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THRILLS, LAUGHS, ADVENTURE, IN A FINE EXTRA-LONG STORY ENTITLED :

In

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Row on the Road !

i INIEHED
F ki Hﬂ lﬂ

“How long?"

“Hours and hours, | expect,
if silly msses keep on interrupting me
with fatheaded questiona™

Bob Cherry did not seem in his best
temper.
Gen
as that bright August day, and his

temper was as sunny as his [ace,
But circumstances alter cases,

It was hot! The day had been hot,
and the evemng, as it drew on, secmed
almozt hoiter. !Z!crh, in his shirt-sleeves,
was red and perspiring. He wos bend-
ing over & bike that was wp-ended by
the side of s dusty country road in
Boswex. His hands were grubby and
stichy. “There wera uh'h!y EMORTS On
his crimson face, n he pased a
grubby hand over his lorehead to wipe
away perspiration, 1t naturally lelk
traces. He looked, and felt, and was,
dirty and sticky and horrid. And that
puncture was & brute!

““Can we help!” asked Harry
Wharton mildly.

"N making it worse."

(L] Ht-lﬁ 1!-:

“Aly esteemed Bob——"'
Hurree Jamset Ram Sin

murmured

h.
“Can't you fellows llﬁﬂ s walki" od Bob

asked Bob with a grunt

“ Perbhaps wa'd better!™ remarked
Frank XNugent with a grin.

“Looks as if wa shall get into

Erithu-n by dark I" said Johnny Ball
“It's twelve or fourtesn miles yet."
Bob Cherry lifted his red, grubby
face and glared.
“ Who's stopping you?!" he inquired.
Tae AMaicxer Lisminy.—Neo. 1,

erally, Bob's face was as sunny H

of Greyfriars, on holiday.

“I haven't asked you to sit round like
a lot of moulting fowls, that T know of.™
“ Hem !" murmured Harry Wharton,

“No good gewung shirty, <ld chap,
oecatee you' ve 11:“} B rotien puncture to
mend ! said Johnny.

Johniny Bull had many exonllent
Tniiliﬂ, but tact was not included io
the list, d
“Who's shirty " hooted Bolb.

"Hem!| Let's go for a stroll ! said
arry Wharion hasulv. - “We'll come
back in half an hour, Beb '™

Girunt !

Leaving their bikea parked under o
tree, four members of the [amous Co.
sauntered away across the meadows.

Bob Cherry gave aunother grunt aa
they departed, and seftled down to
wresile manfully with that obshnate,
irrilating puncture.

Twice had Bob dealt with that
puncture, and twice had it broken out
again, as if it had a will of ils own,
and was :arﬂu_nit:ﬂ!g bent on anncying
him. Third time is said to be lucky,
and Bob hoped for the best as he got
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wheiber Brighten would be reached by
dark, as the Famous Five had planned
when they started on that ride carly in
the morming,. He was bhol and sticky
and worried, and sltogether far fro—
being in his bonniest mood.

S0 when a tattered-looking man in
& battered bowler hat came trampin€
up the road, and stopped to stare a
E“m& and grinned, Beb breathed very
1ard.

It wae nol bis desire to sfford enter-
tainment to a dusly, stubbly trammp with
a distigured nose.  Haiher, he lelt a
desire to add to the disfigurement of
that organ. He gave the tramp a
lance, with a gleaming eve, snd sertled
own to work again, He had nearly
Anished pow, and this time it looked
promising.

“My eve!" said the man in the
battered bowler. “ You, is it? I fancied
I knew you when 1 spotted vou "ere.”
1IBﬂh locked up agamm, and stared at
im, :

Now that he gave the tramp a clowe
look, he recognised the stubbly foce and

going agRim. slanting nosa. He had seen Jimmy
It waes not & happy task. The snn Guggs before, though he had forgorten
was setting over the dowmns, but it him,

blazed red and hot. There was hardly
& breath of wind. Brghton and its re-
freshing breszes wers still afar. The
road was dusty, and p;mnf motor-Cars
churned up the dust, and left it to seitle
, acompanied by s reek of
petrol, Naturally, theve were plenty of
cars, in August. on any road that led
toe Brighton. It scemed to Bob that
they roared by every second or lna.

“Blow it!" murmured Bob.

He was irritated by the puncture and
the tronble it was giving him. He was
remorseful for having snapped at his
frienda, who really were not to blame
for that burst. He wea doubliul

Clearly, Mr. Guggs had not forgotien !

He camo ¢loser to the Cresiriars
junior, with’ a thresteming expircesion
on his stubbly face.

“You 'andled me, that time back in
Surrey | he said. “Yom and scur
friends ! You 'andled me, didn't you "

“T handle vou again if you esk for
it1” retorted Bob. At the same time
he rather wisthed that his friends had
not gone for that walk. Jimmy Gog
was & helfty nian, and Boh, sturdy as
was, was only a schooliboy. And the
traculent lock on the tramp's face told
that he mcant mischief. "“Uef outr™

Jimmy Guoggs did wot get cut. He
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gave a gquick glance round to asceriain
whether Bob's [rends were in  the
ofing. Then he came nearer. -

It was two or three weeks since
Hnrrf_' Wharton & Co. had fellen in with
Mr. Guggs on s luuel:.;rwn-ndlmﬂ path
near Wharton Lodge. They had caught
Lhim in the very act of robbery wilh
vio and they ecertninly  had
handled him, as he eaid. The chums
of the Greyifriars Remove had forgotien
the epi . but Mr., Cugge, perhaps

naturally, had & er memory. Evi-
dently h’; WA Ye hﬁnﬂ to fall in with
one member of the Co. on his lonely
0.

“"Andle me in, will you!" said
Mr. Guggs. " I'll give you » chance, my
pippin. That's for & start!" .

lifted a tattered boot sad kicked
at the up-ended bike.

Crash i

Over went the bike with & crash and
a clatier and a eclang.

Bob Cherry gave a ronr of wrath.

“You checky rotter!” he roared
And, regardices of the fact that Jimmy
Guggs was obviously more [ Iﬁl-tl:[l
for lf.lu , ho rushed st the tramp, hitting
oul.

Jimmy Gu ave 8 yell as a fist
nu-uhﬂd{m_ hifin'aaaﬂ. That nose, already
damaged in some bygone scrap, was
now still further demaged. There was
s spurt of crimson from it, as Bob's
knuc crashed.

The next momoent, & thump on ithe
chest sent Bob staggering kwuards.
He sat down with a bump on the edge
of the ros teh. o

There was a shout across the sdjoin-
ing meadow. HI!E Wharton & Lo,
sauntering back to the road after their
walk, beheld Tthat startling sight from
s distance, :

Instautly their leisurely saunter was
changed into & rapid run, They tore
scross the Geld to the road .

*Now, blow yer—" panted Jiminy
ﬂlﬂﬁr. "Now I'll—"

Cherry scrambled up and met
the ruffian fst to fist. But it would have
gane hard with Bob, if his friends had
not como racing wcross the field. Jimmy
E-ﬁl..lﬂ'.ﬂl saw them coming, apd backed

Before they could reach the rosd, the
rascal turned, and storted off at & run.
He was already st & distaoce, when
Harry Wharton jumped into the road,
followed fust by Nugent and Johnny
Bull and the mabob.

“Bob, old chap—" gasped Wharton,

“Ow! All right!™ gasped Bob.
“Clad you came back, Ow! That
Eruti- would have knocked out !

“.!H

“But who—'

“It's that fooctpad we caught iwo or
three weeks ago! He remembered me
—ow! It's all nght—I'm not hurt—
only a punch !” Bob gasped for breath.
“Phe rotter kicked my jigger over—il

that dashed puncture bas  gone
aip—"
£ had!
Bob Cherry set the bieyele up sgain,
with fechngs too deep for wor Far

in the dusty distsnce, Jimmy Guggs
disappeared over the borizon.

Harcy Wharton & Co. looked onm,
with elent sympathy, while Bob got
going on ithat puncture again. Bym-
athy was keen—but it was tactful to
Ee silent. It was clenr that Bob'a feel
gs were very, very deep !

v the time Bob reached the end of
his wenry lubours, the shades of night
were f[alling fast, az the poect has ex-
mum\ ikl If the chums of Greylriurs

doubted before whether they would
resch Brighton by dark, they had ne
further doubts now, It was only too
clear that they wouldan't |
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“After all, it will be a ripping ride
by starlight I’ said Harry Wharton,
when Bob's jigger was right side upper-

most mgain.
gaid Frank Nugent

“Hi pill!_1'|ll
heartily.
“The ripfulness will be tecrific 1" de-
clared Hurres Jamset Rom Singh.
Rob Cherrey looked at them,
Then heo grinned faintly.
"Laot's get going, unyhow 1" he zaid.
And they gol going.

. .

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Lift for Bunter !

R TIPPITY TIP, clow
M “‘hﬂnlt-ulniitr.rtm:i gener
mirth-m |

hiid Magnificent Circus, shook his

“It beals mal™ said Mr. I'I;EE.

“Mpe, too!” said Wriggles, the con-
tortionist,

“Oller ! said '1'in'1|1 impressively.
".ﬁ.hﬂ-bl”_r-lmﬂj aller | don'i
ketch on !’

And the elastic man agreed that he
did not cateh on, either.

Muceolini’s Magnificent Cireus was
on the road.

It was booked for a piteh near
Brighton, where no doubt Signor
Mucoolini expected to do geod business
during the holida There had

¥ scason.
—

** Purple Peter will win the two-
thirty race,”” prophesies Gugli-
elmo, the crysial-gazer of Signor
Mueccolini’s Magnificent Circus.
And Hazel yields to the lure
of easy money—little guessing
that Guglielmo is Billy Bunter in
disguise !

been come stops on  the road sinco
leaving Suorrey: but now tne Magnifi-
cent Circus was on the last lap of its
journey to the coast. : :
With Muccolini’s Magmficent Circus
travelled Billy Bunter, the fat oroa-
ment of the Remove at Greyiriar.

Why Signor Mueccolini  permitted
Bunter to hook on (o 2 circus
pobody knew. It was no secret that

he loathed the sight of Billy Bunter's
fat face and big spectacles.

But the cirous company had goi used
to Bunter by this time, and took him
for granted, as it-were.

Bunter wan travelling m one of the
baggage vaas, :

t was very poor accommodation for
an important fellow like Bunter. Ho
would have preferred & seat in Marco's
car; or in the handsome caravan of
Zars, the queen of the ring.

Btill, it was better than walking, snd
the fat Owl of the Remove made the
best of it. As for getlting a lift in the
gsignor's own big car, Bunter, with all
hiz# merve, had not thought of even

iwing & hint to that effloct. Blill lesa
fm:'l Ea dreamed that the cirens-master
wonld offer him o lift in his Singer.

And Mr. Tip hl:ll?‘ jumped when
Bignor Muccolini called to him. told
him to find Bunter, and ask that [at
vouth if he would prefer a seat in the
Car:

There was no doubt, of sourse, that
Bunter, or ansone e¢lse, would have
preferred a seat in & comfortable car

to o corner of s rocking van packed
with But Me Tip eould
ecarcely belwve his ears. It was the
first time that the ltalian eircus-master
had shown any regard for Bunter's
comflort—or, indeed, mgthmq but dis-
like for the fat Owl of Greviriars.

ha?l!n Tippity told Wriggles, it beat bim

w |

"Tha long procession was winding u
e hilly mdrpm. a very slow pace, I.bs

Tippity and Wriggles were walking.
ignor Muccolini's car crawled at

tayl of the proceszion. 3

“1 don't ketch on, Wrig!" went on
Mr. T:f “i tell you, Mucky can't
stand tha% fat covey. What Lo lets

him ‘ang oh for, beats ma “oller! He
ain't no use, and he ain't no ornament !
He's checky ! You've heard him cheek

ant in Muccolini's the

“Amnt 1 just!” agreed Wrigglea
" Well, what does Muocky t him
cheek him for, Wrig?" demanded Mr.

Tig.
Ask me another!" maid the clastic
man.

“And now,™ said Tippity, “he's going
to give him a Lifi izlf his car! here
ain’t & covey in the whole outfit, Wrig,
that the boss would give a lift in his

raﬁ And pow—="
r- Tip shook his head over the
puzzle, and gave it up. He p :
to the baggage-van, in which Billy
Bunter was seated on a king-case,
leaning back -T:u“h a bale of canvas,
Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacies. Ho was not com-
fortable, and he was not in & good
temper. It was very hot, and count-

less hoofs and wheels raised clouds of

dust, floating in the red glare of the
eunsal. :
“'Ere you!” called out Tippity.
Bunter frowned ab him. did not

like Mr. Tip. ].Hmd "'ETF l:"ur'l" 'ﬁ':li_
not & properly  respectin orm
address from @ circus clown to &
Publie school man |

*Oh, shut up ™ snapped Bunter.

“Message from the boss—"

“Blow the boss!™ grunted Bunter.

"Mucky says—"

“1 don't care what he sava! Go and
tell him to go and eat coke—f{rom me "

Mr. Tip grinned.

“You can tell the boss that voursell,
if yon want to be kicked from ‘ere to
Brighton 1™ ha remarked.

Buort—irom Bunter! 3

“I'd like to see s cheeky dago kick
me !'" he said contemptuously. ™ ¥Yah!”

“If the boss "eard that, 1 fancy he
wouldn't repeat his offer |™ grinned
Tippity. "But he says you can get
out of that van, snd sit i his car, if
you like.”

“Oh!" said Bunter.

His frowning fat brow cleared. He
blinked back towards the signor’s car
at some distance behind the van. He
could sco the beefy, swarthy Italian,
with his erﬁlm stuck in s eye, at
the wheel. He blinked ot Mucky—and
ho blinked at Mr. Tip—suspiciously.

“You're not pulling my leg!” he

asked,

Billy Bunter had the best of reasons
for knowing that Signor Pielro Mucco-
limi did not enjoy his company. He
was more surprised than Mr Tip by
the signor’s unexpected offer.

“Thot's what he savs”
Tippity. " Please yourseli!™®

d he rejoined Wriggles, leaving the
fat echoclboy to ase himself,

Bunter prompily dropped off the
slow-moving van.

It was not an offer ho was likely to
refuse. He backed to the roadside, to

Tug Migser Lisaey.—No. 1,486,
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L]
let the wehicla pass and wait €l the

"'fg' CAr came up.

rmilm wound on ﬂw? up
the hill But the signor's car did not
come up. Bignor Muccolini bad halted
the Binger, and Billy Bunter had to
walk back to it. .

He eyed the beefy Italian curicusly
as bo reached 16 Tt was seldom that
Pietro Muccolini looked at him without
a scowl, or & dark glitter in his black

es. Now, however, signor gave
him & ood and a smile

“Oet in, signorino!” he said
amicably. " You would prefer a lift in
& car—yes "

* What-ho |* said Buntor,

Hao lgnl in.

With a gront of reliel, the fat junmior
eoltled wn comfortably on soft
leather. Signor Muccolini set the car
in motion sgmin.

The circus was a littla distancs ahend
by that time. Dunter expected the
signor to follow on. Instead of that,
however, Signar Mueccolini turned inta
a lone that branched of the wide
country road, and drove off “at right-
lng'l:u to the ronte. ;

unter blinked at him in surprise,

“1 say, ain't you going on . lo
Brighton ! he asked. A
Hignor Muccolini glanced at him,
J gleam in the depths of his black,

with a

htldh{lﬂftla

) certo " he raid. “Certainly !
But we take a difierent route—we
arrive befors the rest”

“CGood |™ said Bunter.

A rapid run in & cay was much to bo
preferred to the slow motion of the
moving circas, But Bunter did not
quite sea why the signor could not have
cut on, passed tha proecession, keeping to
the direct road. For some reason of
his own, Sigaor Muoccolini chose a dil-
forent road.

The numerous vehicles of the circus

ppeared from sight. Tho S8inger
ran awiftly up shady lanes, Bunter
oxpected to see it emerge into another
voad, and head for Brighton, which
was not ten miles away. Instead of
which, the car kept to the lanea while
tha sun sank lower and lower over tho
downs and the shadows lengthened.

Lk ug'. we shan't be in frst, at this
rato !" Bunter remarked at last. “ Have
vou missed the way "

"1 think sol" said Bignor Muccolini,
glancing at him. "I think I must have
migsed the road. But I shall soon find

tting

™

“I'm jolly
remarked Bunter.

Bignor Mucoolini mads no reply to
that. He drove ou, while the shadows
decpened and deepened; lane after lane,
He put on the ear’s lights at last, and
they gleamed on shadowy hedges and
dark trees

But the Singer emerged at last from
tho shadowy lancs into a broad high-
#ﬂ- Bu:;!:ﬂ' l-!“- & ;lunt. of relief.

was getting late, an o was gelbin
fearfully hungry. It was like o fag
hoaded dage, he reflecied, to losa his
way. But it seemed that the signor
had found it again at last

FH& halted the car and pecred about
im.

“Bi. 51! I think this iz the road ™ he
said. “ But we will make surel There
i:-u I.-'L Jgignpost.  FPlease get down and

Bunter nled, He was la nid
unwilling % move. b i

However, he stepped down and rolled
towards the signpost at the side of the
road. Thoe signor sat at the wheel,
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hungry 1™
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watching him with a sardonic grin on

his swarthy face.

Bunter reached the signpost and
stood staring up at the signn In the
starlight he could read it:

BRIGHTON-8 MILES.

“It's all vight!™ ho said. "“"Wo—
wh hat— E:Il:,.“ I l'.Illrl.t hat 1™

round, staring at the car.

'I'i?nq};-i: r h !hﬂf inta molion

sgain. Billy Bunter blinked after i,
and ils winking red tail-light, in sston-
ishment and dismay.

"I say—" ho yelled.

Only the buzz of the disappenring car
answered him.

“Btop I" shricked Bunter, " Hold on !
You're leaving me bebind ! 1 say, you
silly idiokt, stop 1"

He rushed wildly after the car.

In utter dismay st tho prospect of
being left ¢n foct with nine miles to
walk, the fat junior fore in purwuit,
yelling at tha Lop of his veice.
?"Etnpl \'gill you st yuglk IJ-E":!t:"

oW roftten dago, stop ! CTIEEY
_But the car r‘ﬁd not stop. The red
light winked away in the distance, The
Binger was gone, and the sigmor n
it, and Billy Bunter, spluttering smd
breathless, was lef} stranded.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter in Danger !

L H lor " Ernln.::d Billy Bunter.

0 He plagged weanly.

He was tired; he was per-

spiring; he was hupgry; he

was desply, intenscly exasperated. Nina

miles lay between him and Brighton.

H_nm;ﬂdnnu s quarter of one of those
miles, Bunter groaned dismally.

For the first few minutes, when Signor
Muccolini disappearcd in the car, the
fat junior had becn utterly perplexed.
But tha truth was not long in dawning
on his fat mind, -

He had been stranded—deliberately
stranded—on & lonely road at a late
hour. That, ke realised now, was wh
the signor had made that unn:peﬂeﬁ
offer of a lift in his car. Fe had
planned this, ——f

Deliberately he had wasicd time in
the shady lanea fill ths hour was Jale.
Then ha had found the road, tricked
Bunter into getting out of the ear, and
Ehnli:.w“ for Brighton, leaving him to
wa

Dunter had not had the remokest sus-

ieion till he was stranded. Even now

s conuld hardly understand a man like
Mueeslini playing such a trick.

If he fancied that Bunter was lefi
behind for good, he did not know
Bunter. Only too well Dunter knew that
the Italian circus-master would be glad
to get shut of him. But he could hardly
have expected to get shut of him by
such o trick as this.

A walk of nine miles wos awful to
eontemplate. Bat it was not likely to
keep the fat Owl from rejoining the
circus, Indeed, Dunter had no other
resource, as he was in his usual slony
state, and his choice was between plug-
ging thote mine milea alter tha scirens
an lpnndi.ng the night under a hedge
or & haystack.

“The nwlul beast!” groancd Bunter.
“I"'ll L&I]Emﬂ make him sit up for this |
Oh, the besstly, grensy boast ™

He plugged on at a tnail's ;

roaning at every other step. At that
ate hour it was hopeless to think af
getting & lift on his way. He lad lo
walk, and how he was going to walk
nine miles ha hardly W.

Ha glanced back at the sound of a
footstep on the road behind him.

II{!I. :th: ﬁu&ht he had & :limpg; of
a tattere ure, surmounted s
I ATl s S Nkl

t was only a glimpse, but it alarue
Bunter. ¢ could ses that the man
behind him was a tramp, He did mot
want (o meet a tramp on a Sclitary road
of might.

He guickened his pace.

A minute later he glanced back again.

he ‘ﬁflh was still visible in the clear
starlight, but it had cemes no necarer,
which was a relief.

The tramp was slouching along at &
vory leisurely pace. Obviously, he could
not have becn 1n & harry, or he woulkl
have passed Bunter, whose rate of pro-
grass was mail-like.

Bunter burried on. Tired as he wos

and as ho was, ho was anxious ro
leave that tattered s safe distance
behind him. Ha almost ran,

Whaen ha looked back again he hoped

that the tattered figure would no longer

i view. But thers it was—ar tho
same distance as before.

Bunter Telt » Tuh-_ ?

The man was lollowing him ; he could
not doubt that. e must have quickened
liis pace when Bunter did, or he wonld
have been loft behind. But he was aa
close as belore—or a little closcr.

“Oh crikoy I breathed Bunter,

He caught his breath as he blinked
back &t ¢ II]'I_HIII\I‘IT.

The starlight gleamed on a stubbly
face, with a slanting nose, and a spasm
of terror ran through Bunter. He
Jimmy Guggs againl It was the man
who had waylaid him on the heath near
Wharton Lodge, whon Signor Mueeolina
haed sent him with a messags, which
had cauded him to fall fairly inte the
hends of the ruffian. On thst occasion
Zara, the quean of the ring, bad come
to his rescus.

Bunter broks into a breathless run.

Behind him he heatd a patter of fest.
There could ‘tﬂ-:l no doubt now. The

footpad was in purmit |
Bunler slowed

Gasping and panting,
down at last, and ﬁﬁtkﬁd over a fat

shoulder. The battered bowler hat was
at the same distanes; the tramp slowed
down when Bunter did. ]

It was plain that he was [ollowing the
fat jumior, but be did not seems m a
!I.urri: to somo to cloze gquartera. Erep-
1 is distance, he shadowed the (0wl
of Greyiviars along the starlit road.

Bunter plugged on again, perspiring
with exortion and terror. ad o
him at some distance was a dip in tha
road, where trees on hoth sides, high
and leafy, shut out the :Illrliﬁbt. snd
all was dark. It fashed into his terri-
fed mind that that was what the ruflian
was waiting for.

On that dark streteh of read, where
the tall trees would hide what passcd
from any possible view, the ruffian
intended to close in on bim. Jimmw
Guggs was in no hurry. He could
afford to wait till hiz intended victiin
i:_mld_ cut of the bright summer slar-
ight into the deep shadow.

Y Oh erikey | gasped Buater, through
his chattering teeth,

He dared nol stop. He bardly dared
keep on. He blinked round desper-
etely, in the hope of meeing m car, or

estrian, or & oyclist. But ot thal late
our the read was utlerly desorted.

Thia was what that pulrid dlg: hiasd
landed him in by leaving him behind.
Bunter had pever dreamed of seeing
Guggs again. He bhad last seen him in
Surrcy, and now he saw him in Suswx
by the most unlucky charece. It did neoe
oocur to Bunter that it was not a

chance.
The fat Dwl bad not the remotest eue.
icion of the desperate measnres Bignor
fuccolini was taking to got rid of Nin



from thd eircms. He was far [rom
plumbing the depths of the Italian's
treachery. . :

He plugged on, with terrified back-
ward glances pver a fat shoulder cvery
minute or two. Now the dark dip m
the road lay before him. For s quarter
of a mile on it looked like a black
tunnzl between the pines and firs. And
the fcotpad was behind ! 3

The perspiration streamed down Billy
Bunter s fat face. He slowed down a
stopped, blinking back desperately at
the tramp.

As the tattered figure and batiered
bowler eame nearer he eould see n grin
on the stubbly face, and he saw Jimmy
Guggs !Jiii] down a stick from under his
armi into his hand.

That was enough for Bunter!

He flew |

Ha forgot that he was lired. Fanl-

Hurling himself after the flesing fgure ol Bunter, the tramp did
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For a moment or two Bunter had
hoped that he was safe—that tha tramp,
missing him in the darkness, would kec
on. Dut be realised that Guggs b
listened for the sound of his footstops
ahead, and, failing to bhear them, knew
that he had stopped. There was &
moment of silence, and then o sound of
ml‘.urnmq {oolsteps.

Bunter's fat hearl almost disd within
him. He crouched closer to the dark
fence in helpless terror.

It was not robbery thai he feared.
He had little to lose, and what little
he had he would have handed over
promptly if that had been what the
ruffian wanted. But it was not that.
When [}ug{& had waylaid him on the
heath near Wharton Lodge, it had been
with the intention of " beating him up ™
—and beaten up Dunter assuredly would
have been bad mot the queen of the

' ol

& i . s

not coe

5
" Golcher I" with
gatisfaction.

With on effort of sheer desperation,
Banter tors himsalf frem the ruffian‘s
gru]i. and fod aeross the road. Aftor
un leaped Guggs.

 His grasp would have becn on the fat
junior in another moment.

Bat in that moment therc came a
sudden flashong of bieyele lamps, &
whir of wheels, a buzz of bike bells,
snd a startled shout as & whizzing bike
erashed into Jimmy Guggs, and sent
him spinning.

With a howl, the rufian sproawled
over, and over him sprawled a bika
and o ovclist. And from -the covelist
CARMe & H'.I'i'l'E‘l.! loud mz that ulfered
by the sprawling footpad.

“Ow! Oh, my hat! Look out,

repeated Gugps,

you

the whizzing cyelists. ** Yoowp ! "™ he howled

as Bob Cherry crashed Into him at full speed and sent him spinning.

Ing. BAspng, he Hew along the dark

road under the shadowy branches,
Palter, patler, patter! came the

sounmd of ranning feet behind. ‘The

pattering came closer and oloser. The

ruflian had his viclam where he wanted
him now, and he was closmmg in. Des-
perately as the fab Owl of Greyiriars
ran, the tramp gained on him ecasily.
Closer and closer, in the deep shadows.
came  the patler, patiter, patter of
tattered beots on the road.

Direathless, winded, Bunter stopped.
Flight was futile, but in the Jwat]lfl-\ dark-
nres there might be a chance of hiding.
With his fat bramnm swimmng with
terrar, the Owl of the Remove halted.
bhacked to the roadside, and erouched
againsk thae feice over which the
branches spread.

Patter, patter;, patier

He tried to still his laboured breath.
ing as the running foctsteps passed.
Ho almost squeaked aloud with relief as

the running man went by, and the
paitering grew fanier up the road.
Then 1t stopped,

ring chanced to be oubl niding at the
time, g

Why tha tramp had so bitter o grudge
against him Bunter could not o83,
But he knew that he had, though he did
not dream of secing the Italian circus-
master’'s hand in it ;

Once moro the footsteps passed him—
elowly mow. The willain was hunting
for him.

