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News Pars
and
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AN OUTSIZE IN HATS!

Not merely an outsize in hats, but a new
and original idea in sentry-boxes. Perched on
top of a striped pole, with a small circular seat at
the bottom, this giant edition of a military cap
offers ample accommodation for the Rusaian
sentry. Connection with headguarters
i maintained by a telephone fhxed to
the pole.

NOT A NIGHTMARE!

ThE fﬁﬂrﬂﬂ‘m“'fﬂﬂking o=
sters in the photo on the night
may remind you of the alter-
effects of a particularly hefty
and indigestible supper. But
they're not.  As%h matter of Fact,
if you haven't guessed it al-
ready, they are mere]¥ some of
the figures in the Plymouth
Carnival.  Sights like these
are more commeon on the Conti-
nent than in England, and the
animals in pyjamas, the human
carrot, and the fellow with a
face like nothing on earth were
brought over especially frem
Nice. | wonder what Drake
would have said had a carnival
heen held in Plymoutk in his
time ? Probably he would have
joined in the fun, as the rest
of the town seems to be doing.

MONKEY TRICKS!

I suppose most of you have heard of the Darwmian
theory, namely, that our ancestors in the dim and distant
past were apes? And, . whether you beheve it or
not, it must be admitted that the accomplishmants
of the clever members of Jacke and his tribe give
strength to the idea, They smoke pipes, sew clothes,
use knives and forks and & hundred end one other
things usually regarded as the preserve of humans.
Here you see one going strong on & bicycle that looks
as if it has been made to measure, though Jacko's
expression offers no clue as to what his {eelings on the
matter are,
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FROM SCHOOL 70 CIRCTS !

titile dream where the truani has

knoos that Billy Bunier hos run areay from school to escope o punishment.

g, fMow oam

of Mr. Whiffles, has become boss of o circus — Boss of Whiffles' Cireus! -

.i{
li E

they ¥ For Bunter, in the nome and gwise

L

Another rollicking fine story of Harry Wharton & Co., featuring the fat and fatuous Billy
Bunter in the role of circus proprietor, By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE.FIRST CHAPTER.
“Bend Overl™

i ou ‘&;:gung sweeps [ _
i ingate, of the Sixth Ferm,
made that remark.

He addressed five tired and

dusty juniors, who stoed in a somewhat

15ma flmup.

The hour was late—at least, for
Lower boys. It was ten o'clock. Halif
an hour ago the Remove had gone to
their. dormitory, &and were now—or
should have been—ifast aslecp. And at
that late hour five memhbers of the
Bemove had just come in, dusty and
tired.

The captain of Greyiriars eyed them
grimly. .

o -ou've eome in?” he said.

“I g like 1t, doesn't it, Wingate ?"
snid Bob Cherry, with a faint attempt
at humour.

“You sec——" hegan Frank Whar-
ion.

“We've been—"" commenced Frank
Nugent.

“You can explain to Quelch; he's
waiting for you. Go te vour Form
master's study !™ said Wingate curtly.

“Right-ho !™ .

Harry Wharton & Co. trailed away
wearily to Masters' Passage.

‘They were tired: there was no doubt
about that. 'They were sleepy; there
was no doubt about that, cither. And
they did not want fo iterview Mr.
Quelch—on that point there was lenst
doubt of =ll.

But it had to be!

Thay arrived at Mr. Quelch's st: d
deor, and outside that door they pause
for a minute or #o before knocking.

They looked at one another rather
lugubriously.
“We've been rather asses!” mur-

mured Johnny Bull.

“Come to think of it, we have,”
agreed Bob Cherry. “Tan't it odd that
one only thinks of these things when
it'e too late !™

“The esteemed Quelchy will be in-

furiated,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. * His wrath will probably
be terrific!™

“More than probably !"" grinned Bob.
“I should call it & cert.” :

“*Well, no good hanging it out,” aaid
Wharton, “let's get it over.”

And he raised his hand to tap at the
study door.

At the same moment the door opened
from within.

Possibly Blr, Queleh had heard the
murmur of low voices outside. The light
from the study shone out into the dusky
passage on five startled faces, YWharton
stood with hiz hand in the air, as if
petrified, for a moment. Mr. Quecleh’s
eyes glinted at them, They had expected
him to be wrhthy. His looks showed
that their expectations were going fo
be reahsed.

“Oh ! said Mr., Quelch.
returned! Clome in!"

He stepped back. i

The Famous Five trooped into the
study. As if drawn by a sort of mag-
nete atfraction, their eycs went at once
to the cane that lay on the table. They
expreted shortly to make closer se-
guaintance with that eane., Obviously,
it was placed there in readiness.

Mr. Queleh stood looking at them, his
cyes still glinting. The chums of the
Remove stood silent, waiting for the
hurricane to break,

It was very wunfortunate all round.
At the end of the term Quelchy was
never at his best, so far as temper was
concerned. A term with the Greyiriars
Remove was enough to wear any Form
master's patience thin. Tantrums wera

“NYou have

to bo expected in the last days of tha
term. Dut that was not all. The antica
of Billy Bunter, of the Bemove, had
oxasperated Quelchy, of late, into a
frame of mind that made him pesitively
dangerous at close quarters. A member
of his Form was missing from the
school. Mr. Queleh’s opinion was that
he had worries nﬂﬁUglIJ) without that.
MNow he had that also. And added there-
unto, here were five members of his
Form whe had cut evening eall-over,
cut dorm, and staved onbt of gates Lill
ten o'elock, Really, it was too thick,
though, Mr. Queloh, of ecourse, would
not have deseribed it so.

“YWharton !"

Mr. Quelch’s voice rescmbled the
rumble of distant thunder.

*Yes, sir?”

“What doos this mean "

“Hem! We—"

“What does this disgraceful conduct
moan?"

The thunder was coming ncarer.

“You see, sip—"

“You five boys did not answer to your
names at calling-over. You were absent
when your Form went to bed. You have
returned to school in the -the emall
hours.”

That was an cxaggeration. It was
trari,r late for Lower boys, but ten o'clock
couldn't really be called the small
hours—only by a Form master in a wax,
But the junmiors did not dispute tho
point. They knew Letter than to erguo
with Quelchy.

“"Where have yvou been?™

“Lantham, sir.”

“Lantham 1z out of scheool bounds.”

“Yea, gir, But——"

“Unlesa special leave is given.  Did
yvou have special leave from me "

“Nunno, sir.”
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The question was quite superfluous.
Mr. Quelch knew the answer to that
one, 80 to speak, But this was his way
when he was seriously angry. His state
wag ohe of just and majestic wrath.

“Did you have special leave from
your headmaster ™

“ Nunno, S

“Did you have special leave from
Sixth Form prefect?”

i H'UEIIﬂ- ut|_l}

“And, without leave, you have
remained out of gates until this hour
of the mght?"” ‘

Another superfluous question. Mr.
Quelech knew the answer to that one,
too. He was, in fact, wasting bme.
But the juniors did not give him a mnt
to that effect. Form masters had to be
given their hgads, especially Form
masters in 8 royal wax.

“You see, sir—"" began Wharton.

#1 do not see, Wharton! I see no
exeuse whatever for thiz unexampled
disregard for all the rules of the school.
In & boy like Bunter—an absolutely
obtuse boy—I am not sprprised. You
do not claim to be an absolutely obtuse
boy, Wharton i

*Nunno, eir.”

“¥on are head boy of the Remove.
Tt. is your duty to set an example of
good conduct to the Form. Is this what
you regerd &s & good example to the
Remove "

“Hem }'*

“As you have no excuse whatsoever
to offer—=" . _

“If you'd let me speak, sir—"" said
Wharton, goaded, as it wore, into resist-
ance,

“To not be impertinent, Wherton !
I am waiting for you to speak. I am
waiting to ﬁum- what possible excuse
you can offer for this unprecedented
conduct. " j

“We went to Lantham, sir, because
the cireus—"

“The what?"

" Whiffles' Circus, sir—"

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr,
Quelch. “Am I to understand that you
have committed this breach ?f disci-
pline in order to- visit & circus?”

“NMo, no! Nol Not at all!” gasped
the captain of the Remove. “ Nothing
of the kind, sir!™

“Then what do you imply by your
allusion to the circust”

“We knew Whiffles' Circus had gone
on from Courtficld to Lantham, sir, but
when we thera we found it had gona
farther on, and we followed. We were

after Bunter.™
repeated the

" Bunter "
masier.

“That's 1it, s=ir,” szaid Bob Cherry,
teking up the tale. “ We knew that that
fat idiot—*

“What "

“T-1 mean
B’nhﬂ- & &
“Windly choose your expressions with
more circamspection when you are
addressing a Form master, Cherry "

“Oh, yes, sir! Rather, sirl”

“We Lknow Bunier was with the
circus, 51t ! Frank Nugent put in his
contribution. “We went after it to
bring him back, sirl”

For a moment the thunder in Mr.
%uelnh’a brow relazed. At that moment
the juniors knew that, had they sue-
ceeded in bringing back Bunter, all
would have been calm and bright. Tha
trouble, however, was that they hadn't.
They had done their best, but the lost
sheep was still missing from the fold.

"“¥ou have brou htEBuntar back with
you?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

“ Nunno, sir! We—"

“1 ldﬁfm see him at the circus?”
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Remove

Bunter, sir!” gasped

“No, sir! But—"

Thunder again! For a moment Mr.
Quelch's aspect had been “szet fair.”
Now it was more stormy than ever,

“Were you requested by anyone in
suthority to take up this maiter and
go out of school bounds in search of
Bunter ™

“0Oh, no, sir! We—00"

";_Fnu took it upon wourselves to do
80

“"Hem! VYes, sirl”

“¥ou considered it judicious and
justified to disregard the rules of the
school, to bring discipline and authority
into contempt, and to cause your Form
master anxiety 7"

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob in-

voluntarily.
That indictment almost took his
breath away.
“Cherry, what did you say?”
“0Oh, nothing, =ir!® ]
b Yuu{}?tt&reg a ridienlous ejaculation,
L

*D-d-d-did I, sir1”
* Esteemed snd respected master—""
an Hurres Jamszet Ram Singh.

“* Btlence I

Mr. Quelch picked up the cane from
the table. Really, he might as well
have started in with the cane to begin
with., It had to come! But perhaps
Mr. Quelch had been willing to confer
upon the delinquents the delightful
pleasures of antimpation.

“Wharton, you will bend over that
chair |

But why, as a novelist would say, pro-
long a harrowing story? Five hapless
Removites bent over the chair one after
another. Five painful youths wriggled
out of the study, and wriggled their
way to the Remove dornutory. Mr.
Queleh was left & little breathless, but
no doubt feeling better. And Harry
Wharton & Co., as they wriggled a
painful way to bed, felt that they
would have given anything in the wide
world to kick Billy Bunter. And Billy
Bunter was out of the reach of the
ltiifkingi Thet was the unkindest cut of
all.

— p—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Some for Skinner I

£ ERE they come "
H The Remove were not
asleep.

At that hour they certainly
should have been fast asleep. But it
was not uncommon for things in the
Bemove to be otherwise than ms they
should have been,

When the light was turned on in the
dormitory, nearly every fellow sat up
iin bed and blinked at the returning

b LB

Then they grinned.

The Famous Five camo in wriggling,
almost squirming. One glance was
enough to tell the Remove what had
happened.

“Had it bad 7" asked Squiff.

“QOw 1" replied Bob Cherry, with deep
feeling.

“How many?' inquired Vernon-

Smith.

8ix each! Wow!"

“Well, what the thump did you ex-
pect ¥ asked the Bounder. “You've

kept it up pretty late.”

[ W.WI!J

“Ind you find Bunter?’ asked Peter
Todd.

"Wow! No! Blow Bunter !

“I wish we'd brought him back,
though!” said Johony Bull, sulphur-
ously, “I'd just enjoy kicking him
f;-kn[:r::;}nnﬂ end of the dorm io the
d r+!l

“The joyfulness would be terrificl™
groaned Hurree Singh,

" Well, you asked for it, didn*t you "
said Skinner cheerily. *“Did you reslly
go after Bunter 1"

“¥Yes, fathead]”

"Qua’lch}* swallow that?” asked
Skinner, with interest.

Bob Cherry limped to his bed, picked
up the pillow, and turned to Skinner.
Bunter was not there to be kicked, so
it was really obliging of Harold Skinner
to msk for it in this way.

“A good story anyhow " Skinner
went on airily. *Nothin® like tellin’ a
gm:-d story! But what have you really

gen up to, you men? You can tell us

—all friends here, you know| We——
”E'a':{rmnmuuup T AN

ash!

A whirling pillow, wielded by hefty
hands, interrupted Skinner's airy
pleasantry.

Awipe! Swipe! Swipal

“Ow! Yow-ow!"” howled Skinnsr,
“Keep off, you rotter! Stoppit! Ob,

my hat! ¥Yooooop!|”

‘Ha, ha, ha "

“There |” gasped Bob Cherry, “I feel
better now ! Have some more, Bkinner ?
You've only got to be funny again "

“Keep off, wou beast!™ yelled

1IN0er,

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bob Cherry tossed his pillow back on
higs bed, and zat down to take off his
boots. Bkinner had provided him with
a much-néeded relief to his feelings.

“Did you ses that fat chump at
Whiffles” Cireus, you chaps?” asked
Toddy.

“Neo: but I'm sure he's there!” said
Harry. “They're welcome tohim! We
wers Bsscs to go after him! He will
get zacked for this, and serve him jolly
well right! Bother him! Ow!”

“Quelchy doem’t seem grateful when
fellows in his Form take his work off
his hands I remarked the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“0h, rats!” snpapped Wharton, “We
wanted to get that fat idiot back and
save him from the chopper! A fellow
may be sacked for running away from
school ! And that’s what Bunter's done,
theugh he hasn’t sense enough to under-
stand i£!"

“Where did you dig uwp the cirous?”
asked Hazeldene.

“Five miles past Lantham.”

“My hat, you made a teip of it!™

“The tripfulness was terrific!™
grunted Hurree S8ingh. “I am fearfully
tired, and a licking from the absurd
Quelchy was ridiculously superfluous!™

“"He's giving you some on account for
Bunter ! remarked Skinmer. Skinner
was recovering himself, “He's bound
to take it out of somebody if he can't
get at Bunter] Form masters are like

that I™
“Ow, ow, ow ¥
“Turn 1n_ quick, you men!” said

Wharton. “Quelchy will come up to see
the light out, and we don’t want any
more trouble !

“You've had rotten Iuck!™
Bquiff sympathetically.

“0h, I don't know!” said Skinner.
“Quelchy’s been like a bear with a
sore he since Ba.'mte.r bunked, He
was bound to take it out of somebody.
Now he’s licked five chaps, he may give
the rest of us 8 rest for & bit. It may
take the edge off his tantrums.”

"Sumethinyg in that!” chuckled
Bmithy., “You fellowz can consider
yourselves a giddy sserifice for the
general geod of the Form !

“Hsa, ha, ha ¥

“0Oh, rot!"” grunted Wharton.
“Quelchy's been rather ratty 'lately,

said
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* ¥ou have made & most unwarrantable observation, Skinner *
tration of just and unavoidable punishment ! ** sald W=
may get out of bed, Skinner.**

and ho's dropped a lot of impots about.
But we asked for this licking,; we kne

* . ' Y L
thero'd ba trouble if we d};.:lin 1-' srin

that fat-idiot back with us.

have made it all right! -, _ +Bat woul
o e oW, ow 1Y
But what the tfg'-_ 0. ars. Bratber Jia

%S 2k the olr T, 5137 asked Poter Todd.
fﬂ-l“?" ol ﬂ'.tEj" iﬂﬁ.ﬂng’ him Stﬂ.}‘ th&m

“Uan't make it out! Blessed if I
care much! Ow! They're welcome to
him for keeps!"

“ Wow, wow, wow !”

“Cheer up ! said Skinner. “You've
done Quelchy & good turn, anyhow. He
wes simply yearning to lick somebody.
Nice boys hke you ought to be glad
that you've made your kind E?-;:.er

master happy "
“Ha, ha..,P g I
“Oh, rats! Ow!"

¥ 8kinner !” said a deep voice in the
doorway.

“0Oh!” gasped Bkinner.
 Mr. Quelch had arrived to turn the
light out. Five juniors bolted into bed
lika rabbits into burrows. Heads wero
latd on pillows promptly. Only Harold
Skinner sat, frozen with horror, as the
Removo master stepped-in. Mr. Quelch
had srrived at an unfortunate moment
for . him. Obviously, he had heard
Bkinner's remark.

“Bkinner!"

“0Oh deart”

“You have made & most unwariant.
able observation, Skinner, implying that
your Form master finds pleasure in the
administration of just and unavoidable
punishment ! rumbled Mr. Quelch. *I
am sure that that opinion is shared by
no other in this Form.”

- If any other boy in that Form shared
Skinner’'s opinion, he was not likely to
BAY 0. The Remove were still as mice,

"Egill"may get out of bed, Bkinner,”

AR

i |

Quele

AR 4

Skinner got out of bed very slowly.

“Fortunately,” said Mr, Quelch, "I
have brought my cane with me.™

Skininer could see nothing fortunate
whatever in that circumstance.

Bwish ! Bwish! Bwish!

“Yow-ow-ow [

“I trust that that will be o warning to
vou, Skinner, to reflect before you
speak.” Mr. Quelch tucked his eane
under his arm again. “ Good-night, my
boys 1™

“Good-night, sir!”

