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MR. WHIFFLES —alias BUNTER—BOSSES THE SHOW !

{An wrnaring siluation describied in this week’s grond yorn of Hoerre Whorion & Co., of Gregfriars.)
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“GEE UP!”

Just as English youngsters think of their donkey-rides, so do
Indian boys revel in nylghan rides. And while the nylgh-
does not look so prepossessing as our good old ™ moke,” he
certainly looks as obstinate ] The above is a photograph of a

roud Indian boy about to go for a trot in the streets of the
gniian: State, Central India.

g+ e e
THE LARGEST IN THE WORLD!

Here we have two interesting views of the three-engined
Beardmore=Rolls-Royce Inflexible, the world's largest all-meta
monoplane. This new colossus of the s
weighs over hfteen tons, has a wing span o
150 feet, and was found to be too big for any
aerodrome in the neighbourhood where it was
built! Some idea of its immense size can be
realised if you look, hirst at the top picture
showing the comparative puniness of the six-
foot airman as he stands beside the enormous
ghghting wheels, and then et those same
wheels in the lower photograph,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Where Is Bonier?

i UNTER "™
B Silence !
Mr, Quelch, who was calli

in
the roll' at Greyiriars E-nlm-qf.
3;}41-:& in & volce that was not loud, bat
eap. ;
Anyone might have guessed from his
tone, when he came to Bunter's name,
that. Mr, Queleh's feelings towards that
member of his Form were inimical.
- There was quite s vibration im Mr.
Qu_alnh’a voice as he called the name.
It told all the Remove that Billy
Bunter was “for "

But. from the ranks of the Remove
CRMIE NO ANSWEL. .

Bunter should have been there with
the rest of the Form, and he should
have snswered “ Adsum ™ as soon as his
name was called.

He did not answer. All the Remove
wero present, with one exception, That
cxception was William (eofge Bunter.

* Bunter !* -

Mr. Quelch repeated the name in a
giill deeper and more vibrating voice.

The Remove fellows looked at one
another, Fellows in other Forms
glanced across at the Remove, Every-
body knew that the Owl of the Remove
had been kicking over the traces that
afterncon,  Now, apparently, he had
added to his offcnces by cutting call-

OVer.
“The fat idict!” murmured Bob
Cherry. " Fairly askiog for it!”
“Begging for it!" gsaid Harry
Wharton.

“Silepce ! called out Wingate of the

Sixth, Fellows were not supposed to
talk during roll-call.

“BUNTER !

For the third time Mer. Quelch
uttered the name, wh was unususl.

But the Remove master seemed to find
it difficult to believe that Bunter was
not there.

But no fat voice squeaked “adsum.”
Difficult as it was to believe, Mr. Quelch
had to be convinced that Bunter wes
not present.
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His jaw shut like a vies, as he marked
Bunter absent. Mr. Quelch's {ace was

enerally impassive. Dignity forbade
Eim to reveal emotion of any sort. But
just  for one second Henry BSamuel

ueleh’'s fdce betrayed him. His look,
for that one sceond, told what Bunter
had to expect when he did turn up at
Greyiriars again.

Then, with his usual calmness, the
Remova master went on with the roll;
and fellows answered to their names,
and never had they listened so atten-
tively, and answered so promptly.
Nobody—not even great men of the
Fifth and Sixth—wanted to attract Mr.
Quelek’s particular attention just then.

The roll finished, the -school was dis-
missed. As they marched out of Big
Hsall, Wingate of the Bixth called fo
Harry Wharton;, tlie captain of the
Remove.

Go

“Wharton !

Yoz, Wingate.”

And the Bemove went outl.

Most of the Bemove fellows went
along to the Rag, where they discussed
Billy Bunter and his remarkable pro-
ceedings that day. Generally, Bunter
was not regarded as an important per-
son, Indeed, his unimportsnce was un-
limited. DBunter was n ; if pos-
sible, less than nobady. But any fellow
who had got Quelchy’'s “rag” ouf so
seriously .as this, was sure of a share of
the limelight. If was, in a way, a dis-
tinction to bag a ﬂnggtqf,_ And there
was no doubt that William George
Bunter was' booked for a flogging. In-
deed, Skinner averred ihat Quelchy
Iooked as if he were going to bite hm.

Harry Wharton proceeded to his Form
madter's study, not in the happiest of
moods. He guessod that, as Head bo
of the Remove, he was to be questione
about Bunter. It was not upon hia head
that the wvials of wrath were to be
powred. Still, he would have preferred
not to interview his Form master in hs

resent mood. Form masters who
ooked as Mr. Quelch had looked, when
he had called Bunter's name the third

to Mr. Quelch’s

study 1V
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time, were better Lkept st a safe
distance. _

But there was no choice about the
matter, the captain of the Remove pre.
gented himself in Mr. Quelch’s study as
chearfully as he could.

“¥You sent for me, sir?"

Mr. Quelch had returned to his study
immediately after call-over. He stood
by his table, on which lay a stout cane.
Wharton could easily guess {or whom,
and what, that cane was intended.
Had Billy Bunter turned up at roll-call,
after breaking detention that atternoon,
Bunter would have been fnaw':lmi(._‘I already
the weight of that cane. is yells
would have been awakening every echo
in Masters’ p e. But he had not
returned, and &0 Eli! dulcet tones were
not to be heard awakening the echoes.
The cane was thers for Bunter; but
Bunter was not there for the cane!

“Yes, Wharton! Bunter, it appesrs,
has not yet returned to the school,” said
Mr. Quelch, _ )

“I—I suppose not, sir, as he wasn't at
call-over.” .

Do you know where he 51"

“MNo, sir.”

“1 understand,” said Mr. Quelch,
““that there is a circus on Courtheld
Common, Wharton, te which many
Creyfriars boys went this afternoon.”

“Vea, gir. Whifles' Circus.”

“Did you go there, Wharton 1"

" Yes, sir.”

“Did you see Bunter there ™

“ No, air.”

“You are aware, Wharton, that
Bunter was upder detention this after.
noon 1 said Mr, Queleh. * With unex-
ampled audacity, he left the Form-room.
leaving his detention task untowched,
and ran out of the school. I have nn
doubt that his intention was to visit the
circus,”

Wharton looked
could.

Cbviously, Mr. Quelch regarded Bun-
tor's action as serious—unexampled—not
to say awiul and Iniquitous,

Wharton—privately—was preparad to
make allowances for DBuater. Any
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as shocked as he

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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fellow in the Remove would have under-
stood readily that the acrcus at Court-
field had & more powerful aitraction
than Form-room at Greyfriars.
Much +water had passed under the
bridges since ays when Henry
Samuel Quelch had -:*_Enjed circus per-
formances. It was difficult for Hfty to
see eye to eye with fiftcen. Mr. Qualch
could see no excuse at all for Billy
Bunter's conduct. Harry Wharton
could see a lot—which he was careful
not to mention, however. It was useless
to argue with a Form master. Every
fellow in the Eemove knew that Quelchy
had to bo given his head.

“I e¢aught Bunter breaking deteu-
tion,” resumed Mr, Quelch, *“In fsct,
he collided with me in the passage as he
was running out. I was actuslly
knocked over—reduced to a very breath.-
less gtate. I——. What are you laugh-
ing at, Whearton 1"

Wharton jumped. )

“J—I wasn't laughing, sir—"

“You were smiling. No doubt you
see something of a risable nature in
Bunter's uncxampled audacity and im-
pudence 1 rumbled Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh, no, sir! Oh, no! Not at all,
gir |” gasped Wharton, His eye lingered
uneasily on the cane. r. Quelch

scemed to be in that frame of mind
when, as the song says, & vietim must
be found. The captain of the Remove
did not want to be that vietim. "u"ﬁ};y
much indeed he did not want fo. He
composed his featurs to an expression
of scriousness suitable to the solemn
occasion.

“I have no doubt,” rapped Mr.
Quelch, “that Bunter went to $#he circus,
I am aware that i1t was his intention to
go to this—this somewhat ehildish enter-
tainment, when 1 detained him this
gfternoon. I am convinced that he was
there. You are sure you did not see
him there I

“Quita sure, sir, I think I should

have seen him if he had been there,”
said Harry. “In fact, I looked round
for him, as I thought he was coming.
But I did not se« him, sir.”

Mr. Quelch cotopressed his lips.

“Probably he remained out of gates
for fear of the consequences,” he said.
“He will, of course dealt with all
the more zeverely. You have no knhow-
ledge of his present whereabouts,
Wharton

“No, sie.”

“Very well, you mey go. You will
tell Bunter to come to my study immedi-
ately he returns.”

*Certainly, sirl”

And Harry Wharton departed, greatly
relieved to escape. Hea leflt the Rendove
master’s study feeling & good deal as

Daniel might have felt when he quitted
the lion’s den. In his present frame of
mind Quelchy really was not safe af
clogs quarters.

" Buntef come in yvet? he asked, as he
entered the Hag.

“No. Is Quelchy wild " azsked Bob
Cherry.

* Just on foaming at the mouth. That
fat chump will get the licking of his life
when he comes in.”

* Perhapefully that is the absurd
roason of the at&%.fulﬂw_a out,” sugpgested
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Very likely. But the fat Owl is only
making matters worse. I suppose ba
will comeé in for prep.” -

“And then look out for freworks!™
grinued Skinner.

But William Geor
come in for prep. There were no fire-
works when the RHemovites went te their
studies for }::re:paratian. And after prep
Bunter still had not come in. And the
Remove fellows, in a state of breathless
oxciterment now, wondered whether
William George Bunter was going to
make a night of it.

Bunter did not
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Slesping Beauty )

NORE !
That deep, resomani scund pro-
ceeded from &  blue-and-ved

-painted caravan on Courtfield
Common,. the largest and most magnifi-

cent nf‘ra.\'an helonging to Whifes'
World-Famous Circus,
Had any Remove man been near that

caravan es the deep snore rumbled from
it, that Remove man would have
hazarded a guess that William George
Bunter, of the Remove, was ingide that
van.

And the Remove man would have
guessed correctly.

The mystery of Billy Bunter's nt
whereabouts would have beon solved had

any Remove man becn there to hear
that reverberating snore. But no Remove

man, naturally, was there. All the
Remove men, excépting Billy Bunter,
were ab prep st the school. There was

ne Greyiriars man within a mile of the
circus, Billy Bunter was alone in his

glory.

Snore !

gill;huuﬁ.l?u there were no Greyfriars
agars to r, thers wers many other

ears, Five or six persuns belonging to
the circus had gathered about the steps
of. the-caravan, listening in surprise and
wonder.

From the big tent came strains of
musle, more or less musical. Cheers
echoed from the tent, showing that the
performance of Tomasso Tomsonio, the
acrobat, was pgpulﬂ.r with the good folk
of Courtfield, Friardale, and Woodend.

The evening performance was now
on, and the big tent was crowded. But
the impesing figure of Mr. Montgomery
Bt. Leger Whiffles was missing fronr the
ring. Always &t the evening perform-
ance Mr. Whiffles took the ring, the
afternoon performances being taken by
his manager, Mr. Danee. It was not in
the records of Whifles' World-Famous
Circus that the proprictor had missed
an eveming performance. ¥et now he
war miseing it, and the puzzled and
irritated Mr. Dance had taken his place.

From Mr. Whiffles' van came the
steady sound of snoring, showing that
there was a sleeper there—a very sound
sleeper. So far as all the circus knew,
that slaaﬁar was Mr. Montgomery 8¢,
Leger Whiilles, world-famocuos proprietor
of the World-Famous Circus. Nobody
i the mmp&n'{ had ever heard Mr.

ike that hefore. But
nobody, assuredly, hed the faintest idea
that Billy Bunter, of Greyfriars, was in
the ocaravan. Nobody 'I.l];nre had ever
heard of Billy Bunter; nchody had the
remotest idea of the strange seguence
of events that had landed the Owl of tne
Remove in that gorgeous van.

Snorrrr !

“He's going it!"” remarked George
Alix, the attendant who handled the re-
freshments, rmore commonly known in
the circus aa “ Chocklits,”

. “He are!" agreed Slaney, the odd
job man.

“ Never heard the boss kicking up a
row like that before,” smid Samson, the
strong man of the circus.

“It was that tea he ate, sir,” said
George Mix., *Never knowed the
governor to stow it away like that afore.
He came back 'ungry after his swim.”

Snorrrre !

Mr. Dance, the slim, dark-faced
manager of the circus, came out of the
staff entrance of the big tent. Outside
it, ha loocked irritable and cross.

Mr. Dance had enough to do, in the
way of general utility work, supervising
the staff, ecting as ringmaster in the
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“1 eaught Buniér breaking detsntion,”
gald Mr. Quéleh. ** In fact, Wharton, he
collided with me in the passage as he was
running out. I was actually kﬂmkqd
over—reduced {0 a very breathless atate,
I—what are you langhing at, Wharton ? ™
The junior ‘capiain jumped. **I—I
wasn’ laughing, sir,” he said, his eye
lingering uneasily on the Form-mastér's
cane. (See Chapfer 1.}

afternoons, and so forth, without having
the evening performance thrown on his
pands, Mr. Dance's apinion was that
it was too thick. i

He came over to the van scowling,

“Is tho boss awake yet?" he.rapped
out,

“No, sir. Listen to him!”
(Feorge Mix.

dnorrrr |

Mr. Dance snorted. :

“Well, it's the big equestrian turn
next, and the boss is sure to want to
take that on. He'd better be woka
up.

Mr, Dance advanced to the step of the
caravan and  hesitated. Mr., Whiffles
was an imposing and impressive gentle-
mnan in character, though in person he
was well below the level of Mr. Dance’s
shoulder, though Mr. Dance was not
a big man. It was extremely unusual
for him to take a nap in this way, and
cut the evening performance; bub, on
the other hand, no doubt he knew his
own businesa best, If he had wanted to
be called, surely he would have told
(Georgo Mix to call him. He might be
sanoyed et being awakened, or he
might be annoyed at not having been
awakencd—it was a doubtful point. Mr.
Dance wounld have decided to let him
have his eleep out but for the fact that
he was himself tired and fed-up. He
did not want to do Mr. Whiffles' job for
him; he wanted to get away to the
Clourtfield Arms for a quiet smoke and
e little reireshment.

That important consideration finally
decided Mr. Dance. He mounted the
steps and knocked at the door of the
CALAVAD.

Snore !

That was the only answer to AMr.
Deance's knock.

said

i.

Mr. Dence breathed hard.

He knocked again, more londly. More
EWPIE came along to look on and listen.

verybody, in fact, who was not
oceupied at the mpment, evinced & keen
interest in Mr. Whiffes and his nasal
performanees. the company agreed
that they had never heard the boss going
it like that before,

“Sounds almost like hapoplexy !" said
George  Mix, probably meaning
apoplexy.

Bang ! )

Mr. Dance fairly hammered on the
door of the van.

Had it been Montgomery 5t. Leger
Whiffles who was sleeping in the dark
interior, undoubtedly that crashing at
the door would have awakened him,

But as the sleeper happened to be
Billy Bunter, of {z?;ayiriarie the matter
was different.

Bunter was not good at many things,
but at sleeping he could have beaten
Rip Van Winkle at his own game.
Epimenides of ancient times would have
looked & mere beginner beside Bunter.
The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus, in com-
parison, would have had to hide their
diminished heads, The Sleeping B“““fﬁ
in the Wood was simply not in it wi
the Sleeping Beauty in Mr., Whiffles’
CAaravan.

Bnore! 'That was Bunter's reply!
Simply that, and nothing more |

Mr. Dance, intensely irritated, opened
the door of the van. The interior was
Eu:t& dark. Night had fallen on Court-

eld Common, only the lights of the
circus illuminating the scene. Th:g' did
not peneirate into the interior the
blus and red caravan. Thera the dark-
ness was intense; and from the daerk-
ness came the rumbling, reverberating

snore from the recumbent Ggure on Mr.
WhitHles' bed.

“Mr. Whiffles !"” shouted Dance.

Snore !

The manager entercd the vwan. He
dimly discerned the recumbent Ggure ou
the bed, bent aver it, and grasped ita
shoulder and shook it.

“Mr, Whites!” he roared.

Snore !

Shake! Shake! Shake! \

Mr. ' Dance was warming to 1t now.
Ho was going to wake up Mr. Whiffles,
whatever happened. Shaking him by
tho shoulder seemed futile. Mr, Dance
decided on tugging at his hair. As it
was dark in the van it would be easy to
explain, when Mr, Whiffles awoke, that
he had grasped the hair by mustake.

With a determined grip Dance hxed
his fingers in the long, curly hair of
the circus proprietor.

ug!

There should have been a howl from
the slecper, and sudden awakening.

But there wasn't!

SBnore !

But Mr. Dance stood petrified. That
vicious tug at the long, curiy hair had
not hurt Mr. Whiffles—{or a good reason.
The long, curly hair had parted from
the sleaper’s head, and it hung now 1u
the horrified manager's hand, completely
detached from the slesper!

It was & wig!

Mr. Dance stood rgoted to the Roor of
the van in utter horror and dismay.

More than once he had suspected that
Montgomery 5t. Leger Whiﬁi‘ ample
nut-brown locks had not grown naturally
where he sported them. More than once
he had suspected that Mr. Whitflcs owed
thﬂiﬁrt ample locks, not to Nature, but
to .
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THANKS!

Now he knew |

He knew, too, that Mr. Whiffles, whose
weakest point was personal vanity, never
would or could forgive anycne who dis-
covered his secret. If he awakened now
and found Dance standing there with
the detached wig in his hand, it was the
sack for Mr. Dance—even if it did not
mean Mr., Whifflas' boot aaded to the
zack, Dapece knew it, and he almost
trembled. For & moment he stood, over-
eome with horror at what he had done.
But he saw, with intense relief, that
there was no sign of awakening on the
part of the sleeper, Ignorant of the
wholly detached state of the nut-brown
locks that had before been somi-detached,
ha slept on.. Not for worlds now would
Mr. Dance have awakened mm.

Softly, silently, he dropped the wig
beside the sleeper's dimly-seen head—
softly, silently, he tiptoed out of the
caravan, A deep, resonant, reverberat-
ing snore followed bim,

Mr, Dance's face was quite pale when
he ﬂﬂpﬁl&d down from the van, having
rlosed the door after him.

“ Ain’t awake ! msked Samson. _

“No; I think I'll let him have his
sleep out!” faltered Mr. Dance.

He walked back to the big tent.

It was pot till he reached it that he

inned. Mr. Whiffles would never
ﬂgw that he knew; but his knowledge
would be a source of entertainment to
himself in private. Moreover, he had
a pull over Whiffles now. If it came to
a row, and the sack, he would be able
to cover Whifles with ridicule—and
several times of late Dance had thought
that it might come to a row and the
sack. He grioned as he went into the
big tent, -

%‘mm the blue snd red caravan the
resonant sound of .snoring. zhill pro-
ceeded. It made a sort of deep bass
accompaniment to the circus music, a
nasal obligato, as it were.
qlmm late in the evening when
sleeper at last awakened.

the

e j——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Slecper Awakes !

ILLY BUNTER zat ug*
He sat, like the heathen, in
darkness.
And he sat in great azstonish-
meant.

He had had a long sleep, and he had
had ha;;lpy dreams. He had dreamed of
the tea he had had in Mr, Whiffles' cara-
van. Over and over again, in happy
vistons, he had consumed jam-tarts,
creain pufls, jam and cake and ice-
creams. DBut everything comes to an
cnd—even Biily Bunter's naps had to
have an end soma time. He sat up and
blinked, and started, end wondered
where he was and what had happened,

What had heppencd, and where wes
he? He blinked into the darkness of
Mr. Whiffles' van and rubbed his eyes.

“Oh erikey ! ejaculated Bunter.

He began to remember.

“My hat! It must be call-over—past
call-over! The fellows will be at prep—
or e to bed! Oh dear! JimimyI”

e remembered now what had hap-
pened that eventful afterncon; breaking
detention to go to the eircus, and the
chase given by Mr. Quelch and Loder
of the Sixth. He remembered how he
had seen Mr. Whiffles’ clothes and wig
and beard and moustache stacked in the
thicket, while Mr. Whiffles was having
his swim in the Sark. He remembered
that wonderful wheeze that had come
like a brain-wave, of borrowing the
circus boss’ elothes and hirsute adorn-
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And it was

ments, and walking off as Mr. Whifles,
under the noses of Mr. Quelch and Loder
the prefect.

He had got away with it! Any other
fellow might bave hesitated to.fry on
such & remarkable stunt; but it is pro-
verbial that fools rush in where angela
fear to treed. Bunter had rushed in—

-and got away with it!

He grinned.

He remembered that he had sat in the
Rﬂga] Box at the circus, as Mr, Whiffles
and no rhan had suspected him. He had
the figure of Mr. Whifles—in figure he

was a5 like Mr, Whiffles as Mr. Whiffles TI

was like a cask, All he needed to turn
him into Mr. Whiffles was a suit of loud
check clothes, his artificial pointed beard,
his waxed moustache, and his ample nut-
brown locks. And he had found them
all where the bather had left them in
the thicket by the Sark. Ha remembered
that gorgeous tea in Mr. Whiffles' van
—which ha had ordered as Mr. Whiffles,
and which had been brought to him
without question,

He chucklad.

It was s happy memory !

But his fat chuckle died suddenly
awey as he remembered also that he had
oxpected Mr. Whifles back at dark.

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter,

It was an alarming thought.

He did not know what time it was,
but he knew it must be late in the even-
ing, and that.it had long been dark,

Until dark he had felt safe in his
borrowed plumes,

Mr, Whifles had been left in a bath- Owl

ing-vostume, which was excellent for the
water, but guite unsuitable for terra
frma. He had nothing else beside a
large bathing towel, which Bunter had
kindly left in the thicket because he had
ne use for it. Swathed in the bathing-
towel, no deubt Mr. Whiffles H’ﬂl.iﬁi
attempt to sneak back quietly to the
circus after dark; in the daylight he
wag really 'nut-lilr.ﬂi}r to do’it. So Bunter
had felt quite safe in his assumed charac-
ter tell mghtfall; safe in taking a little
nap in the van! . Only his nap had
lasted longer than he had iutmdnﬁl.

He shivered.

Suppose that beast Whifles came while

he was still in the van—why, he was
bound to come! :
He could not remain permanently

lingering along the wooded banks of the
Sark, clad in a bathing-costume znd a
bathing-towel.

He was sure to come! The surprising
thing was that he hadn’t come already!

“0Oh dear!” groaned Bunter.

He rose from the side of the bed,

It was Bunler's obvious move now to
get clear, His own clothes were in' the
attache-case that lay in the van, Inside
the van he could change easily enough.
The question was whether he could slip
away unobserved when he had become a
schoolboy agein. ]

He peered from the window of the
van.

Thera was a neat lttle curtain to the
window, and Bunter was sble to peer
out unobserved.

“Oh, lor’ ™

Darkness surrounded the ecireus en-
camprient; but close at hand it was
light—very light. Half a dozen naphtha
lamps wera burning in various places,
and & glow came from- the direction of
the big tent. He could see figures mov-
ing as elearly as by daylight. Worst
of all, four or five of the zirecus people
were loafing aboul, staring towards the
van. They seemed specia ly interested
in that van. Bunter heard a voice:

“He's woke up!™

Bunter was not aware that it wes the
cegsation of his reverberating snore that
apprised the onlookers of that fact.

