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GREAT AND GLORIOUS NEWS BELOW, BOYS!

Street,

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers,
of the " Magnet,” The Amalgamated
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

‘Write {0 him : Editor

London, E.C.4. A stamped,

addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

lant few weeks, my ehat hag been
somewhat crowded out. Now,
. with a full at my dispoasl,

I mtend to make mqsﬂ. gf it-t.!;l'::|

You've all heard the old saying: " An
spple & day keeps the doctor away 1" —
haven’t vou ? ell, this week, strange
to say, ong of my reader.chums, Georpe
Groves {of Littlehampton), writes to say
that he hasn’t eaten an apple for five
vears, vet ho's as fit and well a8 any feliow
eould wish to be. “ The only tpnic I
ever take,’’ so George goes on to say, **is
the good old M.m'ﬂﬂr " And ﬂﬁrga 8
not & bad judge—what 1 Believe it or
not, choms, when I have a fit of the
* blues,” I settle myself mmfm‘tn’hl;; in &
chair, and read the next Frank Richarda
yarn. Then, hey prestol_all's well

.

Take, for instance, our kiwmnt SeTION
of cireus yams., Whe could belp smiling
st the amusing and smazing santics of
Biily Bunter ! And what a cute move of
hig it was to dodge innumerable lickings
by secking refuge at Muceolini’s Circua?
There are certzinly no fies on anr ** Billy.™

The next yam in thas super semnes,
entitled :

“ FROM SCHOOL TO CIRCUS!™

will ahsolutely send wvou into fis of
lavghter. Having given Marco, the famous
lion-temer, the mistaken impression that
he iz a real plucked "un, Billy Bunter has
a wonderful chance of throwing his weight
about—and our tame p iso is not the
fellow to let such chances like the sun-
beams pass him by ! .

This grand new series promises to be
such a record-breaker, chums, that [ have
persuaded Frank Richards to burn the
midnight oil and wrnte longer stornes,
Commencing the week alter next—in our
imsue dated July 26th—The Macxer will
contain

Ofﬁlzﬁ} to pressure of space the

COVER To COVER

stories of Harry Wharton & Co., the
chums  of Greyfriars. Isn't this just
gtunning news—what 1

The *“ Greyiriars Herald,” of" course,
will continne to appear in our centre
pages, and in addition to the contributions
of the boys of Greyfriars, there will be
soma really pithy paragraphs writtéen b
Marjorie Hﬂ.zr:aldul:m & {gﬂu.,P of Cliff H u-uEi
School, which should give an acdded
interest to our vast number of girl readers.
This supplement atill maintams an im-
mense populanty, end moat dessrvedly,
too! Harry Wharton & Co. have dene
their best to amuse vou, and being boys
themselves, they know just how a supple.
ment should be run.  Well, now the girls
have got 8 chance as well !

By way of a change, we'll have
A FEW BRAIN-TEASERS !

1. A hiker came to six cross-roads,
Tre Macxner LipRany.—No. 1,482,

He wanted to reach a certain town, but
ab the cross-roads he found the signpost
was blown down.  As there was no passer-
by to ask the way, how did the hiker find
cut which road to take to get to the town
he wanted ?

2. How long is A piece of string ¥

3. What is the opposite of ** Not in " ?

4. If you were & member of the police
foree and during the execution of your
duty you found & taxicab driver gagged
and bound to some iron railings, while his
amailant broke open his taximeter, would
you ch the assnilant with thelt or
robbery with violence 1

5. How far can’s dog run into 4 wood ?

6. it's in the middle of water—yet
completely dry., What is it 7

For the answers to these teasers, see
end of chat.

EORGE HODGEON, of Chelten-

ham, ie one of my Incky readers,

He tells me that he'is going to

spend a holiday cruising, this

summer, and in the cowrse of the eruise he

will eross tho Equator. He asks me to
tell him something about

“ CROSSING THE LINE.”

Why do sailors dresgup ag Neptune
and his court, and carry out an olaborate
ceremmany of *“initiating ' vietims whe
have never before ecrossed the Equator?
This is one of the oldest superstitions of
the sea, and dates from the very earliest
dayvs.

In theose ddays sailors believed that
E'G;ftune was actually the god of the sea,
and that the Equator was the centre of
hig domain. They imagined that it was
necessary, when '* crossing the line,” to
make a sacrifice to Neptune. The old
guperstition died eut, but the custom has
heen kept up to thiz day. XNowadays,
it is & very intercating and jolly ceremaony.
Sailors dressed-up as Neptune, his wife,
his court, his barber, and his pol.cemen
* come sboard " the ship. The policcmen
round up eéveryone who has not pre-
viously crossed the line. The victima are
then * lathered ™ with » special com.
position, shaved with hoop-iron, and then
thrown into a bath where they are ducked
by the court, who ave generally called
" bears.' _

I may tell vou that Neptune doesn't
et off secot-free himself. YWhen the
usiness of initiating the victims has been

eartied out, the sea-god-and his court are
promptly shun
and zoundly ducked by their vietims?

A little while ago, I met a sailor who
had heen
HUNDREDS OF TIMES ACROSS THE
LINE !

He had erossed 1t so many times, in lzet,
that it was impossible for him to keep count
of the number. This was how 1t hap-
pened :

Puring the War a German commerce
raider broke through our northern patrol
lines, and made off to the South Atlantic,
British eruisers were sent down to establieh

into the bath themselves, | P

tpatrel lines in an endeavour to pick up
traces of the raider. One particular
crunger wan detailed to patrol right on the
very line of the Equator. But she did not
cruse in an ordinary casterly or westerly
direction. She " zigzagred ' from side
to side on her course. The result was that
every hour she c¢rossed the Equator
several times. And. as this cruiser wos
on patrol there for many weeks, you can
see that it would take a great deal of
working out to discover exactly how
many times she had’ erossed the iine.
And wyet, on the other hand, there are

) sailors who have spent- all their lives at

sen, and have never crossed the
onee !

L will say this,  though—one needn’t
cross the Equator to get a copy of our
companion paper, “ Tha Gém,” in which
are nppmtm% the early stories of Harry
Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars! In. this
weelk’s bumper issue you will read how that
gppulﬂ.r character, Hurree Jamset Ham

ingh, the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur,
made his advent at Greyfriars, and how
he taught Bulstrode the bully of the

» Just where to get off 1 Yo will
also learn how * Inky “ﬁmna associated
with Harry ‘ii.’hartnn, Frank Nugent, and
Bab Cherry, which led up to the formin
of the .Famous Feur. If wou are no
already reading these tip-top stories, you
H;!_;:ul-:l start  doing sb without delzy.

¥ your newsagent & visit and aco

of '* ;‘ha {em " to-day? & R

quater

- here are a few items I have
collected for you regarding

THIS WEIRD WORLD OF OQURS.

Where Caged Birds are Taxed. Opmers
of birds in ¢ages in Changsu, China, have
to pay & tax of Is. 6d. per bird. The
money 14 to be used for purchasing eero-
planes for the defence of Chins.

A Froniier that Is to Become a Park !
The CGovernments of the United States
and Mexico propose to set aside one and
a half million acres of land on both sides
of the frontier, as an international park.
It will contain seme of the finest country
on the American continent.

Human Life Kept o Cold Storage ! This
is the claim made an  American
professor. He saye that it will scon be
possible to keep human beings in cold
gtorage for s long as two hundred yeara.
Then they will be revived, like super Rip
Van Winkles !

Waiting for a Message from Mars., An
smateur scientist in South London hos
picked uwp mysterious wireless messages
which, he claime, can come from no
terrestrial source. He believes that people
on tho planet Mars are frying to pet into
contact with the earth !

The Scidier who Lives at Sea. A retired
Army officer has hit upon a novel way of
living. He spenda all his time as a
passenger, travelling between Australia
and England. He has asked the shipping
com to reserve his cabin for the rest
of his life !

NOW. just ta finish off my chat,
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Here are the anawers to the °' teasera ™
I gave vou earlier on in my chat :

1. The biker kmew the town from which
he had come. He simply lifted up the sign-
ost, pointed the srm bearing that name
i the direction from which he had come—
and the other arma then pointed in their
proper directions ! Simple, i=n’t it !

2. Twice as long as the distance from
the end te the centre, of couree !

3. In. You surely never thought it
was " Out "1

4. Neither. There is no money in &
taximeter.

5. To the middle only.
running ouk |

G. T {Tea}. .

And thats all for this week, chuma.
ileet you all apnin, next week !

YOUR EDITOR.

After that, he's




THE OWL OF THE GREYFRIARS REMOVE IN ANOTHER STAR TURN !

Blu.\r BUNTER'S BUNK
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The Second Yarn in Our Uproariously Funny Circus Series, featuring HARRY WHARTON & CO,,
the World-Famous Chums of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Charge !

@ UzZzZ "
B "o
Billy Bunter

. . heeded neither
injunction.

He did not buze, and he did not
bunk. He stepped into Study Ne. 1 in
the Remove, shul the door after hum
gquickly, and stood pasping for breath.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugcenot
gave him a glarve.

They were working under pressuve in
Study Neo. 1

It was not & time usually devoted Lo
work in a study, heing the interval
between dinner and  afternoon school,
And it was a hot July alternocon, when
no fellow could poszsibly want to be
indoors if he could possibly get out.
But it could not be helped.

ITavrry Wharton, sitting at the table,
was writing lines at express speed,
Frank Nugoent, sitting on the table, was
reading tﬁom aloud fo him, to save
time 28 he wrote. On the table lay a
cricket bat, which Harry Wharton was
much more anxious to handle than the

1. There was time to put in some
ericket before the bell rang for class.
But a hundred lines for Leder stood
in the way, Wharlon was getting them
out of the way as fast as he could.
Moments were precious, and interrup-
tions were not wanted.

il

“I =ay, vyou fellows—=
Diurter breathlessly.

“Bhut up 1™

“Buat I say

began

¥

(et out I™

* Likely, with that beast Temple of
the Fourth hunting for me !” said Dilly
Bunicr. “I'm not sure 1 dodged him.
If he spotted me on the staips, he will
be after me, 1 say—"

Cahut up!” howled Irank Nugent.
Vix e conspectu Siculw

“What the dickens are

vou stick: g

in thiz study for?" asked Bunter. “1
never cxpected to find  you  here.
e

e S

“*Stay and be flogged by the
Head ! No, a thousand times
no !** says Billy Bunter, the
porpoise of <the Greyiriars
Remove. **I'm for the cireus-
ring, where 1 ean be a big
noise and a great gun ! ™

Frowsting about indoors in  thie
weathep—"

“—telluris in altum——>" woent on
Nugoent.

Wharlon's pen raced.

“f 2ay a3

“Will vou shut up?” howled the,

captain of the Remove, * You can slick
there if von Jike, if you keep guist,
I've gob to gt Hmw lines done for
Loder of the Sixth.”

“Blacker 1™ maid Dunler
gave vou those lines yestowdav,
had lots of time vesforday '

3 Lnr_'lvr
Y ou

*Bhut up, you burbling chum
Dry up, you screeching owl! (Give
vour jawbone a rest, you burbling
bandersnateh 1

“Oh, really, Wharion—"

“e—vela dabant leti—" went on

INugent.

“T sav, if that beast Temple roots me
out in this study, will vou chaps handle
him ¥ asked Bunter. “It's o bit thick
for a Tourth Form cad to chase a
Femove man up to the studies. He
makes out——="'

H’Qt iok 1

“"He makez out that T bagged his
ficket for Muccolini's Cireus the ofher
claj,* and he wants me to pay lhm for

He savs he's poing to kick me every
t:mr—: he sees me il I square——"

“Shut up ¥

“Of ecourse, I'd pay for fhe ficket
if X had it. I've told Temple that X
never saw him drop it in the guad,
and never picked it up. Deszides, how
was I to know that it was his ticket 7
1liz name wasn't en ik’

Harry Wharton ccased to ecvibble,
and gave the faot Owl of the Remove a
concentraled  glare acress the siudy
table,

“¥ou Dblithering bandersnateh.”  he
hooled, “I've got to get these lines
done for Loder, They ought to have
been handed in vesterday—"

“Youn shouldn't be so jolly lazy ™
said Tunter.  “Never pnt off Gill to-
MU oW what you can do to-day, old
chap."

I'hat was sonnd adviee. DBub it was
not of mueh uwse ta a fellow who had

Tne Maicxer Lianary.—No. 1,482,
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pit off till to-day what he ought to have
done. yesterdsy. It often happened
that lines were put off till the latest
possible moment—especially in bright
summer weather, when fellows had so
very many things to occupy their time.

~ Harry Wharton was well aware that
it would have been judicious to get
that *impot* done at onco, ocspecially
when he was dealing with so unpleasant
a_prefect as Gerald Loder, the bully
of the Sixth, Neverthelezs, the lines
had remained unwritten; and now
Loder had caught him, poing dewn to
tha cricket, and semt him back to the
House to write them. DBunter’s advice
was sonidd, but 1t was uvseless, and it
was also exasperating.

“If yon don’t shut wup,” said the
captain of the Remove, “I'll buzz the
mkpot at you. Loder's given mo half
an liour io get this rot donc—and do
you think I want him to come after me
wnd give me six instead 17

“Well, I'm not stopping you!” said
Bunier, “But I think you fellows
might stand by a chap i{ a Fourth
Form man butts in and——"

Harry Wharton grasped the inkpot.
“Are you shutting up " he roared.
“Beast I

Billy Bunter shut up. Shutting up
was not his long suit. It was said in
the Greyfriars Remove that Bunter had
dmc-_:.vered the secret of perpetual
motion, and exemnplified the same with
his fat chin. But he did not want the
inkpot, so at last he shut up.

“—et spumas salis aere ruebant *
went on Nugent, and Harry Wharton's
pen raced again.

He was working against time, for the
helf-hour was pearly up, Not only did
he want to get down to oricket hefors
class, but he did not want the bully of
ic_h-& Bixth to come inguiring after those
ines,

Any other Greyfriars prefect would
have given a fellow a chance, but not
Loder. Loder had a special down on
Btudy No. 1, and was not likely to
misa the least excuse for handling his
allicial ashplant.

Nugent rattled on, and Wharton's
pen raced; and Billy Bunter grunted,
and refrained from further remarks.

He listened anxiously at the door.

He was sure—almost sure—that he
had dodged that beast, Cecil Reginald
Temple of the Fourth Form. Bgut he
dreaded to hear the sound of. the
avenger's footsteps, Temple of the
Fourth seemed guite annoyed about the
loss of that ticket for the circus. Bunter
would not have minded that, had not
Temple's annoyance found expression in
kicking the fat Owl who had bapged
his ticket. Bunter minded that very
mueh indeed.

“Oh ecrikey!” gasped Bunter sud-
cu!_);,".

“Shut up I*

“I ¢an hear somebody—"

“Quiet [

“1 say, if it'a Temple——*

“Do you want the inkpot?™

11} EE&.E.-t 1]!

Bunter shut up again. Wharton’s

little worries, and the possibility of
“six ¥ from the prefect’s ashplant, did
not bother Bunter at :a;]ll.J What
worried Bunter was the possibility of
being run down by the angry and indig-
nant Fourth Former and kicked along
the Remove passage. Having used
Temple’s ticket for the circus, Bunter
was willing to let the whole matter
drop. 'Temple seemed determined not

Tmug Maicker Leragy.—No. 1,482
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to let it drop.
the reckoning.

“ He—he—he's
Bunter.

Footsteps came along 1he Remove
passage from: the stairs. They might
have been any fellow's footsteps—but
Bunter dreaded that they avere
Temple's.

He gave the chums of the Remove

After the [lcast came

coming ! groaned

an appealing blink through his big
spectacles. But the'; were absolutely
indilferent to Bunter's moes, Nugent

read out lines, and Wharton wrote them
down, both going strong. Neither did
they see any reason why Bunter should
not be kicked. Bagging another fellow’s
ticket for the circus was asking for it,
and it was only fair and reascnable for
the Owl of the Remove to receive that
for which he asked,
“Beasts 1" hissed Bunter.

There was no help from the captain
of the Remove or hiz c¢hum. And the
footsteps were drawing nearer, If they
stopped at Study No, 1——

In sheer desperation, Billy Bunter
grabbed the ericket bat from the table.
Twice that day already had the indig-
nant Temple kicked him —onee in morn-
ing break, once after dinner, A third
application of boot-leather to his tight
trousers was altogether toc much, The
worm will turn1  Bunter did not per-
haps regard himself as a worm—but he

turned |
by the
ﬂunter

Grasping the ericket bat
handle with both fat hands,

posted himself just inside the dJdoor—
ready to charge!

If the footsteps passesd on up the
passage, well and
at Study No. 1, Bunter was cornered—
and the worm was going to turn!

A sudden charge with the cricket
bat the instant Temple cpened the door
would do tha trick.

Any fellow suddenly charged in the
waistcoat with the busipess-end of a
cricket bat would be out of action for
a time—at least long enough for a2
hunted Owl to send and seck safety in
flight1

Bunter's fat mind was made up! It
was that—or kicking ! It wasz going to
be that—and that was that!

Ho grasped the bat, standing at the
“ready,” with hiz eyes gleaming
through his spectacles. If that door
opened—-

The footsteps stoppedl
opaned—

Bunter charged |

Crash |

Bang went the end of the bat into a
waisteoat, quite according to plan.
Back went the recipient thereof,
staggering across the passage, with a
wild and winded gurgle. He sat down,
with a bump! He gasped!

So did Bunter |

For one single second Billy Bunter
stood blinking in horror at Loder of
the Bixth, sitting spluttering. It was
not Temple of the Fourth! It was

Loder of the Bixth! It was not a
wrathy Fourth Former after Bunter!

The door

It was a Sixth Form prefect after
Wharton! And that Bixtk Form
prefect sat in tho passage, clasping

both hands to hiz waisicoat, gurgling
horribly.

Ona blink Bunter gave him.

Then he flew !

Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle !

The horrid sound died away behind
Billy DBunter, as he went down the
Remove staircase three stops at a time.

If they stopped’

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunter !

R. QUELCH frowned.
: M If there was one fault that

the ERemove master disliked
_ more than another 1 I
Form, it was unpunctuality.

Quelch was always on time himself:
to the second. He expected the same
of others. Needless to say, he was often
disappointed.

No ndﬁv disappointed him
than Billy Bunter.

Even Lord Mauleverer was not guito
zo lazy, dilatory, and. unpunctual as
the fat Owl. Bunter easily held the
record for being Iante for class. MNow,
on this warm Eul afterncon, he was
lato again—Ilater thar usual.

The Remove were all in their places
—except  Bunter. Henry Samuel
Quelch was taking them in Roman
history. Bunter was losing the chance
of acquiring some valuable knowledge
of the early Roman emperors. He was
noh likely to miss it.  But Queleh missed
Bunter—ivhich was what mattered.

Some of the fellows wondered whera
Bunter was, and what he fancied he
was up to, when Homan history had
been going on for a quarter of an hour
—minus Bunter.

Lots of fellows would have liked to
spend that afterpcon outside the Form-
room. It was glorious July sunshine
without—dusky and a little stufty
within. A pull on the Sark, a knock at
the nets, or a wisit to the circus on
Courtfield Common, would have Leaten
Roman emperors hollow as ap enter-
teinment.

But in this weary world, fellows can-
not always do as they hke—and the
Remove were in, not oubt; except
Bunter. Bunter, it zeemed, was giving
himself a little boliday.

If he was enjoying 1t, the expression
on Queleh's face hinted that he would
not enjoy what was to follow.

Quelch’s face grow grimmer and
grimmer. When the Form-room clock
indicated that twenty minutes of the
history hour had elapsed, Quelch sud-
denly dropped Roman emperors, and
referred to Bunter.

“Wharton |” He addressed Wharton,
a3 head boy. “Do you know why
Bunter has not come in?*

“ No, sir 1” answered Harry.

“Do you know where he 1577

“No, sir IV

Wharton and Nugent hasd been the
last to see Bunter. DBut they had not
seen him since he had scooted past the

asping Loder, and vanished down the

emove etaircase, Since that time,
Bunter had been understudying the coy
violet, and keeping in guiet seclusion—
where, nobogdy knew. But Wharton
and Nugcent could guess that he was
keeping out of the way of Leoder of the
Sixth.

Wharton wondered whether, deep in
some hiding-place, the scared Owl had
failed to hear the bell for class. Any-
how, he had not reappeared.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“Does any boy hera know where
Bunter 15'"” he asked.

Nobody know.

Grimmer %‘N‘H" the brow of Ilenry
HSamuel Quelch. Roman hislory was
resumed. Five minutes later, the door
of the Form-room opened and Billy
Bunter rolled in.

All eyes were fixed on Duonter at
OTed. -

The fat junior gave Quelch a stealthy
blink through hia big spectoacles, amd
trod zoftly towards hia place. Perhaps
he hoped to insinuate Elmmlf quietly

1M sil3
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into the Form, without drawing his
Form-master’s attention.

If s0, that hope Erm‘ed delusive.
Quelech’s voice came like the bark of a
startled watch-dog.

“ Bunter 1™

“Oh! YXes, sir! I=I hope I'm not
late [ gaspe& Bunter.

“Hepeful nature, Bunter’s!® whis-
pered Skinner to Vernon-Smith; and
the Bounder grinned.

“You hope you are not late, Bunter |”
thundered the Remove master. “You
are twenty-five minutes late, or nearly.”

“Q0Oh, sir! Sorry, sir! I—I couldn't
“I—I was

Quelech

help it1” gasped Bunter,

—was waiting, sir—"
“Watting "

Llankly.

repeated IMr.

n— . ——
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I—I was too far away to hear it when I
heard it, sir—"

“¥What 7

_"ﬁ—l mean, when I dida't hear it
&ir I’

Mer. Queleh picked up & cane from his
desk.

“You
Bunter.”

“0h lor' I*

Whack !

"Wow I#

“Now go to vour place!” said Mr.
Quelch, frowning.

Bunter went to his place. Ha
wriggled az he sat down. Still, he was
not  dissatisfied. He would have
wriggled a great deal more, he knew, if
g? tll:ad fallen in with Loder of the

ixth,

will bend over that form,

5

Quelch to keep him in, instead of
whopping him for unpunctuality.

However, Quelch had whopped him,
and he was not kept in; and when the
clock indicated that the history hour
was up Bunter was booked to leave the
Form-room with the rest.

Mr. Quelch dismissed his Form, and
sat at his high desk, with & pile of
papers before him, He was going
through those papers before he left the

orm-room himself,

The Remove marched out.

In the broad corridor outside, Billy
Bunter looked this way and that way,
like Moses of old. But the Sixth were
not oubt yet, and the coast was clear—
so far as Gersld Loder was concerned.
In other respects, it was not ; for Mr.
Capper had already dismissed the

Loder reached ont to grasp a fat shoulder, as Billy Bunter made a jump to boli. Sguash ! Hardly knowlng what he did in
his alarm and terror, the Owl of the Remove slammed the jam tart in Loder's face. It squashed there, over the prelect’s

features.

“I—I mean—=" stammersd Bunter.
“YWhat do you mean, Dunter ™

“I—I mean, the Bixth have only just

ne m, sir——"

“The Bixth? exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir, and—and—I—I-—I mean—
that is--I-—I never heard the bell, sir,
That's what I meant to say, sri"

BMre. Queleh’s gimlet eves glittered at
the fat Owl. The Sixth Form had gone
to their Form-room that afternocon later
than the Bemovoe. But that had nothin
to do with Dunter—so far as Quclnﬂ%
know,

Why Bunter should have waited till
{he Sixth were gone in was quite a
mivebery—though i1t was a mystery to
which Wharton and Nugent had the
clue. Loder, of course, had gone in
with the rest of the Sixth; and Bunter
had waited till the coast was eloar
Linfore heading for the Remove-room.

“I=I never heard the bell, sir!®
rtammered Bunter, blink#g uneasily at
his Form-master’s thunderows brow.
“I—I was down at the nets, sir, and

“ Urrrrgh ! ™ gurgled Loder.

He had ezcaped Loder, so far. After
that awful mistake at the door of
Study No. 1 in the Remove, Loder had
been two or three minutes getting his
sepond wind before he could start in
pursuit of Bunter. Bunter had not
wasted & second, in those two or three
minutes,

The fat Owl had parked himself in a
far, secluded corner, till he was certain
that the Sixth had gone in. Now he was
safe in hizs Form-reom. IHe was almost
the only fellow in the Remove who was

lad to be there, that sunny sfternoon.

t was true that he was not keen on
Roman history, or any other kind of
knowledge. ut he was safoe from

oder.

For the first time in his fat career,
EBilly Bunter regretted that there was
only one hour of school on that partic-

ular afterncon. r He: was by no means
anxious to quit the shelter of the
Yorm-room. Me would have preferred

history with Queleh, or even maths
with L&E:mllc-s, to a mecting with Loder
of the Sixth. He would have preferred

* Why, I—I—I'll—urrrggh | Gurrggh [ **

Fourth; and Temple of that Form was
wailting at the corner—Bunter could
guess why.

“I say, you fellows, hold on 1" gasped
the dismared Owl. “1 say—"

Harry Wharton & Co, came to a halt,
Hitherto they had seen no reason why
Temple of the Fourth should not take
the value of his lost circus ticket out of
Bunter in kicking. But, considering
what the hapless Owl had coming to
him from Loder of the Sixth, they
decided that he required no more from
Cectl Reginald,

“Waiting for vou, Bunter [ said the

dandy of the Fourth n.p;rq:ren'il.-lf. “Are
you sguaring for that ticket you
pinched ™

“0h, really, Temple—" Bunier

backed round the Famous Five.

HChuek it, Temple, old bean[" said
Harry Wharion. " DBuonter's got Loder
of the Sixte after him——*"

“Blow Loder I answered Tnm_ple.

“Don't you fthink Bunter's had
enough 7" asked DBob Cherry.

Tuweg MacNer Lisrany.—No. 1,482,
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“Net at all1? )

“Loder's going to skin him ! said
Huql:’.-nt i

" More power to his elbow.™

“My esteemed and idiotic Temple,”
remonstrated Hurrce Jamset atn
Singh.

“Will vou fellows get out of the
' “'3'?'?", asked Templa.

“Bhift us 1" suggested Johnny Bull

“MNow, look here, Temple,” =aid the
captain of the Remove, *that benighted
nga banped Loder in tho bread-basket
with a cricket bat, and Loder will skin

him alive B2o yvou can let him off—
zop 1M

“I'm guin% to kiek him."

“¥ou worn't let him off

“Wo!" roared Temple.

“8it on him 1" said Harry.

The next moment Ceeill Reginald
Temple was whirling in the grasp of five
pairs of hands. A moment more and he
was down on the corridor floor, splutter-
ing for breath, with Bob Cherry stand-
ing on hiz legs, and Johnny Euﬂ' sitting
on his chest

‘““He, he, ha " cackled. Bunter.

“Cut the cackle and beat it1" said
the ecaptain of the Remove.

Billy Bunter promptly beat it

Temple heaved and struggled and
roaved. But he heaved and strugglcd
and reaved in vain. The Famous Five
had quite decided that Bunter had
enough coming to him without any from
Temple. Also, there was a certain
amount of harmless and necessary enter-
tainment in pinning Cecil Reginald to
the floor. The dandy of the Fourth was
very particular about his clothes, and
they were geiting rather dusty now.