The light was out, and the door
closed. Five fellows had been volcing
their woes; now there were six; and
tho sixth made as much noise as all the
other five put together. When the
Famous Five settled down to sleep
Skinner was still going strong; and
voices came from up and down the
dormitory in remonstrance.

“Bhut up, Bkinner 1*

“Give us a rest!”

“Yow-ow-ow! Wowl
was Bkinner's answer.

But even Skinner shut up at last,
and sleep descended upon the Remove
dormitory.

In spite of their licking, Harry
Wharton & Co., tired from their long
ride, slept as soundly as Pilly Bunter
—curled up in Mr. Whiffles! bed, in Mr,
Whiffles' caravan, at Whiffles’ World-
Famous Circus.

——

THE THIRD CHAFRTER.,

The Sad Case of Montgomery St
Leger Whiffles !

BILL’E’ BUNTER was

Moooh! Ow!™

sleeping
soundly.

From the red-and-blue cara-

van, in the circus encampment,

proceeded a deep and reverberating

snore, indicating that William Gearge

lﬁngri:hﬂ r%:i:;r Fiarlﬂ miste-r %rtlds pleasure Ifi ﬁ:ﬁa admints-
A ** Fortuna ve brought my cane with me.
The'ca® “of the Reniove obeyed, but very reluctantly.

You
(See Chapier 2.)

Bunter was cosily tucked away in the
arms of Morpheus,

; ]?:unter was slecping the sleep of the
juat,

Bunter's recent proceedings might
have weighed a little on the conscience
of any other fellow—might ¢ven have
kept him from peacoful slimber. But
Bunter was not troubled in that way.
His fat conscienco was clear—at all
events, as clear as it usually was
Other fellows might have found fsult
with Bunter's conduct. Bunter was
guite satisfied; and Bunter, after all,
was the fellow who mattered. Bunter
was wrapped in self-satisfaction as in
armour of proof., This was a great
comfort at times when DBunter's actions
might have seemed open to carping
criticiam, ‘

The fact that he had borrowed tho
identity of Montgomery St. Leger
Whifles, along with his clothes, his
wig, his beard, and hiz moustache, did
not worry Bunter. Bo long as Bunter's
fat comfort was increased thereby, why
should it worry him? The universs
was run for the especial benchit of Rilly
Bunter. At least, it should have been.
If Bunter's comfort meant discomiort
for somebody else, it might be unfor-
tunate; but i1t could not be helped.
When things could not be helped it
was obviously useless to worry about
them. So Bunter did not worry.

He slept, and he snored.

In caravans and tents the cirens slept
round him. All was peaceful in the
encampment under the stars, i the
fiecld five miles from Lantham, ffteen
from Greyfriars, [ifteen miles from
Greyiriars, Bunter could sleep in
peace, He was safe from fussy Form
masters at that distance.

But there was one, at least, who was

THE Mic¥Er LBRARY.—No. 1,071
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not slumbering in the encampment of
Whittley World-Famous Circua.

M. Dance, the manager, was wide
awake, :

Mr., Dance was the only member of
the ecircus company who had his doubis
about Hir. Whiffles.

They were vague doubts, and did not
amount by any means to certainty.
But Dance was suspicious—very sus-
picions,

He' waz loitering now close by the
blue-and-vred caravan, listening to the
hefty snore that proceeded therefrom.

That reverberating snore was -a new
tdlevelopment on the part of Whiffles.
It was quite an uncommon snore—Iit
was & Drobdingnaglan snore,

Dance listened, and shook his head.

He had learned from Harry Wharton
& Co, that a junior schoclboy was miss-
ing from Greyfriars—a fat fellow,
about the build of Mr. Whiffles, who
was much more extensive in latitude
than in longitude. That had added to
Dance’'s suspicions. He alone of the
cireus company knew that Whiflles
wore o wig. any other little circum-
stances strengthened his doubts—above
all, the gupposed lunatic who had
been found on Courtfield Common,
clad in a bathing.suit and a bathing-
towel, and who claimed to be Mont-
pomery St. Leger Whiffie..

Dance moved away at last to n\bagv

age caravan, of which the door’was
ﬂ':n ed, and the little window broken.

He stopped at the window and looked
in.

From within he met the glanca of

two eyes that gleamed with -wrath.
Mr. Dance was not the only wakeful
person in the camp, after all The

occupant of the locked van leaped to
the window.

“Dance ¥ he gasped.

The manager eyed him curiously.

“"Well #" he said.

“Dance, you know who I am,” said
the prisoner of the locked van hoarsely.
“¥ou know I'm Whiffles,”

“Mr. Whiffles iz fast asleep in his
van now,” said Dance.

“The villain! The impostor! The
rascal [

<Is that all?™ asked Dance calmly.

“He is an impostor|” hissed the man
in the locked wan. “I tell you he isn’$
Whifiles! I don't know who he 1a!
Some wretch—somae dastard—some
designing scoundrel—"

"]%En"t wake the camp!™

“I tell you I'm Whi%&a 1* howled the
man in the locked van. “"Don't you
know my voice, Dance ¥

“Your wvoice 18 just like his,™ said

Dance. "If vou call it a voice—a fat
ggueak "
“*You cheeky rascal—"
Montgomery Whiffes

t. Leger

checked himself. He haﬁf realised by
this time that his power was gone in
his own circus—that he could not give
commands as of old, or slang Dance
a3 he had been accustomed to do. Mr.
Whifles was a lofty and commanding
gentleman—not in stature, by any
means, but in character and manners
and customs.

Fhysically he was shert, and almost
as broad as he was long. But he was
—aqor, rather, had been—monerch of all
he surveyed in the World-Famous
Circus, and accustomed to carrying
things with a high hand. This had not
made Mr. Dance fond of him.

But Mr. Whifles understood now—his
painful experiences had taught him—

that a lofty high hand was not, for the
Tae MacKer Limrary,—Ne.- 3,071

moment, useful: and that it was wise to
be tactful.

“Look here, Dance, surely you know
Let ma

me! You know I'm Whiffles!

ount of this wvan and seize that
impostor,”

“How can youa be Whiffles?™ said

Dance calmly. “ Whiffles has a head of
hair like a mane—you're as bald as a
billiard ball. Whiffles has & beard and
moustache-——your face is as smooth as
glass.™

Mr. Whiffles panted.

“Don’t you sea? I kept it a secret—
I hated to let anybody know! Dut it
can't be helped now. It was a wig.”

“Sounds a tall story!” szaid Dance,
shaking his head. “I don't see how
another man could get hold of your fix-
ings, even if what vou say is true.”

%-Ir. Whiffles groaned.

“It was all through my going for a
swim when the ¢ircus was at Courtheld.
1 left my clothes and—and other things
hidden in a thicket by the river. That
villain—that thief—that rascal—that
dastard—found them, and—and put
them on, and—and walked off as me.”

“(Oh gad!” ejaculated Dance.

Ha understood now.

“That's how I came to be hangin
about in a bathing-suit and a towel”™
groaned ifles. “I—I never
imagined, of course, the game the
rascal was playing., I hung about till
late at night, to get back unseen.
didn’t want to be seen without my—
my fixings. And—and then 1 found that
—that villasinous impostor in m; place,
and—all the silly fools thought I was a
lunatie, hecause I didn't look like my-
self, and he did.,”

Dance grinned.

“You understand now?” asked M.
Whifflea hopefully. *“Let me .out of
this, Dunce! Q.E—IH-I’H double your
salary.”

* Indeed !

“ And—and give you a contract. I—
I never really meant to sack you when
—when I said I would the other day.
It was only—only my fun!” murmured
the unhappy Mr. Whiffles.

Dance smiled, not a pleasant smile.

“Sure 1t wae only your fun?” he
ashed.

“Yes, At least, T take it back! If
—if I hinted that I thought there wae
something amiss in your eccounts,
was only just talking out of my hat!
I—1 know you're honest!”

“Bure of that?’ smiled Dance.

“0Oh! Quite! Anyhow, I'll give you
an engagement for as long as you like,
at any salary you fix! ﬂﬁI‘hmI Only
stand by me now.”

Dance eyed him ecurtously. )

He had no further doubt that it was
Montgomery St. Leger Whiffleas who
was locked up in the baggapge van.

But he had very great doubts ms to
whether Mr. Whiffles would remember
all this, and stick to it, if he was re-
leased and restored to his rightful power
and glory.

Whiffles locked in the van, and sup-
posed to be a lunatic by all the circus
company—and Whiflles on the high

horse gﬁ&in—wera likely to prove two
very different personages! DMr. Dance,
in fact, knew hizs Whitfes !

“] mean it!" said Mr. Whiffes.

“Only stand by me now, Dance! Help
me got rid of that villainous impostor!
Stand by me! I'll be your friend for
lifa! As for sacking you, old fellow,
I'd never dream of 1t! I'm a man of
my word! You know that,”

“The trouble i3, I hardly think I
do,” said Dance coolly. * Buppose
you're Whiffles, az you say—*

“I am! I gwear—"1

“Never mind that! Suppose you're
Whiffles, you'd be more likely to kick
me out, for helping to lock you in this
van, then to give me a lung engagement
1’1.1;‘F doubla salary. Don't wyou think
g0 M

£ I_I 5§

“If you're Whiffles, conceit is your
strong pomnt,” remarked Dance casually.
“Swank, you know! Gasl”

“¥ou impudent rogue—I—JI—I mean,
lock here, my best friend——*

“You don’t keep your word—if you're
Whiffles,” said Dance, shaking his head.
" Look how you treated that man Hug-
gins, a few months ago.”

“MNever mind Hugging—"

“You zacked him for pilfering from
your van,” persisted Dance. **That was
all right!  But you told him you
wouldn't prosccute—and then you did,
and got him three months.”

“He was threatening me—and he wag
a hulking rufian,” pleaded Mr. Whiffles.
“I bad to get him out of reach belore
I had him run in. He was a prize-
fighter, and he was going to knock my
head off! Be reuﬂﬂnbﬁa."

“You promised him—"

“It wasn't exactly a promise,” urged
the wretched Whiffles, “ Besides, he waa
standing over me with his enormous fist
clenched—what counld a man do?

“You broke that promise?”’
Dance ruthlessly.

“Well, perhaps I did—come to think
of it] But consider the circumstances—
a hulking prize-fighter with his fist only
an inch from my nose, threatening to
knock my head off! I had to be—hem
—tactfnl! In these ecircumstances, 1
couldn't do anything but promise.”

L]

snid

“And in these, too?" suggested
Dance.

“Oh! Ah! No—you see—" stam-
mered Mr., Whiffles,

“I remember you—if you're Whiffles
—explaining afterwards that a promiso
given, under duress wasn't binding.”

Mr. Whiffles. groaned dismally.

He had quite forgotten the episode of

Bill Huf s, and did not like to be
reminded of it now. It was rather
awlkward.

“Don't you think—if you're Whiflles
—you'll forget all sbout these promises
to me—and let me down afterwards?
smiled Dance. " Same as you did with
the Huggins man.”

*I—I—I—" stuttered Mr. Whiffles,

“I'll think over the matter,” grinned
Dance. "Of course, if you're really
Whiffles, I'm bound to see justice done.
Bat you deon’t look hike Whiffles. Yon
don’t look like him the least little bit!
The cove in the caravan yonder does,
you eee. Detter go to sleep.”

¥ Dance—I—"

Mr. Dance walked away.

He returned to his own wvan and
entered it. 'There was a cheery grin
on his face. Dance seemed to find some-
thing entertaining in Montgomery St
Leger Whiffles dismounted from his high
horse. He closed the door of his cara-
van and turned in.

o [—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Friend or Foe ?

ILLY BUNTER was still slecp-
B ing the sleep of the just,
rohably the Owl of Greyiriars
would not have slept so  soundly,
could he have known of the interview
that had taken place betweon *his"
manager and the real Mr. Whiffles.
Fortunately, he did not know, and his
slumber wes peaceful and undisturbed.
Bunter was dreaming happy dreams,
In: his new character of a circus boss,
he was going to cut the last days of the
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term &t Greyfriare, and he was going to
Eufu:,r a topping holiday.

f there were troublesome conze-
guences to follow, the consideration of
those consequences could be put off till
they came along. That was Bunter's
happy way.

Ho he slept peacefully; and Dance,

now that he had satisfied himself a3 to
how that peculinr chenge of identity
had come about, slept peacefully also.

Owly one member of the encampment
remained awake, and that was the
dismal gentleman in the locked van.

In the circumstances, Montgomery St.
Leger Whiffies found it hard to close his
cyes in slumber, ;

Of course, the present state of affairs
could not continue. He told himself
that over and over again. The villgin-
ous impostor would shown up;: the
eircus would come into his right
again. The future was all right! But
the present was dismal.

Mr. Whiffles was dressed ne%l]iﬁunl;ly,
in some discarded elothes that had been
put in the van for him. They were
quite unlike his own expensive and re-
markable clothes. But he had been glad
of them. He had become quite tired
of a bathing towel as attire.

In corduroy trousers, thick boots, and
n cheap pullover, he did not feel like
Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles, and
cartainly he did not look like him. His
?iﬁamin bald head was the least of sll
like the head of Mr. Whiffles, never seen
in public without its ample nut-brown
locks. His smooth face beore no resem-
blance to the bearded, moustached faco
that was so familiar at the circus. There
was not & hair on i, Mr. Whiffles was
one of those men whom nature has
denied such adornments. Some men
‘would have been glad to have been
zaved the daily lsbour of shaving. But
it 15 humgn nature to want exactly the
thing that cannot be had.

Az a clean-shaven man, Mr. Whiffles
woutld have been saved a lot of trouble.
But just because he couldn’t grow a
besrd or a moustache, he had wanted
them. His hsirdresser had supplied
thony; along with his nut-brown hair,
Nobody had seen Mr. Whiffles un-
adorpad—till now. And certsinly he
had never dreamed that the accidental
logs of his adornmenis might lead to
tho atill more serious loss of his idantity.
That was =& totally unioocked-for
calamity.

Mr. Whiffles gazed diamally from the
littla window of the locked wvan, the
starlight glimmering on his shining
sealp.

anity was the fat gentleman’s weak-
ness;  and by vanity he had been un-
done ! -

If only that rascal, Dance, had let
him out! 1f only some member of the
company had sense enough to listen to
Iiin, instead of regarding his statementa
as the wanderings of a benightod
lunatic!

Hoe was tempted to yell and awaken
the whole camp. But he had tried that
before, and o bottle hurled by an angry
man awakened from slecp had narrowly
missed him.

He had to wait till morning—though
the morning promised little hope.

Suddenly, 83 he starcd from the
window, Mr. Whifles became aware of
B ]urkingk hadow among the vans.

A thick-set, buorly man was moving
stealthily about, in & manner that
showed at once that he did not belong
fo the camp.

Mr. Whiffles” heart beat.

If it was some sncak-thief, a snappoer-
up of unconsidered frifles, Mr. Whiffecs
would be glad to see him, all the same.
He would have been glad to see any-
body who might have let him out of

that van. The key was in the outside
of the door, if oniy there were some-
body to turn it.

His eves glistened.

The erceping, shadowy figure shulked
by the locked van. Even in the dimness
there scemed something familiar to Mr.
Whiffles in that thick-set, hulking
figure. But the man's movements
showed that he did not belong to the
circus,

“Hist 7

Mr. Whifles breathed
cautiously, ]

The lurking figure started violently
and spun round. He stood staring at
the face of Mr. Whiffles framed in the
liftle window. Then he made a rapid
step towards the van.

“'0ld your row!™ he hissed.
a word and I'll smash you!"

Mr. Whifflea stared at him. »

There had seemed gomething familiar
in the lurking figure. The face was
quite familiar.

It was a face of the bulldog type, with
deep-set eves, and square jaw; and its
beanty was not enhanced by the fact
that the neoze was broken. It waz an
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ugly, grim, threatening face—and,
worst of all, it was the face of that very
prize-fighter, Bill Huggins, whom Mr.
WhifHles had sent to three months’ hard
labour.  Evidently the three months
had elapsed, and Mr. Huggins was frec
again. Mr. Whiffes did not need tell-
ing why he had made use of hiz free-
dom to come back to the ecircus—
sneaking into the camp when all were
sleeping. He could guess that,

He gazed ot Huggins in terror.

Mr. Whiffles was a pompous entle-
man. Ho wes an important gentleman.
He was an 1mpressive gentleman. Dut
he was not & courageous gentleman.

His heart sank almost into his boots
‘at the sight of that bulldog face and
broken nose. He knew the sizo and the
weight of Bill Hugging' hist. [Ie
trembled. )

Huggins stared at him,

It dawned upon Mr. Whiffles that
there was no recognition in the ruffian’s
look. He did not know Whiflos—any
mora than anybody else knew him, in
his present plucked condition.

“Oh!"™ gasped WhifHes,

“'0ld your 10w ! growled the man.
“You 'ear mo? Shut it! You let out

a 'owl and I'll cave in that bald napper
of yourn! See?

Whifles gasped again. The man did
not know him, that was certain. For
thie first fime sinca this strangoe adven-
ture had befallen him, Mr. Whifles
was glad that he no longer presentod his
customary aspect, '&"ithin reach of
Bill Huggins' leg-of-mutton fist ho could
not look too unlike Montgomery 8t
Leger Whiffles,

“1 ain't going fo "urt you," went on

Huggins. I ain't ‘ere, to pinch
nothing 1 I'm looking for a2 bloke.
Sea? *0ld your row ("

Mr. Whiffles did not nced to ask the
?RI’I‘IE of the bioke. He knew that only
oo well,

A gleamn came into his eyes.