Bunter firmly believed that he did not
snore, disregarding contemptuously all
that the Greyfriars Remove hed told
him on that subject.

e popped back from the windaw.

Boesking out of the van iz a school-
boy was obvious! impracticable, He
would epotted instently, and cer-
tainly collared at once: the circus ple
Were not likely to let him go without
investigation, if they discovered that a
Eﬂhﬂﬂ]hﬂ{v had been shut up for hours
in Mr. Whiffles' caravan. They might
ﬂulaen suspect him of heimg nfaneak-thief.

ré was -money—a lot of money—in
Mr, Whiffles® pockets, in the clothes
Bunter was now wearing. Indeed, he
remembered that he had tipped CGeorge
& halicrown from Mr. Whiffles’ pocket,
He m:ﬁh boe suspected of stealing—heo
might run inl He sat on the bed
agein and palpitated.

If he was going to get out of that
beastly caravam ~before that beast
Whiffles cameo back, obvionsly he had to

do 8o as Mr. Whiffles, in the garb and

the hsir and the beard and the waxed
monstacheé. He recovered his courage
as he thﬁ}urght of that. It was easy
enough. He had passed muster so far,
snd could pass muster again. Ho could
take the :attache-case in hiz hand, with
his own clothes in it, snd walk away,
and in eome shady spot change back,

and scuttle to Greyiriars as Billy Bunter
once more.

Then the thought of Greyiriars, and
what awaited him there, made the fat

That

wl palpitate cnee more.
A Head's flogging, at least!
was the very least he could expect!

Ha had broken detention; he had
bumped over his Form master in his
flight; he had led Mr. Quelch a dance
along the river—last, but not lesst, he
had cut call-over, and stayed out late at
night! That the Form master would
make an example of him did not admit
of doubt,

Billy Bunter groaned.

After the feast came the reckoning:
Tho feast had been all right. T
reckoning was superfluous—and now it
was due!

“Oh lor'!" groaned Bunter.

If unlg that beast Whiflez could have
vanished into thin air, leaving Bunter
to carry on at the circus! If only Mnr
Whitlles, like the Hunters of the Bnark,
had met a Boojum, and_*suddesly,
silently vanished away.” It was an
ecstatic thought, but it was hopeless.
Obviously, Montgomery St
Whiffles was not going to_vanish into
thin air to oblige Bunter. He might bo
back at any moment—might even at this
instant be sneaking back to the circus,
wrapped in a bathing towel, and care-
fully avoiding the ﬁ]iu gaze. Puntex
realised that he had no time to waste.

It was safa to go as Whiffles, anyhow
—that would see him clear of the circus.
‘What had to beppen at Greyiriars had
to happen, and could net be hﬂl?&d.
Bunter ran his fat hands over his face
and oranium to make sure that his dis-
guise was in place, and jumped as he
felt his own close crop on his scalp. The
wig was off!

Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.

Hea shuddered at his narrow escape.

. Had he walked out of the van in Mr.
WhifHes' beard and moustache, ‘but
without his hair, certainly he would
have caused a sensation.

He rcalised that, )

He groped over the bed, and picked
up the wig, which he concluded must
have Ifzllen off while ha was aslecp.

Ho damped the adhesive patches
inside the wig, and adjusted it to his
bullet head.-

He remembered that he had ecen s
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lamp in the caravan, and groped about
for-it; and Tound it, and lighfed it with
a ~mateh " from Mr. Whiffles’ silver
mateh-box.  The lamp. hung on the
wall beside a mirror, and in the mirror
Bunter surveyed himself. His mous-
tache was on one side, and his beard on
the other, producing quite » remarkable
effect. I:inst:l;r he “secured themi where
:hg belonged. -
nack !

It was o Joud - kmock at the door of the
caravan, and Bunter ' started. His
blood almost ran cold If it wes
Whifles—— ;

“Are you awake gir?™

A oy T

O -1 mean, ves!” g
Bunter. * What do want 1"

He gave another blink in the glass,
and beheld theré the countenance of
Montgomery Bt. Leger Whifflea. All
was well! He eummoned his nerve to
play his part again.

“You can come inl"

' Mr. Dance opened the door of the
van, and glanced very curiously at the
nnr:tl];lmt. The wig was in place now,
a5 " he expected. Montgomery 8t.
Leger Whifles was himself again, M.
Dance’'s eyes lingered on. those ample,

beat

ctrly, nui-brown for a second.

"I thought it not to wake you,
ﬁrﬂ_'- he aaid.- . * ’!fuu seemed to be
BVILE B g oep.”’

“Ohtl . Yes guite!™

_'“But the ormance is nearly over,
Bir.

“ The—the performance !’

“Yes, sir. Tha list turn is on now.’

I su vou will be ‘going on in the
r ?E

Mr.  Dance s h ,
resentfulness. All his evening,  which
had been scheduled. for the billiards-
room at the Courtheld Arms, had
away—in the ring. Now that the old
blighter—as Mr. nce mentally called
his. employer—was awake, the least the
old blighter could do was to take the
Iast turn, and let Dance get off. There
was time for some refreshment, anyhow,

befors the Courtfield Arms closed.

‘Bunter blinked at him through his big
gihsses blankly. .

“In—in—~in the ying!" he stutiered.

Playing circus boss in Mr,
Whifles’ caravan was one thing.
Playing 1t in the circus ring was quite
another.

Lertainly, Bunter was not prepared to
undertske the duties of ring-master:
Moreover, he had no time. He had to
got clear before the genuine Whiflles
turned up, like & bad penny.

“Nunno!” he stammered. “0Oh, no!
Cartainly not!”

 But, sir——"' _

“Don't argue!” ah d Bunter.

30 long as he was Mr, Whiffles he

could give orders. Bunter liked giving
orders,

“Mr. Whifles—"

“That's enough. I shall not be in the
ring to-night. Don't arguc! Just get
out 1"

Suppressing his feelings with diffi-
culty, Mr. Dga.nﬂ& got 1::|.1[i;.g’1:i

e waited till he was in the staff
entrance of the big tent before he shook
his fist in the direction of Mr. Whiffles'
CATATVRIL. .

Many times Mr, Dance had folt fed-up
with his employer. Often he had longed
to tell Montgomery Bt. Loger Whites
what he thought of him, and shake the
dust of the circus from his feetb.

But there were difficulties in the way.
AMr. Dance had a good tfust in the
World-famous Circus, and good posts
were not easy to get. . But that was not
all.. There were cortain little irregu-
larities in Mr, Dance's accounts, which
would have had to come to light had he

left the circus. They would have been
called by the nasty name of speculation,
Certain sums which should have passed
through Mr. Dance's hands had stayed
there, to be placed upon certain abso.
lutely certain winners at certsin races,
which had turned out to be certain
losers. Until Mr. Dapce had some luck
in the racing line, and could replace
those little- sumsa, he ecould net afford to
quarre]! with Mr. Whiffles. o
8o he shook his fist in the direction
of the blue-and-red caravan, apd went
?ME into the big tent to tske the last
uen,
Bunter was glad to zee him go.
Evidently the right Mr. Whifles had
not turned up vet. The coast was clear
for the wranfg r. WhifHes,
Bunter blinked round cautiously
through his big spectacles, and met
many glances from wvarious directions.
But there was nothin like suspicion in
any of the glanecs, He picked up the

e with suppressed

HERE WE ARE

Your favourite Anual will

be appearing on all the
bookstalls SHORTLY !

attache-crse that held his own clothes.
From the direction of tho big tent came
the sound of voices,

Billy Bunter jumped.

3 Et's very late to see Mr. Whifles,
Bir,

“I must see Mr. Whiffles!
portant!"” came a deep,
voice that Bunter knew.

He backed away from the door of the
VAN,

The attache-case dropped with a bump
from his hand. "DBunter would have flad
but terror rooted him to the caravan, A
tall, angular figure was coming towards
the van, following a circus man. And
Bunter gazed at Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Greviriars Hemove, as he might
have gazed at & Gorgon!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wrathy |

i E'S keeping it up!”
H  Skinner made that remark
in thoe Bemove passage after
Hkinner was amused,

He found En!:ért&inment_ irn the
ordinary antics of William George

It is im-
sharp voice—a

oxira-

Bunter that afternoon, also io the pro
spect of what was going to happen to
Bunter when he came back.

“Keeping it up, and no mistake,”
grinned Bolsover major. “Why, it's
only half an hour to dorm.™
_ “Oh, he’s going to make a night of
it!" said -Bkiopner. “Bunter on the
jolly old ran-dan!”

“The fat chump is afraid fo come in,
that's what jt i8,” remarked Ogilvy.
“But Quelchy will be getting madder
and madder.’

“I've just seen him,” smiled Skioner.
*“He's been to speak to the Iead. It's
come up before the Head now, Bunter
;s_s im*tﬂ:f begging and praying for it this
ime!

Potor Todd came cut of Study No. T

with a worried leck on his face, He

looked into Study No. 1.

Harry Wharton & Co. were all there,
and they were looking rather merry and
bright. The Kamous Five were discns-
sing arrangements for the holidays, now
close at hand; and, as a matter of fact,
they had forgotien Bunter. Summer
holidays, after all, were a more import-
ant matter than whole tribes of Bunters.

“He hasn’t come in!"” said Peter.

“Who hasn't?" asked Johnny Bull.

“Bunter, fathead 1"

“Oh, Bunter! The fat azs!”

“There's gc-i;g‘ to be a fearful row,”
said Peter, *Think the chumﬁ is stay-
ing out because he's in a funk ™

‘Looks lika it,” said Harry Wharton.
“I suppose he can't have bumped into
an accident.”

“He ought to know that Qua!ahy will
get wilder ' every minute,” remarked
Frank Nugent. "I suppose he went to
the circus, though we didn't ses him
there, But he can't be at the circus all

“The second show's on now,” said
Bob Cherry. ““Bunter's fathead enough
to stay for that; he must have missed a
lot of the afternoon show, I hear that
he was dodging Quelchy and Loder most
of the time we were in the circus.”

“Even Bunter wouldn't be such a
chump!” said Peter, aghast.

“The chumpfulness of the absurd
Bunter is terrific,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“There's really no telling what Bun.
ter might do, or mightn’t,"” said the
captain of the Remove, “If there's a
chance to do anything absolutely idiotic,
he's sure to jump st it. That's the only
I:hmg you can be sure of about Bunter.”

#Skinner says Quelchy has been to sea
the Head," said Peter Todd, *“May
not have been anbout Bunter, of course.
But I think it was. Quelchy is as mad
a: & hatter.”

The buzz of voices in the Remove pas-
rage died suddenly away. Peter did not
notice it as he went on:

‘"%ua]chy’s naver been so wild! He's
simply ramping! Looks as if he's going
to bite a chap as soon as look ot him!
Quelchy’s pot a fearful temper, vou
know, when he lets it loose. He's abso-
lately ferocious now—dangerous at close
quarters.”

“Indeed!” said an icy voice behind
Peter Todd.

Poter jumped,

“0h erikev!” he gasped, as he spun
round, to sce Mr. Quelch standing in the
Remove passage. It was the sight of
the Remove master coming u the stalrs
that had stopped the buzz in the passage.

“What were you saving, Todd?” in-
quired Mr. Queich.

“Oh! Oh dear!

“Were you referring to your Form
master in terms of utter disrespect and
impertinence "

cally it was & superfluous question.
THEE Magner LIBRARY.—MNo. L,070.
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Mrz. Quelch had heard every word
uttered by the unfortunaie Peter,

# J—J—I—" gasped Toddy, ‘

“@Go to your study, Todd, and write
out the first book of the Eneid till
bed-time !

“0Oh! Yes, sir!' gasped Peter,

‘And he escaped. ;

Harry Wharton & Co. had risen
respectiully to their feet at sight of their
Form {lit'lﬂ.litEI‘- Mi* Quelch locked into
the study.

-"Wha};tﬂn. have you inquired whether
anyone in the Form knows a:g,rthmg of
Bunter's present whereabouts?” .

“Yea sir,” said Harry. * Nobody’s

Liim at the circust”

geen him.”

*“No one saw ]

“ Not so far as I can find out, sir."

Mr. Queleh compressed his lips hard,
The severe Euniahmmt that awaited
Bunter was likely to grow more and
more severe the longer he stayed oud
of gates. But & cortain amount of
anxiety now was added to Mr. Quelch’s
wrath. It might be funk that was caus-
ing Bunter to stay out, but there was
slwaye the possibility of an accident.
Anyhow, it was a very serious matter
for & Gre;ririaral j;i:mur to be ont of

at nine ¢'clock.
Erﬂ‘J"*El.'.i‘aliem you augﬁe:ﬁ,_ Wharton, where
Bunter may be all this time?

Wharton hesitated. _ 1

“}—I—1 suppose it's barely possible,
sir, that h&['may have stayed to see the
evenin ormpance.’’

The what?”

“There's a second performance at the
gircus, sir, in the evening. Bunter must
have missed most of the afterncon show
if he went.”

“ Bless my sounl!” o

“}le hasn't much sense, sir,” ventured
fWharton, anxious to =y what he could

for the msp&raténg Owl. *"“"He might
t think, six—' . i
e must learn to think,” said Mr.

Quelch -grimly. “You can make no
other suggestion, Wharton?"”

L) Hﬂ’ E.I.r.” ] )

Mr. Quelch gave a little sniff. No
doubt he expected more assistance than
this from his head hoy. It rcally was a
little unreasonable. Wharton was not a
Bherlock Holmes to elucideto mysteries

f this sort.
; "ﬂlﬁl Very well!” snapped Mr.
Quelch.

He rustled away.

“Thank goodness!” murmured Bob
Cherry, in great relief. “I thought he
was going to whop us all round. He
]ﬂﬂi‘iﬂﬁ like it."” .

“The whopfulness would he a relief
to his esteemed snd infuriated temper,”
vomarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The dangerfulness at close quarters is
terrific,”

Mr. Quelch rustled slong the Remove
passage. IHo gquestioned Remove man
after Remove mamn. _

But nobody could throw any light on
the mysterions movements of William
George Bunter,

Mr. Quelch was a_ just man; and,
though he was—as Teddy had said—
dangercus at close ¢quarters in his pre-
sent mood, he was not the man to punish
any fellow unjustly as a relief to his
temper. DBut while he was in the Re-
move passage he distributed a few just
punichments.

Toddy had lines till bed-time already.
Skinner was given a hundred lines for
grinning when Mr. Quelch spoke to him.
Russell was given fifty for shuffling his
feet, Lord Mauleverer was gated for
Saturday for not answering immediate!
he was spoken to, Fisher T. Fish hni
an 1mposition for not answering in
English, as Mr. Quelch put it—asg if

Ine Macxer Ligpary.—No. 1,070,

Fishy could help guessing and caleulat-
ing! All the Remove breathed more
freely when the Form maester rustled
down tho Remove staircase. X

“Quite wild! said Skinner, with a
yawn., *“A hundred lines for grinming !
Who could help grinning at a chivvy
like that?"

“I1 puess he pots my pgoat!” said
Fisher T. Fish indignantly. "I caleu-
late that pesky guy surely gets my

goat 1

Just before bod-time some of the Re-
move fellows observed Mr, Queleh leav-
ing the Fouse in hat and coat. They
guessed that he was going to look for
Bunter, = Wingate of the Sixth shep-
herded the Lower Fourth off fo their
dormitory, and they turned in—with cne
bed in the dormitory vacant. It was
long before the Remove went to sleep
that night.

Bunter was still out—out at bed-time !
Evidently the Owl of tho Hemove was
making & night of it! If ho had funked
returning to the school to take hia
punishment, that could havdly account
for his staying out after bed-time.
Even the fat and fatuous Owl had sense
enough to realise how very serious that
was, But4f that was not the explana.
tion, what was the explanation® TUntil
guite a late hour the Remove lay awake
and discussed Bunter, and listened for
his return. But he did not return.
When the last fellow dropped asleep
Bunter was still miseing.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Encounter !

i CANDALOUS
5 Mr. Quclch repeated that

word coveral timmes as he
walked along tho road towards
Courtheld Common. )

Thera was no doubt that it was scan-
dalons.  Bunter's conduct was really
unpreeedented. Mz, Quelech was begin-
ning to think that sueh scandaloue con-
duet merited not merely a floggmg—a
very severe flogging. He was beginning
to think that only expulsion from the
school would mect this serious case. Mr.
Quelch was a busy man, especially at
the end of term, and he had no time to
worry about the least important member
of his Form. He had no time to inquire
up and down and round about Greyfriars
for a junior who
trouble in class with his laziness and
obtuseness, He had no time fa pere-
prinate along a dark roed and visit a
circus in scarch of a troublesome Lower
boy. Ho had to find the time., It was
natural that his wrath should be at boil-
ing-point. As he had {o keep it bottled
up it improved, like wine, with keeping.
There was no douabt that Billy BDunter
was booked for the timne of his life when
at last hiz Form master’s oyes should
fall npon him!

Mr. Quelch reached the wide, dark
common, and paused. He knew where
tha circus tent stood, and thoro was a
short ent across the common to tha spot,
which saved a quarter of & mile by the
road. It was derk and chadowr on the
ecommon, and the path wound among
trees and clumps of hawthorn. But
Mr. Quelch decided on the short ent to
save time.

He left the road and walked rapidly
aslong the grassy path., It was rather &
lonely place and footpads had been
known on the lonely common after
dark. Mr. Quelch had no fear of foot-
pads, but he glanced about him sharpl
at the spot where the footpath zkirte
the deep shadows of a corner of Friar-
dale Wood., From the distance he could

E&\"ﬂ- him enough

hear o blare of music, it cama from the
circus, DBat the intervening trees and
bushes hid the circus from view .for the
present.

He rcached the last of the bushes and
before him la%athe open common, with
the lighta of eircus glea.mmgl_;n the
distance towards the town. the
g]ﬂnm of the hawthorns, a dim, white

gure moved, and there was a rustling
sound and Mr. Quelch started violently.

A superstitious person might have
supposed that a ghost wes lurking in
the deep shadows. Certainly, the dimly-
seen figure wes very ghostly to the
view. It was short of stature—hardly
more than a boy's stature—but ro
bulky; end it was all white. ]

My, Queleh sto and stared at it

“Who is that? he rapped out.

He heard & gasping sound,

The dim, white figure rustled hestily
away in the bushes, Then there was a
sudden howl—such a howl as snyone
might have uttered who had found a
thorn with a bare foot. But it was un-
imaginable that anyone could have been
walking abroad at night with bare feet
on Courtfield Common,

“*Whoooooh I”” came the startled howl.

Mr. Quelch frowned and stared.

The figure in white was evidently
tamg to avoid observation—doubtless
taken ]?j" surprise by the arrival of a
pedeetrian on the lonely path. It haa
run into cover—and found thorns! It
cams barging back out of cover—
apparently fed wup on thorms—and
almost barged into the Remove master
of Greyfriars. Mr. Quelch, being
drested in & dark coat, was not nearly
s0 vigible as the figure in white.

“Who—what—what—>"  ejaculated
Mr. Queleh,

Ha did not retreat, as a nervous man
might have done. If thiz was some fool
pha?lng_ ghost to atartle unsuspecting
pedestrians on a lonely, dark path,
Mr. Quelch was the man to deal with
him. He had & stick under his arm apd
he grasped it and strode straight st
the ghostly fgure.

“Who are yvou?" he thundered.

"Oh ‘dear!™

The ghostly figure backed off,

Mr. Quelch followed it up angrily.
He remembered that he had put his
electric torch in his pocket hefore
starting, and he jerked it out with his
left hand and fashed on the light.

Then he ]'il‘]mPEd almost clear of tha
ground in his amazement,

The light gleamed on a bald head,
i podgy face that was clean-shaven, and
a short, stout figure in a bathing-suit,
wrapped round with a large, flowing
bathing-towel !

Mr. Quelech gazed at it almost in
atua-.%actin-m SEw

; ™ gasp 8 bgure.

It hﬂungnd back.

“HBless my soul! It is some lunatic]”

exclaimed Mr. Quelch aghast. “ Upon
my word! Stand back! Xeep offi I
shall strike you with this stick if you

approach me! Gol"

lli}[nlding the electric torch in his left
hand, Mr. Quelch brandished the stick
with his right. Though not a nervous
man in any way, he could not help
being slarmed at this strange un-
nerving apparition, A man who walked
about & common at night dressed in
a bathing-towel could scarcely be any-
thing but & lunatic—perhaps a dangerous
maniac !

But if the man was a dangerous
maniac, he was daunted by tha Remove
master’s firm front. Ha showed no
desire to come on. -All his desire,
evidently, was for retreat.

He blinked in the light and backed
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away, end suddenly took to his heels
and ran,

“Bless my soull”
Quelch.

He hurried on.
Even 1n such linrmi_ng circumetances,

murmured Mr.

Mr. Quelch was too dignified to run.
But, certainly, he walked very fast—
vory fast indeed. His heart was besatin
quite unfplaasmtly, and he held his stic
ready for s blow in defence if the
lurking lunatic should show up again.

But the ghostly figure did not
approach him; enly from the distance,
in the shadows, he heard a howl, which
indicated that the lunatic had found
some more thoraos.

It was quite s relief to Mr. Quelch
when he reached the circus at last. The
band was still play: dg; the last turn was
approaching its end, but the evening

erformance was not quite over vet.

e of the circus hnrﬁja were loafing
about the big tent waiting for the Gimsh,
and they stared curiously at the well-
dtessed gentleman who arrived suddenly
from the surrounding darkoess,

“Jest over, siz,” said one of them.
“You're too late, sir 1™

“What?! Whati”

“'Course, you can go in if
air, but it ain’t ‘ardly wort
Pay at the box, sir!”

“Upon my word! I have not come to
apo the circus!” excleimed Mr. Quelch,
pgandalised at the idea, “ Nothing of
the kind! I am looking for & boy who
13 missing [rom school—I desirs to see
Mr. Wh the proprietor.”

And a minute later Billy Bunter was
blinking from Mr. Whiffles’ van in dire
terror at his Form master,

ou like,
while.

A
!

i

THE BIXTH CHAPTER.

Face to Face ]
ILLY BUNTER guaked.
B He forgot, for the moment,
that he was Montgomery St

. Leger Whiffles; he remembered
only that he was W. (G, Bunter, of the
Gre{,t;rmrs Remove, and that 1t was
for W. . Bunter that Mr. Quelch must
have come,

He blinked through his %laaaes at
the Remove master, like s fat rabbit
fxscinated by a serpent.

The attache-case dropped unheeded
at his feet. Bunter had some wild idea
of slamming the door and lecking it.
But it was too late. Mr. Quelch was

standing at the steps of the van, looking
in, and the lamp in the van, burning
brightly, revealed William George
Bunter in all his glory.

“Mr. Whiffles!” said the Remove
maszter.

He had spen Mr. Whiflles before; he
knew the striped ochecks, the fancy
waisteoat, the tubby figure, the big,

old wateh-chain, the well-brimmed silk

at, the pointed beard, the waxed
moustache, the curly nut-brown locks.
He had no doubt that it was Mr.
Whifles standing in the van, blinking
down at him wifh fascinated eyes.