They passed, stopped, and returned.
Bunter suppre a moan of terror. A

Iith suddenly gleamed out in the
ﬁmm, It came from a fashlamp in the
and of Jimmy Gu

ERS-
Ta and fro in the gl]‘]-l’.l‘lE‘EH that heam

of light plaved. It shone suddenly on
e terrified fot face, and was reflected on
a pair of big apbdnclu., behind which

twa little round eyves were dilated,
“Gotcher ™ chuckled Jimmy Guﬁgu.
The light was shut off, A hand

grasped Bunler, snd dragged him

from the [ence. He squealed with

terror,
“Ow! Help! I say— Oh dearl
Owl Helpl”

fellows! I've nm into some blithering
idiot! Oh erumbs !

At Creviriars School Billy Bunter
had often heard the voiece of Eob
Cherry of the Removo without any por-
ticular pleasure. But et this moment
the musie of the spheres could nol hare
been so delightful to his fat ears, In
niter amazement and relisf hs heard
that familiar voiee, and welled -

“Help! I say, you [foflows help 1"

——— =

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Serviees RKendered !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. had
been putting on speed.  They
were going to be lale in that
night; which eould not bo

halped. nt they did mot want to
arrive with the milk in the morming.
With Bobh Cherry mm the lead, they
swept along in & whirsing bunch,
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There was one advaniege from the

latencss of ihe hour—the repad waa
clear, There was mno traffic to gob in
tha way.

Tacy eailed merrily along in the
gleaming  summer  starlight. Bah,
ahead, wos bént on making up for
lost i1ime, and hiz comr WErs

rather hard put to it to keop pace.

From [..n br tiht starlight on tha
open road, they shot inte a dark streteh
under tall, overhanging trees, like a
hlm:k tunnel. And thea the trouble
bappenesd.

b was gmﬁf
haps, going & L
priclent on a dark
winds in it. But up till then the road
had ecemed quite deserted. Moreover,
Bob conld have stopped, with a sadden
jam of brakes, had he seen anybody

in the way in the glare of hia lamp.

But no cyelist could guard agaimnst a
figure suddenly rushing acress the road,
just in iront of ham, without warning,
in the dark.

Bob, had an instant’zs glimpss of a
fat form that darted and vamshed, and
rang his bell, and e¢rashad into a
gecond  fgure that ran wscross right
u:‘.ﬁtﬂh h!_fud[rnnt whf.-?L h

o ad appeared om the spot so
uuddvniﬁ that ha was thero before
eith unter or Guggys knew that any-
body was coming.

Bunter, a2 he fed across the road,
had a narrow ¢scape. Jimmy Guggs,
leaping after him, did nat escape. Ha
went down, and over him pilad mlu
and r:.c]:u:. The c}r,l& clanged ;
rythu.:hdrgum . I'pl underd I:I'I;er?
BpTaw UE uttennl: an W
ng, and hl:il.'sj:}' if it wag the sud-

fazst. Ho was, per-
Hi’u faster than was
road with many

den end of the un.waraa.
Harry Wharton and Nugent, Johnny

THE MAGNET

Bull and Hurrea Jam=et Ram Singh,
jammed on brakes. Luckily they wdre
a little behind Bob, and Lad tane to
pull in, though Wharton, wha was lead-
m? narrowly mlssed n:ra-.-hmg inta Boly,
Your startled iumnu jumped dovm.
Howls and yeils ecame from Guggs.
From mnother qnarfer came a squeal-

ing voice that made the chums of Grey-
{riars jump.

“1 say, vou fellows! HHelp! Heold
him! Save me! Help! Yaroch!
H’E:PE' I say, you fellows, hold en!

o ¥

“That's Punter!” gaiped Harrs
Whaorten.

“ Bunter I stuttersd Frank Nugent.

“Ow! Oh crumbs!” came Bob
Cherry’s gasp. “I've knocked some-
body over! He ran right under my
bike! Lend me o hand here ™

Harry Wharton pitched Lis bike
l- inst the fence by the rond, jorked

the lamp, and ran to the lﬂ\ﬂh
F[u.uhm: tha light on tha scene
Charry picked himeself wvp, limping

rather pamfu” . He had collocted &
number of knocks in that sudden ecrash,
But Jimmy Guggs had collected

more, and harder ones. Hae 1!1‘.-' howling
in the rond, with the [allen bike over
his legs.

“Not my fault!™ gesped Dob. "“Ha
feirly rushed into me; but T hope he'a
not hurt. He sounded as if he s, Let's

look—""

Bob broke off as Wharton flashed luis
light on a stubbly face, with a slant.
ing nose,

" That rotler I gasped Dob.

Heoe knew the ruffian again at once,
It was the tramp who had kicked over
his bicycle milea back on the road.

Jimmy (uggs had rcason to repent
of that action now. But for the

DAN of the
DOGGER -
BANK ¢

Fire st seal Scuttled chips, villainous

the fishing-grounds—and beyend.

From the moment Dan of the Dogger Bank

dnds himself thrown everboard i
mid-evean, all these things come
his way—and burned treasure,
figh:s wod friendships too!
Get lh:t magnificent  ad-
veoture slory lto-day, at
any Newsagent or Book-
stall. It's No. 535 of

in

hthng
—here's & breath of the real North bu, the
teng of salty adventure aboard craft that haunt

age he had done to Bob's bike the
Famous Five of Groyiriars would have
been at Brighton befora this,

That delay had kept 1l'u:'m back till
glter dark; and now they came along
nt & most unfu:tuua.m moment for Mr.

s, though very fortunate indecd
fu illiam George Bunter.

“That feotpad I'* exclaimed Nugent.

“That wesicemed and detestabie
blighter I" ejaculated Hurrco Jamset
Ram Bingl'l.

“Glad it's no worse,” said RBEoh

“Berve the brute jolly well right! Ts
that Bunter yelling? What cm carth's
Bunter doing here? Is going o
haunt us, these hols, like 3 fi.l: ghoat "

“Oh, roally, Cher.'q

H:II:.r Bunter came mnto the radies of
light, gasping.

He blinked at tha Famous Five in
ImﬂiEIEﬂ relief. Never had ke been
lad to see thoss cheery youths,

#ay, you fellows, collar that
I:H‘.'Ml ot d Bunter. “J savw, he was
E:"‘"E io pitch inte me. 1 say, hold

im 1"

There was a clang as Jimmy Ouggs
pitched the bicycle off his legs, awndd
scrambled to his feet. He backed away
promptly seross the romd.

“1 wmay, you fellows,
velled Bunter.

But Jimmy Guggs gave the juniars
no chanee to collar him, i they had
becn mo0 disposed. Bob Cherry made
a3 movement fowards him, and le
promptly turned and scuttled off inte
the darkness,

“What on ecarth’s beon happening
herot" asked Harry Wharton. * Did
that brute stop you on the roadi”

“Ow!l Yes! 1 sy, you fellows, I'm
E‘alir glad _you came up!" gasped

unter. * The beast was going to pitels
mnto mo! H-u of & gradge against
me, tha beast | He was going te wallop
me with a stick! Oh orikey "

“ But what the dickens ars you doing
hera this time of night!" oxclnimed
Bob. “Hava you left the circus?™

Harry Wharton & Co. had last scen
the fat Owl of the Remove with Mue-
eolini’s Cirens in Surrey. They had
not heard of him since, and had, in
point of faet, forgotten hiz fat exist-
e, J& was quile a surprizse to finel
himn_on his lonely own on the Brighton
road lste ab might.

“1 got et behind,” explained
Bimter. Y That beast Mucky—"

Y Muccaling leflt you behind®™

“ Wan; ilm rotter! I'll jolly well tell
him what I think of him when I get
vack to the circos, toeol T'Il show
hima 1" suud Bunter. “The beast gave
me a lilt in his car, vou know, and
stranded me on the road to walk, If
]m thinks he has dene with me, he's

WE" mistaken, I can tell him ! 1'll
lr e him sit un'"

The Famous Five stared at Bunter.

From what they had seen of Bunier
at the circus, they were sware thas
ikere was no love lost between thoe fat
&r:ll:lml' I.nr] the Italisn circus-masicr.

wondered why Mucky
ﬂ-ﬂﬂ“‘ﬂi hlm to remain, when he plainly
dieliked his presance,

“ Ho stranded you an tha road?’’ re.
peated Wharton., “ Where's the circus
now, then ™

“It's got in at Brighton before this,"
answerdd Dunter. "1 wish 1'd stuck ta
the baggage-van now. DBut when ihot
dago beast offercd me a seal in his car,
how was I to know what he had up his
sleave i

“But if ha doesn"t want you st hia
circnd, why docsn’t ho boot vou outt®
demanded Johnny Ball. “XNo nced for
him te play tricks hke thiz Yeou can't
sy Lthera without his leave, ™

collar Lim ™
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“Can't It said Bunter. |
see him

all youn konow! T'd like to
boot me out, that's all|” :

“Blessed if I make this out|" said
Bob, staring blankly at the fat Owl

“How can you stop him booting you
out. if he cl{omﬂ, thead 1"
“That's telling,” said Bunter mysteri-

ously. *“I may know something he
doesnt want people to know, and 1
may not. I'm not going to tell wyou
fellows. I'd like to sen him boot me
out. Just wait till 1 t back to the
circus, and I'll make beast sit up
for playing thia rolten trick om me.

say, you fellows, I'm jolly glad to
sce you! Which of you is going
give me a Lift on his bike to Brighton

“The whichfulness is Lerrifie,"
grinned Hurree Jlm:mt ‘le Bingh.
“Time mng if we're pmn;g tn
get into Brighton hc:l'nm morning,
marked Johnny Bull.

There was a bowl of alarm from

Bunter.

“I say, you fellows, don't Eﬂrl I SH
supposa that boast comes a
hu!j; bo '.u.tullm: all the Il.mn-. I say,

[

" 'Wu cn.n 't leave the blithering idiot
hnrn I:" uud Harry Wharton. * Any-

]::u up In carrying a ton weight
on his jigger "
©Oh, ran.l.lj. Wharton—""

fat Dw'. 1” grunted
Johnny Btlll “Lm'.lr.l as if we're going
to,| meke a mrhl of "

* Beast 1"

The Famous Five looked at one
another, and [ooked at Bunter. Late
already. they still hm:l sight or mine
miles to cover before thny tr:at ko
Brighton. But it wos clear thht they
could not abandon the fat Owl, who had
allen so unox y on their hands..

“1 say, wyou f[ellows, I'll tell :,:m
what 1" said Bunter. “ One ﬂf'jl:ll.l
mie his jigger, and—and walk |

“Try again!” said Johony Ball, with
dn‘m B PCRBII.

ell mu !{Lll'mu rru-h:e;“l -n-uﬁ‘: that
jol :r good walkers,"” & unter.

'I mu d ullkB}'ﬂu: hﬂd-l- off. if you
come to that t you make ouf—="

“0Oh, ring off I said Bob. " W¢e' r-n

t to see that fat ass safe in,

ellowe. We ecan't leave the burb I-I:I.F
bandersnatch here. Luckily, it doesn't
matter much what time we get in—wa
ehall find the bungalow all ready. He
can have my jigger, and one of you
fellows can give me a Lift."”

“Put the saddle down for me," said
Bunter. “I'm nol an ustm.-i:. like you,
youu know. I say, ]_vuu fellows, I'm not
sure where wo shall find the cireus. It's
al Briﬂhtc-n. about half a mile out—
that's all T know. We shall have to hunt
for it till we find it, that's all."”

“That's all, u, it 1" said Johany Bull,
unpleasantly. *I can sco mysell root-
ing about all night lftu that dashed
circus—] don't think 1*

“ﬂh really, Bull—"

“ We'll get you as far ma DBrighton,
and then you can to the circus, or
go to Jericho 1" sai

“Bﬂnt 1" mﬂmd Bunter, doubtless by

'I'-linﬂ
l eaddla having been
lmn.lrad to sccommodate the short, fat
logs of tho Owl of the Remove, the party
ghnl. ing again. Bob Chorry stood on
rm.ts nE Wharton's machine, with
his hmdu on the shoulders of thoe captain
of the Bemove. It was the only sciu-
tion of the problem. and the elhums of
the Remove made the best of it. uly
from on¢ member of the party was there
s voice of complaint, and that member,
of course, was William George Bunter.
“1 say, this is o rolten jigger! 1 say,
don't go 8o fast—I'm not going to race |
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Look here, you rotters, don't leave me
behind | Beasts "

Which, no doubt, was Billy B-.mlnra
way of expressing gratitude for services

7

be chucking a cushion st me next! Your
i er's manners are lorvrid, Mar-
jorie [* i

“Oh, Clora!” murmured le}n-rim

“As bad as Bunter's—or _mla.r]v, said
Clara. " Do come, Hlsjurm! pl.':r [
laid for ﬂlﬂ'm. all ready; and Harry's
THE FIFTH CHAPTER. tutlt-h 2 a 1 3
“I1 su lana' tier go," sa ar-
Late Hours | E? must have E:en delayed.™
ARJORIE HAZELDENE stood Em turned her brother, " Let's go,
u the window of the little Hazel [
ulnw on the Rntun;ﬂ Hua-l did not stir.
nﬁ and looked out, in “You girls clear off to bed,," ha
starlight, over the clifs and t]m n

Her brother, Hazeldene of the Grey-

to [rars Remove, sat, ur. rather, sprawled,

in an armchair, with a sulky expression
on I'Il.l face. Miss Clara Trevlyn, Mar
jﬂl‘lﬂ s chum at Cliff House ' 8

t-l;ﬂ doorway, looking st them alter-
mt-e 5.

It was a little holiday bungalow, with

& bed-room end s living-room, divided
d{ what t.he mllm agent enl.huumdlca"ﬂ

soribed aa a " loungo hall “—which, to
less enthusiastio oyes, looked more like

i
mnl. WS VETy hr:FhL and clean, and
S Saar P ek, L higd
many nsant touches. Lt

within & short walk of Mr. Hazeldene's
house, whmih. was neareér Brighton, and
ever sinoe it had been taken for the
Famous Firn of Groviriars ta stay a
week in. Marjorie lnﬂ Clara_had til.mnl
a good deal of time in it, adding little
improvements here and there,

“I'm going to bed !" anoounced hlisa
E]l.:rl.

“Best thing you can do (™ grunted
Heazel, from the armchair, “And
vou'd better do the same, Marjorie.”

= TIH'; re late | said Mazjorie, turn-
mﬁﬂl:,ﬁmh:hu w}::ﬂnw

t ve punctures, or somo.

thing ! n.fd Clara :hurfullr. “You
know what w3 are, on bi

Marjorie :H.r!uh'd

bl hﬂp-k it's mothi
tures,” she said. * They were to get in
before dark. And now——="

“Now it's past bed-time ! wled
Hazoel, “The silly asses hnd te bike it,
of Euuml ey couldn't come by
train! I dare sax they'll blow in about
midnight.”

" Well, 'In‘.- can't stay up till mid-
m&‘hl‘.."' said Marjorie hesitatingly, * buk
liked to see thom w ther
got in, I suppose there can't have been
any accident. There are so many cars
on the rosd this time of year—"
“Bhouldn't wonder!” said Hazel,
with a shrug of the uiders, I dare
with a =h f the should -
sey that fathead, Cherry, would barge
into I.I!j"th.ll‘l[ l.hit came along.”
“Bob mn't a fathead, Hazel!” said

Marjorie, rather ahup]y for her, " And
there's no need for you o sta i

“Hazol's sloepy,” mmur !Im
Clara. *And when he's eepy be gets
sulky. Don't you, old IJ-I!II'I.

Hazel gave a grunt,
whuther it was sleepinces or not, there
was no doubt that he was sulky. Hae

gn’n the l:'hl:u:-rful Misz Clara a far from
nTs;nt gl anee,

at wou't bur vou anything 1" said

Miss Clara, with undiminished cheerful-

ness.  “ Marjorie minds your scowling, a
old geout—I don't. Not a bean |”

“(Mars !"™ murmiared Marjorio.

* Marjorie 1" mimicked Clare. " Look
here, old dear, let's got off. Your father
and mother will be wondering where the
dickens we are. If thosse duffers have

ot hung wp on the road, pgoodness

nows when they t-.:Il blow slong. Bors
will hn hn s—which is the same as say-
onkeys will be donkeys! Isn't
it u.u i

Snort from Tlawel.

“Come on [™ said Clara., “Hazel will

worse than punc. &

lilru.ntl:d un:ucmulr. “I'l wait up foz
lly asses.”

“But there's no need,” said Marjorie,
in surprise.

" What rnb‘" remarked Miss Clara.
Both girls looked at Ha
Hitherto, lhu:r had atiributed his rulkg
looks to the fact that ther were wait-
mg for Elrr{DWhrtnn & Co. Lo arrive

w, and to Hazel feelin
hmmd tu wait with them, and walk
with them to Hazeldene House, Ap-
ko parently, however, t'h-t was not ghe case,

Huze mlﬂllmd s little.

“I don't mind waiting wp & hit," [:m
said. * Tell father I'm u:umg till
come. He won't mind. It's only ¢1‘n
when they're coming here on a visit,
wa the hungn.lurw for them

“Yes; but they won't expect (o sca na
here mt this hour," eaid Marjoric. “It's
Yery Il.tn already. Hadn't you better
come 1™

" E{-& ™ Emntnd H.ilﬂ,ln] ia

“¥e might stay & li 1'," £h
M.u.: orie, with a ghnﬂn at C

1" said Clara. "I'm gmng'"

And she turned and walked ncross the

ln:r;ngﬂ- hall to the front door.
Inrjorie  paused, looking ot her
brother. She would have been ﬁmﬂ to
be on thﬂ spot to greet her sc
friends when lhe‘y u.rrl‘rr.-l:li But she did
not expect it Ho was on
friendly terms ml]: leri Wharton

Co., at Greyfriars Sch but they
wers not exactly chummy, nnd. affec-
tionate gister as she was, ghe could not
help being aware that Pem:l Hazcldeno
cared very little for anyone in the wide
world but Peter Hazeldene! Why he
was 80 anxicus, all of a sadden, to dis-
play unwonted civility to fellows for
whom ha did not care two slraws was

rather a puzzle.

“Is there anything wrong, Hazel?™
asked Marjorie quiet m a low voiee.

Her brother stared at her.

“"Wrong '’ he grunted.
you mean ™"

“What do

“You've been looking worried the past
few davs, about something—"
“0Oh, rot | Is there bound to be some-

thing wr becanse a follow doesn't
grin and gabble all day hn[ like J ul!r
md:pnl;trl" m?;pqﬂ Hazel. “Taor
ness’ Bn n't talk rot!™
“Is it money!" msked Marjorie, in
tho same quict tone.
Only too well she knew the signs,

w hen her brother was in money troubles.
Hazel growled.

"Eu?pm it was, vou can't do any-
thi heo said “Besides, it isn'b!
Look here, good-night I

joric looking at him with

icker on her brow. He turped

m cily away from her and stared

moodily at tho empty grote. With »

sigh sho left Limm, and joined Clora ac
tha doo,

It was o reliel to Hazel to hear the
door close and hear the I'untstt-ps of tha
two girly die away down the pebbly

th, H& had had a cigarotio concealed
in his hand for some time. Now he pug
it into his mouth, struck a match. and
lighted it.

He rose fraom the armchair and moved
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moodily about the room, leaving a Lrail

blug sncke as be myy 3

“The =illy idiots I” ho ded. = Why
haven't thoy got in? ceping s fellow
sticking up to this_time of night | The
howling asses! Why couldn’t 1.1331’ conie
by tain? Thnﬁ‘gnd to bike It, the
;'.h{ll fatheads! rged into & car, very
ikely I )

The possibility that the Greylriars
cyclists had barged mto s car did noy
ecom Lo alarm of distress Hazel. Bur
evidently it irvitated: him.

He walked about the room, threw the
stump of tho cigareite inte tho grate,
and himseli inte the armchsir agrn.

From an imner pocket, he drew a
folded paper. It was not a periodieal
that he would bave cared for Marjorie
to sce in his hands—and had his father
scon it, it was probable that Hazel's
caid would have boxed. The title
of it was the “ Racing Oracle.”

Deep in the wisdom of that orecle, he
forgot that he was eleepy and sulky,
His eyes gleamed over if.

“Purple Peter !¥ he muttered aloud,
“Yes, yee. Cedgo says he's a cert, and

Gedga ,?ull;r well knows! Five 1o one
againgt | Peter's my own name, and

at may bring luck. Ten quids for a
-cml:ln of pounds, il 1 get it on, and
Gedgo will HI: !.Il.ltl1I |fIl gea, him in tha
morning, on n 'vo got to raise
the w'inil Eir d{m"l thosa silly fools
come I

Had Marjorie heard thosa muttered 1

words sha wounld have known why Hazel
was waiting up for ths chums of the
Remove,

'fﬂqlimrhlhu ully :!utii are 4
going to keep me up till midnight?

wind Hazel savagely. “Why don's

hthupﬂf;:;:dng ]fma]n come 1" -

B pat tha sporting po irrits
ably to the Hoor, and ]ighmcr(::m!her
cigarelbe,

t was as Marjorie had guessed, o
“moncy " trouble that worrned Hazel.
It was like the weak-nalured, seli-
mdulgent fellow to *let himsell go ™ in
the hulldaﬁn, when the keen eyes of Mr.
Quelch, is Form-master, wore no
longer to bo deeaded. Both his paronts
were easy-gong and unsuspicions, and
Harel did very much as liked st
homo in the holidays; though M.
Haxeldene would cortainly have come
down hard and heavy Lad le konown
the [acts

Harel was nok only hard up, but he
had contracted several sunll debts, and
2 "tenmer” would have seen him
through handsomely.

But' that tenner was not to be had,
unless ho got “on™ in tiwme, with a
couple of quid on Purple Peter at five
to one !

Even . then it was probably wver
doubtful, though Haeel did not thin

Ara t'hra

about that thility.
“ Bother the silly dummies " growled
Hazel. “Why couldn’'t they come by

1L
-

train! Blow "em

He was impatient, sulky—and sleepy,
Bleopiness Lg}:.;:. ta predominate.
Thinking over the chances of that won-
derful horse, Purple Peter, he nodded,
and nodded sgain, and dropped off to
sleep in the armehair. Marjorie would
have told them at home that ha was
waiting for the Remove fellows, 20
nobody would ba =itting uﬁ for him.
That was all right. But Hazel, pro-
bably, would not have sat up till mid-
night, had ha been awake.

Now, however, he was fast . and

midnight cauw, and went, and from
somewhere in distance the stroke of
one boomed t h tha summer night.

Hazal slepd goundly in the armchair.
And when thera wers sounds, at last,

of arrival, he did not hear thom. Il
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an slmosphere of stale mncke, with
cigoretie-ands and burnt matches in ﬁ:i
fﬂl:e,., and & racing paper lying at hia
ect, ho sat there, fast msleep, to greet
the o¢ves of the chums of Greyinars
whou they came.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected Welcomse !

i H.iLI.iD,hhlliﬁ. hallol There's
a hght ™
“1 say, you fellows—"

“Bhut up, Bunter!™
*Nobody can be up at this time of
sught I remarked Har Wharton.
“ Hut I dare say Marjoria the light
on for us"
“Tho esteemed and beanteous Mar-

jorie is always terrifically L tful I
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

*1 say, you fellows—"

“Pry up ™

“ Beast ! hissed Billy Bunter.

At a late hour—very he Grey-
friars oyclists had got in. It was |
rl.sl.‘m'm in tha murnm{‘-. Naobhody 1

seping such houra. They were tired,
they were hungry, n.bti they wero

aleepy. But it could not be helped.
Bob's punciure had delayed themy mwore
Blgl.n a élttlu-iha Senage dona hEﬁ
immy Guggs ta s jigger

delayed them more than o TD-D—IIJI:'I
lhEﬂ,ﬂmu{iﬂF nfpiiéll, Bunter hﬂﬂﬂﬁneﬂ
nste ara in into tom,
the Famous Five h:gl to accommodate
their pace to Bunter's. |

Ho it was not surprising that they did
not arrive till aiter one in the morning.
It was, ns Johnny Baull umukﬁ,
rather surprizsing that they srrived at
all. Still, thero they were at last,

They dismounted at the gate, and
were glad to sea tha light shining
throu the blinds of the bungalow.
They did net expect, of course, that
anyone would be waiting for them
there, at such an uncarthly hour; but
the gleam of ihe light scemed home-
like and welecoming.

The Famous Five were vory glad to
arrive.  Billy Bonter was not glad.
Bunter wanicd to got back to the etrous,

Ha did pot know procisely where it
was, only that it bad a pitch somewhere
close Boghwn, Huntiog for it in
the middla of the night was not an idea
that & d to t Famous Five,
relieved as they would have been o
land Bunter there. or anywhers else

Bunter did not want to underinke
the hunt on his own, in the gloom and
solitude of miduight. S0 he arrived at
Cher Nous with the cyelists, peavih
and annoyed, hungry and sleepy, and
altogether in his most unpleasant mood.
Ouly the happy certainty that they
would be parting with bhmm  soon,
restrained tha Famouous Five from lock-
i him hard and often. But Bunter
hIEi had scveral narrow escapes I‘:i' the
time they arrived at the gate tha
bungalow garden.

Harry Wharton n‘:rrm-rl the gate, and
the bikes were whealed in, up the
pebbly path. Bunter rofled after thom,
snei'ting. g

He gave the Littlo bungalow & con-
temptuons  blink  through s g
spectacles,

“ls that tinpot place where you're
mu'ﬁ to stay!™ he asked. “I'd have
EIMII so1 ing rather better than
that."

“Good enough for us, old fat bean™
said Bob. “If it's nol good cuongh for
you, go amd “look for your blessed
atreus 1

“T can't wander all over the place in
the middla of the night by myself, you

beast! That 4r may have coma
aflter uws, for all Enfnmrl Ho may be

looking for me this very minute! [
think you fellows might ses me as far
a8 the cirens”
~ “Jolly glad to, and get shut of you,
H we knew where it was!" growled
Johnny Bull, “Would you like us 1o
go rooting all over the coast of Bussex
till morning T

“Well, ﬁnpn ou've got some supper
hera I* grun ier. “J] can
you, F'm jolly hungry I

“"Wo'ro all rather hungry,” remarked
Frank Nugent mii_dl_réo

“ Famished 1" said Bob.

“1 could eat the hind
donkey !¥ said Johnny Bull.

Snort from Bunter,

“Just like you fellows, thinking of
yourselves all the time,” he juid. * Fidt
lot you care about me.™

Johnny Bull came to a halt on the

pebbly path.

“Lo-of hero 1™ he said. 1 don't 1ce
why we should be landed with that fat
pig | Eiﬁ him out I

“Wo shall have to let the fat bounder
hang on for the wvight” ssid Harry
Whutﬂu. “Wo can't leave him on the

“] should jolly well think not, after
all I've done for you!" said DBunter

leg of a

warmly. “I eay, get on, and ring u
the servanpts. Th‘: sooner  they !l'tl.lg

tting supper the  better. I'm
amishad 1™

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Not much goed ringing up the ser-

vants,” he remarked.
aren't any.”

“No servants " gaspad Banter,

" !"Fnlt L bfh“;hﬂl I:d mr] d.g.'hnel‘:
going to a char ¥ —anly
one! Not tha host nlrmilh you'ra
used to at Bunter Court, old fat man.”

“Well, that takes the cakel” said
Bunter an utler disgust, * to say
you're asking me to put up in a placo
whera thers are no servanta®™

“f Nobody asked you, sir,' she said!™
sang Dob Charry.