“Will you leggo?” welled Temple.

“Will you gerroff ™
“Keep stll, old bean!” said Bob.

THE MAGNET

“ITow can 1 stand on your legs if you
keep on wngghlmg like that ¥

“Yurrrrrggh ! Gerrofl 1#

“ Keep still, fathead! YWith all thy
faults I love thea stil] i -

“Ha, ha, ha!'

"Gerroff ! I'N-=T'l—yoop —-T'lI—"

The Remova Form door opened, and
Mr. Quelch E]:mced outk,

“"What——" he began.

Five juniors vanished down the
corridor like five ghosts at cock-crow,
Temple, breathless and dusty, picked
himself up and tottered after fhem,
Mr, Quelcﬁ ave a snort, and shat the
Form-room door again.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Any Port In g Storm !

BAY, vou fellows ™
“Poor old Bunter !”
“I—I say, it—it's

groaned Bunter,

B

awfyl "™

“The awiuiness 15 terrific!™ said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh  sym-
pathetical'y.

All the Famous I'ive were sym-

pathetic,

Bunter, it was clear, was in a bad box,

So far, Loder of the Sixth had not
found him; but the Sixth were out of
their Form-room now, and ihere was no
shadow of doubt that Gereld Loder was
looking for Bunter.

Liven a good-tempered prefect, even
old Wingate, would certainly have given
& Junior toco for jamming a cricket bat
like a battering-ram inte his waisteoat,
And Loder was not a good-tempered
prefect. Ie was a very bad-tempered

one. There was no doubi that Loder
had becn hurt. It was doubtfu]l whether

DAN of the
DOGGER
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he had yet quite recovered from that
fearful bang in the region doscribed by
the juniors as the bread-basket. If
there was anything that was abeolutel
certain, it was that Loder of the Sixt
wonld not rest till he had made Bunter
sQUirm.

It was a horrid prozpect for Dunter.

B0 far he had dodged Loder success.
fully; but a fellow ecould not dodge
another fellow for ever within the
limits of a school. Booner or later, it
was eertain, Loder would get him—pro-
bably sconer rather than later. Neither
could Bunter hope that the passage of
time would have the effeet of cosoling
Loder’s weath., It was fairly certain, on
the other hand, that that wrath would
improve, like wine, with keeping.

The sympathy of the Famous Five was
taking a practical form—a form that
Eilly Bunter could appreciate. They
were standing him ginger-pop and jam
tarts in the tuckshop. Bunter wasa fear-
fully worvied, but his worry had not,
fortunately affected his appetite. He
gobbled jam farts and washed them
down with ginger-pop, and found comn-
fort therein, But he gobbled with a wary
eve on the doorway. [If Loder came
1P

Loder, it was certain, was locking for
him, and the school shop was quite a
likely spot to look for Bunter,

“1 say, you fellows, what's a fellow
going to do?” moaned Bunter. *'If it
waa anybody elss I wouldn't mind. Old
Wingate or Gwynne would give a chap
z1%, and let it go ab thai; but Loder—"

“Morve likely six dozen 1” said Nugent.

1) Dh Iﬂt’ !Ji

“Or six hondred ' remarked Johnny
Buli.

*Oh erikey I

“Best thing you-can do, old chap, is
to see Loder and get it over,” said
Harry Wharton. *“You've sot it
coming, you know™

“¥ou siily idiot 1" was Bunter's reply.

“¥You ean’t dodge a Sixth Form pre-
fect for ever,” the captain of the Remove
pointed oul.

“I'm jolly well g‘ﬂfll%tﬂ dodge him as
fong as I can!™ said Bunter. ™1 say,
vou fellows, you ought to stand by a

E..]-.-J:

“We'll look after Temple,” eaid
Harry.

“Oh, blow Temple! said DBunter
crosely. “It's Loder I'm worried about.

Suppose you fellows collar him like you
did Templa? They can’t zack a baich
of six. It would enly be a Hogging.”

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared the Famous
Five.

The idea of handling a8 prefeet, and
bagging a Head’s fogging as a resuli, to
sava Dunter from a whopping, seemed
to strike the chums of the Remove as &
good joka

“Bleszed if I zee anything to cackle
at "’ prunted Bunter. “If it was any-
body but Loder I'd face up to it and get
it over. Eut you know that brute. He
will skin me V

“The skinfulness will be terrifie!®
sighed the Nabob of Bhanipur. "Have
yvou room for another esteemod {faxd,
Bunter ¥

“ Yoz, vather i zaid Bunter promptly.

Herbert Vernon-8mith  stepped inte
the school shop., There was a grin cn
his face ad he glanced round over the
fellows there.

“PBunter here?” he nsked. “0h, heore
vou are! Loder’s coming this way "

Y"Oh erikey 1Y A jam tart dropped
from Bunter’s fat hand, and he blinked
vound in terrer at the door. “I=I ray,
you fellows—I say—hide me 1”

* Loder's going to hide you!" eaid {he
iﬂpunda‘:r. “1le's got his ashplant with
'



“You silly ass!” yelled Bunter. "1
don't mean that! I mean—="

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I—I say, you fellows, got in front of
me ! goasped Bunter. **I—I say, keep
me out of sight of that beast! Oh
crikey [

There was & chuckle in the tuckshop,
The hunted life that Billy Bunter was
leading that afterncon had its comic
side, From the onlockers’ point of view.
But its comic as was guite lost on
Billy Bunter. owever, though the
juniors chuckled, they plaved up.

The Tamous Five, and Smithy and
Bve or six other fellows, bunched round
Bunter, He crouched behind that
human rompart hoping to keep out of
Loder's way when the bully of the Sixth
looked in.

The Bounder's warning had come only
in Hime. Hardly & minute later, Loder
of the Sixth stamped in, hiz ashplant
under his arm, aud a ghtter in his eyes.
Loder shill had a pain under his waist-
cont, Hae secmed to have a worse one
in his temper. Ie gave the bunch of
juniors a glare,

“Is Bunter here 7™ he snapped.

Crouching behind innumerable legs,
the for Owl of the Remove hardly
breathed.

“Bunter ! repeated Harry Wharton.
* Do you want Bunter 77

“You know I do! snapped Loder.
“The fat little scoundrel has been dudg;-
ing me all day, Have you seen him?”

“I saw him ten minutes ago,”
answered the captain of the Hemove.
Which was perfectly true. He was nat
bound to mention that he had also seen
Bunter later than that.

“Have you looked in the Cloisters,
Loder ?" asked Peter Todd. :

“The Cloisters ¥ repeated Loder. “1s
he there?"

“Well, a fellow might dodge there if
he wanted to keep out of sight,” said
Poter blandly. hiehh also was r-
foctly true, though it was not what had
happened in thiz mnstance.

Loder gave & snort and turned and
tramped out of the tuulr;shnp. Billy
Buntor gave a gasp of relief.

“(Oh, dear! Thank goodness that
beast's gone! I say, you fellows, I'll
eut off to the House while he's in the
Cloisters, and, if he comes back, tell
him I've gone to the circus, seeli®

“Ha, ha, ha!” L.

Billy PBunter grabbed up bis jam
tart, but he did not stop to devour it
With the tart in his fat hand, he rolled
out of the tuckshop. der, if was
clear, had been locking in the House
for him, and drawn it blank. BSo it was
a safe refuge, if Bunter could reach it
unseen. And if Loder was heading for
the Cloisters, thers seomed a healthy
chance. ]

Alas for Dunter! Loder, instead of
heading for the Cloisters, had stopped
i the gquad, to ask fellows whether they
had seen Bunter.

He did net need to continue his in-
quiries—for ha saw Bunter himself, as
tlm fot junior rolled out of the school
shop.

“Hunter! So you were in there all
the time!” hooted Loder. He come
striding at the fat junior,

“{ih erikey "’ gasped Banter.

“hNow, thent You—" Lodor
reached out to grasp a fat shoulder as
Bunter made a jump to bolt.

Sounsh !

Hardly knowing what he did, in his
alarm and torror, the fat Owl slammed
the jan tart in Loder's [ace.

It =guashed there over the prefoct's
features.

His grasp missed Bunter]! Bunter

EVERY SATURDAY

did not want to pgive him another
chance. He flew.,

“Urrrrggh 1 purgled Lodor, grab-
bing and dabbing at jam. *“Why, I—1
—I%iwlurrrggllmI‘llr-wg'urr h1*

“Put 1t on, Bunter 1” :.'%?Ied three or
fonr fellows, and there was o roar of
langhter as Bunter streaked for the
House,

Loder rushed in pursuit. .
~ Buuter was an casy first. He vanished
mnto the House,

Loder cut in after him, ent up the
stoirs, and rooted in the Remove pas-
sage, where he fully expected to find
Bunter., Dizappointed there, he came
down again, and rogted in the Bag—
but the Rag also was drawn blank. The
fat Owl of the Remove scemed to have
melted into thin air !

Bleanwhile, Mr. Quelch had the sur-
prise of hiz life. ] ]

Bitting at his desk busy with a pile
of papers for his Form, he was surprised
to see the Forme-room door opeun and
the fat figure of his most obtuse and
backward pupil rell in. He frowned at
Buntoer.

“What is it, Bunter?"” he rapped.

Bunter shut the door before replying.

“If—if yvou plesse, sie—"" he stam-
mered.

3L s,

“j—f=I—if wvou pip-pip-please, I—
I'm sorry 1 was so badp \\'il:h my—Imy
histary this afternoon, sir—"

“I am glad to hear it, Bunter !* zaid
My, Quelch rather blankly., Bunter had

lenty to Ie sorry for, that was certain
ut his Form-master certainly never had
expected him to come back fo the Form-
room and say o,

" And-—an

E 13 “FE].]. E-l‘l

“Yi—if you'd be so kind, sir—"

': ‘{;fha; 15 :!h?” i i

“ i-pip-perhaps you'd set me a his-
torv paper, sir, and—and I—I'd lLike to
—to =it here and de it, sir I stammered
Dunter.

“Bless my soul ™ said Mr. Quelch.

He pared at Bunter in astonishment

and approval.

Knowing nuthinf of the hunted life
the fat Owl was leading that day, he
naturally did not guess that the Form-
room was Bunter's only safe refuge.
He was surprizsed—but ge was pleased.
Thiz desire for knowledge was quite a
new thing on Dunter's part. b owas
amaozingly new. But Mr. Quelch was
the man to encoorage k.

“ Certainly, Bunter,” he said. “Most
-c‘ertamlér. my boy! 1 am glad, very
glad indeed. to sce this desivre on your
part to make up for the time you lost
this afternoon., I will certainly set vou
a paper, Bunter. Take your seat.’

& Iiz, thank you, sir,” gasped Bunter,

Hea sat at his desk. Mr. Quelch pro-
vided him with a history paper—bestow-
ing upon him quite & genial smile at the
saine time. For the next hour, while
the Remove master corrected papers ab
his high desk, Bunter sat and absorbed
Lknowledge of Roman emperors—which,
rollen as it was, was not guite o rolicn
as falling into the cluiches of Loder of
the Sixth!

if you please, sir—"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Hunied Down !
ey BS51E Y
T “Billy ™

It was a couple of
latey.

Billy Dunter was sitting on the stile
in Friardale Lane. Like the Tvish emi-
grant in the song, he sat on the stile,
and meditated =adlv. Scldom, or never,
had the fat Owl of the Remove fell su
dﬂi}DrﬂtEI}' up agpainzt it,

hoyre

7

He had stayed in the Remove I'orm
Room till Mr. Quelch left. Then Bunter
had te vacate also. He could nob very
well confide to his Form-master that he
was hunt.inf. cover from an exaﬁlpemtmi
prefect of the Sixth. When Quelch left,
and locked the Form-room after him,
Bunter went—somewhat raised in his
Form-master’'s estimation, if that weas
any comfort to hm.

In fear and trembling, the fat Owl
bolted across the quad, and got out of
fat&s. MNow he sat on the stile in the
ane. He was safe from Loder—at least,
he hoped he was, But the fulure—the
near future—was problematic. It waa
not long now fo leck-up—and then he
had to go in. That meant falling into
the clutch of the avenger. BSo far, he
had escaped—but in doing so. he had
made matters worse instead of better.
Loder, alrcady exasperated by the bang
on his waistcoat, would obviously
still more exasperated by the slamming
of a-jam tart on his features, If Bunter
had dreaded a meebing before that epi-
sode, he dreaded it doubly afterwards.

Yet it had to come! He could sib
there on the stile #ill lock-up—but clearly
he could not take o night out, aitting on
the stile. And even if he could, there
was the morrow—and Leoder on the
morrew.  Bunter began to wish that he
had grasped the nettle, as 1t were—
foced the whopping. and got it over.
But he was not inchined to face it now.

The sound of a bicyele in the lane
mede -Jum blink round in alarm. Bub
he wes relieved to see that the new-
comer was Bessie Buniter—Sister Bessio,
of the Fourth Form at .Chff IHouse
Jchool. )

Bessie braked wnd alighted. 8She
hlinked at her brother, on the stile,
through the Lig spectacles that were 8o
like Billy's. o

“What are won sitting there for,
Billy ¥ she asked.

“0h, just taking a rest,” answered
Bunter ciismﬁli}'.

“{xot any choes "

L] Nﬂri’

“Toffee I

“HD !II

“ Bullseyes 3™

[1] Hﬂ !”‘

Mizs Bunter turned back to her
bicvele. As Billy had nothing about him
of an edible nature, she scomed to lose
intorest in him. Billy Bunter blinked
at her moroselv. He was in nced of
svimpathy,

“1 sav, Besaie, I'm
serape ' he zaid.

“What have vou heon doing 7" asked
DBessie. She secemed to take it for
pranted that Billy had done something.
“ Bagging somebody’s tuek ¥

“I\?‘a ™ hooted Bunter.  “Think I'd
bap a fellow’s tuck "

%1 jolly well know vou would!" de-
clared Beszie. Yoo came over to Clhff
House one day to get out of Vernon-
Simith's wav., beeauze von'd had his
cake.” ]

“Tt wasu't Lis cake.” grunted Bunter,
“and I jolly well never had it, cithoer.
And vou needn’t jow, ssie—1  gove
von some, as vou jolly well know. 1
say, Loder's after mel Youve seen
Lader of the Sixth—=a long-legged hoast
with a face like a roat-trap. say, he's
going to whop wme when I go in.”

“T've seen him.” said Bessie. "1
passed him on any bike, ten minutes
ago,’

“0h erikor !
this way ¥

“You, "

“(th lor” ! grooned Bunter. 1 shall
have to dodge the beast ! Bat I can't
tadee him for ever. can 1?7 I've a jolly
rood mind to bolt,”

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No, 1,482,
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Bezsie chuckled.

“Yes—1 can sce father's face, if yon
butted in, in the middle of the term,”
she vomarked, * 1 fancy you'd wish you
had Loder instead.™

“1 can't go home, of course. I've got
aother resources, if 'y jolly well choose,”
satd Billy Bunter, loftily. “ You mayn’t
believe that I'va been offered a job, at
& ‘li__nﬂ:.r high salary, if I choose to take
1tl

* Right in one ' assented Bessie, 1
don't !’

“Well, it's true,” zaid Bunter. “I've
made friends with Mares, the lion-tamey
at the circus, and he wants a boy
assistant, The last one left him, and
he hasn't been able to get another yet—

you see, a job with a lion-tamer needs R

a lot of pluck.” _
+ “Then what use would you be 7 asked
“Cat!” said Bunter, with the polished
politeness habitual to the Bunter tribe.
“Marco jolly well knowa I'm dpluﬂkyi
He stood e tea 1n his van one a.;E; last
week, and offered me the job if I left
school, o thera! He thinks me no end
plucky, He knows me—"
“You mean, he doesn’t know you?”

“Yah! I'd like to know what would
have happened at Cliff House the other
day if hadn’t come in while the

escaped lion was there—"

“Nothing 1" said Bessie. #“We all
know about it now. That lion waas as
tame as a cat, and we shouldn't bave
been frightened if we'd known it at
the time. Ypu jolly well knew it 1”

“That's the thanks I get for riskin
mg life to save a lot of frightuna
schoolgirls I  said Bunter itterly.
*Talk about ingratitude heing a
sharper tooth than & serpent's chuld ! 1f
I hadn’t been go plucky—"

“Well, if you're so plucky, old bean,
vouw've got a chance to show it now,”
grinned Bessie.

“What do you meanft”

“Here comes Loder.”

n:‘_}h E-r“!'-.EF Iu ; :

Billy Bunter rolled off the stile in
such o hurry that he rolled in the grass,
He picked himaelf up, and blinked
slong the lane at & tall figure that came
striding from the direction of the
nqhuul. It was Loder of the Sixth—and
‘his eyes were on Bunter,

It was true that Marco, the lion-
tamer, the King of the Lions at Muc-
colini’s Circus, believed Billy Bunter to
be a plucky kid—owing to a mi.sa.pﬁraw
henzion, But if Mareo had zeen him
&t this moment, he would undoubtedly
have revised that opinion. The hapless
fat Owl blinked at the approaching
ﬂefegt, hia fat knees knocking together,

i |

eves dilated behind  his
spectaclea. .
“I—1 say, DBessig, lend me your
bike | gasped Bunter.
“Ehi And walk back to Chff

House 7" egjaculated Bessie.
“ Yez, old dear—"
“Bosh 1"
“I aay, that beast will skin me—™
* Hubbish
“Will you lend me your jiggeri”
howled Bunter. “1 tell you, I'va got to
t away from that beast |”
“ Where's all that pluck 1

“Cat I”
“I you think I'm going to walk
thres miles—" exclaimed Bes:ie

Bunter indignantly.

“I—1I say, did you drop that shilling,
Bessie " -

“Eh? Yes! Where?™

Bessie Bunter blinked round haaﬁila
for the shilling. Bi!l; Bunter grabbe
thﬂ \I{;fl:e, and rushed it up the road. F

»  Fou—you—you—" gaspe
Tox gi&GHET LiBrARY.—No. 1,4&
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Bessie, realising that there was no
:Lhic]lmm “Billy, you—you—gimme my
tha 1?

Bunter E']umped on the bike and
edalled. It was rather awkward for
unter to ride; but he was desperate,

Loder, having spotted him, was coming

on at a run.
“2top ¥ shriecked Bessie
My bike! I shall be
My bike |”

“Come backl ,
late for call-over .| B:Iéy I N :

Bunter did not heed. Hia fat little
legs drove hard at the pedals, and he
fairly raced. Bessie dashed after him
in frantic excitement.

“Btop !” roared Loder, coming on at
a rush, after Bessie,
Bunter heeded Loder no more than
essie. He pedalled on wildly. Loder
rushed in pursuit. But the fugitive Owl
was well ahead; and he wuulcf have pot
clear, but from the direction of Friar-
dale an Austin car ¢ame whizzing.

Bunter, plunging out of the way of
the car, plunged Into the grassy bank
beside tha lane.

The bike curled up. So did Bunter |
Landing with 5 bump in the grass, he
curled up bezide the bike, spluttering.

The car jammed to a halt. The big,
broad-shouldered man who was driving
it stared at Buniter, sprawling in the
grasa, His look showed that he recog-
nised Bunter.

Bunter, however, was not looking st
him.  Bunter was sprawling breath-
lessly. DBessia came panting up.

“1f %r:.*t:e damaged mi’[‘g‘ike_ﬂ

hawled Bessie. Apparently Miss Bunter
was more concerned shout possible
damage to the hike, than possible
damage to Bunter.
_ Bunter’s spluttering howls sounded as
if he was damaged. But the bike, for-
tunately, was all right! Bessie lifted
it, and mournted.

_Evident_iﬁ she did not intend to give
Billy another chance of grabbing that
jigger., Onea in  the eaddle, she
pedalled, and wvanished up the
towards the village.

A minute more, and Loder of the
Sixth wasz won the s=scene. Bunter,
winded, was sfill sprawling, and Loder's
grip oe kis collar lifted him out of the
grass.

“ ot you!” said Loder grimly.

“Ow! Leggo! Yarococh!”

The big man in the little Austin
stepped down. Loder had hardly
noticed him till then. But he had to
netice him now.

“Let that kid alone!” aaid the big

HIAm.

Bunter.

Loder stared round at him, in angry

surprise,

“YWho the dooce are vou, and what
o you wanti* he spapped.

“My name's Marco--and I want you
to leava that kid alone,” answered the
big man calmly, “and I want you to
do it at once [

e

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
A Frlend in Need [

ILLY BUNTER blinked at the
B big, broad-shouldered mnan, and
gave a gasp of relief,

In Loder's grip the fat jumor
was as helpless as a fat rabbit in the
jaws of a terrier. But Loder of the
Sixth would have been equally helpless
in the grasp of the herculean lion-tamer.

It was an unexpected, but very happy
meeting for Buonter. Mareo’s good-
tempered, rugged face was very deter-
mined, Who Loder was, he had, of
courze, not the faintest idea, and even
had ha known that he was a Greyiriars
prefect, he knew nothing of Greyfriars,
or the prefectorial system. All he knew

was what he saw—a big lellow pitchin
inte a litle one—and that was enoug!
for the cireuz man.

Ag Loder did not let go Bunter's
collar, Marco took a grip on Loder’s

“Chuck it !” said Maico tersely.

“I say, make him leggo!” wailed
Bunter.

“I'll make him, fast enough, if he
doesn't [ said the lion-tamer cheerfully.
“Here, youl Let go that kid 1?

Loder's face was crimson with fuﬂ;

“ ¥ou silly ruflian [ he bawled. * Mind

ur own business | How dare you lay

nds on me ¥

“¥ou're laying hands on that kid ("
Marco pointed out.

#That's differeni, you fool 1"

" Better lnng;:aga, pleasa |” egaid {he
lion-tamer. Like most big and strong
men, in perfect physical condition, he
had a patient temper. He could have
picked up Loder with one hand, and
tossed him aver the hedge. But he kept
his temper much bettey than the Grey-
friars prefect did.

“Take your paw off my collar!”
howled Loder furiously, “I'll bave you
l'lml in, M you dare to interfers with
me i ]

“Let that kid go !

dn wuult Eu

“You will I” said Marco coolly. . “I'm
going to make you, if you don't [

“You—you fooll” gasped Loder.
¥ This junior belengs to my scheol. 1'm
a senior and a prefect, and I'm going
to take him back there for punishment.
Now do you understand ¢*

“No, don't ¥ retorted Marco.
“¥ou ain't & schoolmaster 1

“You idict! I'm a prefeet ¥

“I don’t rightly know what that may
ha]gapen to be,” smaid the lion-tamer.
“But I know you're not going to handle
that kid I*

“Make him leggo " wailed Bunter.

Billy Bunter, whila he was sitting on
the stile, had been thinking dismally
about the future. But he was not
thinking about the future now. He was
thinking about the present. And at
Eresant his t hts and wishes and

opea were limited to getting out of the
grasp of the bully of the 8Sixth. That
was enough for Bunter for the moment,
and the future could take care of iteelf!

“I've told you to let that kid go 1"
said Marco quietly.

"And I've told you I won't!” hissed
Loder. *Ask the kid himself, you
fool—he will tell you I bave the
authority 1*

Mareo looked at him, and looked st
Bunter. Marco was & great man in the
circus, but he knew nothing of Publie
schools. That sentor men in the Bixth
Form wero invested with autherity over
boya in lower Forms, was a new one
to Mareo. He was not pre;lmred to
believe Thder; but he would have
believed Bunter, of course, had Bunter
borne out Loder's statement,

But Billy Bunter was not likely to
corroborate anjz statement that would
leave him at Loder's mefey. Bunter'a

one idea was to get away from Loder.
“Ta that so, kid?" asked Marco
dubiously. “I don't want to make

trouble for you at your school™

“Owi No!” howled Bunter. “He's
s beastly bully—he's always pitchin
into chaps, I'dy;:-lly well puneh him j
I waa big Enﬂll%h i’

“Why, you lying young raseal—"
gasped Loder.

*That's enough!” said Marco. *Lat
him go I”

“I won't, and you ehan’t make mel”
sald Loder, between his teeth. “And
if vou dare to try, 1'l Urrrggh—

yurrggh—gur "
Loder choked end spluttered, as
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* I—1 say, did you drop that shilling, Bessie ? ** asked Bunter, as Loder came on 8t & rush. “Eh? Yes! Where? ™

As his sister blinked round hastily for the shilling, Billy grabbed the hike, and rushed It up the road.
you——"" gasped Bessie, realising that there was no shilling.

Marco compressed an iron grip on his
neck. He released Billy Bunter's collar
ns: he was swung off his feet.

“ Urrrrggh! Wurrrrggh 1 spluttered
Loder wildly, as he swung his feot
Licking up a cloud of dust in the lanc.

Marco, with hardly an effort, slung
himy across the grassy bank, and sat
him down i & bed of nettles by the
hedge. Maoreo, perhaps, did not notice
that the nettles were there. But Loder
did | Loder could not help noticing that
he was sprawling in stinging nettles !

“Now you behave yourself " =aid
Marco.

“ Yaroooh !

Toder bounded out of the &:tingimi(-
nettles  ¥e clenched his fists and made
s fierge rush at the cireus man.

Mareo grinned.

“ Better not, young man !” he warned.

And Leoder, realising in time that he
had better not, checked his rush. Ie
stood panting, glaring at the towering
lion-tamer, Then his angry glare turned
on Bunter, who promptly dodged behind
the big cireus man.

“You young rascal—" panted Leder.

“Y¥ah!" retorted Bunter from the
safe shelter of Mareo's herculean form.
“Beast 1™

Loder choked with rage.

But he could carry the matter no
further, Ee did not want to be pitched
into the stinging-nettles again, and he
was little more than an infant in the
hands of the lion-tamer.

“Walkl Just wait a bit, you young
seoundrel 1" he gasped, and, fturning
away, Loder tramped on towards the
village, whither he had been bound
when he sighted Bunter.

“Oh erikey ! breathed Billy Bunter.

He watched Loder out of sight in the
direction of Friardale. Tt was a great
relief to see the last of ham,

But now that the present trouble was

happily over, the immediate future
recurred to Bunter's fat mind.

Once more he had escaped Loder's
vengeance—but only at the cost of piling
up worse to come. After that handling
Ly the sinewy ecireus man the bully of
the Sixth would be inore imploeable
than ever. And it was getting near
lock-up, and Bunter nad to get back to
Greyfriars before the gates were closed.

“Jike o lift, kid ¥"* asked Mareo.

“Oh! Yes! Rather!” said Bunter,
He was glad of o lift. at least. Any-
thing that saved exertion was so much
to the good.

"o ogoing back to the circus now,”
snid the lion-tamer. * I shall pass ncar
vour scheol, if you're going back there.”

“Oh! Yes!” stammered Bunter, I
—I say.” He stommered again. "I soy,
I—1 muassed my tea at school owing to
dodging that beast] It's too late for tea
now.”

Mareo smiled.

On the occasion when Bunfer had
“tea'd ¥ with him in his caravan he hadd
noticed that the fat junior wos & good
man with the foodstuffs. It was a tiving
that nobody could have failed to notice,
He did not need telling that it was a
serious matter to Bunter to miss a meal,
Billy Bunter's hint was quite enough for
the d-natured circus man.

"ﬁg‘; into the car and come along,”™
he paid. “You mustn't be late hack at
school, whatever the time is vou Lave to

et in; but if yvou've time I'm gomg
ack to tes now—-"

“Lota of time!™ said  RBuaoter
promptly.