A wvillainous impostor had taken his
name and identity. That impestor
might as woll take alse the terrifie
thrashing that Bill Huggins intended
for Mr. Whiffles.

He grinned at the thought.

“Loock here,” he whispered, “I'm
locked in this van! Let me ont and
I'll keep quict! Bee? Turn the key
back I

Huggins stared at him in astonish-
mment.

“You locked in?" he bLreathed.

“Yes, yosz!”

“Pinching something ¥ asked
Hugpgins.
“Nunne! It—it's all a mistake——*

Hugging grinned.

“T ketch on! he assonted.  “That
old bloke Whiffles has had you locked
in this 'ere van, I s'pose, io 'and you
over to the peelars to-morrow, what?

“Yes. exactly ! gasped Mr. Whiffles.

“Well, lock "ore, I'll let vou out if
vou'll show me his van,” said Huggins.
“I've come 'ere to smash him!"™

lf{}h 1*?‘

“I'm going to bash his fare right
throngh the back of his ‘ead!™

“Oh!"” gasped Mr. Whiffles again.

“I'm going to make "im a 'orspital
ease! I'm going to bash the stuffing
right out of 'im?! See?”

llﬂ.'lllr [J‘J

Mr. Whiffics was shaking all ovar.
There was no mistaking the ferocions
determination in the face of the man
who had done three months’ hard, and
was apparcntly prepared to do as much
again for the pleasure of knocking the
stuffing out of Mr. Whiffles. IE the
man guessed who he was

But obviously he had not the slightest
sugpicign, Whiffles tried to pull him-
self together. From the bottom of lis
heart he was thankful now for the trick
Bunter had played on him. The more
sight of Bill Huggins at close quarters
frightened him out of his wits, Under
the stress of terror his brain worked
actively, The impostor in the blue-and-
red caravan cpuld get what should have
come to Mr. Whiles. That wonld
sorve him right. After which the
broken-nosed gentleman would be put
undor necessary restraint again, and
Whifflos would be safe from  his
vengeance. .

It was auite a masterly idea.

Until that dangerous ruffian was once
more .in the hands of the police Mr!
Whiffles did not want to resume lis
own identity. He dared not! No dis-

wise could be tpo deep for him so
ong as Bill Huggins was at liberty and
on the trail of vengeance.

“Is it a go?” prowled the broken-
nosed man, “You 'elp me get at that
fat old ’ound. and if you've got any-
thing agin him I'll give lhim some for
vou as well. See? I'm going to smash

im ‘into tiny small picces! I'l do
another thres months for him! I'll do

"Far Maguer Lisriry.—No. 1,071.
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- 1 Jest show me where ho iz, and,
s'clp mie, he'll wand “arfl a ‘orspital lo
put him togetker agini®

Mr. Whiffles shuddered.

“Oht Ah?! Yes:! Right!” he gasped.

The bruiser went round the caravan,
and Myr. Whiffles heard the door unlock.
It opened. )

“'Era you are, matey!" said M.
Huggina.

T%I-E fat cireus proprictor stepped oul,
He could scarveely restrpin the impulso
to take to his hecls on the spot. DBut
a strong grasp—eo strong that it in-
tensified his terrvor—closed @n his arm.

“Now, then, give a covey the office !I”
growled Huggins. .

“0Oht esl  Ow!  T-t-thas
stammered Mr. Whitfes.

He led the ruffian to the blue-and.red
caravan. From ifs interior came g docp
and resonant snore. ‘

“He's in thera!” breathed Whiffles,
“That—that's Whiffles' van. It's been
repainted since you left the cirens.”

“Eh? You know I was at this "ere
wircus, do you? I don't remember your
dial ¢ growled Huggins, staring at

1.

Mr. Whaffles trombled.

“No! I—1 mean—I theught——"

“Bure that’'s the van? 1 don't re-
Eemhur ‘varing old Whiffles snore like

at afore.”

" Yes—ryes, that's 1617

“Orlright "

Bill Huggins turned to the van. Mr.
WhifHles ﬁack&ﬂ away round another
van; and the instant he was out of
Huggins' sight he took to his heels. He
was not thinking now of reclaiming his
Jdentity—very much he did not want to
reclaim his identity. Ile only wanted
to get quite clear, lest ITuggins should
discover his mistake—and to keep quite
clear until he was absolutely certain
that Huggins was arrested again. The
darkness swallowad up  the flecing
Whiffles; and Bill Huggins, with ven-
!EﬂIIEE in his cyes, stepped stealthily _uE
he stops of the caravan in whic
William George Bumter slopt the slecp
of the just.

Wy ™

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Wild Night for Bunter!
B]LL"_‘E BUNTER awoke.

It was no zound of alarim, no
aaticipation of denger, no szort
of misgiving at  all  that
Rwakened him.

He just woke,

He was thirsty. l"nr]mg&
thirst that awakened him. It was not

wrprising  that he was athirst; his
l:mpe,r had been rich and varied and
extensive, and he had had a few
pounds of ginger hiseuits: ag a snack
after supper before turning in, Ginger
1= ihirst-provoking.  On the table be-
side the bLed in the earavan, however,
many things had been placed in read:-
ness, in ocase the “boss ™ should want
anything before morning. On its way
through Lantham the van had stopped
at a shop for supplies. On Bunter's
table were plates and dishes, with
,}nn}-turts. a coke, bunches of waried

roits, Swiss  rvoll, sausage rolls, all
gort of things. Likewise, there was no
tuinbler, and a botile of lemonade, =
]gn_tﬂe of orangeade, & bottle of lime-
juice cordial, and a soda syphon. If
the boss awakened hungry or thirsty

there was ample to supply both wants.

It was dark inside the caravan; and
Bunter did not dream of lighting the
Jamp. That would have entailed some
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exertion.  Not much, but some, and
Bunter did not like any.

He blinked through the gloom, sit-
ting up in bed, and groped. |His
groping fingers came in contact with a
pile of julcy jam-tarts.

He was groping for something to
drink. But he could not resist the jum-
{arts. Leaving his thirst to take care
of itself for the moment, he negotiated
the tarts. Oune after another they
vaulshéd like oysters. He was not
veally hungry, so a dozen tarts satis-
fied him. He gave a little fat grunt of
zatisfaction. This was Dbetter than
Greviriarse. There waz nothing 1n the
Bemove dormitory, if a follow woke
up  with that cmpty fecling DBunter
linew so well. A fellow wasn't oven
allowed to smuggle tuck into the dormi-
tory., Things were better at Whiffles'
?Fnrldal?muuus Circus—for the boss, at
vast,

Having disposed of the tarts,
Bunter was thirsticr than before, He
found the tumbler, Lalf-filled it with
lemonade, and then took the syphon,
That made a very pleasant, cooling
drink on 2 hot mpht. His cves were
accustomed to the gloom by this time,
and he prepared to swish the soda-
water inte the tumbler.

All of a sudden he stopped, and his
biink turned in the direction of the
door.

The door was opening.

Of Bill Huggins, and Lis three
months’ hard, and his vendetta agamnst
AMr. Whiffles, Bunter, of course, knew
nothing. He was not at all aware that
he had taken on the liabilitics as well
s the assets of the circus boss. One
terrifying thought was in his fat mind
as the door swung back and a
shadowy figure appeared—Whiffles had
escaped from the locked van and was
coming after him!

Bunter had no doubt of it, and he
sat frozen with terror.

He did not know, perhaps, what he
deserved at Mr. Whiffles' hands. But
he knew what he would get.

The dim figure stepped into the wvan,

“Ow!” gasped Bunter.

There was a horrible chuckle,

Y Awake, are vou, guvnori"”

Bunter started.

It was not Whiffles' voice. And now
that the man was in the van, he could
see that it was not Mr. Whilles' short,
podgy figure. It was quite a hefty
and powerful man who was groping to-
wards the bed.

““Who—who
Bunter.

That horrible chuckle again.

“You don't remember me, guvinor?”

“Nunno!” gpasped Bunter.

“Bill Uggins, what you s=cnb to
chokey for three months.”

“I—1 didn't—"

“ And what's going to cave In your
face, puvnori”

“I—I say, I—I didn't—I say, I'm

are you? stuttered

not WhifHes! gasped DBunter. “I—
I'm somebody else!”
“Are  you?' pgrowled Huggins

“Well, if that shiny-'caded bloke has
pulled my leg, F'll look for "1m ancd cave
in his face, too! Let's ‘ave a look ab
vou !

A match struck.

Bunter sat in the bed, clutching the
soda syphon, frozen with horror.

He saw a bulldeg face, with a broken
nose, a square Jaw, and glittering,
little, pigey cyes. It was a face that,
at close guarters, late at night, might
have shaken a stronger nerve than
Bunter's, Huggins looked like a man

who had done hard labour, and ought
to have done a lot more.

Bunter looked like Mr, Whiffles!
He dared not take off his disgulse
when he turned in!  Accidents might
happen! Night and day he was bound
to wear the aspect of Montgomery St.
Leger Whiffles, if he wes not to risk
discovery. The wig was crumpled—his
beard end moustache g little askew.
'ﬁ:t thers he was—DMr., Whiflles to tho
ife!

The match went out. Bunter would
have preferred Mr. Huggins to go ouk
But only the match went out, and Mr.
Huggins remained. He chuckled a%am
that horrible blood-curdling chuckle.

“It's you all right, guv'nor! Make
up your mind to it! You can ‘owl if
vou like! 'Owl out all you want tol
It won't 'elp you! Afore thoy can come
*are, I'll *ave you looking as if you was
run over by a lorry! You don’t know
vet wot it’'s like to 'ave your nose
drove through the back of your 'cadl
Youw're jest going to find out!”

DBunter quaked.

This was not better than Greyfriars.

This was worsa.

Mr. Queleh, in his most ferocious
tantrum, was nothing to this.

Tho ruffian loomed over the bed, and
in o moment more Bunter's fat little
nose would have started on its travels
towards the back of his head—a fright-
fully disagreeable exporience for any
fellow’s nosel

Hardly knowing what he did,
Bunter shoved forward the soda
geyphon that was clutched in his fat
hand, squeezing it. From the nozzlo
dhot a stream of soda water, like a
jet from a hose. It was the only
weapon Bunter had, and he wuscd it

without stopping to think. Fortu-
nately, it was efficacious.
Swish! Swizz! BSquish! BSplash!

The stream of soda-water caught Bill

Huggins fairly in hiz glaring ejyes.
There was o gurgling how!l from
Huggins. He stugﬁﬂ back, howling
and spluttering. a water in tho
eyes 15 most unpleasant.

Swizzzrzze !

“Help!™ roared Bunter, as he
squirted. “Help! Burglors! Thieves!
Folice! Murder! Fire! Help! TFira!

Fire! Helpt” _
Bunter's voice rang far and wide.
Huggins, staggering blindly, canght

at the little table, and it collapsed 1n

his heavy grasp. He sat down violently
on the floor of the caravan, and the
table rolled over him, with its contents,

Dishes of tarts and cream pufls, Plates

of sandwiches, and cakes, and iruits,

bottles of  various refreshing drinks
rained on the sprawhng Huggins. He

yelled and howled and roared like a

bull.

There was a painful squeak from the
syphon as it exhausted its contonts,
But it had saved Bunter.

He knew that the ruffian was sprawl-
ing; and he leapad from the bed. His
foot landed on Hugging' face, and ho
slipped over and sat down. Fortu-
nately for him, though not for the
avenging Huggins, he sat on the
ruffian’s waistcoat. An agonised gasp
exuded from Huggins., Bunter's weight,
suddenly dropping on his waistcoat,
completely winded him. He lay in
anguish, gasping for the breath that
woild not come, Bunter scrambled u
wildly, dropping the syphon, whicﬁ
found » momentary resting-place on
Hugginsg' nose, and then rolled off.
Bunter leaped for the door.
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“Help! Help! Firel Murderi”

yelled Bunter.

He leaped from the van, 3

There wero shouts and exclamations
on all sides now., Men came running
up from caravans and tents.

“Help! Help! Murder! Fire!”

“Wat's the row, guv'nor?’ gasped
George Mix., “That blooming lunatic
got ount, sir?”

Cw!
“He's mn the van! Collar him! A
fearfnl ruffian! Wow*

Huggins, in the van, scrambled fo
hiz feet, gasping and spluttering. He
was a helfty man, but he had got the
worst of that encounter with the Owl
of Greyirinrs. He hnd a severe pain
in his inward regioms, and his breath
came Iin agonised gasps.

He pglared out of the van, and be-
held nearly everybody belonging to the
circus gathering at the spot. Bunier,
a rather conspicuous figure in flowery
bluewnd-pink pyjamas, was darting
sway towards Dance's van. Dance,
half-dressed, had come running out.

“What? he gasped.

Luater did not answer.

He bolted into Dance's van, dragged
the door shut, and locked it. The
manager stared after him in amazement.

“It's Hupgins ! suddenly shouted
Nobby Nobhbs, the clown,

The broken-nosed man made a leap
from the ecaravan. Huggins realised
that thiers was nothing dninﬁtﬁat night,
go far a3 hiz vengeance on Mr. Whiffies
was concerned. He had already done
enough to earn another three months,
and he was thinking now only of escape.
ITis settloment with Mr, Whiffles was
unavoidably postponed,

He made a rush, Blaney made a
grab at him, and was knocked over, and
then Bill Huggins fled into the night.

Ho was gone,

But it was futile for Mr. Dance to call
out to the refugee in his van that the
rufisn was gone, Bunter was not
moving,. He was not taking any
chances. He spont the remainder of
that eventful night in Dance’s van, and
ihe door was not unlocked until the sun
of the summer morning was shining
down on the cireus camp.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The Mystery !
4 HARTON 1™
W “0Oh! Yes, sir!”
"You will follow me to
my study!” ssid Mr,
Queleh.
“Oh dear!”
FWhatt What did you say,

Vv harton ¥

“Nothing, sic! I—I mean, yes, sir.”

Mr. Quelch frowned, and rustled away
towards his study,

It was morning in the Remove Form
room at OGreviriars School, and the
Lower Fourth were dismissed for break.
The snmmons to his Form master’s
study did not seem to cheer the captain
of the Remove at all. He looked glum.

“T.ook here! This 1s too thick '™ said
Bob Cherry, in the passage. *“ You've
been licked, like the lot of us, Quelchy
ought to let it drop !” ;

*“The thickfulness is terrific!” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh.

“Heoad boy of the Form is rather

special,” grinned Bkinner. "There's a
little extra for Wharton I
“YWall, I'd better get it over”

roancd the captain of tha Remove, and
o followed in the wake of Mr. Quelch,
Arrived at the Hemove master’s
study, he was rather surprised to see &

Help! Help!™ roared Bunter, |

r
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Bill Huggius staring at the face of Mr. Whiffles framed in the Jiitle window.

The fat elrous ;1'

bulidog face and broken nose.

Huggins. “ You *ear me! S8hut it ]
bald napper of yourn !

stout gontleman in uniform there, He
knew him by sight. It was Inspector
Grimes, of Courtfield.

It dawned u Wharton that it was
not snother licking, and he cheered up
considerably. He guessed; too, that the
inspactor had been called in in connec-
tion with the missing Owl of the
Remove.

“This is Wharton, Mr. Grimes," said
the Remove master. “He wvisited the
circus vesterday with some other boys,
to find the missing junior. Wharton,
you will tell Mr, Grimes what you know
of Bunter's presence at the circus.”

“Oh!"” saud Harry.

“It's vory remarkable, sir,” said Mr.
Grimes, “if the boy is at the circus at
all. It would practically amount to kid-
nepping, and it's hard to think of a
motive. But, of course, I shall take the
matter in hand st once if there is any
real ground for supposing him to be
there.”

“Ha practically admitted as much in
telephoning to me,"” said Mr. Quelch,
“and the cireus left Courtfield very hur-
riedly, although I understand that it
waS advertiaeﬁ to stay there for &
woek. "

"Waell, perhapa this lad ecan let in
some light on the matter,” said the in-
apeclor. * Kindly tell me anything you

opristor’s heart sank almost into his boots ai‘the sight of {he
**Oh!" he gasped. ** '0ld your row ! '’ growled

You let out a *owl, and I'll cave in that
See P " (See Chapler 4.)

know, Master Wharton, VYou see, of
course, that this boy must }m found and
brought back in his own interestst"

“Oh, gquite, sir | said Harry.

“Did you see him at Whifiles
Clirens 7" .

“WNo; but I am quite sure he is
thera t*

“What mekes you so0 sure?”

“We saw Mr. Whiffles and talked
with him, sir. He as good as admitted
that Bunter was there, He told us a lot
of palpable whoppers—I—1 mean un-
truths, and it was plain that he was
spoofing—I mean, that he was frying lo
keop it dark that Bunter was there.”

The inspector looked puzzled.

“You don't know any reason why
Bunter should run away o & gircua §

“No; except that he’s an azs”

Mr. Grimes smiled. :

“Or any reason why a circus pro-
prietor should shelter a boy who has run
away from school?”

“1 ean't imagine, sir. I don't sce af
all why he should want Dunter there.
But I know he's there.” _

“1 am convinced of it, Mr. Grimes,™
said the Hemove master, “He may
have bribed the circus people, perhaps,
to shelter him. Or they may have acted
from & mistaken sense of hoapitality.”