“The sskfulopress was not terrific, wmy
esteeined  fat. Bonter IV grioned  the
Nabob of Dhanipur.

"How am 1 going
supper I hooted Bunter.

" Berous after it, sama as wo've
goang to 1 only Lo#m there's somo
mﬁpﬂr ta bo serou * said Dob,

Billy Bunter's fat heart almost stood
still. Bcrannging his own supper nwaa
bad emough; but the swlul possibility
that there was no supper 1o beo
serounged, was overwhelming.

“Uh erikey ! ho gasped. * You—you
silly assesl ou—you blithoring
idints ! Mean to say you never gave
orders for supper to be got inl ©Oh

crikey |*

“The Hazeldenes got this P!Im ready
for ws,™ said Hl"{i‘ W Aly wunclo
aveanged it v&itll Mr. hur!mi. \T:E
werg suppozed to go in- plent
timo (o seo Alrs. ﬁoﬂ and Euhfnur
own arrangementa, As we're late—*"*

i Uh ]nr Iu

"Laot's hopa for the best '™ said Boh.
“It deesn’t matter about Bunter—ho
could live three mooths on his own faf,
lika & polar bear.”

i Beast 1Y groaned Bunier.

“Como on!” said Harr

on ses, thera

o get any

Wharton,

lejliu;. " E-n-mnh-ndr': en  here,
ing for us, or the light wouldn't bo
on. 1 shouldn't wonder if Marjoria

may have remembered that fellows got
hunﬁr].r. and fixed up somcthing. She's
a jolly htful lad.™

They wreived in the little porch ab
the front door. W on was feeling
for the key that had sent to him
at Wharton Lodge; but Bob discoversd

that the door was on the laich. lie



** What about a bathe before brekker ? '* inquired Bob Cherry, grasping the head of Bunter’s bed,
** Beasts | " howled the fat Owl as he rolled on the foor.

apeined i, and the juniors went an,
leaving their bikes in the porch,

“Poky lLittle hole!™ grunted Punter
wilh a disdsinful Blink round what the
enthusiastic cstate agent deseribed as
s “lounge hall”! “No ryoom here to

\g o catl”

* Lots of
Johnny Bull

“.Ik'ﬂ.“. [ll i 3

Facing tho jumices wae (he kitchen
door; on the right. the bed-room door;
on the left, that of the living-room; or.
as the enthusiastic estnte agent termed
it. the d:lwmf*mmm From under that

r came light.

Bob Cherey opened it.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !" he ejaculated,
“SBomebody's here—"

room  oufside "  grunted

“Hazel 1"  exclaimed Iarry in
astonishment. _
“That cad Vascling!™ grunted

Buutor, referring to Hael by the rather
unpleszant mickname by which he was
sometimes called at Greyfriars

"Shut up, you fat rotter |” growled
Johnny Bull

Hazeldene, fast msleap, did not stir.
The Famous Five gazed at him in very
considerable surprise. Iazel, svidently,
had sat up for them and fallen aslesp
in the armchair. They had never ex-
pected such an extent of civility and
polite attention from Hazel

“Jolly decent of him," said Teb.
“Barry wo've kept the chap up so fear-
fully Tste though.”

“Nes, rather!” said Harrv.

He stepped towarda Harzel to awaken
him. Ju%nnr Bull gave s rather em-
phatic =iff. There was & lingering
pdour of stale tobacco in the room.
Apart from that sniff, however, Johnny
made noe remark on ik, It was un-
doubtedls very civil of Hazel to wait up
so long for the latecomers, and if ho
liad played the giddy ox, it was his
own affair,

EVERY SATURDAY

But Wharton, as he stepped townards
Hazel, frowned a little at the sight of
soveral cigaretto-ends in the grate and
the *'Racing Oracle " lying on the rug
at Hazel's feet. Evidently, Hazsl had
been periming that 'i-'l.hllml literature
belore he deopped off to sleep. Il waa
an indication of the kind of interests
fhat Hazel was cullivabing during tha
holidays

“Bomebody's been smoking
grunted Bunter.

“#hut up, Bunter!™

"Well, if you fellows like a place
smelling like » tap-room, I don's! I
say, what's that? The * Racing Oracle ' |
ilui, he, hel Hazel's going it, in the

orlg,™

*Can't you mind vour own busincss!™
snapped ' ;

“Well, if vou fellows spprove of this
kind of thing, I don't!" said Bunter,
“That silly asgs nearly got sacked from
the school for geiting mixed up with
bookies! 1 suppose he thinks it's safe
in the hols, Nice sort of place to ask
a decont chap into—smoky ss & pub,
and racing papers lying about. and—
yow-ow-ow-ow | Leave off kicking me,
ron beast!™

here 1™

Hazel opened lis oves,

He ol them, and started to his
feet,

“Ohi! You fellows at last 1™ he ex-

elaamed. “What's the time? Must be
nearly twelyve—"

“1*ast one '™ said Xarry muefully.

“Oh, my hat! Nice time of night to
get in " gronted Ilazel. "I shall get
into & row il they hear me coming in
as Jate as this.” A

“We had no idea you'd be sittin

up
for us, old chap ! said Bob.

* Awlully

deront of yon to wait for us ]il:m this."™ d

“The nilulness is terrific, my
esteemed and idiotie Ilazell" declared
Hurree Jameet Bam Singh.

“Well, you're here, anvhow,”™ said

** Lot me help you up."

“ I'm not gefting up til ten [ ™

a little—perhaps at
it real molive in wait-
ang up for the Famous Five, “ls thai
Bunter? 1 never knew yon were bring-
g that fat bounder?™

“We never knew, either.” said Marrr,
hllﬂhlnf._ "We picked him up on the
rond,. We're lunded with him [or ihe
night.”

"There's no extra bed heore.”

“0Oh, we'll manage, somehow,"

Ml don't sea how yon'll manage,
Mnet ba eilly assex to let that f:r.
sponger slick on 10 vou!" granted
Hazel. It was clear that he had mot
awakened in a temper. “‘You
waon't get shul of him in a hurry.™

“That's all right,” eaid Harry hastily,
“Bunter's gol a job st & circus. and he
18 clearing off in the morning.”

“I jolly well am!” snorted Bunter.
1 want to stick in this

Hazel, colonrin
the thought of E

“If you fancy

poky little b you're  mis-
taken. And I'm rathery particular
about the company I keep, toal I've
no nse for racing papers.'

Hazel started. and Aushed. He
slaoped up  the

hurriedly, iekod
“Racing Oracle,” ms thrast it ont of
gight under his jacket, ‘T'he Famous
Five made an elaborate pretence of not
nolicing that sclion. ut from Billy
Bunter there came s squeaky chockle,

“He, he, hel You needn't hude i,
Haozéel=—we've all seen it. 1 sar, how
many losers have you been backing?
e, ha, ha 1™

Harxel did not amewer that gqnestion
in words. ITe was tired, pecvizh, irrit-
able, and nervy, and Bunter was the
last straw. Ilo jnmped st ths fat Ow)
of the Reove, grasped. him by the
eollar, and banged his head on the

DOr.
Bang, bang!
T i‘ﬂ.wh " mr{l{] H:ﬂhl["fu

I‘-nng t
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“Yow-ow! T msay, you
draggimolf 1" shrieked Bunter,

—Emmpl I say—ya

ng, bang | :

W =T = OV - - wmrnumnn;lz e

gasped

arton. "'Fw'll waka avery-

frem Worthing to Newhaven !
Chuck it—""

He grasped Hazel by tha shoulder
and dragged him sway from Bunter,
;]jlllli- IHH :r-:rul.'l:l. promptly dodged round

& tabla,

“Beast I he splutternd. ':"Ilm‘tj'
mt-url "Tain't my fault that Inu Ve

losing mm::lnd : Ig:an,]:.il“ll;c?

“Bhut up | roa ahnny
g-h ‘t1 I jolly well think—"

fellows,
I"H I sy

"Hll'lu hllh, hallo, 's o joll

r hera!” sxclsimed BOE

her rr‘ s hHited & cover. “Cald
chicken, and—""

Bunter forgot that his head had been
banged. He forget overything bk
sup He sat down, lifted the cold
chie fram the dish to s plate, and
started on it. And for the next qu:rh::
of an hour no word came from Billy
Bunter—oaly & continuous sound like a

turkey gobbling.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Overheard !

[ 0'8 for & bathe ™
Bob Chaerry.

.Bn:hi morning shona on

beach snd the cliffs,

and tho wtd‘a. rolling sea. Bob E‘l‘ml‘l“h

roared

always the first up in the Remove doc-
mitory at Greyfriars School, was the
first up at the bungalow by the bright
BCA Waves,

A glorious morning greetod the eyes
of the I!'l.mnu: Five aa they looked out.

Late as they had to bed, th wum
not late :F in mornin any
member the Co. had felt d:

to put in an hour or twa of extra lllml:l-
hn?rnuld not have found it easy, with
W.

Bob Cherry in the bungalo
Bab hanndud out of bed, with no ngm

of hl'ﬂﬂ.[ a a Iuniuhikw:nda
revioung day, ving gone io
at two n-' His merry roar

filled Ches Nous with ochoss. He
tore th-a blinds and let a flood of
sunlight

Frank Humant sat up and yawned.

Y aw-aw-aw |M

Buore! came from Billy
Buhter was not likely to turn out yot,
But the other fullnm'l turned out, rub-

bi their an,
u g roared Bob.

vel

* Bathe Lﬁar‘- hr:-ﬂ:t-r, what? Hall
out! Hallo, ballo, ballo ! You coming,
'.Buﬂ:lhrl;’

Ore

There were five campbeds im  the
roam. DBunter had one of thm
Luckily, there was an oftoman
which an extrs bed had been made up
somehow for one of the othera

The ¢hume of the Remove had been
ghd to get to bed the r:;mw: night,
alter AwWay B ¥ supper.
Haazel mkl:ﬁ them to it, hardly saying
good-night before he went, with »
soowling brow, Ha had taken little
trouble, if any, to conceal his ill-
temper, but the juniors could make
.]hwuu:na for a fellow who had sat up
till half-past cne, and fallen ssleap in
his chisie. Hazol bad a rather uncertain
temper at the bost of times, and that
night it had seemed at ils worsk

It did not occur to them, for =
moment, what was the chief causo of
Haazel's surliness,

He had not, as they d, sat
Tue Micnet Limiky.—No, 1,485,
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from s [riemlly desire to be civil and
sttentive to his school-fellows, getting in
after o ]nnql bike.ride, But his real
purpose he had been unable to carry
out. He had lingered a fow minutes—
but he could oot & to Harry
Wharton, an the lﬂh]ﬁﬂ- of l. huln loan,
before sll the erowd, an
hm:r tha night ha mu'lr.l hndl:.r Td:
llr tired and hung l’:ill:m' away 1

f for & talk. y disappointe:
ml bitterly nnm adz u:ﬂi cleared off
th
up ot al

I‘mhng savagel ]m nﬂg‘ht &a well
l.-tl'rihutm

have stay

Tlm juniors, his bad
temper to late hours and Billy Bunter,
hoped to sce him in a betler temper on
the morrow, and let ik go st that,

Punter had been last to bed, ni!:ﬂﬁrﬁ
as he was, He had finished the
chicken—ihere being, [oriunatily, Mhu

rovander for t other fe
Eun did not disposa of, Bunter i:l.ra-
fully packed away before he thrned inj
he was mtﬂﬂu f#h* to I.:;:u alt:bll;n:
uneaten, ow he was ping 1
sleep of the just, and was good for
many hours yet. He snored w
the Famous Five gt inta thair bathing
mutumu fo run down te tha inviting

Bﬂi:hl}hunr shook him by a [fat

To the choery and exuberant Bob, it
seemed a pity for any fellow to miu a
d:p in the ses on that glorious morning

A
"’I-lll’ﬂﬁn. hﬁﬂ:. halle I" bawled Bob,

“Wake up, old fat man ™

Snore!

Shake, shake, shake!

“Urrrgh! Beast! Tamme alone!™
mumb Bunter. '“Tm'nt rising-bell |
I'm not tuing et]l Urrrggh!
Tell Quele I"m |Il regh !*

“Tla, ha, ha! You're not at OGr
friars now, fathead!" roared

"Wake up! We're going for a bathe |
Dﬁnl you want bo ecome!”

Bunter sat "ﬁ and blinked at him
“Beast | Tz brekker ready?”
“DBrekker won't be ready till Mra

Whool blows in st ei Tt- o'clock I* said
Harry Wharton, lau
Bunter fairly g mth wrath.
“Right o'clock? Are you waking me
1%_ befora eight o'clock 1"’ he hooted.
A Ib'l_l.E_l-iHrmn' idiot | 'Yqu silly
ehu ou—you—you—-—"

mF m;:.rh seven !" bawled Baob.
"Elarmul morning—""

* Rotter 1™
"Turn oukt old fat man!™

“ Idiot I
“T;rmi!“ asked Baob,

i N & “Ms decar
chap, if you're fired | help you out |
Tl ot Tooes blanbets off o Tike
that

* ¥Yarooooh ™

:'; And “'].1 Fou GUut—"

* e« like that |

S el Bestel 30 pundls wow)

*“Yoop | ast prng
Beast | Rotter [ yelled Bunter FF
not getting op yet!  Not Ull ten!
Beast! Go awayl Raotter!"

“Buare you don't want to come for a
dip 1 chuckled Bob.

“Boast! DBrute! Blightor! Rolter!

Cad! Get ont!™

"H s, ha ™
.'F-muu.- Five, hu,glnng. got out,

luvmg the fat Owl snorting with
wrath, as he gathered up s  bed-
clothes to rearrange his

Leaving him to it, tho Famous Five
ran out into tho Iruullmrn Pivnl-yﬁ
carly bathers gould ba astem on
beach, and the sea rolled enlm and
bright and blue.

In & cheery bunch, they trolled oub

at tho gate, to cul scroes to the sea,
which was hardly muru than & stone’s
throw from Chez Nou

“ Hallo, hllh. hlIl-:-I There's
Hazel |* exclaimed Buh.

Hazaldena was coming along the
aliffs, and thea Famoua Five m'r:d
their hands to lam in surprised
ing. After hil lata night, they ]1:
expocted Hazel to turn out so carly;
but thoey wore glad to sce him. .

“Coming down to dip, Hazeli!"
roared Bob.

Hazel shook his head as he came up.
Tis expression indicated that his late
night bad not agreed with hl.m..

owever, ho contrived to civil,
and made ona or two paﬂlm::tn
irics -as to whether they wera a
n:ht m thmr quarters. That, however,
ha juniors ecould see, was not
u'!l:nl wu in his mind, or the reason why
ha had risen =o carly in the morning.
"I had somelhing to say to ¥you,
Wharton,” mutiered H.ual. colouring s
little. " Tf goull hold on & minute—""

“Go it " samad Harcy cheer-
fully; and the other fcllows ran down
to the sea, hanﬂng the captain of l-.hu
Remove with Hazal,

“Sorry we dido't get in early cnough
to see Marjorie yesterday,” said Harry.
“It woa ‘mdmut mu. to =it up
for us, old fellow. Feeling a bit tired
after 11"

" Yos—no—that dossnt matter! 1
say, I—I had something to speak to
yoil nhnut said Huzel, his colour deep-
t:um&_ “Come inta the bung, will

e Yes, i you hh‘r. s il Hl.n']: in sure
prise. ""Bul ean't you ere "
“1 don't want o tell all Brighton and

Enuingdlm grunted Hazel.

Wharton ressed hin lips a litlle,
and followed Htu’l up the path 1-1;- the
bungalow. The front dﬂur had been
left wide open by the juniors when the
ran out, and and Haze

u},lapml :ntﬂ tha hall.
lmr 's Imar was & little cleuded
Haznl there.

Enel. had =omething to say, which
his friends were not wanted to hear,
and he hardly hel mmtmghn.
in hig mind, with the Emng Orac
he had seon the night bef

He realised now that it was on his
own account that Haszel had sat up late
that night not from any concern for
the cyecliste—and that wons not a ]:Iqla
sant reflection. Only o clear
understood that the scapegrace o ﬂ:n
Removo was in some of his dismal,
dingy trouble again.

And the caplain of the Remove was
far from eager to hear anything abouk
the rumml mmpmmul spoculp-
finms on

"We'll‘“ usﬁ H!.rr;r, rather curtly.

"You necdn's bite a fellow's head
oft 1" muttered Hazel resentiully.

“1 didn't mean to, Hazel! But what
is it?" asked Harry, as patiently as ho

eould.

“1 hadn't & chanoo tu sprak to you
last night, you coming in so late ™ mul-
Lered .H.Iml sulkily. "L&nk here, I
hato asking gmn ar J.'m]' [ellow, but I
—I'm in rather & dificulty | It's ml_j'
a trifling matter—a con Ia of pounds.”

couplo of was not a
“trifling” matter to Hnrr_'ir Wharion.
Hazol spoke of it as & triflo Light as niv.
As a malter of fact, Colonel Whonton
had given his ncphew precisely that
mam lor pocket-money during the week
at Brighton. Ha had it—but it waa
nearly all he hadl

There was & long pansn.

But in Hazel's wmlr paad-looking



fsce there was a
Marjorie's that
fellows who wers angry with him.
Wiharton opened his bps—and closed
them again.

“1 shall settla in a fow days, if that's
what vou're afraid of I said Hazel, with
i Enm-r. “1T'm not the fellow to sponge,

ope, "

Wharton made no answer to that. He
could not help remembering that there
had been similar occasions before, at
Greylriars. and that the item of
“settling ® amfterwards had often
escaped Hazel's memory. He spoke, at
I.n:n;itit. abruptly.

" It’s no good beating about the bush,
Hazell I saw that racing paper last
might. If you've been ing  horses
and got iuto debt—with some rotten

shgrpepr—""
you to lend me &

“1 was askin
couple of quid, bul not for a sermon,™
if you want

said Harel coolly. “And
to know, I don't Li‘.mw any sharper, and
I dou't ovwe him any money 1™

“You don't!” exclaimed Harry.

He had already made up his mind
that if somo dingy debt was hanging
over Faszel's head, the two nds
would have to go—with a very remote

of ever seei it mgain. :
"No 1" nnu;:h!:l azel. “It's molhi
the sort I owe a few sma

amounts, here and there, bul that's not past

worrying me.  Ounly—only I'm steouy,
and I can’t ask my father again so
soon. I happen to want Lwo pounds in
rather & hurry, that's all.™

“"You don’t owe it?"™

“I tell you, no!” snapped Hazel
“It's not that at alll If you want to
kvow, I'm on & geod thing—ihe best
thing of the scason. It's an absoluloly
sury snip!"” Hazel forget that he was
sulky and resentful, and his eyes
Flmﬂwﬂ. and his voier becama cager.

It's the real thing this time, straight had

from the horee's mouth! can get &
couple of quids on at five to one—that
means a teaner in a lew daya. If
[‘i1(!:l¢ Peter—"
“Turple Peter ! gasped Ilacry.
“Yen, if Pllr'piu Peter wins—and he's
practically bound to—I fi & tenney
as essy am picking up pebbles on the
beach,” said Hazel eagerly. "I can
get the money on—I know 3 man—"
Harry Wharton breathed hard.
“You're asking mo fto Jend you

money to back a horse! wornder
von’ ve the nerve! I can't do any-
thing of the sort!”

“"You mean you won't?”

“Xo, 1T won't!” maid Tlarry, his eves
flashing. “ And you ought to bo jolly
well ashamed of luki;}g' any  docent
fellow to do anyihin the kind."

With that, and withoul waiting for a
reply. Harvy Wharton left the bunga-
low agein, and ran dewn to the beach
to rejoin lis friends.  Hareldone staved
after him, with a black and bitter
scowl, amd., more stowly, walked down

th%_ﬁ:;il ;n the gate,

e was gone, the bed-roam

fat face grinned

out into the hall
Neither  Wharten nor Ifazel * had
given & thonght to Bunter—had thes
thought of him, they would have sup-
i that hie waz osleep. Rut the fat

door opened, and a

el had not yot sottled down, after

. heard the voices in the

: Eli{ Bunter's endenving waxs,
. - Tﬂ

Pob's encrgriic prmwdinlgx. when e
wall, anid—al
That wax onc of

*“He,

ot pae—list eredd |

. my hal 1™ sakl Bunder.

die. hel  Purple Peter—lie, he, hel
Ahe silly idiot! 1le, be, he! 1 ean
“#%  him ging o teaner—1  don’t
ﬂlii_nh: Ile, he, het®

-
¥

rescmblance to And Billy
had often disarmed

EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter, ehuckling. went
back to bed—where his fat chuckle was
soon changed into a deep, resounding
K0T e,

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Bully !

IGNOR MUCCOLINI  walked
roand the circus pitch, with a
sardonie smile on  his swarthy
Faee, hiz eilk hat tipped io the

side of hiz oily, dark head, and n cigar
alanting in his wide, thick mouth unfltr
the bushy moustache. J

It was afterncon. The Magnificent
Circus was settled in its new piteh, and
sll hands wero getting ready for the
ovening ahow.

Brighton and Iove had been billed
by the advance agent, and hordes of
holiday-makers knew that Muccolini's
Circus was there—and irs list of won-
derful atiractions, from Marco, king of
the lions, sud Zara, gueen of the nng,
to Bomson, the strong man, Wrigglea
the comtortionist, and Tippity Tip, the
world's funniest clown, conjurer an
veniriloguist .

There were other attractions, many of
them; but one name had been excluded
from the list—that of the Great Gugli-
clmo, erystal-gazer and veader of tho
and the future!

That was Billy Bunfer's stunt in the
side-shows. And Billy Bunter was not
with the cireus; so the Great Gugliclmo
was done with—and very glad indeed
was the signor to have done with hin

Pictro Muceolini, circus-master and

secret foreign epy, had got rid, at last,
of the fat mlmﬁﬂu vwho had found ouk
his mecrof.

Not that Billy Buanter realised the

real meaning
Wepshot Air Caomp, where the Italian
taken seeret photographs. It never
crossed his fat mund that the beeiy
circus-inaster was a spy, in the pay of
a foreign governmont,

All Bunier kvew was that Mucky
had broken the law in taking those for-
bidden phoiograple, amd that he was
vory anxious not to have it made public,

H!'l'l’ﬁ that knowl limited as 1t was,
was too pch for the Italian’s comfort
or of mind,

It enabled Bunter to etick on at the
circtts, whether Pictro Muecoling liked
it u; :u:rcr..m1 ] e
cheoky, = swaggering, bullving
signor Jdid not like eheek from Buuter.

Twice he had plotted with Jimmy
Cuges to "beat up ™ the fat OUwl, and
learo him in a state more suitable for
a hospital than a eircus,  The first
time, on tha heath, near Wharton
[.mlfe, Zara had wnexpectedly happened
on Lhe scene and driven the rallian off.
The secomd time, the cunniug lialinn
had plavned more carcfully.

Bunter had been dropped. on a louely
road, at might, at a cortain hotir and
place, where it wes arranged for Guggs
to e wailing and watehing, The ra
was to follow hin ta a davk and lll.'ll:rl

n

spot, sl then carcy ouk tho signor's
ruthless avdera And as Bunter had
not reappesred at the circus, Signor
Mueccolime conld ot doubt that this
tima he had, so to speak, backed a
wWinne.

I ihe fad Owl hasd #!‘-t‘nptr.l he woulld
have rolled in before this—and he Lisd
not rolled in. Bo the siguor grinmed
Ins sardonie grin as o walked rouml

Al piteh in the happy belief that he

was never poing to s'e William Georgo
Bunler again. ‘

A good many membeiz of the citens
company remarked on Bunier's abaenes.
Bt the gqueen of the ring wos (he ouly

what he had scen et

It encouraged him to be |

one who was at all concerned on the
subject.  And as the signor made his
round of the pitch, in the sunny after-
noon. Zara camme up to him, to inguire.
“Where is Bunter?” she asked.

“Bunter I" repeated the signor. Ife
has left the crcua Dio mio! You
do not misa that gmsso poreo,

signorina? E un porcello 1™

L | Eavo Tiim v :rg.'hll.l,’ gaid Para.
“Bometimes we into the crystal
together, He is very clever with the
crystal ”

He isa

the crysta :
answered the signor, von believe
in the trickery of Cuglislmo?! Pah!”

“It is not all trickery,” declured the

psy prl * one occasion, reading
the crystal, be made mo hear the voice
of my father, Darengro, speaking my
name,*

“ Absurda | dII:h'r:;u a trek!
gonie 1" sna the signor.

He had fprmmh of -E:;Estitinm and
did not wholly disbelieve in the eryvstal.
in which Zara ilteip]i-:itl}' belicved. Pt
he was mot likely to believe m anx

al-and ith
B R

Mon-

Fl m‘lliiﬂ powers assumed by Billy Banter,

‘It 13 trno!™ said Zara angrily. 1
tell you I heard my name spoken, and
thore was no one near when we were
gazing into the crystol.”

The signor laughed scoflingly,

*Perhaps 1t was Tip, with bis von-

pquism,” he suggested. :

Neither the signor nor the ﬁipq- girl
had the remwotest suspicion that Billy
Hunter wos o ventriloguist.  Fyen
Tippity Tip., who declaved that the
cirous was * haunted ¥ by a mysterious
“voice,” never dreamed of attributi
that mysterions voice to the fat Owl
Greviriars

“ Nonsenso 1" snapped Zora. " Why
hae Buuter lefi ' “Uippity says you gave
him » hit in your car on the road
vesterday. But he did not come when
you ecame.

The signor grinned. 1

“He was impudent, and I made him
leave my car,” he answered. “F doki
him he was not wanted here, and thur
I would kick him if he came No dould
ha has o to hiz home. At anv rate.
I am finished with tha [al pig™
2 “Then he 15 not coming back 1" askod
ara.

“Mail Mai! Never|"
The gipsy girl left the circus-master,
& disappointed expression on her dusky
ace. Bignor Muceolini swaggered on.,
with a snecring smile. assing the open
gateway which led mmto the eircwa
round, he glanced at a taxi from
from the road.

Ii:'{llt-nn that torned in
¢ glanced—and then stared! The
frin faded from liz swarthy face, amd
1ig teeth eame together nnder his bushy,
black moustacho. Ilis jetty eyes glit-
terecdd at the passenger silting in that
taxi, fixing on a far foace and a Jarge
pair of spectacles,

*Cospetto ] Quel furfante 1" Laeathe:d
the. signoe.  “Then that fool—raseal—
villuin has failed me againl A second
wme bhe has fniled 1"

taxi stopped, and
called to his passonger,

“This here's the place, sir 1"

“Uh. all right

A fat figure rolled out of 1he taxi.
Billy Banter glanced round Tvine (hrough
his big spectacles,  1lis fat  brows
Eknitted at the slariog sigror,

“That's cight-and-six, sir 1" zaid U
tavi-driver.

the driver-

“1've spent all my rlm-ng'fr-.“ eail
Runter. “Wait a3  mmuare [ L
heckoued to Signor Miceoline  *“ Comw

here, will yout"
Any muember of the signor's company
who had  beekoned to Lim amd called
Thx MCXET LIBRARY. --No. 1,180,
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him, it that manner, would have been
hooked for the "beot,” il not for a
lash from the -eircus-master's whip.
Bunter's impudence caused a
flush of r to overspread the swarthy
face till Muocolini was almost purple.
Ho stood still staring at Bunter with

burning ¢
"ﬂuﬂ g Mucky " hooted

you hear,

Bunter irritably. ;:
There was & imtnning EXprossion on
his fat face, Billy Bunter was in &
to stand no nonsenge from a

il |

‘ﬁ?theﬂa. Bunter had only iraded on
bis knowledge of the signor's scered to
the extent of sticking on at the circas in
spite of the Italian's desire lo see the
last of him. But Bunter wes very much
annoyed now, The trick the signor had
played on him was exasperating.

iut for falling in with the Greylriars
fullows, he would have been bookdd
for an endless walk in tho middle of the
might; and he had had a very narrow
escape from a ruffianly tramp.  Like the

of old, Bunter felt that he did
well to bo angry ! X

Probabl ‘would have been angrier
still had ha suspected that the trick thot
had boen playved on hirm had been n
scheme to land him in the clutches of
Jimmy (in ! But Bunter had no sus
picion of that.