*"Mr. Whiffles " he repeated.

Billy Bunter recovered a little: the
name reminded him who he was at the

resent moment, anl elso assured him

10t his disguise was not penetrated by
his Form master’s gimlet eyes.

“Oh! Yes!” he gasped. *Certainly.
G-g-g-g-good-evening, sir !

“I am sorry to trouble you at this
Iate hour of the evening, Mr. Whiffles.”

“Ob, don't mench !” gasped Bunter.

*“Stop! Villain!
gasped Mr. Whilfles, at Bunter.
** My clothes |
I wii send you to prisom—&hisd 1"
7. nla:ri:,andjmtﬂudﬂthuhthmi
oxira

that streiched him,

it

! Rascal 1"

I will presscute you l

Bunter put o an

out - to
(See Chapler 7.)

“If you will kindly allow me to

explain—" ‘

“Get on with it—I—I mean, yes, sir[”

“A boy belonging to the szchool
where I am & master 18 missing. A boy
named Bunter—but, of course, you
would be unacquainted with him.”

“Oh! Yes! Of course! N-n-n-never
heard the name in my life!”

- “If you have seen him, however, you
would robahl remember him—an
extremely fat g-n;.r in glassog—="

"Oht Ah! No! Never seen him in
my life, sir., He—he's not here! No

ood looking in this van for him, Mr,
511&11:]1]"

“I was not thinking of looking in
your van for him. sir,” said the Remove
master tartly. “But I belicve he's in
your cirens”

“0Oh! No! I am sure not! Absoclutely
certain that he's not anywhere about
here, sir! He wouldn’t be admitied! I
—I think he's at Lantham.”

“What?"

“In-in fact, I'm sure he's at Lantham.
sir—or—or Canterbury! TI—I think if
wou go to Cantechury, sir—or—or

L]

olkestone— _

“Impossible! Even so [oolish a boy
cannot have gone there! Have yom
any reason to suppose that he has done
so, Mr. Whiffes "

“Yesg: lots! I—I saw him in Canter-
bury this afternoen, sir, when I was
at—at Folkestone!” gasped Bunter.

“Wha-a-at !"

“I—I—I mean—"

“Really, Mr, Whiffles——"

“I—I mean, I saw him at Folkestone,
sir, when I was at Canterbury,” gasped

Bunter, “That i to say, I-I
mean—""  Bunter was a little con-
fused. The glink in Mr. Quelch's

gimlet-like eycs was qute disconcert-
INE.

“If you know anything of the boy,
Mr. Whiffles—"

TaE Maicuer Lseay.—No. 1,070.
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“Q0h, yoe! I—I think I—I saw him
at Lantham—-=" ‘ ;

“You know him by sight?’

“Oh! No! Never seen him mm my
life, sir!® ssid Bunter promptly.
“Never heard of him till you men-
tioned him, sir.”

Mr. Quelch eniffed. Ho could onl
conclude that this fat circus man h
been drinking. _

“T -have come here, sir, to look for
him,” he said. “The boy is to reccive
punishment when he returns to Lhe
school—severe punishment——""

“0Oh, lor" 1™

“I think for that reason he may be
staying out of gates.' The bay i3, 1
regret to say, absolutely stupid.”

“0Oh, really, sir—" )

“It is possible—indeed probable—in
view of his unexampled stupidity, that
be may have remained here fer the
second -performance at your circus, sir.
I think he may be among the audi-
ence at the present momens,”

“0Dh! Good!” gasped Bunter.

*“What 1"

“I—I mean, bad—very bad—awlul,
in fact!” gasped the Owl of the
Remove. " Shocking 1"

“¥You must exeuse me for troubling
you, Mr. Whifles, but 1 am very
anxious about the boy. May I beg
your assistence in discovering bim and

‘placing him Lfn my hands ¥
“"Ng jolly fear! ﬁ]asl;red Bunter.
“Mr. Whiffea! What—-"

“1—] mean—] mean, certainly!
Right on the spot! I—I—I-T'll Lelp
round up the young—the -young scoun-
drel I gas the fat gentleman in the
van. ‘.%iﬂﬂ jin -the tent all right—in
fact, I saw him go in.”

“You think you saw him go in?"
asked Mr. Quelch, wishing that Mr.
Whiffles was o teetotaller.

“I'm sure of it! He's nowhere near
this van. That's quite impossible. No
good locking for him here. Look in
the tent. ou'll Bnd him all right.
I'il awear ho's there.”

“If you saw him go in—"

“With my own cyes sir™ gasped
Bunter. "I—I— Now I come to
think of i, I know Lim by sight
Bunter, you said?”

“Yes, his name is Bunter.”

“]—I know him, sir—a rather hand-
some, distinguished-locking chap—-="

“Nothing of the kind!" said Mr,
Quelch. It is evidently some other
boy you have seen. The boy of whom
I am in search is not in the least hand-
gome or distinguished-loocking—he i3
short and fat and clumsy, and has an
expression of fatuous stupidity—"

#*Oh, deaw it mild ¥

"What!"

“I—I mean—-*

*“Really, Mr. Whilles—"

"I—I mcan, exactly! That's the
chap! He's in the tent. Number ten
in the second row of the half-crown
seats!” said Dunter recklessly.

Bunter asked nothing better than
that the Remove master should start
exploring the big tent, where he would
have an audience of at least five hun-
dred to choose from. That wounld give
the Owl of the Remove a chance fo run
for it. He might even get to Grn?-
friars and scuttle into bed while
Quelchy was still out. That would put
off the painful consequences till the
morning. Mr. Quelch might have
eosled down by then. Bunter hoped so,
at lerst. Hope springs cternal in the
human breast.

“I think, sir,” Mr. Quelch was say-
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ing, “that if the boy sces me, he may
attcmpt to escape—-"

“Oh, no, sir, I shouldn't—*"

“Eh 1. ;

“I—1 mean, I—I shouldn't think so,
sir1” gns]pud Bunter. “It wouldn’t be
respectful, would it, sir?™ .

" Unfortunately, the boy is & disre-
spectful  young raecall”  eaid M.
Queleh, "1 wes about fp suggest, sir,
that you might direct some of your

employees to detain the boy as he comea

out, and hand him over to me. I
am aware, sir, that I am asking a
favour at your hands, and am exceed-
ingly sorry to give you trouble; but I
am sure you will understaud how
serious it is for & boy to be out of
school at this hour.” y

“Oh! Quite! Young villain!” said
Bunter. " Young scoundrel! I—I'm
awfully shocked at him!  N-n-never
heard of such a thing since—since I waa
a&—a boy myself, sir.”

“Phonk you, Mr. Whiflles! Then you
will be kind enough to act as I have
suggested

“QOh, yes, rather! Anything you like,
sir, =0 long as you clear ofi—1 mean,
so—sa long as you catch that—tbat
young rascal.”

Bunter blinked round at six or seven
of Mr. Whiffles' employees who. were
standing round looking on aud listen-
IME.

lgﬂeurgﬂ ™ he gasped.

" Yessir!”

“You hear what this—this old Beak
—1I mean, what this geotleman eaid.
G-g-g-go and watch the tent and collar
that fellow as—as he comes out!”

“*Ow shall I know him, sir?” .

“This old blighter—I 'mean, this
gentleman . will give you a—a descnip-
tion !” gasped Bunter. **Go with him.”

“Yes, sir,” said George. ]

“¥ou other fellows go, too,” =aid
Bunter. “All of you go. You can’t be
too careful. Every one of you go at
oneo,

“Thank you, air!” said Mr. Quelch
gratefully, “I can only apologise, sir,
for giving you so much trouble—"

“Don't mench, sir! It's all right;
only buck up! The—the young rasca
may be going out this very minute.”

“Quite so! I think I should men-
tion, sir, that my anxicty for _this
wretched boy has been increased by a
very strange thing that happened on
my way here. Some lunstic is wandex-
ing on the common; and I desire to
put you on your guard. Whether the
man is dangerous 1 cannot say; but he
is undoubtedly insane. A man is
wandering about, sir, wrapped up in a
bathing-towel—"

“0h, crikey!™

“He was lurking in the bushes,
apparently watching this circns from a
distance, when I came slong the foot-
path. I shall inform the police—="

" The—thae police I

“Yag: if the man is a madman, he
must be socured,” said Mr. Quelch. “I
warn you, in ¢ase any member of your
circus may encounter him.”

“Qh, crikey! Oh, crumbs! Was—
was—was he coming towards the
cireus ¥’ stuttered Bunter, blinkin sk
Mr. Quelch, in terror of secing Mont-
gomery 8t. Loger "Whiffles in the
offing.

“No; he scemed to be lurking in the
bushes. Appsrently in hidibg,"” said
Mr, Quelch., “But I had an impres-
sion that he was watching this spot
from & distance. Undoubtedly a
lunatic:. he was dressed in bathing
clothes and a large towel”

“Great pipl I—I mean, thanks for
the tip—that is, I'll look out for the

beast! I—I.say, you fellows, cut
off mow, H-~if you'Hl go with them,
sir, they—thkey'll get that chap for

you— :

“Once more, thank you very much,
Mr. Whiffles,"”

“Not at all, sirl Onl 1 mean,
buck up!  The—the [ellow may be
dodging away this very minute—-="

And Mr. Quelch, immensely to
Bunter's relief, walked away with the
circus men. -Bunter could hardly be-
lieve in' his good luck when they dis-
appeared round the big tent, Bunter
did npot nesd telling who * was tho
Tlunatic * Mr. Quelch had encountered
on his way to the circus. A man lurk-
ing on the common in & bathing-towel
could only be Montgomery 8t Leger
rfhiﬂtum There was not a second to
'}S'El

The moment Mr, Quelch wos out of
sight, Billy Bunter scuttled down the
steps of the van, snd fairly rhn for it

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Narmmow Eseape !
G H, lor' 1

0 It was an e¢jsculation of

utter dismay from Billy

' Bunter.

_The fat junior had run till his fat
little legs simply would not keep going.

Then he had perforce halted.

- Ha dumped hiniself down on & grassy
baik close by the Courtfield road, to res!
snd recover his ‘wind.

And then—

Then it was his intention, after takin
a little rest, to change back into school
boy clothes, discarding Mr. Whitlies'
wig, and hurry on to Greyfriers, snd
bo ‘safe in bed there before Mr. Quelch
returned.

On the morrow he would have to face
the music, but he hoped that the niusic
would be pitched in a milder kcy, so to
speak, by that time, ,

At all events, he would have had time
to decide how to account for his absenco
—how to explain why he had starved ‘out
of gates.

No meticulous regard for the tzuth
hald Bunter in check. All he wanted
wa: a plausible yarn. Truth and
Bunter were strangers. Already there
wes a dim glimmering in lis fat mind
of a really good story—how he had
helped & poor old blind man home, snd
lost his way back, or, alternatively, as
the lawyers say, how ho had carried a
bundle for a r old woman who lived
miles and miles away, and got into the
wrong train returning.

But slas for Banter |

Clear of the circus, safe from Quelchy,
in & shadowy spot where he could hsve
changed _his othes with perfect
security, Bunter suddenly realised that
in the haste of .his departure, he had
left the attache-case in the caravan,

In bis hurried flight he had thought
nnliihnf ‘Eettinn‘ clear.

e had got clear!

But changing back inte Etons was
obviously impracticable when his Etons
remained bohind in the atiache-case in
Mr. Whiffles' caravan at the circus.

Bunter feirly groaned in anguish of
spirat.

This really was a knock-down blow!
He could not blame himsell. A fellow
couldn’t think of everything at omoo.
But it was & knock-out! He was half
& raile from the eircus and half a mile
from hiz own clothes,
1i he went on to Greyfriars he would
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have to go as Montgomery St Leger
Whiffles |

That, of course, was not to be thought
of. EBunter aat and groaned!

Mizfortuno seemed to dog his weary
al:-ap-ai As Bhakespears would havé puk
F' “on liorrors’ head, horrors ateumnu-
1

Ik was useless to go on! He dared not
go back while Mr. Quelch was at tha
cireus! One meeting with that gimlet-
eyed pgentleman was cnough for the
wrong Mr., Whiles, He sat and rested,
and puﬁad and blew, and groaned!

The scunds of music had died away at
the circus now, Many nf thﬂ Tﬁ]&'ring
lights had been extinguished. @ per-

formence was over; the people were
going. At a little distance Bunter heard
a corowd of them streaming away
X
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towards Courtfield. Other parties went
by the footpaths over the common in
varioua directions.

Bunter did not ‘feed. Heo simply did
not know what to doe—until it was sefe
to creep back fo the caravan after bis
clethes,

Suddenly, closo at hand, thera came a
footatep; in thu starlight he glimpsed a
tell, angular figure walking, with shar
steps, down the road. e crouche
hm:k into the shadows as he recognised
Mg, Quelch.

Mr. Quelch walked with alw.rp steps,
a bitter ughteumg of the lips, and a
gleaming He had watched tlm
whole nudmum emerge, with the help of
the circus men. There was more than
one exit to the big tent, but all had
been observed by Mr. Whiffles’ men..

No fat schoolboy in spectacles had been
seen or captured.

If Bunter had been there he had
dodged away, after all, in the dark out-
side the tent. Mr. Querlch hoped that he
had gone back to the school. He wanted
to find him there—he yearhed to flr.u&
him there. But, wheraver he was
wag useless for Mr. Quelch to seck fum
on the wide, dark éommon or up and
down the roads &nd lanes.

Mr. Quelch was not tireless; and he
was no Chingachgook to ?mk up trmls
Ho he strode back to Greyiriars, a
glimpze Bunter caught of his face 1n l:ha
dusk as he passed sent a cold thrill down
Bunter's spine.

8till, the beast wes gone. that was one
mmf:::rt. Mr. Quelch’s footsteps died
away in the direction of Greyfriars.
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Bunter rose from the bank.

It was safe to return to the circus now.
Safe to bag that attache-case and get
away with his own clothes. After which
his strange, eventful history as a circus
boss would comte to an end! PBunier
little knew!

Not that he wanted it to come te an
end. He would have been very glad to
carry on as Mr, Whiffles! If only Mr.
Whiffles mufld have besan permanently
disposed of in some painless manner—-

But he couldn't!

Bunter blinked round him and started
back 4o the circus camp where a few
lights ﬂtﬂI burned,

Waz Whiffles there?
That was tho burning question.
If not, nothing could be simplor Lhan

—Pe—

for. Bunter to enter the red-and-blue
caravan, bag the attache-case, and soud.

But if the gentleman in ‘the bathing-
towel had arrived——
Bunter's powerful inteliect, as a rule,

d:u:i not work guickly. But it was work-
ing under pressure now. He had been
assured that Mr. Whiffles wounld not
return till dark. But at dark he had
not returned. Why not!? DBecauze Qo
was _lorking—as . Mr. Quelch had
described it—at & distance; and if he
was lurking at & distance, for what
reason {:mﬂg it be cxeept to !.-.alt till the
circus was asleep before returning. 1if
that was the case, h{;! was still lurking
--and waiting; the circus was not yet
asleep. A gentleman who had sported
an ample head of hair among those whao
konew him could not be anxious to moeet
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their astonished view with a hcad as
bald as a billiards-ball .
Bunter grinned as he thought of it!
Tt was all right! Whiffles wasn't there
yvetb!
S0 the coast was still ¢lear!

Bunter rolled on almost cheerily. Ha
would have been quite cheery but for
the lingering thought of what awaited
him at Greyfriars! ¥f only, only that
heast Whiffles could have been disposed
of somehow! How gloriows to carry
on as the circus boss, and leave Grey-
friars over till the end of the holidays!

The midsummer hols. were long—surely
wrath would have died away d',v then,
Mr. Quelch might let the sun go down on

his wrath, but not the whole midsummer
vacation, surely! If only—

THE Magyer Lmeiry,—No. 1,070,
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il

Ilstﬂ[}!!j .

Bunter jumped as a gasping yell inter-
rupted his reflections. He was only a
hundred yards from the circus now. He
hlinked round in alarm, and jumped
almost cléar of the ground at the sight
of & dim white figure—a figure he g:d
not see clearly, but which he did not
fail to recogmse as that of Mr. Quelch’s
lunatic in a bathing-towel!

“Ow ! gasped Bunter.

It was Whiffles!

The figure fairly hurled iteelf at him
from the shadows of a hawthorn-bush,
where it had been *Jurking.”

Mr. Whiffles, like Bunter, was short-
sighted. But he lacked his glasses now!
They wersa in the attache-case in the
caravan. But even without his glasscs
he could recogmise the glaring pattern
of the striped check suit Bunter wore,
and which Mr. Whiffles had been
accustomed to wear. He knew that this
was the scoundrel, the villain, .the
blighter who had rvobbed him of his
clothes and other possessions while he
was swimming in the Sark. It could he
no other, for those clothes were unique!
In a population of forty-five millions

nabody else wore clothes liko My,
Whiffles,
“Stop!  Villain! Thief! Raseal!™

Mr. Whiffles hissed out the words as ho
rushed at Bunter. “M { clothee! Rascal!
I will prosecute you! I will send you to
prison! Thiel! Wreteh! Villain—"

“Yaroooh |”

A fat hand was almost upon the dis-
mayed Owl’s shoulder when he fled
onward, just eluding it.

Mr. Whiffles dashed after him,

Bunter flew!

Mr, Whiffles flew!

They raced across the grass, both
going uncommonly strong. It was nob
only vengeance that Mr. Whiflles
wanted—thoungh he wanted that badly.
He wanted his clothes. Above all, he
wanted his wig!

For hours and hours the wretched Mr.
Whifles had lurked, waiting for the
eircus camp to fall into slumber, to give
him a cl}nnc-:.‘: of sneaking quictly
and getting into his van unseen.

In a box in that van was a second
wig, exactly like the first. Wigs, like
other more usual articles of attire, have
to be cleaned at times. When one of
Mr. Whiffles' wigs was st his hair.
dresser’s the other adorned ks bald
hgag]; It was the second wig that Mr.
Whiffles had hoped to don hefore he
should bo scen by any of his company.
But he dared not ventura till the circus
was asleep.

Fortunately, the summer night was
warm ; still, the light attire of a bathing-
suit and & bathing-towel swathed round
his fat person, did not protect Mr,
Whiles against the hreeze that came
from the zea. Lurking in the shadows
round the circus camp was extremely
uncomfortable. The sight of his own
clothes and hair eame as a windfall to
Mr. Whiffles. Here was the thiel, the
hlighter, the villain, whe had robbed
Eim! Vengeance and 8 renewed thatch
were within his grasp at one fell swoop!
His cluteh was E;u.*st hehind Bunter as
the terrified Owl fled for his fat life,

Billy Bunter ran as he had seldom
run before.

Gasping and puffing and panting, he
fledd onward at frantig speed.p )

Onece the outstretched fingers behind
ronched his shoulder and electrifed him
into greater efforts,

He had one hope. He knew that Mr.
Whiffles had heen avoiding the lights
of the cireus and the gaze of his com-
pany ever snce nightfall, Tt was
chvipuzs even to the obtuse Owl that
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Mr. Whiffles did not want to be seen
wigless. If he could reach the Jighted
encampment—-

He reached it!

He was almost at his last gasp as he
rolled breathlessly inte the radius of
light of the naphtha lemps.

There was a shout. ,

Helf & dozen people saw him rushing
frantically in, and caught a ‘fl:mgm
of the wild, weird figura behind, The
Aaring lights gleamed on a bald bhead
and a bathing-towel.

Mr. Whifflea stopped.

He could not face it. He turned and
rished back mmto the friendly cover of
darkness. Bunter staggered on to the
CAYAYANE,

Ho sank down on the steps of the
blue-and-red caravan, and gasped and

puffed and blew.
“Ow! Grooogh! Wow! Oh erumbs!
The hald

Cooooch ! Grooooh !

But he knew he was safe.
head that had shone and gleamed for a
moment in the glare of the naphtha
lamps was gone. Montgomery 5t Leger
Whiffles wwas once more *lurking.”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Tha Retarn of the Natlve !

i W! Wow! Oooooch!™
O Dunter gasped spasmodicaliy.
Half the cireus gathered
round him. Mr. Dance came
up, Slaney came up, George came up.
Tomesso Tomsoniec and Samson and
Mobby Nobbs, the clown, and a dozen

others came up.

“What's happened, guv'nor?” asked
Nobby Nobhbs

“Grooogh! QOooch!”
“I saw somebody—something ! said
Mr. Dance.

“Whoeoooh! Ooooch! Qoooch ™

“'Ave a drink, guv'nor,” said George
Mix. " 3Bhall I bring you a brandy-and-
soda, sir?”

“Oh erumhbs™

Bunter did not want a brandy-and-

soda, He did not desire to play Mont-
gﬂf‘i&;ﬁ" 5t. Leger Whiffes to that
extent.

“I—=I—I—-" he stuttered. He [elt
that an explanation was needed. “I-—I
went for a walk, and that—that——"
He remembered Mr, Queleh's deserip-
tion of that figure in the bathing-towel,
“That lunatic attecked me!”

“That there lunatic the schoolmaster
saw, guv'nor? asked George sympa-
thetically.

“That’'s it!” gasped Bunter. *“A
dangerous maniac! He attacked me!
Rushed on me! I—I just barely escaped
his knife!”

“"He's got a knife, s

Uneasy glances wers cast around into
the encircling shadows. A lunatic with

a knife waz no joke.

“"A—a—a carving-knife, I think'™
gasped Bunter, “Raving mad, zyou
know! Brandishing a knife!”

“MNo wonder you ’ooked 1t, guv'nor,”
sald the sympathetic George. *“The
perlice ought to be told.”

*“The schoolmaster said he was going
to phone to the police,” remarked one
of the men,

“He'll be run in before morning,”
said SBlaney.

“(xot out of some asylum, I s’pose,”
said Texas Bill, the broncho buster.
“I'm going to lock my van to-night, I
am_u

"Sﬂ.ﬂ'lil-:l "ErBLJJ‘ : .

S Ii—if you see anything of him, drive
him off " gasped Bunter. “Don't waste
time talking te him. Don't listen to a

word he saye. Just drive him away.

Never mind i you hurt him. Kick
him! Kick him-—hard!”

“You bet, guv'nor!”

“I am going into the town, Me,
Whiffles,” said Dance. “ 1 had better

call at the police station and warn
them.”

“Oh, no!
Bunter,

He staggered to his feet.

“If—if ¥ou mnieet him on your way,
knock him down!” he gaapen{ “Don't
speak to the—the hormble willain!
Knock him down! Jump on him!
Don't let him say & word! Look out
for the carving-knife!"

Bunter went into the caravan and
closed the door on the buzzing, excited
crowd of circus men. He zat down in
Mr. Whiffles' chair and gasped.

“Oh dear! Ow!”

Circumstances had driven Bunter into
asguming the character of Montgomery
8t. Leger Whiffles, Circumstances
seemed determined to keep him in thab
charaecter.

With all his efforts to change back
into William George Buster, he was still
Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles,

To leave the camp again in the guise
of Mr. Whiffles was impossible with the
real Mr. Whiffles lurking just oulside
the radiuz of the lights. Bunter shud-
dered at the thought.