Tue Macuer Lmeiry.—No. 1,07L
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“Um ¥ said Mr. Grimes. “You had
the impression, Master Wharton, that
the boy was there, and that Mr
Whiffles was telling vou untruthai”

“I'm guite certain of it !”

® And your friends?” .

“They all think the same,™ said
Harry. “Mr. Whiflles told his men to
kick us out, and we couldn’t scrap with
the lot of them, so we came away with-

cut Bunter. But he's there, right
enough.” :
“YWell, Mr. Quelch,” said the in-

spector, “it seewns rather wvague, but
Ipwill certainly visit Mr. Whiffes and
make inquiries. M Bunter is there,
1 have no doubt that Mr. Whiffles will
hand him over at once. I have no
power, of course, to make a search with-
out & warrant; but if Mr. Whiles is
innoeent in the matter, T have no doubt
that he will offer to iet ma search the
place. If he refuses, other steps can be
taken, At auy rate, I will go and sce
him immediately.™ _

“1 gm very much obliged to yow,

mML Quelch made Wharton a sign of
digmiszal, and tho captain of the
Remove left the study. His chums were
waoiting for him rather anxiously in the
quadrangle.

“How many !’ asked Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton laughed. ;

“It wasn't a licking. Information re-
quired. Grimey is going to the circus
after Bunter.™ ]

“Oh, my hat! Thin the fat idiot will
como home in charge of a bobby 1" sa1d
Frank Nugent, !

“Like Bugens Aram, with gyves upon
his giddy wrist!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“iWell, g0 long as he comes, never
mind how ho comes,” said Harry., “He
will be sacked, for a cert, if he doesn’t
ghow up before the end of the term.”

“The sackfulness will be terrific! But
the mysteryfulness i3 great!”  said
Hurree Bingh. “Bunter is certainfully
thero: but the whyfulness is a boot on
the other leg.”" ; :

“Blessed if I can make it out!™ said
Harry. “Bunter may want to be at the
circus instead of at school—that’s rather
natural, though, of eourse, Quelchy
wouldn't see it. But the circus people
can't want Bunter.”

“How could they 1" said Nugent,

“How could anybedy want Bunter?”
psked Johnny guﬂ. “I's pot in
reason.  Nobody could possibly want
Bunter.” 3

“That's what beats me,” said Bob
Cherry. “Nobody can want Bunter—
that's impessible! But if they don’t

want him, what are they keeping him
for? It's a giddy puzzle”
“Jt's a mystery! He's no use, and

certainly no ornament. Greyfriars is
ever o much nicer without him. 5o
would the cirens be, of course. Yet
they've got him, and they're kecping
him! It doesn’t fit together.”

“It doesn't—it don’t! Hallo, hallo,
halle! There pocs Grimey !” ;

The juniors mﬁpﬂd the portly inspee-
bor politely, a3 he passed them on his
way to the pates. The inspector had a
thoughtful and puzzled look, The mys-
tery of Billy Bunter perplexed him, as
it perplexed all Greyiriars.

‘Fhird lesson, fortunately for the
Remove, was taken with Mr. Lascelles.
Mr. Queleh’s temper was Emwing 50 un-
certain these days, that his Form were

carning to bid him good-bye for the
i‘;tﬂidn g. They had maths with Mr.
Lascelles: hwt even maths wera a wel-
come change from Henry Samuel
Queleh, in his present frame of mind.

All the Remove were anxious to know
how Mr. Grimes fared 1n his quest of
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the missing Owl. In fact, all Greyfriars
was keen. Billy Bunter was the chief
topic ell through the school now, even
among the great men of the Fifth and
Sixth.  Bunter's antics had provided
Greyiriars with a sensation to wind up
the summer term.

Would he come back? What would
happen o him if he did? What would
happen to him if ho didn't? These
were burning questions,

There was no news that afternoon.
The portly figure of Inspector Grimes
was not secn again. Bkinner persisted
in his theory that the cirevs people had
collared Bunter, to show him round the
country as & freak,

“Bunter's always running these
risks,” Bkinner told a crowd of grin-
ning fellows in the Hag. " He& went to
the Zoo last hols, How they let him _qunt
away agam I never understood. Now
he's done 1t onee too often. They've
g@t him =mt the circus; they're going to

ill him as the fattest frcak ever!
You'll seel”

But even Skinner did not really
believe that that was the right explena-
tion of the mystery.

Fellows wondered over 1t! They
pofidered over it. They discussed it 1u
overy study at Greyiriare. Dut they
never got within leagues of the, true
mystery. The truth was so astonishing
that they would not have believed 1t
had it been told to them. So they were
not likely to guess it.

—_—a

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not the Sack !
ILLY BUNTER had breakfasted.

In the summer morning the
terrors of the nmight rolled away,
and Bunter litke Richard, was

himself again. Or, to speak more
correctly, he was Montgomery 8t. Leger
Whifles again,

The visit of Bill Huggine had becn
rather exciting; but Huggins was gone.
Bunter did not know yet that the resl
Whifles was also gone. He learncd
that after breskfast,

George Mix brought him the news,

“That loony's gone, sir!” he an-
nounced.

“Eh? What?” asked Bunter., He
was debating in his fat mind whether
he had room for ancother bun. He
hadn't. He sighed, and gave it up, and
bestowed his  lordly attention upon
George.

“That loony, sir, what was locked
in the baggage wvan,” :sid George.
“The door was unlocked by somebody
n“ﬁl_” d

unter jumped.

“ What?”

“And he's gone, sir!"

“lrone "

“Vanished !” said George.

*“0Oh " paszped Bunter.

The frst part of George's news was
startling. The second part was astound-
ng.

%‘hat Whiffles, if he was loosc again,
was gone, was good news. But why he
was gonc was rather perplexing. If
Mr. Whiffles had <leared off, leaving his
identity and hiz ¢ircus to Bunter,
notiing could have happened better.
But it certainly was a very strange pro-
ceading on Mr. Whifles' part.

HB8ure he's gone?" asked Dunter.

“Quite sure, sir! P'r'aps he's back
in the asylum by now,” said George. 1
couldn't help feeling sorry for that pore
feller, sir, mad 4s a 'atter, him think-
ing he was you, sir.”

‘*Oh! Ai !

Yer. Poor ifollow
énapnd Bunter. “Send Dance to mo,
eorge |

[EE]
.

“Yes, guv'nor!” '

George departed,
pondering. He could nat account for
Mr., WhitHles” Bight, but it was a relief,
Possibly he intended to keep away till
ho was fitted ocut with a new wig.
5¢, Bunter hoped that it would take
some time, The longer he was able
to- play the part of circus boss the
better Dunter would be pleased. In-
deed, by this time Bunter almost fancied
that he really was the circus boss. He
had got quite used to the idea. He
was quite pleased and satisfied with his
rale. He Eﬂd no desirn to change., By
this time the genuine Whifles secemod
to Dunter nothing but a troublesome
interloper,

Whiffles was pone! That was so much
to the good. And Dance was to go that
morning. Bunter eould not help think-
ing that the manager suspected some-
thing. E=xactly how much he suspected,
how much he knew, Bunter could not
guess; but he knew ho would feel safer
with tha man off the scene. Cetting rid
of him was easy. He had only to sack
him. Bo long as he was circus boss he
could sack anybody he liked. :

So Bunter leaned back in his chair, 1n
Mr. Whilles caravan, with his fat
thumbs in the arm-holes of Mr. Whiffles’
fancy wailstcoat, and waited for Dance
to come " on the carpet.”

Mr. Dance arrived.

“(ood-morning, sir!”  said
manager, in his snave, slesk way.

leaving Bunter

the

Mr. Dance was & very sleek, suave
gentleman.

“Er—good-morning, Dance!" zaid
Bunter, in an off-hand way. "I find

that I shall nok require your services
any longer.”

“Indecd, Mr. Whifflea !

“Sorry, snd all that,” said Bunter
airily. “But there it is! I'm making
some changes here. That's the frst.
Take & week's salary instead of notice.
See P

Ll | see 13

“You haven't handed over the pay-
box to me yet,” said Bunter. *“‘There
were good takings at Courthield. We'll
settle that matter now.”

“YWe'll settle several matters now,

sir.”
“Nothing else to settle. Let's sce!
What am ] paying you?"” asked Bunter,

with & neghgent air. “I quite forget!
I never could remember trifles. Any-
hew, you get & week's salary for
nothing. I'g be glad if you'd get off
this morming. No good hanging a thing
ogut, you know!"

“MNo good et all,” assented Dance.
“We may as well come to business,
Master Bunter !

“Wha-a-at?"

A bombshell could not have stariled
Bunter more.

He had fearod that Dance suspected
somoething. Apparently Dance suspected
more than he had dreamed.

He gazed at the sleek, dark manager
in stupefaction.

If Pance had mguire.d_ a.r:i? farther
proof, the astounded, terrified stare of
the fat impostor would have provided

“YWha-a-at did you s-s-8-5ay?"
it.

"Master Bunter "

WI—I say, you know—"
tried to pull himself together.
say. iz that a—a—a jokeI”

“Not at all, Master Bunter.”

“Wha-a-at are you calling me Bunier
for? My name's Whiffles!” gasped the
fat junior feebly. ;

““let us come to business, my fine
fellow,” said the manager quietly, I
knew there was something wrong at the
very start, Last night I talked fto
Whifles and got the whole story,

Bunter
H1—1
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put two and two together. His clothes
and things were pinched while he was
bathing. A fat fellow, sbout Whiffles'
build, 13 missing from a schoel cloze by
the spot. I may not be &
arithmetician in my accounts, but I can
add two and two together. I found that
you had a wig the first night you butted
in. That put me on the stent. I know
the whole bag of tricks now. I don't
know why 1 don't send for a policernan
to take you in charge, you rascally
impostor ™

“Oh, dear!” '

Bunter collapsed like a burst bladder.

Dance eyed him .- ruthlessly, Ile had
the fat impostor now where he wanted
him.

“Well " ho =aid.

“It—it—it wasz really only a—a—a
joks,” gasped Bunter. “ Not that you're

enter into & echeme like this* said

Dance. “I'm honest.”

“Are you?” gasped Bunter. “You
don't leok it! I—] mean

“What

“I—I mean, I—I know you're as
honest as a burglar. 1 mean, ss the
day " gaszped PBunter., *I—I'd trust
you with anything. You needn't hand
ﬂ\"ﬂri !':.ha.t pay-box; keep it. I—I'll trust
youl”

“That's better,” eaid Dance grimly.
¥ And the sack 15 withdrawn?"

“Oh, yes! Rather! I'd like gou to
stay. I=—I want vou to stay. o—do
stay, old fellow 1™

“If m still to treat you as Mr,
Whiffleg—"

*Yeag, fns d Bunter, with a gleam
of hope. It dawned.upon his fat brain
that the manager had been frightening

PRIOE
TWOPENCE. 11
old fool Whiffles has cleared off. He

must have seen Huggine last night, and
he's frightened out of his wits. Y sup-
pose it was Huggine unlocked the van—
nobody here would. The man owes him
a grudge, and so long as Hugging 15 out
of prison T faney iffles will lie low.
He's the funkicst booby that ever was.
If he comes beck, we'll handle him
somehow between us, As o lunatie, he
could be detained somewhere—some
guiet place—""

“0Oh!" gasped Bunter.

“Weo'll deal with that if it comes
along,"” said Dance coolly. “I think
his %ear of Huggins ma,xl' make him

1

joliy glad to leave you in his place, for
Huggins to get after,”
£ 1] U“_ !'|I
“If yvou're afraid—" .
“Nunno! I'm afraid of nothing!

ht, you know. I deny it from begin- him, with the intention of making Any fellow at Greyiriars will tell you
ning to end. T never stole any clothes, or terms. “Anything you like!" I'm as brave as a lion!”' gasped Bunter.
e et b o e e e e i i o ol e Attt = i A A
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anything. A fellow in a fix with a Form
master and a profect after him might
borrow & suit of clothes and a—a—a
wig. I don’t say he did, but he might.
But, of course, I'm not Bunter! I—I
never heard the name in my life. T'm
Whiffes! I-I say, Dance, I'm not
going to sack yow, old chap "

“Not?" asked Dance.

“Oh, no. Only my little joke!™
groaned Bunter. *I-I like you too
much. You—-you're such & nice chap,
you know.’

“I'm glad to hear it,” said Dance.
“Anything more befors I send a man
for a constable ?”

“Ow! I—I wouldn't do that!™
g.asped Bunter. *“"I—I don't want to
give the polics a lot of trouble. They
—they’'re a hard-working set of men,
you know. 1—I'd rather you didn't!"™

*“¥ou cannot expect an honest man to
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“Very well. You may suit me better
than the other Whiffles,” said Mr. Dance
eoolly. “I'm willing to give you a
chance to try.”

“0Oh! Good! Fine!" gasped Bunter.

“I shall expect you not te butt into
the item of sccounts, as he did-—""

"Certainly, old chap™

“The paybox will be
uinder my control.”

*Yes—anything you like."

“1 shall, of course, render you an
acconnd,” said Dance. *You will not
guestion 167"

“MNever!™

“Good, s0 far! No more cheek and
no more swank,” said Dance. "You
can swank around as much as you like
with the others—none for me.”

“DOh, no! Nothing of the kind."

“That will do, then. Not a word
from me as long as you behave your-
pelf,” sdid Dance. “I'm with vou] That

completely

“But—but I don't think my conscience

will let me keep on here if that fearful

ruffian is guing Lo haug about, That
oor {ellow Whiffles—"

“T'Il lock after Huggins, tf he comes
back,” said Dance. *[ daro eay he can
be squared."

“0Oh! All right! But——-"

George Mix came up to the van.

" Guv'nor—""

“Oh, yes! What—"

“ Police officer wants to see you, sir."

“Yaroooh!"

George stared,

“Go and bring him here, Mix!"
gnapped Mr. Dance; and the wondering
George departed,

“QOw! Lemme gerrout of this vanl”
gasped Bunter, ™ Gerrout of the way,
you beast! I say—""

“You fat fool! It’s only somebody
come to inquire after the schoolboy

THe Magrer Lisrany.—No. 1,071,
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“Oh 1" sgasped Bunter. “ Sure?”

“Yes, vou idiot!”

T {th, really, you know—--"'

“Ehut up! ﬁerﬁ he comes.”

George Mix was guiding Inspector
Grimes, of Courtfield, to Ar. Whiffics'
caravan. Bunter's fat heart quaked at
the sight of him. But he pulled himsclf
together, realising that My, Grimoes
eould only have come to make inguiries
zbout the junior missing from Groey-
friars Behool, And cven Mr. Grimes,
keen as he was, was not likely to recog-
ﬂlﬁﬂ that missing junlor when he saw

m,

¥

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunier is Boss!

“ Mn. M. WHIFFLES! Good-
morning !

Billy Bunter grinned.

That grecting from In-
spector Grimes was more than enough
to reassurc him.

“Good-morning ! Anything I can do
for you?” asked Bunter, in quite the
manner of a busy but polite circus pro-
prictor.

Afr. Dance stepped back. He watched
Bunter very curiously. For his own
saka, if not for Bunter's, Dance hoped
that the spoofer would have the nerve
to carry on. It suited Mr. Dance ever
so0 much better to have a boss who was
under his thumb, instead of a boss under
whose thumb he was. Little errors in
Dance's accounts, which would have
been difficult to explain to the genuine
Whifiles, did not need explaining to the
spoof Whiffles

He need not have doubted Bunter
in this ease. hen there was no
danger Bunter was as brave as a lion.
There was no danger now, so Bunter's
nerve was unbounded.

“George!” rapped out Bunter.

“Yessir "

“ Bring Inspector Grimes & chair.”

Thg inspector sat down. Mr. Whifiles'
van was roomy. In the daytime the bed
was transformed into an ottoman, with
g gorgeous silk cover. Montgomery St.
Leger Whiffles did himsell luxuriously mn
his travelling quarters, If his taste ran
rather to gorgeousness, at least it gave
an impression of wealth, Bunter pushed
a box of Mr, Whiffles' expensive cigars
across the Jittle walnut table to the
inspector, who smiled end shook his
head.

“Thank you, sir, no! I have called
to inguire about a schoolboy, named
Bunter, who 1s supposed to be hare.”

The fat gentleman opposite the in-
spector lu-crﬁ-ed thnught[uE

“ A schoolboy, named Bunter,” he
repeated. - “I think I have heard that
name. Ihd vou say Bunter or Punter "

“Bunter—W. . Bunter, to be exact.”

“Dance!” called out the Owl of the
Remove.

Mr, Dance stepped to the door of the
van. He had not gone out of hearing.

“Here, Mr. Whiffles.”

“You remember some schoolboys came
along yesterday, asking me questions
about gome boy who was missing. Was
the name Bunter !

“I think zo, 3. Whiflles.”™

“Very good. The—the boy, of course,
iz not here, inspector,” sald the boss of
the ecireus. “I really can't make ount
why he is supposed to be here. What's
the idea ¥

“It seems that the young donkey ran

away from scheol,” explained the
inspector.

“The—the what?"

“This young donkey Bunter.”

“0Oh, aht es. Hp ran away from

school, did he!" gasped the Ow]. " I-—I
Tee Maener Lisrary.—No. 1,071,

see, Bad treatment from & Form
master, I suppose?”