“Hop in, then!”

Bunter hopped  inte  the  Ausiinp,

Marco sat at the wheel, and the little car
buzzed on.

Bunter was glad of the prospect of
ten at the cirena camp. Last time
Mareo had stood hem an ample feed,
and tho same again was exackly what

“Billy | Stop! Come back !

“* Why, you—you—
My bike I *

the fat Owl wanted. But, for onee
Bunter was not thinking solely of his
next meal. Ile was thinking of keoping
clear of Loder of the Bixth.

Had no other refuge offored, no donbt
Bunter would have Dbeen driven to
return to school and take what was
comiing to him. Buk as it happened,
there was esnother refuge, lle was
welcome at the cirens,

Cortainly it was o very sorious moiler
to stay oul of school after lock-up. But
that was not so scrions, in Bunter's
estimation, as coming into conteck wilh
Loder of the 8ixth in Loder's present
mood. 'That {:;ﬂapm:t fairly  anede
Bunter eringe. Whatever the resulr. he
was going to keep clear of Loder.

Loder, when he came back from {hw
village, would look for Bunter at onge
e was net going to find him i Bunter
conld help 16, Az for the future, thar,
a5 usual, could take eare of itself. illy
Bunter was not the fellow {o mew
troubles half-way.

The car whizzed on by the road aver
Clonrtfield Common. Grevfriars Seliool
dropped out of sight belind.

I'.-famu turned the Austin off the road
Ly the path that led across the common
to the ecireus piteh. DProparations were
going on there for the evening perfovin-
ance. Mareo parked his car, and 1n a
few minnfes more Bunter was sitling
down to tea.

“What time do yon have to get
back ' asked the lion-tamer. as Bunter
gobbled.

Bunter, Ly that time, had made ap his
fat mind that he was nobt going back—
that day, at all eventz, But he realised
that e had fo be o littte tactful in
dealing with Marco.

The civeus man was kind and feiendiy
and hospitable, but 1t was not likely
tlat he wonld have u-nf‘ part in a fellow
running away from school—and that,
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point of fact, was what Bunter's pre-
ceedings amounted (o :

“Qh, that's all right!” said Bunter
airily. “I can please myself about
ﬂlat_lr"i'

“Bu’
Mareo. )

*QOh! He trusts me anywhere I said
Bunier ealmly., “ I'ha fact 13, I'd like
to stay to sce the =how, 1f 1t can be
fixed.™

“That'a easy enough, if it-won’t land
you in trouble at your school,” said the
lion-tamer.

“The only diffienlty 15" explained
Bunter, “that 1 leit my money in my
study——" : ;

*1 ean pesz you in,” said Marce,
smiiing. . .

“Then I'm jolly well staying 1" said
Bunter. )

And he jolly well did !

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Bunier!

i EEMN Bunter 2
S H Nl] lH
“Jla"s cutting roll 1™

*Tho fat asa!”

The school had assembled for calling-
over. Laoder, from his place in the
Hixth, had an eye on the Remove.

As Billy Bunter had dismally foreseen,
Loder's wrath had not dimimished with
the passage of time. It had intensified.
Not only had that bang in the waistcoat
to be scitled for, and the jam tart
squashing on Loder’s features—but the
handling by the unknown rescuer in the
lane was now added to the list of
Punter's dire affences.

Ioder, 1n fact, was almost at bolling-
point. :

Every fellow at Greyfriars School had
to turn up to answer to his name &t rol),
o0 Loder had no doubt of getting hia
mank at last.  Wken the Remove
marched out after roll a hand was geing
to fall on Bunter's fat shoulder.

Loder did not spet the fat Owl in the
Remove, but he had ne doubt that he

vour schoolmaster——->"" said

was there. Tho Remove fellows, hrow-
ever, knew that he wasn't,  They had,
of course, no doubt of the reason.

Bunter's hunted life thal day had consed
a great deal of merriment in his Form,
and fellows had wondercd whether
Bunter would sueccecd in keeping clear
of Loder till ealling-over. 'That, they
suppozed, was the latest hunit ef his
dodging.

Evidently, however, Bunter was keep-
ing it up later than thatl Ar. Queleh
waz beginning to eall the namoes: but
the Owl of the Remove was not there to
answer.

“The howhng azs ! murmured Poter
Tadd. * Ha will have Quelch after him,
a3 well as Loder, if he cufs roll.”

FCan't answer for him with Quelch I
remarked Bob Cherry,

“No fear!™

H Mr. Wiggins or My, Prout had
been taking roll some fellow might have
risked answering * Ad=win ™ for Banter.
But that was quite futile in dealing with
the gimlet-eyed Hemove master.

"%hﬁ blithering ass!” said Harry
Wharton, *“ Where the dickens is Le #°

“Parked in the study, I suppose,”
said Peter.

"The benighted chump will have to
turn up for prep!” said Johnny D3ull
“And Loder’s the prefect taking prop
this evening. He will get him.”

“Tha getiulneess will be terrifie”
vemarked Hurres Jamsct Ram Singh,
“and the wha‘giu'[ne&ﬂ will be an
esteemod record.’
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" Bilence 1” called out Wingate of the
Bixth. And the murmur of voices in the
Hemaove died away.

Wuelch was calling the names now,
and the fellowa answered “’'Sum " one
after anoather till the name of Bunter
was called.

* Bunter I repeated Mr. Quelch.

INo answer.

Mr, Queleh compressed his lips and
marked DBunter absent. Quelch had
been pleased with Bunter that silec-
naon, sucprised and pleased by his
sudden and laudable thirst for kiow-
ledge of Roman history, But he did not
look pleased now.

Roll-call finished, the fellows marched
out of Hall, and Loder of the Sixth,
coming guickly after the Remove, called
to the head boy of that Form. He had
noted that Buntor had failed to answer
top hiz name.

" Wharton 1™

“¥es, Lader I answered Harey, sup-
pressing a grin.

“Iias Bunter eut ealling-over ™

TE Y%Ji

" Do you know where Lic 121

it H'ﬂ'-”

“ He must have come in ! said Loder,
scowling.

" Must have I" agreed Harry.

“Well, go and have a look for him,
and tell him to come to my study at
ance.

TI.oder stalked away.

Havry Wharton j&nced after him,
and then at his friends, with a smale.

“1 suppose & fellow must carry out a
prefect’z order | he remarked. " Come
on, you men, I'm going to look for
Bunter ! Come into the Rag 1™

“He's not there,” enid Boh.

“I know. That's why ['m going to
lnok for him there”

Tl I‘]El, hﬂ, hﬂ. lu

And the Famous Five went into the
Rag, where they were certainly not
hikely to Bnd the mizsing Owl, howso.
ever hard they looked for him. If
Lerald Loder waited for the fat junior
to arcvive in his study, he waited in vain,

However, he only had to walt—ar
least, so he suppozed. DBunier had to
turn up for prep. -

The Remove did their preparation in
their studies, not in the Forme-room, like
the sall fry of fhe Thivd and Second.
But o prefect was on duly in prep,
hiz duty being to see that tha Re.
movites really did prep in their studies,
and did not wander about the passages
talking or leap-frogging—an they were
likely to do if left to their own deviees.

When Loder took his turn at that duty
it was seldom done carcfully, Az a
rile, if Loder was “on,” fellows could
leave their studics, and even go down
to tha Rag, safe in the knowledgo that
Toder was not troubling hiz head about
them, or about his duty.

On thiz particular m’&ﬂingi. however,
Loder was as dutiful as the Head conld
have cxpected any of his prefects {o
he. He was on the Remove landing
when the Remove came up to prep, and
his glittering eve scanned them for
Bunter.

_But Bunter did not come up with the
rest.

“Ia Buonter in his study, Tedd ™ ha
peleed,

“1 haven't seent him there, Loder.™

Loder grunted, and went along to
Study No. 7. Peter Todd and Ton
Dutton enterecd that aparvtment, but tho
third member of Btudy No. T wasz not
to be seen,

“Where's Bunter ¥ rapped out Loder

savagely. .
“Haven't the foggicst,” answered
Poter.

“Iave you seen him, Dutton "

“Eh?” asked Tomn Duiton.

Heo was deaf, and it was necessary to
put on & liitle steam 1n speaking to
him. Loder gave an angry snort.

M You deaf ass! Why 1sn't Buuler in
his study B

“No,” answered Dutton.
~ “What do you mean, no, you young
wdiot ¥ hooted Loder,

" Dusty, if you like,” answered Tom,
with a stare. “But I never noticed that
1t was muddy. Thero hasn't been any
raim,

“ Muddy ¢ repeated Loder blankly.
“¥You young aszs! I asked you why
Bunter wasn't in the study. Eia\re you
seen that young sweep? He can’t bo
=till out of gates| 1lave you seen him?

“1h? Yes,” answered Dutton.

i %PII; good ! Where did you see him ¥

LEY i [ R ]

“Where did you see him?? roared
Loder.

“In Hall, at roll,” answered Dutton,

“He wasn’t at calling-over | voared

Loder. " What do vou meant®
“He jolly well was,” said Dutton., *“I
zaw him in ihe Iourth, talking to

Temple.”

“¥ou saw Bunter?” gasped Loder,

“"Eht Who's falking about Bunter?
You asked me if 1'd seen Bates”

“Bates!” gasped Loder. "I never
mettioned Bates 1™

“You said Bates—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked Peler Todd.
“Loder satd gates, not Batea.™

“Gatea ! repeated Dutton.  ~ There's
no chap here named Gates, that I Lnow
of. I haven't seen anvbody named
{fates, Loder™

Tom Dutton’s deafness was an afHie-
tion—not only to himself ! Toder almoszt
foamed.

“Do wyou know whether DBunter's
staved out of gates ™ he roared.

“1 don't know anybedy named
Gates! I saw Bates—he was talking to
Temple, 1 Hall—"

“1 don't want to know anything about
Bates 1" shricked Loder.

"Rh? Yates! IDnd youn say Yates?
I don't know Yates! Theve's a chap in
the Higheliffe Fourth named Yaies, but
I haven't secen him for weeks—="

“IMave you seen DBunter?" roared
Loder, in a voice that could have Leen
heard at the other end of the Remove
passage.

“Bunter! No. I saw Bates

Loder stamped out of Study Ne. 7,
leaving Tom Putton staring and Peter

almost 1 hysterics.
“ the matter with

say, what's
Loder ¥ asked Dutton., “1f ho wants

Bates, it's no good looking for him in
the Remove. ates 13 in the Fourth,”

“Ha, ha, ha ™ yolled Poter.

I eouldn’t make out whether he said
Bates or Yates, he mumbles so,” said
Dutton. " But he can’t want a High-
cliffe chap. can he F”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No pgood asking me, if he docs|”
said the puzzled Datton. * Looks to mo
as if Lodor's going batechy! Coming
here, talking asbout Cates, and Bates
and Yates, and then howling out abonk
Bunter. I =ay, Peter, Bunter's not
here! I noticed that he wasn’t in Hall
I wonder where Bunter is. Seen him t*

“Ha, ha, hat” howled Peter.
“Bunler's missing 1**

“ ot 1 =aid Duttonr. " Whao's he kiss-
ing, I'td like to know? What do you
ymocan § Not one of the CL House
girls? They'd be ill if he did I

“ Bunter's {]ﬂdﬁing’ Loder.”

“What the dickens does he want soda
for?”

But Peter <id not try to explain
further, ]

Lader of the Sixth rooted through the
Ttemove stuchies, finding all the Remove




but Bunicr! Buunker was not in his own
study, or in any other fellow's studa','.
Nobody know where he was. Nobody
hed seen him since he had gone out of
gates: and it was clear that he had not
come in. So Loder went down to report
to Mr. Quelch that one of his Forin
was missing from preF, not sorry to
add Mr. Queleh’s wrath to his own, to
fall upon the devoted head of the Owl
of the Remove.

A double allowanee of trouble now
swaited Billy Bunter, when he came 1n.
Only—he did not come in! While Loder
raged, and Quelch frowned, Bally
Bunter was sitting at Muccolini's Crreus,
watching Marco the Licn-Tamer, and
the Queen of the Ring, and listenung to
the wheezes of Tippity Tip, the circus
clown—in happy t'Ergm‘.fuluess of Grey-
friars, and the storm that was brewing
for kim there.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Told on the Telephone !

R. QUELCH was worried.
M It was drawing near bed-
time for the Bemove, and a
member of his Form wos
missing from the school.

After prep the Remove master had
guestioned every fellow in the Remove
on the subject of Bunter, But they
could tell him nothing.

Bunter had gone out of gates. He

d not come in, If he was staymig
out of his own sccord, DMr. Quelch
wanted to give um the licking of his
life. If he had met with some aceident,
Mr. Quelch wanted to be helpful and
sympathetic. So long as the state of
dj;rugh lasted, it was guite s mixture of
feelings, and very disturbing and un-
comfortable.

Only a few weeks ago Bunter had been
missing, and it turned out that he had
been stranded on Popper's Island.
That, of course, was not likely to have
happened again. Mr. Quelch had been
anxious on that oceasion, and as it had
turned out, there had been no need for
snxiety. It had been a sheer waste!
Now, however, he was getting anxious
sgain, though he was more angry than
anxioua. e thought of ringﬁnﬁ_l up the
police station, to inquire whether any
accident had been heard of. But he
had done that very thing on tho last
occasion, and he did not want to repeat
himself, if he could help 1t.

Still, when half-past nine sounded,
and the Remove had to go to their
dormitory, Mr. Quelch felt that the
matter ‘could no longer be left where it

was. oSomething had to be done. He
spproached his talephone.
nzriziz !
It was the tele;:lmne bell,
Me, Quelch ielt guite a pang of

anxious apprehension as he clutched up
the receiver. Someone was ringing him
up—antd he dreaded to hear that it was
news of an accident! How very ]ﬁm
bable, after all, that some accident had
Lkept Bunter away—a short-sighted,
stupid, obtuse fellow—poor boy |

“Yes, yes!” pasped Mr. Quelch into
the transmitter, “Yez2? What is it7
Please tell me at once I

“J gay—"" came a fat voice over the
wires.

Mr. Quelch jumped.

All his fears of an accident faded
away ot once. It was the voice of the
wissing Owl

“Bunier ! he gasped.

“Ts that Mr. éuﬂ ch §" .

" ¥es. Bunter! How dare rou remain
out of gates till bed-time? ow dare
on miss calling-over! Where are you!

hat are you doing? 1 shall punish
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vou most severely, Bunter. Rebturn to
the scheol at once ! .

“Eh? 1 didn't cateh that, sa.”

i 1';';1'}‘&!;?!.1

“Would you mind savieg that again,
sir 7"

“ You—von—yon-—Bunter ! hooted
Mr. Quelch. * Where are yon?”

“In & telephone box, sir.”

*¥You utterly stupid boy—"

“Oh, really, sip—"

“Where are you telephoning frem?
roared Mr. Quelch, too cxasperated to
bother about the proper placing of Ins
prepositions,

“From lhere, sip™

" Upon my word !

“I—I thought I'd ring vou up, sir,
to let vou know I'm all right,” said
Bunter. “I thought T'd telephone as
spon as it was over.”

“What’s happened, then ¥

“{h, nething. sir! 1—I can't pet
back to school to-uight.”

“ What 1"

*It's
B e

& Lt}d&l’ -E T}

“MNothing at all. sir.
am unavoidably
pater—"

£l WIlﬂ.t -l:'\-‘ll

“My father is feariully ill, sir, and
I've had to go home 2

“Are you telephoning from
home, Bunter?”

“*MNo. Yes. I mean—"

“1 do not believe you, Bunter.”

“0h, really, siv! had o letter from
my father to-day, telling me that he was
foarfully ill—in fact, he's been uncon-
seious for days, sir—"

“Goodness gracious !”

nothing to do with Loder,

The fact is X
detained. DMy

your

“Yes, isn’t it sad, sir?  He's bheen
asking for me, and—and I felt that—
that 1 had to go.”

“ How dare yvou tell me such palpable
untruths, Buanter?”  shrieked Mr.
Quelch.

8

“Come back fo the school instantly.”

"I—I ean't, sir, when my mater's so
ill—I mean, my pater] I—I'm sitting
by his bedside at this very moment,
Bip———""

“You are telephoning from a bed-
side 1 gasped Mr. Quelch. _

“Oh! Yes! No! I mean, I've been
sitling by his bedside, sir, and—now—
now L've gone down to the post office—
I mean to the library—to telephone to
you, sir. My poor father’s lying un-
conscious upstairs, sir, and—and ask-
ing for me every moment—"

I ghall cane wvou meost severely,
Bunter! I order you to come back to
the schoeol ot once. You shall be
ﬂc:g od for this®

h erikey I
“T order you to tell me where you are
at the present moment, Bunter. Are
vou in Ceurtfield T

“Oh! No! I'm miles from here;
sir.”

«Ta e ood thinking of looking §

“It's no inking of looking tor
me in Courtheld, sir, E‘hcrn I'm E‘Ii[&:‘-
and miles away. Milez and miles and
milos [

“How dare you utfer such untruths,
Bunter? You utterly stupid boy, if I
bolieved, for one moment, that you had
gone home, I should telephone immedi.
ately to your father—"

“(h erikey ! I—1 haven't gone hone,
gir I sgueaked Bunter, i alarm, *

I—T'm  telephoming from—from my
uncle's, sir.” ;
“Your uncle's!™ said Me. Queleh
dazedly. |
“Yes, sir! MNnnow I come to think
of it, it's not my father who's 1ll, but

m%um}le—uw Unele William-—"

Blegs my sounl 1"

*“He's awlully ill, siv—I—I can hear

him groaning, as I sit at the phone,
gir! He's got galloping plumbago—"
“Bunter ! Return to the school in-

stantly 1™

Y I=I ca1’t leave my poor father, sir
—I—1I mean, my poor uncle ! He keeps
o azking for me. I'mi hiz favourie
soi1, sir—1 mean, his favowurite nephew !
He—he likes me to give im his medi-
cing, sir! He—he won't fake it from
any other hand.”

“If vou do not refurn hmmediately fo
the school, Bunter, I shall have wvou
searched for—>" gasped Mr. Queleh.
“ For what reason, veu inceredibly stupid
Loy, are you staving out of gates®”

' I've told yom, sir. My TUncle
Ceorge-—-""

“ What are vou deoing, Bunteyt”

“Telephoning, sir.”

* ¥ou uiterly stupid boy, I mean. what
arc yvou doing out of the school ¥ hooted
AMr. Queleh. *'Why have you not come

o HF

in?t

“¥ou don't seem to have eanght what
I said, gir. My father—I mean, my
Uncle Gearge—is fearfully ill, and—and
I feel it's my duty to stay with Iam,
gir. I—1 thought I'd better ot vou
know, so that vou wouldn’t be anxious.
sir. Now wou know I'm with my father
—I mean my uncle—vou needn’t tronble
to look for me, ov—or anything of that
sort, sir. Liye, sir”

“ Bunter I shrieked Mr. Quelch.

But the fat Owl of the Remove had
rung off.

Myr. Quelch sat and starcd at the tole-
phone.  He really looked as if he could
have bitten it!

He slamimed the receiver back on the
hooks, with a heavy slam. The instru-
ment rocked.

“ n my word!™
Quelch.

He was relieved of anxiety on
Bunter's account, he fat Owl's oall
had had that effect, at =sll events
MNothing had happened to Bunter.

Hitherto, Mr. Queleh had been
divided between anxiety and anger.
Now anger reigned undisputed. Iie
picked up the cane from hia table, and
swished it. Had Bunter bean within
reach, he certainly would have captured
the most tremendous licking of his fat
and fatuous career. Perhapa it was just
a4 well for Bunter that he wasn't 1

Mr. Queleh laid down the cane again.
Where Bunter wag, and what he fancied
ho was up tc, was o mystery. e
move master went to consult the Head.

Meanwhile, Loder was seeing lights
out for the Remove. With a lingering
hope thet Bunter might have turned up
in time for dorm, he took his ashplant
under his arm. But there was no
Bunter |

A few weeks ago Bunter had had a
night out, becanse he could not help it
Now, it seemed, he was having ancther,
of his own free will and choice. Loder
had no use for his ashplant; but he
drew comfort from the reflection that a
fellow who stayed ont of school all night
wad booked for a Head's Hogging, at
the very least, if not for the sack.

In the Remove, Bunter, generally the
mosk nnimportant member for the Form,
filled ull thoughts,. Where was Bunter?
Every fellow osked thgd question; but
En fellow conld enswer 1t.  Nohody

FREL

gasped M

——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Little Veniriloguism !

ILLY BUNTER grinned cheor:
B fully as he rolled away from the
telephone-box in Courtfield.
All was well.
At least. Bunter had no doubt that
T'ue Macwet TaeRaRT.—INo. 1,482,
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all was well. He had stuffed Queleh.

Billy Bunter had great faith in his
powers of deception. It had been quite
a brain-wave to ring Quelch up on the
phone, and explain that he bad been
suddenly ealled away by tho scrious ill-
ness of o near and dear relativé,

Quelch was o ernsty old stick; but he
surgly could not blame a fellow for rush.
ing off, even without asking leave, in
such serious circumstances as that,

Not only did this make the future safe,
TNunter considered, but 1t made the pre-
sent safe nlso: it provented a scarch
from being made for him. -

Quelch, %;clicv:ing that he was in affee-
tinnate attendance upon a siek relative,
would never suiFnct that he was only o
few milea from Greyfriars, all the time,
least of all that he was in & circus!

Satisficdd that he had “steffed ™
Queleh, Bunter felt that all was well.
He was clear of Loder—his absence
from school was  satisfactorily  ex-
plained—and he was free to do as hoe
liked. By the time he went back to
(iroyfriars—which was not going to bo
just yot—Loder would have had pleniy
nf time to got over it; indeed, even a
beast like Loder inight feel a bit sym-

athetic, when he heard that Buonter
ﬁnd had such bad news from home.

Mareo was sitting in the little Austin,
waiting for Bunter, Fle had run hin
inte the town to telephone.

“ Al serene ™ asked the lion-tamer,
as the fat Owl rejoined him.

“Right aa ran!® answered Buontfor
breczily, *All clear!™

"You've got leave?™ o

“Oh, yea! I simply had to explain,
said Bunter ealmly. *It's all right
now, I told you it wonld be all right.”

e elambered inio the car, and Mareo
drove back to the eircus. Flad Jarco
been bettor acquainted with the manners
and enstoms of Groevfriars School, ond
had he known his Bunter a little better,
he might have doubted. Dut, as the
matter stood, he saw no reason to douht.

Bunter had telephoned to hiz sechool-
master, and eame away from the tele-
phone to say that it was all right. So,
az far as= Marco could sce, 1t was all
right. Marco was no fool; but he wasa
a simple-hearted man, and not at all
suspicions. [t was easy enongh to pull
hia leg, and Bunter, to do him justice,
thd not realise that it was a shabby
trick to pull the leg of o good-naturod
and nunsuspicious man, Keeping clear
of Loder was Buanter's dominating
thought; and, as usual, all Bunter's
r.-n]r:f-t:{-m was concentrated vpon his faf
self,

Moreaver, Bonler was hungry. Tt
was extremely  deubtful  whether he
would have had any supper i ho hed
grone back to Greviriavs at that hoar.
Most certainly he wonld have had a
licking; but supper was far from cor-

tain. But there was supper at ihe
circus. When it was a choico hetween
supper and a whoppigg, Bunter’s fab

wind was nasily made up.  He plunped
for EMpper.

The fat junior was feeling very cheer.
ful az he alighted from the Ausbin ot
the circus camp,

The performance was over, and the
eroweds were gone; bub men  were
moving about i a flare of lights, clear-
ing away and packimg up,

A pood many curtous glances were
cast at Billy Bunter, .

The fat junior regarded Ehe circus,
and the eircus company, wilh a rather
lofty and patronizing eye, as became a
Public school man, Ii.T'JL% cepocially such
an aristocrat a3 William Greorge
Bunter. At the zame time, he wos very
gladl to find refuge there.

Marco, in the belief that he had leave
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from senool, was hospitable, and Bunter
could stay if he liked ! He was staying.
¥or how long, he had not yet made up
iz fat mind. )

FFrom what he had seen of Muccolini's
Cireus, Bunter rather fancied that ho
would like it, It was plain that Marco
did very well out of his lion-taming act,
ns ho had a handsomeg caravan., and
could afford to keep a car. And Signor
Muceolini, who was rather a swagger-
ing and bullying zort of man, treated
Mareo with  respeet, as a  valuahle
member of his company. Bunter was
already turning over in his mind the
idea of accepiing the offer Maveo had
made him, a week apo, of joining up as
the lion-tamer’s assistant,

Marco had lost his bloy assistant
recenily, that youth having been lured
away lo another shaw.

He had heen quite impressed by
Bunter, and guiie aisuppuinlﬂd to hear
that the fat junior was still at school,
aned could not take on the job.

Now Dunter had given him a hint that
he might be leaving school shortly.

This was true to a certain extent, ns
Greyiriars would be breaking up for the
snmmer holidays in two or three weeks,

when Bunter, of course, would be
leaving with the rest. It was as near
to  the truth, anyvhow, as DBunier

generally suceeeded in getting !

There would be a salary attached if
Bunter took on that job; which was
cather attractive to o fellow who had
been  disappointed about a series of
postal orders he had been expecting !

Bunter was turming it over im his
mind, but, in the mecantime, he was
ihinking chiefly about supper.  First
things came first!

Y Now about the feeding,” said Mavco,

“Yes, rather!” agreed Bunter, It
wag, it seemed. a ecase of two souls with
but a single thought; twe hearts that
Leat as one !

“Come on ™ saud Marco.

Bunter rolled after him.

1o his surprize, Marco did not head
for hiz van, or for the mess-tent, whore
the cireus s=taff had their supper. He
headed for tha annexe where the
monagerie was parked.

“I—1 sav, {Iign't vou say about the
fecding T hinted Bunter.

“Wose they have a regular meal alter
the performaones said the lion-tamer.
“Beef in the morning, and a mash at
night.*” :

* Bib-bib-beef in the morning, and a
mum-murn-mash  at night 1" stottered
Bunier. i

“And T alwavs sce to ik myself 1 saiud
Marco. * ¥Yonu'd better help me, as the
more you get used to them, the better !

It dawreg on Billy Bunter that {he
feoding Maren alluded 1o was the fecd-
ing of the hons!

‘The fecding of Bunter was, of eourse,
a maiter of far greater imporiance
But Marco did not seemn to realize thar,

1o grunted. However, he rolled on
after Mareo. A fab man m a silk hat.
with an eyeglass stuek in his cye, cane
townras them.

“Who's that kid, Marco?” he asked.

|JJI

Billy Bunler blinked at Signor
Muceolini.  He did not like the fat
Italian. Mareo's name was adopred for

yeofessional reasons, his own name being
YVilliams. Dut Sipnor Muccolini was
the gepuime  article,  Ile  was  fat,
swarthy, rather greasy, and had a linger-
ine seont of cavlie about him, Fis
manner was averbearing, and DBunter
did not like it at all. 1ie seemed abso-
Tutely wnawsre of what an important
person Buanter was,  IFrom his look, he
might have taken the Owl of Greyfriars
for a horse-Loy.

