveo uneasily.
H “1 can ride him !” said Zara,
“¥Yes, but—"
“It's all right, Marco! Do you think the gqueen
of ithe ring cannot manage a horse "

It was morning. A groom was holding a black Arab horse
for the quecen of the ring, and Marce had come up at once
to assish the gipsy girl to mount. It was a splen id horse,
handsome as a picture as it stood pawing the ground, and
full of spirit—rather too full, to Marco's eyes, ]

The g, rugged lion-tamer had his own reasons for being
specially concerned about the queen of the Imﬁ" Some day,
Marco hoped, he was going to run a circus of s own; and
when that time came, Zara, he also hoped, was going to
become Mrs. Bill  Williams—that being Marco's  un-
professional name,

No doubt the lion-tamer's coneern was pleasing to Zara
in one way: but it was displeasing in anolher. She was a
wonderful equestrienne, and the merest hint thal there was
anvthing in the shape of horseflesh that she might not be
able to manage, was enongh (0 make her dark eves flash.

“ You haven’t ridden him before, Zara 1" said Marco. *'If
vou are going to try him this morning, why not in the ring?
Tale him round on the tan—-"

Zara laughed scoffingly.

“T am going to take him acvoss country ! she answered
decidedly. “Do you faney he wili run away with me,
Marco? You are stupid.”

“] know how you ride, Zara; but—"

“ Nonsense ¥ )

Without waiting for the assizting hand of the lion-tamer
Zara leaped lightly to the saddle. "T'he groom let go, -B.lll'i
she rode away, out of the cireus field—casting back a mock-
ing smile at Marco as she went. = ,

“R2he’s all right, Marco I” said Tippity Tip.
ride anything that goes on four legs!”

“The horso is savege !” muttered Marco. “And there are
many. cars on the road. I do not feel so sure.™

He ran down to the gate to look after the gipsy girl. Zara
was going up the road at a gallop, and in a few minutes ehe
disappeared from Marco's s

With & knitted brow, the
field, to atiend to his lions.

Zara galloped on with a clattering thud of hoof-beats, her
dark eyes bright, as the wind from the sea swept her face.

Never yet had the queen of the ring mounted a steed she
was unable fo handle. MNevertheless, Mareo had reaszon for
uneasiness: and the gipsy girl would have been wiser to try
the new Arab in the ring.

Only that morning, the black Arab had been eent to the
eircns for Zara’s inspection: and this waa the first time she
had mounted him, There was no doubt that the queen of
the ring was wilful and rather reckless in faking the untried
stecd out on roads where cars buzzed by incessantly almost
like bees.

But Zara's hand was firmm on the rein; and she had no
doubt of mastering any horse that ?awa trouble.

And shoe soon found that a Grm hand was necded when a
back-firing car startled the sensitive Arab, and he shied and
backed, and made an attempd to dash off the road.

Zara's lips set in & firm line. 3he rode the Arab onm,
checking his pace. At a distance there was more open
country slong the cliffs that looked over the sca between
Margate and Droadstairs. She turned off the road into a
little shady lane,

As she did so, o car shot out of the lane. Some cheorful
joy-rider came rocketing along, whipping round the corner
with the happy inconsequence of some joy-riders.

The quecn of the ring had to whirl the horse aside as the
joy-rider, seoing her at the last second, honked madly.

The car roared by, ablmest brushing the horse. Tt
vanished with a roar in & clond of dust, leaving the black
Arab rearing and prancing wildly.

Zara's lips set harder. The horse was startled and scared,
and out of hand, and all her sirength and skill were needed

“ara can

k.
?iun-tamer went back into the

{Conlinwed on neéxi page
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RYSTAL

BROCI(3 PALACE

FIREWORK CLUB

And it means the BEST Fireworks and
the ‘BEST VALUE for your money!

So do what all the other Boys are doing this
year—join the Club that ensures you the biggest
selection of splendid fireworks—BROCK'S !

Here's How to Join the Club—

Simply go to the shop displaying the BROCK’'S
FIREWORK CLUB MNotice in the window, go
inside and ask fora Club Card. [f you've 2 penny
to spend, give it to the shopman and he'll enter
the payment on your Card. And maybe, when
you've saved a lot of pennies, father will add a
shilling or two—then what glorious fun you'll
have spending the lot, and what fireworks you'll
be choosing !

Get your Card, and start NOW!

Are you collecting the stamps from 9d. bottles
of H.P. Sauce? Ask your

grocer for this

iy @
i ‘I'

one send your name and address

(nothing else) on a postcard to;— m

H.P. SAUCE WORKS (Dept. 75)

Box 255, ASTON CROSS, BIRMINGHAM, &,

Thiz Album contalne an Entry Form for
PAINTING COMPETITIONS WITH £250 IN PRIZES.
306 DIFFORENT, incl Airmatl, Bea.

STAMPS il tieornm, g D S
"T"ENGINE LANE, LYH, WORCSH.

All applications for Advertisement Space i this publivation should
ba addressed 1o the Advertizement Wanager, The MAGHNET,
The Flosiway House, Farringdon Street, Longon, E.C.4.
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now, For several long minutes, there
was 6 struggle between horse and rider
—and then the Arvab set off down the
lane at a fiexce Iga]ln::p.

The. gipsy girl breathed hard.

It was borne in on her mind, much
against her will, that she could not stop
the horse if ehe desired. He was oul
of control. _

The cnly thing to be done was to
head him for tha open fields and tire
him down with riding. And she could
only hope that there was no traffic in
that narrow lane, ru_.gﬁed and rutty, and
shut in between high banks of earth
crowned with hedges.

Thud, thud, thud! ] .

_Tﬁa black Arab was going like the
wind.

Luckily, that little lane was seldom
used by cars. But ahead, the gipsy girl
spotted a bunch of cyelists.

They were riding at a leisurely pace,
going by a roundabout route towards
the sea. Bhe was overtaking them fast.

There were five of them; and though
Zara could omly see their backs, she
knew who they were—the Greyiriars
fellows who had chased Bunter on the
Sandwich road, two or three days age.

Bhe strove hard to pull in the Arab,
But she failed. Her wrist was like stcel;
}’ﬁi‘- the powerful horse was too strong
or her. s .

Herry Wharton & Co., riding in s
cheery bunch, heavrd the gallopmg of
hoofs behind thém as the gipsy girl
drew closer and closer. )

Bob Cherry glanced round over his

shoulder,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! That's the
circus rider, vou fellows!” he said.
“"Cap her as she goes by 1

“Better give her room i said Harry.

“By pum, she's putting it on ! said
Frank Nugent, with a backward glance.
“Pull in, you fellows 1 )

It did not occur to the Famoua Five,
for the moment, that the horse was

runn'mﬁ away with the gipsy girl
‘They had seen Zara more than once
riding in the ring, and knew what a

splendid ridey she was. That she waa
trying out & new and uniried horse, and
that it had been frightened by a car,
they, of course, had no idea,

They strung out in line to give the
horse room to gallop by, The bikes
rocked in the sun-baked ruts in the
deep lane. There was s ditch on the
left, dry, but rather deep, and thick
with weeds and nettles.

Stringing out along the verge of the
ditch, tho juniors would have given the
rider ample room to pass, had the horse
been under control.

But the black Arsb thundered down
on them at what seemed like lightning
speead.

Johnuny Bull, the last of the line, was
barely clear, when he found the toss-
ing head: right over his shoulder.

Ho ewerved away from it, skidded
over the rough grassy edpe of the ditch,
and wen{ over -ﬂras}qng headlong into
the nettles, with the bike clanging down
after him.

There was a fearful yell from Johnny
as he landed., Stinging-nettles were not
pleasant to fall into; and the clanging

ike gave him a painful bang on the
]e&a as it landed on him,

he Arab thundercd on.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Boh
Cherry. " Johuny's over!”

“Lend a hand!” exclaimed Nugent,

Jehnny, sprawling in nettles under his
jigger, was roaring at the top of his
voice. , Bob and Frank and Hurrea
Singh d}mnped down at once, to rush to
his aid.

Harry Wharton was about to follow
their example:; but, instead, hia eyes
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followed the thundering Arab, gallop-
ing on ahead.
Zara, certainly, had secen Johnny go

over, but she had not stopped, and
seemed to pass by a accident un-
regarded. It flashed into Wharton's

mind that the horse was out of control,
and running away with her, :

Instead of dismounting with hia
chums; the captain of the Hemove rode
O,

As soon as he realised that the black
hpr_ae was running away with the gipsy
ﬁyr], and that she could not control

im, he realised her danger. Hardly a
half-mile away were the cliffs, over-
locking a drop of sixty or seventy fect
to the beach ! -And the maddened horse
was heading direct for the chiffs, and
going like the wind.

eaving his comrades dismounted,
helping Johnny Bull and his bike out
of the ditch, Harry Wharton rode on,
putting on a desperate burst of speed
after the runaway.

Whether he Eﬂlﬁd help or not, he was
going to try, if he muﬁi; and he rode
az if for his life, and in a second he was
out of sight of his chums—bending over
the handle-bars, and scorchirg as he
had never scorched before,

P————tay

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
At the Peril of His Life !
BILLY BUNTER was enjoying

life,
Thud, thud, thud!
If Bunter heard that sound of
crashing hoofs, he did not heed it.

Bunter was busy.

He was sitbing in the grass on the
cliffs over the sea, The grass was
thick, and made & comfortable seat. A
little knoll made a comfortable resting-
place for the fat Owl's podgy back. His
straw hat was tilted over his spectacles,
to shade his fat face from the hot
August sun. A basket was open heside
him—and that basket waa well-filled
with eatablesa and drinkables—though
not so well-filled 2s when Dunter had
walked out of the circus with it that
morning.

It was a conpla of hours =ince broak-
fast., Bunter ,was, thereiore, hungry
enough to do justice to a spread.

Heo had no fear of spoiling his appe-
tite for dinner! Bunter's appetite was
alwams quick to recover: and it had
seldom failed to be ready for business
when o meal-time came round.

Bunter waa rather in funds these
days. He made more sixpences in the
ventriloquial side-shoew, than Tippity
Tip- had ever made twopences. And
when Billy was in funds, his funds
always went the same way—transmuted
into tuck down Bunter's fat neck !

Bunter liked the seaside! DBut he was
naot keen on bathing, or swimming, or
boating, or cliff-climbing! Sitting in
the pgrass on the cliffz and scoffing fuck
from a wall-packed basket, was Bunter's
icdea of a really enjoyable time at the
saaside |

Even. Bunter, of courge, could not go
on eating for ever—thongh he counld
keep it up for a remarkably long time,
But he could generally go on as long
as there was anything to eat. After
that, a fellow could stretch himself in
the grass, with his hat over his face,
and sleepp. What more could any
fellow want to make him complotely
happy at the szeaside?

Thud, thud, thud! Clatter!

Bunter was not likely to leed the
approaching rider. He was, at the
moment, deep in jam tarts—with a glass
of ginger-beer mm his left band washing
them down!

He had selected a quict, retired spos
far from the madding crowd, for his
}ncnm, and the snocze that waz 1o
ollow, There was pobody at hand;
and the only disturbasbce to his repose,
hitherto, had come from the buzzing of
aeroplanes overhead, buzzing to and
from the air camp at Manston, Bunter
did not heed them; snd he did not heed
the thunder of galloping hoofs.

“Prime 1™ aaig Bunter, breaking a
long silence,

He sighed with satisfaction,

Life was worth living! Jam tarts,
washed down by ginger-beer, on =
gunny morning by the sea, made life
seaml, as the poet has expressed it, ono
grand sweet song !

Clatter, clatter! And then a cry!

Billy Bunter at last sat up and took
notice,  He blinked round him through
hia big spectacles.

“*Oh!” He gasped at what he saw.

To Bunter's credit, be it said, ha
forgot even jam tarts and ginger-beer |
He bounded to his feet.

“Zara!” he gasped. “COh crikey I

His little round eyes almost bulgﬂ
through his big round spectacles. i
fat face, generally ruddy as the cherry,
became quite pale.

Coming across a stretch of open grass,
heading direetly for the chiffs, was o
powerful black Arab horse, with the
queen of the rinli; in the saddle.

Horse and rider were near enough
now for Bunter, short-sighted as he was,
ta make them out uleaﬁy.

The horse, in a lather of foamn, was
galloping madly, with tossing head, tho
reing flying loose.

Zara, with s face ms white as chalk,
was still in the saddle, firmly scated,
but without the remotest hope of eon-
trolling the runaway, now that a ferce
wrench of the tossing head had torn the
reins from her handa,

Bunter gazed in horror.

Zara could sco her fearful danger—
the line of the cliff-edge, high over the
beach, far below. But the horse could
not sea it—aor, at least, did not heed it.

The grass ran to tht abrupt edge of
the cliffs; there was no fence, no sort
of protection of any kind. The ETash,
growing thick to the wvery vevge,
deceived the eye from a hittle distance,
concealing the fatal drop beyond.

The black Arab came thundering oun.

Zara uttered another cry—an in-
articulate, gasping cry. Bhe had seen
Bunter there, almost directly mn front of
her. Perhaps the sight of any human
being gave her a glimpse of hope.

Bunter stood paralysed.

Staring blankly, in horror, at the
rapidly appreaching runaway, he saw
another fizure behind.

It way that of Harry Wharion, .driv-
ing on his bike, crimson with exertion,
viding like a madman. But bhe had
not suceeeded in overtaking the frantic
Arah.

Another ery from Faral

Bunter, paralysed, stood rooted. But
he woke lo sudden life as the horse
thundered down towards him,

He made a wild jump to got clear out
of the way.

That movement startled the horse aned
caused it to swerve. The animal swung
away from the straight line to the chill
edge, turning its left flank to it and
thundering on,

Bunter, stumbling, rolled over in the
L rass, )

He sat up, steriog in horror.

Zara was swaying in the saddle.
Half-fainting, the gipsy girl still cluneg
on. Bunter jumped up and ran wildly
after the horse. He had some faint
idea of being of use, someliow, if he
got near—which was not likely !

He gave a squeal of horror as he saw
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As the teni was dragzed clear, Billy Bunter, alias Professor Billo, was revealed. The faf junior sat up, spluttering wildly

for breath. His aspect seemed to strike his audience as funny, for there was a general chortle.

Oggegh ! ** gasped Bunter, “ I say—ow ! I say—urrrrggh I "

Zara prtch forward. But she did not
fall. Her desperate hold elesed on the
horse'™s neccl, her white, rigid face
buried in the lossing mane.

But that swerve of the horse gave
Harry Wharton his chanee.

He spun his bike to (he right and
ghot on like a bullet. He leaped from
the machine, lett.in? it run whither 1t
would, stumbling blindly as he landed
from a leap at such speed.

But he stumbled only for a split
gccond. He was ahead of the bolting
horae, and he leapt at the flying reins.

Swerving again, this time to the lefr,
awav from him, the black Aral was
amain heading for the cliff-edge.

OGut Harey Wharton had caught the
Teins.

e dragged on them with all
his strength and all his wergni, and
the wild, tossing head was fairly

wrenched round, away from the ehiffs.

Tt scemed fo Harry Wharion that his
arms were beiug torn from their sockeds,
I3ut hizs prip did not loosen—it dighy-
cned. He wrenched the lorse round
and dragged it, slill resisting, bacl
from the clifs, aud reached one of the
wooden benehes that stood, at intervals,
along the paih, facing the sea.

A swift turn of the reins round tho
beneh, and the horse was secured.  The
gipsy girl was still clinging on, but
with an almost anconscious  eluich,
1larry Wharton, when the horse was
seenrad, lurned to her at ovoee.

“J—I—1 sav Dunler came pant-
ing up. “I—I say U, dear! I--—
I—I zay—— Ooooh!™”

Wharton had not seen lhim (il that
moment, e did not beed him now.
EInllif’md Zara from the Dlack Arab's

H 4 L

The queen of the ving was slim. and
rather a hgbiweight, and Harry Whar-
ton was stnrdy angd strong.  Dut he had

to exert himself to lift her down and
landd her in the grass, out of reach of
the lorse.

“All Miss Zara?” he
panted. ] . .

But the gipsy girl did not answer,
Her eyes were closed, and she lay like
a log, completely insensible.

rnght now,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Hero!

& H crikey!” gasped Billy
O Bunter,
Harry Wharton dashed the
streaming perspiration from
his brow. He was feeling utterly spent,
hia Lknees bending under him, after that
wild chase of the runaway, his arina
aching as if he had been on the rack,
Buonter blinked at him—and blinked
al Zara.
“[=1 sav. she's fainted 1" he pasped.
“No wonder!” panted Wharton.

“{ erikevl I1f—if she'd gone over
the cdge——" stuttered Bunter through
hitz chatlering teekh.

Wharton benk over the gipsy girl.

“ Misz Zara ” he exclaimed.

But zhe did not stir.

Hor dark eves remained closed; her
face white and set, like marble,  The
CGroviviars junior leoked at her in
tlismay,

e had stopped the runaway and
saved the life of the queen of the ring.
He had gone withio an aoe of losing has
own, for he knew only too well that he
mipht have been dreagged over the dizay
verge by the frantic horse.  All that
pluck and courage could do, Harry
Wharton could do; but how to deal with
a faluting guel was a problem beyond
B,

e 130t hart 1 he said at last. " Ty
a faiul. No wonder ghe's fainted, but

“Halhﬂ-'hﬂ-!” llan

—but—but—do you know wlhat io do,
Bunter ¥

“Dash woter over her foace,” said
Bunter. “That's the proper thing to
de when gicls faint.”

“Lot anv "

“Oh, no™

“ Idiot [

“(Oh, really, Wharton——"

“We've got to do something 4

“There's another way, Burnt feathors
hrmﬁ people round when they foint,
I've heard ! said Bunter. * Burn sotee
fcn&:htrsﬂa.nd put them under her nose
anfg——-—

"You silly ass!” roercd Wharton.