“Oh, no! Mere fatucus folly, I con-
clude,” sald Mr. Grimes,

“0h, do you!" ejaculated Bunter. “1
-1 mean, no doubt! Just so! I sup-
pose old Queleh is [rightfully ratty—
what 7"

[ 1] Eil ?:Il

“1 mean, Mr. Quelch! I think that's
the name—Quelchy, or Squelch, or some-
thing of the sort. Or is 1t Weleh "

it (5u4:1|}h,” said the inspector. * Mr.
Quelch seems assured that the boy 18
here, and his schoolfellows have the
same belief. Can you give me any in-
formation concerning the boy, Mr.
Whiffles 7"

“'Fraid not,” said Bunter regretfully.
“Dance!™

“Yes, Mr. Whiffles,” :

“Can you give Mr. Grimes any In-
formation about a boy named Dunter,
who has run away from school ¥

“ Mo, sir—none.” -

“Does anyono in my clreus know any-
thing of the—the young rascal '

“ 8o far as I know, nobody, siv.”

“Well, Mr. Grimes, there seems to be
nothing doing,” said Bunter. “But T'll
tell you what, lock round for yourself,
and seo whtatjmr you can pick up ap
information. Question the hands. If
find that any man in my—my employ
has sheltered a runaway schoolboy here,
I shall discharge him on the spot! I
shall be glad to know if such is the case.
Search tﬁa whole show ! Look anywhere
you like! If you find the young—hem!
—rascal hanging about my circus, take
him away at once!"”

“With your permission, Mr. Whiffles,
I will look round,” said the inspector,
ri$ill'g+ . .

“(h quite,” eaid Bunter. " A matfer
like this can’t ho cleared up too
thoroughly, Dance.”

*Yeos, Mr. Whiffes.” ]

“Go with the inspector, show him
round, and give him any assislance you
can., If you find that any man in my
emplo as been helping a runaway
m’l‘mnlﬁo}* to stay here, report him to
me-}'?

“Yery good, sir,” ]

Tnaspector Grimes walked away with
Dance, and Bunter grinned as he
watched him go. The fat junior was

full of confidence now.

_Heo watched the inspector for some
time, rooting up and down the circus
camp, asking gquestions here and there,
Finally, he watched him taking his
departure; obviously satisfied that,
wherover tho missing schoolboy might
be, he was not at Whifles’ World-
Famous Circus.

“Beast I murmured Bunter, as Mr,
Grimes disappeared in the distance.

He was glalzipft:n gee him ]gn

* All safe now,” said Dance, with a
sour grin, as he came back.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Have vou forgotten something,
Dance " he asked loftily.
“No: what?”

“My employecs address me as sir.”

“(Oh, come off,” said Dance. “1'll
keep that ulp in public, for appearances’
eake: but I don’t want any cheek from
you in private.”

“Oh, really, vou know—--"

“That's enough.” ,

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed with
wrath. behind his big spectacles. Ilo
was monarch of all he esurveyed at
Whiffles' Circus—with one oexeception.
It was rather a drawback. He could
not sack the man who knew his secret,
Drance had {-[ﬂg to speak, to bring to
a sudden end Bunter's reign as boss of
the circus.  But at the same timo
Bunter realised that Dance must have
somme very powerful motive for keeping

——— ey

the secret, and entering into the scheme
of imposture, at all—a more powerful
motive than Bunier's own, in fact. Bo
if he was under Dance's timmb, Danco
was also under his. Obviously, Dauce
wanted this peculiar game to go on;
and so Bunter had him there!

He wagged a fat forefinger at the
I'I.'I.-EI.HEEEL

** Now, this won't do, Dance,” he said.
“Got that? It won't do.”

“I rather think it will have to,” said
Dance coally. “If you don’t like it,
you can always lump it, you know.”

“0Oh, really, vou know—-='"

“That police-officer isn't too far off
to be fetched back,” said Dance sar-
donically. *““Shall I send a man after
him?”

Billy Bunter was fatuous and obtuse
—quite distinguished for his fatuousness
and obtuseness—almost unigque in those
respects. But he was not without a kind
of elyness that eften goes with fatuous-
ness.

“Right!™ he said. “I daresay the in-
spector would like to know what you've
been doing with the cash box !

Ll ) wh‘ﬁ-'a'ﬂlt I'='|.|J i

“Fetch him back!” said Bunter, fol-
lowing up his advantage. “If you don't
like taling orders from me, you can
take them from old Whifles, and
account for the cash box at the same
time. BSeea?™ .

Dance cﬂfave him a look that was
almost wolfish. He knew exactly how
long his job would last, if the real
Whiffles came back, It would last just
as long as it took Mr, Whifles to kick
him out of the circua,

“Lock here——"" he said. _

Bunter waved a fat hand at him,

“I decline to answer anything from
you, Dance, if you forget your place,
Bir, please.”

“You fat fool!"” hissed Dance.

“That will do! Held your tongue !”

Danee clenched his hands, and made &
step towards Bunter.

or B moment the fat junior gquailed.

But the manager stopped at once. He
was simply yearning to knock Bunter
heels over head, but he did not want to
knock his own plans heels over head at
the same time. There was altogether
too good a thing in the schemin
rogue's hands, so long as he could keep
this fat fool in WhifBes’ place.

“"l.ook here, we'd better understand
cne another,” he muttered, after a long
pause,

“Much better,” agreed Bunter, with a

rin. He had feared, for the moment,
that Dapce would knock him spinning.
From the fact that Dance did not .do
=0, he knew that he had the whip-
hand. He was more necessary to Dance,
than Dance was to him. " And under-
stand frst of all,”” he went on, “*that I
expect deference from my employees,
Sce? No cheek! No impudence!
Respect and obedience and so on.”

“Very well!” gaid Dance, choking
bﬂ.ﬂ%hm WJ'ﬁﬂ'.l.h o ped B

“Very well, what 7" snap unter.

Dance breathed hard.

“Very well, sir!” he gasped.

“That's better,” sald Bunter cheerily,
Ho had won the frst round, and it
bucked him considersbly. “You'll be

useful to me, Dance, and I'm going to
treat you well—generously, in fact. But
1 don't want any cheek! T can't stand

cheek—never could. Bear that in mind,
Now go and tell the men to pack up;
we're going on the road immediately,”

“Next stop Sevenoaks,” said Dance.
“We're billed to stop there, and we're
likely to do good business.”

“Next stop nothing of the sort,” said
Bunter coolly,. “I'm going to decide
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where we stop, and where we do busi-
ness.”

£ ilﬂﬂ'k hF!TE'."-'-—"“

I suppose 1 can manage my own
circus a3 1 think £t said Bunter.
“Wa're keeping on the road till we're
right out of Kent, see!™

“Yf you're afraid of Hugpgins—"
“I'm afraid of nobody,” said Bunter

scornfully. “I've never known what
fear means! DBrave as a lion, as any
Greyfiriars man could tell yon, That's

what 8 Public achool does for a chap!
But you wouldn’t understand that, of
coursa. Still, we're getting out of Kent.
We're keeping right on the road till
we get to the other side of Bussex, Give
the men the orders.”

Dance gave the fat junior a long, long
look. Bunter grinned at him. The
manager gave in.

“*Very well, sir!” he said.

And ga went to give the orders.

“Cheeky cad!”™ murmured Bunter,
“T'm afraid that man's dishonest—he's

jolly well pot his fingers in my cash
i;:ux, I believe, Still, 1 never was mean
about money. S0 long as he's not

cheeky, all right.”

Dance was not cheeky again. It was
g0 very much fo his interest to keep
the impostor as a figurehead, while lLe

rivately dealt with the takings, that

g made up his mind to toe the line.
He only promised himself the satisfaec-
tion of kicking Bunter most soverely,
when the srrangement came to an end—
and obviously it could not last for ever.
An hour later, the circus was packed
up and rolling westward ; far from Grey-
friars, far from fussy Form masters and
headrmasters; far—Bunter hoped—from
meddling Whiffleses and threatening
Hugginses. Bunter lolled in the blue-
and-red caravan, and ate jam tarts and
sipped lemon squash, and was happy—
":I‘t'ltl:;':s ,_?mnying hiz carecer as m circus

1R R T
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Breaking Up at Greyirlars |

ARRY WHARTON & CO. won-
H dered whether they would see

Billy DBunter again _bciore
Greyfriars broke up for the
holidays.
They didn’t.

The Remove men learned that In-
spector Grimes had visited the circus,
and reported to Mr. Quelch, over the
telephone, that Bunter was not there;
and that nobody at the circus knew any-
thing of him. ‘lI'hat, naturally, was the
only report the inspector could make. It
leaked out in a day or two, and though
the Famous Five kept to their belief
that Bunter was at the cireus all the
same, the matter was closed. Mr. Quelch
had to be satisfied.

He consulted the Head, and Dr.
TLocke was satisfied alse. A police-
inspector had searched through the
circus, with the fullest concurrence of
t'!lm propristor. That made the matter
clear.

“But where can ihe boy be ?™ hsked
the Head. ‘

“71 cannot imagine, sit.”

“No accident, surely—>"

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“From what the boy said to me on
the telephone the other day, sir, 1t 1s
obvious thay he is remaining away from
school of his own accord.”

“Thiz iz very serious, Mr. Quelch.”

“ Very scrious indeed, sir.”

“He %'1&5 porhaps gone home?”

“His father tells me that he has no
news of him whatever.”

“Bloss my soul!” said the Head.

“ Bomething must be done, sir,™ said
the Remove master,

“Undoubted|y 1™

“But what—-"

“Really, I hardly know.”

“After this, sir, the hﬂi can scarcely
be allowed to return ta the school,”

} i

. 74 i" fr %/ \
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Hardly knowing what he did in his terror, Billy
> Bunter shoved forward the soda syphon and
squeezed If. Swirzzzzzzzzzzz !
scda water caught Bill Huggins fairly In hia

The siream of

rugged face, and he leaped back, howling and
- upfuﬂerlng! (e E’hu;:sh 6.}
“1 fear not, Mr. Quelch™
“Such unexampled audacity and
impudence, sir iy
"Quite! Nevertheloss, 1 am very

uneasy, and something assuredly must
be done,” said the Head

But it was & little difficult to sce
what could be done.

Bunter had, apparently,
into thin air.

If he was not with the cireus—and it
secmed, after all, that he was not—his
whereabouts were a complete mystery.

The last few days of the term glided
by. Every day Mr. Bunter rang up
the school to Inguire whather his son
was found. It did not seem necessary
ta the worthy stockbroker to come down
to Greyfriazs persenally to inquire.
After nﬁ. he could have done nothing
there. That the boy was absenting
himself from szchool of his own accord
was clear; and it had to be ;aufapaa&d
that he could have come back if he had
liked. 8o thoe matter, mys-
terions, was not alarming.

It waa on the last day of the ferm
that Mr. DBunter had news when he
rang up. Mr. Queleh grunted as ho
heard the fat voice of tho City gentle-
man on the phone. He was gething
tircd of these daily talks with Mr,
William Samuel Bunter. Ho was, in
fact, tired. of tha wholo clan of Bunter,
Mr. Qlu-&l::h felt that life would Le moras
restful  without any Bumters at  all
Howcver, he answered politely.

“ar. Quelch—" camo the stock-
Lroker's fat voice.

“Bpeaking "'

“71 have received a letler from my
SCIH-”

“Indeed.™ ;

"It was postmarked Tewes. I think
that 15 in Surrey, or Sussex, or Hamp-
shire——" It waas quitc a leng time
since Mr, Bunter had been to school.

(Continued on page 16.)
Tue MsGuer Lispanr.—No. LUTL

vanished

while
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(Continwed from page 135.)

* Sussex i grunted Mr. Quelch.

HT ecannot imagine what he 1s
in Sussex. Can you?i" _

#I have pgiven up attempiing to
account for the wvagarics of thiz very
extraordinary boy, sir!” said Mr.
Queleh tartly.

“William tells me that he is #ravel-
ling with some friends,” said Mr.
Bunter. “ Apparently he is well and en-
joying » holiday., You will be relieved
to hear that, no doubt.”

Mr. Quelch did not look relieved om
hearing that Bunter was enjoying a
holiday bhefore the end of the term.
Bunter certainly would not have been
enjoying himself had he beem within

doing

reach of Mr. Queleh.
“Ok! Indeed!” said the Remove
master.

In the circumstances, there Iz no
occasion for any further worry in the
mnatter, I take it,” s=aid Mr. Bunter,
S Ag the boy is travelling with friends,
I shall net expect him home for the
vacation. He does not mention the names
¢f his friends, but he has, I believe,
many friends; he has often told me so,
and, in fact, he generally spends the
Ereutur art of the vacation away from

ome. 1 gather from his letter that all
is well with hipn He doss not ask for
maoney.’’ .

Apparently, so long as Bunter did nof
ask for money, all was well, in Mr.
Bunter's opinion.

“After all, the boy is old enough to
take care of himself,” said Mr. Bunter,
“Tndeed, a boy is sent to a public school
to learn self-rebiance, I have no doubt
that all 15 well. Good-bye, Mr. Quelch!™

“T muet tell youw, Mr. Bunter, that
thiz unexampled conduct on the part of
our son cannot possibly be passed over
ﬂure. It is not to be expected that after
his impudent defiance of all authority
he will be allowed to reioin the school
next term. You hear me?"

Dead silence,

“2ir! Are vou thero®™

Mr. Dunter was not there. He had
rung off after saving good-bye—not, it

appeared, intevested in _ any further
remarks Mr. Queleh might have to
make. The Remove master breathed

hard and put up the receiver. He
resolved to write Mr. Bunter a very shaff
letter.

The next morning, when the school
broke up, Harry Wharton ventured to
ask hiz Form master whether there was
any news of Bunter. Mr. Quelch briefiy
informed him that the bov's father had
received a letter post-marked Lewes, in
E.yase:, stating tﬁgf all was well with

11T,

That news was passcd on lo the
Remove, and no dv:m'g? all of them wera
glad to hear that nothing had happened
to Bunter. As a matter of fact, the ex-
citement of break-up put the Bunter
gensation into the background.

But as the train bore the Famous
Five, wilh erowds of other fellows, away
from Couvrtfield, they discuszed the Owl

of the Homrove. )
; e 1,071

“Bet you DBunter’s with that giddy
circus all the time,” said Bob Cherry.
“I'm absolutely certain he was there
when wo butted in.” .

“The certainfulness 1= terrific,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Edigh,

Harry Wharton nodded. ]

“I think so. And that letter to his
afer was dropped in at & post-office in
I["s;-wu&. which shows that the circus has
gong into Bussex.”

“MThat's it," agreed Nugent. -

“But can anybody guess what 1t
means ¥ asked Johnny DBull. “If
Bunter's free to write letters and post
thont, he must be his own master; it's
not & case of kidnapping. He ean't
have got a job at the circus; he's too
jolly lazy, even if he had brains enough,
which ke hasn’t, #So what the thump
does it all mean?™ ;

“I give that one up!” said Bob,

The Famous Five all had to give it
up. It was & conundrum beyond their
owers of solution. And the subject of
Eunt&r dropped; the Famous Five ex-
pected to hear no more of him before
the new term at Grerfriars, But they
were destined to hear from him, and

before very long., They were by no
means done with illiam George
Dunter.

e b —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Awiul for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER walked round
B the big tent, and blinked to and
fra through his big spectacles,

with great satisfaction.

The circus was pitched in Surrey now,
for the first time since it had left the
neighbourhood of Greyiriars.

itherto the “boss ” had kept on the
road, refusing to stop for performances,
in spite of the fact that the World-
Famous Cireus was billed in advance to
perform ab various places.

Bunter was of the opinion that =a
fellow could do as he liked with his
own. And the circus was his own now.

Dance had been growing more and
more impatient. He wanted to see the
takings coming in again. But for days
the circus kept to the road—first in
Sussex, and then in Burrey, Not fill he
knew that Greyiriars had broken u
for the holidays did Bunter feel safe
from Bill Huggins.

Of Montgomery 5t. Leger Whiffles
nothing had been heard. Why he was

keeping ‘away and letting the impostor
run the circus at his own sweet wi r-
plexed Buntér when he thought of it

But he thought of it little and seldom.
Bunter was boss now, and he liked being
boss; and if he held his boss-zhip on an
uncertain  tenure; ho  preferred to
dismiss that dizagreeable reflection from
hiz fat mind.

By this time he had grown quite used
to a nut-brown wig, a pointed beard,
and & waxed moustache, and was almost
persusded that he was really Alont-
ﬁmew ot. Leger Whiffles. So long as

hifles, for whatever reason, keapt
away, all was serene, and he was keap-
ing off the grass. There was only one
fly in the ointment—the fact that Bill

uggins, on the track of vengeance,
supposed, like everybody else, that
Bunter was YWhiffles, and desired to
push Bunter’s nose through the back of
Bunter's head.

But by this time Bunter hoped that
the unpleasant ¥r. Hugging was done
with. He locked his caravan door very
carefully every might, in case of aco-
dents; but there was no alarm.

And Dance pointed out that money
would run short if the circus did not
perform, So the boss consented. at last,

- e TE——

to pitch the camp in Surrey; end now
the big tent was up, and preparations
were going forward for the afternoon
show.

Bunter walked round the tan, and
blinked with satisfaction. Bunter was
““hossy " by nature—or born to com-
mand, as he expressed it himself,
Never before had he been able to boes,
Now he could boss to his fal heart's
content, and he was enjoying it

“¥ou'll take the ring this afternoon,
Dance,” he said, * EKeep them up to tha
mark ™

“I shall have to take both perform-
ances,” said Dance, with a stare.

Bunter shook his head.