“Friend of mine, Mucky 1* answered

the lion-tamer. “Vou've seen him
before.™
“What is he doing here?"

“He may be joining up as
assistant.”

The siznor'a sharp black eyes scanned
Bunter. Obviously he was not favour-
ably impreszed by the fat schoolboy.

“That the best you can do?” he =aid.

Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed behimd
his spectacles. Ho disliked the signor
already. Now he began to dislike him
intensely,

“It's not easy to pet a oy for the
job," safd Mareo., I zhouldn’t let him
got mto danger, of course, but 1t needs
pluck to deal with lions. *This lad has
Elent:ﬁ of pluck. He canght my old lion,

'msar, when he cscaped the other day.
Cmeszar wandered into a girls’ sehool, and
there might have been a lot of trouble
if this lad hadn't been there”

“He knew that Casar was as tame ns
a cat. of course!” said the signor dis-
paragingly. I it had been one of the
plhior [ionge——t

“He won't have ta handle the other
lons—I'm not the man fo let o boy

into danger, however plucky he may

" zaid Marco. Which was good news
for his prospective asgizstant; DBunter
had been rather dubious on that point.

“Isn't he the samo young man who
made a fool of himsell in the civeus the
other day?"” asked the signor, staring a¢
Bunter. “You won't find him any use,
Mareo ™

Billy Bunter give a little fat cough,

Hed Signor Muccolini been as well
acquainted with Bunter as the Remove
fellows were, he would have known that
that was a preliminary to some of
Dunter’s ventrilognism,

But the signor, of course, had not the
remotest idea that the fat junior was a
ventriloguist.

The fact was, that Marce's impres-
sion of DBunfer, owing to circumstances,
was rather an erroneous onre, and the
circus - master  jndged him more
accurately on his luoks. But Bunter was
not pleased thereby. Bunter's idea was
that the fat Italian was a most un-
pleasant bounder, and that he had had
enough of his dashed check !

“Took here, Muecey,” said Maren,
“T'm engaging this lad, not you, and
I'm satisfied with him.”

*Well, wait till he hears a growl from
Brutug, and vou'll zee him running for
his life ! sneerved the signor.

iy

Gr-r-rrrrgh! came o deep, fierce
srowl from  just  behind  Bignor
Muecolini, i i

The Greyfriars ventriloquist could
imitate any sound ke heavd, from

his headmasier’s voice to the mew of o
eut or the grow!l of a lion. )

That deep, savage growl was sa life-
ke and s¢ menscing, that Marveo, as
woll as the signor, was deceived by it

“AWhat the dickens!” exelaimad tho
trainer. ** Haz ihat fool I"avker left the
cages open i .

Signor Muceolini bounded.  Ta did
nat waste time in words,  IFat and heavy
as he was. he bounded like an india-
rubber bhaill. He covered six Iret at
a leap. and dodged behind Marco.

Ritty Bunter grinned.

The growl had no effect on Bunter!
Hea never turned a haiv! That waz not
syrprising, as it was his own ventrile
quiztn  that had }l}m:iuwd the growl!

ub the offect on the signor was fremen-

dons.  Hiz fat faen was white az chalk
a3 he planted  him=elf  behind  the
TEminer,

“ ook after that lien ™ he howled,
“What fool let him out of the cage?
Keop him away from me, Maren, con-
foindg you 1™

Maren stared round him  ULlankly.
Thers was no lion to be seen. Billy



Bunter grinncd ab the tervified clreus
masker.

“Pon’t vou be frighiened,” he saild
cheerfully, = I'll keep him off.”

“Wilhere is the brute ! yelled Signor
Muceolini.

Gr-r-r-r-r-rth | came the Herce growl
again, and again it csme from behind
the circus master. ]

Signor Muceolini gave another wild
bound. It zounded te him as if the Lon
was at his very heels,

This time he bounded away, running
for his van, e did not even laok roun
at the imaginary lion, He crossed the
space to his van in a series of frantic
leaps, and bolted inside—and the hurried
slam of a door followed,

“He, he, he " choriled Bunter.

Marco stared round him, bewildered,

“Where's that liont™ he gasped.

EVERY SATURDAY

mind that he was going fo stay on at
Duceolini’'s Magnificent Cireus.

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
Missing from Greyiriars !

PHERE'S Bunter ¥
" The
ferrific ™

“The fot ass!”

“The blithering chump !™

That morning Billv Bunter was the
moet  talked-of fellow at OCreviriars
School. From the Sixth to the Second
the Greyfriars fellows discussed Punter
of the Remove and his extracrdivary
antics.

Bunter was missing from sclool.

He bhad been missing when

vwherefulnesz i3

the

\

N

Bunler winked lute space.

Marco haurvied to  the cages, and
Bunter follewed him, The lion-tamers
bewilderment increased when he found
all the grated doors sufely shui, and the
anttnal: safe in their guarters,

“T don’t make this out!” he said
Blankly. “I heard it--vou heard it
too. didn't vou, Bunier?”

W did ! agreed Bunier. *Sounded
like o lion growling, to me.™

“They're all safe in the cages! Is the
place haunted ¥ exelaimed the bewil-
dered lion-tamer, * It beats me. I could
have sworn it was Brutus’ growl—and
le's the ficreest of the lot. 1t would be
real trouble if he got out.”™ Then he

rinned. * No wonder Mucky bholted, if
we thought Brutns was out! You
weren't scared, kid £ )

“No fear I' agreed Bunter. “ No good
being scared of a growl if o ¢hap’s going
to e a lion-tamer, what " ;

“T told him . got pluck!” said
Mareo. “Perhaps he will believe 1t
now. By gum, vou're the lad I want,
Bunter—just the lad.”

Which was really quite a natural mis-
apprehension on the part of the King of
t]?e Lionz. Bunter’s conduct at that
glarming moment, eertainly had con-
trasted very much with the signor's!
Thoere had not been the slighest trace of
alarm about Bunter!

Puzzled as he was by the mysterious
oeeurrence, Marco procecded with the
feeding of the lions. Bunter helped to
feed old Cmsar, with whom he was
already on a friendly fooling ; but, much
to hiz relief, Marco did not want him
to go near Brutus or Pericles or Apolle.

After which Bunter was able, at long
last, to get his own supper. It was so

and ample a supper that 1t con-
vinced Bunter ithat he would like cireus
life no end ! And when he curled up in
bed in a caravan that night, the fat Owl
tiie Remove had quite made up his
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As Monsieur Charpentier dashed
up the stairease after Bunter, the
fat junior kicked out backwards.
“* Ciel ! ** gasped the French master,
as a boot clumped on his jawbone,
Prout, following up behind, was
quite taken by surprise, as Monsieur
Charpentier toppled backwards,

Remove went to sleep in their deormi-
tory ; but most of them expected that he
would turn up some time, and that he
would be found in bed in the morming.
But when the Remove turned out at
rising-bell, one bed in the dorm was
erupty, and had not been slept in.
Bunter had wnot turoed up!

He did not turn up for breakfast,
That disposed of the idea that he might
be hiding somewhere abent {he school.
Even to dodge a vengeful prefect and
an angry Form-master, Bunter would
hardly have poassed unheeded the bell
that announced a meal.

No fellow wonld have liked to cut
broklker. DBunter wounld have liked it
least of all, Ii Bunicr did not break-
fast at the school, it wns certain that
hia was getting  breeaklast  somewheore
elae,

Whera?

Tlat waz a mystery.

And how?

That waz another mystery,

13

Hvervbody knew that Bhunter was in
fis usuwal stony state.  All the Remove
knew, certainly, that he wos expecting
a postal order: but they knew also that
that long-ﬂxpectnd postal order Lad not
arrived, Tive or six fellows in the
Form could recall thet the previous day
DBunter had tried to “fouch ™ them for
small loans, ranging from sixpence o
haif-a-erown, Clearly, he was not in
possession of cash, But meals had to be

aid for. I Bunter was petling break-
ast out of school, clearly he was some-
how petiing it “on the nod.” Buat how,
was o mystery., That he was missing a
meal no fellow supposed for a moment.
That was unthinkable.

Fellows had been rather anxious about
Bunter, on the cccasion when he had had
B night out, stranded on the island in

the river. But nobody was anxions now.

For it was kpown that he had tfeles
phoned Mr, Quelch, which made it clear
itliat no accident had bappened fo him.

Mz, Quelch's face that morning in the
Remove Form Room was like unto n
thunderclond., One glance ot Quelel’s
speaking countenance warned  the
Removites that they had io walk warily
that doy !

BRunter did not appear in the Form-
room. Ila was not scen in hreak., He
did not turn up for third school. Ile
did nol appear at dinner,

Where was Dunier?

1lz was, of conrse, still dodging Loder
of the Sixth: all the Remove guossed
that one! DBul where and how ¥
Iie had not gone Lhome! Thet was
{{‘andinued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

koown! Mr, Quelch had not believed a
word of the fat Owl's extracrdinary
statcmments on the telephone ; but during
the morning he rang up Bunter's home
io make sure.

Bunter had not been heard of there.

It looked as if Billy Bunter had run
away Irom school to escape the tre-
mendous whopoing that was due to him
from Loder of the Sixth,

But where had he ron to?  What
refuge had he found? Sammy Bunter
of the Second Iorm was guestioned by
dozens of fellows; but Bammy knew
nothing of his major's proceedings,

“1 wonder,” zaid Bab Oherey thooght-
futlv, when the IRlemove fellows came
out after dinner. * I wonder You
fellows remember the rot Bonter was
falking a few davs aeo o

“Which ' asked ITarry.

*“ About the circus——"

“The creasT

“He seems to have made friends with
the lion-tamer chap there. Ile was talk-
g some rob about the man lbeing
pwiully impressed with him and offey-
g to take hin op—"

“I remwember! Only Dunter’s gas, of
course,” zaid thae capfain of the Rlemove.
“ Bunter can't be there®

“Well, he's somewhere ! argued Baob,
“1Te must Lhave put up zomewhere lastk
night ; and zomebody must be =tanding
him geab foday, If he was missing
meals, be would come back fast enongl,
Loder or no Loder.”

“Rigat on the wicket! DBut—"

“He may have spun some varn ancd
gol the man fo put him ep ™ said Boly
“If he =o't there, where 15 hot™

Harry Wharton looked thoughiful.

Billy Bunicr’s “gazs ™ ou the subject
of the impression hie hiand made on the
King of the Lions, had only made the
choms of the Remove smile-—and ithey
hiad forgotten i, DBut Dol remembered
iEonow, And, as be said, Bunter was
cortainty  somewhere! MHe could not
have dissolved into thn alr,

“He hasn't gone hame™ sald Dal.
“Lle con't e paxying his way anvwhere
—s0 L masb be sticking  somehody |
And lie knows that man ar the cirens!
Might have pulled hiz leg and got the
marn to pak him up”

Flarey Wlharton nodded,

“It's possible ! Lo zaid. “In fact,
now you speal of it it zeoms jolly
likely. He's somoewhere ™

“The =somewherciulness s teerific !
pereed  Ilurree Jamset Bam  Single.
“That iz a deadly ccrt”

“Lota of time (o walk ever to the
circus before elozs,” said Bob, “We
can ask any of iliem if ihey've seen a
human  poreapine mlling about., The
sooner that blithering idiet comes baclk
the better. It's the sack for clearing off
from schosl—unlezs they mele allowanees
for Dunter being a botn idiot. Anyhow,
its o Hogping.’

“That’s so!” agreed Harrr. “Tt mav
make a differonee if he comes back of
his own accord. without having (o bLe
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Lunted for and wvanked in. - It mar
make the beaks go easier with. him. If
we can fnd him, and make him vnder-
stand that, the howling chump may
come baek with ws™

“It's a chance !” said Nugent. “ Let's
walle over and sce, at any rate.”

“Let's ™ agreed Johnny Bull

And the Famous Five, having decided
to follow up that faint clne fo the
mizzing Owl, walked out of goates, and
took the road fo Courtficld Comman,

Dunter, it was certain, did not realise
the seriousness of what he was doing.
Obviously, it would be to his advantage
to return before matters became still
more serious.  And, with the kind and
friondly intention of saving the fat Owl,
if they could, from the results of hiz own
tathendedness, the chums of the Rermove
walked across the ¢ommon o the eircus
Calnp,

——— ==

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Voice Irom the Van!

=% H crikev ! ejaculated

4 Buonter.

He blinked through hiz big
spectacles in alarm from the

window -::tP the roomy and handsome

caravan that belonged to Marco, the

lion-tamer.

Billy Bunter had had his dinner—an
ample dinner. e had retired to that
van to take a little nap. Bunter liked
a nap after o meal, He really needed
a little rest afior his exertions in the
gastronomic line.

But all idea of napping vanished from

Billy

his fat mind when, glancing from
the window, he spotted five figures
approaching.

He blinked at the Famous Five in
alarm and wrath, There was no por-
formance at the circus till the evening,
50 1t was not for that reason that they
were coming,  Moreover, they were not
heading  for the big  eircus  tenk.
Apparently they were sauntering along
to have a look at the circus Cﬂ.llll‘.l—'ﬂrlﬁ
Bunter was thankful ihat he was out of
sight in=ide a van,

LB E I |

“Heasts I breathed Bunter.

It was very imporfant-—from Bunler’s
point of view—that his presence in the
circes  should net become known  at
Creyviviavs, If Quelch learned that he
was there, the next ftem on the pro-
gramme would be a visic from Quelch
and & hand on his collar,

The van window was open to Iei in
what air there was on a hot July afror-
noott,  Bunter guickly drew the curiain
across if,

Sereened by fhe enrtain, he watehed
the juniors, as they came, in growing
alurm.

They conld not see him, cortainbe,

Ile was sale in cover. Buat if thev
learued that he was in the eamp, Lz
game was up, And o chanee word

el betrav hom.

Maree's van waz parked at a litde
di-tanes  from  the  other numerous
veliteles,  Harry Wharton & Co. were
passing within a few yards of the fat
alarmed face that watehed fhem from
behined the curtain, They did not even
dream that a fat fist was shaken at
them, unscen.

That the Famous Five suspected that
he might be in the ¢ireus camp, did
not occur io Buanter. Still less did he
realize that thelr idea was lo save him
from his own  fatheadedness. Bunter
dicdd not want to be saved from his own
fatheadedness! Indeed. he was far from
realising that he was a [ofhead!

e was alarmed and uneasy at the
posthility of discovery,  And it waz a

relief to him when Signor Muccolini
came striding round the van, and planted
himszelf in the poth of the schoolboys.

“IHere, what do you want here$”
snapped the signor. “The public are
not admitted here! Clear off 1"

The Famous Five came to a stop,
They were so near Bunter's window,
that the fat junior was careful {o malke
no sound to draw their attention in his
direction, He hoped to sec them clear
off at once, at the order of the circus-
master. Signor Muccolini’s manner was
unpleasant; and his look far from en-
couraging to visitors,

“Do you hear me?™ added the signor,
without waiting for a reply. His voice
was Joud and aggresive.

“Whiszper and I shall hear 1 answered
Bob Cherry amiably.

i What?r:
“We're mot  deaf?!” said  Bob,
pleasantly. “ We should be able to hear

you, even if you didn't shout.””

The signor made an angry gesture.

“I've told vou to clear off 1 he
shapped.

“Then vou needn't tell us againt!™
remarked Johnnvy Bull. “Did vou buy
this common when you pitched your
camp here??

“You're the boss of this show, I
suppose!” asked Harry Wharton. He
recognised the fab Italian who acted
ns  ring-master when the circus per-
formance was on.

“I am Signor Muccolini I snapped
the signor.

“Well, we're doing no harm here.”
said Harry, “and we'll elear off as soon
az vou like. Buat the faet 15 we're
Inoling for a fellow. and if }he's here,
we'd Tike to gee him.”

Dally Dunter pave a pasp, He had
lenrd every word.

It waz not, after all s chanee visit;
the Leasts wore actually looking for am!
A few more words to Signor Muccolini,
atl ther would koaw that e was there

—in that very van!

For a mwoment, the fat Owl wa=
utterly  dizsmayed. IHe did not need
tellimg  that he was the “fellow® the
Famous Iive were looking for! Dot
they were not gomne to find ham, if
Vunter could help it.  The Greviriares
venkriloguist had a card 1o play!

“"Who——"" began Signor Muacealini.

“Oh, shut up, you fat old ass!” went
on g voiee that sounded remarkably like

Harry  Wharton's, *Don’t anterrupt
me !

Harry Wharton started, in amaze-
miciek, a3 he heard those words. His
fricnds stared al lnm.  Believing that
we had spoken, they were amazed at
wiat they heard.

Signor  Muoceolini was more  than
amazed, He was enraged. Ile was by

nature an overbearing and aggroessive
man: but even o good-tempered and
amiable man might have been angrey ac
:aech o form of address.

“What?' he roared, his fat face
wirple with wrath. “* What do you say ?
mpudent young rascal 1™

o [—J——" stuttered Harry, blankly.
1 1_1’_1'.:

“Harry, old chap!™ gasped Nupgent.

“Barge the old fool out of the way !
woent on the wvoice. “Pitch the silly
old idiot over!”

Billy Bunter grinned through the
curlain, Signor Muccolini was almost
dancing with rage. He had his circus
whip under his arm. He slipped it
down into his hand, and the long lash
cracked 1n the air. The next second it
was cvacking round Harry Wharton's

leps,
‘Ow!™ roared Wharton, as he
jumped. “Stop that! 1 never—

varoooh
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Swipe, awil}lm!

“Clear offy, you young rascals!™
roarced fhe signor. “ Dio mio, I will
throsh you—I1 will—"

“Here, look out!™ gasped Bob Cherey.

He made a grasp at the signor’s arm,
1o arrest the lashing whip.

“Who the thurop—" gasped Harry
Wharton, *“1 never—look lere, keep
that whip away—I-—I pever—="

“Herve, Jones — Robinson — Gilas ™
roarcd the signor. “ Here, clear those
voung seoundrels off ! Kick them out 1™

Bunter peored [rom the back of the
caravan as iheee or four of the clreus
hands, already staving at  the scene,
citine runping up,

One of them grasped Bob Cherry, to
dreag im away from the signor. As the
{at Tiabian’z arm was released, up it
woent again, and the whip lazshed and
rang across Dob's shoulders,

“¥Yoo-hoop I roared Bob,  *Vou old
ast, keep off ! T say—yaronooh 7 The
whip came lashing down again, as the
vxasperated eivens waster strode at the
JUREOTS,

Whaek, whack, whacok !

Bob Cherry dedged, and jompaed, and
suddenly lowering his bead, butted at
the wide and wellllled waisteoat of
Eagnor Aluecoling,

Crash!

“Oooocooogh ™ came a  prolonged
gasp from the fat civeus man, hke the
air escaping from a badly punctured
i1yre.

He tottered back, and__sat down,
bumping in the grass, Ile sat and
waved fat hands, spluttering wildly.

“1le, he, he!” gasped DBilly Bunter,

It was elear, now, that the Famous
Five were not going to have any chance
rf asking questions anbout Bonter in the
gireus.  They had far more pressing
matters to think of.

“Grooogh ! Throw  them  out ™
Furg]m] ipnar AMuecolini, clasping his
wands to his podey waist, and splut-
trring for breath., " Throw them into
the ditch ! Kick them out! Duek them |
IYa wou hear? Throw them i the
diteh 1"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Johnny Bull.
“Here, hands off 1V

“Out you go!” grinned a hurly stable.
man, grasping him. " Kim along ! Ow !”
he added, in a yell. as Johomy's bstk
jammed wunder his chin.

“Look out!™

“"Dack up ¥

“(}h erumhba 1

Five or six rough fellows were piling
ent to the c¢hums of the Remove now,
urped on by the splattering yells of the
cnraged signor.

They would have heen plad te clear
off without fuvther trouble; but une-
fortunately they could not get away
{rom the trouble cavzed by the Groy-
friars ventriloguist.

Signor DMuecolhni, staggering to his
feet, waved his men on—and the juniors
were hustled and bustled, shoved and
barged and rolled; and they punched
in self-defence, and were punched in
return. They retreated, and the retreat
became a flight.

From tho rear of Marco’s van, Billy
Bunter watched them, with a fat
prinming face, as they cut olf acrosz the
cotnmon — [eaving  the  ecircns men
grioping, and Signor Muccolini bran.
dishing hiz whip,

1o, ke, he 1™ chortled Bualer.,

The PFamous Five were gone. The
voace fromm the van Liad worked the
oracle. They were not lilely to return
{lor more!

Rilly Bunter, satisfed that the danger
wags pash, laid his Tas hend on o pillow
i the van, and started, ot las, on his
detayed nap.
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A few minules Jaler, a rumbling
sound,  like the mutter of  distant
thunder, might hoave been heard pro-
eeeding from that van, Had the Famous
Five en #till near, no doubt they
would have recogunised a sound [amiliar
m the Remove dormitory at Gru;[riars
—the deep and heity snore of William
George Bunter,

But the Famous Five were far away
by that time, and the fut Owl of the
Remnve snored in happy peace,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Caught !

g R QUELCH jumped.

o So did Billy Bunter.

The jump was simultaneous |
“DBunter I exclaimed Mr.

Cuelch.

YO lor' ' masped DBunter.

Ifad Billy Buntey been aware that
his Formi-master was in Courtfield that
afternoon, looking for him, certainly
Billy Dunter would never have been
found anywhere within the precincts of
that ancient market town.

But Mr. Queleh, so far us Dunter was
aware, was in_the Form-room al Grey-
friars, imparting to the Remove the
valuable instruction which was for thewr
good, but which Bunter was happy to
BE0APC.

Havine no doubt that hie had “stuffed”
Quelchh on the telephone, Bunter did
not expect the Remove master to 37T
looking for him,

That, however, was exactly what Mr.
Quelch was doing.

Convinced ihat the fat and fatuous
Owl was not far awav, Mr. Quelch had
fixed up extra French for the Remove
that afterncon, thoughtiully taking care
that their time should not be wasted
while he was loocking for Bunter.

Leaving them to the care of Monsieur
Charpentier, he walked down to Court-
ficld, in the hope of picking up news of
Bunter. Ile had learned that Bunter's
telephone call had come from Counrtfield
ast Qifice, which indicated that he was
—arr Nad  been—in  Courtfield.  And
Bunter was a [ellow whe, onee seen, was
not easily forgotten. ]

Quelch made inquiries. He did not,
as Bunter would naturally have ox-
pected, inquire for a handsome, distin-
guished-looking fellow, athletic, and of
aristocratic appearance.  Ha inguired
for a fat echoolboy in spectacles.

But he had had »no Juck. He
came aleng the Hign Street, by the
doorway of a bunshop. He decided
te drop inte that establishment for two
reasons. OUne wasz that a cup of tea
wonld be grateful and comnforting on a
hot afternoon: the oiher was that a
place where {oodstuffz were obtainable
was a ploce where Billy Bunter was
likely to be found.

Queleh walked in—as Bunier walked
out 1

Thevy met in the doorway |

Having arranged matters wilh Aareco,
Billy DBunter had received an advanco
of hiz salary asz assistant to the lion-
tamer. He explained to Maveo that
there wero & few things he had to get.

He pot them in the bunshop! They
wera all eatable, and he packed them
away in his eapacious interior.

After which, Bunter rolled ant, feel-
ing fat and eheery and satislied, 1o wallk
ek to the eirens camp. Amd  ho
inmped eclear of the foor at the sight
of a tall and mtgular fgure just in
fremt of him.

He had taken i for granted that
Queleh was in the Remove-room  at
Grevfriarvs, Evidently, he had taken
tan el far granted.

“Bunter ! repeated Mye. Quelch,
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“0Oh erikey ¥ gasped Dunter,
‘80 you are herei” barked the
Rermove master.
“Oh, no " gasped Dunter. * N-n-not
at all, sir] [—I—I mean—="
“1 have found you, Bunter!”

* Beast I

“Wha-at 1"

“J1I—1 mean—I—I was Just comin
back to school, sir I” gasped Bunter. ™
—TI was on my way, sirl My father—I
mean, my uncle—is—is much better, and
—and 1 was coming bub-bib-back—
You—you needn't take hold of my
collar, sir! I—I'm coming ¥

Mr. Quelch did not seem to agreo
with Bunter on that peint. Ile touk
hold of the fat junior’s collar with a
grip of iron,

“Come 1" he said.

“Oh erumbs ™

Bunter came!

With that grip on his collar, lie had
to come ! People in the bunshop stared
round, Neither Mr. Quelch nor Bunter
heeded them. The fat junior trailed
aut dismally with his Fornm-master.

Mre. Quelch gave up the idea of that

refreshing cup of tea. Having iade
his caplure, he was anxious te getf that
hopeful member of iz Form back to

the school as aquickly as poszible, He
was rather keen to sce Bunter receive
what awaited him there. DBunter, on
the other hand, was far {rom keen,

In the High Sireet they received
many glances from passers-by. It was
rather unusual te see a tall, scholastic-
leoking pentleman marching a fat and
wrigegling  schoolboy  aslong by  the
collar,

But Mr. Queleh could not venturae te
let go Bunter's collar. It was quite
clear that the fat junior would dodge
if he did,

“I=I--1 say, sir,” gasped Bunter,
“yon can let go—="

“Hilence ¥  snapped Mr.  Quelch.
"Walk gquickly, Dunier! We are re-
ceiving very undesirable attention from
the public 1"

“I—I can’t walk quickly, srl”
groaned Bunter. “I've sprained my
ankle|! I've got a fearful pain, sicl®

Heedless of that statement, Jr,
ieleh marched him m{?m]y on. Mlare
and more people stared, and three or
four small” boys began to follow in a
sort of procession. They made remarks
az they followed. )

Mr. Quelch was pink with vexation.
Ho jerked at Dunfter's collar, and the
fat Junior gurgled as he rolled gnward.
It was far %mm being Mr. Queleh’s wish
to alford an enlertainment for the small
fry of Courtheld. Puablicity had po
ativactions for him af all.

Unattractive as it was, he was g{*lﬁng
if. Mare small bovs joimed up.
grocer's lad with a basket and a
butcher's boy with a woocdcon tray forgot
that it was thewr duiy to deliver goods
with promptness and dispaich, and fol-
[cwedp the growing proceszion,

“*I—I say, sir, 1f—1f vou'll Ie%ﬂ, I—-
I'll come all right, sir!” gasped Bunter.
I e | Twnnt to come !”E ”

“1 do not trust you, Bunter 1™ ena
Mr. Quelch. ppe

“ Oy, really, sir, I—I'm not thinking
of dedging away if yon let go my
eollag 1 I--1 say, sir——"

“ Be silent 1™

“ I-—-I sav, 15—is Lhe Head waxy, sic ¥

Mr, Queleh gave him a glare.

“If vou mean, 3 yonr headmaster
angry, Dunter, he is very angrey indeed |
You will be ﬂ’nggml severely 17

“0Oh erikey | I=—I eay, siv—"

“ Bilence I

Gilly Bunter rolled on dismally., It
was clear to himy now that he liad not
“stulfed ” Quelch, as he had happily
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beliecved. Instead of supposing that he
was in affectionate attendance at the
bedside of a sick relative, Quelch some-
how—DBunter did not know how—knew
that he had run away from school. And
he was taking him back to be flogged!