To leave as & echoolboy until the
circus was asleep was impossible. Bunter
was booked for the part of Whiffles, and
could not help it.

There was only one recourse for
Bunter—to remain where he was until
all were fast asleep, and then change
inte his own clothes and sneak away.

Meanwhile there were consolations,
He was hungry, and so long as he was
]];Ir.l_"f[:iiﬂm he oould give what orders

a8 liKed.

As soon as he had quite recovered his
breath he opened the door of the
caravan and called:

“SBir!” George Mix appesred at once.

“Bring supper.”

“¥You won't have it in the supper-
tent, sirl”

i

‘Neo. DBring it here.”
“Yes, guvnor.”
s A% bring engugh,” said Bunter. “I
had a fairly good tea, but I'ss“used to
& good supper, Mind that™

"lfﬁ, HIr-”

George brought supper o iha wvan.
There was cold besef and ham and
ickles, and cheese and other things.
t was what George Mix thought an
ample supper. In ten minutes Bunter
thumped on the bell on Mr. Whiffles'
table, George came back.

“I told you I was hungry, George.
EEHE% g}a some supper.”

I—I mean, yes!" gasped

George stared at the emptied dishes

and Elatca. .

“It's all right,” Bunter said re.
assuringly. *1 like the grub—what I've
sa.mpIeg of it. Now I'm going to have
some supper.”

“Oh! Ah! Yes!” gasped Georpe.

Bunter had some supper! George was
kept fairly busy for some time, comin
and going. At tea-time he ha
wondered where Mr. WhifBes put it all
Now ha marvelled.

But even Bunter was finished at last.
Ha tippecl -George another of Mr.
Whiffles” half-crowns and dismissed him.

He wag foeling better now.

There would be no supper for him
when he got to Greyfriars, He knew
that. He would have to ring up
Gosling to get in, and when he got in
and saw Mr. Quelch, it was not supper
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Hardly knowing what he
did, Billy Bunter made a
jump at Mr, Whiffles, as he
came creeplng up the steps
of the wvan, and smote.
Crash ! Bump ! The circus

propristor went {oppling

backwards down the steps.

“Yooop! Ow! gﬂlp !
{See Chapler 9.)

that would be handed oub to him. The
more Bunter thought of what awaited
him at Greyfriars, the less he liked it.
But it had to be faced. He remem:
bered the infuriated Mr. Whiffles’ words
—thief, prosecution, prison! The beast
was beast enough to go the limit, just
beoause a fellow in sore straits had
borrowed his clothes and his silly old
wig! Bunter was quite shocked at the
viciousness Mr. Whafles hiad displayed,
He hoped the Courtfield police would
run him in as a wandering lunatie, It
would keep him off the acene for a bit,
But Bunter felt that that was too much
ty hope for., He had to get out az soon
as the circus was asleep and the going
was good.

Bunter waited.

He did not dare to go to sleep. He
would have liked & nap. The hour was
Iste, and his uncommon exertions that
eventful day had tired him. But heo
knew that if he went fo slesp he was
more likely to sleep till morning, or at
least till My, Whiffles came butfing info
the caravan, as he was sure to do some
time during the Iliﬁhh Fortunately, his
lengthy nap in the evening had re-
freshed him, and he was able to keep
awake. : , a

One by ane the lights in the circus
encampment were extihguished. The
sound of volces died away. .

Bunter, blinking from the curtained
window of the caravan, saw no more
lights; only a glimmering of starlight
over the circus, He had extinguizhed his
own lamp. Not & wvolce reached his
ears. But, on opening the door and
blinking: cautiously out, he discerned a
light burning in a caravan at a little
digtance. He saw a slim, dark figure
come to the open door of that caravan,
and stand there locking out while a
cigarette was lighted. Tt was Mr.
Dance, the manager. Evidently, he had
returned from hiv walk to the town;
but he had not gone to bed yet. Bunter
blinked at him and popped back and
gloved the door of the blue and red van.

ﬁ’{’f/‘//’f’;

o 'if";f.-"r .

s
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How long was that beast going to stay
up? From his van, he was sz likely as
not to see anybody creeping out of Mr.
Whiffles' van, Why didn’t the beast go
to bed?

Bunter waited ten minutes, and
blinked out of the half-opened door
again. The light was still burning in

r. Dance’s van, though he was not to
be scon at the open door of it now,
Bunter gave the van a furious blink!
What on carth was that beast stopping
for, when everybody else had gone to
bed? Bunter was not aware of the
financial problems that Blr. Dance had
to work out in the dark hours.

At Courtfield, over several whiskies
and sodas, Mr. Dance had received and
assimilated the unwelcome news that
another of his winners had come in
eleventh. The handsome sum he had
intended to win, which would have =et
his accounts right, had not materialised ;
instead of that, he had netted a rather
substantial loss; and how he was poing
to meat that loss, was the problem that
kept Mr, Dance out of bed and wide
awake! He saw nothing for it but a
further inroad into the funds in his
hands—and he was getting very close
to danger-point in that ling, now! If
that old fool, Whiffles, got too
mquisitive—"!

No wonder Mr. Dance was sleeploss!

But it was very awkward for Bunter!
It was past midnight now, and another
blink from the blue apd red earavan
showed Mr. Dance's light still burning.

Bunter breathed hard with fury and
uneasiness. If he waited much longer,
there was momentary risk of the return
of the real Whiflles! l}hviausliz.
Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles could
not mean to spend the rest of his natural
life lurking among the hawthorns on
Courtfield Common, elad in a bathing-
towel, He could only be waiting for a
chance to sneak back quictly inlo his
van. Most likely he was now waiting,
like Bunter, for that last light to be
extinguished.

T
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Bunter heard the weleome sound of
& closing door. He opened his own door
a few inches, and blinked out, The lLight
was gonc; the exasperating Dance had
turned in at last.

Bunter breathed more freely.

A rapid change now intoe his own
clothes—and flight! The coast, at long
last, was ¢lear! Bunter closed the door,
and turned to the attache case, He did
not venture to put on a light, lest some
wakeful eye in the camp should observe
it. He could change in the dark, He
opentd the attache case on the bed, and
Eﬁgan te sort out his own clothes! And

el—

Then he suddenly stopped, his hair
rising on his head with the thrill of
horror that ran through him! For heo
heard & stealthy creeping step without
—the door was drawn open; and as he
turped, frozen with horror, he saw the
glimmer on a bald head!

Mr. Whiffles had returned!

———a

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,

Neck or Nothing !

TEALTHILY, Montgomery 3.
Leger Whiffles crept up the stairs
of the blue and red caravan,
He might have been a cat burglar,

from his stealthy movements, instead of
the rightful owner of that van. All that
wae there was his—excepting Bunter, of
mn;se-v:mt ho came like & thief in the
night.
¢ wag almost trembling with mingled
eagerness and dread.
ike Bunter, ho had waited for the
last light to be extipguished. Like
Bunter, he had prepared for action
when that light went out. Unlike Bunter,
he had acted with lightning swiftness,
For hours—or was it centuries—he
had lurked and watched, and swatched
and lurked. Now his chance had come.
(Continued on page 10.}
THe Masner Liseaky.—No, LOT0,
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{Continued from page 13)

To get quietly into the van, to get at
the box whera he kept his spare parts,
50 to speak: to get a wig on hiz bare
bald head; to re-assume the normal
aspect  of Muntgc:mer}' 5t. Loger
Whiffles—and to do it all as rapidly
as possible—that was the object of the
unfortunate occupant of the bathing-
towel,

Later, he would hunt for the villain,
the blighter, the unscrupulous dastard,
who had bagged his elothes and other
appurtenances while hé was swimming.
He would hound that iniquitous wretch
without mercy. And he would take care,
on future occasions when he went for
a swim, that his clothes and wig did
not fall into nefarious hands. He would
buy a dog--a ferocious dog—the
most savage Alsatianhe could pet forlove
or money—and leave him on guard over
the treasure, when in future he went
for a swim. He would take a lot of
trouble to seek out a fierce, fanged
Alsatian with a reputation for biting.
Thie awlul disaster shouid never happen
again., OUnce he was out of this fearful
BCrape.

But he was not out of it vet.

It is always easier to [all into a hole
than to eclimb out of it again. Mr,
Whiilles, at long last, seemed to be on
the verge of success. But he was only
on the verge; and proverbially there 1z
many a slip betwixt cup and lip.

He did not dream for & moment that
his van was oceupied. He had spotted
the thief, the dastard, the blighter, in
his clothes and wig, on tha commen, and
chased him. The villain had escaped.
But it had never ocourred to Mr. Whiffles
that the iniquitous’ wretech was in his
caravan, Ha did not dream that the
dastardly villain had been playing his
part for him. He did not know any-
thing about that yet. He was just going
to discover it

He crept stealthily to the van door,
and opened it ¢ peered into the
dark interior of the van. He gasped
with relief! Tt was done—he was in his
van at last, and nobody had seen him
wigless—nobody should or could ever
know that the corlv-haived Whiffles was
az bald as: a billiards-ball, It was done
—and he gasped with relief. Dut he
gasped too soon! It was not done!

Bunter blinked at him in horror and
dismay.

Self-preservation is well-known to be
the first law of nature, A rat will fght
In a corner—a worm will turn—and it
is said that there is no animal so dan-
gerous as the peaceful. placid sheep,
when it is driven to resistance. Excess
of terror will lend courage. Bunter was
so thoroughly alarmed and scared, thiat
he forgot to be afreid. To be collared
by Mr, Whitfles, shown up as a fraund,
handed over to the police as a stealer
of bather's clothes, confined to a cell in
Courtfield Police-station for the night,

shadowy figure in the doorway of the
van, and smote.
Crash! Bump! . )
A smite with Bunter”s weight behind
it was not & light matter. And it ¢ame
uite unexpeetedly., Mr, Whiflles fairly

oW, .

Mr. Whiffles was being silent, stealthy,
cautious; stealing into the van like a
cat-burglar into s window. But as he
went backwards down the steps, silence,
stealth, and caution were naturally for-
gotten, The yell that Mr. Whifflea let

. out rang through the circus encampment,

and awoke most of the echoes of Court-
field Common,

“ Whooooooooop

Mr. Whiffles Il}u,m:h:ui on the grass,
roaring.

“(Oh, crumbs ! gasped Dunter.

“Yooop ! Whoop! Ow!
Whoop '™ reared Mr. Whifles.

He sprawled in a dazed state,

Bunter blinked down at him, quaking.
There was a shouting from two or three
directions; lights fashed from several
vans and tents.

Right up to that moment, it had never
occurred to Billy Bunter to hold on to
the identity of BAir, Whiffles, in the

resence of the real Wihnffles. It came to

im like a flash now. It was the onl
way! . Mr. Whiffles’ best friend coul
not have recognised him now as Mont-
gomery 3t. Leger Whiffles. Hea_was the
lunatie in the bathing towel! It camo
to Bunter in a fash: simply because it
was the only war te safety; the only
way to avoid a rough hsodling and
e cell at the police-station. Iﬂs was
driven to it. here. was no escape—
only check could carry him through.
Bunter desperately plaved up.

“Help!” he roared. * Burglara! Mad-
men! Lunatics| Help!™

“"Yow-ow-ow !’ came from the sprawl-
ing Whifflea. “Yow-ow-ow!” ;

rge Mix, half-dressed, came bolting
out of the tent, with a lantern in one
hand, and a chopper in the other. From
all quarters eame shouting voices, run-
ning feet, cries of alarm. Had Bunfer
wanted to escape, even in his present
guise, he could not have gol away
unseen. Almost in 3 moment the cara-
van was surrounded, and s score of
pairs of eyes turned on the sprawling,
gasping, panting Whiffles,

“It's the Iunatic!” yelled Bunter.
“(Cpllar him! Seizo him! Look out for
his kpife! Help! Beize him! Bag him!
Help 1 3

Five or six pairs of hands wera laid,
not gently, on the sprawling Whiffles.

He was dragged to his feet, and held
securely.

He struggled furronsly, utterly en-
raged by this attack from his own em-
ployvees. He struggled and yelled.

But he was held fast. Slaney had one
arm, Tomasso Tomsonio had the other.
Samson the Strong Man took a grip on
the back of his neck, George Mix
brandished the chopper. Nobby Nobbs
grasped him somewhere, and Texas Bill
somewhere else, Two or three more
men got a riﬁ. Whiflles struggled and
roared, and threatened in vain.

“We got him, sir!" gasped George.
“Quiet, you murder:n?f villain! Behave
vourself, or lodk out for this chni: gl

“1']1 sack wou!™ yelled Mr. WhifHes
furiously, “TI'll sack the lot of you!
Take a wetk's notice all round !

“Mad as a ‘atter|” said George.

“Poor chap!” said 8laney. “Fair
eaving ™ i ] ]

“Let me go!” shricked the infuriated

Help!

bailed out in the morning by tho head- Whifl f I dly. “1 tell
master of Ureyfriars—the prospact was w;:_'wlzl'-.a-m‘l :a.;]t:legg !mEEE::kEE! Do ;gﬂ
too awful! Hardly knowing what he hear?”

did, Bunter made a jump at the “Pore feller!” said Ceorge Mix.

TaHE Micxer LmRirs.—No. 1,078

“Fair off his crumpet, ain't he ! said

-

]

Nobby Nobba, “Who does he think he
is, I wonder, poor chap*"

“Hold him tight!” gasped Bunter.

“We gol him all right, sir! He won't
do any ‘arm now.”

“He—he—he thinks he's
else, you know!”™ gasped Bunter.
“Launatics do, you know. sg_l dare say
he thinks he's me, or—or the Prime
Minister, or the Pope, you Lknow,
Lunatics are like that.”

“Mad 83 a 'atter! TFancy a bleke
gﬂmg about at mnight dressed wup in

athing clobber and a bathing towel !”
said George. “ Keep guiet, you image !
We don't want {0 'urt & pore lunsatic;
but you can't be let loose. Look 'erel
What asylum do you belong to?”

“Let me go!” shrieked Mr. WhifHles,
almost foaming at the mouth.

He was wutterly amazed, ‘and
astounded, and bewildered. The dread-
ful disaster of being seen without his
wig had happened. "That had been the
very worst of Mr, Whiffles" terrors.
Buat, apparently, it was not the worst,
As Bhakespeare has said: “Thus bad
begins, but worse remains behind.”

Mr. Whiffles forgot even his bald
head, that leng, and carefully-kept
soeret revealed at last, in hia rage and
fury at what was happening now. It
seemed to him that the whole eircus
had gone insane.

“Let me go! You're sacked!” he
bawled. “I'll kick out the lot of you!
How dare youl i1

somebody

Hands o
“Hold him tight !” gasped the Owl of

the Hemove. *“He's dangerous, you
know. Mind he doean't bite!"
“Releaze mel Rascals, villains,
wretches 1"

“Got & fine flow of language, ain't
he?” grinned Nobby Nobbs. “Look
‘ere, my pore feller, you take it quict!
Tell us who you are, and we'll sec you're
took safe home without being "urt. The
pore chap can't help being balmy in the
crumpet !

“Who are vou?” demanded Slaney.

“What ! You fooll I'm T,
Whiffles !I”” roared the hapless circus pro-
prictor.  “Don’t you know your own
employer, you idiot?”

“{h, my eye!"

Had Mr., Whiifles stated that he was
the King of England, or the President
of the United States, he would have
bean quite as likely to ?al.: away with it
More likely, in fact, for those gentle-
men were at least absent, though hardly
to be suspected of haunting Courtfield
Common attired in a bathing-towel.
But the man he claimed to be was there,
standing in the doorway of the wan,
looking down on the secene, At all
ovents, he seerned to be there. It is
truly said that appearances are nob
everything.  5till, they amounl to a
great deal. Bunter had the appearance
of Montgomery &t Leger hiffles.
Mr. Whiffles hadn't. The spectators
could hardly be blamed for judging by
appearances in this case,

“Pore feller!” said George. " Mad
ag & blinking 'atter! Don't 'urt the
pore feller !”

“You fools, idiots, dummies, chumps,
fatheads, lunatics!” spluttered Whiffles.
“Don't you know me?”

“*Ow should we know you, when we've
never seen vwou before?” demanded
George. -

“I'my Whiffles 1"

“Pore feller!” Ly

George had a sympathetic nature.
He was really sorry for this poor man

who imagined himsalf to be Mz,
Whiffles.
Billy Bunter drew a deep, deep
breath.

He had acted upon a sort of inspira-
tion, because there wes no other way
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out. He had got away with it. e was
Mr. Whiffles, and this interfering, ill-
tempered, troublesome old donkey was
a lunatic—that was how the matter
stood. As usual, Bunter proceeded at one
ateF from panic terror to self-satisfied
seli-confidence.

“ Don't hurt the poor fellow, my men,”
he said loftily. “The poor chap can't
help being potty. I-—I'll find out to-
morrow what asylum he's escaped from,
and—and have him semt back. But
he’s dangerous. He was breaking into
my van when I knocked him down.
Hold him tight ! :

“Villain ! roared Me. Whiffles
“Rascal! It's my van! You are the
dastard who robbed me!"”

“Calm yourself, my poor fellow!”
said Bunter. “You will be taken care
of, and—and treated kindly. I'll send
for & docter in the morning.”

“ You—you—you—" articulated Mr,
Whifles.

“Hush! Quiect, my poor fellow!”

“I'll break every bone in your body ™
shricked Mr. Whiflles. “T'll slaughter
you! I'll—-T'Il—-Ill—*

“'Ow! Hold him tight!”

“Wa've got 'im, guv nor!”

“Put him zomewhere!” gasped Bun-
ter, | “Js there a van he can be locked
mE

Mr, Dance arrived on the scene now,
ritbbing hiz eyes. The struggling cir-
?1135 proprietor howled an appeal to

im.

“"Dance! You know me, Dance "

Mr. Dance jumped.

“Eh! Who—what—m->"

“You fool! Don't vou know met?
Whiffes—Montgomery St Leger
Whiffles, your employer, you =lly
idiog 1™

Mr. Dance stared at him.

*“Ha's mad, sir,” explained George.
“Thinks he's Mr. Whifles, and the
guv'nor standing there right under his
nose. He’ll be saying he's the Pope
of Fome next, or the Wild Man from
Borneo !

Mr. Dance looked very hard aé the
bald man in the bathing-towel, and then
at the fat gentleman in the doorway
the blue and red van. There was some-
thing in that penetrating glance that
Bunter did not like. 2 hurmedly

intervened,

“Take the man way! Lock him in &
van Lill morning! You can give him
some clothes! Now, then, lock sharp!”

“Right you are, guv'nor!”

Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles, strug-

ling. and yelling and chrieking, was

ustled away, and bundled into an

empiy van that was used for the trans-
port of circus properties.  The door
was locked on hum, and he was told to
be quiet. ‘

But he was not quiet,

In the circumstances, it was rather
unreasonable to expect Mr. Whifes to
be quiet. No circus proprietor, locked
in & baggage van by his own employees,
would have been quiet, The voice of
Mr. Whiffles came from that van in in-
cessant  iteration. It convineed the
whole circus—if they needed convineing
—that the poor fellow was absolutely
off his rocker, and they were glad that
there wae a strong lock on that van,

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bright Prospects for Bunter !
BILL-'Er BUNTER grinned.

The danger was pest now.
It had been a case of “neck
or nothing.” And Billy Bunter,
whatever other qualities he might lack,
had plenty of neck.

He had got away with it. He was
still Mr. Whiffles, and Mr. Whiffies was
& disregarded lunatio locked in & van.

Bunter grinned.

. All was serene now. Bunter sat down
i Mr, Whiffles’ chair, in Mr. Whiflles'
van, and considered. With Whiles
locked up safely, he had only to weit
till the circus settled down to sleep
again, and then it was easy to change
his clothes, and, like the Arab, when
he folded his tent, steal silently away.
But that was not what Bunter was think-
ing of now. Success had emboldened
Bunter. Many times it had crossed his
fat miod, how riging it would be to
carry on &8s W hifles—to avoid going
back to Greyfriars to face the Olympian
wrath of Quelehy, It had seemed =
hopeless dresm. Now it seemed some-
thing more substantial than the stuff
dreams are made of, Why not?

“Why not?” Bunter asked himsgelf.

There was absolutely no reason why
not. He waz Montgomery 5i. Leger
Whiffles, to the

ey, ks

PRICE
TWOPENCE. 11
That he was a beast admitted of
no deubt! Anybody who lhothered

Bunter in any way was a beast! And
if & man was a beast, he must naturally
expect to be treated 1n & rather beastly
way. That was logie.

3till, it was probably the knowledge
of what awaited him at Greviriars that
mmfluenced Bunter chiey. What awarted
him there could go on awaiting him!
The long vacation would wash it il
out. At least, Bunter hopced that it
would! Anyhow, he was not the fellow
to meet trouble half-way.

_ 8o Bunter, as he heard the wild roar-
ing from the van in which Mr. WhitHes
was locked, smiled. Let him roar!

The eircus people had gone back to
their bunks-—-with one exveption. Mr,
Danee was still up. He waz hovering
about, and at last he came up to the blueg
and red caravan.

“A most alarming occurrence, Mr,
Whifffes,” he said.

(Continued on next pege.)

eatisfaction of the
whole circus. The
real Whiffles, in-
is!:-:,id 1::-fd being a
urkinge danger, a
sword of Damocles
suspended over his
head, was in his
hands—a  prisoner
in & locked van. He o
could carry on, if y
he liked, and the /
wrath of Quelchy,
the Head's ﬂu;f*
ging, indefinite é
postponed, put o
till next term, in
fact—put off =alto-
gether. It was only
a few more days
to the holidays,
and even a few
days spent away
from classes would

be =0 much to '
the good. No Hog-

ging, no classes, no
work, no exams, bus |
peace and plenty in
a ;::11--::1::{_1:i CAFAYA, l
giving orders, right
and left, feard’ing on
the fat of the land,
and swanking to the
top of hiz bent.

Bunter chuckled.

The case of the
real Whiffles, doubt-
less, was a hard
one. But he de-
scrved no considera-
tion at DBunter's
hands. e was a
beast! He intended
to have Bunter run
in! He had de-
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Bunter blinked at him.
#“Pht Yes, rather! Poor fellow!” he

gaid. “Poor, poor fellow! Quite mad,
rou know! .rFunc:.r his thinking he was
me! He, he, he!”

Bunter's chuckle sounded a little false,
however, He did not like that pene-
trating look on Dance’s face.

“Very extraordinary !” said Dance.

#0h, very! Lunatics, you know—"

Bunter noticed that Dance’s glance
lingered on his curly nut-brown locks
Surely the beast did not suspect that
Whiles wore a8 wig! Bunter inwardly
resolved to sack this man Dance as soon
az ho could. He econld szack him if he
liked! He could sack the whole com-
paoy if he liked! Bunter felt an cxpan
sive sense of power! All ‘doubts
vanished! Certainly he was going to
carry on! He liked power in his fat
hands. He was going to stick to it just
as long as he jolly well could.

““*Beatter go to bed!” he said,

“I am not sleepy, sir,” said Dance,
still with that penetrating, puzzled look
fixed on the fat gentleman in the van.

Bunter felt that it was time to put his
foot down.

“Go to bed!” he said.