He was prepared to “have it out™
with Mucky! i

If he was gelling his cars up, Bunter
was the man to make him put them
down againl

“Will you come here or nol 7" bawled
Bunteor.

The taxi-driver stared at him. 8o
did ahout 8 dozen of the circus men.
Signor Muccolini choked down his rage
and came over to Bunter. He did not
want a scene like this to atiract cvery-
bady's attention. y

could hardly control his desire to
tako the fat junior by the neck and pitch
him headlong out of the gateway. But
ho had to control it 2

* Ro—s0—s0 you—" ho Legan, 1n &
suffocated woico.

“Yes, I've come back ! said DBunter
loudly. " Awmd if you don't want me
here, say so! Put it plain, before |
send away this taxi, 1 shall want the
driver o take me somewhere elss, and
you can ghess where”

Muccolini could guess where—only (oo
casily | And nnly too wall he knew thay
if Bunter had told his story st the police
station tho officers of the Jaw would sve
more in it than Bunter saw, If a scnrch
followed, the evidence nf his treacher-
ous work &8 8 forcign spy would be
revealed—and ho dared not run the
remotest risk of i, Ho had tocd the
line before, for thal scason, and now he
had to toe it again,

“Are you going to answer maT” da-
manded Bunter, in a bullyi tone
worthy of signor lumsclf. “Do you
want mﬁ_hmu or nolT"

“By, sil Yer” gasped the signor,
"'C:ariui B!lybﬁ Fm' wish. You are—
ara very welcome ™

“Well, that's all right,"” =aid Buanter.
*“You pll{lgd o rotten  trick, Br
ing me a lift in your car, and then
leaving me to walk! I've a jolly good
mind te turn you down, um:t pol Inm
fact, 1 think I will!"

Signor Muccolini gave & gasp.

o, no! Reman!” e eaid, in a
choking wvoice. II:,I 1ul-: ruu—"i[ brg of
you, to romain, little signor|

“Well, no more tricks 1™ said Dunter.
“1 was jolly near knocked omk by a
tramp Iast night, owing to that rotten
trick of youra. I jul]ﬂr well shan't trust
you again, I can tell you. Btll, I'll
rome back, if you make a poink of it.™
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“Coapetto 1" breathed the signor.

"Do you make a point of it or not?"
demanded Bunter, 1n a loud, buallying
ne.

“Bi, sl Certo! Yes yes!™

“All right, then! Pay the taxi," said
Bunter. *I'wa Tnt no ¢ Beaides,
it's your fault 1 had to take the taxi.
I never knew where the circus wos—and
if you thought I was going to walk, you
were jolly well mistaken—sca? I might
wry out all mglﬂ. of A0Te friends
hadn’t pressed me to stay with them.
Pay the taxil™

Choking, Bignor Muocelini paid the
taxi fare. Ho was glad to “.’l‘h‘: and

t il of thogstaring driver. taxi

acd away, back to Brighton, and
the signor siood looki at tho fat
junior, his nails digging into tha palms
of his greasy hands. {

Bunter gave him n hlu%ﬂ; blink.

“No mora of it, Mucky said im-
presgively., * I'm surprised aiaou,‘ play-
wg tricks like a wsilly kid—leaving a
chap to walk! Rotten silly jape, like &
Third Form fag! Yah! If you don’s
want me al Lhiz circus you can say »o.
But' if you wanl me to be pally, you'd
bBetter mind your step! Beai"

* ]=k—I——""' choked rhe signor.

“That's enough ! said Bunter.

And he turned® hiz back on Signor
Muccolini, and rolled om into the eircus

camp,

HI:. Tippity Tip, who had witnessed
that seene, m tha fgrli-.l.tu:s-t astonishment,
confided to his friemd Wriggles onee
maore that it beat him "oller! And the
elastic man agreed that it beat him,
alsn, as hollow as & drum |

Se=]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Wet Blanket !

i ONE I
G * Really and tealy gone 1™
“The goncluloess 13 ter:

rifie 1
Harry Wharton & Co. had been sun-
ning themselves on the beach after
lunch. They came back to Chez Nous,
rather ering whether Billy Bunter
was still there. Bunter had stayed to
lunch—he had, in fact, stayed in bhed
till he was called for that menl, They
had left him taking a oap alterwards.
Az no snora greeted them when they
came in, it see that Bunier hac
finishod his map;: but that he had taken
his departure scemed rather teo good

to true. * A3

But he had! DBunter's sticking
powers in holiday-time wera well known
and dreaded. Bat it seemed that he had
other resources now. Somebody alse was
to Wiu]i]:l.i:i flll!il'll.t!illg sociely. At all
events, he was go

“Hallo, h-'llﬁ.mll:-l'lht He's left a
¢ I"™ exclaimed Bob Clerry.

A sheet nnitp-lE:r was pinned on
tha wall m the ball. On it was
serawled, in pencil, in Bonter's well-
known arthography :

“BEESTa =
"The checky ass!" exclaimed Frank

:hugﬂnt.
Harry Whartan laughed,

Evidently Billy untrr was not
rltumd or gratificd |:E)r the hospitality
e had received at Chez Nows., s
message did not look as if he had left
in & grateful ar thankiul mood.

However, he had left, and that was
the chief thing. ;

“Weo ought to have kicked Limn before
he went I” remiarked Johany Bull. "1
dave say he hasn't becn kicked since

" Like

we broze up at Creylriare—and Dunter
wanis a lot of kicking! 8ull, Haszel
hlnpr'ed his choeky head last mght—
that’s one good thing | Bat we ought to
hl‘l.rf kick hml:: il h

“1 snppose he's gonco to the
eirens,” f—..u.id H.r-r-;.,! "1 heard some-
body on the beach montion that it was
at Howk Lane; 1 believe that's a good
step from here. Iid stick any of
you fellows for a taxi-faral™

Four hcads were shaken.

“Then be muost have walked!" said
Harry, laughing. “Well, he's gone ! 1
ean't make cut why that Iialian chap
Iets him hang on at the ecircus when
ha jolly well doesn’t want him there;
but I o he won't kick him ocut. 1f
he does, ibe fat bounder will roll back
here to roost.”

“Let us hepa that the estoemed and
greasy dago will welcoma him with the
open armfiulness1® remarked IHurree

amset Ram Bingh.

“Yeu, rather 1™ ehuckied Bob.

It was a pumle to the juniors how
Billy Bunter contrived to stick on at the
cireus, where: evidently he was not
wanted by the proprielor. Bub it
scemed that he counted on i, and they
undoubtedly hoped that hie wonld got
away with it. Bignor Muccolini was
maore than welcome to him.

Billy Bunter's departure was not a
blow to the chums of thoe Remove,
neither were they unduly downcast by
the polite mmuﬁq ha had left, Bunter
was dismissed from mind, and tha
juniors prececded to den their bost biha
and tuckers, 8o to speak, for a walk on
it[hu llluwn: with Marjorie and Clara and

arcl.

Five juniors looked vorg neat and
natty when they came out again and
joined their friends on the elifls. Mar-
orio and Clara moet tham with smiling
aces, Harcl with a curt nod and a
grunt.

Hazel, it was clear, wns nol in & good
temper, and Harry Wharton, at least,
was awaro of the recason. Hazel
ﬁinlndl:.r avoided lp!‘liil‘l.f to him, and

I-l'ﬁﬂriﬂ several fimes glanced at ber
brother, with a Jittle pucker in her
brow, as they went along the oliffs and
turned inland.

Hazel loitored behind, making it quite
clear his manner thar he did not
enjoy the walk or much relish his
present company. The Co. bad their
own opinion of & fellow who indulged
an irritable tempar and scted like a
spoiled child, but they carefully took no
note of Hazel's peey . Indeed,
Bob Cherry, who had high spirits
enough for twe, dropped behind to walk
with. Hazel and chear him wp—which
was rather & sacrifice on Bob's part, as

he wanted very particulatly to walk
with Marjorie.
Marjorie glanced bark at them,

ape her lips to speak to Wharton,
and closed them agamm. Bhe was only
too well acquainted with her brother's
peevish temper, and she was wondering,
rather uneasily, whethar thera lind hoen
any quartel at Ches Nous when the
,i;minm arrived there the previous night.

ut she did not care o tench on so
delicate a topic, AMiss Clara, however,
was less reticent. ;

“¥Yon fellows beoen lhaving a row 1™
asked Clara cheerfully, ;

“0Oh, no! What an idea ! oxelaimed
Wharton. * Wa never row ! Do we, you
fellows 1™

® Nevor " said Johony Bull solemnly.
lambe, Clara | .

“The leambfulness of our esteemol
selves is terrific and ridiculous, estermed
and beanteous miss ™ declarsd IHovreo
Jameet Ram Hinfil,

“Yaou inlty well know that I'm sprak.

ing of Iazel I™ said Miss Clara coolly.



“ Pay the faxi ! ** demanded Billy Bunter.
ihunder. * Yes—yes—remain | ** be gasped in a choking volce.

"We left him sitting up for you in a
rotten temper. Didn't we, Marjoria?"”

“ MNonsense ! said Marjorie.

“And he's in & worse one to-day,"
went on Clara. “JIle went out for a
walk before breliker, which is jolly
unusual for him. MHe's laxy, isn't he,
Alarjorie ™ o

Mo, " san AEJOrLS,

“ And he camo back to brekker hike n
bear with o sore head!" went on the
wilful Clara. " ITis mater thought the
dear boy must have a headache through
sitting up so lste, and his pater told
him not to scowl at the table. Didn't
he, Marjorio ™

“Do be quiet, Clara ! ’

“My dear kid, these [ellows are in
his Form at Greyfriars, so they know all
about Hareel's bommia temper! Don't
you, vou fellows?”

“ By Jove, what ripping air on those
downs 1" remarked Harry Wharton.
“ Mo wonder people come {o Brighton "

“What I like about Harry,” said
Clara Troviyn, “is his tactfol way of
changing a subject | Bo meat!™

"But it's really ripping!" persisied
T ons sing ] In fask e tiphl

“Oh, ripping ! In . the ripfulness
i Ie-rriﬁﬂ,pﬂn‘f it, Inky 1™ asked Clara.

" Tarrific and g::» erous, beauteous
miiss " assurcd ¢ abob of Bhanipur.

“Well, if vou haven't rowed with
Hazel, you must be jolly good-tempered
kids I said Miss Clara. “'He came in
looking as if he'd rowed with somo-
bedv. Didn’t he, Marjorie, old deari"

“ Rubbish 1” said Marjoric. "What
nonsense you talk, Clara I

" Late hours make a chap feel seedy,”
said Frank Nugent, "and Bunter's
rather tryi to & chap's temper.
Bunter was there last night, you know.
Wa picked him up on the road.™

And the conversation was switched to
Punier and tha adventurs an the road,
much to Wharton's reliefl as well as
Aarjoric's.

The captain of the Remove was well

EVERY SATURDAY

aware that Hazel's sulky locks were die
to his refusal to lend the necessary sum
to bagk Purple Peler.

He was firm ns a rock on that peink,
but it was rather an uncomfaertable

ition. Hazel was o wet blanket, and
ﬁ: prisence of the Chif House girls
did not cause him to conceal his sulky
mipodiness ; and Wharton was glad that
Bob bad eacrificed himsalf to the genersl
Emﬂ by dropping behind to walk wilh

im.

It was like the good-natured Bob, but
he was Bol &0 Joying hiemself, Hazel
slacked more and more till the others
were guite a distance ahead. lle made
no remarks, and snswersd RBob's nn]_r
with grunts, It was clear that he dil
not want toe join in the walk at all,

but, ap tly, he had come along
sulkily ause he had nothing else
to do.

A man, with a spoited sellow neckiie
and a bowler hat stuck rakishly on one
sidde of his head, passed them, and gave
Hazel a nod in pmnini_

Hazel colonred as he retnened the
nod, snd walked on & little more
gnickly. Ile did not want to speak to
Mr. Gedge in hiz present company.

Bob gave the man s look, and fuis
sunny fsce clonded a trifle, It was no
business of his, and he made no remark
on it; but ho could see that the man
in the yellow necktis was & racing man,
and ha remembered the racing paper at

the bungalow. They walked om in
’ﬂi'i" Sl ildnied wddoaky; e

GECL  BlOp Elduocnls, glancing
back

“"Look hera, I'm a bit tired 1™ he said.
“1 think I'll chuck this walk | You cut
on to the others ! .

As plainly as if he had raid so. Bob
knaw that he was going back to speak
to the man in the rellow nackiia. :

“Oh, coma on, old chap!” he said.
"Wa're going to have tea at that inn np
on the downs! Topping tea you can geb
there |*

** Thal is, il you want me (o remain here.”

13

Muceolini's Iage was black as

“1 ask you—I beg of you to remain ! "

M I've po money lo spend !” said Hlazel
bitterly, i

“1t doez go on a holiday, doesn’t it 7™
said Hob. " Blessed if 1 know where
and how, but it does, somichow., But
we're all right! Our treat, old bean!
It's our first day here, you know, aml
we're rolling in lilthy lugre 1"

“Ara youni” said Ilazel, looking at
Bab very atlentively.

Bob seldom hed mare than fwo or
three half-crowns to jingle in his pocket :
but if he was, as he said, * rolling in
it," it oncurred fo Ilazel that he might
be good for that trthng sam that was &n
urgently neaded to back Yurpls Peter !

“Tons [* said Bob. *“Why, Johnny's

t & whola fiver, tipped him Ly his

nele Bull 1™

“Oh!" snid Hoazel, his face folling.

Had Boly been the happy posscssor of
that fiver, prospeels mught have been
ﬁpcd. But Johnny Bull was rather a

iforent proposition. :

“Come on, old rhnp " smid Bob.
“They'll be losing us if we don't buck
up 1" :

Hazel came to a halt, etaring after
the party in advanse, his oves resting
on Johnny's thickset, stocky fgure.

That [athead, he reflected bitterly.
had five ponnds in his pocket, for which
he had no rartumhr use! Cerlainly,
Johnny would not have l:c?t it long
had his ways been lika Flazal's.

But Hazol was not thinking of that.
e was thinking of the olusive tenver.
just out of his reach. The man in the
yellow necktie wounld take his bet; but
not on “tick.” Ile haied to losa that
tenner for want of a rouple of pounds—
amd that fatheaded Yorkslireman had
five |

But it was futile to think of *tonch-
ing " Johnny, Johony wis Yorkshire
and eanny. Among s friends, he was
as open-handed as o fellow could need

(Continusd an page 14)
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THE RASCAL OF THE
REMOVE!

(Continued [rom page 13.)

to be. He would have thonght nothing

of “blowing * his whole fiver in some
entertainment or excursion for the
whole Co. But he was less—much less—
Jikely than Wharton 1o lend money for
Huzel's urpma. And be had a way of
seeing right thrmlglh [ fr:'llu-.-r It was
not much ink of pualling the
wool over hu eyes. Hazel gave a dis-
contented grunt.

"Look here | T;uug I:rm:ll:." he
said. “Tell Marj -ﬂl‘ll ried, after
last night| You kept me up till nearly
twa I

Without waiting for an answer, Hazel
went back down the road. At n litile
distance he broke into o trot, to over-

rxfh: ]:]hehm;u I.él t::rlm ellow naﬂm.
ossibly he hope . Gedge
to book kis bet on the "nu-;l f—pa wory

faint hope indeed. Alr. Gedge was not
A man ﬁpiﬂm ﬁrud on bad debls.

""E:'ll ass ! murmured Bob, and bhe
hn on and overtook the others.

They were on the downs mow, with a
wide and glorious view nutiprud
before their oyes. In the distance a
Auttering flag could be seen, which

marked where the big circus tent was

pitched. The spot where they were

ing to have tea was not far from
ﬁ ccolini’s Circus. Marjorie glanced
at Dob as he came up.

#]sn't Hagel—" she asked. )

“He's gone back,” said Bob. “Tired
after last night, vou know.” was
uot likely to mention that he muessed
another reason, beside [fatigue, for
Hazel druppm out.

Marjoric nodded, and said mo more.
Fond a: she was of her brother, m=
bably the absence of his sulky
mads her, a= well as the rest of I-hl
party, more cheerful. It was & very
cheery party that arrived st the inn en
the downs, and sat down to tea under
the spreading branches of a tree there.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Whose Fivers |

R. TIPPITY TIP raised his
M tankard, tilted back his bea
and the tankard after it, an

enj life. He st the

empty tankard on the table, sighed with

satisfaction, and turned to his friend

Wriggles, seated farther along the

bench.

#That,"™ =aid Mr. Tlp. i3 good |
And I necded it “rs! After secing
that fat oyster roll in, t|.= Ol an

needed a pick-me-u
it bad.”

“He ain't,™ said ths elastie man
lhmughl:!u]l} “what Tuuﬂ call a sight
:Eur mru n es, Tippity.”

acky stands him for,” said

Ti m- “buh ma| Did he want him
back at the cirous? Ha did not! Did
he kick him out! He did not! Why
d':clu'f. he, Wogt?
ensier said

HAsk me an
we &ll

Wriggles.
“And when father savs tuen,
turn ! said Mr. Tip g']nﬂmh * Mucky
could kick hlm out. and won't 1 T'd like
te, and can't!| We've all got to stand
him | It's worst of all for me, Emuuu hn’l
parked in my tent of & m%.ht.
u’!ar that fat cove snores, I"
uu muld hear him a mﬂa aff ¥
nfa]ﬂ. “I wolte up one
ht. and uq'ht. it was Marco's lions
gumg it stron
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A party of schoalboys and schoolgirls,
who had sat down to tea under s shady
tree near that bench, gin round
the hrn circus men, and some of them
emiled. Harry Wharton & Co. could
not fail to realizs that Billy Bunter was
the suhject of that discussion.

“Well ™ lud Wrigales, risi from
the bench, ‘we l'ut to get . Tip-
;Frltv. You com

“T'll {foller,”

Iﬂﬂ'“m Tippity. *I'm
getting a rest from that fat cove's H‘.ﬂ'ljl'

at loo

“Coulda't have been!™ said Frank
rnL “Look herel Jnlumj. you
I"}uur pocket-book, and don't be

Bull.
“But T'll lock,

N

40 a5
Grunt from Johnny
“Rot 1™ he ro lm:l.

if you like I* { Bull fook ocut his

fDEh.‘.‘t -book, upenr:d t, end revealed =
olded Bve p-nund note therein, * That's
my Gver—sale, as I #aid it was! Think

ILu the sort of ass to drop banknotes

eboutT"”

mug. I dom't want to see it again ina © P’r’l ou had more'n one!" sug.
furry.” ['i .

Wriggles grinned, and walked away "Wn]l. Ihain'tl"’
down 1 path tﬂwud.u. the circus feld. “Didn't you drop this, then?" asked
He raised his hat, as he passed, to the Tippity. stooped, t-.keﬂ upn
youthful party at the ta recognising another banknote from l.mdlr
the reyiriars lows, mnd they chair
volirnéd his nadeie politely, That drew  Two engraved elips of paper were
M:, Tip's atrention to party, and now held up te view. The schoolboya
the clown shifted n to the end of and schoolgirls stared st them

the benech neéarest the table, and touched

his hat to them, with a cheery grin.
“How do you do, Ar. T:np"'" said *0mo

.E:lrrj" Whm:'n. smiling. “Glad to sco

on ngain 1* ! 3
ladfulness is  torrifie ™

(1} Th
m“hag urres Jamset Ram Eingh.
luhe:

“'Appy to meat you,
fﬂntlnmnl" said Mr. Tip.
ud;rl-.m' for s frst-class entertainment
his evening, you can't do betler than
dmp in ot Muccolini's Magnificent p
revs. Unrivalled list of atiractions—
Muarco, tha kmgﬂul the Lmu: Zara,
the gueen of t rmg‘, Samson,
strongest man on th
Wﬂ.nl"[h:. the
sailor’s

attractions see small bills 1™

“Not to mention Tiﬂf:tr Tip, tha
world's wonderful ezo-wangler 1"
remarked Miss Clara.
TI. 1]'.t|1.j {'.'!lutkh:ﬂ.
i, miss " he assented.
“Bui‘- l'l:n 1-:-: modest to mention the
¢et attraction. It was always my

failing! Thanke, I walll® Mr Tip
accepted cake, and munched the same.
“You don't want ”m let that bankn
blow away, sirl" he sdded, addressing
Ha Wharton,

"rh* What banknolte?"  asked
Harry, puzzled. “1 haven't any bank-
notes, Mr. Tip.”

“Whntu that, then?" asked Tippity,
reaching to the table, and picking up a
cri ||I{.\ of engraved paper therefrom,

l:ﬁ d it up to view,

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Bob.
" Johnny, you ass, what the thump are

dropping your fiver about for?
ant to Jose 11"

“Eht haven't ﬂmppr::l my fver !
answered Juhm"L

%o musk m—snu ra the only
chap hera that's one,™ asid Nugent.
“ [t nngl:l have blown away, if M. Tip
hadn't see it.”

“Main’t mine!” said J uhnnﬂ'.
“Mine's safe in my pocket-book | Neo
such ass as to drop it about I

“Better look 1™ saudl Baoly

“Rot! T tell you it's all right!
Somobody clse must have left that fiver
on the th. Unless it's Marjorie’'s or
Clara's.™

# Likely ' remarked Clara.

H-uurm lnu.glwﬂ —— "
nknotes,™ she

“Wo haven't aon
eaid. "It must really be Fours, if you
had one, and nobedy olse had
“Well, who's the owner 1" n.'H.LHI Tip-
:ig.’! T:p. holding up the banknote,
vich

yolu Yyoung gents ia a
mlln:rnmrﬁ'!
“ Nobody here, if it's not Johnny's®

said Harry. “Burely the last la
here can’t have left lLbI.IIhIlﬂtt ij::pm
the table I

“It wasn't there ‘when we sat down |*
said Bah., “I'm mra of thatt™

wstonishment,
“Gmt ipl® ¢ l.mhtad Bob. "Has
Bi here,
eplashing bl.nl:mtu I.1|. um tha shop 1
"y ilnct to this young
.5&].‘|ﬂﬂmﬂ.tl said ﬁfpi.l:,,ﬁ. with a nod at
nhnnjr Bull,k “Ha's s0 many, bhe

&t coun

¢ them.”
“I tell vou I had nul_r and it's
in my pocket mow |" prunted uhn.n;.

"W'hlh lhu, then!™ said li_!
bankoote from Jnﬂ{'

umw.ﬂnt which he h;ﬂ ]nu!
table. " You must have plen
ﬂj'r““ kuﬁm in your h.u. "

|y d.rnppnd, ard he
stared dumbion ud st the hat and the
banknote.

“ And here's another I“ i::thlmad Me.
Tlp. in l 'uml of w mL
inxh pl.lu.r (R
"And ¥ ﬁot 5 Iuaﬂurl
Five ban s, :n & bunch, were now
held ui:b in Tl.ppl-
; “1— n&nil:]uw whera thlfj came
rom 1" :lllPBd ny, finding his voice
at last. I—1 mpever knew they were
there [
“Ain't they yours? asked Tippity.
Mo, they're jn]I{r well not!* gasped
Johnny, ly idict must have
:hi.mhi them in my hat, goodness knowa
“ a1
"r"i'l"elL here's twenty-five pun!” said
Mr Tu% “They say Bndings is keep-
£ thay Hl]!? don't belong to
:,ml voung genla——"
don't 1" masped

vy certainly
“Or you young ladies?” asked Mr.

Harry Wharton.
Tip
No fear!” said Clara, and Marjoria
shook har head.

“Well.” said Mr. 'I'm
ﬂn[lm,g'.!. 15 Lr.-llpm;r uu—n i m."rr'r
bankrupt his mm: tia salary le
pays me; and I mot I lot of use for
banknotes thai nobody wanis, Bure they
ain't yourat"

“CUertainly not 1" said Harry.

“Well, I dare say they'll be ueelul to
me, anolher time 1" said Mr. Tip, rising
from the bench. “A cove don't pick up
twenty-Ove pounds every afternoon.”

“Here, hold on " exclaimed Johuny
Bull, warmly. “'E’-:u can't keep those
hml‘in-nmlﬂr Ti

“*Can’t IT * sni ity.

"No, you jolly wa.'lf I:.'.m'ti You're
bound to h e them to the police-
itntluu said Johnny

"1 can see myself doing it!” said Mr.
T: '"Palm:-urﬂlntl I8 SETIOUS COVER,
trmlu g

they ain't much use for conjuring
"Whn-l a-t*" ejaculated the juniors
i
pplt:r Tip chucklad, and spread tha
banknotes on the table. Thus revealed

to close in tion, the value of that sum
of moeney diminished

"1hey say



“Bank of Elegance!”™ Bob Cherry
read out. “Oh, m hlh The mnﬂ
banknotes at all ! lEu

“Oh, my hat|” tjamlll.ﬂl s3 Clara.

“*A conmjurin .

“The trickiulness was terviic The
estecnwed nbsurd Tip has been
Eﬂlmﬂ' us legfully I exclaimed the

bob of Bhl.mpur.

“* Jost Ly litile lndm and
gentlemen I sad Th Jest my
stock-in-trade, that T always carry in m
pocket. Jest a sample of the unr
wirqualled conjuring tru:rk.u ;-un ‘Il see at
Muccalini’s Circus, na E: ed before
all the erowned hu:h of Earope, not to
mention & still greater number of un-
evowned |  Good-afternoon, ladies and

gentlemen |
And Tlm.uiy'. rnm“" his I'-ll:-, rllkl:f]
down the paih after Wriggles, chuckling

over his hittle joke

and

Joke,

Il‘i"

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Tough on Tippity !
ILLY BUNTER frowned.

B It was morning agsin: and
Bluf Bunim- was sealed on the
y side of the Great
Gugliclne's tent. Haviog risen late,
caten two or threo breakfasts, one after
another, and followed them up with o
consignment of ﬁ, 1y from one of the
refreshment stalls, Bunter was taking o

little rest, which bhe really needed.

It was the sight of Zara, the queen of
the ring, that brought the frown to
Billy Bunler's fat brow.

l'..-:-:rr:-rl.ltf, the sight of the preity
gipsy girl caused Bunter to assume his
most ingratiasting and [sscinating grin.

Zars's dark eyes had had an exira-
ordinary offcct on Bunter's fat heart,
and on many nccumul, ha had bestowed
'.hn “glad eye” on the queen of the

l“-n-:!uh]j‘ Zara Jdid not ¢ nise it as
a glad eye, however, the effcct being
somowhat marred by Eunt:r‘i g
spectacles

Cake and gll.m tarts were Bunter's first
love, which had hitherto bold undispuied
SWAY over heart. Now the

dank-oved quﬂn E the ring had o
share of it. Nol o large a shave,
ﬁ-erhtpr!., s Bumiter'a firit love, to which

@ was siill faithful.