The fact that he deserved to be
flogged made no difference to Bally
Bunter. lie hated the idea of 1t

Somechow or other, he had to get awayx
before Quelech walked him into Grey-
friars. Then, to his horror, Mr. elch
spotted a poassing empty taxi, and with
Lis disengaged hand signed to the
driver. ui'lr. Quelch was extremely
gnxious to get away from the gathering
erowd, and he was very glad to sce that
tazi. The taximan drove to the kerb
and stopped.

Bunter was desperate. ;

Quelch's grip on_ his collar was like
that of a vice. There was no possi-
bility of loosening it. But Billy
Bunter's fat brain was working at full
Pressura now.

Suddenly, with a swift turn, Le
twisted out of his jacket. Mr, Quelch,
jerking him towards the taxi, jerked
the jacket away as Bunter escaped
from it.

Bunter bounded.

In his shirtsleeves, he went down
Courtficld High Street at a frantic
rush, and the move master was left
stonding at the door of the faxi, with
an empty jacket in his hand, staring
bHankly after the fleeing Owl.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Booked !
& UNTER!* shricked Mr. Quelch.
B Bunter flew.
“Stop! You hear me,
Bunter? Stop!™
Bunter heard, bui he heeded not!

The rate at which the fat Owl went
down the High Street hinted that he

had a good chance for the school
100 yards. His feet hardly touched the
pavement.

There was a buzz of excitement from

the crowd. The entertainment was
panning out better than they had
expectoed.

or & moment Mr. Quelch stared,
transfixed. Then he rushed ter
Bunter. pce &

“'Fre, pir—" shouted the taxi-driver.

Mr. Quelch did not heed him. He
tore after Bunter. His long legs
whisked at a terrific rate as he rushed
in pursuit. And he did not rush alone.
After him rushed quite an army of the
juvenile population of Courtfield, in
great excitement. They were nof miss-
ing this.

*Bunter ! Btop ™

“"Oh crikey I*

Billy Bunter pounded frantically on.
e had started at o terrific burst of
speed. But he had to slow down, Hae
had too muech weight to carry to keep
it up.

Mr. Quelch’s sprinting days were long
over. But he was Stiﬁ active, and ha
gained rapidly on the fleeing Owl.

Closer and closer behind Bunter cama
the pattering footsteps of the pursuer.
An putstretched clutching hand grasped
at Bunter and barely missed a fat
shoulder. The next elutch touched, and
almost held. Another moment, and
Queleh would have had him.

What happened next was uninten-
tional on Bunter's part. He bounded
on desperately, stumlllale& and fell fairly
_ at the move master’s f&eh
_ Mr. Quelch was g-nin% too fast to stop.
In & moment his long ag& tangled over
Bunter, and he pitched forward.

“(Oh [* gasped Mr. Quelch.

He sprowled over the fat Owl, his
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nose tapped the pavement. and his hat
rolled nl¥. Hardly knowing what had
happencd te him, the breathless Forme-
master lay spreadeagied, gurghng for
breath.

“rrerggh 1™ Queleh
dlsaﬂy. ' o

“*Urrreggh 1 gurgle unter.

“ Urrrg%;g[ Upgn [:Er:._n.- word ! Urergh !

“Wow ! Oh crikey! Wouw!”

Billy Bunter scrambled up. Mr.
Cuelch had got as far as his bands and
}-:nm-ﬁ by the time Bunter got to his
eet.

Bunier did not wait for Quelch to
resume the perpendicular, Breathless,
gasping, but desperate, he barged on,
and earcered down the street, A gell
of encouragement from the thickening
erowd followed him. There were -at
least thirty people taking n deep and
personal interest in fhe matter now,
and the publie sympathy, on the whole,
was on Bunter’s side.

h:::“ Hook it, fatty !” roared the butcher’s

“Put it on, you with the specs!”
shouted the yonih who assisted the loeal
grocer in Lhe delivery of goods—a duty
that he had momentarily forgotten in
his keen interest in Bunter and Quelch.

Mr. Queleh staggered up.

Hiz nose, which had tapped the hard
pavement, was red and raw. His hat

gurgled Mr.

wasg gpone. His scanty locks blew out on
ehd. Herum::».d for breath., He was
dusty. o was damaged. He was

immtensely exasperated,

He grabbed at his hat. Even at the
cost of allowing Buuter to gain a lead,
he could not rush on hatless,

But the butcher's boy, with the good-
natured infention of giving DBunter a
chance, kicked the hat out of his reach,

“How dare you ! gasped Mr. Quelch,
;:Le-'a.va my hat alone! Give me my

at 1"

He P]Ll[lg‘l.‘.'d after 1t again. But the
grocer's boy weighed in, and kicked it
off the pavement into the road.

“Let the kid alone, old boney!” said
the grocer's boy. * What's he done?"

Mr. Quelch did mnot answer that
question, He plunged inte the road
after his hat. He grabbed it up,
jammed it on his head, and re-started
after the interval, . y

But Billy Bunter had gained guite a
long start by that time, 15 fat
figure had vanished down the High
Street, going all out for the road over
the common.

Bunter's one idea was to get clear of
the Remove master, and get back to the
circus. Omnce there, he was safe: if
only he reached that refuge unpursued.
And by the tima Mr. Quelch had ﬁnaléy
rocaptured his hat and re-started.
Bunter had got out of the town, and
the open common lay before him,

In & state of excitement and wrath
to which no words could have done
justice, Mr. Queleh sprinted after him.
After Quelch trotted the young Court-
fielders, eager to be in st the death.

_At the end of the High Street, Quelch
sighted Bunter agsin. Well ahead, the
fat Owl panted desperately.

In the distance, across the greem
common, rose the summit of the g
eircus tent. DBut Mr., Quelch did not
glance at it. Ie was quite unaware
that Muccolini’s Circus was DBunter’s
destination. )

His eyes fixed on DBunter with a
glitter in them that would have made
the fat junior's flesh ereop, had he seen
it. S{dcml, or @never, had Henry
Samuel Quelech been so terrifieally en-
raged. Not only had Bunter absented
himself from school without leave, Not
onl he cut closses. He wus
resisting his Form-master's attempt to

recapturs him—adding reckless rebellion
to his other numerous offences: olfence
piled on offence, like O:zsa piled on
Felion. Queleh surged on. )

But now he was losing ground. His
fall on the pavement had damaged him.
He had barked his knees, and he had a

ain in them. His wind was faili

im. As the last houses of Courtfiel
dropped astern, Mr. Quelch slowed to a
stop, panting and panting for breath,
perspiration streaming down his face.

The fat figure shead was still runnipg.
Only desperation conld have kept Dilly
Bunter gomg. But desperation did.

“io it, old ‘un ™

“Put it on, bag of bones!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Quelsh did not heed the voices
round him. He mnfpped a streaming
brow, and glared after the fat figure
that was growing smaller and smaller
in the distanee down the long white
road.

He felt a touch on his arm.

t-bEm’ you, Bl p—""

“ Stand back 1" smapped Mr. Quelch,
“How dare you—" Then he saw that
it wag the taximan,

*Didn't you call my cab?™ demanded
the taxi-driver indlgnanﬂ? * Didn't
vou stop me? T ask vou! I've follered
vou as fur as this, and I tell you I want
my fare! Sec?

Mr. Quelch checked an sngry answer.
He had forgotten the taxi. But the
driver, who considered that he was
entitled to a fare, had not forgotten.
He had followed on; and there he was!

“Ohl Yes! No! VYesl” gasped Mr.
Quelch. “Certainly ! Quite!”” He spun
round towards the taxi. It waz a wind-
fall at that moment. "“Driver! Follow
that boy—you see him—that fat boy—
he has run away from echool—foliow
him—lpze no time—I will pay you
double fare if he is caught.”

Indignation disappeared from the
taxi-man's face as if wiped off by &
duster.

“I'm on, sir! Jump in!”

Mr. Quelch bounded into the taxi.
The driver jumped inte his seat. The
taxi buzzed away—followed by disap-
pointed howls from the audience. Some
of them scuttled after the cab, still
hopeful, But there was nothing in 1t
The whizzing taxi dropped them swiftly
behind. The entertainment was over!
The butcher's boy and the grocer’s be
procecded to the belated ‘delivery o
goods; nnd the rest were left staring.

Mr. Quelch, mopping a perspiring
brow in the taxi, was glad to get clear
of them. It had been quite agsinst his
will that he had provided thot free
entertainment that afferncon, in the
High Street of Courthield.

The taxi whizzed down the rond over
the common, Quelch fized his cyes on
the fat figpure, on which he was now
ﬁii'ﬂm : hand over Gst. Bunter was

CEE

Unaware that he was booked, the fat
Owl came to a halt on the reoad. He
blinked back through his big spectacles.
He was anxious to make sure that
Queloh was not at hand before he cut
ncross from the road to the cireus camp
on the common.

He did not see Quelch! All he saw
was & taxi-cab, coming on at a rush.
It did not occur to him for the moment,
that Quelech was inside the taxi.

“0Oh erikey !” gasped Bunter. *"Oh
lor [ He dahbegtricklmg perspiration
ont his fat face, and gasped for breath.
“Thank dness I've got clear of that
beast | Oh, erambs 1

The taxi jarred to a halt.

The doer flew open.

Mr. Queleh jumped out.

“TBunter IV



“Ch erikey I"Eﬂﬁped Buntar. " Oh!”
His eyes bulged hehind his spectacles
at the Remove master,

Ho made a wild bound to escape.
Fut it was too late! A leaping tiger
had nothing on Quelch, as the Hemove
master leaped ac Bunter, A grip of
mon fastencd on the fat junier

This time it did vot fasten on a jacket
collar. This time the grip fastencd on
a fat neck!

“Oeococgn " gurgled Buufer.

He wriggied wiidly, But the game
was up. He could not play the same
trick agamn, Ile had slipped out of hits
jucket and left it behind., But he coald
not leave his neck behind!

“"Wurrgh!  Leggo! You're chook-
chick-chuck-choking me!™  apluttersd
Bunter. "I say—pgurrregh !

With a swing of his arm, Mr. Queleh
landed Bunter in the taxi. He followed
him in.

“Gireyiriars School, as quickly as
possible 17 he yapped 1o the driver.

"~ Yogsip 1M
The taxi rushed on.  Ar. Quelch, still
panting, zat  beside  Bunter—not

speaking, but indicating, by his look,
whols volumes !

Biflly Bunter gave a longing blink
back ag the civeus tent, az it vanished.
Mareo, the King ef the Lions, had becn
making plans for his new assistant to
show up in the ring at the performance
that evening. DIvidently, Maveo had
to make now plans! The eircus disap-
pearcd, and the grey old tower of
Creyiriars School rose info view over
the trees ahead.

Billy Bunter groancd dizmally.

Thoe game was up !

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Return of the Prodigal !

i HAL ass—"
E “Bother him ! said Harry
Wharton, cros=sly.

“1 faney Queleh has gone
after lim ! zaid Bob.

“Herve him vight if be gels him !
saic the captain of the Remove. *What

Bunter wants iz a jolly good hiding !

. The Remove came out of clazs-room

No. 10, where they had been busy with
Monsgicur  Charpentier, and  extra
Fronch, Every fellow in the Form
guvssed why they had been handed over
1o Mosoo for that lesson. There could
be no doubt that Mr. Queleh had goue
me search of Bunter,  And it was o
question of deep and thrilling interest
to tho Hemove, whether Quelch had had
any  luck,

The Famous Five, earlier that davy,
Lhod walked to the cireus, with quite
sindd and friendly intentions towards the
fat and fatwous Owl. But what hod
hap{fnuﬂ_cd at the circus had naturally
medoe them wrathy.

They had returned to Greyfriars dusty
and dishevelled and damaged. And
they had guessed the source of the mys-
terious volee that had caused the shindy.

What had ha.ypnnmi had, in fact, left
no doubt in their minds that Bunter was
at the circus. They had not scen himn;
but he had seen them, and they had
been the wvictims of his ventrilogquial
trickery. They had mo doubt on ‘that
point after thinking it over; and now
their chief desiro was to get within
;MEIHIIE distance of Bunter and kick hiun
ar

“He's there all right, and he must
have spotted ws!® remarked Johnny
Bull. “But Quelch will never think of
looking in the cirens.”

“EHardly 1* agread Bob,

“I don’t see how he could !™ assented

EVERY SATURDAY

Harry Wharlon. *We ¢an't zive the
fat ass away; but, by Jove, T'll jolly
well kick him all round the quad when
he contes back ™™

“But iz he coming back?” grinned
Bab., “He's got a2 high old time wait-
ng for him here! Loder’s anxious to
zee hin, and Quelch, and the Ilead—
not to mention our noble selves| 1
fancy Bunter will keep away as long as
ho jolly well can, and if he sticka zafc
m the eirens, Queleh will never dream
of looking for aim there, I wonder how
long the fai 1diot will keep it up?”

“The wondevfulness iz ferrific
grinned Horree Jamezct Rain Singh.

“ilallo, hallo, hallo! Is that Quelch
coming back? ‘There's a taxi!” ex-
elaimed Bob suddenly.

“Thaet's Queleh in it 7

* And—groat pip!

* Bunter [*

"

Bunter !
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“He's got him I*

The taxi that turned in at the school
gates did not stop there. Jt came on
to the Houze. Asnd there was a roar of
volces as the fad, dismal visage of Dilly
Bunter was spotted, blinking {from a
window.

Evidently Quelch had “got ™ him !

“Quelch looks good-tempered—what ¥
murmured the Dounder {o e Famous
five, as they watched ihe taxi. And
Binithy chuekled.

“Poor old Buanter '™ zaid Dob,

“The poorininess of the estecmed old
DBuntor js tercifie 1™

At the sight of the di=mal fat Owl,
recaptured and brought back for stern
justice, the Famons Five qunite forgst
their own hestile intentions towavds
him.  Clesrly Bunter bad  enough

(Continued on next page.)

GREYFRIARS

(1)
We all know the hobby of Trolter, the page,
Is reading his hair-raising thrillers,
Pold brigands and bandits of every age,
The heroes 7ou see on the films and the stage,
The crackemen, detectives and killexs
He wallows in stories ot bloodthirgty crime,
On shockers he spends his whole wages,
A oriminal’s life he conziders aublimea,
And even at work, he will dream all the lime
He iz Trotlter the Terror of Pages !

(%)

There's Jake, the Américan bandit, who clumps
Around in the smartest apparel,

1 guess he's the baby to give you the jumps,

As into some citizen’s waisteoat he pumps
Hot lead by the bushel or barrel !

He don’t give a cent for a cartlogd of ** bulls,™
That’s ** cops ' in American argot,

And if they zef alter him, Jake always pulls

His hardware and plags *em, then off with the

joals !
They do things like that in Chicago !

I thaught it won

{8}
So back to old Trotter, still fixed to his chair,
crept and I stood thers in silénce.
Then Trotter looked np and discoversd me

ETe
I lavelled my weapon and shoufed ; ** Prepare
To die 8 dog’s death with great vitlenca ! *?
For one fsarlul second he sat as though bound,
Divested of every fecling,
And thﬁ? IIH rose up with a screech and a

nid,
And liltuwﬂi:da, whoen 1 looked upwards, I
i bl el
Hiz brainbox had denfed the ceiling.

Our tame poet is on the war-path again.
TROTTER,
the Greyfriars Page-boy.

(3}
“ But why go lo Wibley 7 ** no donbf vou will

ask.

Well, Wib keeps a stock o disguises,
I help me to finish my task
i A& 1E Wib fixed me np in & cloak, with a mask
: To cover my honny blue eyeses !

He did, and he lent me 8 property gun

And a ferce-looking pair of moustaches.
“ That's fineg ! ** he declared with a chuckle

ol fun,
¢ If ‘Trotier seea that and don'’t go wilh & run,
Il eal my be:zt Bundsy goloshes ! ™

bread, )
i Now tey it 17" Hui Trotter was shaking with
: dread, k
45 ] l&t;huh ! .
2 I covered him ﬂ’“’“t. and Trotter perspired,
[

5 Buoi Trotter, they tell me, though toilworn and

INTERVIEWS

This week he ** hold: vp ™

()

His heroes are many, but all of (hem M)}
‘The minds of the people with terror.
Hiz eyeballs pop ont as he thinks with a thril)
He's riding with Turpin or Buffalo Bill
On & muostang scross the Sierra |
But greater than any old brigand of yore
Is an Al or an Ed or & Toni !
For who, demands Trofter, can help but adore
The American gunmsan who's ready o roar,
“ Aw, say, you ginks, dal’s gl boloney ! »

{4}
No answer from Trotter to-day when I called,
He sat there éngrossed in a novzl,
Quite dead to the world, he was reading
_entbzrallad,
A hﬂr—!iﬂ&ﬂﬂ journal, s hook which was
calla
" The Houod of the Horrible Hovel ' ™
His lips, a3 he tollowed fhe words of the book,
Were breathing the speeches ont glibly,
I stond there a conple of seconds to look,
Then quietly slung (to be vulgar) my hook,
And went back to speak o old Wibley.

7
“ Feeeah ! " was the yell that he suddenly

Fave,
He gazed af me, quite overpoweored
For when he Ielt doomed to a too eariy grave,
He no looger actad aa Trotter the Brave,
EBut rather as Trotter the Coward.
“ Reware ! "7 I exelaimed in a8 voice low apd

deap,
“ Bewars, oh thon son of & camel !
0h, sluggard, I come here to make thy flesh
CTaBp,
Too long you have studied this literature

cheap,
8o now you start cleaning enamel I 7

(81

I covered him with my revolver, and said :
“ You've often ssid you would abolish
The work you are given lor earniug your

Ha gilanily fook np the

But worked with his dread undiminished,
Apnd then I gave Trotfer a look and retired,

tired,
Worked on till his labonr was finished !
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cominz to him without being kicked
round the quad by the Famous Five,
His look indicated that he was aware

of it. Never had the fat face of
Williamm George Bunter looked so
dismal and woebegona.

His expression, indeed, might have
touched a heart of srone.  But it did
not seemn to  touch Quelch’s
Remove master’s Jook was grim.  He
seemed to have borrowed the petrifying
glare of the fabled Gorgon,

The taxi stopped at the House, Mr.
Quelch  alighted—the conire of &
liundeed pairs of eyes. He glared back
at the fat Owl. Bunter seewmed unable

to detach himself from his seat. What
awaited him in the House was not
attractive.

“Bunter I rumbled Me, Quelch,

“0Oh dear! Yes, sir!” groaned
Bunter.

“Why do vou not alicht? Get out of

r!lﬂ

the caby at once

“Oh lor' 1

Bunicr almost crawled out of the
caly, He blinked round at the staring
crowd of Grexviriavs fellows dolorously.

“Go into the House, DBunter!”
snapped Mr. Quelch.

unter breathed hard. There was a

desperate glemn in his little round cyves,
behind his big round spectacles. uk
if the fat Owl was thinking of an
attempt to bolt, even at that moment,
there wos nothing in it

“Loder, please iake Bunter into the
House 1” rapped Mr. Quelch, “Take
care that he does not elude vou I™

“Certainly, sir!” said Loder of the
Sixth.

He gripped Bunter by a fot arm.

“Ow 1" squenked Bunier.

“Come in, vou voung rascal!” zaid
Loder.

“Oh lor™ 17

Loder marched Bunter in. Then Ar.
Quelch paid the faxi farve and followed.
The Greviriars fellows were left in a

buzz.

Bunter was taken to hiz Form-
master’s study. He blinked dismally
ronnd that familiar apartment.

“You will remain here, Bunter, while
I szce wvour headmaster | sad Mr
Cueleh sternle,

The
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Bunter had & gleam of hope. Thers
was & window, and if he was left there
while Queleh went to zee the Head—
But that brief hope was dashed tle next
momant.

“ Loder, will you kindly remain in this
study until I return ™ said br. Quelch.
“ 1 gannot tenst this boy.”

“Certainly, sir "

“You will take every care that he
doez not leave this study, Loder. TFor
some reason I fail to understand, the
stupid bov seems bent on running away
from school. You will take every
care——" )

“Rely on me, sir!”

" Veory good, Loder,™

Mr. Queleh guitted the stndy, shutiing
the door after him. Billy Bunter cast o
longing blink at thet door. and then at
the window, which was wide opoen, let-
ting in the bright July sunshine. If
only he had had & chance to drop from
that window and scud for the gates
bhefore Mr. [.‘Qluelﬁh came back to take
him to the Head—

Loder, reading the thought in his fat
face, grinned.

“Try it on!* he su]%ge.r,ted.

“Beast I groaned Bunter.

Yaoder rubbed hiz waisteeat reminis-
ecently, Perhaps he was still feeling a
twinge there.

“Get away from that window !” he
rapped.

“I—I was only pg-g-going to look
out 1Y pacped Bunter. “I—I was only
gﬂmg to ss-speak to Wharton, Loder!

--1 wasn't thmi-:mlg of jumping out! I
—I say, cecan't I j-j-just look out of
the window 7"

Loder stepped to Mr. Queleh's table.
The Remove master’s cane lay there.
Loder picked it up.

“Get away from that window 1™

: 5y It

Swipe !

“Yaroooooh ! roared Bunter, as the
canc landed oo his tight trousers.
“Ow! Beast! Yooop!”

Swipe ]

* Yoo-hooop 1"

“Getting away from that window ?¥
grinned Loder.

S Wow 1Y

Bunter pof away from the window.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !

1 HAT cad Loder—"

E Loder of tha Sixth gave a
start as the voice Hoated—or
geemed to float—in at the

open window of Mr. Quelch’s study. It
was—or ought te have beesn—tho voice
of Bob Cherry of the Remove, Loder
started, and his eyes gleamed.

“That rotter Loder——" said
another voice: or, at all events, a voico
that sounded like another—Harry
Wharton's.

Loder stepped towards the open
window, his jaw jutting and his oyes
glinting,

The bully of the Sixth was aware that

fellows in the Hemove had no high
opinion of him. Now they seemed to be
caralessly leibing him know what they
thought of him! It was not safe for
juniors to tell a Sixth Form %refec:t,
invested with the power of the ashplant,
what they thought of him |

A number of fellows had gathered iIn
the quad, opposite Mr. Queleh’s window.
They were deeply interested in the re-
captured Owl ! 2.q_*,"1nrm‘;.'I;~rc:u:!:,r in the Re-
move—and most fellows in other Forms
—were discussing what was going to
happen to Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. would w:![mglsr
have given himm an encouraging word—
which was really kind of them, consider-
ing the trick the fat ventriloguist had
played on them that day. But they dis-
cerned Loder of the Bixth in the stady,
evidently keeping weatch on Bunter,
50 they did not come too near the
window.

They were near enough, however, to
meet Loder's angry glare as ho put his
head out. ]

“Wharton! Cherry I rapped Loder.

Billy Bunter, in the study, breathed
guickly. He knew, if Loder did not,
that those voiccs at the window were a
ventriloquial effect.

Gretting away by the window was
impracticable. But if Loder’s attention
was drawn to the window, there was s
chanco at the door.

Bunter was in & frame of mind now to
take the mnost desperate chances. He
had kept out of school, in the first place,
merely to dudﬁe Loder—now he had Mr.
Guelch and the Head fo deal with as
well | He had, in fact, piled up zo much
trouble for himself at Greyfriars, that
eny refuge would have been welcome,
And there was a refuge all ready, if he
could get to it—the eireus, where, in-
stead of hain%&a whopped schoolboy, he
was going to & big noise and & great
gun—a change ever so much for the
better ! He was going on the cirous
hills as * Bunto the Boy Temer |"—and
he vastly preferred being Bunto the Boy
Tamer, to being W. G. Bunter, flogged
hfahia headmaster | "

tepping on tiptoe, suppressing his
bmatﬁfng, the fat Owl eg%]ed towards
the door as Gerald Loder glared out of
the window.

The two juniors, as they were called,
came nearer. Thoy wondered what
Yoder wanted. .

“¥es, Loder,” said Harry Wharton.

“I heard you—both of you!"” snarled
Loder. “I suppose you didn’t think I
should hear your woices, you young
sweeps ! Do you fancy you can call &
Zixth Farm prefect names like that?™

“Eh—like what?" asked Harry, in
astonishment. :
“*We weren't speaking to  you,

Loder,” said Bob, egqually astonished.
“1I was just saying to Wharton that I
wondered what was going to happen to
Bunter.™

“I heard you!l" reared Loder.



“Wall, if you heard me, there’s no
harm in wondering what's going to
happen to poor olld Donter, is there?”
asked Bob.

* That will do, Cherry. Go to my
study at cnee—both of you—and wait
Ul I come there " rapped Loder

“What for?” deomanded Wharion
angrily,

“For calling a prefect nomes, vou
cheoky young raszcal 1™’

“But we never——"'

“That's enough! Go to my study at
onee 1"

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
looked at him. They were strongly in-
elined to tell Loder to go and eat coke.
=till, a prefoct's order was a prefect's
orcler, and Loder of the Sixth was a
prefect. In expressive silence the two
juniors turned away, and went towards
the door of the House.

Click 1

That sound greeted Loder's cars as
he turped from the window, It was
the sound of the study door shutling,
grul the key turning outside.

Bunter was gone!

Loder had bheen about a minute at
the window, glaring out at the Re-
movites, and, for that space of sixty
seconds, rather forgetful of Dunter.

Bixty seconds had been enough for
the fat Owl. Billy Bunter's movements
generally rather resembled those of the
lortoise than the hare. But Bunter
WES erate now, and understudying
the hare instead of the tortoise,
Swiftly, silently, he changed the Lkey
to the outside of the lock, and po%ged
out; and the door was clozing on him,
ag Loder turned from the window.

With a gasp of wrath, Loder bounded
serass the atud,g;

He grasped the door handle, turned
it, ng tugged. But ns the door was
locked on the outside, it did not budge.

He heard a breathless gasp without.

“Bunter!” roared Loder. " You
young rascall You—you've locked me
] You—you—you——  Unlock that
door at oncel Do vou heari”

Bunter certainly heard. But answer
there came none. Leaving the infuri-
ated Loder tugging at uﬁocked door,
the fet jumior scuttled down Masters’
Fassage. ]

Loder thumped {frantically on the

door.
“Open this door!™ he bellowed.
“Let me out! Will you open this daor,

you voung scoundrel? Bunter!™

Thump, thump, thump !

If Loder could have got at the fat
Owl at that moment, Bunter would
have had a sample of what was coming
to him from the Head—a foretaste of
the wrath to come.  Fortunately,
Loder couldn't. Stout ozk and a
strong lock stood in the way, and
Lodar, imprisoned in the amave
magtar’s study, could only bang and
bawl.

Bunter did not linger to listen.

He bolted.

Ha did Masters’ Pazsage az if it were
the cinder-path. In less than a minuts
the open doorway of the House was
before him—the open quad beyond,
brilliant with the sunshine of July.

Dut, alas! for Bunter. In the door-
way st tho portly figure of Mr.
Prout, master of the Fifth, in conversa-
tion with Moneienr Charpentier. Both
the masters stared blankly at Bunter
a3 he came bolling doorward.

“(oodness  gracious!”  ejaculated
Frout. 3

“Moo Dien! Ce garcon!” gasped
Mossca.

“Upan my word! The boy is run-
ning away again! And it is not ten
mhutes since he was brought in!'

EVERY SATURDAY

boomed Prout. ""Bunter! Bay, stup
Becure him, Monsieur Charpentier
Asist me to seeqre him !