“™No. The evening show iz more im-
J]J.-c:rbnnt': I shall manage that mysFIf.
‘he master’s eves, you know—what?"”

“Don't ha a fool!” sald Dance
brusquely. “You don’t know even the
boginning of the business, For good-
nesa’ sake keep out of the ring, and
don't butt into things you don't under-
stand ™ : :

Bunter gave him a freezing look.

“You ig-urgat your place, I think,
Dance,” he said. “Hawven't I warned
vou that I don't want any cheek from
my employees?”

¥ Look here—" . .

“That's enough! Y'm taking the ring
this evening,"” said Bunter, "I fancy
I know how to manage! I suppose
can do as [ like in my own circus?”

“1 tell you—"" hissed Danco.

Buntér waved a fat hand.

“That will de! Shut up!”

Dance glanced round to make sure
that no one was in hearing. ;

“Look here, you fool, you'll spoil
everything! You don't know anything
about it. Leave it to me, and mind
your own business." )

“I'm leaving the cashbox in your
hands,” said Bunter. “I may mention
that I'm mnot wholly satisfied with your
accounts, Dance.”

“What?"”

“If you den’t keep your place, and
troat your mastor with proper respect,
I shall have to go into the matter,” said
Bunter, blinking at him. “I hope you
will be able to account for all the money
that has passed through your hands,

Dance,” i .
Dance gritted his teeth. During the
past few days he had been backing some

more horsos. Consequently he was not
in & position te have his accounts ex-
amined by Bunter or anybody else. Ha
opened his mouth and closed it again.

“Understund this,” said Bunter. it |
want no argument from any man in mny
employ, from the manager down to the
doorkeaper. 1 resolutely decline to put
up with any back-chat. Bee!? 'm
taking the evening performance. Don't
say another word! Just shut up.”

And Dance, with feelings that were
quite homicidal, shut up. Buntor was
boss, and he rubbed it in.

“You're not & bad manager, Dance.
Your fault is that you're too cheeky.
Cut it out! I don't like it| Bear that
in mind."”

Bunter strutted away; only the exer-
cise of great solf-control keeping Dance
from helping him on his way with a
kick, He promised himself that plea-
sure loter; looking forward to it with
keen anticipation. :

Bunter rolled out of the big tent.

The oircus was pitched in a large
field, bordered by a road with a village
in sight in the distance. Bunter blinkced
towards the village, snd called to
George Mix.

“eorge I

“Yes, guv'norl”

“YWhat’s that place called?™
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*Wharton Hu,gnus, gir.” got what you're asking for! Then you'll leaped away and ran for his life! He

*“(0h, my hat!” ejaculated Bunter.
* Know the place, sir?” asked George.
“Yes! Naol! Exactly!”

Bunter rolled on, leaving George
gstaring. It had been Bunter’s intention
to walk into the wvillage in search of
ice-cream. He abandoned that intention

now. That wvillage lay within balf a
mile of Wharton Lodge, the home of the
captain of the UGreyiriars Remove,

Bunter had no desire to fall in with
Harry Wharton, or any of the other
bessts who might be staying with him
over the holidays. He decided to go in
quite a different direction in search of
ice-cream.

Ho rolled away cheerily down the
rogd, with his back to the village. It
was & blazing day in August, and Bun-
ter was warm. A wood bordered the
road, and Bunter rolled into a shady
footpath. There was a town on the
cther eide of the wood, from which My,
Dancé expected a large contingent of
“people in front,” DBunter rolled on,
still thinkmg of ice-cream. He did not
observe that & man followed him from
the road into the wood. Bunter was not
an observant fellow.

But the sound of hurried steps behind
himn made him turn his head. He was

almost in the middle of the wood now. B

He had & vague feeling of alarm as he
turnad ; rhn;pu some lingering thought
of Mr, ﬁeuggma was 1n his fat mind.
But the man that met his view was
nothing like Mr. Huggina. Bunter saw
a little fat man with & smooth, hairless
face, in & bowler hat. There was some-
thing familiar about the podgy features.
But Bunter did not know the man;
though evidently the man knew Bunter.

“Ho!” he said. “Here you are! You
scoundrel] 1"

[ 4] EJ'I. ?j:r

“ Blighter t*

“Oh, draw it mild, you know,"” Eaid
DBuntor, in astonishment. '"What's bit-
ing yout What's the row "

Impostor I

Bunter started.

“You don’t know mel?"

“No!" gasped Bunter,

" Youn don't know the man whose name
you've borrowed, you impoetor, and
whose colothes you are wearing at this

very minute |?
Whifflea 1" gasped

“0Oh, my hat]
Bunter,

Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles glared
at him. Bunter backed away cautiously.
He did not want to meet Mr. Whiffies.
He did not want to meet him at all;
and especially not on a lonely footpath
in a wood. .

Mr. Whifles followed him up. Even
now that he knew who he was, Bunter
could not recognise Whiffles; so differ-
ent did the circus proprietor look: with-
out his hair, his moustache, and his
beard. And Mr. Whiffles was dressed
now very gquietly in black,

“I've been keeping an eye on youl”
said Mr. Whiffles. “I've been keeping
an eyve on the circus! 1've been watch-
ing you! Wait till my time comes!
You just wait till then |™

“Oh " gasped Bunter.

“Do you know why I'm letiing you
run on i hissed Mr. Whiflee. “ Do you
know why I haven’t had you arrested 2"

(2] nw IH'

“Do you knoew why I've held my
hand? Can you guess?”

“Nunneg | gasped Bunter.

Mr. Whifles laughed derizively.

“You'll find out! Vou'll learn in
time! Impostor! You will pay for
thiz! Keep onl| KXeep on this=this
trickery! Nothing could suit me

better—for the present | Wait till you've

hear from me! Not yet! Ha, ha! No!
Just wait 1™

And having uttered those mysterious
words, Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles
shook a fat.fist at Bunier, turned on his
heel, and disappeared.

Bunter blinked after him in amaze-
ment,

Hia relief at Mr. Whiffles’ departure
was enormous. He had dreaded first a
terrific ﬁhra,shm%,ﬂ and then the strip-
ping off of his borrowed plumes. But
that, evidently, was not Mr. Whiffles’
mtention. For some mysterious reason,
it suited the ecircus proprietor to let
Bunter continue playing the remarkablo
part he had assumed.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter,

Mr. Whiffles vanished from sight; his
footateps died away. Bunter stood where
?m.wn.s, rooted to the ground with aston-
1shﬁnﬁ. ba potty 1" h d I

“ Must poity 1 he gasped, at last.
“ Absolutely potty! Beast! If it suits
him, as he says, he might at least be
grateful | It's a beastly ungrateful
world. I suppose he’s potty ! Beast!™

There was a rustle in the wood behind

Bunter. He turned—and jumped. It
was a powerful, hefty figure that
emerged from the wood: and a battered
face, with a broken nose, glared at
unter.
The Owl of the Remove avould have
run, but his fat legs refused to stir.
He blinked in terror at Bill Huggins.
The bruiszer eame slowly towards iim,
grinning horribly.

"ot you at last, Whiffes [¥

(1] Dw I;r'll

i N::rhr:rdﬁ_ ere to interfere this time!”

grinned Huggins. “Got you all to
maself, Whiffles! Whuti"
Bunter staggered against a tree. Like

a Hash of 1llumination it came into his
fat mind why Mr, Whiffles was leaving
him in quiet possession of hiz name, his
1dentity, and his circus. This fearful
ruffian was after Whiffles. Whiffles was
in & blue funrk, Bo long as Bunter was
Whiffles, this awful character was aftor

Bunter. Mr. Whiffies was lying low,
leaving the impostor to bear the brunt.
He was going to lie low until Bill

Huge%ins had dealt with Bunter in the
belief that he was Whiffles. What
Huggins was going to do to Bunter,
would earn him a long stretch behind
prison bars; and then Mr. Whiflles
would be safe in resuming his identity.

It was all clear to %untgr now—
awlully, fearfully clear. Looking at the
beetling brows, the bulldeg jaw, end the
broken nose, of Bill Huggins, Bunter
did not wonder that Mr. Whifles waas
eager to avoid an encounter with that
gemt.lﬂn_mn at any price. Bunter would
ave given the circus, with every other
oircus thrown in, at that mement, to be
ot & safe distance

charged down the footpath mt a fraotio
gpeed. Bunter, as a rule, was no
;grinter. DBut circumstances alter cases.

e ran like the wind now.

But close behind him sounded the
heavy footsteps of tha bruiser. He
heard the panting breath of Bill Hug-
gins—he felt a touch on his shoulder
whare the outstretched hand almost
%rﬂapnd him. Frantic with terror, tha
apless impostor, who was paring so
dear now for his imposture, rushed on.
He rushed ronnd 2 bend in the windin
footpath—and there was a terrific cra
as he rushed inte 2 bunch of cyclista
who were coming on from the opposi
direction, the wheels making no soun
on the grassy path. But there was
sonnd enough when Bunter rushed into

them.

Crash! Thad!  Jingle! Bumpl!
Crash, crash, crash!

"¥Yarooogh! Yocop! Help!"
Yelling with terrer, Billy Bunter

rolled among upset bicycles and upset
cyelists, And Bill Huggins, coming
round the bend in the path like a charg-
ing bull, rolled over and added himself
to the heap.

— Nrr—

THE ELEVENRTH CHAPTER.

An Unexpeeted Mestling !

i ATE for lunch!” remarked Bob
L Cherry. ]
“The will be
terrifie.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“That'zs all right; there's a short cut
home.™

Five cheery juniors of Greyfriars
were riding along a shady Burrey lane.
Early in the vacation the Famous Five
of the Remove had gathered together
at Wharton Lodge. The colonel and
his sister, Miss Amy Wharton, wera
aslways glad to see Harry's chums from.
school. On this particular morning the
Famous Five had gone out cn & long
hike spin, and now they were on their
homeward way. By the road they were
still 4 good many miles from the Lodge,
but Harry Wharton knew cvery path
and bye-way round his old home. Ha
waved his hand towards & dusky wood
that bordered the road. i

“There's a footpath and bridle-path
through there,” he said. “We turnin &
bit farther on.”

“Cycling sllowed on the f[ootpathl™
asked Frank Nugent, with a grin.

“Well, it's a bridle-path, so one is
allowed to ride there,” said HI.I.'I'"i'+
“I'm not sure about bikes, but we'll
chance it."”

“Hear. hear " sy w

And a little farther on the juniors

(Continued on next page.)

latefulness

from Bill Huggins.

Hiz fat knees
knocked together.

13 I"-I- “F:rﬂ .hﬂ

asped, "I—I ain't
{‘Ihmﬂe& g

Huggins laughed—
a blood - curdling
laugh. ’

“Wot's the good o
that?* he jeered
“You're for it
Whiffles ! 'Ere’s the
man you sent fo
three months’ ‘ard!
MNow, then——"

Ha cemo on with
huge fists clenched.

“Yarooocogh ™

Billy Bunter
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turned into a grassy path through the
old wood of ¢lms and becches,

Like the considerate [ellows they
were, they proceeded al o modorate
pace. The path was a vather winding
png, and thoy really did not want to
charge over any pedestrian who came
vound a bend wnder the overhanging
branches. It certainly did not occur Lo
thewr that & pedestrinn might come
yound a bend and charge thom over
PBut that was what happened.

Round a Lend in the path a fat figure
eame flying suddenly, without the slight-
est warning, at frantic spred. ]
 Before the riders could jam on their
brakes, Lefore they even knew he was
coming, he had charged inte them.

The paih was not wide; the cyclists
rode bunched together. That hedavy
charge fairly knocked them over.

Wharton and Nugent, who were rid-
ing ahead, went whirling on their
machines and sprawled over, the new-
comer sprawling with them, Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull and Hurree
Singh were too close behind fo stop in
time, They pitched over the sprawling
bikes and sprawling juniors. And the
néxt riroment confusion was worse con-
founded by & hefty man who came
racing round the bend and rolled over
the whole party.

“YWhat the thump—"  gasped
Wharton. .

“ Hallo, hallo, halle! Yow-ow!”

“Whoooop " s "

“Yow-ow! Help! Fire! Yarm%h !

“ Strike me pink! Ow! My eye!”

YYoop! Help!”

“Great Scottt”

Harry Wharton & Co. scrambled to
their feet, amid a sca of sprawling,
clattering bicycles.

They were hurt!

Every fellow in the party was hurt;
and they were more wrathiul than hurt.
It was quite an eoxciting moment.

“Halle. hallo, halle! It's old
Whiffles ! roared Bob Cherry, staring
at the sprawling fat figure in the path.

“Wihiffles! My hat!™ I

“The esteemed and cxecrable circus
merchant !” gasped Hwree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“The fat chump!” howled Johony

Bull, “What did he want to charge
into us for? The—the podgy fathead !™
“Ow! My elbow!” moaned Nugent.

“I've banged my funny-bone on some-
thing! Ow! Wow! Sh p
- Y1t was my nose hissed Johnny
Bull,  “You've ncarly caved in my
nose with your silly elbow!”
“Blow vour nose! My elbow—ow ™
Bunter scrambled wildly to his feet.
ITis hat had been knocked off; but, for-

tunately, his hair was more fHrmly
attached, and it was still there, He was
damaged in several places—a [fellow

could not charge into a bunch of cyelists
without getting hurt.  But, for onee,
Billy Bunter was nob thinking of his
hurts. Ioe was only thinking of that
fearful Hugging who was after him.
Hurt or not, he was ihankful to have
run into somcbody. Scolitude, at tho

moment, had lost its charm. He
scrambled up, yelling for help.

“Eeep him off ! Yarccogh! Help!
lsurﬂm*_! Fire!" :ahriel:agﬁ Bunter,
staggering against a tree, “Keep that
beast offi ! Help 1"

“IWhat the thump—"-"

“Who the dickens——"

Bunter gave a wild blink round. Bill
Huggins was sprawling breathlessly in
the grass. One of his feet had gone
through a wheel, and the spokes were
holding him by ithe leg. As he tried
to scramble up the bike serambled with
him and he sprawled again,
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It was Dunter’s chance—and he took
it. The poet has told us that there 13
a tide in the alfairs of mien, which,
taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.
Bunter tock the nide at the food.
Hugging was for the moment held.
Bunter, after one terriied blink rbund,
resumed his frantic Hight, and went
along the [ootpath like a racer. Gasp-
ing and panting, puting and blowing,
the Owl of the Remove charged on and
disappeared.

“Strike me pink!” gasped Huggins,

“ 0wl What's ‘olding my blinking
leg? Gerrofi! Oh!

“Well my Latf™ said Harry
Wharton.

Hugring sat up. His leg was still
through the wheel of Wharton's bike,
and he grabbed at the machine
savagely.

“ (et this thing off me!” he roared.
“I'll smash you! I'll smash the bloom-
g jigger! Get it off! You 'ear me?”

“Mind how you  handle that
machine!” snapped Wharton, * Nobod
pfhr.:d vou to shove your hoof throug
LG :

Huggins glared at him and yanked at
the bike savagely. Obviously he did
not care how much damage he did,

“ Slop that!”

“Y¥ah! I'll limb you if you tork to
me! Btrike me blue! That old covey
18 gpetting away! Gerrout of 16"

Bill ngggins had terrific terrors for
Billy Bunter; but he had none for the
Famous Five of the Remove. As he
wrenched fiercely at the clinging spokes
Wharton grabbed him unceremoniously
by the collar and dragged him over on
his back,

Thers was a roar of wrath from
Huggins, and he turned cn the captain
E}Z e Greyfriars Remove and grasped

1m.

Wharton was a sturdy fellow, but he
had no chance in the hefty grasp of Bill
Huggins.

“Lend a hand, you men!’ he panted.

EWhat-hq P i Cand s

our irs of bands grasped the
riflian uimunce* Hugging was hefty,
but five fellows were rather too much
for him.

Hes was fairly squashed down on the
grassy path, and Bob Cherry sat on
his chest to keep him there. As  he
kicked out, Johnny Bull trampled on
hiz legs. Each of his huge fists was
SeCUr by a junior, while Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh tock a grip on his
neckeloth,

Huggins spluttered and gasped, and
still struggled.

“Bhut up, you rotter!” said Bab.

Huggine heaved at the weight on
him, and almost succeeded in throw-
inzg off the juniors.

‘Bang his napper, Inky! That will
take some of the fun out of himt”
gasped Wharion,

“The bangfulness will be terrific.”

“Look ‘ere! Strike me pink!
Yooooooooooop ! reared Huggins.

Bang, bang, bang!

Huggins' bullet head smote the
earth with considerable force. His
head was hard: but the solid earth was

harder. Hupging’ frantic roars awoke
cvery echo of the woaod.

“Chuck it!. Leave off! You ‘oar
mel Strike me blue! Ow, ow, owl!
Look ere! I ain’t going to touch you!
T'm arter that old covey! Let a bloke
gerrup "

Bang, bang, bang!

“Yow-ow-ow ! Btoppit! Oh, my
'ead] Ow my napper! Yow-ow!”

Bob Cherry chudkled breathlessly.
1;’ Eﬁﬂ you keep quiet for a bit? he
asked.

“Ow! Wow! I'll keep a3 quiet as
yvou like!” gasped Huggins *“OCh, my
‘ead! Stoppit!”

Argument would have been wasted
on Bill Huggins,. He was not open to
reasoning. But banging his head on
the ground was a thing that even his
limited intellect could wnderstand. He
lay gasping and spluttering, looking as
if he would hike to bite, but behaving
himself guite nicely.