Burnt feathers, whether a remedy or
not, were nob available.

“Well, go for help,” =aid Dunter.
“You've got your bike. TI'll stay here
and lock after Zara while you're gone.”

“I suppose that's the only thing to be
done, Iicep her head up—vou have to
Lkeep their heads up.  Sit there and tako
Lier head—sec ™

“All right!”

“I'll get help from somewhere, as fast
as I can.™

“I sav, hold on!” exclaimed Buntor.
“If I'm going to stay lLere—"

*“ ¥es, yos; what—quick !”

“1 left my lunch-basket along (here.
witent I ran after the horse,  Il's ot
far away. Cut off on your bike and
feteh it, before you go. It won't take
a minute.”

Harry Wharton gave the fat Ow] ane
look.

He was not likely to waste even one
minwie on  felehing  DBuuler’'s  geub!
Indeed, only the faet that Banler was
supporting Zara's head saved Lim from
Wharton's hoot |

The captain of the Remove ran back
to his bike.

He lifted it, jumiped on, and roie

(Continued an page 16.)
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away like the wind. There was a tea-
shop about a mile away, on the front,
and that was the neavest place to get

heip. He dashed off, Bunicr blinking
aftor him.
“I cay.” welled Bunter. “You're

passing the place——"

The fat junior scemed fo Lave the
mpression  that he was pething  taat
lunelt-basket, He wasn't!

Wharton sped on, past the spot where
Bunter had left his tuck, and vanisied,

“HBeast 1" roared Bunter.

Zara slirred.

“0f all the rotters!™ gasped Buuler
“Too jolly lazy to fetehh a fellow his
tuck, when a ge]lmv can't move [romn
the spot. Somebody may come along
and esnoop that basket, I shouldn't
wonder! Beast!”

Zara's eves opened.

“Oihl” Bunter realised that the gipsy
girl was coming-to, e gave her a re-
assuring blink. “All right now, Aiss
Zarat I've got you safe, You've all
right!| Don't you be afraid ™

“or & moment or two the gipsy zZivl
did not realise where she was, LThen,
as remembrance eame, with a rush, she
started up. .

Billy Bunter did not mind that dark,
pretty head resting on his fat shoulder,
even though it I-m}’:; him out of scofling
distance of his tuck. But Zara did not
seem to derive any comfork from it now
that her senses had returned.

Sho leaped to her feet so suddenly
that Bunier, unprepared for the sudden
movement, pitched over and sprawled
in the grass.

“0Ow ¥ pas

Zara stare
dilated cves.

She zaw theo black Aral, secured by
the reins to the wooden bench, a few
vards away, his heelz keeping up an
incessani clalter. She looked at him,
and looked at Bunter.

Puzzled, amazed, she swept the land-
srape with her eyves. There was no other
living thing to be seen.

Her dark eves fixed amarzedivy on
Bunter, as the fat junior scrambled to
his feet, gasping for breath.

“Yanl” she panted.

“Eh?

“It is amazing! I ecannct believe it !
How did you do 1t ?” exclaimed Zara.

Bunter blinked at her. It scemed to
him as if the queen of the ring was
wandering in her mind. Ha was un-
consciong of havieg *““dene ™ anvthing.

#1—1 must have fainted!™ panted
Zara. *1 do not remember anvthing.
after seeing you on the cliffs and crying
out to you. But I knew wou could not
stop the horsel At least, I did not
think that you could, How couid yeu
ever have done it "

Dunter could anly blink.

Iz did not realise, for the momert.
that Zara, Bnding herself alone with
himt there when she recovered con-
scionsness, had taken it for granted
that he was her roscuer.
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Duriny that wild resh on the boli-
ine horwe the gipsy girl bad had no
knowledge whatever that a cvelist was
in chase. Naturally, she had never
Inohed back, and she had not given a

E thoughit, in those fearFul moments, 1o

the eveling sehoolboys who had been
seatbered by the thundering Arab in the
lane, That one of the ovelistz had

- realised her danger and followed hard
e gn et traces, never cccurred to her.

Siee  hatd been almost unconseious
when Wharton stopped the horse, her
face buried n the tossing mane as she
clung wildly to tie Arab's nock. She
had nor seen him, or, indeed, known
what waz happening at all.  She was
waconzeious whon Wharton got her down
frome rhe saddio and her eves had not
opened till after he was out of sight
on his bike,

(f Wharton's part tn the affaie, thoere-
fore, she koew absolutely nothine. She
had nor the remotest idea that he had
been anrwhere near the spot.

Bunter was there! DBunter was sup-
porting her drooping head wlhen she
came to her senzes ! Had Bunter saved
her?  Who else could have deone it
when there was nobody else to bo seen?

But 1t was so amazing, so uliterly un-
expected from a follow ke Bunter,
ihiat ashe ecould hardle believe it!

Bunter could only blink at her, won-
dering what on ecarth she was driving
ar.

“You saved me? exclaimed Fara.
“Dhd you not? You saved me!”

Then the fat junior understood.

He realised that she had not seen
Wharton, and kaew nothing of him. She
supposed that he, Willlam Ueorge
Bunter, was the rescner!

Bunter opened his lips,

He closed them again,

His first impulse was to tell Zara that
Wharton had goene for help! Second
thoughts—not alwayrs the best—super-
veped in bime!

He oid not answer.

He Llinked in the direction Wharton
had taken. The captain of the Lemove
was far out of sight.

It would be some time vet, before he
could return with help—even if he sue-
ceeded in gebting any ! Fara would
ot be there when he returned !

Rillr Dunter’s fat brain did not
alwarys work quickly. DBuat it worked
quite guickly now. Yara would be gone
before Wharton came back. It was all
right.

His eres gleatned behind his spee-
tacle.,

“You saved me ! vepeated Zara, "It
was You?!  Are you hurt?”

“0Oh!  Nol—mnot mueh!™ gasped
Buanter. “I—I—I'm pretty strong, vou
know."

“You do not look i, but von must
be!™ said Zara in wonder. “ You mighs
have been killed.™

“Oh! No'™ pasped Bunfer. "You—
vou—ron e, I'm—I'm used to horses!
I ride a lat. you know, when- I'm at
home, at Dunter Court! It—it wps—
was easy 1

“It could not have bLeen casy!™ ax-
claimed Zara. *Yon must have risked
sote life to stop the herse! You have
saved me from death, or, at least, from
feeviul mjury. Ne one was here?V
Sl ecast a glance round apain, as if a
doubt struck lLier. s0 amazing was ik
that Buater should have performed that
diflicult and dangerous feat. “ Dunter!
It was yout"

Bunter had made up his fat mind.

If any glory was going cheap, Buntor
waiz the man to put in for it

Zara was not likely to see Wharioen
acain: nor Likele lo speak to him, if

she did see him, knowing nothing of
wiat lud happened ®

S0 far as Bunter could see, ik was an
absolutely safe propesition te capture
the admiration and pratitude of the
beautiful queen of the ring! It would
rather put Mareo's nose out of joine
wiwen he turned up ot the cireus as the
gipsv girl's gallant resener! That was
ot atfractive idea !

“Well,"™ sald Bunfer. “I—I couldn’t
let vou go over the chiff, could 11"

She locked at him—and again at the
farse.

The blaclk Arab had guieted down a
good deal, but was by no means calm
vet, He lashed hizs hoofs, and jerked
at lis bied head.

Ticd as he was, Dilly Bunter would
have been extremely unwilline to go
near him. That did not occur to Zara:
but, leoking at the powerful horse and
at the fat jumier, she wondered,

How Banter had done it—how he had
found the pluck to attempt to do 1i—
myvstified her, The only possible ex-
nlanation was that there was more in
Punter thon met the eve—ithat, in fact,
she had misjudged him, and under-
rated him,

Wheoever had flung himself ab that
maddened horse, on the perilous verge
of the cliffs, had boundless pluecl and
rezalution! And it was Bunter!

The gipsy girl breathed fast.  Blhe was

utekly recovering from the strain.

*You are brave,” she satd. ¥ I nover
thought g0, and I am sorry. You aro
very brave, Bunter.”

“Qh, that's nothing!™ eaid Dunter.
“T'm not the fellow to brag, Aliss Zara,
but any chap at Greviriars will fell you
that pluck's my long suit. 1 zay, let's
go, shall we? I'll see you safe home ™

Zara smiled.

“1 shall never forget this!™ she sauld,
#MNever! I shall always remember how
Lrave wvou are, Bunter, and that you
saved me”

They were honeyed words to Bunter’s
fat ears! They quite consoled him for
anv qualm he might have felt at laying
claim to another tellow’s act of courage.

Zara  walked to the horse. Fa
Bunter's amazement and horror, she un-
fastened the reins from the bench.

“I=I say, you're not going to ride
him again!” squeaked Bunter in great
alarmm.

“Certainly I shall ride him! ke will
obev me now—ho is quiet!"

¥ I=—1 say—he—he— doesn’t look very
quiet 17 gasped Bunter, “I—I say,
what about leading him home? I-—I'l]
wall: with you, and—and help !*

Zara lauvghed scornfully.

“The horse does not live thab ecan
beat me 1™ she said. 1 shall ride him!
e shall obey me! ¥You will see?”

“ Ol erikey 17 said Bunter.

The black Arab backed when he was
released from tether. Bub Zars drew
Lim round and remounted with ease and
grace. She waved a hand to the staring
fat Owl and dashed away ab a gallop
across the fields.

“h crikey !V repeated Bunter.

And he continued to stare till the
queen of the ring vamshed from sighi !

Then, remembering the interrupted
spread, he rolled back to the spot
where he had left the lunchi-basket.

The black Arab, as he went, looked as
if he was now under control; and
Bunter hoped that the queen of the

ring would reach the cireus safelv.
Tiut, to tell the exaet truth, he
forgot all abowt Zdara when he

restaricd on his inferrupted jam farts
and ginger-pop! Zara was 2 charming
voung lady, and i€ was very pleazant
to be admired as a horo by a charming
voung lady; but first things came first !



S0 long as anything of an eatable
nature remained in that basket, Billy
Biuinter concentrated on the things that
really mattered |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Gone [
¢t ALLO, hallo, hallo! She's

H coming back 1"

Four members of the

famous Co. were still in the

shady lane. Johnmy Bull was “ hors de

combat.” He had ecollected braises

right and left when he tumbled into the

ditch with his bike tumbling on top of

him. Now he was giving them first-aid !

Ho rubbed bruoize after bruise, and

grunted; while his comrades stood and
waited for him.

Whers Wharton was, and why he had
shot off on his bike, none of the Co,
knew—but if it had occurred to them
that the black Arab was running away
with its rider, they would have been
reassured at the sight of Zara riding
back.

She came along at an easy gallop.

The terrible experience she had been
through had left no cffect on the queen
of the ring. Bhe was determined to
ride the black Arab; and no risk would
have stopped her. But after that wild
burst of exciterment the horse was n a
subdued state; and, though he still
needed a firm hand, Zara controlled
him easily enough. L

As she siphted the {four juniors she
checked her pace.  Bhe remembered
having seen Johnny piteh into the diteh
ag sho rushed by.

Tho juniors capped her as she came,
and Zara glanced at thom with a smile.

“I hope you wers not hurt!” she
said to Johnny Bull. ®I am afraid it
was my fault you fell—my horse was
out of hand, and I could not ston him.”

“Dh, that's all right, Miss Zara!”
gaid Johony, “I've had a knoek or two,
but I'm not made of putty.”

Zara langhed. _

“Y say, bave you secn anything of
Wharton aﬁked} Boh.

*Wharton ¥” repeated FZara.

“He was with us, and he went on
when wa Etufrped to 1pull Johnny out of

the ditch. think Lhe went after you.
Qeen ham
“Mao., ¥ have s=eon no one on o

bicyele,” answered Zara.
She rode on her way.

“Whern the dickens iz the chap
gone 1™ exelaimed Bob., "Ho went
straight on after Zara passed us. 1

should have thought she'd have seen him
when sha turned back. What the thump
i3 he up to ¥

“ Better go on and =ee,” said Nugent.
“Goodness knows why he clearcd off !
But I suppose we shall find him abead
somawhere, ™

“Ready, Jolmny 1*

“Ow1” wazs Jolnny DBuils
“ Wow 1¥

He limped to his bike. He was noi,
as ha had told Zarva, made of puity;
still, hard knocks were hard knocks.
However, he was ready Lo go on.

The four juniors rode on, locking out
for Wharton, and wondering what had
become of him. At a little distance the
lane dwindled to a mere track, crossing
the fields towards the sea.

" Must have gone Lhis wav, as there's
no ather,” remarked Bob Cherry. “ But
what did the otty asz shoot off for ¥

“There's the tracks of a jiggoer,
anyhow,” eaid Frank Nugent,

In the sun-dried mud of the eari-
track the traces of {yres were easily
scen, mingled with the deep indenta-
tions of galloping hoofs,

rople,

EVERY SATURDAY

_ The Famous Five were out that morn-
ing for a spin, nobt ¢aring pavticularly
where they went, Asa matter of chaice
the ¢yelists wounld have turned baeck an
loocked for easier going, when they cama
to that rwg}s cart-track. Bul as it was
clear that Wharton bad gone that way,
thiy pedalled on.

They croszed the open felds, and came
out on the path that ran along the top
af the eliffs, g

But Wharton was not in sight there;
nobody was in sight. :

“Well, this heats it!” said Bob.
“He's cleared right off 1 Anybody know
where you geb from here?"

“Right to Broadstairs, lefi back to
Margate,” said Frank. “ But goodness
knows how far, or whether we can
ride it 1V

“Wharton must have gone on, one
way or the other,” said Bob, quite
puzzled. *“Is the fathead plaving hide-
and-seck, or whati”

“Playing the goat, anyhow ! grunted
Johnny Bull.

The juniors came te a halt and
seanned the surroundmg landscape, up
and down and round about.

Billy Bunter, had they only known it,
was at hand; but they did net sce
Bunter.

Bunter, having flinished disposing of
the contents of his lunch-basket, 1o the
last erumb  and the last plum, had
stretched himself in the grass on the
cliffs, hiz straw hat over his face, and
zettled down to snocze and fo snore.

He was at a little distance; the pgrass
hid him frem sight, and the juniors had
no idea that he was there. At the
distance they were out of range of
Bunter's snore.

Which way Wharton had gone, and
why he had gone at all, was a mystery
to the four. But Bob suddenly gave
a yall at the sight of twe firures on
bicyeles coming u%un the path from the
direction of distant %.Liurgnie‘

Una was recognisable as Ilavry
Wharton ; the other was a rather phaomp,
raddy-checked woman.

Harry Wharton's friendsz could only
stand and stare. They were alveady
mystified: now they were blankly
astonishod,

Wharton, as he sighted them, waved
his lrand.

He shot a little shead of his com-
panton and jumped down.

“ 0O, hoere vou arve, you fellows " he
gasped., “ Where isshe? [lave you seen
frer 1%

“Iler 1 stuttered DBob.

“Who ?™ velled Nugent.

*daral™  answered Wharton im-
rahmtth‘. He stared rvound hinm.
oft her here, and her horse fied to

that seat ! The hovse is gone—and Yara
—and Bmnier ! What the dickens—--*
The red-checked dame rode up and
dismounted.
“Where 13 the voung lady?” she
gzhed. * Is she where von left her i
Wharton looked bewildered.

“This 15 eertainly where I left her,
with Bunter looking after her ! he ex-
claimed, “'The horso was lied up!
They—they've all gone ™

“But what——" gasped Bob Cheyry.
*Miss Zara ltaﬁ an accident here,
fathead! I managed to stop her horse 17
explained Flarry., *8he fainted, and I
leit her here, with Bunter looking afrey
her. DBunter turned up from some-
where. 1 rushed off te get help——

“0h crikey 1™

“I had to go as far az {he teathop,
nearly a8 mile away,” said Harry. * And
Mre. Jones kindly came baek with me
to look after Zara I—I—1 :ay,
ma'am, I'm awfully sorry to have
Lrought you hers for nothing

The red-checked dame Emiﬁ:d.
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# Mever mind that,” gshe said., I dare
gay there wasn't so muech harm done as
i,-au fancied. The voung lady seems to
ave walked off all right.”

“I'm really eorry1 You see, the was
un¢onscious, and—and-—=" Wharton
stammered. “ She was quite unconscious
when I left her, and——"

“No harm done,” eald the good-
natured lady from the teashop.

And, still smiling, ehe remounted her
bicycle and rode back the way she had
come,

Wharton was left with a crimson fage.

Mrs, Jones had very good-naturedly
come with him to help a young lady 1n
a faint after an accident, Dut she
departed, evidently, with the impression
that he was & voung donkey who had
been alarmed about nothing.

Four fellows smiled., Perhaps they
were sharing Mra, Jones' impression.

“Dash it nll, she might have waited
iill I got back ! exclaimed Harry, * I—
1 had to get help; I don't know what
to do with 8 woman in a faint! I#
might have been serious, for all I
knew ! Bhe locked awfully white, anid
she was absolutely insensible when I
left her.™

“Then she miayn't have known you
were coming back,” said Nugent.

“Bunter would have told ler, I sup-
pose. I left him with her when I ent
off on the bike.” Wharton stared round.
“Have you seen Bunter ™

“No. We've seen Zara. She passed
s back in that lane, riding home, I
suppose,™ said Bob,

“Riding that black horse®”
claimed Harry.

“Yes, Why not "

“Bhe must have a nerve! I tell vou,
thot horse was running away with her
when she passed us and Johnny tock his
tumble: that wass why I cut after her..
Bhe’'d lost the reins the time they
gob here, and if I hadn’t got hold of
them, the brute would have pitched over
the ¢liff with her. BShe must be a fat-
lirad tod4rust herself on that horse again
—I—I mean, it's awfully reckless——"

“Bhe scemed to be handling him all
right,” said Bob. “8he stopped to tell
Johnny she was sorry he took a tuinble.”