“Mais oui! Quil”

Escape was barred. Prout and Messoo
made a dive at Bunter, In o moment
hands would have been uwpon him.

Bunter swerved. and dashed for the
staircaze In Mlasters’ DPassage Loder
was bawling and banging, and two or
threa beaks were coming ont of their
studies, disturbed by the uproar.
Hemimed in bhehind and before, it awvas
the stairs or nothing for Bunter—and
he took the stairae. Bunter vsually did
staira very slowly; now he did them
gomething like a fHash of lighining,

_ “Bunter, stop!” boomed Irout, reoll-
g in pursut.

“ Buntair ! Zat you stop, ¥iz you i
shrieked Monsiewr Charpentier.

Bunter did not stop.

He bounded.

Monsicur Charpentier dashed up the
slaircase after him. 3Mossoo was light
and active. Prout, who was neither,
lumbered more slowly in the rear.
Bunter reached the landing above as
Mossoo reached PBunter, and grabbed
at a fat leg.

Without stopping to think, Bunter
kicked out backwards,

“Ciel P yalled Monszieur Charpentier.,
_ Bunter's boot clumped on a Gallic
jawbone.  Monsieur Charpentier spun
over, ¥elling, ha rolled.

Prout, following him up the stairs
had not, of course, expected that. Ha
waa quite taken by surprise as the
French master crashed inte him.

He made a frantie cluteh at the
banisters, and missed. Prout rolled,
and Aonsicur Charpentier rolled, They
landed togeiher at the foot of the stair-
case, winded to the wide, and gurgling
horribly. Above, Bunter vanished, atill
going strong.

“Mon Dieu! Nom d'un nem ! splut-
tered Monsieur Charpentier, “"On me
tne! On m'assomme ! OCooocogh I

# Gooh ! Ogeh!” gurgled
Prout.

“What—what has happened?’’ Mr.
Quelch, coming back from the Head's
study, halted, to stare at the startling
SCENC, Y Afr. Prout—Monsicur Char-
pentier, what—"

I am keell ! I

“Ciell I am smash!
die wiz myself 1" wailed Mossoo.
am keeck on ze cheenl! I am chuck
down [’escalier—ze staircase! Ilelas!
I zink zat T go to die!”

“But what—"

“ That—that boy—that—that Bunter '’

gasped Prout, sitting up dizzily.
“That boy of your Form—that—that-—
that—"

" Bunter—Bunter i3 in my study.
Sure # Without waiting te finieh,
Me. OQuelch whizsked away to hia study.

Bang, bang, bang | came on the inner
side of Lhe door,

“You rotter! Let me out!” came
ILoder’s roar. *“Do you hear, you
blighter? L'll smash you! I'll—"

“Loder,” stuttered Me. Qualch,

He turned back the key, and pushed
tho door open. Loder, about to charge
into the paz=ago with brandished [ists,
stopped suddenly as be saw the Remove
master.,

“Oh ! he gasped. “ You—— J—"

“YWhere 15 Bunter?™ almost raved
Alrv, Quelch.

“ He—he=he got out, and locked the
door on me, and——"

“I left him in c?lmlr charge. Ilave
you been so stupid, ro foolish, so—so
mecnsate, as to allow that boy——"

“I—I—} couldn't help—7y  1—I—"

ool 1"

Soeldom ar never did Mr. Quelch use
etich an expression. But he was fairly
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gunded now, He had scen the Heaal
M. Locka was prepared to deal with
the truant. GQuelh had come back to
fotch him. The Head was waiting, Ile
had ito be left waiting, Bunter was
on his travels again—where? No won-
der Mr. Queleh forgnt, at that moment.

the ecalm and dignified mode of
address proper to a Form-master,
“Fool ! he repeated.
Y Look here—" gasped Loder,
“Delt 1" said Mr. Quelceh,
III_'_I_II
“Imbecile !’
Leaving it at that, DMr. Quelch
hurried mway to huant for DBunter.

Loder was left in no deubt aa to what
the Remove master thoupht of him,

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Doggo !
EMPLE of the Fourth stood 4t
i hiz study window, locking out,
and prinning. Ceeil Reginald
Temple was rather amused,
Thera was a erowd in the quad, aml
cxcited wvoices Hoated up to Temnple's
cars. And the name of Bunter was,
so to speak, the burden of the song.

Bunter had becn caught. Bunter had
bolted again. Bunier's name was on
every tongue. And Greyiriars re-

sounded with the name of DBunter, as
with Orinthis the rocks of old. Bunter
had tha house.

Where Bunter actually was, nobody
secmed to know. But he was cxpected
to come bolting cut of the Honse every
moment by a door, or by a window.
It was known that Mr. Quelch was
rooting through the Remove studies.
But Bunter had not been seen since
he had scampered up the stairs
Whether he was still in tho House,
whether ha had got out, or whothor he
was just about to get out, nobody knew.
But & swarming crowd watched for
him, most of them laughing. And
Tomple, watching tho exciting agene
from his study window, grinned.

Interested in what he saw below in
the quad, Temple did not notice a
slight sound at hia open doorway, be-
hind him.

He did not know that a fat face,
adorned by & large pair of spectacles,
blinked into the study.

Neither was ho aware that a fat fist
was shaken ai his back, as Billy Bunter
spotted him standing at the window.

Quelch was in the Remove p&ﬁsa?m
It was for that precise resson that Billy
Bunter wasu't. '

Bunter was hunting cover. Evidently
a Remove study was no safe cover
Bunter had dedged into the Fifth Form
passage first, in the hops of finding con-
cealment in a semor =tudy. But the
sight of Coker of the Fifth had caused
him to dodge out again, faster than ho
had dodged in. An pnxions blink along
the Fourth Form studics showed him no
fellow in sight; and Bunter tiptoed
alon l:-g those studies, and blinked in
at the first open doeor,

It waz deoply exasperating to see &
Fourth Form fellow in the room. Bun-
ter wanted to spot an wnoecupird etudy
in which to park huneself, uniil the hunt
died down a little. SHpotting Lemple,
ha shook his fist at the back of that

vouth’a unconscious head, and paused,

irrosolute.

Then there wos s sound of footsteps in
the direction of the stoirs.  ellows
wore coming up.

1Vemiple, leaning out of the stud
window, wos still staring at the mo
below, Bunior tiptoed in,

Tue Macxer Lapnany.--No. 1,482,
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Cecil Reginald Temple, being, natur-
ally, unprovided with cyves in the back
of his head, did not sec lLim. And
Bunter took care that Cecil Reginald
did not hecar him!

He reached the study toble. That
table was laid for tea, There was a
mwice white table-cloth on i, which
reachod down low on all sides.  Billy

Bunter lowered himself on his fat knees

and crept under the table. : :

Bunter was not considered bright in
the Remove. But in these moments of
stross, Bunter's fat brain was working
at double pressure. The table-cloth
afforded excellent cover—he was out of
sight as soon as he was parked under
that table. And the fact that a Fourth
Form fellow was in the study, made it
all the safer for him if he was locked
for—so long, of course, as that fellow
did not spot him hunting cover,

And Temple didn't!

Temple did not look round from the
window till there was o tramp of feet
at the doorway, and his study-males,
Dabiney and Frv, came in. _

Then Cecil Beginald turned, grio-
nibg, from the window. Dut belore
that, Bunter waz safe oui of sight.

“Have they got him 7'’ asked Templo,

“Not vet!"” grinned Fry, *een any-
thing of him up herei”

“No! He can't be still in  the
House 1" said Temple, little dreaming
that the subject of his remark was
within sound of his voice. .

“T  faney he ig!”  said  Fry.
“Seuttled up  into  the box-rooms,
perhape 1" ;

“What a game!"” grinned Temple.

“Oh), rather ' chuckled Dabney.

“1 don't envy him if Lader gets hold
of him ! said Fry. “T hear that Quelch
has been slanging Loder for letting hin
got away. He's been taking it out of
VWharton and Cherry, of the Remove—
whopping them in his study, I hear
that they got six each for ealling Loder

names. Anyhow, he's in a [fearful
Wax, i

“PBunter's more likely to get =six
dozen ' chuckled Temple. “The fat

idiet I  All through his pinching my
circus ticket last week, you know. Of
course, [ was gmn,? to kick him till he
paid for it—not that he over would!
And it seems that he got Loder with a
cricket-bat, thinking it was me—pgood-
ness knows how—but he's fool enough
for enything., You can't get a Sixth
Form prefect with a cricket-bat in the
bread-backet, without something hap-
pening afterwards,”

gl | %anw he wishes by this time that
he'd let ler whop lim!” grinned
Frv., “Now he's got 1t coming from his
bealk, and the Head as well! Why,
after all this rumpus, they’ll fairly
skin him !™

“1  saw  Queleh,” said Dabney,
“enashing his_teeth ! Tairly g:‘tﬂ.shmg
them ! I pity Bunter when he's found.’

“If hie's stall in the House they'll find
him 1" said Temple. “%_len won't
leave much of him for the Head—and if
he does, the Head won't leave much of
him for Loder!™

i HE* hEIn, ha 1"

Temple & Co, zat down to tee. They
chucklod as they sat. The wild adven-
tures of the Owl of the Remove secemed
to afford them entertainment.

But if they saw a comic side to the
affair, that aspeck was quite lost on
Billy Bunter. The fat Owl perspired
with funk as he squafted under the
study table. The bare idca of meeting
his orm-masler’s glinting oyes, made
ihe fat Owl eringe.  Billy Bunter would
Lave given all the ;mala’l orders he had
cxpected, all the time he had been at
Greviriars, ﬁ:‘il{‘ to be salo at Mucco-
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lini's Clireus—out of the vengeful reach

of Form-masters, hcadinasters, ond
prefects,

Instead of which, he was sguatting
undar Temple's study table, In momen-
tary dread of discovery,

Three pairs of feet wore pushed
under that table, as Temnple and Dab-
ey and Fry sat down., Bailly Bunter
barcly dodged them. There really was
not a lot of room under a study table
for a fat Removite and three pairs of
Tourth TForm boots! DEvery noment
Bunter dreaded that a boot would
rlumﬂ on some part of his Iat person
anrd betray his presence.

There the
passage. o

Bunter's fat heart almost died in has
bireast. e knew that tread!

Temple, Dabney, and Fry jwroped up
as Mr. Quelch looked into the study.
They suppressed their geins,  Quelel’s
cxpression did net encourage grinning,

“Have you sceen Bunter, of my
Form " asked the Rewmove master, in
a voiee that was not loud, but deep,
and which sent o thyill of terror to a
fat heart under the study table, :

“No, sir; not since vou brought him
in, in the taxi!" answered Temple, 1
gaw him from my window—""

“He is probably conccaled in some
study,” said Mr, Quelch.  “1 must
search in evf:rl}' study——"*

Bunter barely repressed a squeak of
terror.

“He's not here, sir!” said Temple.
“I've been in this room ever sinee you
brought him into the school, sir1”

ik

was a4 heavy tread 1o

ou have not been out of the study,
Templet™

“WNo, sir; T was wailing for these
chaps {0 come up to tea”

“Very good !

Mr. Quelch passed on.  He had plenty
of studics to scarch, and did not want
io waste time. As T(‘!I'I'I.]TIE‘ had been 1
that study all the time, and had not
geen Bunter, that was that!

The door clozed on Mr, Quelch, much
to the relief of the hidden Owl. When
it was shut, Temple & Co. ventured to
chuckle.

“ Looks
Temple.

“Just a few |” chortled Ty,
old Dunter! He's a hlithermf
and he's asked for ii—but he wil
he's asked for, and some ovar,
Quelch gets hold of L™

“(h, rather!™

Al

wihaf grinned

l-ll'.PPﬂr
idiot

get all
when

waxy,

The three juniors sat down to fea
again. Temple's legs, which were
rather long., were shoved under the

table, and this time the squathing Owl
did not suecced in avoiding a collision,

“Hore, give a fellow room ("™ said
Temple, as his boot clumped on some-
thing out of sight. *“Keep your hoofs
vour own side, Dab!”

“Wharrer vou mean *'* asked Dabney,
“My feet are wnder my chair !

“Yours, then, Fry!” said Temple.
“What the dooce are vou sticking them
right across here for?”

"TI'm not, ass!™ said TFrv,

*0Oh, don’t be a fathead, ola chap!
I banged my foot on your hoof——"

“¥You jelly well dido't!”

“Well, I banged it on something,™
said Temple. “Is that your hoof, or
1zn't it?"”" And Temple kicked the un.
seon object with which his foot had
collided under the table,

* Yarogoooh 1™

Tt was a sudden wvell

Ruunter had not intended to uiter that
yell. Far from it. He uttered it qumite
inveluntarily and unintentionally, as
Temple's boot banged on his fat waist-
coat.

Temple jumped.

“What the dooce—"" he stuttered.

“Creat pip! There's something—
somebody——" cjaculated Fry.

“Who—what ' gasped Dabney,

“Oh erikey ! pasped Bunter.

He was dizcovered! Dvidently there

was no rest for the wicked! Temple
leaped to his feet.
“Whao i3 it—is it Bunter? Can that

fat idiot—— I zay, root him out, if it'2

Bunter! Dag him!”
Bunter had no time to lese. e
There was & sucdden

acted promptly.
up-ending -::i‘ the atudl%' table. Crockery
and foodstuff shot off in a shower on
all sides as the table rocked. A pat of
butter landed on Temple—the milk-jug
on Fry, and s shower of crashing
crocks on Dabney.

Crash! Clatter! Crazh! Smasgh!

Wild hewls rose from Temple & Co.
A fat figure leapt for the door.

“Bunter!”

“*Berag him "

“Collar him 1"

Bunter tore open the door and darvted
into the passage. He slammed the door
after him, and fled.

Mr. Queleh, stepping out of o study
farther up the passage, gave a jump
at the sight of the fat figure boliing out
of Temple's room.

“Bunter [ he roared.

Ha rushed down the passage. Bunter
was in full flight. After him rusned
the Remove master. Temple's door
whirled open, and Temple, Dalmney.
and Fry came rushing out—red with
wrath,

They were after Bunter! Bot it was
Bunter's Form-master they met, crash-
ing inte him as he passed the study.

Mr. Quelch went spinning! Round
him spun the three Fourth Formers.
There was a heavy bump as the Hemove
master sat down.

“Oh gad!” gasped Toemple, stagger-
ing agaﬁust the wall, “Quelch! Oh
crumbs [

“ YVop—you—you-—"" spluttered 3Mr.

Queleh. “You were hiding Bunter in
your  study—yeu  have—you  young
rasenl=—yojp—m"

Mr. Quelch serambled to his feet. He
delayed only one moment, to deal Ceeil
Reginald Temple a sounding box on
the ear. Then he scudded after Bunter.
But the fleeing Owl had not lost a
second, He had turned the ficst corner
—patd was gone !

——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Luck at Last!

L SAY, you fellows!”
H Five fellows started, and
stared. )
Then they all ejaculated,

topether:

“ Bunter !

Harry Wharton & Co. had come up
te tea in Study No. 1—a rather late
ten, Bob Cherry hurled the door open
and the chums of the Remove came in
—into an apparently empty study. Bo
they were startled to hear . a fat, gasp-
ing woies, and stared round them
blankiy.

But the next moment the Owl of the
Remove was revealed,  Iis fat face
and glimmering spectacles pecred out
from bchind the door.

Evidently, Bunter had token refuge
in thet study and had dodged behind
the door mz it oponed.

“1—1 say, 15 that beast coming?”
breathed DBunter,

“You fat ass—" exclaimed IHarry. .

“Don't shout, you dummy!” gasped
Dunter. “Is Queleh coming

Bob Cherry closed Lhe door quickly.
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the table, ** Yarcoooooh |**

Everybody but Buanter realised that the
sooner he was found, the better it would
he for him. But he did not want to be
found; and it was not for other fellows
te give him away.

“We passed Quelch on the landing,
a3 wo came up 1 said Frank Nugent.

“Oh crikey |

“Trot out, yon fathead!” advised
Johnny Bull. *The longer you kee
up thiz game, the worze you will get 1t
at the fnish ™

LY BEII.Et EI]

“ Loock here, Bunter—" beran the
captain of the Hemove.

“] pot awasy from him in the
Fourth 1” groancd Bunter, “I—I came
here because I knew he'd been throuph
the Remove studies. Is—iz he coming
back 7"

“¥You howling ass, Quelch will root
after you till he grabs wou! said
Harry. “How long do you think you
can keep this wp, you chump !

“I=—1 say, if T had a chanec of
pelting out of school it would ke all
right I groaned Bunter., “I—I say,
can't you fellows help me get away ¥

“ Help you run away from schaool, you
fathead 1™ gasped Bob.

“*Yos5! You see—"

“Hark ™" whispered MNugent.

Fooptsteps—well-known footsteps, came
along tha Remove passage. Billy
Bunter hastily backed behind the daor
sgain, so that it would hide him if it
opened. Ile squeezed himself into as
small & spacs as possible. "

I _'[

“0Oh ler' I groaned Dunter.
say, you fellows, that's Quelch. I—I
say, il he comes in here, don's you give
me away,”

*1 supposo he’s going throngh the
stindies again,” said ITarvy. *“Ii he is,
he will start with this—"

“Keep it dark 1™ gasped DBanter.
*I—=1 say, if he looks in, tell him—
tell him you saw me in the Fifih Form

fully at attention.

EVERY SATURDAY
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“* Is that your hool, Fry, or is it not ? ** sald Temple, as he kicked the unsesn object with which is ﬂi} d
There was & sudden yell, and Temple ju‘;lnaﬁed.
¢rikey ! * gasped Bunter, from his hiding-placa er the iable,

passage, sce? Say—say you wera just
coming to tell him! Bay you saw mo
hiding out of sight under Coker's
tahla_._'_,‘_.‘u

“0Oh erumbs

Billy Bunter hardly  breathed.
Evidently, Quclch was going through
the Remove again, and if so, he was
sura to begin at the first study in the
passage,

The fat Owl blinked round desper-
ately through his big spectacles.

: say, you fellows, d-d-do vou
think I eould get up the chimney 7 he
easped,

“Oh erikey 1™

But thera was no time for that
desperate resource, even if the fot Owl
could have made vp hiz mind to it

‘Tha footsteps stopped at Study No. 1
and the door opened.  Billy Bunter
gave the lamous Five an agonised
blink of entreaty, as the opening deoor
shut him off from wview.

Mr. Queleh stepped in,  Flis gimlet
eyes gleamed round the study; but did
not, of course, penetrate the ocakon door
that was, fortunately, between him and
Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. ztood respect-
It was extremely
awhkward for them. They certninly did
not intcmd to give the hunted Owl
away; bub if Bunter was found there,
it meant trouble. And he was certain
to he found, if Quclech looked for him.

“IMove you scen Bunter?” rapped
Mr. Quelch,

“Bunter, sir!” stammered Wharton.

“I helieve the stuprd boy came in
this direction,” said Mr. Quelch, “Io
was hiding in a Fourth I'orm study a
shork tima age.™

“We—we've only
sir—s"

“Ha may be heve without your know.
ledge, Ile appears to have beea hiding
m Temple's study without the know-

jusk  come up,

* What the dooee——"* he stutfered,

pac)

collided

-

under
(13 ﬂh

’

ledge of the Fourth Torm boys there. 1
shall  search  every study in  the
paasafe, beginning with this ! said My,
CQueleh.

Behind  the  dnor, Dunter  fairly

waked. lle was lhardly more than o
oot from his lorm-mnzter, with only
the door betweon. Queleh had only to
make a fow steps farther inlo the study
and glance rouml. The fat Owl
wished, at that awful mament, that ho
had tried tho chimney! It was a
spacious, old-fashioned chimney: and
in July, of eourse, there was na lire in
the grate. But it was too late {0 think
of that.

But it was not too late to think of
another resource. Bunter’s fat Dbrain
was working now, not merely at double,
but at treble and guadreaple pressure.,
He remembered his ventrilogquism. 1lc
hadn't elambered into the chimney,
But Quelch might be made to believe
that he had!

Mr. Quelch st.::qped farther inta t1he
study. As he did so, & fat squeaking
voiee was heard :

“Oh erikey! This beastly chimnoy's
full of scot1”

Mr. Queleh starled violently.

“What--what—what iz that®"  he
ciaenlated,  “Is thet Bunter?  Upoan
my word, i3 it pozsible that ihat
foolish, that utterly stupid boy has
climbed inte a chimney ¥
Ila crossed the study
stooped hefore the grate,
Harry Wharion & Co. slared at ouc
another blaukly., They, at all oveots,

hastily  and

knew Lthat Bunter was oot o the
chimney |

“Dunter ! oxelamed AT, Quelah
He waa shoniing up the wide. Dbluack

ortfice of the old ehimuey. * Buuep!
Comn dawn immediately.’
“Oh ervmbs ™ moeemured Bob Chove v,
(Confinned on page 28.)

Tng Maoser [ApRAnY.—~=No, 1 482,



STIRRING ADVENTURES WITH MODERN PIRATES ON THE HIGH SEAS!

By John Bredon.

CAPTAIN VENGEANCE!

Masterly Biuff !

ITEH all lights cqrefull]y shaded,
W the pirate cruiser Vengeance
plonghed her way through
the starr{. , Eilm Eurh c-di B
ic night like a black and shadowy
hi'?cgst. aagimr armoured stem reft the
shimmering witch-fire of the Indian
Cleeart. _
In ihe little saloon below the crmiser's
bridge sat Von Eimar, the twentieth-
century pirate, chewing contentedly at
a choire cigar as his monocle flashed in
the lamplight. :

Von Linar was feeling well pleased
with himself—and not without reason.
Twelve hours had passed since \}'D%hmg
anchor at the Island of Pai ﬂn%'.
Within o few more hours they would
make the }i-ira'i.{zﬂ' secret base of In-
accessible Island.

The raid upon Pai Yang had been n
suceess in keeping with Von Eimars
widest anticipations, In the jewels that
he had stolen from the tombs of the
ancient kings he had a fortune that
should make every man aboard his

irate warship rich for life. Whether

‘ot imar actually intended that ar
should be divided up among all those
greedy hands of his pirate crew 1s
another matter, None could guess at
the treacherous thoughts that were pass-

ing in his cunning brain, ;
im—erthelm, fon  Kimars good
humour did not serve to dispel the glum

silence that bound the tongues of his
companions as they sat with him at the
le.
mE:'ﬁn Eimar dined well and sumptu-
ouely. The rarest wines, that had once
belonged to Governor Zavda, of the
penal colony on Nemesis Island, or to
Admiral Mericski, of the Varland Navy.
filled the glasses that sparkled with the
silver table service upon a snowy cloth,
His chef had been a maitre-d’hotel in
Paris before spying setivities had
landed him on Nemesis Island. His
steward was a soft-footed Japanese who
glided about s unobtrusively as a eat.

Yet neither Von Eimear's wines nor his
jovial banter had aﬁ' effect upon
Honald Westdale, his English gunnery
licutenant, er Dr. Nieuwe, the
notorious doctor poisoner, or on Roy
Drake, his boy prisoner. While Chu Ho
Shan, the wealthy Chinese jewel
merchant of Pai Yang, who was con-
cevned in a surreptitious deal with Von
Fimar to dispose of the stolen gems,
epoke a little in his fluent English, but
not a great deal.

“Come, como, gentlemen!” blandly
interposed Von Eiumar at length, beam-
ing over the table, “Why this glum-
ness? Why all this melancholy ! One
might think that we_were all prisoners
again on Nemesis Island, instead of
having just brought off the groatest
coup of our generation. Cur names will
ring through historv—the twenticth-
century  pivates  whe  plundered - Pai
Yang, Why, what is this?”

The =aloon door had been flun
violently open. On the threshold stoo
Willer Morvan, American ox-gangster and
Von Eimar's discontented licutenant,
with a gun at hiz hip. his little eyes
almost hid undar & beotling scowl. Over
hiz shoulder leomed the swarthy faco
end gandy searf of Luiz Ramiro, and
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The pirale eruiser groaned In every bolt, plate, and rﬂer as the torpedo blasted &
breach in ber steel-cased hull !

behind, blocking the doorway, crowded
& round dozen of men whom Roy Drake
recognised for the worst ruffians of even
that cutthroat erew—and every man had
his hands upon the guns belted to his
waisk,

Over erashed a chair n: Von Elmar
started to his feet.

“Donnerwetter ! What iz this,
Moran " eried the pirate chief, his cold
eves snapping evilly,  “Your place is
on the brldie. Why have you left your
watch ?  What do vou want? Answer
me, you dog

Killer Moran advanced a step inte
the eabin, his jaw hardening, Engﬁ-rﬁ
crocking about the butt of his gun as
he half drew it from ita halster.

“Yoah, I'll answer yuh, cap'n” he
sneered ﬁfrr{'.r:-ljr‘. “We hoys are o dopp:r-
tation, Thet's whai it i3, sirree. We've
come for a chat with yuh”

Holding hiz gun in his right hand,
he pointcd with hiz left towards the
tongh bunch of rascals at his back,

“We're dissatisfied with yore handlin’
o tlus outht, cap. An' we're here to
tell vuh so, straight from the shoulder
an’ no soft love words about it, either ¥

“Well? Von Eimar never looked
mare formidable than he did just then.

!Hl

His veins stood out on his forehead like
reat, knotted cords as he fought down
is rage. " Well, say on, Moran ¥
Roy Drake, Dr. Nieuwe, Ronald Wost-

dale, and Chu Ho Shan looked on in

tensed silence,

“First of all, yuh kin cut out all the
rough stuff, cap.” Bignificantly Moran
half jerked his gun from its sheath,
“We're all packin' artillery, az yuh
perceive. One jerk for a gun, an’ yuh'ra
qualifyin’ for the red-hot parade. ¥Yep,
gir! We're determined, we are, cap,
an’ thet's why we've come prepared for
eventualitios. ™

Insolent and swaggering as ho was,
ha vet avoided those cold, narrow eyes
of Von Eimar that seemed to bore right
through him,

“Ttem No. 1, Yon Eimar, we demand
an election for & noo cap’'n” Moran
went on, “We're about sick o yuh an’
yora high an® mighty ways. Second, we
wants yuh to hand ever them ' rocks '—
them sparklers we took from Pai Yang.
We yantz yuoh to hand 'em over to a
bady o' trustees for the hull crew. An’
third, we wants to have a heart-to-heart
talk wi’ yuh about thet Dutch guy »suh
allowed to escape st Pai Yang. Thet
Dutchy will squeal about our sccreb



hide out on Inaccessible Island. Ax
yuh let him free on Eurpam—we all
knows that—because yuh wanted him to
hlow the gaff about thet young Britishor
pup hyar”

'\2’“, one calloused finger he pointed
iowards Roy Drake,

“Thet hov's the =on o' yore enemy,
Morgan Drake, o' the British Beerct
Hepvice,” Moran went on vehomently.
*Yuh wanted Dulehy to tell the world
thet hie’s joined this crew o his own
fancy—thet's yore revenge upon anrgal'-
Drake. Av, but when yub let him looso
ruh didn't care two hoots ithet yuh put
cv'ry man’s head of us into a slip-knot !
But yuh have, an’ well vuli knows it
Von Kimar, We'll have half the war-
shipg in the world nosing round In-
accessible Island now-—because o yuh t¥

“Bol” commented Von Eimar, as
h;;.:rrr:u: paused for breath. “And is that
a T

“Thet's all—an’ cnough, too!” The
Yonkeo plug-ugly snarled Dbelween
yvellow, broken tceth, ““Enough for us
to put a stopper on yore tricks, Voo
Limar ¥ i

A grow] from the rest of the convict-
pivates supported him, )

“*Bo that is it, hein—you pig-dogs?”
softly asked Von Eimar, e fs:we @
short, hard laugh. "You fools—you
miserable, half-witted rats out of the
gutter! Did you think that you could
surprise me—me, Yon Eimar? Did you
suppoza that I had not forescen this—
that I could not read your fourth-rate
minds like prink, you sons o scum?
New. I will tel! you the truth, and wvou
van chew hard on it, like the mongrela
that you are 1"

Above his high white collar rells of
fat guivered as he laughed in the depths
of his thick neck. He polished his
monoole with a white handkerchief
jammed it back into his eye, and puifaci
at his cigar before resuming. The
faces of the intruders showed that his
cool, imperturbable confidence and
evident contempt of them had not been
without effect. ]

“In the first place, I am not resign-
ing the captainey, for the simple reason
that I am the only one among you fit to
command-—the whole lot of you haven't
the wit to command a hen-roost! Whe
was it that organised the mutiny on
Nemesia Island, and captured this
cruiser without having fo fire a single
shot? Was it you, Moran? No! It was
I, Von Eimar!”