“Mr. WhtiBps——"

f ]

“We shall be busy to-morrow! If you.

you won't be earning

miss your sl _
“Ipwnnt no slackers iah my

vour m;;rew!
i !

circus )

“Oh!” said Dance.

“So just get off 16 bed, see?”

Mr. Dance breathed hard.

*“Yery well, air.”

One more piercing look, and Mr,
Dance went back fo his van.

Bunter blinked after him rather un-
easily,. Did the beast suspect any-
thiog ? If he did, the sooner he went the
better. Bunter resolved to find some
excuse for sacking him on the morrow.

The Owl of Gr?'fnqm locked the door
of the van, and laid down on Mr.
Whiffles' bed to sleep. Xle could sleep
now in safety and comfort—and the
duleet tones of Montgomery St. Leger
Whifles were not likely to disturb him.

Those dulcet tones continued for a
fc:pd hour, and then Mr. Whiflles’ vaoice
ailed him, The ecirfus men had put
some sacks and rugs in the -van for him,
and Mr. Whifles, completely tired out,
went to sleep at last. He dreamed of
to-morrow and vengeance, .

Bunter slept peacefully in the blue and
red caravan, as & fellow with a clear con-
scienco-naturally would.

He did not wake when the eircus
turncd cut to a new day—the sound of
footsteps, the hum of voices, the shin-
ing of the morning sun, did not awaken
him. There was no rising-bell at
Whiffles’ Circus—not that the rising-bell
at Greyiriars often awakened Bunter.
Frequently he slept- through the rising-
bell, and only awakened when BEob
Cherry or Peter Todd gave him a
[riendly kick or squeezed o wet sponge
down his neck. Nothiug of that kind
was likely to happen here. Bunter slept
on—till at last a hammering at the door

of the caravan gradually penetrated his

slumber, and he woke and yawned and
blinked.

Thump, thump!

“Beast! "Tsin’t rising-bellt”

Thump!

*Oh! E-H hat!” DBunter remem-
bered. “Hallo, there! What—"

“Breakfast, guv'nor!” said George

ix.

“0h, good!™

Bunter bounded off Mr, Whiffles® bed.
He gave one blink at the mirror, a touch
to wig and beard and moustache, and
opened the door of the van. DBreakfast
was set on a little table outside the van,
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in the fresh morning air. Bunter’s face
brightened joyously. At Greyiriars
meals were limited. No fellow was ex-
pected to eat more than enough for two
or three, Here there was no’ limit.
George—perhaps haviog taken warning
by his experiences of the previous day,
regarding the new and improved appe-
tite of My, Whiffles—had brought a Gar-
gantuan supply. ashers of bacon piled
one dish, eggs filled & large plate, toast
WES In 8 mountsain.
. "Good!” said Bunter. *This will do
to go on wath! Bring me as much
again—no, twice as much—and a jar of
jem to finish with.”

“0h! Yes, sir!” gasped George.

“Has that lunatic been giving any
trouble?" asked Bunter, remembering
the existence of Montgomery St. Leger
Whiffes.

“¥elling nineteen to the dozen, sir,”
said Geovge.  ‘“*SBaying blood-curdiing

things, sir! Hawiul.”
“He's locked in safe?” asked Dunter
anxiously,

“Yes, guv'nor,”
“Is he still making out that he's me?”
Keeping it up all the time, sir,” said
orge, with & grin.
“He, ho, he! Of course, i¥'s very
sad,” said Bunter. *I shall have the

poor fellow taken cara of! I shall spare g

ho expense.”

“You've got a kind “art, guv'ner,”
said George.

“*That's my weak point,” said Bunter.

“I simply can’t hel;r being kind-hearted
and gencrous. IVs always been my
way."

“Oh! Ah! Yes!”

“Here's half-a-crown for you, George.
Bru;;ig that grub.™
¥ Yesair | ank- you kindly, sir.”

_ Billy Bunter breakfasted royally, turn-
ing & deal ear to the frantic shouts and
howls that came from the locked
baggage-van. He could hardly be ex-
pected to bother about Mr. Whifffes
while he was having breakfast, Matters
of real importance naturally had to be
attended to first.

=l m————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
News af Last |
hallo! No

e ALLO, hallo,
H Dunter!"
Bob Cherry’s first glance

turned on Bunter's bed in
the Remove dormitory at Greyiriars
when the rising-bell called the Lower
Fouarth up to & new day.

The bed was still empiy! The Owl of
the THRemove had not returned!
Evidently he had made a night of it!

“Good old Bunter ! grinned Bkinner,
“It will be the sack now, for certain.”

“The sackiulness will be a terrific cer-
tainty,” remarked Hurres Jamset Ram
Singh, with a sad shake of the head.

“Must be off his rocker,” szaid Harry

Wharton. *“8taying out all night—
phew "
“May have been an accident,” said

Peter Todd. *“He may have been run
over or something."

“No such luck!" opined Bkinner,

“(Oh, shut up, 8kinner!”

There was no news of Bunter when
the Remove went down. He had been
out all night, that was clear; and
nothing was known of him.  The juniors
noticed when they saw Mr., Quelch that
he had & worried look. Wrath had
doubtiess given E]a::-a to anxiety. If
was scarcely credible that any Lower h:g
in his right senses would E.n'a sta
out all night. An accident seemed a
more probable theory. If Bunter re-
turned, Mr. Quelch’s wrath was ready to

LY

rise again to boiling-point at a moment’s
notice. Bub so long as he did not returh
it toolk second place to anxiety,
. At breakfast there was much whisper-
ﬁi’g' All Forms were equally intercated.
hat had happened to Bunter? Whera
was he! What was he up to? What
did it all mean, snyway? Not only the
Remove, but the Fourth and the !
were keenly interested. The fage of the
Second and the Third wore quite
excited, Sammy Bunter, of the Hecond
Form, became quite a personage, simply
because he was the minor of the fellow
who was missing.

‘The Fifth and the B8ixth, though
usually affecting hardly to know that
such & Form as the Remove cexisted st
all, discussed DBunter now with the
keenest interest. Even at the high
table where the prefects sat, great men
sitting apart in Olympian loftiness from
the common herd, “Bunter wag the topic.
It was & caze of Bunter hors, Bunter
there, Bunter—Buntor everywhere.
Bunter had provided the sensation of
the term!

The infinite unumportance of William
(George Buater was a thing of the past,
Positively, for one occasion only, it was
Bunter first and the rest nowhere.

The possibility of come serions acci-
ent was canvassed. But surely news

would have reached Greyfriars this
time, had there beon accident 1
Skinner inquired whether Bunter had

been in funds; and, learning that he

hadn't been, declared that Bunter

couldn’t have burst in the Courthield

bun-shop. That was the only accident

lghaﬁ Skinner regarded as at all pro-
.

But some fellows were feeling rather

anxious. If Buntor was BWAY
all this time just to doc‘l}ge hy, he
had done for himself at rf iars. He

it was an
The

was sure to be sacked!
accident, it was more serious still,
Head was already considering whether
he t}ught not to communicate with
Bunter’s parents. E“'Pm{,gﬂf the Second,
be it said to_his credif, bore his anxisty
—if any—with commendable [fortitude.
His fat face locked quite untroubled in
ihe Second Form-room. Prnhsh!yB_hﬂ
thought that he would eocen ses Billy
again. Possibly he thought bhe would
see him sooner than he wanted to, Any-
how, he bore the present state of affairs
with fortitude.

Bunter's place was vacant in the

Remove Form-room that morning. Mr.
Quelch’s face was glocmy,

He& was not 'in - a tantrum., That
showed that he was anxious. It was

learned that all the prefecta of the Bixth
had gone out that morming to look for
Bunter and make inguiries. If they
failed to get any news, it was undes-
stood that the assistance of the dpolm&
was to be called in. ‘Wibley szid they
would be dragging all the ponds zoon.
Skinner suggested dragging sll the tuck-
shops. But Skinner was frowned upon.
It waa no thne for Skinner's little jokes.

It vwas just on morning break when
Trotter tapped at the door of the
Remove-room and put his head in.

Mz Quelch glanced round hopefully.
He bhoped that it was news. It would
have been &8 great rchief to Mr. Quelch
to hear that Bunter was safe and sound,
and to let his suppressed wrath boil up
again.

“What i3 it, Trotter?" i

“The telephone in your study, sir,”
spid Trotter,

“{Oh! You have taken the call I pre-
sume. Who is i7"

“Master Bunter, air.”

* What "

Mr, Quelch jumped. All the Eemove
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jumped! That reply was utterly unex-

“Bunter!” repeated Mr. Quelch
dizedly. “Do you mean that Master
Bunter is on the telephone, Trotteri”

“Yeossir. Bays he wanta to speak to
you, air.”

“ Bloss my soul 1”

“Oh hat!"” murmured Bob

]
Cherry. E‘f‘["htt puts the lid on!™

“The lidfulness 15 terrific!"™

"“The fat idiot—"

“Bilence! Trotter, did Master Bunter
‘say where he was speaking from "

hat question showed how upset Mr.
Quelch was. He had actually ended =
sentencd with a rﬂ-g&ﬂlf—lﬂn. In calmer
moments he would have been incapable
of this. Fellows in the Remove had
been given lines for such an offence.
Mr. Quelch, of course, could not give
himseif - lines,. He did
what ho had done.

"No, sir. Jest eald he wanted 1o
speak to—to—to—"

“Kindly tell me exactly what he said,
Trotter,” snapped Mr. Quelch, as the
House e hesitated,

“I—lpjf ‘ardly like to, sir!" -

*"What 1 Tell ma this
instant 1"

“Very well, sir. He said he wanted
to Bj: to old Quelchy—--~"

“ What—what 7
_ “And told me to fetch the old
josser——-""

*The—ihe what?"

“The old joseer, sir—told me to fatch
the old josser to the telephone, sir,” said
Trotter obediently.

“ Ha, ha, hal"™ shricked the Remove.

They really could not belp it.

M. Quelch's face was & study.

“He—he—he said——"" he babbled.

“Yessir; and he said if the old—""

“Eindly do not repeat any more of
the boy's impeitinénce, Trotter! Leave
this. Form-room. ™

“Why, you told me, sir &

“Teave this Form-room at oncel"
thundered Mr, q,udch.

“0Oh! Yessir!"”

Trotter #anished.

Mr. Quelch locked round at his clasa.
That one lock was enough. 'The
Remove was reduced to instant serious-
ness,

“Wharton, keep order in this Form-

Nonsanse !

room while I am gone.”

“Oh! Yes, air.”

Mr. Quclech whisked out of the
Removeroom, He almost ran to his

study, with his gown blowing out behind
him. He fairly jumped at the tele.
phone, and clutched the receiver. Ho
jammed it to his ear, and as he did so
a voice came over the wires:

“Look here, i3 that old donkey ever
coming to the phone? Blessed if I'm
going to wait much longer for the old
josser |"

Undoubtedly it was Bunter on the
phonal

—————

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Boss of the Show !

ONTGOMERY ST.
WHIFFLES was
husky.

. His vocal cords were get-
ting a tired feeling. His larynx was
suftering from stramn.

He had started the morning like the
Bull of Bashan in his hest form. Ha
seemed to desire his plaint to reach the
ferthest limita of the universe. But he
could not keep i wup. His form
gradually deteriorated. Husky barks and
yapping now procceded from the locked
van, Ho was as wild and ferocious as
ver, but it was 5 subdued ferocity. He

LEGER
Erowing

not even notice
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“ Hallo, old beam !** sald Billy Bunter aflably.
ou kmow——**
: * Impostor ! What are you doing in my
¢clothes ? 'What are you doing rmy-——my

Whiffles, *““ Oh, reaily,
raved Mr. Whiffles, [rom the van,

“ Villain | ** hooled Mr.

“Dastard I Thief ! Wreteh !

—my hair 7’ Billy Bunier looked

at the cireus propristor, and grinned, (See CRapler 12.)

was worn down with his efforts. He
could no longer roar: he could only
bark and yap. He was so doing when
Billy Bunter walked round to the van.

Bugter was now outside a tremendous
breakfast, and he was feeling well and
cheery and kind and compassionate. He
felt that it was jolly good of him to
waste & thought on a berast who had
cansed him eo much trouble. But thera
it was; he was a jolly good fellow, and
it was like him! Bunter was ready to
do the best he could for Whiffles. Short,
of course, of letting him loose and
giving him his head. That was im-
possible! It was fixed in Bunter's fat
mind now that he was going to be boss
of the ecircus—monarch of all he sur-
veyed on Courtfield Common. That
was a eettled thing, as immutable as the
law of the Medes and Persians. Mr.
Whiffles had to fit in with that sarrange-
ment, somehow.

Bunter blinked at the van, It had 2
small window, already knocked out by
the infuriated Whiffles. Fortunately,
tha locked docr was too stout for
Whiffles to kick it out. He had tried,
with painful results to his bare feet.
Whiles' face was framed in the little
window as Bunter came up. The look
he gave Bunter might have withered a
astone image. But 1t had no effect on
Bunter, unter was protected by an
armour of sclf-satisfaction that was

o

more impenetrable than bress or triple
steel,

*““Hallo, old bean!™
affably.

“Villain!" hooted Mr. Whiffles.

“{h, really, you know——--""

“PDastard! Thief! Blizghterl Wretch !
barked Mr. Whiles. “Dog! Rascal!
Burglar! Impostor | Scoundrel] [

The noun substantive seemed to forin
the bulk of Mr. Whiffles’ conversarion
that nmrnmg. Perhaps he had ex-
hausted his adjectives. Hefty adjectives
had floated out of that van during the
night.

said Bunter

" Talk sense,” said Bunter. o
“Impostor! What are you doing in
my clothes?"” raved Mr. Whiffles.

“What are you doing in my—my—my
hair 7" ]

Billy Bunter grinned. .

“1 will have the law of youl”
shricked Mr. Whifflez. “I will have you
locked uf—f;entem:e& to penal servitude
—hanged !"

“ Are you going to be guict i’ azked
Bunter. o

“Quiet? No, villain

“Now, lock here, old bean—"

“Dastard] Rascal L5

“Don't go over the list again,” urged
Bunter. * You're wasting trme. 1 want
to make things as easy for 1ou as 1 cau.
I'm a kind-hearted chap—--"'
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" ¥ ou—yda—you—"

“You're wasting your breath—and
cu haven't got much—a fat old fellow
ike you,” said Buoter. *“What's the
good? Wow, if you agree to behave

urself I'll fet you have some clobber,

ou shall have some brekker., I'm not
mean. I'm not going to consider
expense.”’ ‘

“Ezpense! Are you spending my

money 1" shrieked Mr. Whiffles,

“If you're going to be checky, all the
worse for you,” said Bunter darkly.
Two or threa g:eopla had drawn within
hearing, and Bunter had to be careful.
“I'm awfully sorry for 2 poor man who's
off his head. I'm going to have proper
care taken of you. Now, what's vour
name? If you know it, that és, I sup-
pose & lunatic wouldn't.”

“My name iz Whiffles | shrieked the
prisoner of the E&ge-van.

“Don't be funny ! urged Bunter. “Is
your name Brown?"

“Villain! Wretch—"

“Is your name Joncs, or Smith, or
Robinson ¥

“Dastard! I r! i

“The pore feller wouldn't koow his
own name, sir,” urged Geo Mixz. "1
"eard of a loony once, sir, what thought
his name was Julius Ceesar.”

“Quite a common thing,” reed
Bunter. “I suppose we can't find out
from him who he-is or whero he’s From,
But we must do something with him.”

“'And him over to the police, "sir?”

But Bunter shook hiz hesd,

“No; I'm pgoing to be kind to the
poor chap.” Bunter sagely reflected
that the police might listen to, and in-
vestigate, Mr, Whiffles' atn:g, in which
case Bunter himself might have a ve
unpleasant inierview with the policse
soon afterwarde. “I'm going to give
him food and shelter, at present, ile
I make inquiries about—about the
asylom he belongs to. Then I can hand
hzgrvq-i'!e{ t?"tha--tha asylum p?]zlalﬂ‘

illain a r. Whiflles. “1
am Whitflos— "

“Oh, ring off that!” szaid Bunter
peevishly, “It’s time you made out you
were somebody else, you know. ake
it Nebuchadnezzar, for a change,”

“Wretch! Rogue! Swindler——"
“Fancy 'im thinking he’s you, sir—
and ‘im with that blooming bald ‘ead,
su:!" said George Mix, in wonder.

‘Lunatice will think anything,” said
Bunter. “Now, George, you get the
paor man some breakfast, and pass it
in through the window. Den't open the
door; he may do something dangerous
if he gets out. He may drown himself,
or JEump under a motor-car, and we
should be responsible. Find some oid
clothez for him—anything will do—and
chuck them in the window. I'm going
to the town to telephone to—to—to the
county asylum to inquire about him.”

“Wretch ! roared Mr. Whiffles.

“T dare say they've missed him, and
they'll be after him zoon,” said Dunter
calmly, “Give kim some. brekker—but
no knives or forks, mind! Lunatics
ain't to be trusted with them."

“Yes, sic!” said George.

Bunter rolled away, Mr. Whiffles
barking furiously after him from the
little window. In the broad daylight,
in_the full view of the ecircus, the
prisoner in the baggage-van was not
recognised as Montgomery B8t. Leger
Whiffles, to his rege and dismay. But
it really was not surprising. A smooth
bald head, a face without a vestige of
hair upon it, bore no resemblance at all
to Br. Whifles. Vanity had eaused
him to live in what was Kraclicn!ly a
disguirs for many yvears. Now his dis-
guize was gone, and he loocked like a
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totally different person. He felt quite
over by his helplessness, and
wild with rage at sceing a stranger—
some unknown rogue—walking sabout
the circus in his ¢lothes, his moustache
his bhair, and his. beard, accepted m:ui
scknowledged on all hands as the world.
famous proprietor of the World-Famous

Buoter gave him no further heed. Tt
was going 10 be & busy morning for the
new etor of tha W -Famous
Circus, and Bunter had to ration his
time. Whiffles had had hiy share, and
he had dooe with Whitlles for the
present.

He wsought out his manager, Mr.
Dance. He had e slight feeling of dis-
comfort under Dance’s penetrating eye.
It really slmost looked as if the beast
suspected something; but that, surely,
was impossible ! %?ubcrdy else auspected
anything.

*“Liook here, Dance,” said Bunter.
“I've decided to move on the circus.
We're finished at Courtfield.”

“Finished at Courtfield, sir!” ox-
claimed Mr, Dance. “Why, we've given
only two shows, sir, so far—"

“That's enough! TI've decided to
mﬂvﬁ T.L , fie solendia tust

ut we're doing splendid business,
gir, and we're billed to stay & week!”
exclaimed the manager,

“That's cancelied.”

*But—Mr. Whifflos—"

Bunter raised a [at forefinger.

“Don’t argue! Do just as T toll you.
I'm going into the town now fo tele-

phone to Greyfriare—I mean to the

count:

ssylum to ask them to send for
that

unatig, Get oll ready while I'm

-gone. Wo take the road to-dey. Pack

up everything!*

“But——" gasped the manager.

Bunter frowned.

“Have everything ready when I get
baek 1" he said. “Look out for squalls
if you keop me waiting !™

“Oh! Ah! Very well, sir!”

“ Understand this, Dance! T run this
circus in mf' own way. I don't like
argument. I'ti not acoustomed to argu-
ment from my underltngs. Make a note
of that! If you want to keep your
joly do ag you're told, without =0 much
i}m: -chat. Bea?”

Without waiting for an answer
Bunter walked haughtily away. Dance
sent & vory curious glance after him.
Was suspicion working in his mind?
Did the discovery of the wig in the van,
the previous evening, give Mr. Dance a
hint that things were not gquite right?
If s0, Mr. Dance kept his thoughts to
himself, and proceeded to carry out the
governor's orders, Tents were beoing
struck when Bunter rolled away towards
Courtheld, to telephone—certainly not
to the county asylum.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quelchy Seeing Red !

E. QUELCH gripped
M receiver with a deadly grip.
He would have preferrad to
. grip William Georgs Bunter.
His grip would have been deadlier.
He fairly hooted into the transmitter.
“Punter! s that you, Bunter "
“Oh! Is that you, Quelchy "
“What? What?"”
* Good-morning, sir!
came the fat voica over

the

Nice morning I
the wires. 1

‘hope you're well this morning, sir! MNob

tired from f'uur walk last night, what?”

Mr. Quelch would have ground his
teeth bad they not been sn expensive set,
8o that disrespectful young rascal know
that he had been out in search of him
tha previous might!

“Banter ! Where are you t"

“ Here, sir!"

* Whare, you stupid boy? Where are
you—-" {‘u{m ﬁlﬂlﬂh nearly id =
*Whare sre you epesking from?" which
would have n bwice in tme du.;n But
he checked himself in time. “From
wheras are you spesking, Bunter®

“Not Courtield, sir! I'm miles and
miles from Courtfield!” came thé fab
voice, rather hastily. i

8o you are an Courtleld ! hissed Mr,
Quelch.

It really was odd how people
natura the opposite from
any of William George Bunter's state-
meants; The same experience must have
fallen to the lot of Ansnias, Baron Mun-
&aumn‘ and George Wﬂ.ﬁimgtum

“Nunno, air! I've just said not! I—
I'm speaking {rom Lanthem! That 1is

to say, Canterbury! Canterbury, sizr!"
"'Yynu untruthful young r 'k
“0Oh, really, sir—"
“Return to the sochool at once,

Bunter! Do you hear? You are to
raturn fo Greyiriars immediately !”
“I'm just going to speak about that,
sir]| Owing to circumstences, 1 shan't
be able to come back to school this

terin.

“What? What? Whati"”
“It's only a fow more days, anyhow,
sir, We're just on the hols. % hope you
won't mind if I start hols now.

“Certainly I shall mindl T shall
mind very much! I command you to
return instantly, Bunter, and take the
punishment that i3 due for your unex-
ampled audacity and disrespect and
rebelliousness! 1 order you to loze not
a moment In returning to the school,
where the severest possible punishment
iz awaiting you!”

“I didn’'t estch that, air.”

T "ﬁrhﬂ.t?”

“Would you mind ssying that over
again, sir?”

“Bunter! I—I—I 5

“The fact 18, sir, I've got an engago-
moent, a very Impertant engrgement.
It's nothing to do with s circus.”

“You are at the circus now1” hooted
Mr. Quelch.

Mr. Quelch felt that the. telephone
was an inadequate instrument. It did
not bricg you suffictently in touch with
pecple. He wanted to be in much
eloser touch with Bunter. He would
have touched him -hard.

“No; nﬂt-hing of the kind! I haven's
heen to the cirens at all. In faet, I
haven't hoard of one in these parta.
But—"

“Bunter, I command you to return
to Greyfriars!™

“Awtully sorry; it's impossible, sict
You see, I've got a rather important
engagement. I shall be back next
term, if you're anxious to ses me, sir.”

“Next term! Bunter—"

. "Let my »eople koow I shan't be
home for the hols, sir! Tell them I'm
all right. Tell my pater there's
nothing to fuss about. He might be
anxzious—I'm the apple of his eye, you
know! Tell Sammy—"

“ Bunter 1*

“Teall Sammy he can keep that bob
he owes me. I've got plenty of money
now. Tell Wharton and Bob Cherry
that I'll kick them next term.”