It had to be admitted that Zava's dark
eyrs had no chance, in rivaley with =
pintn af juicy jam teris

But Bunter was now loaded with
sweel and sticky comestibles, up to bia
fat neck ; and his thoughts turned on ke
quecn of the ring, who was at least an
alsa ran |

Guglielmo, the crystal gazer, hadd done
quite well in his side-show Lhe provious
day, Lots af people had been willing ta
pay hnlf-a-crown {o hcar the voices of
ubsenit friende—quite an ensy trick with
tha Greyfriars \'untrllnl[lllﬂ..

%o Buntor was in funds—and to sich
sn extent that he had not, as umﬂ]
rxpended the whole of his Hnancis
resourees on fuck.

Sitling in the shade of the tent, the
fat junier was 1binking of an excursion
Hmr. morning. Probably Zara would he

leased to walk out and view the Davil’s
E}h: or e ancient clmrch at Oving-
ilean, or the race-conrse af Whate Haw
Ilif, or zama other of Utie numierous
sights at Brighton—in company with sa
handsomo and distinguithed an escort
a2 Bunler.

Unfortunately, when he =aw Zara, he
saw Marco also. Tho big, rugged liow-
lamer was walking with the queen of
the ring, and they were evidenlly going
aut.

EVERY SATURDAY

Henee Bunter's frown,

Scveral times he had noticed that
Zara seemed to like Marco's company.
Why, he could not guess. In the matter
of looks, 'L!l.ﬂ:n- tnn}pn.ud with Bunter,
WAS 48 MOON r1ht to sunlight, as water
fo wine. At lcast, that was Bunler's
opinion, and he had only to look in the
glnss to confirm it

Walking slowly, and talking ether,
Marco and Zara did oot even notioa the
fat Ow] of Greyfriars, as they came
nlong. 8o i the

they wera unawara o

[rown that koitted his fa* brow ovex his
s peci ncles,
“* Beast | muraiured Eili;r Bunitar.

]]:I'l was referring to the king of the
1004,

“Talking to yourself, fatty 1" asked a
cheerful voice,

l!hmter blinked round ai "Iulr. T‘p.
frown inténsified.
"'i!lr Tip. Circas e]nmu wnm far

beneath Bonter’s notice. Ho did not
like bhaving his quarters in the same
tent with Mr, Tip. Tippity bad had the
cheek to remark on jus smore, In
tha previous night, Tippity had l.ﬂmlly
had the nerve to heave a boot scrosa
tha tent, which dropped on B-l.mtor and
woke him out of o ﬂcm?hmﬂ dream
of o spread in Smithy's study at
Creyliriars |

on't you be cheeky !™ said Bunter,
and he turned his fat head haughtily
away from the clown.

Mr. Tip, gozing st that [at head,
resisted a strong temptation to xmnek
the same. He had his ventriloquial doll
under his arm, and was looking for a
shady spot to sil down and put in some

ractice. What came very easdy to
unter, was a mattor of hard,
constant practiee with the circus
ventriloguist,

Bunter's gate returned to Marco and
Zara. They were quite near hun now,
and he heard Marco's voice.

“It's a bit of a walk up to the Dovil"s
Dvke, But we'va lots of Lme-—"

% Buntier’'s lhitile rownd eyea
glrlmriiﬂ lﬁhmd his  big, mulid
spectacics. & wad goiig to pul a spokn
in Marco's wheel ! ﬁu gove a little fut

h—the wusoal =sgn  that the llt
ventriloquist was just going to bogi

“Marco!" came a sharp, bu Iju.ng
voice. ““Where are you going

The Nion-taner stared round.

It was—or ought to have been—Signor
Muccolini’s voaice. Nobody at  the
AMagnificent Circus knew, or mlr:'u‘:ﬂ
that there was any veutriloguist in the
show bessde Tippity. For which veason,
many of the ciren: enmpany suspectad

Tippity of being the souvee ol the
“mysterions voice U kot somcelimes
haunted tho circue.

Marco's rugged [ace flushed with

;.nﬂler as he d round. The siguor
spoke in bullying towrs, more aften than
not; but be never ventured ta bullyrag
the king of the hons. Thia sudden
ana qul..ed as il he was beginning |

"? oing whera [ please, Mucky ¥
answerod the lion-tamer, * What the
dickens bas it to do with you?”

"o and attend to your lions ™
snapped the lwmillving voice. “1 don't
Iﬂ{ you to go gallivanting about.”

farco stored sbout him wich a gleam
i his eyes. e could not =eo tha signor;
but there were sevoral tents and vohicles
at hand that might bave shut him off
femn view.

*“Whr, the choecky Jigo'” oxelaimed
Maice. “Where are you Mucky ! Show
yoursell, can't »ou? What the dickeus
do you ean Ly talking to me like

that 7
Me. Tip.

Illr ;
“ Mue m & temper lo

murmured
Le

word I
ISt
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talk toa Marco like that! Marco ain't
the man to stand it"

Bunter grinned.

The clown wos on I ml.l la of vards

from him, but h @ ihuhtﬂt
suspicion that the voice p:wm fead frem
Bunter.

“Where are vou, Hur.-i.{ you cheeky
fool 1" roared 2 “What the tinuap
Are  you I.r-enpmg aut nl sight l'q:tt'!'
You're asking me to pull your nose.”

“ Mucky's n in & bad tr.'mpc'r axer

RInca Bun*,cr came back ™ =aid Zara,
soothin "Don'"t mind him, Coma

b uhlmh! I won't comal™

Zara started, and her dark
flashed at the lion-tamer, i ol

It was Marco's voice this time,
though the king of the lions we
neyer have drcamed of uttering eoch
words to Zara.

An expression of slmost stupefied

ment came over Marco’s [ace,

“Who—" ho stutiered.. * Who—"

“¥ou will not comel” excloimed
%fum “‘i:;nu say mbliuh! Go, then,

reo, and never speak te e again i

“J=I=—1 didd not say that, ?mrl.i 1
nover spoke 1™ Ehmm Marco, * Some-
ane lldph} ing a trick."

“Ih not hesr you?" exclammed
Zara. " What do you mean, you did
not say it?"™

*1 did not " gasped Marco.

‘That iz nonsensa! I will not walk
with vou., [—"

“Loock | oxclaimed Hl.n:'d:r.
pointed to a becly figura in a silk hat,
at a distance, It was Signor Muoccolini,
walking with Samson, lll.q strong man,
far out of the sound of a 'l."mvl."u.

Zarn looked. An expression ol ulier
bewilderment came over ber face.

“Dut—but he was here—he was

(e ]

aking & moment lose at hmnd 2
s exclaimed. “What docs it mean?
Tlip ity says the cireus is hannted—"

'J:pu.;r 1" exclaimed  Maveo. His
nyos hed round at the clown. "Now
I understand! It is ventriloguisr—a
irick! I did not = ﬂ'-uu! words, Zara
—and 1k waa tmt sgnog who was
speaking to me—it was a trick. and it
was Twp wha l'n.umlphpnl the trick.”

“0Oh " exclaim

Muorco left her, and darted acros
toewards Tippity Tip. Mr. Tip gave »
yell as was grasped in the len-
tamer’'s powerful hand, avd almost
wwopt off his foet

You rascal I roared Marco,

Billy Bunter [elt o decp ?h:lm Had
Marco gucsesed that he wan trickster,
it would have gome hard with him.

But the lion-tamer did net ogen look
at him. His wrath was concentrated
on the unfortungte Tippity, He knew
that Tippily was a ventriloguist, lml
lm knew nothing about Buntcr's weird

it

. "1 Ero, gU Oasy, Marco ™ xelled Alr.
Tip. " What's the malter with youl
FMavo gous  barmy, or W al?

Lﬂl'i"ﬂ' go & bloke!”

'Kﬂlp sour trickery for tlhe shle-
show 1" roarcd arco.  “Do yon
undurstand, Joul? KReep vour slly
ventriloquism for the boobics who aie
willing fo listen to bl If you p]n:p a
trick on me, I do not eare—but you
shall not play ‘ricks on Zara—"

"1—1 didn't—1 nevor—  Oh, haly
pokers I spluttered Tippity. ~ What
do vou mmﬂ ieggo! I pover said &
ward |

“1f£ yom woro a3 big ac 1 &m," said
Marco, “] would thrash you! As @t
1w, I will ehake you ™

"1 tell you——"" shricked Mr Tip.

Shake, sha<e, thako |
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“Urerrgh! Marco, old man, chuck
it} spluttered the clown. "1 never
said a word ] Ain't I tol! you this 'ere
ecireus 18 haunted—hsunted by a vo1001?
I say—— Yarcocoooh |™

Bowp !

Hax shaken the hapless Tippity,
a Emj?el.'l Iike & terrier shaking » rat,
%Jirm sat him down, with s heavy
1m E

o h 1" gasped Tippity,

“How ecould 5-::11 pley such a trick,
Tippity '’ asked Zara reproachfully.
“You moce me bolieve, for & moment,
that Marco was spcoking rudely to

Hip—"
“T didu't. groaned Tippity. “On
my davy, 1 never did! I that was—

urrgh—ventriloquism, 1 couldn't do it
ta save my life! I ean make the dolls
talk, but [ t1! you I couldn’t put up

Marco's voiee, nor yet the signor s—"

*But you did!* ]

“I never did| I tell you this 'ere
circus 15 haunted! Marco, old man,
yon wouldn't believe I'd play s dirty
trick like that! Even if 1 could.”

“Who did. then?" snapped the lion-
tamer.

“Ie:tr]h vou, this circus is haunted!”
gas fr. Lip.

"Eluhhiﬂl i

Mareo turned his back on the gasp-
,!ﬁ' elown, and walked away with ZLara.

:

Tip staggered to lus feet, and

stared after them, gurgling for breath.
“He, he, he!™ came from Billy
Buntey,

Tippity looked at him. His eres
ﬁlnnmed. If it seemed funny to
mwnter, it did not secem funny to
Tippity. . 3

“Yon cackling image!™ howled Al
Ti'p- "Bhut up!™

‘Heo, he, he!”

Smack |

Up till then, Mr. Tip had resizted
his desire to smack Bunter’s head. But
he was boiling now, and Bunler's fai
cackle wax the last straw. He smacked

Bunter's bead now, and emacked i
"{jwi Oook ™ roared  Bunter.
“Whyv, you cheoky boast—"
Bmaek §

Finding solace in smacking Bunter’s
fat head, Tippity smacked M again!
Bunter roared.

“Ow! Kecp off, vou beact! Il
tmake Mucky sack pou! I-I—
Yaronoh |

Bmack |

“Oh erikey!"

2mack | ;

“There [® gasped Mr. Tip. “1 leel
betler now " .

And he walked away. leaving the
fat junigr roaring and rubbing his
head—and wishing that L¢ had net,
nfter all, weighed in with his wonderful
tt*hnlriﬂﬂquiﬂﬂ to put a spoke in Marco's
wheel |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Temptation !

W ADMINTONI® :aid PBob
Cherry. "I've brought
rackets and chutiles 1o this
L,“E_JI

* 4nAd o eourt in your pocket?™ azked

Aliss Clara.

Pob grinned.
“Nonno ! Easy enough to mark out

s court on the sand.”

“Too g:ll.h bot 1" said Frank Nugent.

" Blac i

“ Borrow a net from ene of those fish-
ing bosts 1 asked Johuny Bull

“Ha, ha, hat"™ :

“We can imogine the net!” said Bob

Tueg MacrEr f.xmn—hc-. 1,486.
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cheerfully. “A furrow in the sand
will marl the place, and we can guess

tho rest -
Hﬁ&ﬁrh Hazeldene emiled.
“Bob has jolly good ideas.” she said.
Marjoriec was keen on the gume
badminton. FProbably she guessed that
that was why Bob suggested it in
these unusual circumstances.  Hazel
allewed & soecr to cross his Face—he
was #lill in his role of wet blanket.
Beb, lockily, observed Marjorie’'s kind
smile. and not her brother's aneer.
“ (ol any old thing!™ said Harry
Wharton. “We shall have lo get
of these pebbles, though.” ;
“Tide's right out mow,” said Bob.
“When it'a right out hers yon get sand
like a billiards-table—in places, at least,
I've got my eye on a spot. Now, then,
let's mark out the jolly old court”
Mr. and Mrs. Hazeldone were in deck-
g v, v Tt
ugust afternmoon Thers wers
of others. Farther along t-o'lrl:'d{
Brighton, the beach swarmed; but
opposite Chez Nous there was more

space,

Mrs. Hazeldens was nodding drowsly
under & parasal; Mr. Hareldene was
deep in . City colamns of & news-
paper. The young people wero more
active, as became their years—or lack
of years—with the exception of Hazel,
who lay on the sand, silent and moody.

The Famous Five, Marjorie snd
Clara, walked down to the level stretch
of sand thst Bob had spotied, left un-
coverad by the retiring tide.

It was casy enough to lurrow out
lines in the =a to mark the
bonndaries of a court; though leaving
the net to the imaginstion perhaps
rather detracted lrom the game, con-
sidered as badminton,

However the schoolbors and school-
girls were thers to enjoy the sunshine
and sea anir, and life¢ generally, and
wore Hlﬂ m‘i‘lcrn!. It was, anyhow,
fun. ms Bob lared. With consider-
able merriment, the court was marked
out by furrowing the smooth sand,

Then Marjorie and Clars took
rackets, and Bob did the same; and
John Bull and Harry Wharton
joined in; snd Frank Nugent, who had
us sketch-book with him, sat down near
him and opened it, to sketch somne
Brighton ﬁi’hiﬁg‘ boats at sea in the dis
tance. DBob, Hasry, and Johnny threw
off their jackets, and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh put them over his arm.

The shuttle was soon fiying, and the
game Wenk of merrily.

Hazel, sprawling on the beach near
the deckelisirs at a distance, watched
it with & moody brow and & sneer.
Simple pleasure like that had no appesl
for Hazel—still short of the trifling sum
he required for thal sporling Hutter
on Purple Poter. :

The race was to be ran the f&“ﬂﬂ‘mﬁ
dayv at White Hawk Hill; and if Haze
did not ges “on”™ scon, he would
left “off "—and that chance of s life-
time was goiug to be wasted ! :

His friend with the wellow necktie
had dofinitelr refused to book any bets
“on the ned."

Poerhaps Mr Gedge doubted whether
a debt would be casy to from
Hazel if Purple Peter lost| Perhaps,
too, he did not [eel so sure as Hazel

that Purple Peter was the *dark
horse "' that was ng to “remp
home " at Whito Hawk Hull

Anvhow, AMr. Gedge's terms were

strictly cash—and as Iazel had no cash,
there was nothing doing ! :

S0 Hazel's spirits were low, and his
temper sullen, and be sulkily declined

to join in anything thal was going on.

The badminton players forgot him for
the time, even &nrjntin ceasing o
remember  his despondent looks  The
Famous Five wars pot worrying very
much about a fellow who seemed deter-
mined to bo a wet blanket as
he chose to keep to himself, wos left to

himself—and he resented that, too.

Eurree Jamset Ram Bingh stood
watching the game for some minutes,
and then hs walked wup the beach

ain, and camic back to the deck-
chairs. He threw the jackets over
an empty chair, and bestowed o dusky
T Fhe gamefuiness iy terrife, fs it aok

ERme 18 terrine, 1§ no
m; Hmumad Hazel?" he remarked
aiia '

“What uiter rot!" grunted Hazel,
*If they want to badminton,
there's & court in the garden &b
bome.”

“But it is preposierous fun on the
eiteomed sands,” remarked the nabob.
“Perhaps when tha{ are through, you
will take & turn with my idictic self?"

“Rot 1" was Hazel's polite roply to
that suggestion. :

Ths nabob mede a grimace. He had
tried to draw Hazel out of his sulks—
and failed. 8o he geve it up, and sas
down, watching the gome fvom the dis-
tance. Hazel, farther back, seowled at
the back of his bead. .

He was fec choked with onvy,
hatred, and malice. That bruie Bull
had a fiver in his —and il Hazel
asked hiw lor & loan of & couple of
pounds, he would get—vhat?

He had been fool enough to fell
Wharton whal bLe wanted it for.
Wharten might have teld the others.
That, rveally, was not likely; but lo
Hazel, it seemed possible enongh.
Anybow, that keen brute, Bull, would
see right th h him: he knew that.
He mighto't lend the money, anvhow;
and he most certainly would not, if he
guessed what it was wanted for.

And jlxm a conple of pounds meaut 2
tenner for Hazel—at least, ha was con-
vinced that it did. And if only he lLad
had a fver, like Bull, it would have
meant twentv-five pounds, at five to one
—he could still get five s0 ona on Purple
Peter |

It was o daxsling thought. He caunght
his breath at the idea handiing
twonty-five in & lump! What a

unge & fellow could have with a sun

that [

And that fathead had a fiver, and no
use for it! Had it in his pocket at that
very minute—

Then Hazel's eyes fixed on the jackets
Hurree 8i had thrown across the
empty deckchair, guite close to him—
alniost within reach. Bull carried his

t-book in his inside jacket pocket.

Hazel's breath came in & gasp.

That fiver was there, within his reach.
There was no eye on him as he sprawled
on sand behind the deckehairs. His
matfer was msleep, his pater deep in his
City stuff ; both had their backs to him.
Hurree Jamset Ram Hingh was wide
awake emough, but he, too, had his
back to Hazel, watching the game down
on the sands.

The wrotehed scapegrace’s head
socomed to swim at the thought that came
inta his mind.

His face whitened.

For & mnioment .or two Hazel was
horrified at himself. The thought tha:
hed erept into his mind, like o poisouous
enake, made him sick.

He drove it away savagelr. .

But it returned, Idly be stretehed his
hand and touched Johnny Bull's jacker.
He drew his hand back as if his Rugers
had been stung.



The perspiration was thick on his
brow !

Nobody would know—nobody could
know—that was the thought that was in
his mind now. When Bull missed that
fiver from his poeket-book he would be
mystifiad, but it would never even enter
bis head that Hazel had taken it.

Not, of course, that Bull would loss the
money | It would be easy enough to
refurn

it lftamlrdr#dr? it m t
bungalow, :luzrl'll.l:u:chl ull to

After the use of that fiver had nnltﬂd
twenty-ive pounds fw' H the owner
ﬂmld have it back, another just ms

"I'rhun: would be the harm i that? It
wan simply borrowing it for & couple
days. azel tried 1o think there was
no harm in it

He could not gquite think so. At the
bottoma of his heart he knew that &
fellow who touched another fellow’s
money was one thing, and ono thing
only—a thief! But his mind jibbed at
that awiul word | 1f he borrowed it—

Ha movnd a 'ltl:tl;l 511-1115_ n sienlthy
gl:um round him urree Jamset Ram

ingh glanced at him, and = rather
startled look came into his eyes ss he
saw (hat Hazel's face was chalky white,
and the swoat running down it. That
chalky face Aushed a sudden crimson
undcr the nabob's glance.

“ Do vou feel ill, my esteomed Hazel "
siked the mabob, really
"Dmt't

* What rot " grunted Hl.ul-
'bnr.h:r—l‘m oing to aleop.

He et his head fall on I:m Arim.
During tha minutes that followed,
Haszel's bhenrt was beating painfully. Ho
almost hoped that the rest of the party
would finish their game, and come up
the beach, and thus remove tempitation
out of his way. But e dreaded to hear
their fmtltepi on tha poebbles. Hia

chance would be gone.
In a state of torturing doubt he lay.
till, at length, he lif his head and

gave auother at-EIJth\' lmk round.

Then, as if moved & will nok his
awn, ho strelched out knu hand to the
jacket that was so sasily within reach.
i-lu touched it—he held it—he moved it—
and there was & sudden ]l}ﬁt plop ! as

ket-book fell out inner
pl:ﬁ on the sand, Hase] grasped it.

Even as he gras it he realised that
Hurreo  Jamszet Bingh's dusk
head had turned and that the nabob’s
oyes Wara u him. _

In that moment Hazel felt something
like the bitterness of death. Fool that
ha was—the nabob -had heard
pocket-book fall, and now—now he wea
a detected thicf ! His heart almost died
within him.

For a split second the dusky schoolboy
was transfixed. But the next moment
he wra ;Evulung' with his ordinary
cheerful calm

“The fatheadedness of my esteemed
soll ia terrific,” he remarked. “Bat 1
did not think of esteemed articles in
qod:-:ﬂ when I threw the jackets there.

he whole L"Lteemml bag of tricks might
have fallen out.”

Hacel looked at him—dumb |

“Tha Inckfulness iy gmmﬂﬂmun that
vou saw the absurd Johmny's pocket-
hook fall fram his Ig'ou:lmi iy estecied
Hazcl 1" said the ka ably. * Other-
wisefully it might have been lost in the
idiotic fand.”

Harel ],._\Inutedl

Again ha called himself a fool! Of
course, Hurree Singh did not guess—
how could he® He supposed thal the
pocket-book had faillen from the jacket
on the ehair, and that Hazel had prcked
it up—a most natural :Jumf] for him to
do, if he had noticed it fall.

The wretched junior breathed again.
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“I1—=I saw it fall!™ he stammered.

“Exactfully ! assented Hurreo Bingh.
“Put it back in the pocket, my
estecried Hazel, and I will hang the
abrurd jecket I1ghi-f1.l|| up on
back of the chair, so that it will not
fall gut again.”

Hazel put the pocket-book into the
jacket pocket. Hia ecyes searched the

ha dusky schoolbey's face as Hurres Smﬁh

proceeded to hang the jacket carelu
on the back of the rhmr. =0 that nnthmg
in the pockets could poasibly fall out.

But that dusky face expressed abeo-
lutely mothing; and Hazel was =afis-
that Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh

of had not the remotest suspicion of what

had really taken
could ha have?

Mo doubt it was by chance that

place. Alter all, how
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Hurrea Bingh, when he sat down sgein,
had lhl.fud his own dﬂ.'huiuu a little,

m that the hanging jacket was now
under tho cormer of his eve.
Hawl had ne chanee for ancther

attempt, oven if his nerve had heen
equal to it. Ilo lay on the sand, feslin
sick—sich with the terrible momont o
tnrrcrr he had passed througl, =ik with
hisa own I‘I-FOCEI-L_']', and sick with dis-
appointment.
lo rose at lnst and lounged away,
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's dark
eyes dfollowed him, with a =mrange
expression in their n:iun’.:y dcpth: Then
the nabob looked at Marjoric's graceful
form and pretty, flushed face, in 1ha
distanca down on the sands. Awnd the
thought in his mind was that pot by

{Continued on next pagr.)
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n word or a look must he betray what

he knew, for Marjorio's sake. Buot if
Hazel tried sgsin—that was a problem
far the junior from lodia's coral strand
to think out,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Visitor for Mr. Tip !

(71 T " grunted Billy Buntar.
i “Me!" asascnted Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, with »

dusky grin. 3
Billy Buater looked him up and
down

Bunter was mnot in the best of
tempers that day. It was hours and
hours since Tiﬂpit Tip had smacked
his head; but his fat ears still tingled
from the smacking.

Marco and Zara hod not {ﬂ eoma
back from exploring the Devil's Dyke.
It was gﬂling near time for the cirous
w open for the evening show; but they
had not come in yot. ;

How the quesn of the ring could
etand Marco all that time was a mystery
to Bunter—and an annoying mystery.

o when he beheld Hurres Jamsot
Ram 2ingh in the eirens enclosure, the
fat Owl looked him up and down, and
down and up, with all the conlempt he
could put into the process of looking =
fellow up and down. !

Which process the nabob bore with
dusky smuling equanimity.

I:.;:ling mtswir.lwr the cheerful pabob
with a look, Bunier snorted.

“The public sin't allowed in here!™
he said. “The show wmin't open wob;:
snd, anyhow, the public can’t come in
here. Bo hook it—seal"

“You have bought the cireus?" in-
quired Hurree Jamset Kam Singh.

“(th, don't be & checky ass!” said
Bunter morosely. "If you think 1 want
you butting in here, you're mistaken—
sce? Are the other beasts with you1”
He blinked round through  his
spectacles, but the Co. were not to be

-

“I have dropped in alonefully,” ex-
plained Hurree Bingh. "The other
esteemed beasts are st the absurd

“Well, the sooner you go back there,
thoe better ! said Bunter. *You put
me up for a night—and a rotten, ﬁlﬂr
hole it was to put a fellow up in | at
cad Hazel was ill-bred, ss usual, and
that fool Cherry hoicked me out of bod
in thoe morning! MNiee way to treat a
guest ! I dare say you fanoy you canm
barge in on me bere; but you're jolly
well mistaken—sce? I don't want to see
sny of you!”

“My estoemed idiotic Bunter

Bunter raized o fal hand

“I'm putting it &]{in!” he eaid. "1
don't want any of arton's mob hore !
Like your cheek to come and see me
without baing asked!” L0

“But, my absurd and ridiculous
Bunto

“That will dol”

i

said Bunter

houghtily. "I'm a star of the circus
mow! I dom't want to have lﬂ}'LhiﬂE
to do with a mob of

! oolboys—see |
Wait till I ask you before you pay meo
a visit. That's plain English 1"

“The plainfulness is terrific ! agreed
Hurree Jomset Ram Bingh. * Dut—"

“Well, clear off 1" gaid DBunter. “I'll
ask you when I want vou to call on me,
Till then, sheer off—see T

“But I have not called on vou, my
esteemned and preposterous Bunter,” said
the nabob gently. "I have called to sec
the estecmed Tip I

“0h!” ejaculated Bunter,
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And the nabob, grinning, walked on,
leaving Billy Bunter staring alter himn
through his big spectacles.

“Beast |" grunied Bunter. And he
rolled into Cuglielme’s tent, te get
ready for the show. i

Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh sauntered
on, spotted Wriggles, i stopped to
5p to him. n elastic man gave
him a nod and a grin.

“Can you direet me to the esteomed

unarters of the estimable and wheezy
i'pEi:' asked the _?nbnh ];uliinlfv,-. : %

'Want to see Tippit ancy he's
making up for Pﬁml show,"” ~ said
“"I.'iﬁskl:l. “I'll run you in to him, if
you like™ . :

“The obhigeiulness is terrifie.™

Wriggles grinned, and led the nabob
along the passage in the dressing-tent.
Mr. Tip was discovercd In 8 canvas-
walled dressing.room, with a mﬂn-cll-pqu
door, Sutti.n: on his cheery round face
the red and white for his appearance in
the ring. STl

“Young gent to see you, Tippityl"
said Wriggles; ond the clown glanced
round, ::':II gave the dusky nabeb a
genial nod.

"Walk in, sir 1" said Mr. Tip. " Den's
stand on ceremony | Found any more
ﬁrc-]mum:l notes in your hat? Ha, ha,
ha V'

The nabob smiled.