— i

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Looking Alter Mr. Hupgins !

ARRY WHARTON detached
H his damaged bike from

Hugging' leg. 'The bike was
in considerable need of repair.
20 was Hugging' leg, for that matter.

“Keep the brute safe for a bit,” said
Harry. “He seems to have been after
that man Whitfles, and we may as well
give the old johnny time to get cloar”

“You let a bloke up!” said Huggins,
“I min't got wny row with you blokes|
I'm arter that old covey.”

“Footpad, I suppose,” said Nugent.

““MNo, I ain't!” hooted Huggins. “I'm
arter 'im to paste 'im{ I'm going to
knock his bleoming features through
the back of hiz 'ead! That’a what I'm
going to do, strike me pink 1"

“MNot to-day!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“We're Fn-:i.ng to zee that you don’t, you
beauty !’

“Liet a bloke up, I tell

“Hit on the brute!” said

“What-ho!”

* Btrike me—u-="

“Look hers, I'll strike you =zll the
coloura of the jolly old rainbow if you
don’t shut up!” said Bob. *You talk
too much 1

“Look 'ere, you young limb—"

“Bang his head again, Inky!"

“The bangfulness will ba terrifie.”

“'0ld on!” roared Huggins. “I'll be
quict! You've nearly busted my blink-
inF nut already! Chuck it1”

‘The behavefulness is the proper
caper, my esteemed and ridiculous
ruffian,” said tho nabob of Bhanipur.

ow [
harton.

“ Otherwisefully, look out for the
bangfulness of your absurd napper!”
“0Oh, my eye!” gasped ugging.

Hurreo Jamset Bam Singh's remark-
able flow of English seemed to take
him by surprise. ‘

Harry Wharton coliected the bicycles,
while the other fellows pinned Huggins
to tho ground. Al the machines were
more or less damaged, but they were,
fortunately, still rideable. He also
collected up Mr. Whifles' bell-brimmed
silk hat, which Bunter had left behind
in his fight. .

“Fancy meeting old Whiffles here!”
he said. *“1 suppose that means that
thie circus is pitched somewhere by.
Whiffles wasn't very civil the last time
we saw him; but we'll give the eircus
another wvisit.”

“Yes, rather.”

“Are you going to let a bloke go?”
demanded Bill Huggins in a sulphurous

Vo100,
“MNot vebt!™ answered Wharton
coolly. “You're not going to be let

loose till Mr. Whifles has had time to
get clear.”

“I tell you I'm arter that old
bloke ! hissed Huggins,

“What the thump are you after him
for?? demanded Bob. “What has old
Whiffles done fo youl®™

“Sent a bloke to chokey!” hissed
Huggins. ‘“Three months *ard!®

“¥ou look as if three years would
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1 have called to inquire about a schoolboy named Bunier, who is supposed io be here,’” said Inspector Grimes.
glve me any information, Mr. Whiffles ¢

any information about a boy named Bunter, who has run away from school ? *

have done you good!” said Bob
cheerily. “Take it ealmlyl Wa're
saving you from deing another three
months for assault and battery.”

“T'll do a ten-year stretch for him ™
gasped Huggins, “1 tell you, I've pot
it in for that covey!™

Boby Cherry settled himself more com-
fortably on Mr. Huggins' chest. Obvi-
ously, Mr. Hugpins waz a man who
needed logking after. Mr. Whiffles had
not been very civil to the juniors on
the occasion of their last visit to the
circus in search of Bunter, But they
did not intend to let thas hefty ruffian
get within hitting distance of the fat
genilerngn if they could help it And
they could.

“I've follered that old covey miles
and miles! pasped Huggins. “I'm
furtgr h',m' I tell you! Three months
ard--—"

“If you got three months' hard you
asked for it!” said Harey. “You must
have done something to deserve it!™

“Praps I did! enarled Hugpgins.
“But that ain't the point. Pr'aps I
picked up something from the old
covey's van. But he promised to let it
drop. Give me his word, he did. Then
I was lagged, arter he was out of
reach. Let a bloke down, he did! I'm
gpoing to give him something worse’n
three months' 'ard! His own blinking
circus won't know him when I'm done
with him, strike me pink!”

“None ! ** (See Chapler 8.}

“We shall be late for lunch at ithis
rafe,” said Harry, " Buot we'll give old
Whiffles another five minutes.  That
ought to seo him clear. He was going
strong.’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the juniors waited five minutes,
heedloss of the growling objurgations
of Bill Huggins. By that time there
was hittle doubt that Mr. Whilfles was
in safety. Undoubtedly he had been
going strong when they had seen him
vanizh along the foctpath.

“Let the gIai-utw: go,” zaid Harry.

The juniors released Bill Ilugpins
That gentlemun serambled to his feet
and clenched his huge fists, and glared
at them. It was plain that he was
strongly inclined to “run amok,” hit-
ting out right and left. Dut ihe
Famous Five faced him coolly, quile
prepared to handle him again if he
wanted more; and the ruffian thought
better of it

“Blow ver!™ he soarled.
lot of ver!”

And he tramped away along the
footpath, evidently without any hope
of catching Mr, Whiffles now.

Harry Wharton & Co. remounted
their machines and rode on. Whavton
took Mr. Whiffles' silk hat in his hend.
It was unlikely that Mr. Whiffles
would return to that lonely spot in
quest of it, and the captain of the
Remove good-naturedly took charge of
e

" Blow the

“ 'Fraid nﬂt." sald Bunter regretiully.

® Can you
Can you give Mr. Grimes
“* No, sir ! ' answered the cireus hand.

** Dance !

“We'll go to the cireus and take this
tile back with ug,” he remarked,

“Good egg!” agreed Bob,

The juniors had almost reached the
end of the footpath when a fipure
appeared from the trees, and signed 1o
them to stop, He was a little, podyy
man in 4 bowler bat, with a smooth,
iat foce.

“"Stop o monute!™ he ecalled out.

The juniors stopped. wondering who
the man was, and what he wanted.

“"What's up?" asked Bob.

“Youn've just come through thns waood
by the footpath?

“Yes. What about it?”

“IDhd wvou see anvithing of a2 man?”
asked the stranger cagerly. “Did vou
see anything of a row? I thongin 1
heard something——"

The juniors stared at him.

“Therse was & hit of & row,” said
Bob. “An old johnny butted iute us
with a hefty rough after him. Friend
of yours®"

“Friecnd! Ha, Lol
dastard—a rogue!”

“Here's another chap who doesn’s
like old Whiflles!” grinned Jolitny
Bull, “He doesn't scem populur in
these parts,”

“Did the man get him?” asked the
stranger eagefiv, Did he smash hin?
Did he assault and batter him?* 1id
lie leave him for dead?™

“No fear! We stopped hinm”
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“What! Vou stopped him!” wyelled  “That beast Huggins! Ow ™ “Yes, guy'nor.”
the little [at man furiously. “You've met Huggins?™ *Just a8 soon as I've had a snack, I'm
“¥eos, rather!” “Ow! Yes! I'm going home! T going!” gasped Bunter. “You needn't
“You young idiot!” ain't having any more of this! I know jaw! I'm off! Uatch me sticking here
“What 7" now why that beast Whiffles 13 leaving and getting bashed by that Een.thll
“You meddling puppy IV me to it ! He's afraid of Huggina! He ruffiap! He nearly had me! Ow!”
“Bh? : , . wauts me to get bashed insteaﬁ of him!  «Hy can't get near you here,” said
“¥You rascally, interfering young Fm jolly well not going to be bashed! Dapce reassuringly. “I'll warn ’31[ iho
jackanapesi” s _ I'm going home! Ow ! hands to keep watch for him. If he
“Oh, draw it mild!”* said Bob, Full yourself together!” snapped ghows up, he will be collared. But ho
#\What's the matter with you, old Dance. *“Youre sate from Huggins wop’t. He knows he could be run in
gent " here. He won't dare show up here. gzgaipn,”
“ ¥ou—you-—yaoL !mleddiing n:shl:fm I-E" He can be arrested—" "It ain't safe!” gaspad Bunter.
roared the fat little man. TYhY  “I'm fod-up!” gasped Bunter. “I'm  « ’
couldn't you mind your own business® ot afraid of the brute, of course. Any Whﬁﬁiﬂn};&:ﬁ' imtsi?;l l:i fiﬂ':fﬂ
You've BPGI]E':] “1,[‘-;!"‘111“%! Mean to ﬂhﬂp ak Grﬂ}rfri.ﬂ'.l'ﬂ will tell you that I'm urged Dence, “Ha's Euinr to te.
say that that wretch—that dastard— go hrave as a lion, But I'm fed-up! n?:ﬁ

was not assanlted and battered "

“Not the least littla bit!” chuckled
Bob. “We held the other man to give
him time to get clear.” ]

“ FJackanapes! Rascal! Fooll Hdiot!
Meddling ass [

“0Oh, my hat! Come on, you men!
It isn't worth while being late for lunch
to listan to thiz cheery conversation.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

The juniors rode on, leaving Mont-
gomery St. Leger Whiffles shaking his
fist after themn, and never dreaming that
the stranger was the genuine Mr.
Whifes, and that their intervention
had completely apoiled his plans,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fed-Up !

1ILLY BUNTER plunged into the
B blue-and-red caravan, collapsed
into & chair, and spluttered,
He was gasping for broath,
streaming with perspiration.

The Owl of the Remove had mnot
slackened speed till he arrived at the
circus camp. He hardly noticed that
Lis hat was gone. He was conscious of
nothing but the terror of the avenging
[Tuggins behind him. The sight of the
boss streaking throngh the camp, hat-
less, panting and pu%ﬁng- and blowing,
cnusrg quite & sensation in the circus.
Punter did not heed it. He did not
stop till he was in hiz ven, and then
he fairly collapsed. He was too ex-
hausted oven to shut the door, He
gprawled in the chair and spluttered for
breath.

“Ow, ow, ow! Grooogh! Wow!”

George Mix looked in, with a wonder-

ing face.
= Anvthing ‘appened, guv'nori” he
askod.
“Qooooch! Owl” ;
Afr. Dance came up, with a surprised

and angry face. a ordered George
awar, and stepped into  the van.
Bunter blinked at him over his glasses,
wiieh had siid down his fat little nose.

“What does this mean?” growled

Dance. “Thiz 1sn't the way to keep up
appearances! What the dickens is the
matter with youi"

“Grooooogh 1

“VWhat's happened!” snorted Dance.

* Oooooooch 1

Bunter got a little breath back at
last. Ho blinked nervously at the open
doorway of the wvan,

“Is he coming!” he gasped,

“1e? Who? Nobody's coming.™

“Raret™ gasped Buonter.

“Yes. What—" :

“I'm fed-up with this!” gasped
Bunter. “I'm not standing it any
more! I'm off! I'm going home!”

“What?’ ejaculated the manager.

“I'm going home! Back to Bunter
Court ! pasped the fet Owl, “I've had
enough cﬁ' t‘?‘iiﬁ! Oh dear! He ncarly
bad me! Wow !

“Who id " howled Dance.
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Come to think of it, it ain’t right to
take & man's circus awsy from bim.
I've pot & conscience, if you haven't!
Ewl:i”n.t right! I'm poing to chuck it.

“It's rathe- late in the «ay to think
of that.”

“Rats! Desides, my peopls want me
homo for the hola!” gasped Bunter,
“They'll miss moe! My dear old pater—
and Sammy—ow ! The dear old home—
grooogh! 1 can't let them miss me like
that—breaking their hearts! I'm going
home, It's a fcllow's duty. Ow "

Conscience and duty had soddenly
awakened in Willlam George Bunter.
Bill Huggins had awakened them.

“Look here-—" muttered Dance,

“It's no good telking!” hooted
Bunter. “Think I'm going to stop here
and be bashed to picces by & fearful
rufian? It's not good enoughi See?
I'ra fed-up with it! Greoogh! The
swful villain nearly had me! He was

going to bash me, thinking I was that
other beast Whifles ! Oh dear !”

Dance stared at him morosely. In the
peculiar  cireumstances, he -could noet
spere Bunter from the circus, Mr.
Whiffles had to be supposed to be there
for Dance to carry on. He did not
want the resl Mr, Whiffles, but he very
much wanted the spoof Mr. Whiflles.
Bunter's desertion would have knocked
all his schemes into pieces.

The fat junior steggered out of the

chair at last.

“I'm going!* he gasped. “Ch dear!

I wasa Em‘l to come %’:em at all! It was

youtr fault! ¥You persuaded me! I'm
ping to chuck it! Whiffles can coma
ack and be bashed himself, blow him !

If he thinks I'm going to stay here and

take his l::as'i;}?nﬁ; ho's jolly well mis-

taken! I'm !
“Look herg——"
“Shut up! IT'm off, I tell you!”

howled Bunter. “Old Whiffles is hang-
ing about in that wood, if you want
himi! I met him there. He wants me
to stay here; he wants me to get his
bashing! Blow him! The awiful
rotter, letting a chap in for this! Un.
serupulous! I nover could stand an
unscrupulous chap! You can shut up!
I'm going!” Bunter paused a moment,
as an important consideralion occurred
to his fat mind., “I mean, I'm going
after dinner !

“Tall me what's happened,” mutiered
Dance.

Bunter gasped out his story. He
blinked nervously from the doorway as
hae told it. He feared at &mrfr moment

to see the burly figure of Bill Huggins
in the offing.
“Nothing could have happened

betler,” sald Dance.
“What 7 yelled Bunter.
“Don't you see—"" :
“No, I don't! I know I'm going—
after dinner! George! yelled Bunter
from the van.
" Yes, guv'nor "
“Buck up with dinner !

’ t
Famished ! Lo Sunery”

away 80 long a3 Huggins is arou
He's soared to death of Huggins, It
makes it all eafe. I'll take care that
I:!EEELM doesn't got near you. It's all
rig

“'Tain't!™ said Bunber.
after dinper.”

And all Dance’'s persuasions were lost
on Bunter, and the m&naﬁﬂr guitted tho
van with a black brow. Bunter, though
he was too obtuse to realise it, was act-
ing as & screen for Dance's speculations.
1f that screen was withdrawn, the un-
faithful steward was likely to find him-
self in considerable difficulties. Mr.
Dance's ultimate intention was to bolf,
when he had lined his eis to his
satisfaction, But that time had mnot
come yot.

Montgomery 8t. Loger Whiffles' terror
of Huggins gave the impostor a chance
to carry on for an indefinite period.
Unfortunately, the impostor was aa
frightened by the hefty Huggina as
Montgomery St Leger himeself. Mr,
Whiffles was only too glad to leave
Bunter in his place while the redoubt-
able Huggins was on the war-path. For
the very same reason Bunter weas ox-
tromely unwilling to remain in Mr.
Whifflea' place. It was an awkward
situation for Dance; but it was said of
old that there is no rest for the wicked.

But after dinner Bunter was more
amenable to argument.

It was a Gargantuan dioner—such a
dinner as made the school dinner at
Greyfriars look like the diet of an
anchorite.

Az soon as Bunter had eaten enocugh
for one he felt a littla better.

When he had eaten enough for two
he felt much better.

By the time he had eaten emough for
three he was growing quite comforted.
And when hia inner Bunter had dis
of enough for four he felt that life was
worth living again.

Having by this time taken the edge
off his sppetite, Billy Bunter proceodod
to enjoy his dinner.

He could not help reflecting that
spreads like this, regardless of Supacinc,
were not to be had in the Bunter home
Bunter Court—im a?ha of Bunter's
descriptions of that lordly abode—was
not & land fowing with milk and honey.
Only in Bunter's fertile faney did it
reek with wealth. The actual facts
were quite different. So far as tuck
was concerned, the change from the
circus to the Bunter home would be
& fall from the sublime to the ridiculous.
On the other hand, Bunter quaked at
the thought of Bill Huggine. Mont-
gomery 5t Leger Whifles evidently
dared not make an attempt to resumo
his identity till Mr. Huggins was dis-
posed of somohow.

Billy Bunter had a naturally strong
objection to taking the terrific * bash-
ing ™ that Huggins intended for Mr.
Whiffles, He did not mind taking over
Whiffles' World-Famous Cireus. He did
not mind taking over Mr. Whifles'
name, and beard, and moustache, and
wig. But he strongly objected to

“I'm going
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taking over Mr. Whiffles' bashing. He
realised that he was simply playing into
Mr. Whiffles' hands by keeping up the
imposture., And yet—

With enough dinmer for six inside
him, and slowly and thoughtfully dis-
posing of & large plum pudding, Bunter
sighed to think of all that he would give
up if he gave up being the boss of the
circus.

Dance found him in o more amenable
mood. 8o long as the supply of tuck
was absolutely wunlimited Bunter felt
that he could run risks—at all events, so
long as the rizks were not near at hand,
Fortunately, anything that was out of
Bunter's sight was generally out of his

mind. He had generally found himself
able to face danger when it was
nowhere near. Moredver, with that

dinner inside him, he was disinelined
for exertion. Fip decided to carry on,
and seo!

When the big tent was erowded that
pfterncon, and the eircus perfermance
wad on, the strains of music mingled
harmoniously with & deep snore from
the blue-and-red caravan. Bunter had
not Aed: he was having a nap. And
his dreams were not of the ferocious
Mr. Huggins, or the wily Mr. Whiffles,
but of unlimited tuck, and he smiled
aweetly as he slumberad.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Astonishing !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.