“Bless my soul.”

“T think that's about all, sir. I
thought I'd let you know I was all
right, in case you were anxious, sir.
Don't come rotting aboub after me any
more. I'm not at the circus.”

& “Bunter, wyou will be severely

a Fil

[ don't think "
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“If you return to Greyiriars af
onoe—"

“*No fearl” -

“But if you do not return, vou will
be expelled from the school!” boomed
Mr. Quelch. “Da’ you hear, Bunter?
You rascally boy! Expelled! Do you
hear 1

But answer there came none!

“ Bunter " roared DMr, Quelch.
“Boy! Bunter!”
S8till thersa was no answer. Mr.

Quelch realised that Bunter had rung
off. He jammed the receiver on
the hooks, with & jam that made the
telephone rock. ‘Then he paced his

study.

Mr. l‘%ue!ch'a anxiety for Bunter was
guite relieved now. There was nothing
to be anxious about, Evidently the fat
junior had had no accident, ‘The
Remove master's wrath, long sup
pressad by that possibility of an acor-
dent, boiled over again.,

Has pdced hia study, thinking the
metter over. he young rascal—the
rebellious young rascal—must be ax-

glled for this! That was inevitable.

ut he could not very well be expelled
in his absence. Even an expelled
fellow had to be handed over to his
parents, Bunter had to be found,

Fortunately, owing to Bunter's
masterly astuteness, Mr, Quelch  knew
where to find him. e was at the
circus! Those riff-raff, who had pre-
tended to be helping Mr. Quelch to fnd
him last night, must be hiding him--
helping him to defy authority, to flout
his sohoolmaster, Bunter must be found,
dragged back to QCreyfrisrs—flogged—
and expelled—sent home, never to
darken the door of the Remove Form-
room again.

Thinking this out-—with some solace
in,_. the prospect—-Mr. Queleh rather
omitted to observe tho passege of time,
It suddenly dawned wupon him that
there was & crowd and & huzz in the
guad—all Forms were out for break—
all excepting the Remove. His own
Form were waiting hiz return patiently
—ar more probably impatiently—to he
digmisaed.

“Oh1"” ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

He hurried back to the Remove-
room. A buzz of voices greeted him as
he srrived at the door.

“This is rottenl Look here, I'm
going J[.u

“Where the thump is old Quelch?™

“Can't be phoning to the other silly
ass all this time!™

“1 gay, this is getting thick !**

“Blow old Quelch /™

That cxecited diseussion stopped all of
8 audden as Mr. Queleh opened the
Form-room door and sailed in. The
silence of dismay fell upon the Lower
Fourth!

If Quelchy had heard them—

Evidently he had!

“Wharton ! boomed Mr. Quelch,

“(h, yes, =irl”

“1 directed you to keep order in this
Form-room during my absence! Vou
willﬂt;.kg five hundred lines, Wharton.”

r L]

“Every other boy in the Form will
take two hundred lines”

“0Oh!” said all the Hemove,

* I1amias 1™

The Remove marched out,

“This iz getting rather thick,” re-
marked Bob Cherry. “1 wonder what
Bunter said to him on the phdne? It
doesn’t seem to have soothed him.™

“The socothfulness does not seem
terrific” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Wa shall have & terrifically

high old time in third lessom! I shall
not be sorrowful, my csteemed chums,
when the term ends and we get a rest
from the admirable and absurd
Quelchy.”

That feeling was generally shared in
the Remove. They admitted that
Quelchy had some cause to be wild with
Bunter; but he was wundoubtadly get-
ting irﬂly unpiemt” In third losson
the nabob’s anticipations were more
than verified. The Remove had a high
old time. Quelchy was in a taptrum—
and it seemad to be his idea to give tha
Remove a little on account of what was
due to Bunter. :

All the Form were glad, very gilad,
when that lesson ended. It was guito
a.relief to get away [rom Quelchy for o
bit. Fellows who had been looking for-
ward to the holidays now lgoked for-
ward to them much more engrl:.r and
intensely. With Quelchy in thic state,
Greyfriars could not break up too soon
for the Remove.

BETTER THAN
EVER!

Yes, the new edition of
this world-famous Annual
will be obtainable In a

FEW WEEKS TIME!

“Hallo, halle, hallp! There he
goes ™ murmured Bob Cherry, as he
spotted the Remove master in the
ofing. " He's after Bunter again!”

“Shouldn’t care to be in Bunter's
shoes when he gets him!” remarked
Souiff,
qh!nn:,* oyes watched Mr. Quelch when
he came back. Bunter was not with
him ; the Remove mester came in alone,

guite pale with the intensity of his
Emutﬂicns. And the whole school won-
Ereo,

It was later in the day when they
learned that Whifles' World-Famous
Clircus was gone,

Eilled to stay at Courtfield for a
woek, and deing great business, it had
suddenly packed up and taken the
road., Nobedy knew why.

Mr. Quelch, arriving on the common,

in search ;:-f hBul?tar, had fgumzl t]u:
encampment broken up—an 0!
oles in the ground, left by tﬂnt-ﬁs:

patches of burnt turf; fragments of

paper blewing about in the wind; old
tin cang and discarded bottles, and such
Hotsam and jetsam, remained to mark
the spot. But the circus was gone; and
if Bunter was with the circus, he was
gone, too!

Mr. Quelch walked back to Grey-
friars in a mood that was only equalled
by the mood of & bald-headed gentle-
mar who was travelling with the circus,
Jocked up in an empty beggage-van.

——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alter Bunter !

HHE'S_ gone with the giddy
circus !
“The fat idiot!”

: “The unspeakable chump!”
‘Good old Bunter!” said S-'Itiuﬁer
heatedly. “Bunter's a philanthropist |
To go and do this, just when we're all
bored to desth, as usual, at the end of
the term! It's kind of Bunter!”
“It's the sack for him, fathead "
“Well, that's kinder of him
ever,” said Skinner blandly.
noxt term without Bunter!
“0h, shut up, Skinner™

It was after classes that day that it
legked out that Billy Bunfer rﬂas still
with the circus—or was at least sup-
poted to be still with the circus, It
was known that Wingate of the Sixih
instead of cless that afterncon, had gone
out oo his motor-bike.

From nnethfe‘ll‘&w to another
rumour ran that Wiogate had
look for the cireus, hshi-;-h B ifted

. had shifted
Its quarters; and when Wingste came

i:n: he was heard to tell Gwynne of th
Sixth that he had located the circus, n:
the road to Lantham, and he was heard

to add that he hadn't seen Bunter with

than

* Fancy
Gorgeous '™

the

1

That Bunter was supposed to have
gone with the circus was clear, but it
was perplexing encugh to the Remove
fellows,

.That he might prefer going with the
circus to mt.urmngb to Greyfriars for a
flogging was probable enough. But why
ha *th’a circus people let him? They
couldn’t possibly want Bunter. Any-
thing that was merely improbable might
happen, but not anything that was im.-
possible; and all the Remove agreed
that it _was impossible for anybody to
want Bunter., Ho could not have
squared them to take him; he had
nothing wherewith to equare. Moreover,
how could they be such asses as to take
a runaway schoolboy away with them?
They couldn't!

It really was inexplicable.

Greyiriare had only one topic now—
Bunter! Bunter filled the bill! All the
more or less interssting things that hap-
pened at the end of the term took second
place to Bunter,

It was rathey a windfall, in some wavs,
At term-end, when masters were tired
and jaded and irritable, and fellows
locking forward to the holidays—every.
body, as Skinner deseribed it, fed-up to
the back tecth with everybody else—
Bunter had provided & sensation.

It was such a seénsation as seldom or
never happened—and it happened at a
time when one was most noeded!
Fellows who during the length of the
term had exhausted all their topics
could now say to one another when they
met, with keon interest, *What about
Bunter? Ia, ha, hal”

Mﬂtﬁra Gnmmgl;jnﬁm, t\}:!’:i::h wm;

enerally suppose on the vergs o
f row at thg end of a term, found the
new sensation & relief, just as the

fellows did.
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Mr. Prout of the Fifth held forth in
his ponderous style; but, for once, Mr.
Prout had something new to say. DMr.
Quelch received all sorts of little jobs
from the other masters on the subject—
in the way of masters who, at the end
of the term, were fired and getting
NETVY, All the masters agreed that
things like this could not ppen in
their Forms, they were thankful to say.

The Hemove men could guess what
Mr. Quelech was feeling like. He was
the only man at Greylriars, excepting
the Head, who did not find Bunters
anrics 4 much-needed relief,

“It's too jolly bad!" Bob Cherry de-
¢lared in the Rag. “Quelchy is getring
ragged over it. They don't eall it rag-
ging. but that's what it is. He can't
tielp Bunter boing a silly ass,”

“0Of course he can't!” said Skinner.
“Can't even help being & silly ass him-
self, if you come to that.”

* ffa, ha, hat" ]

“It will' be the finish for Bunter,”
said Wharton. “The fat chump has
been asking for troubls all through the
term. Now he's put the lid on.’

“He's torn it this time, that's a cert!”
said Nuogent. “But I can’'t understand
the circus people letting him go with
ihem—if he's gona,” o

“May have taken him as a curiosity,’
suggested Skinner. ““After all, Bunter
iz rather unigue! May be taking him
as the Fattest: Freak on Record, or some-
rIwinF like that. There are p&%)la who
vould pay sizpemce just to see Bunter.”

** Fathead 1™

* They may bill him as Bunter the Boy
Barrel, you Enow—"

‘*Ha, ha, ha!” .

“1 can’t make it out,” said Harry.
“But if Punter iz with the circus he's
got to be got away from it If he
doesn’t come back and take his licking
he will be sacked 1"

“The sackfulnass is an esteemed cert,”
~aid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh., ““ But
the esteemed Bunter may not under-
stand that. His understandfulness is not

terrifie.”
gaid Bob  Cherry

“Lantham ! b
thoughtfully. "I hear that Wingate
on the road to

spotted the circus on d to
Lantham, We could do it on the bikes.
Harry Wharton nodded.
*1 was thinking of that. What about
going after them? A circus teavels slow,
and we mav pick them up this side of
Lantham. {f liiunter's there we may be
able to make the fat idiot see sense.
don't suppose it’s even crossed his silly
mind that he may be sacked for this.”
“Let's!™ said Johnny Bull.

After a fow minutes’ discussion the
Famous Five decided on it. If they
woere late back for lock-up it meant
lings, or perhaps » licking in Quelchy's
prezent mood; but they were really con-
cerned for the fatuous Owl of the Re-
move. he was with the circus he
might have dodged out of Wingate's
-ight, but he might listen to fellows of
ins own Form. And it was a pleasant
sammer's day, and a bike spin was not
vnattractive,

%o the Famous Five wheeled out their
Licvcles immediately after tea and
siarted.

The ecireus, with its train of caravans,
I-prgage-vans, cages, and other parapher-
n:alia, was certain to travel very slowly.
I: had lefi Courtficld in the morning,

bt guite probably it was not at
Lantham vet. And the juniors covered
the  ground very quickly on their
machines.

How and why Bunter could possibly
ke with the circus they did not under-
srand. It seemed incredible that
Montgomery St. Leger Whifles would
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pllow 2 runaway schoolboy to travel
with his show. Bub it was certain that
Wingate had been sent after the circus
ta lll(};li]‘ﬂ for Bunter, so ovidently Mr.
Quelch thought he was there. Anyhow,
the Famipus Five were going to see.

They did not pick up the cireus on the
hither side of Lantham, They arrived
at ‘that fown and headed for a field
where, .as they, knew from past experi-
ence, circuses had often camped. But
no ciréus was -there. It appeared that
Whiffles World-Famous Circus had not
stopped. Yet the. circus was widely
billed and sdvertised fo stop & week at
Lantham after its stay st Courtfield, The
whole thiog was puzzhing. Mr. Whifflea
had not only cut short the stay at
Courtfield, after a single day's perform-
ance, but had cut out Lantham. It
looked as if he was in rather a hurry
to get oub of the district altogether.

But the chums of the Remove were

not to be beeten.

“Keep on—what!” said Bob, :

“I1t means getting late back ond get-
ting into a row,” said’ Harry Wharton,
“But now we've come ten miles we'ro
not going back without secing what is
what| Let's keep on.”

“The keop-onfuiness is the proper
caper,” agreed Hurree Singh.

And they.i:a%t on. el

'The World-Famous Circus naturally
attracted a lot of attention wherever it
passed, and it was casy cnough to pick
up information. Plenty of people had

-seen the procession, and could point out

the way it had gons. ‘

Fast on its track rode the five cychsta
from Greylriars—so far out -of schoo
bounds mow that they hardly liked to
think how far they were. B8till, if they
brought the Owl of the Remove back
with them it would be il rlg‘gt. For
their own sakes now, a3 well as Bunter's,
they ho that they would be able to
bring him back.

“Hallo, hallo, hsllo! Thera's the
show !” exelaimed Bob Cherry at last,
pointing to a distant feld along the
winding country road.

There it was—tents and ocaravans—
backed by the setting sun. No perform.
ance was on; no strain of music reached
their cars. The circus had appsrvently
just camped for the night, and not to
give a show, Byt the juniors were glad
to see it. an rode up to the camp,
a little tired and dusty, but hopeful. If
Buanter was there—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Bunter !

il EASTS "
Billy Bunter was there.
He was not recognisable by
his nearest relation; but he
was there—as large as life, though not
50 naftum[. ; 'l foi
A f[at gentleman in ecurly alr
pointed 'E::ard, waxed maustaghngﬂ, and
remarkabla clothes, with o bell-brimmed

silk hat on bis ample locks, was the first =

figure to cateh thoe eyes of Iarry Whar-
ton & Co. as they camic up.

They caught his cyes at the same {ime,
and he e;ifctalgtod ““Beasts "' belore they
wore in hearing,

Greyiriars fellows wera not welcome
to his view. The new Mr. Whiffles was
making all speed to get away [rom the
neighbourhood of Greyiriars. All day
the circus had been on the road. Much
to the puzzlement of the whoele company,
performances were “off " for the time
being. Thevy wore ]];ar:::!:rahlz.r not s0rry
to take a rest, as salaries went on just
the same; the loss waz Mr. Whiffes',
But they were puzzled.  They really

be :
| been wgu

could not ynderstand the motives of the
boss—and the “boss ¥ was not likely to
explain. All' that Bunter wanted at
present was to get clear of Greyiriafs,
ovut of reach of fussy, interfering Form
masters and headmasters. He had evén
conternplated ” travelling all might; bt
at fifteen miles from yiriars he was
fecling fairly safe.  The sight of the
Foamous Five, therefore, was not gratify-
ing to the Owl of the Remove,

“' Beasts 1™ -

Bunter walked away quickly towarde
his van. He decided to let his under-
lings deal with these interforing beasts,
who were butting in when he thought
he had seen the of them,

But, the Famous Five were not to be
denied. Mr. Whiflea was the man they
wanted to see, and here was Mr.
Whiffles. They left their bieycles in &
bunch and cut across to intercept the

eircus Fmprieta::r. R
“Hello,  hallo, hallo, My, Whiffies!”

exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Mr. Whifles the Second stopped. He
had to stop, with five fellows standing
in his path.

Ho frowned et them.

“Look here——" ] .

“Good-evening, Mr. Whiffles!” said
Wharton,. raising bhis cap politely.

“h, rats!”

. “What?” | ;
“Hook it! You're not wanted here.”
“0Oh, my hat!” .

_The juniors stared at Mr, Whifiles.

They had met Montgomery 5t Leger

Whiflea once or twice before going to

the circus at Courtfield, and he had

civil, in fact, impressively

t the afternoon &t the circus
e had cut up rusty. Now he was

cutting up rusty -ﬁ“n’ for no reason

that juniors eould guess, They did

not, of course, know that Mr. Whiffles

had changed his identity in the interval.

“My esteemed Whiles!” murmured
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh, -

"We've come for Bunter,” said Harry

Wharton. “A ff&llﬂwl belonging tg our
school is travelling with vour cirous,
Mr. Whiffles.”

“ Rot " :

“We've come to take him back to
Greiirum”

“ Rubbish ! : ;

“Look hore, Mr. Whiffles—"

" Rats 1"

*Is Bunter here?” demanded Wharton,
his temper rising a little. “Give us &
Ein,in answer, sir. We've a right to

now."

“0Oh, go and eat coke!”

“I1f you've got a runaway schoolboy
here, you'll fet landed in trouble,” said
Johnny Bull. “You ain't allowed fo
help a fellow run away from school.”

“It's' jolly plain he’s here,” said
Frank ugen “Look here, Mr.
Yhiffles. ou can cut uﬁeas rustﬁ’ As
yvou like, but we've come here for Billy
Bunter, and we're not going back with-
out him.”

“You jolly well are!” answered the
proprietar of the world-famous cireus,
ou get out! SHee? I don't want
schoolboys hanging sbout here!”

“We want Bunter,” enapped Wharton.
“] van see that he's here all right,
t-huuﬁh goodness knows why, What on
earth do you want the silly chump for 7™

“8illy chump yourself [* snapped the
fat gentleman., “T can g‘nt]y wall tel]
vou that if you had hallf Bunter's brains
you'd do. Besides, he isn't hore. TI'vo
]m::’er heard of him, in fact, Who is
e T

lite.

The juniors gazed at Mr. Whiffles.
. here, sir,” exclimed Harry
sharply. *This won't do. You know

jolly well who Bunter is, as Wingate
came inguiring after him to-day.”
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Second.

Bump !
" Groooh !
ha!*

Oocoooch !

Wheooop !**
laughed

ithe chvms of the
(See Chapler 15.)

“Who's Wingate®

“A Sixth Form wman of Greyfriars.
HE (3 ]

“What's Grevfriars ¥

“Eh? That's our scheel.”

“Never heard of it,”
Whiffles.

“¥You never hoard of Greyfriars?™
roared Bob Cherry,

IIIFH.}.H

“Well, my hatl”

“And I don't want to hear of it, or of
vou etther,” ursuned Mr. Whiflies.
“I'm fed-up with youl I shall have to
stand you next term.”

“ What ™

“I—1 mean——" Mr. Whifles stam-

said BMr.

mered. * Look here. Bunter’s not here.
He's gone home. He went home this
morning., Seel”

“Gone home? repeated Wharton.

“¥Yes, T saw him off at the station.”

“What station?’ demanded Nugent.

“ Courtficld—just before we left. Now
clear off ¥

“Lock here, that's all rot,™ said
Harry. “Quelch would know if Bunter
had gone hqme. He hasn't.”

“T tell you 1 saw FHim off at the
station. Wae stopped in Lantham on
purpose, and I put him inte the train.”™

“0Oh crumbs!”

“¥ou put him into the train at
Lantham, after seeing him off at Court-
ficld before you started?” yelled Bob.

“Oh, I—I—I mean—7"

“Well, what do you mean?™ aaid
Harry Wharton, “You mean that he's
here gll the time, and you're trying to
stuffi us he's not!”

“T tell . you he's pone, you silly ass!
Mow I come to think of it, I lent him
a car to go home in.”

“{Zreat Scott ™

“He's not gone home!” roared Bob.
“Our Form master’s been on the phone
to his people to-day, He's not at home.”

*0h, I—I didn't think of that! I-—I

Baob Cherry snafched vp the heavy cabbage-stump,
and burled it with unerring adm at Mr, Whiffles the
It landed cn the bogus elrous-master's
extensive waisicoat, and ktewled him over heavily.
“ Yow-ow-ow-o®%-cWw 1 **~ he

gasped.
‘“ Ha,: ba,

Remove,

mean, J—J—"

mars&

+

Whiffles
red in & way that quite reminded the
l};_mmrﬂ of Billy Bunter himaclf. " Loak

Mr. shom-

ero. Now I come think of it, he's
gone on a holidey. He's gone over to
Enuia ¢. One of those trips, you
oW,

“He's done nothing of the sort,” said
the captasin of the Remove, “and your
trying to stuff ue shows that he's herc.
We want you to hend him over, Mr.
"ﬂ{h[r:lﬂ-laa, 5o that we can take him back
with us.”

“No jn:ﬂi;r fear " eaid Mr. Whiffles
E:ﬂ;‘::pﬁ& ‘Quelchy’s too jolly wild for
at !

“My only hat! Do you mean you're
keeping him hers beeause he's got a
licking coming to him when he gets
back 7

“Yes—I mean, no. 1 don't know
anything about him. The fact 15, T
never heard of the fellow. Never heard
the name in my life, Now get out.
Bunter’s not here. You can take my
word for that.”

“Take your word ! gasped Wharton.
“T think I'd just ag soon take Bunter's.
Look here, Mr. Whifftes, we want
Bunter; and if you don’t hand him
over, the headmaster of Greyiriars will
sendss bobby to fetch him. ﬁaven’t‘. you
sense enough to seo that i*

“Oh, lor’ 1?

Mr. Whifiles blinked at the ceptain of
the Remove in dismay, evidently
startled by thet suggestion,

“But—but—— I tell you he's not
here! He can stay here if he likes, I
suppose? Besides, he izn't here, He—
c——" The fat gentleman gasped.
“MNow I come to think of it, he's dead.”

“Dead [" yelled the juniors.

“Yeas] Run over by a charabanc in
Clourtfield this morning! Vou'll find
him at the—the hospital! He was killed
ingtantly by the motor-lorry runnin
right over him! A—a very sad case!

=

—I saw him being taken to the hospital |
His groans were awful |”

“ His groans were awful, whon he was
dead 1" gasped Beob Cherry. *“0Oh, my
only summer hat!”

“I—1 mean, his—his groans weren't
awful! I mean they would have been
awful, if—if he hadn’t been dend!
That's what I really meant to say. Now
you fellows clear off. 1 suppose you can
take my word?®"

“Great Christopher Columbus!*

The juniors did not take Mr. Whiffles
word., His statements were rather too
mixed for that; too remimiscent of the
kind of statements Bunter was wont to
make in times of difficulty.

“1 don't know why sou're handin
out these whoppers, Mr. Whiffles,"” sai
Herry. ™ But suppose you don'h
expect us to believe them? You've got
Bunter here, and you've Fot to hand
him over—sea! Where is he?”

“Looks as if Bunter's been kid.
napped,” said Bob Cherry, in wonder.
“Tut what counld they want to kidnap.
him for? He's hare right enough.”

“The herefulness is terrific.”

By this time a crowd of circus hands
had gathered round. 3Mr. Dance stepped
forward. His eyes had been fixed in a
very penetrating way on his “ boss,™ bub
now he looked at the juniors.

*YWhat is the bow like who is missing
from your school ¥ he ashked.

“A short, fat fellow—justk like Ar.
Whiffles tn builel,” said Harry Wharton.

“0Oh ' exclaimed Dance.

Bunter felt & shiver ron down his
back, He had suspected before that
Dance suspected something. Now it
flashed into his mind as a cortainty, It
was neck or nothing again.

“Get out of this, Dance!” he ex-
claimed.  “What the thump are you
butting in for? You'll jolly soon be
sacked at this rate! Clear off I*

{Continued on page 28.)
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THE LORD OF LOST ISLAND!

wplain Kidd
capable of black irea

NOT BEATEN YET'!
key.