“Well, I'm glad she’s all right,” said
Harry. “But Bunter must have told
her I was coming back, aund, really, she
might have walted 1nstend of making
me look a fussy ass to that woman from
the teashop! It was jolly good of her
to come along, And now—— Oh, bother 1
Let's get gomg 1

And the Famous Five pot poing.

ex-

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Storm In a Teacup !

o SSURDOI”  snapped  Signor

A Alueeoling, “Tutta assur-
dita 1™

Zara's eves Rashed at Jum.

T tell you it is true | she exelaimuel,

“{Mo e unpossibilel Non & wverol”
enarled the signor. " That is impossible!
It 15 not true! Quello grasso porco—
that faf pizg! Bahl He has as much
couraze as: one rabbit | Bah | :
' Lara stamped a8 small but emphalic

qot,

The queen of the ring had o temper,
and she did not like contradiction. And
Mucky was offcnsively contradictory,

1Ie was not likely to believe any good
of Billy Bunter, if he could help if.
And, indeed, Yara's surprizing tale
wanted some believing! Anybody who
kunew Billy Bunter could not help bein
surprized fo hear that, in & moment ¢
dire peril, he had acted with boundless
phack, prompt decision, and reselution,
and complete forpetiulness of sell.

“IMo you think I have dreamed whag

Tiue Macker LipRany.—Nwo. 1,489,
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has happened thiz morning?”  sha
e:v:'zzla.iﬂur:dl.3 .

The signor shrugged his shoulders.

Zara turned her back on him. ‘Lhe
gignor, with another shrug, walked
away. He was more likely to belicve
that Zara had dreamed it than that
Eilly Bunter had distinguished himself
by courage and devotion.

“You—you &re sure, Zara?" asked
Marco hesitatingly.

Marco had had a high opinion of
Bunter on first apguaintance, but longee
acquaintance had quite reversed it. ke
was as surprised ag the stgq'mr.

“Oh, you are stupid, Alareo!” said
Zarag. “1I tell you, I should have becn
thrown over the cliff but for that boy ™

“It ain't like what we've seen of hm,
Miss Zara '™ said Tippity Tip.

“I know that. Buat it 13 true!”

“That fat kid Bunter stopped that
Arab when he was bolting ¥ asked
Bamson, the strong man. “O0Oh, Miss
Zara !

“1 tell you, yes1”

“Well, 1f vou say so, it is so!” saul
Wriggles. I dessay hiz weight would
stop anything if he got hold; but I can’t
see him jumping at a runaway horse—
I just can’t! But H youn say so—"

“Haven't I said so!” snapped Zara.

“¥es, weos,” sald the elastic man
soothingly. “But if you've made a mis-
take somehow——-"

“"How could I make a mistake? [
should have been killed! I had given
mysclf up for lost! If he had not
stopped the horse, I should have been
HBung down on the beach~—and
killed t*

“¥Yet you rode that horse home!”
exclaimed Marca. “Zara, it was reck-
less—it was foolish——"

“No horsa shall ever heat me,” said
the queen of the ring disdainfally.
“And now I have him well in hand!
But I should never have returned to
the eircus, but for Bunter. He saved
my life”

* But—-=-" muttered Marco.

The king of tha lions was ready and
willing to believe the bhest of anybody;
but he found it very hard to get this
down.

“Perhaps vou do not ecare if I had
not returned !” Zara fashed at him,
*It iz of no consequence to vou !

paa
B

“Oh, Zara!” said Mareo reproach-
fully.
utk ¥ . mss—"" stammores
“But you see, miss ' ostammered
Tippity.

rir

“1t sounds so steep!" said Wriggzles
“Tt do sound so awlul steep, Mliss
Zora. And that young sweep would
make it out, if he could, whether it
was true or not. You oo, we know
him.”

"Vou will not do the bor Justics,
after he has risked his life to =ave wme ™
said Zara angrily. * Even wouw, Marco,
do not wish to believe me!®

“0Of course I Lelieve you, Zara.™ said
the lion-tamer. “But if that xoung
rascal has deluded vou somcheow ="

“Am I a fool?” exclaimed Yara.

“No, no! Bubt if, as vou bave said,
vou had fainted—perhaps—="

o Perha;m what ¥

“1 don’t %’?t on to it,” sawl Marco
honestly. “When I first camme on that
kid, Bunter, I thought well of him—I
believed he was plucky—bub it turned
out that he was pulling my le?- He i3
more fool than raseal—but hLe 1 =2
voung rascal, Zara! But if you tell
us that you saw him—saw him with
your own eyes—then it is frue, for vou
could not be mistaken. But you have
not said that you saw him—only that
he was with you when yoi recovercd
FOUF Eonsos—""
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Zara stamped her foot again.

“I saw nothing!" she snapped. “1
had lost my reins—I was elinging to the
Arab’s nock—half-unconseions. I did
not even know that the horze had heen
stopped. The last I knew was that he
was rushing on the edge of the cliff.
My senses went, I knew no more till
I came to myself, and Bunfer was with
me-—and no one else in sight

“"Then scmeone else—"
Marco,

“Have T not told rou that o ong clse
was there, or even in sight? Will you
believe that somieone else stapped the
horse, and went nway leaving me un-
conscious, rather than  believe that
Bunter did this*®

“Well, it doesn't sound likely, put
like that!"” said Marco slowlv. " Any
man who saved wou would have
remained, I suppose; but—it i3 pos-
sl lg—"

e paused.

It 15 not pozsible ! snapped Zara,
" Runter was there—I saw I.1:1'u.'||, when
the Arab reached the cliffs, and coried
out to him, though I did not think that
lie conld help me. No one elze was to
be seen.  Afterwards, when I came to
my senses, he was there—and no other!
Mareo, 1t 13 mean of you bo refusc to
Lelicve what the boy has done! I do
not eare whether vou believe it or not!
I will not speak fo you again!™

# Fara—"" exclaimed Marco,

" I3o not epeak to me ! snapped Zara,
and she turned away and went to her
van. leaving Marco in dismar.

The door of that van slamimed with
an emphatic slam.

The cirens men looked
another.

Evidently the gueen of the ring was
vory angry. To Marco, at least, her
anger was a matter of importance.

Tippitr Tip shook his head.

“I'll believe that of thal lat young
spoofer when I see "im a-deing of it !”
Lie zsaid. “He spoofed Zara somchow.”

“But how "' said Marco.

“That's a puzzle,” admitted Tippitr.
“But, I tell you, that fabt young ass
couldn't have done it if he'd tried—
and I tell you that he never tried.
1 can see him jumping at that “orse's
‘rad, on the edge of a chff—I don't
think! More likely froze with funk”

“Much more  Likely ! prinned
Wriggles. “If Zars had scen him do
it, i1t would be diffcrent! But  she
didn't see um, did she?"’

“Bhe did not!” szaid Mr. Tip. " XNor
wasn't likely to! Somebody else was
there, and I'd like to know who it was !

Marco walked over fo Zara’s van,
with a worried face. e tapped on
the door of that van.

“Zara!™” he called.

“Go  away!" coame a
within,

“But, Zara—" urged harco,

Zava looked from the window of the
van., Her dark eyes flashed at the
rugged,  distressed face of ilhie lion-
tamer,

“Fou do not believe what I have
toded vou?™ she exclaimed.

“¥es, ves, ves; bu

“"You do not believe that Dunter
saved my life this morning, at the rizk
of his own?"

Marco was =silent, ¥e would have
been glad to believe ity if only to please
the gipsy girl

But he couldn’t. Had Zara actually
zeen Bunter perform that heroic act
of rescue, there could, of course, have
heen no doubt. But she had, in the
circumstances, seen nothing of that.
There was, ab least, room for mistake.

“Yes or noi” snapped Zara,

began
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“No!” said the lion-tamer at last.
“If vou had scen him, Para, ves! DBut
vou cdid not see him—and I think there
must have been someone else—"

“¥ou do not wish to believe good of
one vou dislike ! soid Zara scorniully.
“I should expect that of Mucky, but
net of rou! If you valued me, Marco,
89 vou have said, you would be grate-
ful to that brave boy—"

“If I believed that he had saved
vol, Lara, I would thank him, on my

fnees™ sald the llon-tamer—"I wouldd
forgive him all his trickery, and would
be his friend for life! Dut—>"

“That is enough! Go away, and do
not speak to me again! Go!”

“But, dear Zera—"

The window slammed.

Marco went, slowly,

It was some time before Zara waa
seen again. DBut when she was seen, it
was also seen that the storm had not
passed. Marco, when he =aw her, came
towards her cpperly—ta be met by a
cold, steely glance.

Having loocked at the unforiunate
Mareo as if he was not there, the
queen of the ring turned her back on
him, Marco was left rooted, staring
after her.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Conquering Hero Comes !

ILLY BUNTER rolled cheeriully
B into the cirous.

Bunter was feeling good.

He had enjoved that spread
aon the grassy chiffs ¢ had enjoved a
lﬂn% and happy nap afterwards. Then
ho had strolied into Margate—ready for
dinner |

In possession of fuands, Bunter was
able to “do ™ himself '.-.-'Eﬁ at dinner—
and he did. At the restaurant ke
honoured with his patronage, he leofi
the waiters in a state of bLreathless
astonizshment at the quantity of food-
stuffs- he had packed awsy. When he
went, they gazed after him, half-expeet-
ing him to barst all over Chitonville.
He rolled down to the sunny sands
for another nap. After which, he
ml!::rl Lback te tho cirens—ready for
tea !l
It had been a really happy day at
the seaside, and it was no wonder that
Bunter was feeling good !

And he was going to tea with Zora!
He had made up his fat mind about
that! Mareo's nose wounld be put out
of joint! ¥e was in Zara’s good
rraces now-——which was quite a pleasant
change! There had been a time when
the gueen of the ring frowned on him
—indeed, she had gone so far as to
smack his head. But that was all over
now—now that ho had heroically saved
her life—or, ab least, she fancied that
Ite had! .

No doubt she had told all the eireus
about that hercic deed—and the whole
circus would be regarding Bunter with
the adiniration that was his due! That,
too, would be a pleasant change!

Bunter felt that he was entitled to
rather an ovation! '

The queen of the ring, with all the
little uncertainties of her temper, was
very popular with the eircus compang.
A fellow who had risked his lifo to
save hor from deadly peril would jump
into gencral esteem at a bound.

The Owl of Greyfriars would not have
been surprised had his arrival at the
cireus camp been the signel for o
general outburst of cheering, Indeed,
he  rather expected something of the
sort.

Nothing of the

gort, however,



oceurred. Plenty of eyes were turned
on  him—everybody, in fact, Jocked
round at him. Bub there was no
ovation. No ringing cheers woke the
echoes, as Bunter had a right fo expect,

Bignor Munecolini, spolting  bim,
Elﬂ.ﬂﬂﬂﬂ at bim with a curh]:lg, gneering
Ip

Bunter blinked at him.
“T zay, I suppose Zara ecame in?” he
sard. "I sav, I.Fsup e she's told Fou
wiat happened on ihe cliffs®

“Bi, «!” grunted Mucky, his lip
curling till his bushy monstache almost
poked nto his eyes. llow did you
delude her ™

nt I;:h 1”

" Bhe {fancies that xveu saved her
life . sneered Muceolini.
2o I jelly well did ™ exclapned

Boarrer warmiy.

“Una menzogna—una falsita! Bahk *

signor Muecolini ztalked away eon-
temploously., Billy  Bunter  blinked
gfier i n wrath. This did not look
mwuch like an ovatomn,

“Checky dago:” gasped Buater, "1
tay, Hawmeon.” ;

I'he strong man grinned at him,

“Tve been wainmg for von to come
i, he zaid, "I want to ask you some-
thing. YWho was 1% stopped Zara's
hoese on the eliffs:™

“1 did ¥ heoled DBunter.

“Lell mo another ' said Samson.

“3Mean w say that Zara =ays there
was towebody else there®” cexelaimed
Bemter, with a sudden doulit that Zara,
after all, might have seen something of
Hvey Wharion.

“dara deesnt—Llut I dol” grinned
Brnzon.

“Wou =zilly ass! VWhat do you know
abont 1677 demanded Bunier.
*More than Zara does,

cirnerled the strong man.

“Yah ! snorted Bunter, as he rolled
.
learly, there was going to be ne
ovatlou—no ringing  checrs for the
hero.  Still, it was a comfort to learn
that Zarva believed in. him, if nobody
vicg ddid, And, to judge by the grinning
expressicns ot many faces, Mucky and
Sutnson were not alone o thelr dis-
Lelief,
= 0h, hero
Vip. “8ee,
eoties P

“I dont want any cheek from a
elown ™ snapped Bunter.

“I'm adouring of you!™ cxplained

Me., Tip.

Bunter blinked at i doubtfully.
Jle waz worthy of adwmiration, of
but Be suzpected Mr, Tip of

I fancy ™
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yeu are!” said Tippity
tie corn-crushing hevs

i s |
inaking that statement with his tongue
i his check,

“Can't Celp adimiving a covey like
ver 12 oraid Pippiiy., ¢ U've ¢como seross
s liars inomy time; but I own up,
fair and =onave, that you take tha cake
==the whole cake! You walk off with
v whaole [luetley & Palmer factory,
avn do! How do vou do it ¥

" Look heve——" rearcd Bunfer,

Y1’z a giff, T s'pose. like your ven-
tridogaisin I sarnd Me. Tip thoughtfuily.
Ui yon e it beats me! What
meran 15, that every Har I've ever come
svress before, fold the truth sometimes,
i enly by accident.  Bab you ain't
never had no such aceidenta™

Bunter  volled  econtenptuously  past
the clown. He left ippity grinning.
He cane on Wripgles, who was grin-
ieogr, tao,

“How  did
elastic man.

P How did 1
prean

“No, How Jid you make her fave
you dpd 5P “ ’ v

vou oo HIT azhed the

gave: Lava, do vou

EVERY SATURDAY

“Yah "

“Here, Bunter ™  Mareo was not
rinning, &% he came hurriedly towards
tha fat junior. Hi face was

: ia rugged
only too serious. ®“I'm glad you've
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Marco. “Zara believes that you
jumped at her horse on the edge of the
cliffs, and saved her life. But it ecems
that she did not see you do it, and—
well, you can see that it's a bit sor-

come inf I want fto ask you about prising—"*
what happened on the cliffsa this I don’t sce that! It might he sur-
niorning,* rising in_a chap like you,” said
“ Hasn't Zara told you!” Junter. “But it was nothing to me—
“Ves: bub—?" zm‘{nﬁ:l{ "“thmg.!; i :
T . h 5 ope,” said the lion-tamer quietly,
said B?.lr:'lt!:ﬂ'?u koo whay Aeppeec, ™ o that T should have done what I could,
“The trouble is, I den’t!” said (Cantinued on next puage.)
{1}

At last, of all the man wo’ve met,
With Wharton I must trouble you,
For now our Greyiriars alphabet
Has gone right down to W ;
From Angel, far up in the A's,
To Walker, just a week ago,
I've told you all about their ways
Apnd other things you want to know.

{2)

And now we've metl the whole Remove,

Except Wun Lung, we mest al lengih
Our cheery captain, who will prava

Where lies the secret of our strengih ;
For Wharton, everyone admits,

Was born 1o rule and take ithe lead,
And in his present job he fifs

His intellect to every need.

(%)
He Isn't perfect—ithat’s all rot |
His weaknesses are evident,
He's sometimes obstinate, and not
Amapable to argument ;

But who is perfect on this earth
{Except myself) when all is said ?
And arton, though of sterling
\‘l-ﬂrl.hi .
Is sometimes known to lose his

hegd.

(5)

His dally dutles in the Form
Are arducus and [ar [rom light :
They siart when he awakes in dorm
And finish in the derm at night.
As Head Boy he Is first in class,
And there does all the donkey work ;
Whatever changes come {o pass
He dares not ool about or shirk,

{7

As Edilor he has to nurse

The ** Herald ** through its many woss,
And turns down really ripping verse

Like that which [ myself compose.
[ do not bear a grudge Ior this,

But thers are times when I'm afraid
I'I! have to speak with emphasis

And pat his features with a spade !

He said :
chat I **

gome first !

Seen 27 7Y

(10}

Upon a chair I {cok my sland,
Inspired with true poetic fire ;
My manuscript was in my hand,
My eyes were burning with desire.
** * Theophilus, thoh lovely bruie,
Oh, how I long to see thee now !* "
And here a somewhat ancient [roit
JAmpinged upen my marble brow.

{9)
I finished just belore I burst.
““ And now the litile

I answersd him :

Before I really start on that
I'm going to read a little ode

F've writien for the magazine.
It’s called * Theophilus the Toad,
" Or, Where was E’er Such Beauty

Althsugh late in the list, this series of Inter-

views by our clever Greyiriars Rhymester

would be incomplete without a story in verse
wEltben Ao

HARRY WHARTON,
the popular skipper of the Remove.

(8)

His personality Is sirong,

No fellow is so widely kwown,
He has his vlews of right and wrong

And makes them rigidly bls own ;
He never cares to interfera

With other chaps® ideas of fun
Unless it's absoluiely clear

That it"s a duty to be done.

(8)

Az Skipper he must plek ths teams
And listen o the angry words
Of beiter players {In their dreams)
Who come to shout at him in herds.
On practice day he searches for
The slackers, and ke boots them out
When they would rather sit and snere
Than knoek a cricket ball about.