With a plump hand hoe slapped his
massive chest, :

“Wheo was it captured the Sylvia Bay
with its bullion worth over & _humlre&
thousand pounds? Whe was 1b saved

ir lives when you were bombed by the

Juteh aireraft—when you came crawl-
ing to me on your hands and knees,
begping ma to surrender so that vou
could drag out your worthless lives on
Nemesia Island again? Who was 16 shot
down those Duich war-planes? Who led
vou to the seeret harbour on Inmacecesible
Island? Who led you to the capture of
Pai Yang and its treasures? ¥, Yon
Ximar, of course—the enly mean among
you with more brains than would fill a
thumbnail. Can you manage without
me ? ou were to shoot me now, as I
stand—which you darem't, you white-
livered lot of cowards—you'd cut off
your right hand with is'n:mr left, and well
you know it, you snarling curs ™

lie paused, mopping his broad brow,
while the malcontents Eﬁ!mmnd at one
another doubtfully, cowed by one man’s
forceful il.‘{:rmnnllty.

Killer Moran's countenance was black
with dismay and chagrin,

“That dispases of your first point,”
continued Von Eimar. “As to vour
weond—well, here's the answer to that.
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I'm kecping the jewels till we break np
our association, when we share out the
spoils. And where am I keeping them,
vou'd like to ask? Well, I tell you the
answer fo that one. Not where you can
find them, you may be perfectly sure of
that! ¥You dummies, vou might murder
me, vou might run this ship ashore, and
pull her to pieces, every bolt and plate,
and then vou'd nover find where I've
hid them! Iye think I'd be foecl
enough to keep the jewels in the safe
in the eaptain's eahin, with every other
man of this ship's crew an expert safe-
cracker?* He laughed ouiright inio
their blank faces. “That's my toounp
card. ['ve got the whip-hand of you,
you scum~—and, Donmer] I mean to
keep it. Shoot me, and you shoot the
only man who can save vour dirty necks
and share out the jewels at the same
time. Now get out of my sight, the lot
of vou

He stood Dbefore them, grinning
triumphantly, as they lowered their
gaze and fumbled mneorvously with the
gunsg at their belts,

One by one the would-ba mutinecrs
faltered and slunk out of the szloon.
Killer Moran alone was left.

The gunman stood with twitching
limbs, his face weorking convulsively in
an agony of baffled rage and fear,

“Well, and what are you toying with

that gun for, Moran?” asked Von
Eimar, scofling. *Are you thinking of
bumping me off—me, Von Eimar?

Why, you daren't look me in the face
and shool, though I am uwnarmeod—yvon
haven't the pluck, Killer Moran!™ His
voice was charged with withering dis-
ust. “Take vourself away, you low
skunk of the gutter!”

“Durn yuh ¥ blazed the Awmerican
gunman, and then, not daring to mect
Von Bimar's cold eves, he left the
saloon and followed his fellow-ruflians
down the passage-way,

Von Eimar had quelled the incipient
mutiny simply by his masterly biuff!

e ==

The Killer Draws His Gun !

L IHAT skonk DMoran s still
E hatching mutiny., Von
Fimar! It was Ronald West-

dale spesking, in the chart-
room of the Vengeance, as ihe croiser
plunged on towards Inaccessible Island
now & humpy shadow under the light of
the moon. I should say that he has a
hundred malcontents with him glready
—perhaps halt  the ecrew!  lle's
desperato with fear, remember. Fvery
minute that passes, his tongue is ab
work, blackguarding you, and enlisting
new recruits.  What Jd'you say, Von
LEitmar? Bhall we efamp it out befora
it _Fnts any further?”
"My dear Westdale,” remarked Von
Eimar pleasantly, “how many timoes
have I not had to curb your youthful 1m-

E‘:}t-uusitg? ‘Btamp 1t out,’ you say!?
xcellent! But how? Aoran sl
Ramira are skulkinog down in the

fo'c'sle, and even such primitive brains
as theirs will have realised the nocessity
of mounting a couple of machine-guua
to protect their sironghold., To altack
now would be to play into their hand=s
"They would mow us down like covp 17

“But thoy're gelting stronger,” urged
Westdale.  “ Moran’s as eunming as a
weasel, Ie’ll wait until he gels a
majorily on his side—and he will before
long, for he's telling them that yvou've
hidden the jewels to keep for yoworself
—and then there'll be the devil to pav!
We must crush hin now. Ty daybreak
he'll be sirong cnough io show his
hand—"

“And then ba will ent hiz own
lhroat,” concluded Von Eimar for hiwu.

25
“Patience, Wesidale, patience is_ my
motto,  Moran is our best n.]!f', Like
most of his kind, gifted with a low type

of cunning, he 1s lransparvent as erystal
to a man with brains. When Maran
sirikes, I shall strike—and T shall have
ta strike only but onea!®
“And there’s Dr. Nieuwe,” pursned
Ronald Westdale, “I don't trust hiw,
Von Eimar—I don't trust him one inch,
paisoner ! ¥ou know that tipe,
captain, He's pretending to be on vour
side, fawning on you like a dog. but I'11
bet all the years of my lifo he's
seeretly hand-in-glove with Moran and
his mutincers: He's waitiug iz chaneco
te stab you in the back—

*Preciselv.” Van Eimar nodded
agreement.  “Dr. Nienwe has an in-
tellect of & far higher order than a plug-
ugly like Moran; but, like a snake, he
conldn’t go straight if he tried. Never
mind, Westdele, I have our amiable
doctor in line,” He paused a minute,
thinking. * Where is Chu o Shan and
young Roy Drake?™

“In the saloon. But—"

“Very well. Join them there, Wost-
dale, and leave mo to deal with the
situation.™

“Leave you here, Von Fimar? Rut
they may revolt any minute now——"

“I shall know how to deal with them.”

Cheerfully Von Eimar patted his
English  lieutenant on 511’3 broad
shoulder. “Co down te the saloon,

Westdale, and wait till I summon von.
I particularly want to disarm suspicion,
Dietz has the helm—good | K runitow,
the bo'sun, is standing with a dozen
trusty men. That is all f.a.ha]i require,
Wait in the saloon until you are wanted,
Westdale.

Woestdale shirugged his shoulders. At
the chart-room door he side-stepped a
pace to avoid e, Nieuwe, who entered
with his  usnal soft, catlike tread,
stroking his short “ Imperial,” his black,
beady eyes glittering behind hiz gold-
rimmed pince-nez.

Ah, this is a bad business, Ven
Limar,” Westdale heard the famous, or
infamous, criminal-doctor remark: and
then, as he deseended the byidpe-ladder,
the chart-room door clased bLehind P
Nieuwe, to shut of the rest of his
colversation.

In spite of You Ebnar's injunciion,
Westdale lingered a mivute or two be-
neath tho brudge, waiting in the shadow
of & deckhouse, with his troubled gaze
upon the black outline of the chart-
bouse in the soft tropic twilight,

Standing as he did by the starboand
bridgo-ladder, e was unable fa see Ino
dim, stealthy figures that padded noize-
]Cﬁﬁl’}f across the deck-plates to port,
under the shadowy gun-turret.

Woestdale was about to return to the
saloon when he heard the creak of a
door being opened, and glancing up, he
saw, in the yellow glow that streamed
from thoe chart-room, a figure in a
peaked cap and white uniforin jacled.

A harsh voica rang through the soft
sough of the night wind:

“Von Kimar! Drop him, Ramiro!”

Simultanconsly, twin spurts of orange
flamo eplit thoe soft blue dusk with a
sories of stoccale reports, az the white-
clad ligure suddenly crumpled, saggiog
vver the bridge-rail with & groan, am
then sank in 8 heap on to the bridge
flaor. i

Up the ladder bounded Ronald West-
dile, antomatlic in lad, licrce anger i
Iz heart..

“Wa've got him, Killer!” eried the
sarill Latin accenta of Jans Ramiro.
and by the glow of the bivnacle lamp
Wesidale saw two dark ligiyes bhewdipe
over that fullen and lwddled  form,
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while Diclz still gripped the wheel
spokes stolidly.

“1 fear vou were too hasty 1" drawled
s familiar, sardonic voice from _the
charthouse door, “You aro mistaken.
I am Von Eimar. That whom you have
just shot is your own friend, Dr.

euwe "
E foot meross the deck-plates, as
Krunow, tho Tinn bo'sun,
appearcd with a number of armed wmen,
as if from nowhere. -

Y Seeure them, bo'sun YVon Fimar

sstured towards the stunned amd stupe-

ed murderers, who stood with their
discharged pistols still gripped in theiv
hands, paping feolishly.

Moran and Iamiro were seized from
behind, their arms twisted, their wrists
locked in handeuffs, Krunow then stood
stolidly to atteniion, waiting for orders.

——

The Strange Yacht !

HERE came a clatter of accoutre-
menls with a padding of bare

1F1
1

“Al, Westdale, you heret” Von
LEimar smiled behind his gleaming
monocle,  “You were quick, but you

wetre noet needed, my friend. We have
our two birds fast, Very neat, is it not?
I teld you that Moran was transparent
as crystal, They were lurking i the
shadows al the head of the port bridge
ludder, ready to shoot me down like a
dog when I cmerged. Dr. Nieuwe had
sanned with them., e was to follow
chind me—politely, of course !

“But I, too, can be polite, Westdale.
I saw through the doctor’s little game.
I was so polite that I requested lum_to
go out first—at the point of a gun! He
was lolst, as you say, with lus own
petard.  Moran and Rawmire misfook
their eonfederate for me, as I inlended
that they should. The rest you may
gucss 1

Roy Drake and Chu Ho Bhan, roused
by the sound of shols, came out from the
saloon and mounted the bridgo ladder,
staring at the strange scene,

From mess-decks and fo'c¢’sle  also
swarmed the erew, bare-headed, bare-
chested, massed upon the foredeck be-
neath the bridge.

“What are you golng
mutineers, yon INipary”
LIt

to do with the
asked West-

dale, sheathing his
Von Ehnar smiled.
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“Cannot you guoss?” he answered
gently. 5 -

Killer Moran, recovering his wils, let
out & torrent of caths and curscs in red-
hot Chicago dialect. Krunow promptly
strock him in the mouth with the butt of
a pun, and the mulinecr staggpercd back
to the bridge-rail.

Luis Damive, all the courage oozed
out of him, stumped down to the bridge-

plates on flexing knees, jabbering in-
cohercntly.
“Pipe all hamds te quarfers,

Krunow 1" spapped Vou Einar. *Then
have a running-tackle rove to the yard-
arm. The erew shall sce their would e
leaders dancing the airy jig inside five
minutes !

The convict-pirates, silent and scared,
listened without a murmur as Von
Eimar leancd over tho bridge-rail to
address them. Ixcopt for the binnacle
lamp, the eruiser was shrovded in dark-
ness, and it was a misty blur of faces
that starcd upwards to the masler-pirate
from the foredeck.

“Men!” eried Von FEimar harshly,
pointing to the two prisoncrs as they
stood between their guards, “ You see
here two mutinous thugs that attempted
to murder-me to-night! Some of you
were aware of that intention !

His cold, merciless eyes roved over
the tows of upturned faces massed be-
neath him, and lie smiled bleakly as he
noticed many faltering aod uncasy ex-
pressions among Lhe crowd.

“When first we made our escape from
Nemesis Island, you all agreed that T
should be leader. I warned vou of the
consequences should any one of you dis-
obey an order or question my authority !
I have nipped this mutiny in the bud.
Dr., Wicnwe has alveady paid with has
life for his share in the conspiracy. Has
any man of this crew a word to say
before I order these two mutineers to bo
sirung up to the yvard-arm?”

Net a man spoke. Nob one dared to
whisper, as Von Eunar stood upon the
bridge locking down upon them,
monocle api‘lca.m, onc stout hand resting
upon the bult of the automatic belted
to his waist,

Voo Dimar waited a full
smiling sardonically upon  his
crew, then turned upon o heel

“Bo'sun,” he rasped sharply, “take
these twea men 1o the gangway and—"

minute,
cowed
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Before the condemnation passed his
lips there came a lusty hail from the
look-out at the mast-lop.
1"It:-1_~tealnr:=r ot the starboard beam,
sir |

Every face was turned to the shim-
mering radiance of the sea. There, a
fow miles distant, dim and phostly in
the starry night, loomed a trim, whito
vessel, steaming along  witheut any
lights, and with o thick plume of smoke
issuing from her single funnel.

One lengthy stride brought Von Eimar
to the bridge-end.

“By night-glasses—aquick ™

: quartermaster  passed  himn his
binsenlars. and, argusting the lenses,
Von Eimar focused them upon the
strange steamer.

ﬂ”.ﬁ. vacht ! he exclaimed exulianily.
“A  gentleman’s  plessure  ship—a
millioneire's toy ! Bome fool, whoever
the captair is, steaming through these
scas without lights  We're in Juck '

He swung round to the waiting bo'sun.

“Krunow, take these two rats ta thoe
beig; I'll atiend to them later., Tocl
thein up and make them sceure, Wost-
dale, quarfermaster, master-at-arms,
attend to me ™

Killer Moran and Luis Hamiro. o un-
expectedly reprieved, were Lustled down
the ladder to the cruiser’s brig below
decks.

Roy Drake, standing Leside Chu Ho
Shan, listened as Von Eimar turned to
address the crew once maore.

Intent as he was, the boy did not
observe the strange, puckered smile
upon Lhe face of the Chinese jewel mer-
chant as he walched that oncoming
white vacht.

Torpedoed !

EN,” eried Von Eimar, with
a swing of his arm towards
the strange white yacht,
“here's our chance of cscape,

dropped right into our lap! I teld you

that it was my intention, affer the raid
upon I'ai Yang, to ecize the first slcamer
that crossed our course, so that we could
transport ourselves and our booly io
some port in South Ameviea where we

can be safe. This is the very ship for
our purpose. Uur piratical career ia
now finjshed, We'll scettle fhe Ven-

rance, load on fo the yacht the bullion
that we took from the Sylvia Bay, and
then quit these seas for cver ¥
A wild, lLioarse cheer came from the
crow of conviet pirates,
Ronald

Yon  Himar turned
Westdala.

*This iz your business, Wostdale. Sce
to your guns. Bend a shot across the
yuc'hl.-‘a bows as a signal for her to
heave-io Bo no damage if you can
help it, though. We don’t want to
arouse suspicion if we meet with any
craft on our way to SBouth America."

“T'll see te it at once!” exclaimed
Westdale, Ilalf-way down the bridge
ladder he paused, Hinging one lact
glanee over his shoulder, " DBut what
gbout the vacht’s erew, Von-Fimar ' ho
asked. “What will'you do with them?
We can't carry them with ue to Soulh
America as prisoncrs. Will you marcon
thmn on some tsland?”

A etrange, hard smile flickered across
{he countenarce of Von Eimar.

“ Maroon them—yes, of conrse! That
will be theé best way 1o silence their
tonguces while we make our escape.
Wa'll maroon them, Westdale—at the
bottom of the sea ! he added below his
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Lreath, as Westdale clattered down the
rungs.

Roy Drake watched the bustle and
excitement aboard the cruiser. ‘A bugle
sounded. Men ran to and fro, arming
themselves from rifle-racks. Behind the
superstructure ports, gunnera manned
the quick-firers and machine-guns.
Bignalmen climbed to the masi-top.

In the sighting-hood above the for-
ward gun-turret, Westdale, with car
ghones on his head in communicalion
with Von Eimar, supervised his range-
finders and barked out orders to the
men  handling the big eight-inchers
below him.

All was in readiness. Below, in the
engine-room, & bell clanged, as the
gigantid twin engines moved to a swiftor
beat, screws churning in a maelstrom of
enowy froth, as the pirato warship
surged forward on an altered course to
swoop upon her prey.  In the black, hot,
-gln‘riqf; stokehold the black squad toiled
to build up the fires,

Aloft 1n the eircular control-top stood
Von Eimar, surrounded by tferminals,
indicators, telephones, and telegraph
dia]a,_ one brawny hand ~upon the
speaking-tube that communicated with
Dietz in the lower steering-room. His
brows were bent, his eyves narrowed, his
lips drawn back in an implacable snarl
as he peered through a sighting-port at
the vacht, steaming slowly on, and ap-
parently all uneconscious of danger. A
real, ruthless pirate and scourer of the
zeas looked Von Eimear at that moment.

Roy Drake, standing disregarded on
the bridge, glanced around. He was
thinking of seizing a signal-lamp to
WAIT: t%ﬂﬁ& aboard the yacht of their
unpending peril.

As he did so, however, he caught a
glimpse of the vellow, placid eounten.
ance of Chu He Shan.

Was it a shade of triumph, of exulta-
tion, tha% be saw in that usually im-
maohile Oriental countenance? The Loy
couldd not be sure. The almest imper-
ceptible animation vamished from Chu's
face as if wiped away with a duster,
leaving it cold and impassive as before.

Roy opencd his mouth to speak.

Chu’e fingers, from benecath his losse
sloeve, gripped him by the shoulder.

“Do not interfere, my boy. Let cvents
take theiv course,” whispered the China.
marn. And again Roy endgelled his
hrains to rememhber where before he
had heard that hauntingly familiar ving
in Chu Ho Shan's voice.

In the control-top, Von Eimar spoke
scross the telephone wires to hiz gunnery
ieutenant

“Let them have it, Westdale ! he
sarked, as the cruizer raced alongside
the silent vacht, a cable's length to star-
board. ““Ome shot across her bows, I'll
cignal them a Morse message by flash.
tamp thas they'll be sunk if they send
ot an 308"

Westdale transmitted the order to his
waiting gunners below.

Crash |

-Shudderirg echoes thrashed acreoss the
occan as an eight-inch shell went seream-
ing through the night over the stranga
vacht's bows,

Then an amazing thing happened.

Instead of heaving-te, round swing the
vacht immediately, so that her sharp,
narrow bows were presented towards the
cruiger’s broadside, offering the mallest
possible target.

- A small deckhouze on Lier fo'c'zle col-
lapsed, to reveal a long steel tube point-
ing towards the cruiser.

Von Eimar, secing this, gaped with
sheer astonishment. Then, recovering
his breatl, he Eralrepn.red to yell out an
crder to the helmsman ithrough the
epeaking-tube.
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Lefore the words passed his lips, how-
ever, something like a long, silvery fich
leaped Trom tl%e muzzle DF tha fubse on
the yacht's fore-deck, and, taking the
gea with a plunge, rushed across the sur-
face towards the cruiser.

“Mein Gott] A torpede:i” Bo
stunned was Vor Eimar that he forgot
hig intended order, *Tricked! ~ What
devil’s craft is that?” Then, remember-
ing, be almost screamed down to Ihetz
in the steering-room : * Port. your helm !
Ha;r&-ﬂ--[mrt! Himmel! They've got
wa 1™

Slowly the Vengranee swung round as
Dietz threw gver the helm.

.Too late! The pirate cruiser escaped

the mortal wound amidships.for which

the torpedo was aimed, but as her head
went  aliout there was a stunning,
rending concussion, a fountain of Hame,
smoke, and upsplashing water, and
the vessel groaned in every bolt, plate,
and girder, as the unexpected projectile
blasted a breach in her steel-cased hull.

Roy Drake was flung violently against
the bridge tarpaulin. As he regained
his feet, bruised and dazed, the
Vengeance carcened over at an alarming
angle, for & great vent had been
shattercd in her bows and the water was
Lllundgringqhungn]y 1. )

Chu o Shan leaned upon the cruiser's
hridge-rail and, watching the yacht as
she heaved slowly upon the gentle swell,
laughed - musically and with quiet
satisfaction.

E — —

“The Ship’s Going Down ! ™

w w»ITII an icy ealm, even though
84 his pirate warship was slowly
and steadily sinking beneath
hiz fect, Von Eimar stood on
the forebridge and issued his orders

{n the decks, wildest confusion held
sway. The convicts abandoned iheir
posts in o mad rush as the ship heeled
over, shipping, sprawling, with the decks
tilled at a sharp angle, and the turret-
guns Pmnting to the sea.

Striching to the rail, he drew his auto-
matic, siﬂghted it deliberately, and fGred
at one of the foremost in the rush.

With a groan the man slumped over
and rolled in the zcuppers, bleeding
from a wound in the shoulder.

“You cowardly rats!” Ven Eimar
glared down over ihe rail, with hared
teeth. “Stand to .vour quarters! All
isn't lost vet! Have vou forgotlen the
water-tight compartments ¥ He waved
a hand slandwarvds,  “0Over there is
Inaceessible Island. IF you do your duty
we'll be able to navigate her through
the channel, and beach her on the rocks.

Krunow! Take your gun! Shoot any
man that shirks his doty ! s
Stilled by Von Eimar's dominant

personality, the panic subsided to a
muttered heaving and shufling upon the
canted decks:; and then, as Krunow
and his mates got among them with fist
and gun, the convicts returned quietly, if
sullenly, to their stations.

Von Mimar uncapped the engine-room
speaking-tube and barked a question
tdown to Mikhail Lebedoff.

“How 13 it Jown there, Lebedo 77

A murmur floated up the pipe.

“The forward compartment 1s foaded,
sir. The water-tight bulkheads are
closed, but there's no saying how long
they'll stand the pressure, The water's
getting through somewhere, I can't tell
where as yet, It's piteh black down
here—all lights are fused!”

“¥Yeory well, do what you can! Darri-
cade the forward bulkhead TI'll send
you help immediately. I'm steering
straight for Inacéessible Island. If you
can kecp the engines going at five knots
for an hour or so, we'll about do it 1"
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Von Eimar plugged the speaking-tube
with a2 =znap, o turned to Rooald
Wesidale.

“Take a parly of the steadiest mien,
Westdale, and help the engineer to
carry on.  You'll have lo sheer up that
bulkhead somehow. .} mcan to run tha
Vengeance ashore at Inaccessible Island,
and beach her on Shark Reef.”

“Very good, Von Eimar,” returncd
Westdale, promptly, and saluting, he
turned to go.

VYon Eimar jerked a fat thumb over
his shoulder towards Koy Drake.

“Take that boy with yvou, Westdale.
He may as well lake his chance of
drowning as of hanging.”

Roy caught-a fleeting, sidelong glance
from Chn Ho Shan as he deseended the
bridge ladder. He could not be sure,
but he fancied that the Oriental flashed
himt o look of encouragement in the
darkness.

Owver the calm, dark sea his glance
wandered 1n a last look which might
well be his own., The strange, white
}‘E:a.cht, having discharged her deadly

arbinger of destruction, was standing
hF a cable’s-length distance. What sort
ol vessel was chlii, ostensibly a gentle-
man's pleasure vacht, that was armed
with guns and torpedo-tubes like &
small eruisep?

Hea had scant time for such reflections,

Down throngh the engine-room hatch
he descended, into a world of black
shadows, gushing water, c¢ries of
frightencd men, with jets of sealding
steam from broken pipes hissing through
the sound of groaning, straining plates
and startling rvivets. Water [rem the
viekling bulkhead was already splashing
aroutid. in  the blackncs: of the engine-
room and stokehold.

_ The ensuing hour was one destined to
live for ever in Roy Drake's memory.

Crouching on hands and knees in the
swirls and eddies, in 2 dim alleyway
that was but faintly illuminated by the
rays of a hurricane-lamp swinging from
a ring-bolt, he assisted the perspiring,
half-naked firemen and the engine-room
hands to prop up the bulging, metal
bulkhead with struts of timber and
mountaing of coal,

The minules dragged by in slowly

measured-out degrees, every sccond an
hour of suspenze. Already rthe
swamping waters had . rendered  the

dynamos useless, and when the lamp
flickered out, as it did in half an hour,
they were left in total darkness. Still
tiey worked at the bharricade.

Slowly the Vengeance forged along at
a bare five knots, with Mikhail Lebedoff

in _the engine-room  compartment,
anxiously watching his gauges. They
were no more than two miles. from

Inaccessible Island, but the winding.

intricate channel between the coral
reefs made the distance more than
twice az long.

Suddenly, one of the engine-room

greasers, whose nerves had been strained
to breaking-point, let out a shrill,
sereaming c¢ry in the darkness and
gurgling water.

“The bulkhead's giving way! We're
lost? The ship’s going down !

And running through the man’s tor-
tured ecry came the salien, thunderous
surge of water in the forepeak, and the
erash of sundering plates and girders as
the sea poured in.

{Wil Ven Eimar sueceed in beaching
the Vengeance on Tnaccessible Fsland, or
wgll th: pirate cruiser sink with all
hands tnto ihe vast depths of the Indian
Qeeans Make sure you read the con-
cluding chapters of this powerful story
in next week™ Magxer.)
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BILLY BUNTER’S BUNK!

(Continued from page 23.)

#Dg you hear. e, Bunter? I know
that you are there!l- 1 command you to
descend at once ! hooted Mr. Quelch.

“1—-J—1 c¢an't, gir 1™ came & gasping
voice, apparently ‘from the black in-
terior. .

“What? Why cannot you, Bunter?
Enap Mr. Queleh. *If {{m_ have
olimbed up, you can cortainly c]:ﬂ:b
down. I order you to do so at onee |

“*8han't 1"

“What " the Eumﬂ'_m
master. “Did—did you say shan't,

unter ' He glared ferociously into
Ele imney.

stuttered

T Wiyes, I did!” came back the volee.