The Skipper of the Angatau !

at Ferrera
Locke, his face expressionless.
‘Then_he bowed slightly. Thera
was breeding in tﬁﬂ man, and
never was it 8o evident as at that
moment.

“I congratulate you on your coursge
—and success!™ he xaid. It is unfor-
tunate for you that this hitch bhas
occurrad.”

“You will repair the defect at once!”
replied the detective sternly,

ederkiel shrugged hiz shoulders.

“That is impossible!™ hao lied.
“It it my oilfeed. The fault is
entirely mine, but 1 overloocked the re-
])lt-nlshmg of my oil supply before wo

ft the logoon.”

He was not lying. A less keener
man than the Baker Strect detective
might have suspacted that, but Ferrers
Locke knew Federkiel was speaking
the truth,

“You have no cil aboard?* he de-
manded,

 None”

“Very good! We must stay here till
we are picked uwp. I will give you
this warning, Federkiel. At the first
hostile move I will shoot you, end
shoot to kill. ¥You understand ¥

“Yes, [ understand.”

“Then get into the rear cockpit and
stay thore ™

Federkiel oheyed, stepping cautiously
to avoid the bound form of his chief
lving on the floor of the cockpit.

"I think we were roughly ahout
twenty-five miles from the wveasel we
ﬁlghtﬂl when wao machu& the water,”
said Ferrera Locko, turning to his boy
assistant. “They would see us coming
down, and will probably come to in-
vestigate {

“What kind of ship do you think she
w.  Bu¥ "nort™

“A trader ryunning between

Taz Mmm Lsrary.—No. 1,070,

FEI}ERKIEL stared

the

M:Muhumahmmeﬁth_wﬂ-hpﬂumﬂunﬂ
But Black Michael, even with the hondcouffs on his ovists, 48 shill
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islands, or from the mainland to the
Hlﬁnds, I think,” -replied the jatective.

Half an hour later a wisp of smoke
showed sbove & tiny speck on the
horizon.

“Here she comes, guv'nor!" cried
Jack, a3 the speck slowly grew in
pize. *“"Bhe's a slow old tub!”

" Yes,” roplied Ferrers Locke, with a
am:lna, “but, judging by the WEY
they're stoking her up she’s pounding
oalong as hard as her old engines can
bring her!™

Volumes of smoke were now pouring
from the smoke-stack of the steamar.
As she drew nearer the detective and
hiz boy assistant saw that she was a
small, rusty-hulled tramp of less than
one thousand tons burden. Her bridge
was high and set well aft. Her smoke-
stack was rusty, long, and black. BShe
locked an vntidy, uncared-for derelict
of the seas, spending her last years
amongst the islands,

“The Angatan” said Jack Drake,
reading the namc which was picked
out in chipped and faded white letter-
in% on her blunt bows.

‘errers Locke turned to Federkiel.

“I am now going fo handcuff you,”
he said. wuf you submit guietly, or
must I use foree?"

Federkiel thrust ont his hands.

“One golden.rule I have learned,” he
said m‘e“Et “1t iz to recognise when
one iz at the wrong end of a gun!”

Ferrers Locka leant forward.

The handcuffa snapped on Federkiel’s
wrizts. For & moment the eves of the

two men met, :
"Ffrmrﬂ Locke, " eaid TFederkiel

quietly, “it iz your call! But this

game 15 not over! Some day I will

kill you For this!”

5 L = l ']

“ Eenp]ana ahoy ! came a hail from
the bridge of the Ar atau, as slowly
the small steamer lost way and lay heav-
ing ou the swell within a cable’s length
of the machine. *“Can we assiet you?"

i-n-ﬂt o

A Thrilling
Story of Detective
Adventure,
featuring
Ferrers Locke, and
his boy assistant,

dack Drake.
(Introduction on
next page.)
“VYes!"” shouted Ferrers Locke.
“Ll:nwnr & boat! I'm coming aboard
you.”

He turned to Jack Drake as & boat
splashed from the davits into the water.

“Look after the prisoners, lad! tl
soe if I can get any oil from the ski
If not we'll have to take the szeap anﬂ
in tow."

The Angatau’'s boat brought up
alongside one of the Hoats, and Ferrers
Locke dropped into it. It was manned
by three Kanakas. A white man, dirty
and unshaven, sat in the stern-sheets,
holding the tiller-lines.

“What's your trouble, mister?" he
inguired,

“Wo have had & forced landing.”
replied Locke. “If your ekipper can
let us hava 0me oil we will be wvery
much obliged.”

“Rest see him vourself,” grunted the
man, and gave a gruff order to the
Kanakas.

The boat was turned and headed
back towards the Angatau.

The fellow in the stern-sheets eyed
Ferrcrs Locke steadily for s  few
moments.

““Say,” he jerked out, “you've got a
guy In handeufis aboard that sea-

]ﬂ.l‘l rr:
inguired the Baker Streect

IIWEIL?'H
datective curtly.

“Aw, nothin'! Recken I was a bit
curious, that's sll. So's thu old man.
We had our glasses on you.”

“I shall explain the position to your
captain,” replied Ferrers Locke quiatly.

“¥Yez: guess he'll want to know just
what's what, mister.”

The boat humpefi spainst the rusty,
iron-plated hull of the Angatau, and
Farr&rs Locke went ug s rope ladder.
Ag he stepped on to a dirty iron deck, a
big, hulking man slonched down the
bridge ladder and came towards him.

He was wesaring a dingy cotton shirt,
snd trousers which had once been white.
His shirt, open at the neck, displayed a
weoll-developed, hairy chest. is face
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was mahogany colour, and little eyes
peered from under a tangle of bushy
eyebrows. His fulldlipped mouth hed
a twist-to it; which gave the impression
of a permanent sneer, X

“Well, what's your trouble, mister?”
he growled, his. little eyes gaking the
Baker Street detective from head to
foot. “1'm Cap'n Mackeaw, skipper and
awner of this vessel,”

“Y am Ferrers Locke, of London!"
replied thoe detective ETiﬂpl{. “Workin
in conjunction with the police of Bou
America. I have two wanted memn on
board that seaplame. 1 was tsking
them towards the main shipping route
when, owing to our oil giving out, we
were forced to descend.” )

“Why the shipping route, misteri"
demanded Mackaw. “Why not the
mainland 77

“Because the petrol capacity of the
mathine would not allow us to make
for the mainland,” replied Ferrers
Locke. " Wellington steameship route
was the nearer 1™

Iie resented the questions, but he
knew some explanation was due to this
skipper. Moreover, it was no earthly

use antagonising the fellow by a curt 1

refussl to answer questions.

“I will be much obliged if you can
let me bave somo oil, if you have sny
aboard,” he went on, “ Needless to say,
I will see you receive payment for it.”

Mackaw shook his head, casting a side-
long glance at the man who had accom-
panied the Kanakes in the boat,

“¥ou refuse?” demanded Ferrers
Locke sharply.

“Yes,"” Mackaw nodded.

“1 demand wour assistance 1in the
nama of the law!”

“1 say no!’ growled Mackaw,

“¥ou are piling up trouble for your-
eelf, captain,” warned the Baker Strect
detective aha'rpl]{.

aw. laughed harshly.

“It was only my joke, mister,” he
said. “T'd let you have some oil, an’
welcome if T had it. 1 ain't got any.
Just cheap, crude stuff, that would clog
vour oil pipes in five minutes.” He
turned to the other man, “That's
correct, Joe, ain't it?Y

“Burel” grunted the man addressed,
laconically.

“"For where are you bound!” asked
Ferrers Locke, eyeing the man closely.

“For Tala Taland, 1o pick up copra,”
replied Mackaw.

Again the captain glanced towards his
companion, and detective's eyes
nerrowed,

“An' an Tala Island you'll get some
refined oil,” went on Mackaw. * The
trader there is a fellow called Honri,
and he's got a little petrol engine thing
what he makes his electric Eght with.

“Oh!"” Ferrers Locke's voice was
casual. “Where does he get his il

"Wa take—"" began kaw, then
checked himself abruptly. * We take it
to him every other v'age,” he went on
quickly. "Ain’t carrying none this

tr—i_gh”

Well,” Ferrers Locke turned towards
the ladder, "ti®e only course open to
me ig to transfer my prisoners to wvour
vessel. If we sight a ship carrying wire-
less you will put us ahoard her. Do you
understand ¥’

II?ES'. "

“Very good! T will be obliged if

ou will instruet your men to help me
in the transferring of the prisoners.”

“Just a minute, mister! s=aid

ackaw, 8s Ferrers e moved away.
“What's those prieoners wanted for?*

*For murder and piracy,” replied the
Baker Bireot detective quietly. “T1 am
sorry, captain, but I must ask you to
question me no further.”

Treachery I

Capr ACK [ Ferrers Locke spoke rap-
1dly, in a low voice. ™ Look out for
trouble! The skipper of that
vessel 18 & bad "un!™

The Baker Street detective and his boy
aszistant were in the forward cockpit of
the machine. Belbw, by the port float,
waited the boat to take them to the

Angatau. Federkiel and Chalmers were

in the stern shoets. The man, Joe, whom

Ferrers Locke took to ba the mate, had

stayed sboard the Angatau.

“But surely he dare not ally himself
with Chalmers! replied Jack Drake,

“The men that sail these scas acknow
ledge no law except that of the rope,
gun, or knife!” said Ferrers Locke
grimdy. “Yet we must go on that vessel,
for it is our only chance of ever reaching
the mainland. Tt would be futile to
remain hers on the off-chance of being
picked-up by another ship !

“Well, i1f it comes to a serap, we'll
ba all there!™ responded Jack.

“Yes, but there are too great issues
at stake, my boy!” replied the detective,
“ Ghaimﬁrs must not escape from us now.

“Us Kanska fellows plenty ready,
miater ! called one of the natives from
the boat.

“Right, we're coming ! shonted Jack.

“One last word, my boy " said Ferrers
Lockd earnestly. “ Keep by me as much
as possible the whole time we are on that
vessal, and keep your hand neéar your
gun! Now, come on!”

Ferrers Locke and his boy assiztant
dropped down to the boat whero a rope
had already been fastened to the under-
carriage of the seaplane. In silence they
were rowed to the Angatau and their
prizoners taken on deck.

Mackaw and his mate stood at the tﬂiﬂ
of the rope ladder and subjected hoth
Federkiel and Chalmers to a long
appraising stara,

1 want these men where I can keep
an eye an them !’ said Ferrers Locke, to
Mackaw. * As your cabin accomodation
will be limited T will put them in irons
in the wheelhouse. Do you agreei”

“Sure!” drawled Mackaw, und bawled
an order to one of the Kanakas to bring
two sets of irons o the bridge.

Chalmers seemed like a man dazed.
Before putting bim in the boat the detce-
tive had removed his gag. But the
prrate chief made no effort to speak,
and submitted quietly to being put in
irons. "Federkisal also was strangely silent,

The seaplane tow-rope was made fast,

the engine-room telegraph  rang
VL

IKTRODUCTION,
Fervers Looke, the Baker Strest detective, ix

called in fo investipale the mysiericus disap-
nea of several large tedsels Iool with oll
nds in South Pacifie.
knowon as  Profesror Chalmers, who ansiwers
in every way {o the description of Black Micharl,
G pirale who hos been terrorising the weslern
seaboard of South America, Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake, his clever boy asgistant, disguise
themeelves and set sail for Buénos Aires. Arriv-
ing af thelr destination they fordpe an gegugin-
tance with 'Frisco Sam, pr of Biark
Michael's old hount, suceesd in i aboard
the Seagull, and evenfu reach Lost Teland,
Black Mickael's stronghold, Here, by a clever
Hper g ﬁial trangh nd f;i.’ﬁ%eﬂ id of
U atrong i i eid o
Jack Drake carries the pirate chief on borrd g
i{-ﬂ}!iﬂ-ﬂ# in the lagoon. Covering pifod with
18 Ui,
and circle widely in the hope of sighting a ship.
Just o8 o emudge of smake appeare on
horizen, Aowever, the plane ¢ forced to descend
onng o engime (rouble, Turning lo Ferrers
Locke and Drake, Federkiel, the pilot, danands
g
“I am Ferrery i fes_the Baker
Street delective, " and doth o+ and Chalmers

Suspecting a man B9

the London slewth forces him fo take off

=, W

janglingly, and slowly the Angstau got
under " way.

“We'll stop in the wheelhouse during
this trip, Jack!” said Ferrers Locke.
“I"m not giving either Mackaw or Joo
& chance to chin-wag with those two
prisoners. According to Mackaw we
should reach Tals Island at dawn to-
morrow 1™

“How many men are there on board,
do you think, guv'nor? asked Jack.

“Machaw and Joe seem the only white

men ! There appear to be four Kanaka
deck hands, including the cook. I don't

supposu the éngine-room has more than

three! Nine men, 1 think, lad !

“H'm! Nine to two if trouble starts!
Well, we've tackled worse odds,
guv’'nor 1

“¥es, and come through, Jack! Wa
may be on a false scent 1n anticipating
trouble with Mackaw, but we most cer-
tainly cannot afford to ignore such a
epntingency. We'll go to the wheel-
house, now ™

Mackaw and Joe were on the bridge.
The skipper grected Ferrers Locke with
& friendly grin.

“If your aimin’ on stayin' along wi’
these prisoncrs of yours, mister,” he
said, “I'l]l tell cooky to bring your grub
up here !

“Thauks! T'll be much obliged!”

“I reekon that's all right! Alwayas
pleased to help th’ law!” grinned
Aackaw,

The wheelhouse was a mere cubby-

hole. A Kanaka drooped drowsily over
the. wheel. Chalmers and Federkicl wore
sitling side by side on the floor, Jack
perched himself on the table whilst
Férrers Locke iuunﬁcd in the deoorway.
Mackaw and Joe, leaning against the
bridge rail, were smoking placidly.

Aund thus passed the morning.

If‘i:‘was early afternecon when Chalmers
spoke.

“Locke ! he szid sharply.

The Baker Street detective straight-
ened up and turned.

“"Yes?” he said.

“ Without beating about the bush, how
much will you ftaka?

Mackaw sauntered towards the wheel-
house door at the sound of Chalmery’
voice,

“Go on! he said affably, as Ferrers
Locke was silent, *“Give th’ fellow his
answer ™

“Mind your own business!” snapped
thoe Baker Street detective.

Mackaw's -::g-m narrowed, and the twist
to his mouth became more pronounced.

" Meanmin’ ¥ he growled.

“Meaning that you'll keep out of
this!"” retorted Ferrers Locke eoldly.

“Locke 1" Chalmers' voice came clearly
from the interior of the wheelhouse.

“What iz your price?! How much do
vou want to allow Federkiel and I to
frae?™

“¥Your question is an insult!” replied
Forrers Locke evenly. " Be silent, or 1
shall have youn gagped again!”

"I will give you cne huildred thousand
pounds in good red gold in return for
the freedom of myself and Federkiel "

“Jack ! Ferrers snapped.
“Gag that man |

The boy cbeyed. Mackaw drifted
back to the bridga rail, He stood for
a few minutes in conversation with Joe,
then went below., Half an hour later
a anaka rehieved Joe on the bridge
and the latter also disappearcd helow.

The afternoon wore on, and tho
fAaming ball of the sun dropped lower
and lower in the sky. At four hells

in the first dog wuatch Mackaw and Joo
returned to the bridge. They brought
with them a strong, il elustve, smell
of liquor.

I'ie Maoner Lmrary.—No. 1,070,
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“Them two pirates o' yours all ship-

shape, mister?” inguired Mackaw
amisbly.
“Yee,” replied Ferrers  Lecke
shortly. :
“Yah!" DMacksw nodded heavily.
“Rotten bad game, piracy! Them

coves' Il hang, o' course?”

“They will have a [air trial,” re-
turned the detective.

Mackaw had been drinking. Ferrers
Locke knew the type of bucko skipper
the man was, and he realized that the
fellow would require tactinl handling
if trouble was to be avoided. Another
twelve hours, -and they would be at
Tals Island. For that he was thank-
ful. Chelmers must be handed over to
justice at all costs.

A sudden shout from Joe albfracted
the attention of himself and Mackaw.
The man was standing by the bridpe
rail, his ginsses to his eyes,

“Bmoke on the starboard bow,
Mackaw !™ he cried. “Looks like n

packet-boat.”

Mackaw stepped forward and took
the glasses. For a moment he starcd
earnestly, Then, handing the glasses
to Ferrers Locke, said:

“Yes, A two - funnelled vessel.
Coming up hand-over-fist, TUs'll put
vou and your pris'mers aboard her,
master.™

Ferrers Locke tock the glasses and
pressed them to his eyes.

At the same instant Madkaw whipped
a steel bolt from his pocket, and his
arn: fJashed up.

Ferrers Locke sonsed, rather than
saw, the movement. He leapt gside,
but the bolt descended with sickening
force en his skull. The attack had
come with bewildering suddenness.

Again Mackaw struck savagely, and
Ferrers Locke's world reeled about
him., He crashed against the bridge
rail, then slid limply to the deck.

The Whip Hand !

ACK DRAKE heard the thud of
the blow, and, springing to his
feet, dashed out of the whee!-
house. Joe leapt at him, and

swang & fist which sent the led stagger-
!n%. Beofore the boy could recover him-
gelf both men were on him. He
etruggled desperately and got in a blow
full to Mackaw's snarling, twisted
moith.

He had the satisfaction of seeing the
man's lips spout bloed. The next
instant a 6Gst erashed against his temple,
knocking him sick and dizzy. The
odds were hopeless from the start, but
Juck Drake went down fighting.

When Ferrers Locke recovered con-
sciousness, he found himself roped to a
chair, drawn u%jut o table, in what he
sipposed was Mackaw's ecabin. The
atmosphere was foul and heavy with
rank tobacco smoke. By his side,
simifurly trussed, =sat Jack Drake,
Chalmers and Federkiel were seated
opposite, both of them handcuffed.

Sprawling in a chair at the head of
the table, was Mackaw, a lieavy black
bottle and an automatic at his elbow.
Joe was seated at the foot of the table,
his arms akimbo in front of him, and a
grin on his surly face.

Mackaw, disdaining the use of =
glaszs, took a swig from the bottle,
ting it down agein, he squinted to-
wards the detective, and, sesing the
latter's eyes open, langhed rumblingly.

“We were wondering when you was

=et- T

coming round,” he said.
once that I'd killed you!™

Forrers Locke was silent, His head
wai aching intolerably. If there was
any talking to be done, Madkaw was
the one from whom it was to be ex-
pecked,

“IMNow, we are all set here mighty
fine and dandy for a little show down!™

ent on that individual. Talking
t inga over with Joe, him and me
decided to stand in on this game.
Didn't we, Joe?

“Ay!™ assented Joe.

“ And, t;iy hokey, wa are siltin’ with
a royal flush and ev'ry aco in the
pack! Ay, we are gitkin' mighty
pretty 1

Hé took another swig at the bottle,

“1 aims to let vou all say your piece,
sea!” he continued, ““Then Joe and
we'll decide with which party we
throws in our hand. Wn'llp listen to

“I thought

what ¥ w've all got to say, without any
buttin® in by us. Now, that's fair,
ain't L7

“Yes, certainly it is,” said Chalmers,
a guiver in his voice.

“Bhut up! I wasn’t talkin’ to you!™
snapped Mackaw., “I was talkin® to
Joe! That's fair what I said, ain't it,
Joe 1

“Bare it 15!" assented Joe.

“Right!” Mackaw  turned to
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Chalmers. “Now, what you got to
say ! That feller "—and he jerked his
head towards Ferrers Locke—" reckons
you're n pirate, and wanted for
murder "

Chalmers smiled. Ho leant forward
tn liuz chair, his eyes on Mackaw.

“I am a pirate!” he said softly. “I
am Black Michael [

There was p moment of intense
silence in the cabin. Then Mackaw
laughed harshly.

“¥Yes,” he jeered, “you look all that
an' more, mister!”

He crashed his fist on the table in a
sidden gust of passion.

“Cut out that lyin'!” he snarled.
“I've heard often of Black Michael,
but you don't fll the billl Come
straight, or—-"

“He 13 talking straight!” eut in the
level tones of Federkiel. “He iz Black
Michael I

Mackaw swore softly.

“Is that feller speakin' the truth?®”
he demanded, turning to Ferrers e.
“Is your prisoner Black Michael

“1 refuse to be cross-examined by
vou!" retorted the detective, “I warn
vou here and now that wunless this culp-
able foolery ceases inimediastely I will

ut you and vour companion in  the
dock 1"

Joa shifted unecasily in his chair.
here was a convinging ring about the
voice of this English detective which
made him doubt if he and Mackaw were
sitting as pretty as the latter made out.
“¥You're talking like & blamed fool I”

ﬁ-@ﬂ:‘ﬂ@- P

|
% ¥

anarled Macksw. “Can't you see you
gin't got & chance of doin' anything?!”
#No, I cannot,” replied Ferrers ko
coldly. *“J have warned you, Mackaw !
Kﬂﬂi_:r out of this!" _

“¥Yeou can't do nothin’—not a blamed
thing 1" reiterated Mackaw savagely.
“¥You "—-he wheoled on Chalmers—
“what’s lj{'uur liberty worth to youl™

“One hundred thousand pounds (™ re-
plied Chalmers, without hesitation.

“In what?"

“In good red goldt”

- 1" Mackaw's eyes were glow.
ing. - *“Paid when!”

“As soon as I return to my base.
Listen!"” Chalmers’ voice was vibrant,
“(Five the order to about ship. Come
with me to Lost Island, and I will make
S‘QI.'! wealthy be:mmi your wildest

reams I'’

“And what about this "tec and the
yvoung whelp?”

'“Give them to me!”

Mackaw’ was silent, eyeing Chalmers
speculatively.

“Hop here, mister, I reckon I believe
your yarn when you say youw're Black
Michael! And for why? Because I)‘:;u
know that if I sailed for this here Lost

Island and there was no soch  place
von'd die mighty sudden! You know
that, I reckon!”

“Yes, I know that! T -am Black

hﬁnhaef, I tell vou!”

“And you'll psy me one hundred
thousand pounds in gold if I take you
back to your base?"

“¥es, yes!”
Mackaw crashed his Azt on to the
table.

“Then done!” he eried.

rJ‘!

“TI'm with
r iOLK
“Wait, Mackaw!” Joe was on his
fect, his eyes gleaming., *“ Wait, man!
There's money stickin® right out here!
Bunt you lizsen! Say, how vou know
this fellow won't cut both our throais
at his bhase? How you know that?
We're on & mighty good thing, Mackew,
but we have got to watch our step I
ackaw drew a deep breath,

“By hokey! ¥You're right!" he ex.
ploded. “Beckon the thought of the
money what made me forget . that!
Lemme think !

He picked up the black bottle, took
another swig, and then handed it to Joe,
Wipin%l his mouth with the back of his
hand, he sat rocking himself backwards
and forwards in his chair, his brow
creasing in a thoughtial frown, i

“Who,” he demanded suddenly, *is
the pilot of that scaplane?”

“f am ! replied Federkiel.

“But—but ain't you his pariner?”
jerked out Mackaw suspiciously, indicat-
ing Chalmers.

‘Yes! I was forced to fly the
machine at the alwmt of the gun!” ex:
plained Federkiel.