(8)

And if thess accupations can’t
Account for all his Interesis,
He’s practically compelled to grant
An interview to poel pesis ;
Or 5o he told me, when I went
To sead him yesterday at tea—
And then, much more to my content,
*¢ 5t down and staff yourself,”” said he,

* First thlogs

(11}

Undaunted, on and on I read,
Tha Famous Five {(who were at tea)
Took butter, radishes and bread
And used me as a largel—me !
“* How what about that interview ? "
Grinned Wharton. But {o him I oried :
“ And what about my poem, too 2"
No, nothing doing—elther side !
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I}'-plratc:l'. if T had been there. If you
did i——"

“There's no *3f" about it! I lnow
whetk 1 dic,” said Buanter coolly. ™ A

voor needn't make oot that you'd have
done 12, either! I egan jolly well tell
voio that it wanted pluck

“Well. never mind  that ! said
Alares, breathing havd.  “If you did
i—

“I'm not geing to argue about ik 1Y
said Bunter disdeinfully. “I'm used
to jealouay and envy. It was the smne
at Groviriars—the same everywhere!
A fellow can’t be a bit above the
average without making other fellows
jealous  and  envieus! It's a
sickening.” '

Wil vou tell us exactly what hap-
poned v asked Marco quietly.  “Zarvn
doesn’t seem to know much about if, as
she fainted., She seems to have had a
terribly narrow escaps, and someonc
gaved ler from injury ar death.”

*Yes—I did !™ said Bunter cheerfully.
“ Nothing fo make a song and a dance
about., Urevinars men do these fhings,
vau knoew. It's a way thoeyr have in the
Public sehwols, if you conld understand
it. But. of course, outsiders like you
wounldn'v understand.” ]

Mareo breathed harder. His foob
almost ilched to be planted on Bunter,
Bat he contrived to keep his temper.

He wantod, if be could, to belicve as
Zara believed, if onle for the sake of
making his peace with the gueen of the
ring. DBut if he had doubted before, hie
could not help doubting still more now.

Unlezz there was absolule certainty,
he ¢ould not believe “that this far,
fatuouz, swanking young ass had veally
done a thing that might have taxed the
courage of a brave man.

Tippity, Wriggles, and iwo or thres
olher circus men gathered round. They
were all curious to hear Bantee's own
account of the occurrence.

“Well, what did "appen exactly?”
asked Mr. Tip. “We've 'eard from
Zara thal she saw you, when the horse
ran on the cliffs, and nobody else was
tlere.

“That's right!” =said Bunter. “I
was_ on the cliffs, when I saw her
eoting. MNobodry else was there. It

was fqauite a lonely spot. Nobody was
following Zara, or—or anvihing

“Homebody  was  following her®”
azked lippite.

“1 said noboedy ™ snapped Bunter.

“Pnt what vou say goes by con-
traries, don't 187" asked Mre. Tip.

“Bhut up, Tippity, and leli's hear it,"
said Mareo. “¥You saw Zava coming
on the runaway horse, Bunter? What
did vou doi®

“What do vou think T did?®" retoried
Bunter. “What any chap would have
done—any chap with pluck, I wean, of
conrse ! Leaping at the horse’s head, I
seized him in a grip of iroi-——="

“0h, my ‘at! said Tippity. “Yon
don't mean o grip of lard *”

*Look here—" roared Bunter.

“Bhut up, Tippity! Go on,
Bunter !

“The horse was wild and=—and fear-
fully furious,”  said  Bouter. *He
struggled likke—like savthing! Bot I
had him all right! Overpowering him,
I—"

T'”I see voul doing it " murmured M.

p.

“1 tied him to one of those benches
along the front. Then 1 lifted Fara
dowip—"

“Uould he lift half Zara?” asked Mr.

Tipn
b h-:tlped her down.”
“That's better !
“And laid her tenderly in the grass.
Tig Maguer Lioeany.—No. 1,489
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She had fainted. I thick she fainfod
Just after she saw me——"
T_"'Tlmt':-; natuval,”  commented Al
Tip.

“Ha. ha, ha:i”

“"Was it vour face did 1?7 msked
Tippiry.

Bunter
question.

“I had a fearfully narrow ezecape,™
went on Bunter,  #Struggling with the
frantic horse, I was swung rvight over
the edge of the cliff! But pluck did
it ! How 1 mastered him, I can hardly
say. But I gob thvough all vight, or—
or I thouldn't be talking to yow ihis
minute,”

dizdained to  answer that

“Who else was there?” asked
Wriggles,
“Mobody 1 roarved Bunter. *There

was nobody to go for help, and he
never went on & bike, and he wasn't
out of =sight when Zara opened her
i

“What ' gasped Mareo.

“There was abzolutely nobedy ™ said
Bunter. “Not a goul! The place was
solitary as—az a dezert! Having saved
Zara's life, I watehed over her till—till
sha ecame to, you know, There was
nowhere to go for help—besides, it was
e use two gomng—"

“Two!” velled DMareo.

“1 mean, I had to stay with Zara, 1
eouldn’t leave her in a dead [aint,
eould I?  Besides, she recovered all
right before anvbody came. It was a
ﬁly long way, even for a fellow on a

Hep——"

“"What fellow " shrieked Mareco.

“0h! Nobody! There wasn't any-
hody 17

“You fat fool, vou've admutted that
somebody else was there!” roared the
lipn-kamer,

“1 bhaven't! Nobody was there! I
Lrow jolly well that Hara never saw
hing, from what she said when she came
to 1"

*Him? Who?"

“Oh, nobody! Bhe couldn't have
seett anybody, as nobody was there!
How eould she? DBesides, she was in a
faint all the time he was there ™

“Ain't he a coughdrop?’ said Mr.
Tip. “Ain't he the limit? Ain't he
the last word? 'Ow does he do it?”

“Youn lgr'inﬁ voung rasoal ¥ exclaimed
AMarco. “Will vou tell us who was
there?  Wheever was there, must be
the one whe saved Zaral"

“There was only mel
telling vou that there was only me ™
haoted Buanter. “If you can’t talke mv
word—a Public school man's word—I
decline to say anything further about
the matter at all, I must eay it's just
what I might have expeeted from such
a erow of outstders.”

And Dunter, elevating lis fat Lidtle
nose even farther  than Natuve had
done to begin with, rolled scornfully
AWAY,

Ile left the eirens men grinning—
with 1he exception of Marco, who was
frowning,

Bunter's description of his deed of
derring-do had left no shadow of doubt
i any tnd that ke had not done that
tocd.

Obviously, somebody else had been on
the spol—and that unknown perzon,
whoever he was, was the reseuer of the
queen of the ring.

MNaobody doubted that for a8 moment.

“The ~voung rascal!”™ oexclaimed
Marco. “He never let Zara know that
anvone else was there—and he can have
only one reason-——"

“The other bloke did the frick!™

I keep on

grinned Tippity Tip., “That’s the
reason,”

“He can have no other! And Zara
believes—""  Mareo clenched  his

hanids, I will make lim tell the
truth ! I will take him by the peck,
and shake it out of him !"

And bMarco strode sway after Billy
Bunter, and a chuckle from the circus
men followed him., I Billy Bunter was
a hero, it looked as if he would need all
hiz beversm when Marce's hefty prasp
closed on him,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tea for Two !
ARA smiled.
Z =he was seated at s litile
table, sot up beside ler vam,

which was laid. for tea. A
bright little lettle was simmering on a
gprit stove.

Cenerally, Marco joined Zara at toa
—but, that afternoon, she did not expect
him, Ifaving turned Marco down, with
a very emphatio down, Zara was
leaving him there—perhaps with a
seeret inner knowledge, however, that
the big lion-tamer's loyal affection was
proof arainst all her little airs and
ZLRCes,

Her smile was called forth at the
sight of Billy Bunter. She was glad
to eee Bunter, as he rolled towards her
van.

Seldom, if ever, was anybody glad to
see Billy Bunter—and Zara, certainly,
had never hitherto had a high opinion
of the fat Owl of Greyiriars,

But circumsatances alter cases. Bunter,
as sho believed, had run a terrible risk
to save her from danger—she was not
only grateful, but remorseful for her
previous low estimate of him. She folt
that she ought to make up for it some-
how. 3She was going to lat all the circus
seo that she, at least, valued Bunter at
his true worth—as now rovealed!

So she directed her most gracious
smile at the fat junior as he appeared,
though unfortunately Bunter, owing to
hiz short sight, did not eatch it.

However, he would soon have been
within smiling range, so to speak, had
not his progress towards the spor been
suddeniy nrercupted,

The towering Bzure of the king of
the lians came siriding in pursuit. e
overfook Bunler, and grasped him by
a fot shoulder,

There was a startled sgueak from
Bunker,

"Ow! What—who—legzo 1™

He blinked round at the licn-tamer
through his big spectacles,

"Lereo, you beast!”  he hawled.
“Wharrer vou mean by grabbing a
fellow ¥ Tuke your low paw off me, you
beast !

Instead of taking his low paw off,
Marco compressed his grip, and the
fat Owl gave another squeak.

“You voung rascal!™ said Marco
apgrily, “I am going to take you to
Yara, and vou arce going to Llell her the
truth. Do vow hearp?™

“Yow-ow IV

“1f vou will not tell the truth, T will
shake it out of vou!" roared Marco.

“"Wow ! DBeast! Wow!"

“Come !” snapped Marco, and with
a grip on DBunter's fat shoulder that
nearly crunched it, ho marched him
towards Fara.

The gipsy girl sprang to her fect,

ler dark eyes Hashing.

“Marco! How dara you?* she ox-
claimed. “Take your hands off Dunter
at once! Do you hear mei”™  She
stamped her foof.

“Ow! Make him lezgo!™ yelled
Bunter. “Ow! You're kik-kik-¢rack-

inﬁ my bib-bub-bones, vou beast! I'll
jolly well knock you down! Yow-ow 1"
#Zarn ! exclaimed Marvco,

“Yow-owl Wow! Legeo!® yelicd
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As the black Arab headed [or the cliff-edge, Harry Wharton leaped forward and caught the Bying reins.
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He dragged on them,

with all his sirength and all his weight, and the wlld tossing head was wrenched round, away Irom the cliffs. Zara, the queen

Bunter, *“1°]
ships i

“ Lot him go!” exclaimed Zara,

“I am going to make him tell you
the truth ! said Marco. “I am going
to shake it out of the young rascal!
Now, Bunfer—"

* Yarooooh *

“Tell Zara who was prezent when the
herse was stopped on the cliffi—tell her
at once!” roarcid the angry lion-tamer.

* ¥oooooop ¥

*hake, shake, shake!

joilly  well kick your

“Ulrrggh | Gurerggh 1" gurgled
RBunter.  * Wurrgh ! gL-Pg‘gG! 1f you
make my gig-pig-glasses fall off—urrgeh
—you'll have to pay for them—
vurrggh—

Shake, chake, shake!

Bunter sagged like a well-lilled sack
in the hon-famec's grasp as i@ was
shaken.

f shaking could Dhave exiracted the
truth from Bunter, that hefty shake
ought certainly to_have done it. The
fat junior gurgled snd gasped  and
curgled, hardly knowing whether he
was on his head or hiz heels.

Perhaps ihe truth might have been
ehaken oub of L, if Mareo's process
of extraction had not been interyupted.
Byt :t was apterrupted, Zara ran for-
watrd with flaching eyes.

“Let him go!™ she exclaimed,

She caught Billy Bunter by his other

thoulder to pull him away from the
Tion-tamer.
Zara's hands were zmall, but they

wera strong, the finpors Jike sbteel, as -

they needed to be, to manage mettle-
some horses in the ring, HMHer grip on
ihe fat shoulder was nobt so sinewy as
Mareo’s, certainly, but it felt rather
like a steel vice! It elicited another
wild howl from Bunter. i
“"Ow! Wow!l Oh crikey! Wow!”
Zara polled=—and Marco pripped!

of the ring, was safe !

With Zara pulliug at ene fat shoulder,
and the lion-tamer at the other, Billy
felt as if those fat shoulders wers being
pulled off, and he velled with anguish.

“ ¥Yarooh ! Oh, ot ! Leggo!
CQaocooh 17

“Will vou let him o0, Xareo?®”
shricked Zara.

“But I tell vou—="

“Let him go !

“ Targ—r"

“Let him go this instant 17

“Yavoooh I

Marce wnwillingly released the faf
juntor, ZLara’s eve: were {lashing at
him. ZFara had oimee smacked Bunter's
head, amd really, she looked at that
moment Jike smacking Marco'st! Hoe
released the howling fat janior in time.

“Ow! Beast!™ gas -3«11 Buntor,

He promptly dodged round Zara.

“I—I sav, keep him oft i ha splat-
tered. " O crikex! 11 jolly  well
make Mucky sack him! Ow ! YWeow !”

“He zhall not tovch you again ¥ zaud
Zara. “ (o away, Marco! Co away at
once! Do vou hear me? Go away!™

“1 will make him fell the tyuih 1™
said the lion-tamev., *“Zara, 1 toll you
that he hias admitted that someone elze
was there iz morming, whem yvon dud
ot sog—t

1 haven't " roarcd Bunlor.

“ Nonsense ' spappoed  Zara, VI
ihere was anyono 1 should have scen
him. I am ashamed of you, Mareo!
You would like to make meo believe
that Bunier dind pot save my H

“He did popfe—17

1 jolly well dpl!™ Lhowled Bunler,
“Zava knows, Jdon't yeou, Farvat®

“I do!” zaid the gipsy girl, “And T
am grateful, Buwier?! 1 #hall pever,
never Borgol what yeu dnd '

Pl Farva whe was there, Dasder!™
roarod Mareg,

“MNobody ' retaried Dunter,  *No-

1fp=——

hﬂﬂg’ at all! I think it's pretty rotien
to be jealous of a chap, because he's
done & plucky thing, that you couldn’s
have done! I'd like to see vou do what
I did! ¥ou conldn't!”
“ Zara, I tell you—" ]
“You need tell me mnothing!” saul
Zara, scornfully. * Perhaps, as Bunier
says, you are jealous of hium, brenuse
Ite is so brave. I will never speak to
vou again until you tell Bunier ihat
vou aré sorey for doubting him., XNow
go awny ! (o away at onen!” i
Marco stood irresolute. Safe behind
the gipsy girl, Billy Dunter gave huow
a contemptoous blink. :
“Yes, wyou get out!” he said,
" Mobody wants {}l'ﬂu here, you rullian!
Just clear off, and mind your own busi-

ness,  Any more of this, and 1°Jl _Enlly
well tell Mucky to kick you out, along
with Tip. Bea?”

“Are vou going? snapped Yara.
Slowly, the lion-tamer turncd, andd
went.

Billy Bunter wriggled; there was an
acho 1 his podgy shoulders. DBut I
grinned while he wriggled! Mayrco's

nosa was out of joint—there was no
doubt about that! Xle had pul a spole
in Marco's wheel !

Zara watched the lion-tamer go, anml
then turned te Bunter. She gave the
fat junior her kindost smile.

“The awiul rotter!” =aid Bunler
“T'l jolly well knock him down, only
—only—I wouldn't goil my hands en the
beast! He's not worth . By gum,
though, et him try it on again, and ¥k
jolly well show him what's whai! 1l
knock him spinning, as soon as Jook at
him., I'd—what are you lauvghimg al,
dara it

*Nothing '™ sald  Zara,
“ Lok w2z have tea, shall wed
comie niee cakes, amd e

Tug Magrer Liprany.—XNo. 1,450,
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" Yas, rather ™ sald Bunter promptly.
Bunter sat down cheerfully to tea,
Fhero was a large supply of eticky
¢alkes. ILvidently Zara had made pre-
parations to do honeur to her gallant
rescuer, and her gratitude hod isken a
form that Bunter could really ap-
preciate. .
Bunter enjoyed that tea, He enjoyed
the foodstuffs, he enjoyed Zara's
racious smiles, and he enjoyed the
opoks that Marco cast on the scene,
from afar. The lion-tamer's face was
dark and overcast—jealousy and envy,
in Bunter's opinion. He flattered him-
self that e had cut that cheeky beast
out, anvhow.

Allpgether it was Billy Punter's
lucky day, though the luck, alas! was
destined io changa,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beb Cherry Butts In !

11 HE jolly old dago!” said Bob
Cherry.
Hecrry Wharton
round.

A ear was coming up the deop, wind-
ing lane. The juniors knew at once
the swarthy man, with the bushy mous.
tache, who sat at the wheel.

The Famemns Five had camped for tea
after a long spin. Leaving their bikes
parked behind a hedge below, they had
clambered up the ateu% bank to a
shady spot, where the branches of a
big oak shut off the glare of the blaz-
it August sun. Sandwiches and
eake and ginger-beer were furned oub
of o bag, and the juniors sat cown in
the grass under the pak, to Jdwpose of
the same.

It was rather a surprise fo hear &
car coming up the lane; for it was
narrow and steep, and led fo nowhere
m particular, and was obviously seldom
or never nsed by cars.

Roby Cherry rose and locked down,
and spotted Bignor Bluccolini at the
wheel.

The hillside was sicep, and the junior:
were more than twenty feet above the
cicus-teaster’s head as be drove up the

glaneed

THE MAGNET

lane. They were almost hidden from
gight by the bushez and high grass,
even if the signor had looked wup,
which he did not. ) )

The buzzing of the engine died sud-
denly awav. The car came to a halt,
and the cireus-master stepped down.

He lifted a lunch-basket from the
car, and walked on up the lane, and
im a minate or less, disappeared from
the eves above. ;

Harry Wharton™s glance followed him
curiously till he disappearcd. He was
Iooking very thoughtiul as he sat down
amain.

“T wonder—-"" he =aid.

“Which and what?” azked DBob.

“Well, I've been wondering a good
deal since we were at Folkestone,” said
the captain of the Remove. “You re-
member what Bunter was chatbering
aboyt—m-""

“Can't remember all Bunter's chatter,
old bean,” grinned Bob. “Too much
of it for a fellow to remember.”