H¥ah1”
“I}i on my wordi” gasped Blr.
nelch.. “T{is passea all  bounds!
%untar, come down oat of that chimuey
thig instant. This ifstant "

rev Wharton & Co. stood  eilent,
gnI;.Ii?;ngat Mr. Queleh’s back, as he
stooped before the fireplace. From
behind the door, a.fat face and a big
air of spectacles glimmered, and Billy
uriter blinked st his Ferm-master s
batk, But Queleh did not turn  his
head. Ho knew—or fancied he knew—
where Bumter wag, and he did not think
of turning s head.
“Bunter | he roarcd.
(!Yhh:!.ii .
“You—rvou shall be ﬂ:uggedi You—
wou shall be expelledV gnspmlh Mr.
Queleh, stuttering with wrath, . *“Such
insolence—such defiance—Dunier, de-
scend from that chimhey imnecdiately !
Mr.  Queleh's infuriated roar hoomed
up-the chimney. It did not have the
ﬂEect of diainggin Bunter, who was
But 1t had the cffeet of dis-
lodgin articles of soot, which de-
scended in a ghower over the upturned
face of the Remove master. -
“Urrrggh 12 asped  BAlr. ueleh.
“WE:#EEE P -%lapdah'iqﬂd_ at - soot.
"That—'*thﬁt inm]euz ba:;:.: i9—ia aﬁ:t‘iﬂ!fv
throwing down scot atb me! b j
vou shall be ﬁn@ed—-_ﬂogged' maost
severely—immediately you sre in my
hands; }'%: E}it]ai“ be—wurrrggh !
Currggh ! Urrrrgh 17
Hif?v Tunter stepped softly from
behind the door. He stepped round the
door. He stepped into the Remove

not there.
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in frozen silence. Had Quelch looked
round——

But Queleh was not lookin

“Buntor 1¥ He roarcd u
rey again, “Bunter! ou utterly
at;:{;ud oy, you c¢annot escape from your
hiding-place—1 shall remain hers umntil
vou descend | Do you hear me, Bunter?
I shall not stif from this spot until you
come down! Come down at onece!
Answer -ma, Bunter "

But thera was no further answer from
the chimney ! Billy Bunfer was tip-
ftoewng away up the Bemove passage as
fast as a Fellow could go on tiptéel A
dozen Remove fellows saw him as ho
went, and chuckled. But Mr. Quelch
had ne chance of seeing him. Mr.
Quelch was still shouting up the chim-
ney of Study Na. 1.

“Bunter | Bunter!] Will ron de-
peend ! I command you te descend !
Cannot you understand that 1 shall wait
here till you descend ¥ It will be better
for you, Bunter, to waste my_ time o
further, Do wou hear me?”

The chimney cchoed with s hollow

round 1
the chim-

boom, and more fragments of scob
ﬂﬂa]tﬂd down., But there was no other
reply.

arry Wharton & Co. stepped quictly

out of the study, leaving Quelch to it
They hed to suppress their fechngs—it
was na time for laughter, in Quelch's
E)rﬂqmme, at lenst! nt they had a
ecling that they would burst, if they
did not laugh. Tley retreated into tho
passage, and Wharton drew the door
shut, Mr. Queleh was left to watch that
chimney, like a ¢cat watching a mouse-
hole for a mouse that was not there !

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“0Oh ertkey ! Oh dear! Ila, ha, ha "

“Hn, ha, ha 1"

" Where’s Bunter?
idiot, you fellows?”

Scen  that fat

“He's gone up to the box.room!"
ﬁmr::I Peter Todd., * What's Quelch up
to ™

¥ Listen !™ chuekled Bob.

The Remove fellows gathered round
Ale door of Btudy No. 1 to listen. From
within, the voice of Br. Queleh was
hedrd in'a rear that would have done
credit to one of Mareo’s lions.

S Bunter! You young rascal ! Bunter!
You—you ingolent young knave! Come
down out of that chimney | I command
yvou to descend from that chimney! Do
vou dare to disobey your Form-master,
Bunter? Upon my word! If you do
not immediately  descend  from  that

-Bu;:ter was nob there.

‘Ha, ha, ha !

“Bunter ! Descend! Descend at
ohee 1

“IHa, ha, ha "

It was guite an entertainment to the

BRemoxe ! Mr, Quelch was far from in-
tonding to be a humorist, but he was
geciting his Form in a roar.

In the study, Ar. Quelch roared op
the chimney—in the passage, the Re-
movites roared with langhter—and from
the box-room window, a fat and breath-
Iesa Owl elambered over the leads
¢lambered down to the pground, an
Loltad 1| The coast was clear, at last,
for Bunter, and Bunter did not lose tho
chomee. The Remove master was still
Shi:tutui)g up the chimney in Study No. 1
when Billy Bunter hit the open spaces.

1 L) | 3
" Where's Bunter 7
Once more that guestion was asked up
and down Greyfriars School,
Where was DBunter?
For quite a ldng time, Mr. Quclch

supposed that that hopeful member of

his Form was parked iu a study chim-
ney! Fea was quite puzzlecd when
further investigations reyealed that

But where was

He was no ]m}ger at Greviriars. That
was cerlain. He had not gone hofme—
that wos eguaelly certain. He could 1ot
be found., He could ot be heard of.
In likel¥ -and unlikely places he was
sought-—but & circus was szo extromely
inlikely a place, that nobody thought
of looking there! Harry Wharton &
Co. Nhad their own ideas on that sub-
ject—which they kept to themselvoa
vobody else thought of Muccolini’a
Cliveus for o moment.

Billy Bunter, of the Remove, scemed
to have disappeared from existence.
And so, in faet, he had—DBunto the Buy
Lion-Tamer coming into existence -in
his place! How long thut changé of
identity would remein a secret, Billy
Bunter did not know, but he hoped
for tho best, and perhaps it was just as
well for Bunter that he was not accus-
tomed to bothering about the future.

THE ENIM.

{(¥ow look out for the next parn in
thiz grand series, enbibied, “FROM
SOHOGOL PO CIRCUS! Yoy will vote

3t one of the funniest yarns you've read

for a lony time, chums, 0 {o aveid dis
appointment make sure of your ropy

YLEEA TR, . . 5
: 7 Wharton & Co. watched him— chimney—"

now f)

Harry
B3 S OPUR PROOF TENTS
- . Made from specially Proofed Canvas,
/=7 carr. Baid NN complete with 5-Plece Jointed Poles,
= ndlltto 5 %k (uy Lines, Pegs and Funners. Tacked
g ' in waterproof haldall with handle.”
S e i i Sige 6it. » 4ft. 3 » 3ft. 6. with

Gﬁﬂ@tﬁinﬁ;tﬁmﬁd. 6in. walls, Carriage Pald,

GEORGE GROSE - LUDGAT!

R TH

ori o 7

—FREE o all nufnl'arera,. particulars of & proved

ELUSHTH_ s home treabment that quickly removes all

barrassment, and permancotly cures blushing and Aushing of
- the face and neck. Enclote stamp to '

. 128, Shaltesh
ﬁénﬁi@rﬁaﬁ ﬁ-?f %:EEE:':; . P‘l.%l.%?“ nﬂupﬁmuﬂuhﬂ‘ﬁﬂ-;ﬂﬁﬁ
~ Your height inoreased in 12 days
or no ¢ost. New discovery adde
; 2.5 ins. I gained 4 ins. Guarsnteed

gafe. TFull Course, 5/= Details:

3. B. MORLEY, 8, Bream’s Bulldings, London, E.C.4.
AIR PACKET FREE 1 Jiluine, TRIANGULAR, iran

: ) st ALOUITES nummﬂm:ﬁ:ﬂ'g‘ e Eaa
siamp. OVer erent . I
apvrovats, — HOBINSON - PROD." (A), MORHTON, Wi L

¥ il for Advertisement Space-in this pudlication should
AI_L H'lim Iri the Adverti <. .
II‘L-.

o mant I“nEtr Ths MAGNET,
The Flsstway Houss, Farringdon Stresl, Londom, E.C.4.

b Ay

for OLDEST, LARGEST and BEST CLUB. Write for
Giant Art Catalégue and full particulars, No outlay. Excellent
Commission. - FREE " GIFT . TO "ALL APPLICANTS !

SAMUEL DRIVER, Lid,, Burton Road, LEEDS.

BE MANLY Lt iniens
N i s

Atrp - Atmimios, apd Dashling, ¥
() days oF mbney. back! M amazing i
cnug adde 10-25 ins. t,nr aur mﬁr

development {with 2 ins, on Chegt 1. ip> op Arma) - alee 5 a0
Will, Ferfect Belf-Control, "Wirlls Man - PotEonal s ngt ﬁ-.-gh'
your frienda i Oomplsts Cotirae, 5 -~ Details froe> %‘sﬁ _STHRE
{ INSTITUTE (Dept. A), 'S8, Dean . Eosd, LONDON, N.W.3:
T ~ Oure yourssif as I 4id; PRriicu-
laze Frov. o FE, X 5. AUAREE.
7, BOUTHAMPIPE' ROW,
T . I.ﬂmﬂ'."ﬂ'-ﬂ-l-"" fa

T ; o Warwes," Belt-Oonscionseess, Worry
BLUSHING, & s e et
: } ] OUT S '} =

g B L m:mmmm; Daan

Boad, London, B.W. 3.

E TALL'EHII; -,t-nuaﬂjnuhmueﬁ.lhmm Euﬁaem;lt mt"
B it {907, Ware worlhiess Imltaiore. 60 SHamD

brings dutalls, — Hoight-Speoialist, SCARBOEOUGH,

ST AMPMS "300 DIFFERE WP, inol Alrmal], Deav.
|~

Vocommon Bets, Pletorlals, Ooloalals.

’ broad 1/s).-—=W. A WHIT
ﬂmmﬁdm E Luﬂ.]' LYE, WORGE. B,
11-T-36

&




LET’S BE JUST
TO LODER!

Urges PETER TODD

I really think it's time we pave Loder his due.
He's not so black as he's painted. To hear the
average Hemove chap talk about him you'd think
Loder was o villain of the deecpest dye.
smaintain that he has his good points,

For instance, I onee saw him give a three.penny-
Quite a nice big-hearted
b was
3 for

bit to a strect beggar.
gesiure, what ? It's true

charitable now, can you ¥

Then again, chaps tell you he's harsh with
bult when Gaily burned =zome foast
resence the othor day, 1
L Fally

fugs ; |
for him in my

received quite a different impression. _
expecteid 1o see him give Gatty a dozon with
He only gave

the ashplant. IBut he didn't,

hirm eleven.

Another thing they accuse TLoder of iz
It wos this that made me parii-
cularly interested to see what he'd do ons doy
when there was an alarm of fire st the Court.
* Naturally," 1 thought, ** he’i)
be the first man out of tho building.” It was a
vevelation to me to find that he was nof
As o maotter of {act, he

covwardice.
lield Cinem::.

the first man out.
was the second.
I could give you

supposcd o be.

CONVINCS Yoi,
{What un oplimist 1—Ep. ).

“INDIGNANT."—** Since Coker punched

my nose, I've made np roy miod
emart.’”

"Fraid you'll find that absolutely impossible,

old eport !

that
Iia'd been trying to get rid of in sho
weeks ; but you can hardly say he's not

lenty of other examples
to show you that Loder is a lot better than he's
But probably it’s unneces-
sary 3 L expeet L've said enocugh already to

But 1
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of ST.

© Played, Jack Jolly 1M

Y Crhy, woll hat, sie 1 ?

6t erﬂ}, l [

Protessor Willknot
Birchemall pawssd, as
these cries fell on his
CArs.

o was taking a stroll
round the playing-fields.
There was a cheerful grin
on hia skollarly face and
a lump of toffy insido it.
The thoughts of the new
headmaster of 84 Sam's

THE DETT-DODGER

SAM’S !

Another Snappy Instalment of .chfay Nugeni's
Full-of-Fun Serial, °
Dubble I

* Doctor Birchemall's

mistake ! After being
sacked Irom St. Sam's
for croolty, I've gpot my
iob back again by pre.
tending to be a more
kind-harted member of
the Birchemall fambly
—fnd not & sole sus ta
the truth ! M‘y creditors
will got the dickens of a
shock whoen they hbere
of my change of eyo-
dentity ! It durzent
half make me larl when

to make him | possibul kind.

“Ha, ha!"”

& clever 'um,

were of the plezzantost

i he was
gaying ta himself. * I'm
and no

I think of it! Ha, ha,
h-ﬂ. 1 11

Then the Head heard
the cheera from the
Junior kricket piteh, and

he pawsed to look at the
game. The Fourth were
playing the FYifth, and
Jack Jolly, the Fourth
kaptin, was giving the
geniors plenty of leather-
chasing. He had nocked
the ball over the roof

of the pavilion wmpleen

timeg already, and he
looked in the mood to
go on doing it for the
rest of the afternoon !

A rougish twinklecame
into the Head's eyes,
28 he saw how the gamo
was poing. Kricket sves
a game he never could
resist. Makiog a megga-
fone of lis %mnd&l, ghc:
hailed the kaptin of
the Fifth, who looked
somewhat like a grease.
spot after his efforta to
bowl out Jack Jolly.

“Want any help,
Bownecer §11 ha ealled
out.

Bowneer, who was

not in the best of moods,

BRAVE BUNTER SAVES

STRANGER

FROM SEA

True Hero’s Modesty

Bunter diaplayed the typical
modesty of a true hero when he
reseued a gentlernan from the
sed lost week. e didn't say a
wordlabout it at Greyfriara and,
bt for the rescued man turning
up a8t the school yesterday,
we should never have heard a
word about it !

Ewven then Bunter did his
beat to keep it dark. He
rpotted the stranger crossing
ihe quad on crutches, and,
having Dbriefly greested him,
tried his bardest to pilot him
away from the curious crowd,
But tho stranger wasn't having
ony.

“This brave lad,” he said,
addressing the crowd, *is evi-
dently lLent on dragging me
away before T get a chance of
Eelling you how ho saved my
e, But £ refuse to go heloro
I tell you something of his
courage in risking his own life
i order to save Lhat of o total
slranger.”

“Lht™

" You 'lﬁ!?.lir‘lir; elionl Yunter,
sir TN

“1 ghall snever e alle to
repiy him," soul the stranger,
srnilinge alfectionately at Bunter.
“¥rt, after it waz over and T
asked L what he would ke,

all he could think of was some-
thing to ent."”

“Well, that sounds like
Bunter, anyway ! "

“Ha, ha, ha 1 *

“ Where did it happen, sir 1 ¥
asked Dick Rale.

“I will tell you gladly, in
order that you may know what
a brave young fellow you have
in your midst. It was at Pepg
ani i

“ Look here, I'd rother you
didn't tell ‘em," murmured
Bunier, but the stranger wont
on, unheeding :

“And I had been climbing
up the coliffs to scours somo
photographs of senzulls’ nests,
when 1 =lipped and fell, hurting
my foot so badly that I was
quite unable to move. Sud-
denly, in utter horror, I realised
that the tide was coming in
rapidly ! In half an hour, 1
shiould bo covered with water—
(drowned! I called out des-
perately, At first there was no
answer save the echo of my own
voiee 3 but after some time this
brave lad's volee came floating
to me on the breeze and soon,
seorning  tho fearful peril of
the relentless waves, he ap.
peared. It was touch and go, 1

can  tell you; a few more
ruinutes and it would have beon

me to safety in time ! "

** Just where did it happen 77
azked Bob Cherry.

“* Abont a hundred
weat of Pegg beach.”

“* What was the time T "'

“Four o'clock, [T heard a
chureh bell chime as 1 lay
there and——"

“¥ say, sir,” gasped Bunter,
*“what do yvou say to o snack
at the tuekshop t Mra. Mimble’s
got some new jam pulls n
and thay're prime ¥

And Bunter succeeded in
dragging away the man he had
reseucd ab last, And the rest
of us pelitely waited till they
were out of earshot and thoen
had a real good cackle.

¥We happenad to know that
the tide never eomea in as far
as the foot of the cliffs et that
particular spot; and in any
case, four o'vlock on the day
of the “rescue™ hoppencd
to be high tide !

There was no longer ony
mystery about why Bunter
had been s0 unaccountably
maodeat over his ©° brave I! deed !

vards

RakeMeans
to Rough It!

Says WILLIAM
WIBLEY

~ "'What are you doi
im the summer wvae?
I asked Rake the other
day. * Brighton or
Margate or somewhera,
I suppoee t ™

You should have seen
the look Reke pave me !
Full of scorn and con-
tempt and what not, 1t
was, .. erowned il
with a mocking laugh.

“ Brighton ! Margate !
Huh! I'd walch it '™
he eried. * Rooting up
and down & crowded
o in spotless elobber !
Vatching pierrota and
putling peanies in fat-
headed automatio ma-
chines ! No fear ! That’s

not good encugh for
me !

“Oh! Somry!” 1
gasped. " Going for a

ermge, perhaps 1Y

" Not Iikell;,r | Sitting
around in stuffy dining-
ealoons in evening dress
end playing %?Lt-y deck
games! ot good
enough, thanks! Much
too awvilised and con-
ventional !

A eort of Minding Sash

looked rnu:n"_:'with a
frown.

“Yes, g
shouted baet “* You'll
help a lot irpu take
vour fnce mewhere
whers 1 cante 161 7

“Ha, ha, "

It needed sate effort
for Prolessor yehemall
to keep a Ly smile
on hiz fizzor;nt some-
how he megged to
do it. In teld days
when he hadin Doctor

Birchemall, ¥ would
have bircheg fellow
black and blfor such
cheels. Buothe new
carricktehe had
ndopted didrdlow him
aeven to .tg  ahout

he walked | to
piteh.

“ Aly poatvneer ! "
he mermered: Y ou are
cheeky to W head.
master, It kot your
foult ; it iil'mp]y a
symptom of fgs. Open
vour mouthe d E:Eut
i P i

aTe] 1t E_
gan BBWMM.

I trust 3 are not
Emng so {ar yo refusc,

owncer 1

the

it will be 4 sfeign that
you are in aptty bad
way—and mhat case
I shall feel jis up to

me to Erand you to
the skool san grium !
“ What, 4y lavly

birches ; solkept his ’
boeming amigoing as %

day like thiz 2" yeiled |

Bowncer. “You

he ! woualdn't be go crool ' ™

" Kind—not crool!?®
corrected the  Head
jently. “ It would be a
kindness, under such
crrcumatancea, to send
you to the sanny, Bown-
cer, Now, what are you
going todo 1 "

DBownecer {furned as
red as o pony., Usually,
he was as obstinate as
a mule, but he didn't
feel like kicking, if it

wasd going to land him
in the sanny.

*“ All right, sir; I'll
do it,"”" he said horsely ;
and with that he opened
his mouth and closed
his eyes. The next in-
s‘.:]uni} Ehﬂ Head had
whipped out the bi
bottle of medicine hE
always carried with him
and was poring out a

quantity into o big
tablespoon.
* Grogoco ! Help !

Ow " ahrn?akcd Bowneer
a8 the wvile concoction
trickled down his throat,

of inspiratiggame to
Tmie.

~Aht 1

¥ you're
going Buck tdature ? '

Ydgst
R-I:“Sﬂi “'it-h gort ﬂf
gloating gru * Back
to the great$n spaces
where men gmen and
you can liveja primi-
tive, natws healthy
animal way: ‘That's
my iden of pgholiday,
Wib " g ;

" Lok to bid for if,

too,” I admig. * Go-
ing on yvour @ or with
some pals 1

* Oh, th plenty

of olhers.
camp. .
a look at thipepectus
if you like"

And Rabeved into

his pocket § brought
out & bookfnoted on
art paper g lavishly
illustrated photo-

araphs. :

1 haul & lotifrovgh it
and I muste- I can’t

S ———

imagine a jollier way of
going Back to Nature
than by going to this
particular eeaside holi-
day camp.

There are brick-built
bungalows instead - of
tents, all lnxuriously fur-
nished and with a radio
in cach, not {0 mention
hot and eold runain
water. There's a centra
block of buildiogs con-
taining dining-halls,
gym., cinema, reading-
rooms and lounges.
There's o service of
limousines for pleasurc
trips on land and speed.-
boats for the sca. And
the servants and waitors
arp recruited from the
lt:resb hotels in the coun-
TY.

1 ecan assure wyou,
chaps, one look through
that little book was
sufficicnt to turn me
mto an enthusiasiic ad-
mirer of Boake's intention
to rough it this coming
vag )

" Theveo !
ba hetter now !’ boemed
the Head. Y Eive me
the hzll, Bowneer, and
I'tl see if I cen bowl
Jolly while you're getiing
vour broth baclk !

The Head then re-
leeved Bowncer of the
kricket-ball and preparcd
to bowl oud the grinning
Eaptin of the Fourth,
who  was walting pa-
tiently at the other end
of the pitch.

At the same moment,

unnotissed by the Head,
zomething waz happen-

ing belind him that
caused a buzz of amaze.
ment to run round the
field, Whila the Head
had Dbeen attending to
Bowneer, a roup of
grim-faced jentlemen had

‘been walking across from

the gotes, hoeaded by a
Fcrlim-n-}natﬂblva in uni-
orm. And, as the Head
stepped backwards to
take his rum, scveral
of these jentlemen
]:E:lt.ed their finpers at

“ There's Doctor Bir-
chemall that owes us
all the nunny !’ they
ende. ** Constable, arvest
that man ! ™

The perliceman rushed
on to the piteh with the
others at his . heels,
Blissfully ignerant of
their arrival, the Head
took a short run, then
whirled back hiz hand
before bowling.

The next instant, a
serprizing  thing hap-
pened. Quite by axxi-
dent, the ball slipped
out of the Heads graa
and whizzed backwards
—and, as luelk would
havo it, tha econstable’s
nose was right in the line
of fire.

Bang !

“Yaregoooo !

The perliceman hit the
terf with a yell of
aggerny.  The crowd
gnag&d; then they
yelled,

" Welljbowled, asirt™

“ Right on the
wicket ! 12

“Ha, ha, ha |

Yon'l! =oon i

- dregin there was

Professor  Birchemail
waz favely tuken aback
when he turped round
and saw what he had
done. For & moment the
thought oeeurred to him
that he was bowled out
himgelf ! But a little
reflecktion convinced him
that his wisitors had
not guessed his secret,
amd his face showed no
fear as he helped the
perliceman to his feet,

" Beg pardon, officer,

I'm sure,” he grinned.
“1 meant to bow! for-
warda, not backwards.
In any ecase, 1 didn't
Ay one
behind me ! Hn:::rin
settled that, mite I ask
what iz the meaning
of this introosion 1 *

The perlice-constable
rubbed his dammidged
nazal organ and glared.

“ The meanin® 15 this
‘ere,” he growled. * I've
come to arrest you in
the name of the lort "

The kricketers gasped.
But the Head meerly
smiled.

“ Evvidently a mis-
take,” he mermered.
" Perhaps these jen-
tlemen ean eggsplain.
Who are they 1 7

The visitors scowled.

' You know us, o it's
no pood saying yon
don't ! roared one of
theni, * I'tn Green, tho
fruiterer, and this is
Burns, the baker, and
this iE Waters, the milk-
man.

“Horry,” said the
Head ecalmly. “*But [
don’'t know any of you
from Adamn ! ¥

“ Wha-a-at 7

" Look here,
Birchemall o

‘The Head started vio-
lently.

“DOCTOR Bir.
chemall, did you say?
Ah, now I begin to seo
daylight ! ou arc
evvidently wunder the
impression that I am

Doctor

Doactor Birchemall., But
1'm not |

“Ehit

“Doctor Birchemall

lelt St Sam's a weel

ago,” grinned the Head.
1 am his suxxessor.
As it happons, I am his
evzzin and thero iz a
strong fambly likeness.
But 1 assare vou I am
not Doctor Birchomall,
My mnamae i3 Professor
Willknot Birchemall { *
The tradesmen laooked
staggered, Dumb dismay

bition,
fiends
Here are one or iwe that ccour to me

COKER SCORES
IN CAMERA SHOW!

Says FRANK NUGENT

After touring the Greyfriars Photographic Exhi-
I'm firmly convineced that most of the camern.
at this school are in need of & fow hinta,

L If you suflfer from trembling fits, let somcone

else hold the camera.

2, For preference, do not take
graphs on the same portion of the

3. Before you take the photograph, deeide
whether it is to bo wpright or lengthwise. Un
the slant midway between the two is nob recom.
mended,

Careful attention to these three rules would make
the dickens of an improvement in the ghow, Ag
it 13, you get an impression that most of the pictures
on view have been taken through adistorting mirror.

For instance, the group of fags on the beach at
Margate which my mmor called ** Happy Hallorda §e
malers "' would have been more aptly camed

"Boots." The scles of their feet are about all
ou ean seo of the fags, anyway! Again, Lob
‘herry’s wiew of Friardale called ™ An English
Villago * deserves a sub-iitle : ©* As seen by someone
who has recently been hit on the headwith ainallet,
Like the music in the celebrated song, Bob's villagae
goes ronnd and round. It wouldn't surprise me a
bit {0 learn that the eamera responsible for this
effort was fixed on to a moving gramephone turn.
table while it was taking the picture !

The " hit "' of the show is undoubtedly Coker's
exhibit. Admiring erowds stand in front of it ot all
houre, studying the marvelloua detail and marvellin
at the futuristico note that Coker has introdu
into his camera work,

several photo-
film.

. Theo picture is of a sort of nebuloug white eloud
in the eentre with a lot of odd noees and mouths
and eyes dotted about all over the place,

The title of it, by the way, is ' Porirait of

Myself.”

o —

and disbeleof was dis-
played in every dial.

“It's & swindle!™
cride Green, the fruiterer.
* You're trying to twist
ud ! Why, you're more
like Doctor Birchomall
than he was himself.
Where's your procof that
you're only his cuzzin 1

The Head smiled,

" That's easy,'’ he said
* The fakt ig, jentlemen,
that although my cuzzin
and I are as like ag two
peas on  the purflas,
we're as different as
chalk and cheese under-

necth ! Doctor  Rir-
chemall was & tirant and
&8 broot. I, Professor

Birchemall, am aa kind.-
hearted rs they make
'em ! If you want proof
~—ask these boys !

* Is it truo, what your
headmaster says t ¥
asked Waters, the millk-
man.

* ¥es, rather t ¥ ghout.
el the crowd, without
the shiest hezzifation.

“I—I'm afraid we've
donmo you an injustiss,
gir,” mermered Durna,
the balkor. *“It's you
being wo much like your
cuzzin that's the cause
of the trubbls, Do you
happen to know whers
he haagona 1 2

“ Haven't the phog-
giest ! " prinned the
Head.

it T}Fn wo wr.m‘tl wasta

ur AMS An OnpEer.
ggrry and all tﬁﬂt, BirE! :

“* Don'’t mensh | ¥ agid
the Head cheerily,
“Good-day, jentlemon 1

* Good.day, sir, Sorry
You've been trubbled t

So saying, the sha-
grined visitors walked
away towards tho gates.

“May we carry on
with the game now,
sir 1" asked Jack Jolly,
agtheydisappeared
among the trees,

“ By all means, Jolly,
But you will have to
eggscuse me from playing
any more,” seid  the
Head with a sigh. “ The
discovery that my cuzein
lelt without paying hia
detta has come as a prate
ghock to me,™

And the Head walked
awey, shaking his head
im guch & sollem way
that the erowd felt quite
sorry for bim,

They wouldn't have
felt very sorry had they
seen him when he pot
back to his privit lawn.
For the first thing he did
thﬂ] wa; t-nh iﬁ_rﬁ:-np a
wild and whirlin -
dﬂpcﬁ H(."l'ﬂ&‘l- the t%n! ?}’

‘Hip, hip, hooray 1"
ha -:rh:ﬁ*tledl? jid T}?'at.’a
done my croditors in
the eye] Now I can
sit back and enjoy life
with a clear conshence | 2

But the Head's trub-
bles, had he kunown it,
were by no means over
vot !

{Don'l tniss next week's
hilarious instalinent, boys.)