. “That was n terrifically clever con-
juring trick, esteemed Tip!"” he said.
“We have lnughed over it with absurd
nn&'*:nl}-{ul.um" =

ets & lough, sirl"” said Tippity
modestlr. Hes want on dabbing st his
face as he talked. “Conjuring’s my
line, though I do ventniloguism in the
gide-shows, "

“1 have called to ask an esteemed
favour, Mr. Tip |" said the nabob,

"Give it a name, sir!” said Tippity.
“ Anything but a pass for tho show,
Free list entirely suspended.” -

“1 desire to play s little trick, in the
same playful snd sbsurd manner,”" ex-
plained Hurrea Jamsot Ram Bingh. "1t
would be & boonful favour, if would
lend me one of your Bank of Elegance
banknotes for a few days.™

“"Oh!” said Tippity. He ceased to

dabh his fare, an lﬂ:l'l'.'d t%‘u-. Hahnli
of Bhanipur thoughtfully. “I gay,
doo't Rind—ncé i tho Iesb-Sub Jou

want to be carciul with things like that !
All very well for & eonjuring trick—
that’s what them spoof knotes are
made for. But if you was seen with
that sort of thing, you not being & con-
jurer—you get me 't

“I get you, esteemed Tip, and I shall
be terrifically careful with the idiotic
banknote, if you trust it in my shsurd
hands,™

“What I mean is, spoof noles like
them have passed before now,"
said Tlppl&r.-. " There's swindlers about
who use them to diddle mu In n
bhad light a ecove mighit not tell the
difference beiwesn my conjuring notes
and the real article. You wcmﬁn't ba
careless with it, sr®"

B careflulness would be prepos-
terons I'' assured the nabob.

Tippity Tip nodded, and tarmed from
the znﬂ, betore which he was decorat-

ing his vi .
Ell;' gmp‘:g‘in a pocket of a pair of

trousers hanging on a nail, and ded
s crisp, rusiling slip of paper to the
duzky schoolboy.

Mr. TT was an obliging little man,
and he liked the cheery Greyiriars
juniors—who had treated him with a

olitemess very different from Billy

anter's haughtr manners and customs,
He saw no harm in obliging a schoolboy
who wanlied one of Lis counjuring bank-
onotes to play o trick. riainly. he

wonld have taken great care not to let
one of those iar bankuotes pass
into unreliable hands. )

s - you are, tir 1" he said. “Keecp
it if you hike—ther don't ¢ost much.
Jest about worth the paper they're
printed on. Only don't you hand it
over in 4 shop by mistake for the real
thing:"' And Tippity chuckled.

The nabob chuckled, too. 2

“No foar ™ he agreed. "1 am terri-
fically obliged, Mr. Tip!”

“Don't mench, sir!™ said Tippity.
“More'n welcomie 1™

And the pabob, after a little further
chat with the clown, tock his leave, and
left Tippity to his decorative wark.

?:m E::i & smilo ﬁlhl El[l‘il dusky fan;
as wi away, wit ippity’s
fiver in his ket. As ha ﬂlp'ﬂllid ﬂnwn
the path to the gate on Hawk Lane, »
blare of music announced that the circus
was opening to the public

But Hurree Bingh had not come there
to sed the circus. Ho walked away:
and as he turned out of the gateway,
severasl esrly comers passed him, going
in, and more were coming up the lane,

Am tlmmI WaS & u‘] ¥ wétli' 1
moody face, lounging wik is
hands driven deep into uﬂfﬁ pockets.
Htlmrru S8ingh's eves turned curiously on

azel.

Hazel, spparcatly, was going to the
circns on s own, He ssemed to be
deep in thought, and he did not motice
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh as he
him. The nabob stood looking after
him, with a curious i:srgaﬁm o his
E.?:I: till he disappea in the circus

e

Then Hurree Jamsrt Ram Bingh
mounted hig bicvele, which he had Jelt
against the fence, and pedalled away.

——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Consuliing the Oracle !

AZEL lnung;d_id!r among the
H erowd in the eircus ground. He
looked st one side-show alier
another, but without entering
any of them. The big circus tent, iuto
wha i

people were now goiog m crowds,
did not scem to attract him—it was not
the perlormuance in the ring that he had
oome to see, He came to a halt, at last,
in front of the canvas struciure outside
which = large notice announced that the
Great Guglielmo could be found within.
That, it . was hiz destination,
but ha hesitated to enter. Ha stood
losfing by the tent, watching iwo or
threa people who went in snd came out.
H was, in fsct, more than half-
ashamed of the object with which he
had come to the circus, He could not
help feeling a contempt for himself, in
faneying for a moment that thers might
be anything in such obvious "spoof '
as  crystalganng  fortune-telling, or
reading the future, He was there
spite of hns own common sense,
The truth was that he was & bundle
of nerves, and willing to catch st any
straw. When he thought of what he
had #o nearly done on the beach that
afterncon, he was sick with shame. Yet
the same temptation was still Etmng
upon him, and he knew that it woul
be easr to find another chance in the
Greyiriars follows” bungalow.

a tried to think, and believe, that
there would be no harm, or little harm.
in “hnrmwirgi " that five-pound note,
making o t on it, and returning the
“harrowed ® sum. Johnny Bull nvight
not even mizs the note before it was re-
turned—he might find & chance of re
plocing & fiver in the pocket-book, and
Johnny was not likely to examine the
number. Bul even if Le missed it, beo



would find it, soon afterwards, and could
oily believe that he had accidentally
dropped it about the bungalow,

But—ihai depended on Purple Poter
winndng and the foalish punter handling
tha results. If Purple Peter lost—
Hazel's brain swam when he envisaged
that possibility.

Then, beyond all pretence and self.
deception, he would Ea a thief, and he
shuddered at the thought.

Purple Peter was going lo win, of
course, He was assured of that. él.ﬂl,
thevo must ba s lot of people who
thought that he wouldu't, or the bookies
would not ba offering five to ono against
him the day before the race. i

kmakers, after sll, did not live on
losses, Obriously the backors generally
must loss more than they won, or t
bookinaking fraternity could noi have
existnd ot all !

Cortain as he was that Purple Poter
was gomg lo romp home at White Hawk
Hill e the morrow, Hazel had to admit
that there was a chanee, at least, that

his “ gee " might let him down.
Had he had money in his pockots, he
wouald have disregarded that chance

without a second thought. But the
method by which he was consudering
raieing tha wind forced him to think.

How was he going to be absolutely
certain, to make assurance doubly sora?
He was not :upemil.imli,l but he was a
great believer an luck, He fancied that
it was & lueky omen that the horse had
the same nama as himeelf | .Auz' ab-
sardity seems reasonable to a gambler,

But how could he be quite, uluite guro !
Abeclutely sure, that e would be able
to replace that Aver if ba “borrowed ™
it for & fimn T

It was in search of that sssurance
that he was there! At any other time,
ha would have laughed scornfully at the
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mea of consuliing a civeus [forlune-
teller, Now he was catching at straws.

On the beach, that dl!y. he had heard
some people talking of a visit to the
cirens, One of them had seen Guglielme
the magic crystal.gazer, and seeme
greatly impressed by the seer. Tt was
nonsense, of course—he knew that it wes
and could enly be nonsense—still,
had coma thera to seo Guglicimeo.

After all, he argued with himself, why
shouldu't there be pomething in it?
Anyhow, 1t cost enly hall-a-crown, and
it was epsy enough to borrow holi-a-
erawn from Alarjorie. He was going io
sa0 for himself—he would jolly seon seo
whether the fortune-teller was spoofing !

If s0, he wonld take no notice of
Gugliclme’s prediction, But if the man
was genuine, that was a different matior,
Anyhow, he could put it to the test by
paying his hall-crown and hearing what
Guglielmo had to say!

I ﬁituiuT, ashamed, coutemptuous of
himself for his eager eredulity, ho loaied
in front of tha tent, whiloe others wont
%1 I.Ild TR I'.I'IH".

He poticed that one man came out
with an amszed expression on his face,
as il lost in wonder. That locked as if
there was something in it. Hanel ven-
turmd lo sprak 1o the man—a plump
middle-aged man, who certainly looked
old onough net to he taken in by
trickery.

" Excuse me," he said.
Cungliclmo in thorg "

“I'd pever have believed it!"™

“You've secn

gaid

the plump gentleman. *“ Never belioved
in such stuff! Never! Just did it for
a joka! But—vwhen he made me hear

my boy's voice, and him in Australia—
well, what's & man to think??"

Hazel stared uflwer the plump gentle-
man as he went. :

Ti was uiier rof, of course—it mus=t be

models with real racing craft.
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=some sort of & trick. But of i was
genuing, there was ne doubt about the
wers of Gughelmo! Hazel made up
i# mind to judge for himeclf, and wout
imto the tent
Heated at o h!nc‘ﬁ-lfrn:pm] {able was &
fguro in a cloak, with beard and
moustaches and long hair. There was

hea =0 much hair about, that Lttls could ba

seen of the magician's foee, excepl a
stubby littlo nose with a pair of =pec-
tacles perched on it

This was the Creat Gugliclmo !

Wha alse he was, Hoazel had not the
faintest suspicion. Nobody could pos-
sibly have recognised Billy Bunter in
his magician's cutfit,

But for Hazel's sulky temper, aml
his mu;ilct.n nbsorption in hiz own
affairs, ha might have hoard whas
Harry Wharton & Co. knew on that
subject. But he had talked very litile
with tha Famouz Five sinca they had
been at Briﬁhtﬂn—in fact, he had hardly
talked to them at sll, cxcept to make
curt answers when spoken to.

Thoey know Bunter's gamo st the
circus, and might very probably have
mentioned it in conversation had there
been any with Hazel

Certainly they would have made a
point of mentioning it fast onough had
they dreamed that Mewel was fool
encugh to consult & fortunc-teller on
the subject of his precious sporting
spoeculations,

An it was, all Hasel knew was that
Cugliclma was a cireus seer—a hum-
bug, of course, from the simple face
that all seers were humbugs. Still, he
wns going to judge that for himself..

He  noticed that the black-robed
magwian gave him a very sharp blink
through s spectacles as be came in.
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The GCreat Guglielmo was out for
ciistam; but lie was not glad to see
Hazeldone of the Bomove.

His first thought on sceing Hazel was
that ths juniors had told him who the
Creat Guglielme waa In which case,
of course, Hazel could not have come
85 & “client ® to consult the oracle, but
more likely for a schoolboy 4

But a second blink st Hazel's
harosed face reassursd the fat seer.
He could see that the junior know
nothing of the truth. and that he way
in & mood for anvthing but "larking."'

Bunter grinned undor hiy beard.

Il that utter idiot Hazel was blither-
ing ass enough to ask to be made a
foal of, Bunter was the man ta fool
huhfh: Lhe tnfhﬂnum hﬂll:[ f‘hﬂ
not lorgotten g ol his &
at EhzTHuuu. iieg

“Enter !" said Guglielmo, in a deep

voice,

Hazel looked at him uncertainly.
He was o little impressed by the
saombre outfit of the magician, by the
glimmering ecrystal that lay on the
table before him, and by the deep
voice.

“J—I want to—to azk you—" he
stammered.

“Lay a piece of silvor on the tabla!™
came ﬂuﬁmillmu deep voice
hare not the slightest ,ﬂ-scmhianm to
Billr Bunter’s own natural squeak.
The fat ventriloquist was an adopt in
voeal trickery.

Harel laid Marjorie's hali—tmm on
the table, and it was mediately
annexed by the Great {..uglmlmq,

“You—you read the [uture 1 that
ervetal ¥ mubiered Hazel.

He was eshamed to hear himself
talking such nonsenso; but he had &
feverish desire to believe in the char-
latanry, and to hear the sssurance he
lon for.

read the past and the future !
boomed Gugliclmo. “Which do you
desire to know 1™

“The future!” breathed Hazel, "I
—] want to know something that—
that's gowng Lo ul:\ pen. to-morraw,
—if wou ean re in that or , I
mﬂnt tell vou what it ia. Just go
abead and tell me!” _

“Ho be it boomed Guglielmo.

The black-bearded face was bent
ovar the ervstal, and Haeel watched
and waited with beating heart. He
had never seen Guu’ltelnm belora;
'ﬂ lielmo never geen him—so far

knew, ot least. If the scer read

:u}'thml that was true in the ¢rystal— rest.’

was it not prool? With besting beart,
he waited for the crystal-gazer to
speak,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.

A Sure Snlp !
UGLIELMO was silent for n
long minute, gazing into the
-:riut-hL
fnzel, leaning over, gazed
too. He could see nothing but
glimmer of the crysial. Could the
cu.n ace more?! He knew per.
5 well in his hcart of hearts that
the mﬂ.ﬂ,‘:h‘."lm could not, bochuse It was
impozsible. But ha hoped that he
could. He was eager to stifle common
sense, and be comvinced,
Guglielmo’s deep yoice came at last,
“I sen & greal open spaco; a large
building—it 15 a grand ltm&. Haorses
and jockers. It is a race.”

Hazel cought his breath.
Hﬂ himd miﬂ nothin

m it,

mﬂ-

g—ahsolutel
nuth:.n‘f_ about what was in lm |-.'||||:|,:['ir
d Cuglielmo know that he was
Tue Micxer Lmmiry.—No. 1,486,

which his brow.
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anxious about s race, unless he was
reading it in the ccvstal?

Billy Bunter, of courte, was in no
dlﬂll‘.‘ﬂll}‘ about that—after seeing
Hazel's “Emmn Oracle " at the bun-
ﬁlluw. and what he bad over.
urd the fmh:h junior saying to

Harry Wharton.

But to Hasel it was starilin

“What else?" breathsd
thﬂ magician paunsed

“"The scene changes. I see a beach,
tllﬂl, a bungalow. The name on the
gato is Ches Nous™

“Oh!" gazped Harel

1 seo two schoolboys—one is in &
bathing-cloak. His inm in angry. The
olher lam iz yours.'

Again Hazel caught his breath. This
was the eeone of the morning after
the arrival of the Famous Five. How
did ﬂllgj]lﬂ]mu know, unless he was
rendmg 1t in the H}'Etl”‘

“I hoar voices,” went on Gugliclmo,
“The voices como o me like a whisper

from aflar.”
hear them?" gasped

“ You=-—you

arel,

“1 hear them. The boy whose face
is like yours in the crystal asks the
other [or money. refuzes.”

Hazel wiped the perspiration from
hat was exactly what bad
occurred that morning st the holiday
bungalow, How did Guglielmo know,
unless, as ho pretended, it was pictured
in the magic crystal?

“But at's the past,” muttered
Haerel,. “It's the foture I want to
know. Tell me about the race.'"

“The gk-tum come and go in the
erystal. 1 ean read only whn 1 geel™
boomed Guoglielmo. Now oo the
racecourse ngain. Ah, the ltlrter gives
the signal! ‘Thes're off "

Hazel stared foverishly into the
ervetal. He could see mothing but a
shadow ecast by the magician's head.
Could Guglielmo se¢ more? II not

enough.
azel,

how did ke kmw what had hoppened

at the bungalow
“Hnrk | hm: voicos—many voices |
ers ars calling the odda

.'I hnl.r a n;me—tha name of & horse."
"'"i"lhlt- name?" breathed Hazel

[ 1] ‘mjrp l!'lt].' .

H hardly hmnthml

“What are the odds?

“Four to one—no, five {o -uu l.;amﬂ
Purpla Peter!" boomed lielmo.
*“ They I hear tho ﬂ: ding of

llop.
hools. T he people shout. One horss
leads—one horse is well away of the

Hazel trombled. 2

“Tell me the colonre of the leading
jockey ["' he breathe

There was a paunse

Bdl; Bunter hld nol ﬂm Faintest
ides of the ecolours of of the
jockoys riding in that race. He knew,
in fact, zml'hmg about tha race, except
lnlu.t he had heard from Hazel himself
—pavesdropping in the bungalow, And
tha Creat us-lselmu could not tell what
B!l.ll B'l.mter [ih:‘l not know,

ho's leading!” repeated Hazcl.
“Can't you see his colonrs!™

“The erystal grovws dim; the colours
escape my exe, But I hear the veices
of the crowd. ‘They are ealling=—
Ful le Peter leads !"

h 1" gasped Hazel.

“-Purp]n Peter leads 'in' a head—by a
length—by tweo lengths!"

Hazel elenched his hands till his nails
dug_into the palms in intenss feverish
anxietr. Was the magician truly read-

all this in the glass—s picture of
what had not yet happened, of what
was bo happen on morrow !

How ocould he doabt it, when the
magicion had read in the crrstal what

had happencd at the bungalow? He
wanted to be convinced—he was cager
to be convinced—and be did not doubt
m:m. IE it was not magic, what was

“Hurit They shout; ther roar—

Purple Peter wins[" Gug-
liclme, " Purple Fut-:er wing by three
1 | The race is overl"
arel slmost totiered.
“The scome cha I se¢ & school-
boy. It is yourse ‘iuu hﬂ: llld

money on Purple Peter,
vour winningas, The u-tna. ¢m5

again, 1 eea the beach: I see n school-
gitl. She calls you by name. The
numu she utters 153 Hazel. It is not
Lrnu:r name, but a familiar namo
w ich you are called in vour famuly.
ou answer her; you speak her name.
H.El.' namée is Hl.rmn-e Now the pie-
turé fades. I hear no more™

Hazaol stood dumbfounded.

If he wanted proof., he bad it now.
How could a cir¢us magioian know his
name—know t he was called by &
familine name in his family, and not
by his own name of Peter!? How
could the man know that o had &

sister, and that her name was Mar-
joria? It was everwhelming |
Guglielmo i his face.

¢ sitting is over,” he said "1
have told you all that I have read m
the erystal. Are yvou satisfied T*

“Yeou, yes ! gasped Hosel. *“Mare
than satisfied. 1I'd oever have believed
it possible. 1 can’t undan-t.md it; but
it's true—it's trus!™

He  almost tottered from the
mngu:un: tent.

Like a fellow in a dmm., be walked
away from thE

He had herlr, unbelieving, but
feverishly r to ca at
nmr straw, Now liu 1:-,- wved—he had to

mwl Hu wanted to believe, and he

overw elming proof.
I:II&],‘IEII.‘I] !md told him things
which ne stranger t¢ him could have
known unless I:-;' magic, The last doubt
Was from Hazel's mind now; be
was going to back Purple Peter in the
morrow's race, whatever mcana
money eame into his hands,
.Mhr.r he I:uI gone the Great

lielms
t4.%.:1.1 2 mu‘rlnurlll:'l the circus
magictan_not in the '.mm QquP"Iielmn,

but in Billy Banter's. * Rotter
fellow's head—yah! Berve le
f;ﬁy well right to loss your money
it'll be a lesson to you! DBeast ™
unter chuckl
“I ecim see Purple P:-Inr wmnmﬁl
He, he, he! T ean see a sh talk mﬁ
vou on at five to one il that jolly ol
huru had a d-:-f 8 choance | HE. he, he!
idiot | Wharton's sss encugh
nd you two g he'll jhnllr well
m:rer see it again, and serve him jolly
well ;1 t! :i:ém.] 'l:in 5
An unter Tt
His idea was t]ut hﬂ had
back on Hazel for banging
Certainly it d:d not ocour Lo the fll
spoofer for a moment h_]ir nllnt desperate
means Hazel was thinking of raizing the
wind, His idea was t.gn.t. the woung
blagkguard wa: going to throw away
hiz money, and that it served him right |
But even the unrm]}u]nua wl would
hardly have played such a ad he
dreamed whose money it was that Hazel
was going to throw away!
Jamsect came inlo the

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
J garden at le o,

Changing a Fiver !
After coming back from the beach

{::nt his nwn

DHI‘\H‘E BULL l-uu'!md up fcom his
‘Holida Aunun! as Hurrea
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Reaching [or Johnny Bull's hat, Tippily Tip picked three more lve-pound-noles oul of it. ** Aln™ they yours 2 ** he asked

in surprise,

“ No, they jolly well aren't ! " gasped

the horrifled junior, staring at the five banknoies in the clown's hand.

* Some silly idiot must have put them there ! ™

the Co. had split ug. Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry had gono rﬂ:!m; with
Marjorie and Clara, Frank Nugent had
his skeich-book on the cliffs. Johnny
Bull bad the wireless on, while Hurrce
Singh went to call en Alr. Tip at the
cireus. Fed-up with the wireless, Johnny
was sitling under a tree, reading, till his
friends should come . He laid it
aside ns the dusky nabob jomned hum
under the tree, snd sot down in a deck-
chair by his side,

“My esteemned Johony,” murmured
the uabob, “if you are not torrifically
interested esteeived and  absurd
literature—

"Just finished a slory,” answered
Jolinny. “1 was thinking of getting out
on my 'igta: and wmeeting the chaps
coming bac e

i

. Coming?
“ Pleasurefully 1"  assented  Hurree

Bingh. *“ But, first, there is an idiotio

watter T wishfully desice to mention.”

aif cut an |r#

“You hava an estoomed banknote far
five absurd pounds in your pocket-
boak, "™ said the nsbob.

J-:ri::.nnr stared.

“Yer: what about it? he II_||'-]-|'.|:~!!1.
* Afraid I'va lost it, fathead? I'in keep-
ing it for the sea-trip on Anturday; 1'm
not going to change it till then. It's
gafe m wmy pocket.’

“In tho holiday scason, my cstecmed
Johony, thera are lots of pmﬁpqckcts in
sich deleetable spots as Brighton™
remarked the nabol.

“I'd like to sco one pick my pocket 1™
grunted Johnny. “Lock here, Inky,
what are you dnving at?"

Hurroe Jamsel Ham Smmgh paused o
mment. He had na mtentwon of tellin
Jolinny or anyone olse of what h
oocurred on tha beach that afternoon.
Iie¢ hieped that no one but himsel would
ever know what Ilazel had tricd to do,
and ncarly dome. But for Iazel's own
sake, as well as for other reatons, he was

going to make sure that if the attempt
was repeated, it should not suoceed.

If that intention was skl in the
scapegrace’y mind, if ho waited and
watched for an opportunity, there was
little doubt that he would :E-n& one. low
to defeat him without warning Johnny
Bull of his intention was no ¢asy matter.
From that the nabob shrank. But hms
astute mind had thought of another
resource—hence his visit to Tippity TT’

“Give it & name " said Johnny., He
could see that bis dusky chum had soime-
thing in hia mind. “Have you soen a
pit:l?zﬂc'i:ﬂt about, or what ¥
"1 have a terrilic suspicion of an
mdividual I saw on the absurd beach
this aftcrnoon,” said the nabob.

“1 mever noticed him,” said Johnny,
little drmmmjér that it was Hazeldene of
the Hemove of whom Hurree Singh was
speaking. “Give mo ke tip if you spot
bim again, Inky." "

"I might not be on the spot, old scout,
Dut I bave on idictic suggestion to
make, The suspicious individusl has, I
think, heard us speaking of your fiver.
He knows about it. My idea is to pull
his absurd leg if ho should muccoed in
ﬁ::.}ting thievish hands on your peocket-

k. Look at this®

Johnny Dull stared blankly at the
Bank of Eleganee noie that the dusky
jumior drew fromm bis pocket.

“Where the dickens did yon got
that 1" he askod.

“The esteemed Tip obliged moe by

iving it to me™ explained Hurree

amset Ram Singh. "I want you to
|:-utJ ﬂii'.b folded, m your pockel-book,
v —

“Eh1"

" And entrust your genuine fiver to my
ludicroans keepi

“Whaat ™

“And Lhen, if the ecsleemed raseal
ilches the banknote, Lthera will be no

e

harm done!” explained Hurree Jamscl
Ram Singh.

Johnny Bull sat staring at the dusky
faco of his chum blapkly for a long
mum:mt. He scemed too surprised to
apenk.

*What rot I'" he said at last,

“The rotfulness may be preposterous,®
assonted the nabob. * Perhaps | am a
silly aszs, as you u%rm in your benevo-
lent countenancs. But——*"

"Well, you scemn rather an a=e, old
r:har I mgid Johnny. " Bhll, if you
roally think that seme blighter heard
us speaking about the fiver, and has an
eye on if—"
~ I am assurefully certain of that, my
wliotie Jobhony! It would be a terrific
enlamily to loge the cstecmed fiver. On
tha other hand, it would ba rather an
absurd lark [or the suspicious individunl
to snaffle a Bank of Eleganes note if
he sucoeeded in getting dishonourablo
hands on it I"

Johnny ehuckled at the idea.

“I can immgine his face when he un-
folded it and fovnd what it was 1" he
romarked. " But it's all rot, Inky ! Aly
banknote isn't in any danger.”

“But you will not refuse request of
estimabie chum 1" urged the nabob. ™1
should be mmﬂcnﬂs— shirty at refusal to
trust my absurd an ldmlmﬁ:;l ent 1"

* Fai d1* said Johnny i "'l
do a3 you like, of coursa! DBut I think
you're an ass [

“ The thinkfulness does nolt matter, =o
long as you accedo to ohsurd request I
said Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh.

“Oh, all right, nss!™

Johnny Ball took dut his poclet-hook
and extracted therefrom the Hivepsund
note. Inm its place he tucked in the con-
jurer's Bank of Elcgance note, folded
in_half. :

Hurreo Jamsel Ram Singh, with .ﬂ“

Tae M:.sxer Lo {o. L
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satisfaction, packed away the genuine
note 1n his own notecase. g e

"Mow it i3 safe as a ridiculous
houase |I'" he remacked.

" * It was safe before!” grunted Johnny.
“Think I'm a mug to have my ot
picked on tha Brighton front? ta 1"

Hurree Bingn made mo answer to
that. It was not from a pickpoecket on
the Brighton front that the bankoolo
was in peril. But the nabob could not,
and would not, mention Marjorie’s
brother in such a connection.

He hoped, and tried to believe, that
that mad temptation had passed, and
that Hazel would think no more of it
But he knew that the probability was

otherwize.

The “Racing Oracle” and FHarmel's
worried, sulky looks told their own tale.
Harry Wharton hed saird oothing; but
the keen-witted nabob had & very clear
tdes why Harzel had wanted to speak
to him In private the first morning in
Brighton—after waiting up o late for
the party. It wll fitted together with
the incident on the beach.

Hazel e o fancied he was, in des-
perate need of money, and likely to
stick at little to get hold of it. Hazel
certainly knew ol the fiver—indeed, ho
had been asked to join in the projected
sea-trip on the coming Baturday for
which that fiver was being reserved.
Hurrea E-ith, naturally, wanted to
save Johuny's fiver from dishonest
hands, but bis chiel thought was to pre-
vent Ml?ﬂrll'l brather, even in spile of
himsell, from becoming a thief.

If Hazel made no fresh attempt, no

harm was done. If he did, and sue-
ceeded, he would snafile a slip of
engraved paper, worth what it was

prioted on and no more.

His disappointment, when he dis-
covered what he had taken, would be
his well-descrved punishment.

“Come onl Lets get the jiggers
out 1" said Johnny.

And the nabob rose and followed him,

¥ rd‘ esteemed Johony," he mur-
mured, “ you thmkfu!‘g consider me
rather an sbsurd fathe "

“Right on the wicket! I dol”
asscnted Johmny, "8eo will the other
fellows #f I tell them of this slly
stunt.”

*Perhapsfully 0, ~ Hu
Singh. “Pleass do nol mention 1t te
aur ridiculous friends, old bean. Aum
is the absurd word !"

“Want to make a mystery of t?"

runted Johnny.

* Exactiully IV :

Johnay locked at him.

“Either you'ra a silly ass, Iuky, or
there's something behind this that you
haven't told me!” he said. " DBut it's
all right. I won't mention it if you
don t want me to. Tlunk s blessed pick-
ﬁoe!.‘.nt might be hanging about over-

earing us and i

getting wise to itl™
snorted Johnny,
"There is an ahsurd possibilityr—""
murmunred the nabalb., L
* Rot 1"
The nabobh smiled—a dusky smile.
Johnuy Bull was puzzled and, perhaps,

a hittle irriated. IHe saw no reason ler
the change of the banknote, and Jezs

rcason for not mentioning what had
been done. DButl the nabob had had his
way=—which was all that really mattered.