“The toomuyechfulness is  preposter-
ous!” agreed Xurree Jamset Rom

1n,§]1.

“I mean,” said Harrv slowly, “what
he was gabbling about that Italian,
Muccolini, Something about seeing
Lhim with 2 camera at the air camp at
Wapshiot, before Greyiriars broke up
for the hols.”

“YWhat about it?"" asked DBab.

“Well, Bunter has some hold over
that dapo—we know that. All the
circus knows it, and wonders abount it.
It's jolly gueer! He's found ouf some-
thing, and is trading on if, like the
blithering fat idiot he iz, And what
has the dago got in that lunch-basket 2V

“Ciruly,” said Bob, with a stare.
“What else would he have? I supposs
Lie's picnicking on his jolly old own,
and he's parked his car down there
while he does i, Why shouldn't he 2"

““No reazon whny he shonldn't, Buot
vou remember he had o lunch-basket
with him the day we saw him near
Hawkimge air camp. And 1t got opset
when vou weve pea-shooting him, and
a camera rolled out.”

“0Oh P gk Bol., ] .

“Cameras aren't useally carried w
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lunch-baskets,” said Harry. “And—
and—and Bunler knows something
about him, I can't help wonderniog
whether——"

“PBlossed if it doesn’t look fishy ™
gaid Johnny Buoll "Ie must have
gome jolly strong reason for standing
Bunter. He kicked him out at Folke-
stono; but he's let him hook on agaimn.
And let him bag poor old Tippity's
gshow, too"

*But===" saifd Frank Nugeat.

“But what?”

“YWoe met Forrers Locke at Folke-
stone, wvou remembar,”” said Irank,
with 2 grin. **And Bunter gabbled all
that stuff in his hearing, If there was
anything in i, Me, Locke would have
been on it like a shot, surely.”

“Well, ves, I suppose he would,”
agrecd Wharion. “IE Mr. Locke sces
nothing in ik, there can’t be anvthing

in ik, Ferrers Locke iz as sharp as a
razor, and he heard all Bunter's
chatter.

Hnthing in it, I suppose,
though it looks jolly queer.™

That it lizwe:-lnt-,cl3 exceedingly “gueer,”
there was no doubt.

Certainly the chums of the Bemove
wera not likely to attach uvndue import-
ance to anything said by Willinm
George Bunter. Bnat that the fat junior
had somne sort of a mysterious hold
over the Italian circus-master was as
elear as davlight. They knew that, as
well a= all the Magnificent Circus hands
knew it.

5till, what they had heard Bunfer say
on the esubject had bean heard also
br Ierrers Locke. The celebrated
Baker Street detective had paid i no
heed—so far as they know, nat all
cyvents.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! It's raining
cars ¥ exclaimed DBob Cherry, as thao
buzz of an nngﬁ'ne came fAoaling up
through the thickets

Another car had turned off the main
road only a lumdred yards or so away
into that little deep, steep lane.

“Does  this  lane  lead anywlhere
special 27 asked IMrank Nugent.

“I believe it's a short cut on foot to
Manston Aercdrome,” answered DBab,
“But 1t's casier for a car to go by the
road, and never mind the few exira
miles.™

“Whoever fhat i1z, he won't get Dby,
The daga's car will stop hime,™ saicd
Johnny Bull, with a prin.  “There
1:n't room down there for two cars Lo
pass. :

“ By g, that's so 1" said Bob,

He rose (0 his feet, and looked down
the rugged sluEu through the thick
hawthorns and brambles that screencd
the wview. Lhrough openings in the
thickets, he could see the sccond car
that came up the lane.

It was driven by » man with a
soft hat slowched over his face, under
which a big, thick, ginger-coloured
moustache was the chief thing to be
ST

Bob was thinking of shouting down
fo the driver that there was a car in
the lane ahead: but it was clear that
the ginger gentleman had seen it, for
he slowed down and stopped.

: Dol rather wondered what he would
Q.

There was certainly no room for him
to pass the car that Bignor Muoceolini
had left parked there. ™o doubt Mue-
colini had picked fhat lane for parking
iz car because it was obviously never
used by motorists, and 1t had nos
acenrred to him that his car would bo
m the way of ancther one.

All that the newcomer could do was
to back out again and continue by
road. which, afrer all, was the most
sensible thing, as the lane, farther o,



was little wmore than a track between
high banks.

But the second ecar halted, and the
man with the ginger moustache stepped
down, as the Italian had done fen
minutes apo. .

o stood looking at the signor’s ear,
and then, leaving his own, walked fo-
wards it. i

If he was thinking of trying to get
it out of his way, there was nothing
in it, and Bel rather wondered that
the gingoer gentleman could not geo that
at a glance.

But that was not his object.

Mo passed the car, and stood for
seme moments looking up the lane in
the direction in which the Italian had
gone,

Then he turned back to the Italian's
car, and, to DBob's amazement, coolly
entered 1t.

It was difficult to follow hiz move-
ments throegh the thickets; but Daob
could make out that the man in the
slouched hat was rummaging through
the Italian’s car, searching it.

“Aly hatl” breathed Bah.

He turned back to his companions.
They were busy with cake and ginger-
beer, But the expression on Bob’s face
made them look at him inguiringly,

“What's up?” asked Harry.

“Looks to me litke  pinching™
enswered Bob, * That sportsman who's
just arrvived i3 rooting through the
flage’'s car. The man Muccolini iz
rather a brute, and we've had rows
with him, but I don't sce letting hum
e robbed. Take a sguint at the man 1"

Cake and ginger-beer were aban-
donnd at- once.  The juniors rose to
their feef, and peercd through the
thickets Jown the slope to the lane,
w'org the twe cars stood.

They could get only a glimpse here
and there of the man willhh the ginger
moustache, But they could see that
ire was making a thorough cxamination
nf the mtevior of Siguor Mueccolini's
ear.

Harry Wharvton Lkmtied s brows.

“We're jolly well stoppng that ! he
gaid.

“Yes, rather ” apreed Nogent,

“The ratherfuloess s terrific!”
agreed fhe Nabab of Dhanipur. “*The
veteemed  dago s oo repozlorous
hlighter; but the pinchiciness iz not
vhe proper caper.” '

All the Famous Five made up their
mincis about that at onee. ;

‘They had had trouble with the bully-
g civens-nraster, amd cortainly had ne
hkmg for him; but it was any [ellow's
Juty to prevent a robbery, if he could.

And they could imagine no other
reason for the man in the slouched hat
runmmaging through his car. Indeed, it
Legan to look as if the sccond motorist
hiad been following the Iialian, His
actions did not look as if he had turned
intn 1hat unfreguented lane by chance.

“Come on 1" zaid -Bob, “We'll jolly
well make iim explain what he's up
te, anyhow—if he's not piching. I
r!r.ufli:t see anxtinng else e can be up
i,

“Wor L raud Johony Bull

A the Famous Five, leaving their
eainp. pushed down thirough  the
thicketz intn the lane Lelow,

'J e pusiling i the thickets evidently
reachel the ears of the man o the
Hulian's car, amd gave him the alarm.

e stepped swiflly from the ear, and
shot o muick glance up the lane; then
ip the steep bank, donwn which the
Gireyfniave juniors were running  and
Leaping.

Asg he sood staring up, Bob Cherry
carn dlown, covering the fast ten feet of
the steep slope with a flying leap, and
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erashed into him, sending him recling
arainst the car. )

The open doorway was behind him,
and ha sprawled backwavds i1note 1t
with & startled gasp, followed by a
yell as Bob, carried on by his own
impetus, sprawled headlong over him,
pinning hun dewn.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Disguised Deiective !

o Hw™ %uped Bob.
0 “Qoooch ! spluttered the
man under him. -
EiL]

He lieaved furiously.
was a strong and sinewy man, as iho
force of that heave revealed. DBut
pinned down- en his back in the door-
way of the car, he really had no chance,

Bob rocked, but he was not pitched
off. He planted a knee on the man’s
chost, pinning him down more sceurely.

The slouched hat had fallen off inio
the car. It revealed e dark, close-
oropped head, rather at variance iu hue
with the ginger moustache.

“You young fool!” panied the man.
“ Release me at onee 1V

“What's the hurry 7 grinned Bob,
“I've got you, my mayn, and if you've
pinched anything from that car youre
jolly well going to put it back sgam.”

“Yes, rather 1 said Harry Wharlon.

The én. gathered round, ready to lend
Bob helping hands, if they were wanted,
But they wers not needed, Bob had
the man jammed helplessly in the door-
way of the ear, and, athletic 25 he was,
he could not release himself.

“You needn't wriggle, old thing!”
said Bob, grinning dowt at his prisoner.
“I've got you all right 1"

“Thoe gotfulness iz terrific ' chuackled
Hurroo ﬁmnsat. Ran Singh.

The man ceased fo struggle.

The momentary exciteinent {aded out
of his face, and, to the surprize of the
juniors, a glimmer of smuscinent ap-
peared in the keen eyes that staved at
thermn.

“You ! said the man.

Thera was a familiar ring 1 hiz voice,
but there was nothing familiar in the
faee. SHo far as the clhums of tho
Remove conld see, the man was an utter
stranger to dhen. :

That they were not strangees to him,
however, was clear. Theve was recogni-
tion, mingled with anmsement, in his
look.

"You zeom 1o know ns '™ =aid Harry,
staring at him.

“Oh, quite! Will you kindly allow
ma to yise, Cherpy 7

“IIalle, halle, hallo?  Ilow ihe
thump do yon know my name?™ ¢x-
claimed Bab, in astonislhnont.

“You voung as=sl  You ars bullin
into an alfair you do not wnderstand.
Get up at once, and allow me to rise”

“MNob s=o jolly [ast!” answered Bob.
“You've been pgoing through a man's
car, it his abzence, and if vou've been
pinching, wo're jolly well going to put
the slopper o, seet™

“1 don't gee what elge you can have
been up to, my man!® said IHacey
Wharton. *If vou've got anything to
Ay, you can say it; but you're jelly well
not geing unless vou can explain i

“You do not know me, Whavton 7

“You seem 0 know me” said Iarrey,
with a stare, " But I'don’t know you
from Adam. 1 belicve Ive heard your
vaice beforve, though”

The man lauaxhed.

“Take my word for it that it is all
right, and go your way, and do not
interfore ' ha seid.

“That's not good enonpgh ™ answorved
the captein of the Romove deecidedly.
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“If you've teken anylhing from thab
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“You young ass ¥

“Well, what else have you been up
to?"” demanded Johnny Bull. “You
haven't been rooting through a maun's
car for amuzement, I sbppose ?”

“Will fﬂp release me t7

“No, 1 jolly well won't[* said DBob
Cherry coolly. “And there’s enongh
of ua to handle you if you want trouble.
We'll jolly well keop you till old Mue-
colini comes back to his car, and you
can explain to him, if you won't to us.”

“You will do nothing of the sort, you
young assl T will tell you my name,
and you will understand; but you must
take great care not to uiter a single
word on the subject,”

“I don’t see that your name will make
any difference,” said Harvy, “What the
dickena e your uane, anyhow 7"

“Locke I soid the man guietly,

“Wha-a-at 1"

“TFerrers Locke 1Y

" Great pip "

Far a second the Famous Five stoved
blankly at the man pinned down in the
doorway of the car.

There was no trace of resemblance, in
hig looks, to the well-known face of iho
Ealer Street detective.

But they knew now why the voice had
seemed familiar.  Indeed, they might
have known Ferrers Locke by his voice,
but for the complete change from lis
customary appearance.

It was not only the ginger moustache,

my

but the complexion, the whole aspect of
the face, seemed quite unlike Eermrﬁ
Locke's.

But they knew, from their old ac-

naintance with the famous Baker

treet detective, that he wes & past.
master 1n the art of disguise.

“Ferrers Lockel” repeated Tinh,
almost_dizzily,

He jumped up.

The man with the ginger moustache
rose, rather stiffly. %rﬂi&hlv e Jund
collected o few aches, jaramed down on
his back in the doorway of the car. Fug
there was a gleam of amuscment i ins
eyes,

Ho picked up his hat, shot s swifi,
p_:,ilsmce. up the lane, and then looked at
the astonished juniors, smiling.

“1 should have preferred to kee
identity & secret,” he seid, “but 1 can
trust you—I am sure of that.”

i f ecourse!” stammered Harry.
“I—I say, I'm awfully sorry we butied
in, Mr. Locke. I know wou now, but
—but—you don’t look in the least like

yourself, you know——"
B‘;Wc—h'n thought—"  stammercd
.

“¥ou [ancied you saw a car-ililef ab
work ¥ smiled the detective. Y You
could hardly have thought un;,'tlﬁ:ng clen,
m the civcumstances, and, thinking =o.
you did quite vight to interfere. T coulidl
wish that Cherry's methods were a liitle
lnza drastie, perhaps——" Ho pave a
wriggle. “ My back is not made of irom,
vou know ™

“Borry, Mr. Locke!” pasped ol
"ut, of course, we thought—"

“The thankfulness was a terrific error,
Dut the exeusefuloesa is great, in e
vicdiculous ecircumsatonces ™ gaid ITarreo
Jamset Ram Singh.

Terrers Locke lanphed,

*Quito ' he eaid. I do not Llame
you—in faet, as I =zaid, yvou did auile
right. All the more so because, I think,
vou oo not like Ei‘tinnr Muecolini.”

“WNot the least little bit 1™ said Boh.
“He's a bullvicg rotter, and we've had
rows with him. But we weren't going
iv see him robbed. We never droame:d
that=—— By gum, I can hardly belivve
it's you now, sin.”
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“That's a compliment to my art of
diszuisa 1" gaid the Baker Street detee-
tive, with a smile. )

“Then—then you were going through
that dago's car as a detective [¥ ex-
claimed Bob.

“ Obviously I”

“ And that means that you're after the
dago 1" said Bob. .

“Not a very difficult deduction to
draw,” smiled Ferrers Locke. “I am,
as you express it, after the dago. But
vou will realise, I am sure, that it 1s
essential for the dage to remain un-
awara of it.”

“(Oh, of course, sir! Wa shan't say
a8 word, you can bank on that.”

“Not an esteemed or ridiculous
syllable, sahib!” assured the Nabob of

hanipur. :

“And if vou guess my motive, as pro-
bably you will, you will be careful to
say nothing of that, either|™ aaid M.
Locke. ;

“Well, we can’t help guessing that,
sir!” said Harry. “1 thought at the
time that you took no notice of Bunter's
gabble, but now—"

“Precisely 1 said Ferrers Locke.
“But T have ascertained sinco that

Bignor Muccolini - allowed Bunter to

return to the circus, and remain there,
20 obviously against his own inclina-
tion that the matier is the talk of the
whole circus.”

“1 understand,” said Harry, “and, of
course, we shan't say a word to any-
body. But, Mr. Locke, it's preity clear,
of course, that Bunter has found out
something about that dago, and is
making use of it——"

“Jt could hardly be clearer!™ zaid
pr. Locke. .

“ Yes, but—but—if it's anything really
seripus—and you must think it 1s, to
take up the matter at all—Bunter
doesn’t know 1t 1" said Harry. “ Bunter's
a silly idiot, and a hit unscrupulous,
but——="

“You need pobt be concerned for
Bunter,” said Ferrers Locke, “I am
very well acquainted with that peculiar
yvoung gentleman., He has found some-
thing out, without understanding in the
loast its real meaning. He fancies that
Muccolini has careleszly disregarded the
law in s trifling matter. [ tlink you
voung fellows are keen enough to sce
that thera iz more in it than that, and
I can only ask you to say nothing of
what you may guess or surmise™

“ Mot a word, of convse ! saidl Harry.

* And now—though I am glad to meet
you again—we are wasting time!” said
Ferrers Locke. “I did not know that
you wera in this vieinity, and if you
wonld seek somo other vicinity as fast as
you can—" ]

“That's what I call a strong hint!”
eaid Bob, laughing. “Come on, you
men. Awfully sorry we barged in, Mr.
Locke ! . }

The Famous Five lost no time. In
two or three minutes they had extracted
their bikes from behind the hedge, and
were riding away down the lane, turn-
ing into the road at the end without a
backward glance. Ferrera Locke was
left to carry on undisturbed.

Mot till they were a mile away from
the spot did the chums of the Hemove

oxchangea even a word. Then Bob
Cherry spoke.
“You fellows can see what it looks

like 12

“Not much doubt about that!™ an-
swered Harrv. " That fat fool, Bunter,
doesn’t understand, of course. But it's
lucky he chaitared that day, at Folke-
stono; it's that that put Locke on the
track.”

“ Spring 1Y sa1d Johnny Ball, “That's
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what it must be—spy-work ! That dazo
15 a spy ¥

“It can't mean anything else ! said
Harry. “If it's that, it's safe in Ferrers
Locke’s hands, Mum’s the word, so far
as we're concerned.’ .

“The muminlness will be terrifio!"

The chums of the Remove had plenty
of feod for thought as they rode home
to their lodging in Margate, They had
little, or, rather, no doubt, of the nature
of the signor's secret. And ther had
no doubt at all that the matter was
safe in the hands of the Baker Btrect
detoctive. Wary and cunning as he
was, Muecolini was no match for
Ferrers Locke,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape!

i UNTER in all his glorgI”

B grinned Bob Cherry,

And his comradez amiled.

It was the following day, and
the Famous Five were taking & walk up
and down Margate and Cliftonville,
erowwded with heliday-makers, in the
bright and sunny August weather.
Bitlly Bunter dawned on them in all
ia glory, as Bob expressed it.

In white flannels, with a Panama hat
and white shoes, Billy Bunter -looked un-
usnally elean and npeat and natte.
“Professor Bille,” it seemed, was doing
well at the circus, judging by the fac
Owl's new and rather expensive geb-up.

Bunter was not alone.

A very pretty dark-eved yvoung lady
was with him, whom the juniors recog-
nized at once az Zara, the queen of the
ring.