“Aw, I git youl"

Silence again; then Mackaw chuckled,

“I got it!" he said, “By gad, but
vou an’ me is sitlin’ mighty pretty, Joe!
Say, listen! I've got a scheme where
you an’' me collects this here money an'
don’t go near ihis blamed island!”

“You do not get & halipenny unless I
Al !I‘ﬁﬂd 1!1- ﬂ-l‘!?}P’FEd {:hﬂ.II'i'lEﬂ-

A, git your freedom!”
chuckled kaw, “Lend me your
cars, as I hesrd a fellow say  once.

Meanin', get right set to listen !

(Iz Ferrérs Locke going to be bealen
al the last hurdle in thes great fight?
You will be thrilled when you read next
week's powerful long fnatalment, Dor't
miss i¢, whatever you do, chums.)
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TREASURE HUNTING!

Perhaps vou wouldn't call it treasure at all, but
three certain Rsherhoys of Hastings are pleased to
call it that, for it is the means of their obtaining
pﬂ-cl:e:t-mnm:y. These lads i‘lavc_ thought of a
really hrainy scheme. They collect starfish, zea
urchins, squid, and other marine crestures, and then
lecture shout them 1o interested holiday-makers.
Photo on right shows them digging for their specimens

“BEAUTY.” TREATMENT!

Like the people of to-day. the Sphinx has to
have its “.beauty " treatment. For thousands of

ars it has gazed stolidly over the sands of the

hara, has faced storms and gales, and naturally
* wrinkles " have appeared.” But now those
“ wrinkles " have been removed.  Once more the
Sphinx 13 able to rear its huge bulk unblushingly,
so to speak, beside the mighty pyramid of Cheups:_
In the photo we see the Sphinx during “beautifying’
operations—the fourth time it has been repaired in
history.

e

News Pars and
Pictures!

£l L]

UP AND OVER!

A sight always calculated to arouse admira-
tion is that of exhibition and trick nding
by men and horse. It makes us marvel at
the uncanny intelligence of the
horse, and gasp at the agility and
daring cleverness of the man, Qur
picture was taken during a jumping
display given by the 7th Queen's
Own Hussers.

g
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BUNTER
THE BOSS!

(Contined from page 23.)

Mr. WhifRes—"

Clear off ' roared Bunter,

Mr. Dance {:Eia-illml:'iv cleared off ; Dut
Hiere wad @ glimmer in his eyes as he
went thal n ight have alarmed Mont-
gomery B, Leger Whiflles the Second
had he seen it. But Bunter was only
too glad to see him go. Ior the
woment, he ‘dreaded discovery and
L[l'im!ln'.i:uhnm

“Now, you men! Clear those school-
bovs away !” he exelaimed. “SBeo them
off. the fald! TPhov're chietky ! Iick
tluu:ﬁ.wh* *

‘Loeok hege Mr. Whiffles—"

“Shut up 1™

“1f vou don’t hand Bunter over—""

," Cheesze it! Turn them out '™ roared

Whiffles, “Hicic them out! Chase
ﬂmm off-the field 1 Kick them hﬂ'd g

"Right you are, puvinor!" said
Gieorge.

Harry Wharton & Co. beat a rathor
hasty veireat to their bicyeles. They
had come to the cirews. for Bunter: but
n froe fight with a ecrowd of yough
fellows was it on the programmme, Mr,
Whiffles blinked aftc-r them triumphantly
as thity went,

“Kick themm out!” he roared. “ Yah!
[io hack o Quelph:. and tell him from
me to go_and eat coke! Tell the Head
to mo and cat coke! Yali!™

'["-:-rgt-thnp: the diguity of a cireus pro-
prictor, Billvy Dunfer. grabbed up &
cabbape-stump and hurled it after the
viipoating juniors,

“Whe 1 gyaenlated Bob Cherry,

It was a thick and heavy stump. and
Bodt canglit it with his neck.

“ He, lie he ! chuckled Mr. Whiffles.

Flip cabbage-stump was 1in Bob's hand
e nexi moment: and the next, retnrn-
ing o Alr, Whiffles, It landed an My

Whaltlos” sxtensive vmn-‘h:cmt

“ Yootoogp !

The clrensimaster - sat down. He st
Jown lreavily.:

B oMY - O g ! Gknnngfl Dooopeh !

W lmuunn:rp

T

“Ha, ha, ha ™
Erooogh!  Qooocop '™
Leaving Mr, Whiffles the Sccond gasp-
ing and spluttering wildly, the chums of
the Remove mounted their bicyeles and
pedalled away.
1!” thﬂlmElE}' ﬂw!‘ rI m ‘Hlllld':i]i{{ !E“ Dt“
pasts ooooeh I c unter.
Wow-w-wow ! %wm g

“Ow-one !

E}mpathrhc hands helped Mr. Whiffles
into the blue and red caravan, whero he
collapsed iite a chair, and gasped and
spluttercd, and spluttered and gesped,
and  his’ l'ait'hl:'ulP followers left. him
there, and did not grin till their backs
were turned.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Ca.
pedalled back to Lantham, and took the
road te Greyfriars. They had learned
as an_ absolute certainty that Bunter
was at the cirecus;: Mr. Whiffles' denials
left no doubt on that point. Getting
him away was quite another matter;

but at ledst they could report at Grey-

friars that. there was no. doubt. oW
where he was Disrkness had fallen by
the time they paséed ‘Lantham; =nd they

hghled theéir lamps and rode on to Grey-
m :

friars—tiot - in- tha ‘happiest mood,
spite of their suecess in 1p ocating Bun
It was already time for prep, -and t 1::,'
were still ten miles from the schm'l

It was bed-time before they reached
Greyfriars.

In a dusty, tired crowd, they arrived at
the school gates, and rang up the porter.

Gosling came grunting down fo let
them in,

“ Pretty goings hon!

said Gosbing.

“Which you're to report yourselves to
Wot T says is this.

Mr, Qualch at once -

lé‘l IR

“0Oh, rats!” zaid Nob,
And the Famous I'ive walked wearily

across to the House, to report themselves

to their Form master,
THE END.

(There avill be ansther magnificent
dony story of Harry Wharton 4 Co, next
entitred: CRILLY REUXNTER'S
CIRCATE You il rol¢ thiz one of
the Junnical g.rﬂrm jﬁiit ve read for' g
long fime, chums,” 30 to avoid disap-
pm‘htmcnt mtﬁc s of your capy
it}

MR. LICKHAM’S
REPENTANCE!

(Continued from page 15.)

* Now chuck him out of the window on
Lis neck ! " shouted Sir Frederick,

Whiz !

The opder. was instantly obeyed and
Kaptin Baooker, with a shirick of bhalled
rage, flow throo the study window, amd
hertled threo the air to land on the hard,
Eia:mperﬂmtmk flagstones, {ifty foct

ow.

Leaning out of the window, Jack Jolly
& Co. watched the villun of "'l-[up:glefml
gain-his feet, and aftor shaking a furious fist
up at them, do a bunk for the gutes.
And that was the last they saw of lim.
Bt. Sam's had proved a bit too hot for
Kaptin Emnk&r

Inside the stud Dr. Birchemall and

Mr. Lickhom alu::oi handa delitedly, and

farely beemed on Burleigh, and Jack Jolly

? Co., who, tetween them, had saved their
Boon.

“You have done well, my E:ru}i;—'rer}'
well, indeed ! ' ‘said the Head ,g'ra
“As a roward for vour afforts, I m;-&nl:l
to ,at.an:i vou all a first- nlmaa fégel—rrhen
my phstal-order arrives !’
- *0Oh, that's all. rlght-, sir,"” snswered
Jack Jolly, mudmtj;,r "Yirtuo is ita own
reward,  I'm sattisfed to know that I
have bmught you and Mr. Lickham back
to the strmﬂht and narrow path.  {'m
sure you won't easily forget this lesson.™

. Buffica 1t to say Jack. Jnll} & words
proved correot, and dater in the day whon
he sow M. Lickham sitting under the elma
farely engrossed in & ocop {rf “* Eriec—or
Litthe h}rgiul;tlu," he iaitr‘t{mthﬂmnllf de-
served well of his countey |

THE ENT.

(Kook owt for the first of a grund new
acrics of loliday yarys dealing wwlth
Juack Jolly & Coy in nexrt weells
Macyer, enlitled:. “THE SKOOL
L’J’ﬂﬁﬂ CANTAS! A reel Elrfrty
yarn thiz, chims, and one you'll enjoy
o end:  Make sure urf regding E
srdering your vopy well in ddrance!)
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D\CKY NuesAr-

* In Hekshan it lﬂnﬂ fulla
. g v
L T Y
out h_.m a 1r.____'H..ﬂ.i...._ ke
coraa ortbers don't no there
job! But such & ditupshun

I

R. BIRCHEMALL was worried.,
U The skollerly Head of 5t. Sam’s
was sitting in his pink-cullered
study, in a brown etudy. His
feet were resting in & dignified manner, on
hig desk ; his juews were working reflec-
tively at an enormous chunk of toffy
which he hed crammed inte hie mouth ;
ha was ﬂmw-m__m....— in tHought, in addition, of
vourse, to his halastic gown.
As & matter of fact, Dr. Birchemall had
two very good reasons for fecling worried,

The first wasg the threat of Sir Frederick
Fungues to reduce his sallery to five bob
& week unless he put o u_.m_u to members
of the skool wvisiting the Jolly Sailor at
Muggleton by mite. Roomers were going
round the school that even since the Head's
warning, some bold epirit had broken
bounds to go to that notorious hawnt, and
Dr. Birchemall feared that they would
reach Sir Frederick's ears. The losa of.
I3, 8d, & week from his income would hit
the Head badly, and as he pondercd on the
prospect, in spite of the fact that he
savvidgely continewsd to chew the tofiy,
ke felt fed-up. ;

The second reason—but of this more
anonymously.

As the Hesd gtroked hie beard and
sepatched hia nose in his perplexity, his
thoughta were toodly intrupted by the
tramping of feet and the mermer of voices
in the idge outside.

Dr. Birchemall detected the voice of
Mr. Lickham above the rest. :

“Lemme go, you diaregpective young
idjits ' the mester of the Fourth waas
celling. ** I iell you I don't want to see the

ead, I've chenged my mind ! "

* Ratis ! " cams an anawering corus.

Dy. Birchemall sat up and took notiss.
A moment Ilater the door opened, and
Jack Jolly & Co. entered, with Mr. Lick.
haoe in their midst, struggling furiously.

“ Grate pip! What the merry dickens
ﬂaﬁwdﬂ boys a-doing of 1" nsked the
Head, in Astonishment. "' Kindly explain
matters, Lickham ! "

* Groooooooo ! Theso young rascals
have savvidgely assaulted me I " groaned
Mr, Lickham. * Yoo pes, it'a like thia hers,
pir. They kidded ma to come along and

Tre Macxer Lisaary.—No. 1,070

confess, but on the way, I changed my
mind—I mesn—"

The master of the Fourth quickly tried
to correct himsell, reslising thet ho was
giving the game away. But the Head's
eagle eye Wwas upon wmu: and he farely
quailed beforo its stern glare.

“Well 7 Carry on!" barked Iir.
Birchemnall. * What were you saying about
confessing ! Confessing what |

* Well, air, in apite of your recent
warning to the skool, T mysell weont out
on the tiles, playing the piddy ox down
at the Jolly Sailor, the other nite ! "

¥ Bust me | ' said the Head, with & start.

“When I arrived at that sellybrated
inn, the lure and [aesination of the gaming
tablea soon held me like & vice ! "' went on
Mr. Lickham drametickly. *' Hour after
hour T sat at the snakes-and-ladders
board, chucking away my hard-earned
wealth. My opponant was Kaptin
Snooker—"'

“ Kaptin Snooker " criad Dr. Bireh-
emall, the culler suddenly leaving his dile.
“You're sure of the name ¥ *

* Absolootly, sir ! He was a dark, sinni-
cal-looking fellow with crool, gleeming
avas

o Grate pip ! The same ! " said the Head,
mora to himezelf then to the rest.  Go on,
Lickham ! "

“ 1 will not dwell lomger on the horrora
of that nite,” went on Mr. Lickham.
* Buffice it to say, that when I left the
Jolly Sailor, I had lost my life’s savings of

three-snd-f; nce, and Kaptin Soooker
held my I OV for another bob ! On tho
following dey, Keptin Snooker rolled u

to Bt s, stung mo for a bob, an
refused to pert up with the IO U"

am As ]l eggapected,” said the Head, with a
nod.

‘" Since then, I have led a life of mizzery
at hiz hands,” cried Mr. Lickham
wretchedly. ' Every day, regular as
elockwork, he has come to the skool,
and demanded a shilling from me,
threatening that if I don't part up he'll
split on me [ ™

“ Bplit nﬂ._.p woul" Ewﬂt the H.H_nm_n
indiggnently. “ Why, e appawli
nﬁﬁnaﬁmu ! And at the same time #ﬂ.ﬂ

threatening to blow the geff about me to
Sir Frederick Fonguss |2

“ What 1" yelled Mr. Lickham,

while Jack Jolly & Co. looked
aghast.

Dr. Birchemall
jesture.

“P'r'apg it's hardly right that I, the
revered and E&uﬁmnw Head of a grato
vollidge, should give myself away in front
of juniors, but I am so indiggnant over this
scoundril, Kaptin Snooker, that I feel I
muet tell gomeone about it."

“Go on, then, sir ! " encurridged Jack
Jolly. 4 H

Y well, 1 will tel . The lon
and ..wﬂwwwﬁuﬂ of it is, wrw.h_“.._w am in ﬂpﬂﬁ
elutches of Kaptin Snocker, myeelf,” said
the Head, in & low voico,

* Girate pip ! " cried the others, in aston-
ishmert.

“ You may well express surprise,” said
the Head, with a shrugg, °° Nevertheless,
it iz trew. You will p'r'aps find it hard to
believe, but I also m__wwuyﬁ% a desprit game
with this dubble-died deceaver. In my
case, he played tiddley-winks, and within
an hour or so I found mysell broke to the
wide. Tt was then that the Kaptin offered
to lend me a bob, on noté.of-hand only.
I fell fer it, and bitterly have I regretted
doing =0 ever eince, for this scoundril
hes been playing the same trick on me as
on you, Lickham ! "

“Then I needn't have worried, after
all * ** ¢ried Mr. Lickham, dancing a Charle-
aton in his eggsiternent. ™ Hooray ! "

“ That's all very well. But what about
mea ! ' asked the Head. * Haptin Snooker
gtil holds my IQ U, and he will un.
doubtedly send it on to Bir Frederick
if ¥ fail to pay him his blud-money. In-
sidentally, Lickham, he may send on yours
at the same time ! "

“ Oh, erikey ! gaid Mr, Lickham, hia
face d ing again.

The Head and My, Lickham looked at
each other hopeleesly. "Natcherally, their
dull branes were incapable of thinking of a
weoigh out of the dilemmer.

Luckily, Jack Jolly was at hand. With

eyes gleeming britely, he stepped up to the
.mmawﬂ_mw desk \

=H¢EH.WH.,.E__ ,mcﬁ wiw_&mum?n.ﬂmﬁmnw
the preshous I O Ua from Keptin Snooker,
sir,” he said quaietly.

Y Good egg | " eggsclaimed Dr. Birchoms
all, britening up a bit,

mads an  ellaguent

arisss in my tail of SE.Sam's
EI ill.ﬂ. H.m-l—n.ﬁzi.-—l

—

“1 presoom the HKaptin will be ealling
to-morrow 77 saled the keptin of the
Fourth.

* Yed, worse Juek | M

“ Right-ha | You lsave it to me | " said
Jack Jolly, confidently. °° I'll get you bath
out of your plite, naver fear ! I'll buzz off
now, and make preparations. Come on,

E.m_vm e

ollowed by his faithful chums, Jack
Jolly kwitted the study, leaving the Head
end Mr, Lickham with slitely more hopeful
eggsprossions on their diles,

II.

i HAT'S the giddy wheeze,
s Jack 17 asked Merry and
m_mmm#? when they got out-

Hidla,

Jack Jolly grinned.

“ ¥You'll soon see,’ he replied. ** First of
all, we'll trot along to see Burleigh.”

In a state of grate curiosity, Merry and
Eright followed their leader to the Bixth
Form ﬁhmnmu. Therae, they found Bur-
leigh, the kaptin of the skool, alone in hiz
etudy, deep in a massive volume by
Hosimer, the sellybrated Greek orther.

“ Hello, hallo! What do vou kids
want ¥ ' he asked.

zfy......
“"Borry to  frouble  wvou,
urleigh,"” said Jack Jolly,
// appolojetically, * but
the fact of the matter

is, wa want you to

B
B

[ .-.,.lr--.r-
impersonate Sir
Frederick Fuan-
guss !

“"What?" velled

Burleigh. " Imperson-

ata the chairman of the

hoard of guvverners 1 Are you
potty 7'

“ Nao,” answered Jack Jolly
calmly. "I really mean it. It's the
only way of zaving the Head and
Mr, Lickham from gétting the ordeér of
the boot 1 "

Burleigh stared.

* What tha dickens have they been up
fo, then 1" he gasped, in astonishment.
i m_ﬁ_&hﬁ the Enw-m&aw ke

" Neo. I'll eggsplain,” said Jack Jolly.

The senior listensd in amazement to
Jack Jolly's pgraffic description of the
dilermymer which confronted Mr. Lickham
agnd the Head.

“Dash my butions!” he remarked,
when the kaptin of the Fourth had
tinished. "I certainly never suspeckied
that the Head himself would be in the
toils of such a scoundril as Kaptin Snoaker,
But how the .E..En% do vou think I can *E_ﬁ...
by impersonating Sir Frederick Funguoss

" That's soon eggaplained,” answered
Jack Jolly. ' If we can secure the I O 1,
and destroy them, old Licky and the Head
will ba able to snap their fingers at Kaptin
Snooker. Snocker’s hold on his victims
rests on his threat to se them to Sir
Frederick, If he meeta Sir Frederick here
to.morrow, and that jentlemen secures
the I O U's from him, and tells him to go
and eat coke, he won't be able to keep up
hLia blackmailing trix any longer. Savvy 17

Burleigh grinned.

“Isee. You want me to pretend I am

H FREE WITH THIS WEEK'S "GEM™—A SUPERE METAL Iﬁ‘ura_u BRITAIN'S GIANT EXPRESS ENGINE, ''ROYAL SCOT"! 15

“ That’s it,"" nodded Jack. * What do
you choapa think of it # "

“{irate I " responded -Merry and Bright
edmiringly.

* Right-ho, ilen. I'm on ! said ihe
kaptin of the skool good-natcheredly.
“What about the &m%:mﬂ? tho @™

“That's eagy,” said Jack Jolly. ' Wa
can fix you up out of the props. of the
Junior Drammatiok Club,™

And =0 it was arrenged.

The following morning, Kaptin Snooker
lounged throo the gates of St. Sam's, sawn-

into the Head’s ‘house, kicked open
the door of Dr. Birchemalls study, snd
walked in.

He was surprised to find that sevversl
other peopla wers zzant besides the
{ Haad, There was Mr. Lickham, and Jack
Jolly & Co., while sitting in the chair of

opner was a tall, stern, arristocratiic-

aoking jentleman who wore a top-hat and
‘white spata.

“Good-morping ! eried Kaptin
muwaarmw. witha b Inok at Dr. Birchem-
all

¥ Good-morning 1 corussed the ecom-
pany, in grave axxenta,

* Got my bob handy. Doc *  And you,
Lickham ? " asked the gallant XKaptin,
w..mu_-.mn.m_" his testh in a crool grin of anticipa:

ton.

* No, wo haven't ! wra out Dr,
Birchemall. fped

“Ho ! " ejakulated the villun of Muggle-
ton. ** So that's your giddy game, is it 1
Very well, then ! You w ihe penalty,
both of you. If you don’t part up with the
oof pretty soom, I'll eggspose wou, Lick-

.//fl ham, to your headmaster. And you, Birchy,

T'll eggspose to Sir Fred-

. o crick Funguss, your chair-
~ .r/, man, "

F il |

NS

Asg the scoundril
eontlooded his
dyer threats, the
arristocrattio jentlerman roso }.f.r.
stifly to his feet and
boughed.

“I beleeve yon mentioned
#ir Frederick Funguss,” he
eried, in cultured axxents. * If ap,
I'm at your gorviss ! "

“Grate pip! Do you egpspect meo to
beleeve such a il 1" asked Kaptin
&nocker, horsely.

“Here ia my card,” answered the false
Sir Frederick, handing the scoundril the
eard which he had thoughtiully printed on
the skool printing press the nite before.

Eaptin Snooker took the eard, and read
the inscripshun thereon :

SIR FREDERICK FUNGUSS,
Chairman of the Guvverners,

the chairman of the guvverners, so as E_..._
cut Kaptin Snooker's clausa 7 3

St. Sam’s Collidge,

——iF

“Well I never | " said Kaptin Snooker,
F.Emmnﬂ?uuﬁﬁ. the they could tell by
the sudden paller of his ﬁ:ﬁ that he hadn's
really wanted to meet SBir Frederick at all.
* Fansy that now ! How are you, sir 7"

He extended a flabby paw, to be shaken,
Sir Frederick, however, meerly inspected it
tliroo his monnocle.

" What a dirty-looking olject ! he said,
“ Put it away, my man ! And npow, turning
to your remarks. What is the eggeact
vatcher of the eggeposures you are going
to make to ma

* Dh, nothing of consekwence, I agsure
you ! " answered the Kaptin, for he dida'
want to lose the further blud.money he
WS H—E“_Hn to wﬁﬂ..’.ﬂvm from his r._,.mr:_uum.

* I puppose the eggaposures in kwestion
are in regard to the recent vieits of these
jentlomen to the Jolly Sailer,'” went on

ir Frederick. ** If they ace, then all T can
aay I8, you're & bit late, for 1 alreddy know
everything, "

“ CGrate pip ! "' gasped Kaptin Snockar,
his dile working convulsively. " But 1
bet these two preshous mastors of yours
haven't told you that I liold their 10 U's
for a bab "

“Ha, ha! Tell that to the Maroons ! "
larfed the cheirmen of the guvverners
* I'll belesve that when Iseethe LO U'n I "

Kaptin Snooker farely enorted with rage.

" Well, here they are, then ! " he eried
savvidgely.

And with a furcish, he produced the
documents.

Sir Frederick glanced at them carelessly.
Then, to the dismay of the scoundel from
Mugplaton, he chucked them on tle fire.

" bviously forjeries ! he said. ' You

are evvidently a villun of the deepest
nm.mﬂ._ LE ]
* Why—vyou—you!" roared Kaptin

Snooker. ' You've chucked my
10 U%son the firo !
“Just so!"” vawned Sir
vf\ Frederick., * Aud now [ sujjest
we chuck you out on your neck |

p
. T

“Yes, rather!™ corussed the Heads
Alr. Lickham, and Jeck Jolly & Co., with
enthugiasm.

" Very well, then ! " said Sir Frederick.
“ Collar him 1™
With a right good will, masters and boys
waded -1in and collared the [uriows rnmﬁ_....
“Yarooooopoo ! wailed the villun
of Muggleton.
{Continued on page 28.)

Tue Migser Ligrany.—No. LOT0.