“MNow, come on, and don't talk any
more rob ™ added Jghlm}' Bull,

And Horree Jamset Ram Singh,
siling, wheeled out his jigger after
Johnny, and the subject was dropped.
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Plunge !

(L ALLO, hallo, hallo 1"
“Hazel, old man !
The Famous Five wore sur-
Eri.ﬂ!ﬂ-—-l.l]d rather pleased.
They had spent that evening at Muc-
colini’s Cireus, with Marjorie a
Clara, and it had beon a jolly evening
—none the less so, perhaps, becauss
Hazel's sulky, discont face was

absent.

Hazel had had some other occupation,
and had not come. Bince the nabob
had pastod him that afternoon &t the
gircus gate the chums of the Remove
had seen nothing of Marjorie’s brother.

Now, coming back to Chez Nous,
after seeing tha two girls home, they
saw him—r r unex :

Mrs. Whoaf, the riady, ns Bab
called the dame, had left a cold
supper y for the schoolboys when
ﬂrelf cama 1n, and oe; =0 L Gx-
pected to find the bungalow locked.

Instead of which, tho front door was
wide open to lot in what breeze thero
was on & breathiessly hot August night.
The light shone out into the summer
ﬂ.l.l.ikr.l and the strains of the radio wero

eard.

Harzel was sitting there, in the
"lounge hall,”" with the wireles on.
Evidently he had arrived before Mrs,
Whoof had left. or he could not have got
in—which locked as if be bad been waii-

rather a long time for the juniors.

in
EThnﬂ.E‘ht- I'd give you a look-in,” he mood,

said, shutting the radio and rising
from a long cane chair, with a slight
:Hua?! ilrln hi.:ln:I :Im d s

“Jolly glad to sce you, old man!™
said Harry Wharton, “We've besn to
the cirveus. 'We looked for you before we
started, buf——"

“I've been for a long walk along the
front," said Hazel. *I've been feeling
& bit scedy somehow, and I thought it
would do me good. I think it has™

His manner was v amicable, TI
there was a touch of furtiveness abous
it, tho juniors never thought of nolicing
1. Harry Wharton looked pleased—as
he felt. Sinco that frst morning in
Brighton, Hagel had not spoken a single
word to him, and evidently had been
nursing resentment. It made matters
rather awkward for the heliday party.
It waa a greal reliel to the captain of
the Remove to see Marjoric’s brother
come ont of his sulks. ;

“Nothing like a blow in the sea air

if you feel run down |" said Bob Cherry,
" l{m:l: thing you could old bean!
Now you'll stay to supper?”

“Ji—if you'd like—" 4

“Of course | Yes, rather |" eaid Harry.
“Mrs. Whoof will have left it all ready,
old chap, and there's lots and lots—
encugh even for Bunter if he blew in!
Squal dewn for five minutes, and we'll
have it all ready.”

“T'll shove on the wireless again,
then; there's a good thing coming on*™

“Do!" said Harry

“My bat! It's ‘warm said Bob
Cherry. He led off & blazer, toesed
it into the -room—whore it landed on

A bed—and went into the living-room.
Bob started brewing orangoade with a
heap of fresh, juicy orauges, to wash

down the ¢ l_-upﬁ‘r.
“Warm " said Nugent. “You mean
beastly hot [

"The esteemed warmfulness is gprate-
fully comforting,” remarked Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. The blaze of a hot
August day was welcome to the Indian
echoolbor ; it reminded him of the torrid
climate of his native land. .

To the Nabob of Mlﬁﬂl“ it was
warm; lo the other fellows, blazing hot.

Four fellows discarded jackets.

Camping in the holiday bungalow had
the l(.rl'l.ll that fellows could take
things easy in the matter of attire.

Famous Five went into the living-
room, where the supper lay covered on
the table, and H remained in the
hall, with the wireless buzzing.

The door was left wide open, snd the
cheery voices of the juniors from the ad-
Jomming room mingled with the sirains
of the wircless,

Hazel stood by the radis, but he was
m-;ll:.I il:taml: } rtl.ut _the UT“:E: &

2 Was other thin

Binoe hia Substvien with Cruliokino: o8

the circus his mind had been irrovocably

u

Hingﬂr‘in , shame, remorse had been
banished ; there was only one thought in
his mind—one thought and one fxed
purpose,

And he eould not have found—or
h !'n-r-!;l Ii?ttgr l.-.hml-iq than this

-nhﬂn]" s jacket ung o s pog
within a yvard of Lun as he stood at tho
radio; he had hardly more than to
streteh out his hand.

Johony was wvory far from being a
careless fellow. There was no careless-
ness in leaving his iu.-kul: Iunm there
with the pocket-book in it. N wis
i the bungalow, except the G riars
juniors, To doubt that his property was
safe in such circumsiances would bever
have crossed Johnny's mind.

Johnny, now, was carving a cold
chicken. Like the other fellows, he was
glad to see Hazel in & more cheerful
and glad that he had come in to
supper. He carved a very nice helping
indeed for Hazel's plate.

he wireleas roared on, .

If Hazel made any movement in the
hall it was drowned by the merry strauns
of n jazz band.

“Heady, Hazel!"™ ecalled out Harry
Wharton.

Hazel appeared in the doorway. He

lanced mcross the room at the clock on

the mantelpiece.
“Oh, my hat! XIs it really eleven?™
“"We're a bit

he exclmimed.

* Just on,” said Harry. |
late, you know, after the circus—and it's
rather a step from here.”

“1 never thought it was so latel 1
shan't be able to = to supper,” said
Hazel hurrindly. “My futher was a bit
R Rt e et sie e vo

r nig might vou came,
hmﬂ': You fellows don't mind ﬂ

He put on his siraw hat as he spoke.
Whether ther minded or ool, he was
evidently going to cut.

“Oh, dash it all, sin
and have a bite !" sai
topping supper, old man! We'ro all as
hungry as bhuntecs "

*1-~I think I'd betier not| Thanks
all the samne. Good-night, you chaps 1”

“Well, E"“‘i“‘“ﬁ“' if you think you'd
belter Eo ‘.' satd arry.

" Good-night, old bean[”

* Bea you in the morning, ” said Hazel.
“I'll come slong for & bathe—*

“Yes, do, old chap; we'll turn out
carly IV

Hazoldene hurried awar; and the
uniors, as ther sat down to supper,

eard his fect on tho pebbly path to Lhe
gate at a run. Ewidently Hazel was in
o hurry to get awny.

“ Haozel secms to have got over his
enlks,” remarked Frank Nugent. “I'm
jnllph ! He's not a bad chap really.”

“Not at all," said Harry. “I suppose.
he will join np for the trip on Baturday
pow, It makes it better all round.™

“Yes, rathor!” agrecd Bob.

Hurree Jamsct BRam Bingh sat silent.
Thore wero thoughts in his migd that he
had no intention of ullering.

Having taken his precautions for the

a few minutes
Bab. "It'g &



“Help! Heep him off ! ** yelled Bunter, as
was not anxious Lo keep anybody off

gafety of Johnny's fiver, the nabok lad
distnizssed the matter from his mind.
But he could not help it recurring when
Haze] made that sudden de lrtnn]idwi:h-
out staying to eupper. 8 could wot
help wondering whether anything had
ocourred in the hall whilea Hazel waa
alone there with the radio. But he said
mothing.

The S'me“ Five packed away their
supper and turned in. It was an un-
vsnally late hour for them, and they
were all more than ready for bed.

Meanwhile, Hazel was hurrying away
hrcothlessly along the shadowed eca-
front,

Ile had left the bungalow at & run,
axr if fearful that something might
happen at tha last moment. He dropped
ito & walk, but it was a quick walk.
Ilis hand was in lis pocket, lus hngers
tight over o folded ship of crisp papor.
Ilp:-q heart was Leating almaost {Minhtﬂy.
1l had takon the plunge now

They would not suspect—they could
not! If they did, suspicion woeuld be
washed out when & fve-pound nole was
found again in the bungalow. On that
point, of course, there was no doubt—
not in Hazel’'s mind. After the race at
White Hawk Hill on tho morraw ha
waould have Hve fivers of his own, an well
a4 the stake returned with his winninga,
le had only "borrowed ” that stake—
borrowed it for tweniy-four hours |

At n dusky coarner, nearly a mile from
the bungalow, he almost ran into a man
who was walting, leaning against a tree,
and smoking o cigar. There was a
glimmer of & vellow neckiin in iho
starlight.

“iJh, you'ra here | breathed ITazol.

*“Waiting for yom, sir,” said Gedge.
peering curiously at Hazel in the deep

dusk. "You said—" p
“Yea, ves| Ji'e all right!  I—=1"vo
borrowed the tinl™® muattered Hazel.

*{hin nf_m;;; friends. 1 told you I could

mnuage k.
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Hazel rushed al him, hifting

He H!m:ml ap and dewn unecasily.
The hour was lato, but people were pass-
ing. He dreaded to be 2een spesking to
Ar. Gedge by anyone who knew. him by
sight—and his fether had relstions,
friends, and many acquamiances In
Brighton.

“A fiver on Purple Peter, fivo to one
—you've got it clear 1" whispered Hazcl,
a3 his hand came out of his pocket.

"Right as rein, sr "
"“"T'll soe you to-morrow, then, after
the race.™

Hazel thrust the folded banknote inlo
the ready hand and lwrricd away. Ilo
disappearcd into the shadows, headmg
for homo at & Leok.

It was donn mow ! Ti was done, and
it ecould not be recaled! He hardly
kuew whether he was relioved, or
whether he was more heavily oppocsscd,
as he hurried away through the breath-
less smmer might. Buk it was done, ak
all events—and that was that !

Goedge, ithe note in his damp, Qalby
hand, stood stariug after him Gl ho dis-
appcared, o faint guin on his Juw-
browed, cunning faen,

The man in the yvellow necktin thrived
oi “mugs “—but e told hiseell that ho
had seldoimm or never dealt with so comn-
plete a spocimen of the mong as thia
schoolboy.

Hagol had backed Purple Detor to
win at  White Hawk Hill—haviug
reason, of which the wan in the ycllow
necktie knew nollung, for being
lately cortain that Purplo Peter was the
destinod winner. II Purple Petor camo
anywhere near the first three, Uedgo was

oing te bo the moest sarpriscd mao in
riﬁtﬂu on the morrow,

The racing wuan  shrugged hia
shoulders and ook out a greasy swolee ks
te put tho bankuolo 1o it It was mercly
frama a hahit of caution that he wm-
folded it and looked ak it beforo rullmg
it away. It fclt, and looked. lika an
erdinary fOve-pound nole, aml Cedgo

ht and lefl. Signor Muecolini chuckled, He
unter !

had uo doubt that ITazel had borrowed
it from one of s school [ricnds, as ho
ifatod,

But as he unfolded the doubled note
and looked at it, a startling change came
over Mr, Gedge.

Ho stared at thel nole.

Fo blinked at it. .

The man in the yellow necktie was nob
mmnqlumnt-c-d with Bank of FElegaucs
noles] He had, indecd, used such
articles in confidence tricks in his time.
But it had never before happened 1o
Alr. Uedgo to lmve one passed on his
ovuy wary self ! It had happencd now.

For a long moment Mr. Godge stared
at that note with & wost extraordinary
cxprosmion on his face. Then he made
a stride in tho dircction Hazel had gone.
But llmllIru}':l'rinm sportsigan woas lon
out of sight. And—judging by the loo
on M. Gedge's fase—it waa just as well
{for Ilaw:] Lhat hie was out of reach.

_———

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Hard Knoek for Hazel |
it Bﬂ]GHTﬂN'E jolly 1™ maid Bob

Lherry.
“Torrifwe " agreed HMurrco
Jamset Ram Singh.
Y"{“mame 'n ko brokkor, Huzel™
“ ¥ea, if you like.” 3
“Whoof's got it all ready.” zaid Dab,
“and 1'm roady for a.! Nothing like an
carly mnming bathe for ithe jolly «ld

:l.j'n]'l-‘li;tn.“."+ E .
I'he six juniors camo utp the beach in
a cheery bunch., - Hazel had joined the
Fameus Five m the early sunny anormn-
ing for o dip, ss thoy "had arvanged.
They were glad cnough to sce hij,
haping that this new covdiality marked
thie ond of Lthe sulks
Haml, i the peculiar eircunmslances,
would. rather have preferied fo avoul
Tud Mioxer Lasnsvy,- No. 1,186
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{hal cheery pompany. Dot he dared not.
Vor ono thing, he was unxious to know
whether the five-pound mnote had been
misscd from Johnmy Bull's pockot-book.
For another, he rcalised that it would
look pointed if o kept sway after his
visit of the previous cvening. Ho did
rol want it o be specially noticed that
lig himel paid only one visit to the bung,
atid that on the cccasion when a bank-
note was missing | Heo had to keep up
the friendly fouting he had sssumed, ov
-k to be suspecled,

Dut it was ¢lonr that, as vab, nothing
was kuown., Johuny Bull had had no
vecasion =0 fac o open his pocket-bool,
angl nuturally he itlg not opened it with.
OUL OCCASION,

Hasel walked wp to the bungalow
with the chuns of the Remove.
appetising scent of hacon and e
tomstoes groeted thom. M
had done her duly nobly, The
tdame clearcd off, leaving the sch it
i breakfast, to ocome back later to
clear up.

Hl.m£ forved himsolf to be friendly
and chicerful and chally. In point of
fard e was h:ul.iug much more al his
Case,

Likely enough, no discovery would be
mndo until he had had time to rt-litllm
thet missing fiver. e might, with luck,
find an opportunty of nili:pm[ it back
into the pocket-book ! That would be
the best way if ho conld contrive it, and
it was very likely that he could.

e ate with a appetite, and
kept up a cheerful fwec. he talk of
the juniors naturally ran on the circus
thew had vizited the provious u'ﬂ-ninf.

“You cught to have come, Hazel, ofd
man ! said Boh, “ Look here, let's fix
ur anoller visit laler, and you come
along—what 1"

“Good ides I agreed Hazel.

“There's roma roally ripping turna,
rapecially  Mareo and his  jolly old
Hons," said DBob. “And that clown
:hl%_Tlppu;r Tip, iz no end funny.”

“Iid you lock in st any of the side-
slhwows 1 asked Haxel, He was wonder.
ing whether thoe Famous Five had had

8 and
W hoof

An said Hazel.

THE MAGNET

any experience of Cuglielme's uneanny

Wars,

“0Oh, yes; ihat chap Tip does a
ventriloquial side-show, and we gave
him a look in 1" said Nugenk. 1 fancy
Bunter could beat him at ventriloquism,
though."

“Is that fat mss still at the eircus?
nsked Hazel carelessly.

“Oh, ves! He wont back there after
hiz night bhere,” said Harry Wharton.

“1 looked round the place yesterday,
but didn't see¢ him thero !™ said Hazel,
“The fact is, 1 locked in at a side-show
while I was there. Did you fellows seo
the fertune-ieller ™ ;

“You don't mean Guglielmo ™ asked
Boh, with » chuckle,

“"¥es, that's the chap! I saw him,”
*1 was—was rather curious

to It.m1 wheiher there was anything
in it ™
The Famous Fire grinned. They

could not help grium’u&. It was rather
funny to think of a Greyiriars [fellow
having his fortune told by the fat Owl
of the @, ’

Haze] frowned a little. Unaware of
what the chums of the nove knew,
he saw no occasion for grinning, and
he was easily annoyed.

“No, we didn't call on jelly old
Guglielmo,” chuckled Johony Ball.
“You sce, we saw Uugliclme when the
circus was near Wharton Lodge while
wo wore staying there, and saw too
mucg;.:f him.* Goatiad Hase)

" you'vo soen ielmo, Haze] 1"
asked Wharten, |nu-n1IJthumd. “I
bet ho surprised you, He did uz when
wa firet saw him.'

“Well, he did surpriso me,” said
Hazel, with a touch ol sullenness. *'I
never believed that there was |1111hi.n1
in fortune-telling or arystal-gazing—
always thought it rot—"

“"ﬁh it jolly well 81" said Johnny

(1 H S

“That's all you know !” ssid Hazel
tartly. * You may think different if you
consult that man Gugllelm. I can tell
vou that I thought difforent after what
he told me.”
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lle" Shénghaied Schoolboys!

Shanghsied aboard an old tramp ship
—compelled 1o work under the tough-
est crew thet ever sailed before & mast
—shipwrecked in mid-Atlantic! And
this vivid, thrilling glimpse of lile at
sea is the outcome of Tom Merry &
Co. s cxcursion io the seaside! In
addition to this great St. Jim's yarn,
the GEM also contains another ex-
citing adventure of Harry Wharton
& Co. Ask now for
the GEM !

Of all Newsagears,
Ecerg Wednesday,

21!

“You didn't s2e him with his whiskers
off | chuckled Bob.

“1 don't know whether his whiskers
come off or 1 and 1 don't carel 1
don’t see that that has anything to do
with it,” said Hazel mlpi:_llhl_vl'; " ¥You
follows can chortle if you like, but I can
tell you be made my hair stand almost
on end with what he read in the
eryvstal.™

“"Bet you he did I grinned Nugent

“Well, he did ! grooted Hazel. "1'd
never seen him before; hé was an utter
stranger to me, and I to hum, so there
can't have been any spoof about 1t. He
read a lot of things in the orystal—how,
1 don't know, but proof’s prool. For
one thing, he told me my name—"

“He would I' grinned b.

“He mentioned that I bad e sister
pamed Marjorie—"

“Oh, gquite! He knows that all
right."

“Han, ha, ha "

"WWell, I don't sce how he knows il be

doesu't read it in the ¢rystal ! Hasol
almost snarled. “He even told me
something that had happened in this
very bungalow—exactly as it happened.
What do you say to thet?"

“Did he! said Harry Wharton
“Then I'll bet it was uunmﬂ:inE that
happened while Bunter was bere |

ﬁml stared blankly.

“1 don't sea what in:n-u'm driving at 1"
he snapped. ‘*As it happens, it was the
first morning vou wero here, and Bunter
stayed the might—I don't know whether
he had gone when 1 spoke to you here,
Wharton i =

Wharton knitted his brows, 5

“He hado't!" he said. "‘Ho was in
the bed-room—I pever thought about
him, but 1 should have supposed ho was
asleop if I had.™

“1 woke him up & bit before wo want
out I grinned Bob.
= I remember now ! Then that
fat scoundre]l was awake and Listening |
said the t;.tpt.i:nlnf the Remove, *1°11
jolly well kick him next time we go lo
the cirous.™

‘“Oh, don's talk rot ™ said Hazel, will.
an angry excilement that surprised the
juniors. “ Even il Bunter was listeniug,
s ustanl, think he told snother man st
the circus—and that Gugliclmo had ic
all readr to palm off on me? What

utter rot{ I dropped in at the circus
nbsolutely by chapnce—"
* Yes; 'Lul-—'—"

“"Do you wank me to believe that
Bunter told Guglielmo talk that he may
possibly have heard in this bung, aod
my sister's name, and oven nenioned
that 1 wes called Haeel in the famnly
instend of by name of Peter? Why
should he? You're talking silly rot, and
you know it!”

Hazel's voice was shrill, his [faee
fushed. Haccy Wharton & Co. stared
ot bim, surprised and disconcerted by
his evident anger They did not dream
how much depended, fer Hazel, on the
Groat Guglielmo being genaine |

“ Don't get sharty, old coap I said Bob
gocthingly. * H you'll let us explain——"

“You can't explain how Gugliclmo
koew all that, unless he read it in the
orystal. Don't be a fool 1™ mid Hazel
harshly. “Why should Bunter tell hun
a lot of stull aboul me—a chap he had
never seen, aod was oot likely to seel
1t's foolery, on tho face of it.”

“¥Yes, 1 can sea it looks like that to
vou,"” said Bob. “0Of course, Bunter
never told him anything—he dido't need
to, You see—"

“I put the man to a thorough test!™
snarled Haiel, *I dida't believe in the
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thing, but I had to believe in it when
voved it by telling me things he
conldn't pnmb}]ir have knoewn, except by
the crystal. e actually resd what it
was 1 had in my mi thing I
wanted to know about, that's coming off
to-day—and as ha was abla o read the
past, why shouldn't I believe that he
could read the Iuture, toe? I nevor
Lelicved in crystal-gazing before; but
when 2 thing's proved, it's proved.”
“Bul il you'll listen for & minute—'
Hazel rose from bis chair. £ o
“I won't listen to nully, obstinate
cavilllng at plin facts !" hs answered.
“I'm not & fool, to be taken in, I sup-
pose,  He told me—"'

“He only wld you what. Bunter
know !" roared Bob,
“You've admitted yoursell that

Bunter never told him anything.”

“Becausa he didn't need to, you ass !
He's Bunter ™

“Don't you catch on, Hazel:" ex-
claimed Wharton. “ ¥You needn’t get
shivty about being taken in. We were
taken in, just the zame, when we first
eaw the spooler, before we found him
mt_“'—:l‘

“What do you mean 1" Hazel's face
was like chall. *“'Wha's Bunter? What
are you talking about? Have you all
gone mad 1™

“Harel old chap, you're ill!"
claumed Wharton, in alarm.

He jumped up and came round the
tahle, Hazel waved him savagely back.

%

“Will you tall me what you mean ™
ha pante “If you're not mad. what
are you driving ati"

“ He's Bunter——"

"Who's Bunter ™ shirieked Hazel,

"Gu;liulmﬁl That's his tarn at the
circus ™ explained Wharton. * Hae gets
himnself sp in a wig and cloak, and tells
fortunea by the crystal, and makes
people hear the voices of sbheent [riends
with his ventriloguism end—"

Hazel staggersd.

*It's not true! It's not truel I
don't beliave it 1™ he gasped. _

“It's true. nll right,” =zaid Bob. in
wonder. “Wo found him out—he's
Bunter! That's the turn bhe's doing at

the eircusl What docs it matter, any-
how, Haml? He onght to ba jolly well
kicked for his rotten trickery, but 1

don't spe—"

Bob broke off. It was clear that il
mattered very much to Hazel, whatever
the reagon.

He leaned on the back of his chair,
panting. He had said that it was not
true, and he did not believe it. But he
knew that ik was true, and he did believe
1. What had he done? Tricked by a
charlatamn, what had he denc? 'Ihe
evidence of GuE]lalmu’! genuineness bad
seemed  overwhelmi to  him—as i
there could be any real avidence of what
was impoasible! Hazel gazed almost
wildly at the anxious, concerned faces of
the Famous Five.

“Hazel, old man!"” sxclaimed Harry.

“Don't talk to mal TLet mo alone |™

Hazel turped and ran from the room
and the bungalow.

Harry harton & Co, were lclt
staring af one mnother in wonder and
alarmy. They hoped that Hazel would
come baek ; but he did not eome. Break
fast at ET'IH:;_ Nous finished far loss
cheerily than it had begun.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER !

The Spoofer’s Reward !

ILLY BOUNTER chuckled.
B Lennimf on the gate of the
circus ficld, the far Owl of the
~ Remove was blinking through
his hig spectacies at an early edition
of tha evening paper.
"Billy Bunter was no, as a rule, in-

EVERY SATURDAY

tevcsted in the column im the "Btop
Press™ headed “Racing Resnlts”
Bunter, undoubtedly, was an ass—but
not quite ass enough to expend his cash
—when he had any—in the support of
the bookmaking fraternity.

But for once Billy Bunter was in-
tercsted in that news for mugs. He
wanted to know the result of tha two
o'clock ai White Hawk Hill

MNow he kpnew—and it made hbim
chuckle.

Signer Muecolini, coming by the gate,
ghl:lnm:l at him with a scowl !
ilered whet cavsed the fat 'Ifhﬂ': malis-
faction. Bunter was hardly the fellow
0 have backed a winner !

It was the fact thai Hazel had backed
a loser that caused Billy Bunter to
cackle,

“ Also ran—Purple Peter I :

“He, he, he!' chortled Bunter, grin-
ning over that item of news. A

rom a professional point of view,
the Great Eug‘lmima wounld have pre-
ferred Din predictions to ecome out
correct. From a personal point of view,
Billy Bunter was glad that his predic-
tion comne out otherwise! 'The
beast who had banged bis head at the
seasida bungalow bad backed a loser and
ﬂﬁ“hﬂi woney—and serve him jolly well
ril

§ He, he, he '* ehortled Bunter. ™ Also
ran! He, be, hel 1 wonder how much
the silly sss put oo him? He, he, he!
Perhaps some [ellow is sorry he banged
a fellow's head ! He, he, he [

And DBunter, leaning on
chuckled.

tha gate,

N OPEN INVITATION TO—

Street,

‘broke into & run.

and won- | p
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Signor  Muecolini’s :mﬁnﬁ glance
passed bhim and fixed on a schoolboy who
was coming up the lane.

He did not know Haeeldena by sight,
but he was struck by the set, savage ex-
pression on his face, wondered what
that angry-leoking boy wanted there.

He soon discovered | That angry-loolk-
ing boy spotted Bunter at the gate and

His eyts biazed ns
he reached Bunter,

Hazxel had already loarned the result
of the race, and the ha fate of
urple Peter! Now he had come to
the cireus {o sea Bunler ]! He found him
at the gate.

“ Hae, he, he 1" chockled Banter. " Also

ra e, ha, hel SBerve him jolly well
right! He, he—— Yaroooh | Whooop !
what—yarocoli] Help "

Bunter staggered away from the gate.
The newspaper dropped from his hands.

H-u-mthndﬁ had rushed at him, and was
hitting him nght and left
“"Ow! Stoppit! Yarcoch! Healp"

shrieked Bunter, “ I say, who tho thump

—what the dickens—yaroooh| I sa
heé:;t Mucky, you beast, keep him off I

Hﬂtl-ut‘ lm}lﬂh:ﬂma& b.q.d:
was not L to keop any

off who was pnnehi Huntat?l

, “Yavooh! Kee ! it! Oh,
it's you I howled Bunter, * Hazel, you
ast—wharrer you uwp to? Yooop |
bu fut " rotter | You . spidol

“You fat rotlor ou &

warm |* Haznl, "Take :Lat?—s
and thet—and that—and that—"

(Continued on next page.)

B R R R R B R R e e e e e o o e ettt

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

Write to him : Editor

London, E.C4. A stamped,

addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

HAKE bands, boye and gira.
S We're oll smiles wm the

AacHET
office thesa da for my now
programme of ecover-to-cover

Greylriars stories haa b t us shoals of
&0 tulatory letters, the old pae

is fairly booming! Frank Richards, lile
the rest of us, is smiling as he pounds away
on his typewriter. He doesn't got much

“time off ' these days. ss you can
imagi for that extra- story evory
woek keeps him hard at it. By ths by,

I wonder how mony authors in this or
any other country could kocp on writing
gtories of this len end of the same
super-guality re overy weel 1
believa F. Riech is uniqua in this
respect, o8 in others.