Bunter, it scemed, was taking Zara
out for o walls

Zara was not tall, but she over-
topped  DBunfer verr cousiderabls.
When the fat junior gave her glad looks
w-a3 le did every now and then—he
had to direct his glad gaze upward.

The top of his Panama hat being
about on the level of Zara’s chin, there
waz, naturally, & ecertain diflienlty in
the way of {}estﬂwing glad looks on
Zara.

Probabley Zara was quiie unconscious
of the glad looks.

She was not aware—uns Bunter was!
—that he wasz a handsome. fascinating.
killing sort of fellow, whom no girl
would resist.

Indeed, she thought him rather a
voung donkey and rather a vyoung
ras¢al; but, in view of the tremendous
service  she believed that he had
rendered, she tried very hard not to
think him either!

Bunter, in hiz egreglons and fatnous
fatheadedness, had rather an idea that
the gueen of the ring had “fallen 2 for
him, a5 he elegantly expressed it.

Instead of which, the queen of the
ring was tolerating him, from a sense
of pratitude for whak he was suppeosed
to have done.

She was Bunter's only ehampion in
the cireus: but she was a verv keen and
emphatic champion.,  Her Lkind and

enerans nature was moved to angay

v the refusal of evervbody else to give
Bunter credit for his gallant action.

She had not spoken a word to Marco
of late; and the words she spoke to
Tippity Tip, Wriggles, and the rest
wore gharp, nob to say acid.

All the more because evervbody was
down on Bunter did Zara stand for the
fellow who had, as she firmly believed,
risked hiz life to save her from danger.

Marco was left guite out in the cold
now, and whenever he came near the
gqueen of the ring, she froze him off
with icv glances., Bunter wais basking
in the sunshine of her smiles,

Now he was taking Zara out to tea
in Cliftonville—and he had marched her
off under the eyves of the whoela circus—
feoling mo end of a kot and a lady-
killer! He had quite enjoyed 8
eclonded, dismal look that Mareco had
cast after them.

That Bunter was pleased with him-
self and the universe generally, was
clear at a glance. Heo almost strutted.

And the chums of the Remove smilad
as they beheld him in all his glory.

Harry Wharton & Co., as they drew
nearer, raised their hats very politely
to the gueen of the riog.

Bhe acknowledged the salute with a
nod and a sinile.

Naot so0 Bunter!

. 'L[E gave the Famous Five a startled
ink.

The sight of those cheery juniors was
about as welcome to Bunter as the
ghost of Banguo to Macheth.

He was aware that they intended fo
put 1n a week or two at Margate; but
he had hoped that they would move
on, or, alternatively, as the lawyera say,
that they would come powhere near the
cireus. .

Bunter was a hero in Zara’s eves—ab
the moment! He was enjoying itl
Unly a few weeks ago the queen of the
ring had smacked his headl Now she
was all smiles and kindness. Obviously,
that was a change for the better!

But Bunter's heroie reputation with
the queen of the ring hung on & rather
glender thread. A word or twoe from
Harry Wharton would have been suffi-
gient to break the thread!

Wharton, of course, had not ths
remotest 1dea of the fat Owl's spool.
But a chance word might have heen
encugh.

S0 Bunter blinked very uneasily at
the Tamous Five, and was anxious to
get by without anyona stopping to
speak.

Wharton, however, slowed down.

He had not seen Zara sinca the
dramatic episode on the cliffs. Hp was
very far from being a fellow to make
much of what he had done, or even fo
think that he had dona very much ab
sll. But it was only natural to sup-
pose that Zara would wish to make
some allusion, ab least, to the matter.
It had not occurred te him that she
was totally unaware that he had played
any part in the resous at all, In the
belief that Zora would be glad of an
opporfunity to speak to him, VWharton

stopped. ]
Miszs Zoral™ he

* Good-afternoon,
said, O J—""

“UOh, come on, Zara!” gasped Dun-
ter. “I say, come on”

“But yvour friend wishes fo speak to
me,” said Zara, and she stagtfe .

“1 say, come on!" ur Bunter.
“¥ou don't want to let those seaside
bounders talk to vou, you know !

" You fat ass!” said Harrv.

“(Oh, really, Wharton I

“You wished to speak to me?" asked
ATA.

Wharton could not help locking sur-
prised. His Impression ﬁarl been that
.F’.”E‘ would have wished to speak to
1m.

“Only to ask vou if vou got home safo
the other day,” he said.

“Oh, wou mean when my horse
bolted 1™ =aid Zara, with a smile. “Yos,
thank you! There was no harm donc,
and I rode the horse home.”

“I say, come on!” gasped Bunter, in
terror of what might be =aid mnext
“1 say, I wish you wouldn't barme in,
Whartont I r:alf it cheel 1™

To his immense relief, Zara walled
on with him. Bunter could have gasped
with relief.
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through the car, sending him crashing
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ckwards.

“*“You young fool ! ¥’ panied the man.

B

vovering the last ten feet of the steep s]ugg with a fiying leap, Bob Cherry crashed into the man who had been rummaging

“ What the — ! “

you've pinched anything from that car, you're jolly well going to put it back again ! " said Bob,

Harry Wharton stood looking after
them for a momwent with a puzeled ex-
Fresaiun on his face, and then rejoined
13 friends, who had stopped a few
PARCES AWAY.

Certainly he did nob want a fuss made
about what he had dene, or anything
of the kind. But Zara must know (hat
the fellow who had stopped the black
Arab on the cliffs bad rizked his hie 1o
do it; and surcly a word or two of
acknowledgment would not have been
out of place.

The gipsy girl's utier indifference
puzeled hin, and perhaps irrifated him
a little.

Bunter, however, rejoiced that ihat
dangerous interview was over. YWhat
Zara would have said if the facts had
come out Bunter hardly dared to think.
Still less did he dare to think of what
she might have doue !

Zara had a temper—of which Marco
was now pgetting the chief benefit.
Bunter did not want to get the benefit
of it, any more than he wanted to lose
the plory he had so cheaply acquired.

“Don't rou want to spesk to your
iriends 1 asked Zara, surprized by the
fat Owl's haste to roll onward.

“(h, theyre not iriends of mine !
zaid Bunter. *“Just fellows I know at
school, that's all. Like their cheek to
try to hook on to me in the holidays,
vou know! That fellow Wharton is a
pushing hounder [2

“Ha does not look i, =aid Zara.

“An absolute rank outsider!” zaid
Bunter. " Don't vou ever believe any-
thing he tells vou !™

M Nonzenze 1™ sand Zara.

“Oh, reallr, vou know

s

Bunter. “Don't rou ever believe a
wortd i'.,",l saye, erpecially i e tells
O

“What 7

“0h, nothing! I—I mean

“He iz not hikely to speak fo me
again, I =sappose,” said Zara. “ But if

ik

he did, I should ecertoinly believe any-
thing he said.

“Uh erikey I zaid Bunter, in alarm.

He blinked aver a fat shoulder, and
was relieved {o sce that the Famous
Five had disappeared in the crowd on
the Northdown road.

Like the jackdaw whe drezsed himself
in peacock’s feathers, Bunter had been
in danger of being stripped of his bor-
rowed plomes, Buot the danger had
passed, and Bunter could only hope that
dara would not mecet Wharton apain,
cspecially 1f she waz going to believe
anything he said.

e piloted his lady friend into an
expensive teathop, and dismissed Harr
Wharton & Co. from his fat mind.
Basking in Zara's smiles, and econsinn-
mg enormous gquantities of foodstuffs,
Bunter was happy. Zara’s smiles were
sweot, and so were the c¢akes, the
latter probably rather outweighing the
former |

Billy Bunfer was enjoyimg Zara's
company, and it did not ocenr to lom
to wonder whether the queen of the ring
vwas enjoying his. And if it had, 1t
would never have occurred to him thaf
the answer was i the negalive.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Tippity Makes a Discovery !

i HIEER up 1™ zaid Tippity Tip.
C Cirnanit ]
“Have an 1ce "

irunt ]

“Came for a swan 'Y

Cront !

“Walk into fhe town, and push one
back with we "

Grunt !

“Bill Witliams,” eaid Ailr. Tip, “vou
am’'t what I call jolly company to-day ¥

Cerunt | )

Mr. Tip gave it opn

He was sithing on the =ands, which
were fairly thick with holiday-makers,
m the bright sunshine, Marco, the king
of the lions, sat by his szide

Tippity looked as cheery as usual, bt
Marco's face was deeply clonded. He
looked as if he was understudying tlhat
ancient king who never sniled again.

Az Mr. Tip was under notice of the
i L] .

sack ® at the civens, be really con-
sidered that he had more cause to look
glum and pleomy than Bill Willians,
wito was only under the frouwn of ihe
queen of the ring.

To Mr. Tip's practical mind, the sack
was a glummer and gloomicr matier
than the darkest of frowns from the
pretiicst of brows. But, then, M, Tip
was older than Marco, and had had a
good many more years in which to grow
wise,

Tippity, wndoubtedly, would rather
have been frowned on by Yara than
sacked by Bignor Muceolini, But he
was keeping up his cheery spirits, while
Mareco was sunk in the depths of gloon.

e had taken his friend oot for a walk
in the hope of dispelling his gloom. But
even the invigorating ailr of merry
AMlargate, even the happy erowds of
holiday-makers, did not llé the zliadow
from Marco's brow.

e sat on the sunny samde, slaring
gloomily at the sea. Exeept when Mr.
Tip spoke to him, he seoined to forget
that e had 4 companion ot all,  And
when Tippity spoke. he answered only
with a grunt, which was mnot cu-
CoUuraging.

Tippily, giving it up, watched iho
crowds passing  and re-passimg. e
grinned, and waved a hand at the sight
of five famibiar faces.

“Cheerio I he called out.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Therc's old
Tippity I" said Bob Cherry.

nd the Famous Five made their way
I'me Magxer L1BRARY.—Nu. 1,480,
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towards the epot where the clown sat
with Mareo. :

Marco did not seem to notice their
arrival. But, as Tippity nudged him,
he glanced round, gave & curt ned, and
resutned watching the zea.

The juniors glanced at him rather
curiously. DMareo had always seemed
to them a cheery. good-humoured sork
of man, but it was evident that he now
had what IFisher T. ¥ish of the Remove
wottld have called a “ grounel.”

Iowever, Tippity was cheery enough
for two. Ife waved an invitation to the
juniors to sit down on tle sand.

O ain't 16" he remarked.

“Warm!” agreed Havry Wharton,
with a smile. .

“The warmfulness iz graleful and
comlorting,” remarked Hurree Jamset-
Ram Singh, fanning himself with his
straw hat.

“This *eat bringe ont the =and
beetles,” sald Tippity. “Is that ene on
yvour neck, Mr, Jampot 1

He reached over to the nabaob,
grabbed at his dusky neck, and held up
a wriggling thing by one leg.

“Urrrgeh ! gasped Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, as he stared at it. “Thank
yvou terrifically, esteemed Tipt I did
not knaw the beastly thing was on my
idiotic neek! Urrgeh 1

“Why, there's another ! exelaimed

Tippity.
‘P&'haaa*t i

Tippity tossed the beetle awav—aor, at
least. appeared to do so—and made
another grab at the nabob's dusky neck.
Another wriggling beetle appeared in
hiz hand.

“Oh crumbs 1 gasped Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, jumping up from the sand.

He shook himself vigorously, to shake
off any further beetles.

The other juniors looked round them
rather anxiously.

They had never heard of beclles
haunting the sands of Margate before.
and ther certainly did not want any of
tha horrid, erawling ereatures on themn.
But on the sand, st least, thers were
no beetles to be seen.

“Holy pokers!” exclaimed Tippily.
“Why, you're fair covered with them,
Mr. Jampot! Look 'ere—and 'ere 1"

He jumped up and grabbed at the
nabob's shoulder, and then at his waist-
coat. Two hideous beetles wriggled in
the palm of his hand.

“Croocogh ! gasped ITurree Jam:ct
Ram Singl.

“Is thet another ¥ exelaimed Tippity.
“My eyel You've been picking up n
lot of beetles somewhere, sir.”

The nabob jerked off his jacket. Io
shook it snd waved it in the air. No
beetles, however, dropped out of it.

“Blow me, 1f there isn't another
sticking in your ‘air!™ exelaimed
Tippity.

nd he grabbed a wriggling beelle
from the nabob's dark head.

“Urrrggh 1" - :

“And there's one jest a-peeping out
under his waisteoat ™

Tippity made another
grabbed a beetle.

O came the nabob's waistcoat in a
hurry, ; :

He waved the jacket in one hand and
the waistegat 1 the other, much to the
entertainment and interest of about a
hundred people, who stared at him in
ENFPriso.

““Are they all gone?”
Singh.

“1 don't see any more,” said Tippitr,
survering him carefully. “But I think

grab, and

gasped Hurree
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there’'s one on your neck, Master
Cheres.”

“Groogh! Get it off I yelled Bob,
jumiping up.

Tippity ﬂhIigingiﬂ' hooked the beetla
off ?t wrizggled horribly as he held
it up.

“Where on earth did they come
from " exclaimed Nugent.

“There seem to be a lot of them
about,” said Tippity Tip. “'Ere, you
sit still, Master Wharton, while I get
that one off vour ear!”

Harry Wharton laughed. He remem-
bered—what his chums had for the
moment forgotten—that Tippity was a
conjurer at the cireuz. He did not
believe in those beetles. :

“Oh, leave it there!™ he said.
dou’t mind ! . )

“¥ou don’t mind?" exclaiined Nugent.

“ Not at all l”

Tippity Tip grinned, and sat down
again, with two horrid-looking beetles
wriggling in his hand.

"%ﬁmc' them away, fot goodness’
sake " exclaimed Bob. =

H:lp[.'rltj'. “Why,

ct o

“No fear 1™ answered
thev cost five bob each !

“ Wha-a-at 7" stuttered Bob. .
Tippity, chuckling, S]I?pﬂd his
meeliantcal beetles back into his pocket.

Then the juniors understood,
Hurree Singh ceased to wave his
jacket and wailsteoat.
“Yon terrific ass 1™ he exclaimed.
“Ha, ha, ha'*

“You preposterous and ridiculous
fatboad 1

FHlhuirree Singh  hastily  donned his
waistcoat and jacket.

“Ouly my little joke, gents!” said
Tippifty. “Can’t ‘elp having my little
joke! I tell xou, that Lttle trick

gonerglly gets a lavgh, It would have
tickled AMareo no end to see Mr. Jampot
a-waving of hiz jacket {o shalke off the
beetles that wa<w't there: anly, vou see,
he's in oseeh Tieh spivits alveady——>®

“h den't b oan grunted
Moo

He rese fram the sand. and, with
anctiver virt wad to fhe jonmors, wallied
awav.

“ At be merry and bright I sighed
Ale. T “Ain’t he uproariously jolly ?
Don't he look as if he finds life a
reg ler joke—what

"Anvilung the matter 7" asked Harry,

“{h, lots ! said Mr. Tip. “There’ll
bo a lot of dry eves at the Magnificont
Cireus, 1 tell wou straight., when veur
schoo! gets gomng again, and we lose
that fat covey Bunter! You'd think
that hie'd got JMarce the push instead
of me to logk at him, wouldn’t you ¥

“Ch, Bunter!” said Bob, “Dear old
Bunter ! What's his latest?”

“Well,¥ said Mr. Tip, "you blokes
know Bunter better'n 1 do! Knowing
hun like you do, wonld vou sav he was
the Llocke to do stunts like a "ere you
read about in the noospapers—jumping
at boltinz "arses and risking his life, and
s0 an and so forth "

i 1.‘,:!_1 !u

“Wihat?"

“(Oh, my hak!”

“1 mather,” =said AIr. Tip, “that you
wouldn't!  Nol!  Well, that's the
trouble. Bunter's a 'oro now—the ‘ero
of the circus—"imn! Nobody but Zara
belicves so—and she's fturned down
poot old Marco, and pgiven him the
marbic eve, because he won't believe
that Bunter dicdd it!  She thinka it's
mean of him to run down a bloke
what's done such & “ighfalutin  slunt,
jest as if a man could believe it, von
know ! Why, the fat covey as good as

ass

let out that it was all Lunkum, when
we asked him 1™

“ Buk what  asked Bolb.

“1 wish,”’ said Mr. Tip, “that I could
raeet the bloke what gane it! Zara,
being in a faint at the time, and not
seeing the bloke, has been fook in by
that spoofing frog!l But, I tell you, he
a3 good as let it out—"

“But what——" exclaimed Harry,
startled.

“It was that day the ’orse bolted.”
explained Mr, Tip. “ You haven't "eard
of it, of course; but a few dayz ago
Zara's horse bolted. and nearly pitched
her over the cliffs.”

“We know all about that,” said Balb.
“But what—"

“Well, somebody stopped that 'orse !™
paid Tippity. * And from what we got
oubk of that fat freak, he went off on a
bike for ‘eélp, leaving that lump of
lard to look after Zara while he was
gone. That's h

ow I've worked it ount,
from what he let drop without meaning
to. But Zara, rvou see, never knowed;
and when she came to, theréd was
Bunter. And she took his word for it
that it was "im done it—and I tell you
she's been on the ‘igh 'orse ever since,
becanse nobody else will swallow it

“(raat Seott!™

“And 'ow,” demanded AMr. Tip. “can
anybedy swallow it? I tell you, Bunter
as good as let out that it was all
bunkum! But Zara won't ‘ear a word
—agnd she’s got a down on old Marco
that you could chop with a meat-axe!
That's why he’s looking so merey and
bright, like you noticed !

L

“Tha fat rotteri” gasped Harry
Wharton.

“The spoofing porpoise!”  roared
Bob.

Tippity chuckled.

].P sort of get an impression,” he
remarked, “that  you coveys don't
believe ihat Bunter did it, any more
than we do at the cirens.”