I have heard it said that the Greyviriars
stories must be written by a team of
authors, working under the same name,
Don't wou beliave it, chumal Frank
R is just Frank Richards—and no
ane alge. He and 1, working together, give
you- the Greyfriars stories yon like =0
much., And it's no light task, believe me,
All wa ask in retorn is readers—and yvet
mors readera—for tha good old Maswer.
If every one of you good chums would get
one new reader for the paper svery month,
in n yoar's timo our eirele of readers wonld
be TWELVE TIMES AS LARGE as it is

now—[ar no oné evor ceases-to rend the
MaoxEr onea he or she starta |

8o will you see what yvou ean do—b
?ouiu.l request of F Richards l.na
our Editor 7

Now for next weak’s P . Tha
full Jength cover-to-eover -story is a real
" wizard,"” and no one-buk Frank Richards
could have writlen it. Thatitlais: " NOT
WANTED AT THE CIRCUS." Maturally,

will not want two gaveses to name

ow who is “ not wanted.™ It is the
one and only Billy Bunler !

But Billy Bunter is nothing if not n

1| sticker. It is made very plain to him thot

his presance at the circus is unwaleome—
very plain indeed——but he employs all his

in wity in contol to gt i
Eln'ym ':ahﬂt:m& S::jﬂunwhuuﬁy" l.‘ufm]ln
him a great serviee, and =0, by & com-
bimt:rjn u!l"buil.:rmi and lnek, Rilly Bunter
m ns ition, altor providing the
funniest WmP:tr seen ab Mﬂﬂﬁni‘u

Hﬁqihnt Cirous 1

ith Hu: marm“nm Ifiﬂ;ﬁrr ;m'l the
magnificent ¥ Greyfriar ' Bupple-
ment, next mﬁmhn is absolutely
unbeatable for entertainment value, and
I will back it ogainst any other paper in

the world |
YOUR EDITOR.
Tree ALigser Lisranv.—No. 1,486.



“Yow-ow-pw-ou I voared Bunler, as

h: took them. * Help! 3

or Muceolini chsckled, Hunl.-:-r
h{lﬂm chuckling ; 1t was the siguot’s
turn to chucklo now |

“Ow! Wowl Help!
off I roared Bunter.

The signor turned and strolled away.
Who that sngry schoolboy was, nm] why
he was pite mn into Bunter, ﬁ:lo
Muccoling did not knew. But he wi
'.I:um good h:mt:ugt

Kecp him

“Ow! WWow! Beast! Yarooh! Oh
wikey I® ﬂ]jlmhmrl Buult.n

Iie turncd and fled !,'. into the
circus fold,  After hlm rnnﬂ:l Hazel,

kicking. His boot landed with & crash
o hgft trouse re.

Bumnp !

.'Buutm landed, in a velling heap.

Then Haxel, panting, - walked out ol
the gate agawn, Billy Buntér was left
ln well,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Dosst! Won.
O WOW E':F

Tippity Tip,
ﬁhng and Hn::d LS Dan e

unfer ste to his fcet. gasping for
breath, unflutblmkwi routd b ﬁn through
his big spectacles.

““Owy.l ls—is—is ho gone I he ﬁu;;e

“ He's gono I” grinued Tip. ut he's

iven vou somethiug to remember hiw

rinning, kindly ecame
T and np. Billy

y—what 1"

“Oug! The cheeky bengt! Pitehing
into & chap!” pasped Bunter. “I sup-
pose he's uunﬁ out=yow-ow =1 darc
say those ﬁther beasts have told him—
grocogh ! 1jcn]'l-n' well hinve thrashed
Lim if he Iu t clearvi h 1”

3 Ehall I coll him back?" a
ﬁhhﬁ('.“g My, Tip.

Bunter m'llvcl I'if;::.lltﬂml lum in ‘\I:.
Tip grinnng. reat el mn-
Wi rf oing well at Muccolini’s .ﬁ
cent Cireus: but there were draw ku.

1o tho earcer of a spoofer, and this was

THE MAGNET--EVERY SATURDAY

alisost at his wits' ciud with dismay ansd
apprebension and foreboding. He had
uot seen his friend in the yellow neck-
tic; but it was use to seo Gedge.
The wretched horse had lost, and the

whole horizoni was black for the h-E-
less punter. Had they misscd the ban

note yeit  Would ‘they suspect him
when 3t was missed—and could not be
voeplaced ! © Whether they did or not, he
kriew what he wasl

in my pocket-book instead=—Tuky got it
from that chap Tip, st the circus.

Hazel sat stull,

“1 thought #t all rof,” went on
Jl}huu:.‘ and I enn't pee now liow o
pickpocket got at the note ! But he did
atl vight! It's goue!”

“Gene!” repeated Hazel
IJHfIIIIIItl]]‘r

“Ves: only, yon  see,

the llighter
whao pm:thl;-d it

ot & Bank of Elegance

“Have some of this ginger-pop, old note instead of the Aver, owing to
bean i said Bab Cheorry. nky 1* echuckled Johnor Bull I
Iazel shook his head, and threw him- ihmh'ld like to have scen his face w
sclf on the sand. Did they know yot? lic locked at it afterwards, Must have

The happy, cheery faces did not look as been o picture1”

il any disconcerting dizcovery had been “ Ha, ha, ha 1* .

macle, “Well, the chief thing is, that the
“In'e  weird ! Jﬂh:unj' Bull was fivex's all right " remarked Frank

speaking, “1 Ihm.? t Inky was & silly Nugent. “Better take care of -if,

a5 at the time—l foid so, didn't I Inkv.”

Inky1* “Tlhe eavefalnete will be terrifie, my

“Yon .ﬂl.d. my osteemed and lah
s

anipuar,
Tt Wﬂ]t
Johnuny.

Johnny 1™ agreed the Nabob of

it secmed sl zob 1M said
r " as it's turned out—"
6 Jally lucky how it's turned out, any-
how i"': said dl:l- Clare. “Inky's saved
you five poun
“And our trip on Baturday ! said
Hm;ry Wharton.
cs, rather! We were kesping the
jolly old banknote for that, vou know ™
said Johony Bul, *“1 think I'll let you
go on looking after af,
samg, 1t beats me 1™
Hazel looked at him.
could possibly mean was an uiter mys-
tery to him.
“1 mean, how ocould anybody have
got ot my packtbbmk!” said Johony,
“I've left my jucket off somctimes, of
conree, but—-"
Huﬂ!': heart stood still.
“"Wall, somebody did.” said Miss
Clara, "and, but for Inky—"
“Yoa; but it's jolly queer, taking the

s off bhow. banknote out, and leaving the pocket-
¥or the next bhour or more hlalﬂ} book. kImI: :1-":" ““fd:h! ou'd “P‘E':E;
Bunter ‘was busily occupied in rubbing 8 IH0 et to t-boo
“;ﬂlf od places, Fmd “m“!, an “ph-:i-.g itself, if he touched 1t at all,” said the
a gl pum[n] Guglicline who appeared in puszled Johnny, : 2
the side-show that evening. The ﬁ.imrfﬂhlm it torrific!
remarked Hurree Jameet Ham Bi
carciul n-:-t looking at, Hazel *
it is al L ms lhn esteemed rain, as
THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER. "I?-Ib“i is still safe ns o house™
gzl sal up.
All Screne | “What are won fellows lalking
ARJORIE waved lier hand, aud abouti” he asked, in s cracked voice.
her face brightemed. ““Have—have yod lost sour fiver,
”Hlm'u azel1” she said.  Bull!™
“Merry and bright, as "T_Iu._al hasn't hesrd about it." said
vwsual 1”7 vemarked Misk Clara. Marjocie, with a smile. “Nothing's
The Famous Five smiled. been lost, Hazel, but it's all very
Hazcl did not Jook exactly merry ml mysterions,”
bright, as he Hnm slouching alon “Nothing's been lost!™ repeated
beach 1o the spot where the sch b-u 't Haazel.
nud schoolgirls \H'{-m gitting on t “No; it's all right!" ‘said Jolnny.
sand. "",'r‘nu S0P, 1:11':\' hod a suspicion - that

No doubt his interview with Billy
Buumr at the civeus field ilmﬂ afforded

hun some satisfaction. he was

some pickpockel had an eye on mo and
Ty hver. He'made mie hand it over to
lira for safety, and I put a spoof note

Inkyl All the k
What all this |

estecincd Franky [

“QOur trip on Baturdar depends on
it™ said Arry Wharton, Ehmg
*You're coming, Hazel, old maui

Hiazel gave hum a &rtrmT

“Oh, wes, rather!” ho tﬂmmm’.‘
“Jolly glad to! If the weather kee
like this, we'll have a jolly -:'lu.E 1]
Ilﬂ'IrE soime of that ginger-pup. Bo

“Here you are; old bean!”
Hazel seermed to have thrown off ten
cars. If Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh
new why, be said nothing of what ﬁ
R,
OUne thought was in IMazel's mind—
w war not a thief | erushing weight
was lifted from his tnmd Hazel was
done with G done with the whole
dingy business. YWhat he had been
through that iln.j' was more than enougl

for him,

Hazel en hums of t'hn
Remove, an { rjorie, by his
cheery spirits thl eveping. And wheon

the =ca trip came off on Saturdsnt
Hazol . was-as merry and bright ss ang
member of tlu lupﬁ' hﬂh—:im ;urh..
moen I Bob C

{qﬂ
o B ﬁilerr,)r remarked, when

ove turced in . oo
, Baturday night.

Bu]]“a Are—We agreed Johony

“And it's Bunler wh-:u m:.kmf h_;al
ihlr old holiday such a success!” sa

“How's that, fathead?  [Dunter's
nhlmkfmg &b the circus, and we never sce
im 1

“That's how |" explained Dob.

“We're haring a jolly time here,

is "

“Ha, ha, ha "
And the Famous Five agreed that 0t
WRE §b,
1HE EXD,

(Youw lock out jor nexd week’s fuli-of.
fum warn, entitied: “'NOT WANTED
AT THE CIRCTS™ - It's exira-pogd
iend exira-long. Be wise and oerder yeur
copy to-dayl)

A or no mnt. "New discovery

I LL 25 ins.” 1 ned dins, Cusranteed
safu. Epll W" Detaila: * °
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MoLLY BIRCHEMALL'S

DILEMMER

First Instalment of a Breath-taking

New Serial

by Dicky Nugent

"By Jove ! There's Molly Birche-
mall ! "' eggselaimod Frank Fearleas,
jumping uit: suddenly from his deck-
chair on the prom at Winkleses.

Jolly and Merry and Bright winked
knowingly at each other. It was no
secret that Moelly Birchemall, the
Head's pretty dawter, was a partiku-
lar friend of Frank’s, and Jack Jolly &
Co. could tell by his tone that he was
thrillad to deth by the uneggspected
vision of the girl of his hart.

* Good-morning, Miss Molly!™
eride Fearlosa,

Molly Birchemall looked round and
started violently as she caught site
of the heroes of the Fourth., For some
unknown reason, she was a little pail
end worried-looking.

“Why, it’s Fearlesa ! ** her silvery
voice rippled out. * Fansy meeting
ynu! at ¥inklesea—and you boys,
too

o F{ms%‘me-eting you, Miss Molly 1

retorted Fearless merrily : then he
added more anxiously : ** But you're
looking trubbled over something.

What 1316 ¢

Molly Birchemall hezzitated, Her
pretty eyes dropped under the curious
glarnses of the Co.

" It'e—it's gﬂ]} 1" ghe tinkled.

Jack Jolly & Co, frowned., They
were by no means serprized to hear
that the cause of Miss Molly’s trub-
bled meen was Doctor Birchemsll,
They knew from their own epgs-
pertence what & knack he hadg%:r
causing pain and suffering in others !

* What has the old raskal been up
to now 1 " asked Fearless.

“He has wvannished ! replied
Misa M :::]l}r. in tremulous, tinklin
axxents, " Three days apo, he walke
out of the Hotel Puaii, w%nm wa have
been stoying—and he has never been
Becn gince |

“ Girate pip

“I've informed the perlice, and
they've looked everywhere. They've
searched the sands, and climbed u
the cliffs, and prowled all over the
%l'nmena,rd—l;}ut without suxxezs,

e has gone just as if the earth had
cpened and swallowed him up ! "

"I can hardly swallow it,” egps.
elaimed Frank Fearless. * What do

m.;i t-h;nk has happened, then, Miss

u E'. ke

A teor gleemed in Miss Molly's
eye.
"1 hoven't the phoggiest,” she
irilled. * But now that such a long
interval has elapsed, I—I begin to
Euipekt- fowl play "

‘earless shook his head.
; * Cheer up, Mias Molly,” he cride.
“If I were you, I should cut out the
idea of fowl play. After all, your

ter is no chicken 1 *

" Probably ho’s been on the peer
all the time, playing with the
ortomattick machines,” grinned Jack
Jolly, who knew that the 1lead was
rather partial to penny-in-the-slot

ames. " He'll turn up socner or

ter, depend on it !

“I hoap eo, I'm sure,” sighed
Miss Molly. * But in the meentime,
I'm in an awkward dilemmer. The
manager of the Hotel Posh is presaing
e to settle pop’s bill, and I haven't
the munnfr to do se.”

“ 1 shall be delited to lend you the
need{ul—"" began Fearless, eagerly,

il '.!

Grr

FRIALS

RALD

she twittered, cullering slitely. * We
Birchemalls are a proud fambly. I
eould never axxept munny.”

* Then we'll help you in the only
other way I ean think of," gaid
Fearless. " We'll search for your
pater. Won't we, you fellows ¥ "

“Yes, rather|"

Molly Birchemall flung them a look
of grattitude—which didn’t hurt
them in the slitest.

" Thanks awfully, boys!™ she
trilled. *° You can't think i}w rate-
ful T shall be if you suxxeed ! %’ml’ll

come and see me at the Hotel Posh
to tell me how you get on 7

“ Oh, rather 1

“Then, aw revawr!?”

And Migs Molly, with a ravvishing

Jolly & Co. doffing .their hals and
buu%‘}}in low as she did se.

“My hat | I've never felt anxious
to run into the Head before,”
remarked Fearless, when she had
vannished. * But I'd give anythi
to meet him now—for Miss Molly's
gake. The problem i3 how are we
going to find him ? !

“1I sujjest that we look on the
eor,” grinned Jack Jolly. “ When
told Miss Molly the Head was
probably qu}ing with ortomattick
machines, I was quite in ernest. The
Head is a perfeet feend for penny.
in-the.slot gnmes |

“ That’s trew enuff,” acknollidged
Fearlesa, with an cager nod. * Let's
trot along to the peer, then, and
we'll seo what we can find ocut.”

It was forchunit that Jack Jolly
and his palswere keen-eyed yungsters.
But for that [akt, they would have
drawn o blank on Winklesen Peer,
for there was no sign of anybod
resembling the Doctor Birchemall
theoy knew.

What they did see hovering about
the ortomattick maochines, however,
was a nigger minstrel with a banjo,
who wore a white collar pulled up so
high that it nearly covered his nose.
Herlock Bholmes himself mite have

been eggscuscd lor failing to connect

smile at the Co., tripped off—TJack

the disguise in an instant.

“The Head ! " they yelled.

A wviolent, apasmoddick start from
the man with the banjo showed them
that they had scored a bull’s-eye.
His eyes almost popped out of their
sockits, as he perceeved the chums
of the Fourth.

* Bless my sole ! " he gasped. 1
thought it was impossibul for any-
body to know me in this rig-out—
particularly with my beard tucked
under my weskit | How did you
reckernise me, boys ? "

* Well, there certainly wasn't much
left for us to reckernise you by, sir,"
larfed Jack Jolly. **I should think
it must have been the pimple on your

nosa |

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, rattz!” gaid the Head
crossly. * Anyway, now you have

reckernised me, what about it ? "
The Co. eyed the Head rather
o,
2 t's eggsactly what we want
to know,"” said Fearless. * We've
promised fo find out for Miss Molly
just what has happened to wou.
Three days ago, you vannished into
thin air, leaving her without the
needful to pay your bill at the Hotel
Posh. Now you turn up on the peer
in the guise of a nigger minstrel !
What is the eggsplanation 1

Fearless waited for answer; but
he waited in wain, for just at that
moment the disguised Head made a
sudden dash fo the other side of the
peer,

After him ! eride Jack Jolly,
thinking that Doctor Birchemall was
trying to eseapo, and the Co. broke
into a run. Then they realised that
the Head was not, after all, making a
getaway, for he had come to a stop
in front of an ortomattick machine
on which a jentleman had just been
playing,

Fassinated, Jack Jolly & Co.
| erowded round the machine and
watched. They saw the Head grip
the control lever with trembling
fingers, and they notissed that a
feverish light was shining in his eyes.

" One ball left—and he didn’t
know it 1" they heard him mutter,
* If I can only get it into the * coin
relurned * pocket, I shall get o penny

back 1 *
The Head pulled the lever, and a
metal ball  whizzed round the

machine onece, twice—and thrice !
Then 1t disappeared into o pocket
marked ** Lost,” and a hollow groan
bust {rom Doetor Birchemall’s lips.

" Down again!" he eride, des-
pairingly. *“ Wil my luck never
change ? "

Jack Jolly locked at each olher
meeningly. Then they looked at the
Head.

" So this i3 the eggaplanation, sir,
i#it T " said Frank Fearless. * You've
fallen a wiktim to the omomattick-
machkino ecraze ! M

played on those machingd last week
till every penny of mj' hollerday
munny went weat |2 ]

“My hat 1 ” .

“ I tried to tear my=elf awny, boys
—but time after time th el'gﬁing of
the penny-in-the-slot .y like the
voice of a siren, lured musack to the
?ﬂﬁl‘ ! The time cams” said the

1oad dramattickally, \“ when I
realised that I was at t d of m
tether. My bill at thelHotel Pos
was unpaid, and I had't a sou!
What wasItodo ! Thesaswer came
in a fash of inspivation I would
hire a nigger minatrel’aoamtumﬂ and
@ banjo and recover my vannished
i'-}rtﬁma on the sands! -_l

“Grate pip!™ gaspdl Fearless.
* And did jlfag do jié. El:rﬂl' 4

A duﬂk_? smile Jitted sdross Doctor
Birchemail’s fizz for s moment.

“ Yes, rather I japhuekled,
" Munny was simply stbwered on
me when I stood on the sands and
did my stuff, and it waan'tJong before
I had taken enuff for a rat(y ripping
hollerday. But o lass! (dnee again
I folt the lure of the ortwiatticks ! " |

¥ (th, croms ! " ‘

“ 1 eame back to the piar and lost
the lot ! Since then, I havyy made two
more fortunes. Iach h#y gono the
samo way ! '

_“ Well, you arve asilly charap, sir 1 "
said Fearless candidly. “What you'd
better do now is to muake/some more
munny on the sands, asd then go
straight back to the Hec YilPosh.”

“Too late ! ™ said theHead, with
a merthlesa larf. " The public have
grown tired of me! Thy.morning,
all 1 gob for an hour’s ha*a’ work on
the sands was a Fronch pinny and a
cupple of trowsis buttona! If only
I could make my hollerday mounny
again, I wouldn't spend another
Eenny on the dashed ju.chines—

onest injun ! But it can'tbe dona | ™

** Well, wosther it canjbe done or
not, eir,” said Fearless firmly, * you're
going back to the Hotel Posh 1

“I’'m not ! '

" You jolly well are!"

“I'm jolly well not!!

“Collar ' him ! sangout Jack
Jolly. But the order cams too late !

The IHead had spied ths mast of a
fishing-smack that wo= i moving
off from the peer, and witiija sudden
desprit resolve, he had cliriced on to
the peer rail.

Without a sceond’s hezitation, he
jumped-—and the chums’sd e Fourth
leaning over the rail, ssw’ im Iand
in a bucket of bilge waler on the
deck. As he emerged from the
bucket, he waved a cheery, if somne-
what watery, {arewell.

L3 ]
3

“ Jovver get loft 1" hi townted.
And Joack Jolly & Co. had to admit
that for the time being they had been

left*rather badly !
(But not for long—as wou'll sec
when you read the hilarfus sequel

to this yarn in next week's nwmber f )

_é & -~ e .-' = &

but Moll ;
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interrupted .
him with & . o
e :

r this coffy-cullered coon with the| The Head shrugged hisisholdors, .

“I'm afraid it’s impossibul, Fear- | majestick Headmaster of 8t. Sam's.| * It would be iﬁt} to ﬁfmib now,” James Hobson exp lains
less, thank you kindly, all the same,” | But Jack Jolly & Co. pennytrated | he sighed. ‘*The truth is, that I

WHY HOSKINS WORE
A TOPPER

Just before the end of the term, two:

girl cousina of Stewart’s looked him
up, and we took them a.h:-]::iig to a
picnic. Stewart, Robinson, Hoskins,
and self were in the party, and we

all had a really ripping time. Doris!

and Isabel—Stewart’s cousins—were
top-notchers, and their cheery spirits

clobber ; in faect, they seemed to
make an extra fuss of Hoskins !

It was only when Stewart, with the
aid of a late pass, saw Doris and
Izsabel off at the station, that he
heard the explanation of Hoskins’

tugfer.
oskins, 1t seemed, was so anxious

start to finish.

But there was one mystery aboub
the affair that
Ivobinson and me beaten completely.

Hosking wore a topper !

He wore everything to go with it,
t-m?—-—ls{:-rip-&d baps, tails, and spats.
But it was tho topper that knocked
us silly 1

* What’s
demanded.

No answer was forthecoming. Hos-
kinz remained as mum as an oyster.

Now, we've always regarded
Ioskine as several sorts of an ass;
but we've never imagined him to be
quite such an ass as to wear a topper
to a picnic. We couldn’t hel
wondering what on earth had made
Lim do it !

But we didn't find out during the
afterngon. The cheerful chump sat
down and gnrgn:-d in his topper,
climbed trees in his topper, and pll:wed
rouncders in his topper. But ho didn't
sny why.

And just to make the mystery still

tho big idea?”

Wo

had Stewart and’

-made the afternoon a success fromito impress the fair damsels that he

made a special point of asking them

Plon the q.t., what they thought to

most guitable wear for a
&:i:}niu with ladies.
tailsa and spats

‘be the
fellow going to a
The topper an
were the result !
I've told Stewart he'd better keep
a more careful cys on his humorous
girl cousing next time they visit him.
We Shell chaps havo an idea we'ra o

match for any male japer. But we're

more mysterions, Stewart’s cousinsinot quite so sure about practical
didn’t seemn at all surprised at his'jokers of the opposite sex!

SNOOP’S TRAVEL
TIPS ARE BUNK!

Declares Harold Skinner

Snoop has always been a fellow to give plent

of free advice to chaps about to ll‘ﬂ%ﬂ -::El t.h?:
Continent. 8o when I told him I was spending part
of my holiday at a French seazide town, I waen't
surprised when he started dishing up all sorts of

unnecessary information for my benetit,

“I'll tell you about grub first,” he burbled.
" Naturally, you won't expect anything to eat
for brekker, except coffee and rolls. That’s what
they call the Continental breakfast, you know. Then,
for lunch and dinner you won't expect roast heef
and Yorkshire, or anything like that.”

“Lomb and green peas, I suppose 7" I gueried,
with charming innoeence, and Snoop sniggered.

* Lamb and green (?aas I Why, theyv've never heard
of 'em | What you'll get will be a whole scries of
weird courses. Boiled frogs and olives to begin,

haps. And after that, a chunk of horseflesh,

r o nice bit of dog."

* Oh, crikey ! ™

“And then possibly a hot snail pie with shrimp
cream all over 1t ! 2!
[ 1] HEJP l i

“But food isn’t the only thing that’s different,
of course,” grinned 8noop. * There's clobber, too.
To be really fashionable on the beach, yo'll have tu
wear cream flannel bags with blue stripes all over e,
and a cloth cap with a long peak to it.”

*“ Oh, my hat | "

" And mannors and rustoms are naturally entirely
different. For instance, whenever you mest a chap
vou know, you roust raise yvour hat and how, and
shake hands with him—even though you left Lim
unl;.' five minutes before ! "

** Loock hera, old bean

“Hold on!” eaid Snoop quickly. * I haven't
finished yet. Hardly begun, in fact! Let me
explain to you——"

' Thanks, Snoopy, but I've no time just now !
I ias d, * Some other time, old spovt.’
nd I beat a hurried retreat.

Downstairs, by a coincidence, I bumped into
Mr. Bnoop, who had just called with a car to collect
his son for the summer vae,

“ Excuse me, Mr. Snoop,” I said, getiing a sudden
braimwave, ' would you mind telling me just how
much time Sidney has spent on the Continent 7

Snoop senior laughed.
*That's easily done. He has ouly been abroad
i from Folkestone.

once. It was on an exeursion tri
HE WAS ON THE CONTINENT FOR EXACTLY
TWO HOURB 1"

I always did think Snoop’s travel tips were bunk,
No wonder !

HUNDREDS

SAVED

OF LIVES
BY BUNTER

Told by Bob Cherry

The rumour that our old pal Bunter
has saved many ships from destruction

sent me dashing along to interview
for the * Herald."

With the modesty of a trus hero, Bunter
at lirst declined to say anything about it.
But after pressing him for about one and
a lndf seconds, I succeedod in getting hin

| to malke a statement. _
* Yes, it's perfectly true that when the

lighthouse lights failed, I was tho

responsiblo for getting thein on tho go
“1 elaim mo special

again,” he said.

credit for it, of course, but [ dare say
saved at least o thousand lives that might.
Goodness knows how many ships mightn't
have been dashed to picces on the roeks,
done something

if somebody hadn't

about it ! "

“ How did von come to be in such a

lonely spot 7'l 1 asked, and theo
snorted.

* That beast, Bmithy, had invited me

turned out to
wasn't such i house™

‘* Ha, ha. ha "

“Beast | " roaved Bunter.

him

slop caekling, I shall jolly

chap Y Borry, old sport !

1

failure of the lizhthouse ?
Bunter nodded ::sa.lmlir.

herojout to (he

out to dinner at o house he said he was
staying at, vght along the cliffa.
2 blessed jape.

" Anyway,
I spotied the lights of the lighthouse
oub a8 L was coming haclk—iF you don’t
well refuse to
zgay another word about it 1™
Carry ont?”
“‘Yithout the slightest hesitation, I
decided to go to the lighthouse myself.
I knew I should carvy iny life in my hands.
But what eared 1, when 1 knew that
other's lives would Le imperilled by the
; I dived
“ Dived off the cliffs 1" I velled.

I dived inte the boiling sea and swoam
lighthouse. - Then,
reckless daring, I elimbed up the rock face
to the side of tho lighthbouse. It wanted

some doing, I can tell you! 1 was like a
human fiy.”

 Don't you mean a human bluebottle? ™.
I grinned, and Bunter gave a yelp of
sheer disgust.

* Beast ! 1 shall j““-'ll' well refuse to ray
another word, now ! If this is the way
I'm going to be insulted by a blessed
newspaper roporter, 've fnished ! 7

As Bunter seemed to have drvied up, T
had to go elsewhere for my information.
Sad to relate, I can get no confirmation
of our Prize Porker’s romantic story !

According to the coastguards, all that
Bunter did was to ring up to tell them
the lights had gone ont—and roughly a
score of people had already dono that
before they heard from him. The chap
I spoke to at the coastgaard station,
added that he’d be jolly glad when
Bunter stopped ringing up to ask when
the Government were going to send along
hig reward.

I fancy poor old Bunter is going {o be
disappointed about that reward. They
knew all about the lighthouse lights going
out, and had taken steps to put things
right before even the first mamber of the
public had got through !

A hero's life ia jolly disheartening
nowadays, isn't it I

1t
There
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