“Well, hardly!” gasped Wharton.

“But I'd hke to meet the bloke what
did ! said Mr. Tip. I tell you, I ate
to ses them two at outs, and poor old
Marco down in the dumps, and that fat
fump of margarine putting on hairs
and Yara az sweeb az sugar fo him
simply because he's made a fool of
hop—"

“TE you'd like to meet the Lloke what
did.”  ecluckled Bob  Cherry, “you
haven't verrs far 1o look for the Lloke!
Me's sitling just beside you.”

“¥h 1 gasped Tippify., * Whai *7

“T'he awful rotrer ! exclaimed Whar-
ton. “I never dreamed—"

“Not rou!” stutrered Mr, Tip. _

“Zara couldn’t-have scen me follow-
ing her on my bike, and I suppose she
pever saw me afterwards,” said Haervy,
“Bhe was gone when I got back with
Mrs, Jones—I haven't seen her siongde.
11ll this “afrernocon——"

*Youl" yelled Tippriv. ]

e jumped up, in great excilement,
The holidav-inakers on the sands. wha
had been entevtained by Ilurree Singh's
performance with his_ jacket. were
further entertaine] by the snght. of Alr.
Tip eseculing what looked hke a wae-
dance. s : :

“Oh, oy eye ! trilled Me, Tip. 0,
holy pokers! Oh. kiss me and eall me
Charlev! Oh, won't 1 surprise tnat
butter-faced Inump of suck! Oh, won't
I just! Oh, this is pie!”

1t looked as if Billy Bunter’s davs aa
a hero were nnmbered !

e
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Alas for Bunter |

IGNOR MUCCOLINI grinned.
Marco smiled.
Wrigglea and Samson
chuckiag. Tippity Tip gurgled.
A dozen other faces were wreathed in
rins. All eyes were turned on Billy
unter as he walked back into the circus

EVERY SATURDAY

camp—looking fatter and ier than
ever by the side of the gracetul queen
of the ring.

Buanter %iink-ad round haughtily
through his big sp &8,

He was not quick on the up-take; but

he could see that there was some joke
on in tha circus, and that he, William
George Bunter, was the ohject of if.

All the circus company, in fact, had

i

been waiting for Bunter fo come in,
quite anxious to see him again.
Tippity Tip had gint in_an hour ago,
and had not heen long in telling the
true story of Zara's rescue. Everybody
at the Ma%niﬁﬁvaﬂt {(ircus knew 1t now,
excepting Zara—and Zara was going to
hear it. Billy Bunter’s amazing spoof
was about to be shown up—a prospect
{Continued on nexi page.)
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Street,

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers.
of the * Magnet,"” The Amalgamated
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

Write to him : Editor

London, E.C4. A stamped,

addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

the heat is so intense that one
likes to seelk & shady corner
in which to work., What n
difference to-day! As I sit down to
write this little chat by the office window
I.can hear the rain outside coming down
by the bucketfula. Will the summer
ever comn 7 Glancing throungh my paper
this morning T read the following headline :
* Heatwave expected in August!™ If
such proves to be the case you will all bo
aweltering by the time this chat of mine 18
in your hands. DBut can one be sure?
Not a bit! There ia only cne thing you
can bo sure of these days, chums, and that
is being able to get a copy of the MagreT
Saturday. No matter how dull
the weather ia, the good old paper’s always
bright—thanks to the prince of school
sto authore—TFrank Richards, His
stories of Harry Wharton & Co. are the v
best yarns obtainable. Frank Richards
believes in cloan, wholesome literature—
the type of reading matter that appeals
to all healthy-minded boys and girls.
Thers i8 not an author in the whele wide
world more competent to write echool
gtories than the great " F.R.” Although
he had filled the breach since the MagsrT
firet appeared on the bookstalls, he ia
gtill & boy at heart, and can write just
that type of school story thab every
British boy snd girl loves to read—satories
that have made his name famous in overy
quarter of the world. The boy and girl
of to-day does not want to resd nothing
But the blood-curdling, sensational type
of story—they enjoy really good stories
of school adventure with the right amount
of thrilling incident.

Having got that little lot off my chest,
now for & Eﬁw details of noxt woek's supsr
cover-to-cover story of the chums of
Greyfriars, enbitled :

“THE BOY WHO KNEW TOoO MUCH 1™
By Frank Richards.

and which, incidentally, i tho last story
in our pregent circus series. Knowing
full well what would be his fate should
Billy Dunter “ gpill the beans ” about his
epying sctivitics, Bignor Muceelini plote
to still the fat junior’s tongue once and
for all. DBut never does it cross the
gignor's mind that he is being wabched
and shadowed by a detective who never
fails to track down his quorry—Terrers
Locks | A more powerful yumn than this,
chumsg, vou've nover read, so be surs to
order your MaayeTt in good time.
“Muagnelitea " will also find something
to their liking in the grand yarn by Frank
Ticharnds gppearing in this week'’s * Gem,"
for it desortbes the oarly adventures of

UEU&LLY, at this time of the year,

Harry Wharton ot Greyfriars and the
obatacles he had to surmount to live down
the unhappy start his hasty temper had
brought about—and which had made him
the most unpopular fellow at Greyfriars.
¥t's & masterpisce this story, chums, and
a8 there must be thousands of you who
have never read these carly vamms, 1
strongly advise yvou to take advanta
of thig opportunity now b?' getting the
“Gem” to-day., In addition to the
Gmi.-i‘nnm arn, there iz also & tip-top story
dealing With the exeiting sdventures of
Tom Merry & Co., at 5t. Jim's, entitled :
*The BElack Sheep's Dupe | ! by Martin
Clifford.

hag heard that there i8 a

MAN WITHOUT FINGER-
PRINTS,
and he agks me if it ia true. There is

one case on record of a man having no
fingerprints, He is an American, and
recently applied for an identity card in
the tine. Being a forcigner, he
wasa obliged to have his fingerprinta
taken in order that they should be pub on
thecard. To their surprise, the authorities
discovered that there were no lines or
whaorls on the man's fingers, and therefore
it was impossible to take his fingerprints.
But as this is probably the only case of
its kind in the world, the absence of
fingerprints consbtitubes an even greater
means of identification than otherwise !

Here's an interesting thing that an old
waterman on the Thames was telling me

[ the other day. Did you ever know that
England's greatest river was once infested

THAMES PIRATES ?

Tt's & fact—and s pretty hefty gang the

waore, too! These pirates preyed on +a.!
sorts of ships in the Thames, stealing
gilently when they could, but never
hesiteting to attack ships when it was
necesanry., Then they would clear off
with their haul long before anyone could
got on their treck. Thero were seversl
gongs of pirates, and each had their own
particular name. One lot was known
as tho * Night Plunderers,” another as the
* Light Horsemen,” and another as ihe
“ Heavy Horsemen.” In one year alone
—1789—they attacked ships and amassed
gpaoil to the total amount of half a million
pounds sterling !

" Two years Inter a census wesd ecarried

OHE of . my Birmingham readers P

out on the river. It revealed the fack
that 37,000 Fﬁa wore employed on the
river, and of this number no fewer than
11,000 were known to. be thieves and
receivers ! It wasn't until 1798, when the
Thames Police was originally established,
that piracy began to ho stamped out on
the Thames.

From o Rothwell reader comes the
following query :
WHAT 15 A CROW'S NEST?

It's the highest look-out point on & ship.
In the old days it merely consisted of a
barrel lashed hipgh up the foremast. In
this the look-out man would squat and
search the scas for land or other vesscls.
What a difference to-day, though! The
crow's nest on the Queen Mary, for
instance, is one of the moat comfortable
laces vou could find. No longer bas the
Fnc:kﬂuf— man to scramble up the rigging
at imminent risk of being cither blown
overboard by hurricane, or washed over
by mountainows seas. The foremast
u?ﬂm Queen Mary ia hollow, and containg
& ladder by which the look-out men can
climb in comfort to their lofty position.
And it ia a lofty one! The foremasth
itself reaches a height of 234 feet above the
keel. The crow's nest is situated 130 feeb
above the sea level, and it is possible tu
gee s distance of nine miles from it in
clear weather, It iz an enclosed ateel
latform, elliptical in shape, and fitted
with aslectric heatera. Communication
with the bridge is maintained by bell
sipnala and telephones. A bit different
from an old barrel and a battered mega.

phone !

Now for a fow
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to shorter queries which soversl readers
have sent : -

Who is Zog? Zog is the king of
Albanis. His full name is Ahmed Beg
Zogu, aud he was President of the Republic
before it became a kingdom. :

. What Is an Alblne ? FPeople whose skin
i3 of & pale milky colour, and who have
rose-coloured eyos and white hair. There
are Albinos in the white, Indian, and negro

raced.
What Is a Barbetne? A hog that ia
roasted whole. In America, however,

the word is used to donote an open-air
gathering where people eat rossted
animals,

Do High Tides Affect Venice ¥ Yes, an
exceptionally high tide will food all the
streets between the canala, In such
cages it ia extromely difficult for a foreigner
to tell which is & elreet and which s o
canal, :

Is an Orange a Berry ? Yos, botanisls
class it a8 & berry.  But strangely enough,
& strawberry is not clagssod as one |

What does ** Gules " Mean? It means
a rod colouring on o coat-of-arma.  “ Oc ™
means gold, ** Arpent X means silver,
“ Purpura ™ s purple, and * Sable ™
blascl,

Were Irishmen Once Forbidden to Grow
Moustaches ¢ Yes., In the reign of
Hoenry VI 8 low was passed compelling
them to keep their upper lips shaved,

1 think this is enough for this week,
" iods you all again noxt Saturd

t you arain noxt Saturday.
¥ i YOUR EDITOR.
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that seenied to afford general entertain-
ment—aud brought a grin even to the
signor's saturnipe, swarthy face.

“'Ere ho i i I sang oub Tippity. "Sce
the conquering ‘ero cowmes—I don't
think '

“8ome hero!” chuckled Wriggles.

“Ha, ha, hat?”

Zara's eyes flashed. She was prompt
to fake up the defence of her gallant
rescucr.

“What does thiz mesn?™ she ex.

claimed.” “Why are vou all—"'

f“Zara,” exclaimed Marco, “that
voung rascal has been found out! It
was uot he who stoppoed your horse on
the cliffs—"

“ o not speak to me, Marco! I have
told you not to spuak to me until you
are rveady to do DBumter justice!™
snapped the queen of the ring. 1 will
not listen to you.”

“I-tell you he has been found oub—
1t was net he-—"

“ Nonsense |V

“Iv  warn't, Misa

Tippity.

FRubbish

“And we know who it was!” wvelled
Tippity. “Bee? 'I met the bloke and
his fmonds this afterncon. on the zands,
im‘l heard the nlmle story.”

“{Jh. erikey 1 gasped Billy Bunter.

His fal ]aw r-upped

“I—I say, Zars, don't you believe
him !"* m-‘.pr:-d the fat Owl, in disinay.
“f—1 say, ib—it ain’t true, you know !
If those chaps have been telling Tip
that Wharton did if, it's all gammon 1"

Zara stared at him.

“Wharton |” she repeated.

“ Yes—he was nowhere near the
spot 1" said Bunter. “He—he couldn't
have done it, as he wasn't there, could

Zara—" said

he? If he makes out that he was there,
it's all g‘a.mmun! Don't you believe a
word of it.” ]

“¥Yaou young rascal 1"  cxelaimed
Mareco. Ea.ra. it was the bhoy
Wharton—"

“Tt wasn't!" yelled Bunter,

“You may remember that you passed
the schoolboys on their bicyeles, ™ said
Maréo. “ Wharton saw that your horse
was running away with you,
Jowed: That voung rascal must have
seen him following your horse, though
vou did not——

“ How

“I didn't!" roarcd Bunler,
could I see him when he wasn’f there!
Nowhere near tho spot! Besides, ha
would, never have caught up with the
borse, if I hadn't been there—:"

“Then—then he did—" pgasped
Zara. _

“0Oh, no. he dido't!” answered
Bunter. " You sco, he néver cama an

the scene at all! I was there! Wharton
wasn T

“He left you with Bunter while he
went for help ! said Marco.

“Ifé didn’t I roared Euntr-r “ How
ﬂuuld he, xt'hen ]m uasnL there? TFat
lot of ;good goin help, too! Zara
was all right] 3 E came to long before
he pot back, if he ever got %:u:-k at

all.”
“iArk at him!” chortled Tippity.
*Jost, tark ™
“Ha. ha, ha!®
Zarp gazed at the fat Qwl, She had

not doubted before.  But there was
morae than doubt expressed in her face

and fol- -
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“Ther Wharlonr was there?” she eox-
claimod

“Don't I keep on telling you that he
wasn't 7" howled DBunter. "He never
went for help, and vou jolly well know
that he never came back Dbefore you
went ’

U Jest "ark 1™ chortled Tippity.

“You shut up " rouared
don't want any check from a clown!
I say, Zara, Wharton had absolutely
'n-nthmg to do with it, I did the whole
thing, All that silly ass could do was
to call a fellow names!™

“He called you mnames!”

AFa.

“Yes, because he didn't know what
to do with o girl in a faint, and I did,”
said Bunter warmly. “'Thats tho sork
of beast he ist™

“Then ho was there——*

“Oh! No! He wasn't thers ™

“"How eould he have ecalled you
namez if he was not there®" shricked
Lara.

“Oh! I—I—I mean—I—] mean, he
—he would have called me names, if—if
he'd been there ! gasped Bunter. * You
soo, he didn't knm-. what to do—I—I
mean, he wouldn't have konown what to

gasped

u-l-n.'-—qj--m}

Ia Qur Pg_pnfﬂr Companion FPaper :

| “THE BLACK SHEEP'S DUPE!"
By MARTIN CLIFFCRD.
A powertul lﬂm; story of &
Shgdjnma senior who s
fac with expuliion —
unlesz he can save Iumull

at the expense an innoe-
cent junior !

“THE FAMOUS FﬂURi"

By FR.AHK RICHARDS,

Every " Magnetite " rw;llf
greatly enjoy this story of the
early adventures of Harr
Wharton & Co—in whic
the amous Four show
their fghting qualities w

opposed to an  escaped

convict.
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do, if he'd been therﬂ—but not being
there, you know—of course he didn’t—
I mean, he wouldn't—that is, he
wasn't—"" Bunter was getting rather
confused,

Zara stamped her foot, and her dark
eves flashed at the hapless fat spoofer.

“How dare you tell such untruths?”
she exclaimed.

“Oh, really, Zara—"

“Had I known that anvone ¢lse was
thers, I should have known the truth.

¥

Why did you not tell meo that Wharton

was thore?"

“Because he—he wasn't!"” Fﬂﬂped
Punter. “He was miles away, when ho
wasz therg—""

“What?"” shrieked Zara.

“I—I—I mean, when—when he wasn't
there——" .

“It was Wharton who stopped my
horse, a5 Mareo says! Do you think
that I cannot see that now?”

“Tt wasn't!"” yelled DBunter desper-
ately, “I tell you he was mllﬂs and
miles away when he did it——"

#Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha must think me ungratefel! T

unter, “1

not know, and you did not tell me!
Now I know why you did not wish me
te speak to him to-day., MNow I know
the truth !'?

The Rash in Zara's eyes quite alermed
Bunter.

He jumped back,

Only teo well he knew that the gueen
of the ring had a temper! Now thut
tem er, plainly, was getting goiug 1
SRY, YOU—YOU—you see—
stuttered Eunten “What I mcan to
say is—vyaroooop 1"

mack !

“Oh erikey!"

Smack !

" Yaoo—hoooop 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked the circus
Ineén.

Bunter velled and dodged. He had
wondered, unecasily, what Zare would
do if she discovered the truth, Now
she had discovered it, and he was left
in no further doubt as to what she
would do—as she did it with great
Cnergy.

There was a roar of laughter from
the erowd of circus men as she smacked
his head n%ht. and left, There was a
roar from Bunter also, though not of
laughter.

Bmack, smack, smack!

“Ow! Stoppit!” shricked DBunter.
. "1 say—ryooop! Oh, you cat! Yow-
owe-ow "
“Hua, ha, hal”

Bunter bolted frantically. He holted
into Tippity Tip, who pushed him back,
with ‘a chuckle, into the reach of the
H.ma.nklug hand again,

Smack

“*¥oo uunnu i

Bunter made a
direction. Wriggles
shoved him back,

bound in another
grnhl‘ﬂ:d him, and
nce more LBCA's

hand landed on a fat head,

Smack !

“Ow! Wow! Will lj’ﬂu stop - it?"
raved Bunter. “QOw! wag going to
tell you all along—yarcoch! I was
‘going . to say—wow 1

Stnack, smack, smack !

“Oh crikey! What a cat! o
Leave off 1" zhricked Bunter.
‘my napper! Wow! Oh lor' 1™

"There 1" said Zara breathlessly.
“Now go away, and never speak to me
ugﬁm ,If you Coflc near me,
wi e

Bunter did not stay to hear the rest!
Ho holted! A roar of laughter fol-
lowed him as he went. Zara walked
away—with Mareo—leaving the cireus
men in a roar. Billy Bunter had not
enjoyed that scene at all—but every-

dy else in the Magnificent Cirous
seamed to have-enjoyed it immensely.

* * L] ¥ - ]

Bunter, the hero, was a hero no
longer! Like Lumﬁ:tr, Son of the
Morning, he had fallen from. his Ligh
estate, and great was the fall thama?

Marco and Zara. were the best of
friends again, The storm in a tea-cup
had blown over! MWhich was satisfae-
tory to everybody—excepting Bunter !

Bunter, fortunately, did not matter!

THE EHD‘;

(Tle fnal yarn in this popular circus
series in which the celebrated defective,
Ferrere Locke, ploys an fimportant
13 entitlied: “THE BOY WHO K
TO0 MUCH! Be sure to read i,
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THE SENTENCE
OF THE HEAD!

Second Side-Splitling Instalment
of Dicky Nugent's 3-part Serial :
“ FOR MOLLY BIRCHEMALL'S
SAKE 1™

“Ow! Help!™

“ Zroooo ! CGerroff my chest ! ¥

Mr. Justies and the disguised Frank Fearless
sorted themselves out on the Head’s garden-path—
mosning and groaning as thoy did se. oator
Birchemall gazed at them, with a thunderous
8 resgion on his skollarly fizz. 1

' Nice goings-on, 1 must say ! " he wrapped out.
“ Mite I%?Jlguim. Molly, what's the idea of you
running away from me like this hero t ™

Fr;::]{{ Fearloss® heart gave a wild ]ea}]‘;. The
Head was still calling hira ** Molly V'-—s0 he had not
yat {::remwtmtad his make-up !

" Well, you see, E:rp," he trilled, in a lifs.like
imitation of Moll irchemall's voice, " I've just
remombered that I had an appointmant,”

Doctor Birchermall gave en angry enorvt.

Y. And just becawse of that, you had to show me a
clean pair of heels, and nock Mr. Justiss over to
boot ? Bless my sale ! ™'

Frank Fearleas put his tung in his cheek,

" I'm awiully sorry, o he tinkled. " And I do
hoap you're not hurt, Mr, Justisa * "

0w ! Well, you did rather nock the stuffing out
of me, Mizs Molly,” confessed the Fifth Form
magter, with a rewful grin.  ** I always regarded vour
dawter, gir, as a dainty damsel, but she barged
into me like o yung bulloek +

" S8he certeinly put some becl behind it," mewsed

Hesd, gazing at his supposed dawter with a very
pekulisr cgpspression on his dial. ** I wonder——"

He oggeamined Frank Fearless more closely.

“ There's something wvory unusual sbout you
to-day, ray child,” he c¢riecd, * What strange oyea
vou have, Molly ! "

' All tho better to see vou with, pop,” (xilled Frank
Fearlesa.

* And what big carg I '

‘* All the better to hear you with, pop ! " rippled
Fearloss.

“* And what o long nose ! Nothing like the dellicate
little nose you used to have ! ™

Doctor Birchemel! reachod out and touched the
brethless junior's wig..

* And what strange hair—why, bless my sole 1™

The Heed felt the wig move. Then he gave it a
viclent tug—and Frank's golden locks came eway
in his hand ! The next momont, the Head and Mr.
Justiss yolled oub together in sheer amoazoment.

"FEARLESS ! " they shreeked.

“* Oh, crums ! groaned Fearless,
8 e

Fearless was right 3 it hed ! Quickly recovering
from hia shock, Birchemall crabbed the imposter
by the sholders, and shoolk him 1ill his teeth eattled,

i Bg hokey | I'l spon find out the wh;,.r and the
wheretore of this t ™ he eried feercely. ** What madae
you dress up as my dawter Mally ¥ Speale 1

Frank Fearless met the Head's wolfish glare with
fearless, flashing eyes. )

" Bhan't ! ¥ he said, in wringing tones. ** My lips
aro gealed ' ¥

“You'd better nnseal them soon, or T shall get
into a wax 1" ground out Dector Bivchemall, ** Hold
the rebellious yung raskal by the Lair, Justiss,
while I twist his arma !

Mr. Justiss nodded and grabbed a hoandful of
Frank's towsled mop, while the Head gave the
junior's arm a erodl, savvidge twist. The pain was
mmply terribul, but Fearless bore it in dogped silenca,
savg for a deflening roar of aggerny.

“ That's done

“Now epeak, you wvung welp'!?!? hist Dostor
Bkl o F e WP
* Yarooooo ! I refuse! ™

* Then I’ll epeak for you!' growled the Head.
“ The fakt is that my dowter has flown in the face
of my eggapresa orders and gone on the sereen 1 And

e j.iwﬁ been covering her traces ! Thaot's it, isn't
1 p

“ 0wl Asa matter of fakt, sir——"

"How dare you interrupt me ¥ !! velled Doctor
Birchemall, who was in his most unreasonable mood.
* Bhe is at present in the studio of the filin projueer,
Belew Lloyd, isn't eghel? Spealk | 12
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* Bilence, I any ! When will she be back ¥ Answer
méa ! Is there time for me to go and feich her?
Speak | Hold your tung ! "

* Wall, seir, if vou 18

" Another word from yon, and yvou'll regrot it} "
roared the Head., *' You see, my dear Justiss,” he
spid, turning te the open-mouthoed Fiflth Form
rmastar, * thers are weighs and means of compelling
a yung raslal to speak oven when he deelaras he
won't do so0 ! Fearless is konvieted out of his own
moulk, He admits that he hos aided and abbetted
my dawter in EEIJ-'I{)L against her own father ! Take
him to the punishment-room and put him on a diet of

| bread.and-water £

“ And wou, sir 7 What are you going to do ¥
asked Mr. Justiss, as his thumb amld focefinger ¢loged
over Fearless' ear,

The Head smiled grimly.

“I am going to cateh my dawter red-handed, and
order her never to darken my doorstep agein! She
has deceeved her own pop, Justiss. 1 iu.n'ﬂ nursed a
viper in my bosom, a8 it wern, and I'm going to tick
her off }Emp&ri%. Cood-hye !

And Doctor Birchemall turned towards the gates
and set off at a brisk gallop.

Half an hour later, when he arrived 4t the flm
studios on the other side of Muggleton, he was just
n birme b see his dawter tripping out of the main
entrance. Sotting his mortar-board at a determined
angle, the Head hurried forward, Buot beflore he
could reach her, a ear containing Mr. Selew Lloyd
and his wife drove up. Doctor Birchemall heard
Mrs. Selow Lloyd ofier Molly a lift back to 5t. Sam’s.
He put on a desprit spurt and gave a yell.

“Hi! Stop! Half a minnit! Do you hers 1°'

But ell that Molly heard as she stepped aboard
wag the roar of the powerful engine of the car.

The Head put in a last effort. Seeing that thera
W?ﬁjm*s reom for him on the luggidge-grid, he made
a dive.

He suxxeoded in grabbing it as the car leaped
forward—and in a cupple of jifttes he was very sovry
he had done so, for he found he was hanging on
by the skin of his teeth !

“Help! Perlieal Stoppt!” shroeked Doctor
Birchemall, &3 he clung perilousty to tho back of the
car. bBut nonoe of the occypants heard him.

In shear desperation, the Head made 3 safloty-
strap of his beard by kootting it to the back uf the
hood. That made lim feel o little more secure, but
it waa still a jolly vnecomfortable ride ; and evenchally,
when they drew near to 56, S8am’s, his little ruso had a
most unforchunit soquel, As the car began to slow
down, the Head suddenly lost his grip ! If it hadn't
been for that knotted board, he woull have rolled
into the road unhurt now that the car'a speed was
reduced, But with his face funguss tied firmly to
the car, the Head hod to travel with it whether he
liked it not!

After trailing along in the road hy his beard for a
few yards, yvelling feendisihly, he mannidged to get

]

it came about that the St. Su's fellows who hap-
pened to be near the gates justien, saw the amazing
aite of their revercd and mijestick Head racing
madly along behind the earvath the end of his
beard tiod neatly to the hoed!

Then Liie car stopped, and thsparty Mrom the film
studios realisod for the first timsthat they had been
t.ra.ilinia passonger behind tha

“What the merry diclkem!! ejackulated Mr.

Selew Liowd.

“Poap 1™ shreeked Molly {wrchemall, rushing
forward to untio her {ather’s mest.protector. But
the Head sternly waved her k.

" Touch my whiskers ot yoer poril ! " he eried.
*You aro no lmlgcr o da.v:twlf__;m | A

ii E“t-. Fap___'_ §

“ 1 refuae to diskuss the mathet | " gaid the Head,
laftily, as he disenguged his tard at last. * You
have disobeyved my orders noiib act for tha films.
Worge still, you have dr&gﬂi' me along by my
baard ! After this, you are no rmy heir t Go 1™

And the Head, with a dramsitick jesture, turned
on his heel. Unflorchunitly, basens still o bit giddy
fromm his recent egesperience, ind the dramatiic
effect was completely spoiled wlien he tripped over
and hit the roadway with hiz mee.

Bang !

“ Yeropooo ! " x

" Hg, ha, ha ! " yelled the fwiors.

Misa Molly, dabbing her €7as, returred to the
car to go homo with tho til meinen and his wile.
Jack Jolly & Co.,, shakin .1 larfter, helped
the Head to his feet. The dmaa was over—and it
was pretty evvident from 6 lara on Loctor
Birchemeall’s dial that he hadn'. fared very well.

But he had one consolation lfi, and his eyea wero
gleaming as he tramped throyhk the geteway.

“ Now for Iearlesa !’ was e ginniater remork
be uttered,

{Looks as if Frauk isin fore S ruff " time, docsn't
it, chums ¥ How he gets on, wa'll learn in the last
instalment of Dicky Nugentt funny serial next
week [—ED.)

r.d

WHEN HOCKEY, BEGINS

—NO GRINS!
Begs MARJORIE HAZELDENE

Most of you Greviiiers boys paile when you hear
Clifft Houss girls talking serjmely about hockey.
Football, you think, iz worth am' smount of serious
talkt. But hockay——ry ;

Oh, yes, I know what you th gk about hockey !
A kindergarten game for giggl- r gl.ls and softics!
That's the iden, isn’b it 1 :

Well, you're wrong! And - 2 hockey beging
this year, I'mn going to asle ye reat it with the
roapect due to a fame calling ﬁr lota of endurancs
and plenty of !.-'kiﬁ :

That's o alioek for some of you!lootbell enthusiasts,
isn't it ¢ Bat I really mcan it

Just te prove my opinion- 7 "hought of a plan
that will enable you to see th. K IHouze point of
view in thia matter. When theseason ia well atarted,
I intend to get the Hockey Comritteo at ClIff House
to issuo a challenge to any hocksy team at Grey(riars.
And if you footballera will only ¢ me down [rom the
dizzy heights in which you dwell and condescend to
accept tho challenga, I rather tink we shall teach
you that hockey ia by no raoans :he goft and simple
game you supposed it to bot
a shall sce ! 3
{Hatz off to AMise Hazeldene, lada, for pufiing us

on his feet and finish the jorney runming. And ao

in our place ! We are loghng forwerd lo that
challenge —Ep.t r

SPEED FIENDS ON
TANDEM-DE-LUXE—

And Uncle Thought They Were Safe!

After entertaining young Tubb
and Myers at hig seoside home
for & couple of days, Tubb’s
Unele John was at hiz wits® end
to know how to keep them
quiet. Tubb and Myers seomed
to have s magic gift for getting
into trouble !

If they went for a bathe, they
inevitably found an out-gize in
crabs and dropped it in thella
of the nearest sun-bather, If
they went for & walk along the
sands, they inevitably bought
ico-oreama and accidentally
dropped half of them down the
necks of dear old gentlemen
dozing in deck-chairs. If they
E}#’ﬁg ball, the ball inevitably

iffed some innocent holiday-
maker on the boko |

What was to be done to I-:enp
them out of mischief 1T Tubb's
unecle looked around—and his
oye lighted on just the thing he
wanted-—a tandem.de-luxe |

In case you'vo never seen a
teandem-de.luxe, wa'dl better
explain that it's a low, long,
rakish-looking vehiele 1n which
t.wcrl:;fenplu sit pide-by-sids and
pedal, the one on the right
steering the thing along by a
comihon- or - ganden  steerng-
wheal., Al the best seaside
regorta have been doing & roar-
ing trado in them (his =eason at
& hiring fee of two bob an hour.

Tubb's uncle asked hia two
charges if they'd like a go.
Tubb and Myers said: ** What-
hot!* and Tubb's uncle poid
four bob to get themn oub of the
way for two hours. Tubb's
uncla then settled dewn to a
ecouple of carefres hours in a
deel-chair—and Tuaubb and
Myers set off for o spin along
the promenade.

Right from the moment when
they were out of nunky's sight,

the two fags skidded inte
trouble. In the first minute
they flgored o pedestrian and

collided with n milk.cart. After
that, they swiftly flattenad out
a deck-chair (happily, empty),
and & pile of biscuit-ting, loaded
with walers for the beach ! All
this happened before they had
really got into their stride, When
they did get properly going, of
course, their bag soon mounted
up. In five minutea they had
stampeded a batch of donkeys,
knocked down a newspaper.
barrow, bashed into o bath.
chair, run over the toes of half
a dozen holidaymakers (mostl

guflering from coms), and eol-
lided with a balloon-man, there.

bg releasing o large assortment
aof ballaons |

Tubb and Myers then de-
cided thet they might find it &
littla loss erowded in the road,
20 thoy tootled off thoe prom,
and joined in the traffic stream.
Result  After o biriof interval,
half the traffic in the town was
dislocated ! We are assured by
oye-witnesses that Tubb and
Myera committed every crime
known to road.uscrs, When

the signals said * Stop," they
the signals

went on; when

said “ Go," they stopped ! They
ent in and awerved and skidded
and erosgzed mein roads with
their eves shut, and—but why
goon T Tocul along story short,
Tubb and Myers were ab the
police-station in leas than half-
an-hour, charged with dangerous
driving and obstruclting the
police jon the exceution of their
duty. Nunky had to be dragged
out of his deck.chair to get
them out of the mess : end the
owner of the tandem-de-luxe
had to send nn assistant to tow
the remains of the vehicle back
to dry-dock!

Altogether, the adventure coat
Tubb’s uncle a litte over a
tonner.

Still, he got rid of the boya
for thoe best part of an hour, so
it'a quite possible that from hig
point of view it was worth it !

A SIGHT FOR SORE
EYES!

Some of the masters are
awlally ohliging.

When Proub recently gove
leszona in golf to Wigging and
Twigg, and complained that
hia evesight woas weals, Wig-
gina and Twige were so obliging
that they starfed meking
i “apectacles” of themaclves!

TEMPLE PREPARES
FOR NEXT TERM!

Chortles TOM BROWN

Exploring a eave one day during the hcls., lads, T
had quite an eerie adventure, Eut perhops I oughs
to call it “ Ea.r~i1:.'* It certainly effected my ears
more than anything elso !

When I first toddied into the cave, everythine was
dead quiet, and I took it for granted that I was the
cnly chap there. You can jmagine how I jumped
when a deafening voice suddenly reared in my ears -
“NQO RATIONAL MAN N  SBERIOUSLY
MAINTAINTHAT A ROLLING STONE GATHELS
NGO MOsSs 1 22

* What the thump ! ' T gaaped.

“ THE POSITION IS NABLE | ' hellawerd
the gigantio veice. * THE ARGUMENT LUD1.
CROUS! A ROLLING STONE GATHERS NO
MOs5, TNDEED! COULD ANYTHING BRI
MOBRE FATUOUS ¢

I don’t mind admitting, old pals, that my spine
hs::-gaq to ereep just o flittle I Alone in a cave with a
lunatic ! It wae & jolly uonerving thought, I can
tell you. Whe eolse, but 8 giddy maniac would
stand in & deserfed cave, yelling himself hooreo
about whether or not rollivg stonea gathered moss ?

The deafening argument went on, and I staried]

to tip-tte out. Then I paussd. Somehow thers
was something {familiar about that voice. The rave
magnified it out of all proportion, bat I atill seemed
to recognise it a8 gomothing I had heard betore !
] Pluqkmg up my courage, I crept back again il
investigated. And, believe it or not, the Ioony
with the voice was none other than our old pal, Ceril
Reginald Temple !

* Templa ! " T yelled.

The deafening din stopped, and in the grey light
of the cave, Tomple blushed.

" What the dickens are yvou doing liere 7 ho
growled. * 1 thought. [ was on my own ! ™!

" Bub what's the idea ¥ 7' I howled.

Temple coughed.

“Well, as o mattor of fact, I've been using this
cave as & sort of pruetice-room lor publie speaking.
I'm gotting in irim for the Debating Society next
term. Our first delrate is on the propoesl that a
rolling slons pathers no moss, :mcF I'm the chiel
speaker against it. Sea 1™

I saw—and roared ! And tho chances are that I
shall roar even wore when I listen to the debato
and compare Temple's subdued mouthings with ths
stentorian shouts 1 heard that morning in the cavo !

“WHY BUY BLACK-
BERRIES?”

Asked OGILVY

Ogilvy asked Rake, " Why buy blackheriies, when
you ¢an po oubt with a basket amd pick 'em fur
nothing 1.0 As Rake wasn't propared with an answer
ho aEmcrI te join Opilvy in & blackberrying expedition.

They sot out with two big baskels—and bags of
optimism ! Ogilvy knew whers to go and he led tha
way. When the bhad-tempered bull that happoened
to bo in the same ficll camo charging down on {hem
ho also led the way out !

Undismayed, Ogilvy found fresh felds and pasturcs
new—and in o brace ol shokes, he and bis henehman
were being chosed off by an angry farmer with a
hunting-crop !

Qgilvy consulted a roadmender, and learned of a
fine blackberrving-pround further afield. 1L was
a gixpenny bus.ride —and when they arrived, it was
only to find that ofher colleetors had got in fivst and
taken the lot!

After that, lunch seemed called for, so they made
for the nearest villago and apent five bob on ents
at an inn. Then more Lus-ridea and searchings,
until sunzet, when they found what they were after
and managed to palber sbout a pound of rather
maggoty blackberrices before nightfall,

Experts assessed the valoe of their haul at Feur-
pence.  Tho day’s expenses amounted to twelve-and.
gevenpoence-ha’peny. .

Bo now (Lidlvy knows the answer o his question ;
y \‘l."h:!,r bu}' Babage- Lo bt races § 7°