H walked over to the cirens in

the early evening in a chicery

mood. One advantage of being

on holiday was that they could witness

an ¢vening performance, there baing no

schoolmasters, or prefects, or bounds, or
lights-out to bother them.

They had learncd that Whifes'
World-Famous Circus was pitched about
a mile from Wharton Leodge, and
though they had scen the show near
Greyiriars during the term, they were
quite willing to sec it again. Moreover,
the still unexplained mystery of Billy
Bunter interested them in the circus.
They were quite cortain that Buater
had gone with the cireus people, though
they could not guess how, or why, or
wherafore, They wondered whether they
would see anything of him there.

In the holidays Bunter had nething to
fear from Mr. Quelch—who was, any-
how, far cnough away, taking a well-
earned rest from his Form, in the Swiss
mountaing. So, if he was at the circus
thers was no reason, 5o far as they could
see, why he should not show up. Whar-
ton carried in his hand a large paper
hap, which containcd the well-brimmed
silﬁ hat he had picked up in the wood.
It was only civil to return that headgear
to Mr. Whifles—little enough civility as
Mr. Whifles had wasted on the juniors
at their last encounter but one,

Strains of more or lezs mclodious
musie, wafted: across the ficld, greeted
the Grevfriars jlunn:-ra as they arrived.
Plenty of people were going in, Al
sorts and conditions of local inhabitants
were crowding into tho feld, towards
the big tent from which the music pro-
cended. Mumbo, the clephant, could be
heard trumpeting, Harry Wharton &
Eo. moved out of the crowd and ap-
proached thoe stafi entrance. They
wanted to see Mr., Whiles first, to
return the silk hat. George Mix was
hurrying out of the big tent, and
Wharton called to him.

“Hold on! Is Mr. Whiffles about
“In his wan, sir, preparing for the
Tue Maguer Linany.-—No. 1,071,

show, #ir,”  said George. “Other

entrance for the public, eir.”

“We met Mr. Whiffles to-day, and he
lost his hat,” explained Wharton, with
a smile. “I've brought it back.”

George grinned.

“Oh?™ he said. "“Something 'ap-
pencd to the guv'nor to-day, when he
waz out for a walk, and he.come back
in a ’urry, without his "at, I you want
to take 1t to ham, sir, that’s his van
aver there, painted blue and red.”

“Thanks!"

The juniors walked across to the con-
spicuons caravan, of which the briiliant
decoration caught the eg‘::: from afar.
Danee waz standing on the step of the
van, talking to someone Inside—appar-
ently Mr. Whiffies,

“"Do listen to rcason, sir! Lotk meo
take the show this evening. I really do
not ohject to the trouble—"

“Rals ¥’ came a voico from within the
CATAVAN. i

“You'll make a muck of it!"” snapped
Dance.

* Rubbish |**

“You don't know how to manage—"

“Chuock it 0"

“If the whole thing goes wrong-—--

“Thai's enough ! Hook it!"

Danee ocame down the steps and
starnped away. He did not look at the
juniors, but they noticed .that bis Face
wie dark with anger, and that it had
an uneasy, apprehensive expression. No

LR ]

donbt Dance was apprehensive of the-

results when Bunter took the manage-
ment of the show in hand. Dunter's
self-confidence was unbounded, but that
wns a fecling that Dance did not share.
But Bunter was “boss "—and DBunter
intended to have his own way.

The Famous Five came up to the vau.
The door was half-open, and they heavd
a fab wvoice muttering within:

“Beast! Of all the check! As if
a fellow can’t manage his own eircus!
I've a jolly good mind to sack him,
after a'[i;! Oh, dear!  Where's that
stud? Blow it! Blow "

STILL BOSS OF
THE CIRCUS!

There's a large size in
3 hidings awaiting William
George Bunter when Mr,
Bill Huggins gets his
hands on him, for the
pugﬂ_latm_ Bill is frml
convinced that he is deal-
ing with Mr. Montgomery
St. Leger Wiffles, Yet
even the thought of the
1 ' hiding " is not sufhcient
to make Bunter want to as-
=1 sume his_own identity,
With Mr. Whiffles” hirsute
{ adornments, Mr. Whiffles’
Jclothes, Mr, Whiffles’
] money, and the obedience
3 of Mr. Whiffles employces,
Billy Bunter is having the
of time of his life, He keeps
1 up the impnaturethrougﬁ
$ out next week's stirring
4 story, but all the same for
that, Billy has a decidedly
“ sticky " time. Look out,
chums, for

“BUNTER’S BIG

BLUFF!1*"
3 which shaws Frank Richards
bang st the top of his form. #

A Order Your MAGNET in

o9 trrel

Harry Wharton & Co. paused, looking
at one another rather queerly, The
voice from the carsavan reminded them
of the fat wvoice of William George
Hunter. They had noticed before that
Mr. Whifles’ voice was wvery like
Bunter's—a sort of sgueak, that secemed
smothered in fat. DBut now that he was

~ his guard; talking to himself, the
volce was mwgre like Bunter's than ever.
Iudeed, ilio juniors could hardly beliove,
for the monient, that it was not Billy
Bunter who was in the van.

Bunter was groping in the van for a
dropped stud. I'll'.::f wﬁn dressing for the
show, in evening clothes that Lelonged
to My, “Thifﬂt‘ﬁ. Ag he blinked in (e
glass again adjusting his collar round
his fat neck, ]Jm caught the reflection
in the glass of the juniors outside,

Bunter jumped.

*“Those beasts here !” Le ejaculated.

The juniors rinned, Wharton
mounted the step of the van and tapped
at the door.

“Mr. Whiffles——""

“T say, you fellows——"-

“What?" roared Wharton.

“I—I eay, you fellopws—"

“Bunter's there!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in amazement. *“If that isa't
Bunter il's his ghost !

“Oh, really, (%h::-rry——”

“TBuanter ™ gasped Nugent.

ALy only ]g.t -.E’ B

“The esteomed and abswrd Bunder is
there I exelaimed Murree Jamset Ram
Singh.

*Oh, really, Iuky—"

“Well, vy hat!”" exelaimed Wharion,
and he pulled the deor of the van wide
gpen. For the moment the Fawous Five
were all convineed ihat they had found
the missing Owl af the Remove,

But as they loocked into the wvan it
was Mootgomery 5t. Leper Whittles
who met their gaze. Hnbndﬁr resembling
Billy Bunter was to be scen.

Bunter biinked ot them wrathiully.

Tuk MAGRET LiBiARY.—No, 1,071,



2%

ON SALE SHORTLY—THE " HOBBY" AND ''HOLIDAY™ ANNUALS!

e had been taken by surprise, but he
recovercd himnsolf.

“ Look here, what do yeu—you mh?rnl-
boys want here?” he exclaimed. If
you've ¢ome to the circus, go round to
the tent. This is private.’”

“Is Bunter  here!™
Whartan. .

“Bunter! Whe's Bunter "

“ (Oh, draw it mild, Mr. Whifles! You
know all about Bunter,” said Bob.

“ Nover heard of him! Go away. I'm

busy ! .
here,” said  Frank

“‘Buntqr’s not .
Mugent, in wender. “I'd have sworn 1t
speaking, Mr.

was lis voice, Was it you
Whiffles *"

“Fh® Ves. (o away: I'll have you
turned out if you don't clear off. What
ihe thump do you mwean by butting in
here !

“1s thal your way of thanking us for
getting you away from that hefty hooli-
gan this morniog ?" asked Johnny Bull

ruffly. =
J “0h, really, Bull—I—I mean——

“ Blossed 1f 1 wouldn't swear ﬂ;i!.t it
was Bunter speaking, if 1 couldn't eec
that it was Mr. Whiflles with my own
giddy oyes!” said Bob Cherry, in
R really, Ci ”

, really, Cherry—

“‘There he gors again! H::-w does he
know my name's Chorry, I'd like to
konow 7" said Bob Llankly.

“How does he know that my esteemed
and idiotic friends cell me by the
hunmﬁabh a!élgi aﬂaurd name of Inky?
said Hurree Singh. :

Tho juniors gazed at Mr. Whiffles,
They ware absolutely amazed and bewil-
dered.  1f they conld have imagined
that Billy Bunter hﬂ Eﬁ".trmfzﬁﬁﬂ:
by black magie, In I Image :
“EhiﬂiE'E. tlmg would have hnﬁwd that
Bunter s before them now. But
they could not, of course, imagine that.
‘They could only stare at him in bewil-
dered amazement.

“Look here, you follows, you clear
off " snapped tho boss of the World-
famons Circus. “I'm Iﬂd'HF with you.
|—I'm much obliged for what you did
this morning—not that it was nu}-thmﬁ
to speak of. I—I should have stoppe
and thrashed that rotter, only I was—
was in rather & hurry. .

“Veou looked in rather = bhurry,

exclaimed

grinned Bob., %A fellow could have
%:ms%ad you were in A horry, Mr,
¢ hitHes.

“] don't want any cheek!™ anorted
Bunter, “Keep your rotten jokes for
tho Remove passage, Bob Cherry!

“What the thump do you know abott
the Remove passage?’ gasped Bob,
“You seem to know a lot of things
ahout ns, Mr. Whiffes.”

“The knowfuloess is terrifie™
h ‘“{!h; hook it!" seid Dunter. I'm

sy !

“T'va  broupght back your hat, M.
Whiffles," said Harry, *You wero in
such a hurry this morning that you left
it behind you. Here it 1"

*Oh! Thanks!"”

Buntor took tho hat.,  Then he felt
in Mr. Whiffles' pocket for some of Mr.
Whifles" cash.

i ‘l‘ Here's half-a-cvown for
ad. " E—

“Yon cheeky ass!"” said Harry indig-
nantly, “Keep your silly half-erown!

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“(Come on, you men,” said Wharton;
and the jumors walked away from the
YAD.

Az they made their way round to the
entranée of the big tent they were won-
dering. 'That Mr. Whifles should have
a fat, squeaky voice like Bunter's was
not surprising, but that he should have
Bunter's fat, squoaky _ voice, and

Tue Macxer Lasusey.—No, 1,071

you, my

Bunter's peeuliar oxpressions of speech,
wai vory surprising indeed. It really
soomed as if the ghost of Bunter's volce
haunted the fat person of the eircus
mastor, It was extremely perplexing,
and thoy wore still thinking of it when
they made their way into the big fent
and found their seats.

And when BMr, Whiffles, resplendent in
evening clothes and fancy walsteoat,
with the silk hat on his ample nut-brown
locks, and a whip under hiz arm,
rolled magnificently into the ring, they
watched him with deop interest. Some-
how, the proprietor of Whifles' World-
famous Cireus was indissolubly con-
nected with William George Bunter in
their minds.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER !
Beastly for the Boss!

ILLY BUNTER blinked round
B the great arena, and at the rows
and rows of “people in front,”

with great satis{action.

Bunter was 1n his element now.

That he could manage the circus per-
formance he had no doubt whatever.
His abilities were equal to any test,

Genius can be turned in any direction.
Bunter had no doubt whatever that he
would have shone in any walk in life.
At Greyfriars, it had never been hidden
from Bunter that he could have run the
school ever so much better than Dr.
Locke. He never read a book without
realising that he could have written 1t
better if he had had the time. Ha
never watched & county cricket match
without reflecting what valuable tips he
could have given to batsmen, bowlers,
and field. 1f a fellow had genius, he
simply had to mount it, as it were, and
drive it in any direction he liked.
Bunter had genius, so there it was!
Considering the number of things that
Bunter thought he could do, it was sheer
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chock on the part of Dance to fancy that
he conld not munnige a circus perform-
ance. It was simply pie to Bunter,

The performance  started with o
number of horses galloping round tho
ring, with Tomasso Tomsonio, tho
acrobat, standing on them, leaping from
back to back as they galloped. .gunt.ur

roceceded to erack the long whip as he

ad often seon ringmasters do.

Cracking & whip was surcly the casiest
part of a circus boss' job. But when
Bunter came to handle that long whip,
the natural clumstness that was one of
his wany gifts got in the way. Nobby
Nobba, the clown, was furning somer-
saults on the tan, what time the gallop-
ing horaes circled the ring. Bunter cer-
tamly had no jntention of touching up
Nobby Nobbs.. His intention was
simply to crack the whip in profcssional
stylo. But what he actually did was to
deliver a terrific slash that took effect
on Mr, Nobbs' lags.

Thare was a _v:fﬁ from Nobby Nobbs
that woke every echo of the big tent.

He rolled over and sat in the tan,
blinking at the ringmaster.

‘aere, what's this game " he bawled.

“(h!"” gasped Bunter.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"” came a roar from the
audience. .

The people in frent took this as part
of the porformance, and they scemed to
think it funny.

Mr. Nobbe did not think it funny.

Bunter brandished the whip again,

“ Look out, guv'nor!” shricked Nolby.

He caught the long lash this tin
with hig neck,

i Yﬂ'ﬂﬂp 1’

Mr. Nobbs scrambled up and fled,
There was a vell of delight from the
audienca, This was quite amusing—to
evervbody except the unfortunate Mr.

Nobbs. Mr. Nobbs made a beeline for
the staff exit. 1

“Here, you, come back!"” roared
Bunter.

Mr. Nobbs turned a deaf car.

He seudded down the canvas passage,
and &almost ran into Dance. The
manager caught him by the shoulder.

o here! What are you going
off for? What—"

“1 ain't going to he larruped with
that whip!" bawled Mr, Nobbs, “Yhe
gpuv'nor's mad or drunk! Let him keep
that blinking whip to bunself !"

*The fait idiot !V

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in & roar from
the packed tent. Dance stared in round
the canvas f Billy Bunter had got
in the way of the galloping horses. For-
tunately, he jumped cut of the way in
time as they thundered down on him;
but he jumped in such a hurry that he
lost, hiz footing in the sawdust, and
rolled over.

“Yaroooh 1" roared DBunter.

His gilk hat spun from his head as he
rolled, under tge galloping hools.

Crunch !

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter, sitting
np in the tan, and blinking round him
in bewilderment. “Whoeee's my hat?
Uh crikey !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the aundience.

“1 say, this ia funnier than usual!”
chuekled Bob Cherry. “That old
Whiffies is no end of & funny mer-
chant ! :

“The funnifulness is terrific.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter secrambled up, and gralbbed up
the crunched hat before the horses came
thundering round again. He blinked in
dismay at the hat, and tried to punch
it out into some semblance of s topper
again. The sudience roared. This un-
rehearsed ture was going well with the
people in front. ]

Tomasse Tomsonio guided his horses
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Round a bend in the path a fat figure came fiying, suddenly, and without the slightest warning. Before the Famous Five

could jam on their brakes, before they even knew the pedestrian was coming, he had charged into them.

‘Wharton and

Nugent, who were riding ahead, sprawled over the newcomer, and Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh, unable to stop
themselves, crashed into the struggling heap of humanity.

out of the ring at last, while Bunter,
havin restﬂreg his hat to something
like the shape of a hat, jammed it on
his head again. Then Mumbe, the per-
forming elephant, came lumbering into
the ring, with Mobby Nobbs seated on
his neck, Mr. Nobbs kept a wary eye
on the boss now. His impression was
that Mr. Whiffies had been drinking.

Mumbo lumbered round the ring,
Npbby performing acrobatic feats on
his hack. At this point, it was Mr.
Whifles: ¢ to exchange back-chat with
the clown, ao. DNobby “'“ﬂ‘]'ﬂ'ﬂf} why
ha did not “go it. = But Mr. Whiflles

did not go it. He was <Qllie unaware
of what was expected of huil - Dance
scowled at him frem hehind the cgMVas
flap, which perhaps relieved Mr. Danee &
feelings, but was not helpful iIn any
other way.

Having waited in vain for the guv'nor
 to bandy the usual back-chat, and crack

the ancient jokes of the circus, Nobhby
Nobbs proceeded to the next item, in
which Mumbo, the clephant, had to
pick up Mr. Whifles in his trunk and
raise him in the air, Mr. Whiffles at tha
same tune zffecting to be terrified. In
Bunter's case, terror waz not at all
affected. The hudge clephant stopped in

front of him, and Bunter jumped back
in alarm.

“Here, keep that beast off!* ho
velled,

Mumbo followed him up, whipped his
trunk round the ringmaster, and swept
him from his feet.

“*Yarcooh! Help!” roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, na!”

“Yow-ow-ow! Leggo! Help! Firel
Murder !” roared Buuter. © icri]-:ay!
Leggo! T shall be killed! Help!
W hoooop 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the audience.

* Blessed if & chap wouldn't think he
waa veally frightened, if it wasn't part
of the game I remarked Bob Cherry.

“Bravo 1”

“Yarooogh! Make him lemme go!”
shrieked Bunter, as he swam between
earth and roof. “I'll sack you! Help!
Help! Fire!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Mumbo proceeded to parade round the
ring, as was his custom, with the ring-
masier in his trunk, Bunter wriggled
and squirmed and yelled frantically.
Every moment he expected to be
dumped in the sawdust, and to feel the
elephant’s gigantic feet treading on him,
His hat flew in one direction, his whip
‘g another. His frantic yells rang far
and Widg. -

“Ha, nd; ba! Hooray! Ha, ha!”

“Who—oooop ¥ howled Buntcr.
“*Help 1"

He caught sight of the lan«hing faccs
of the Famous Five in the front Ja%; 48
the elephant came opposite the pliced
where Harry Wharton & Co. sat.

“I say, you fellows,” shricked Bunter,

“lend me a hand! Rescue! Back up,
Remove!  Rescue ! say, you fel-
. d Wi
rea pip Y gaspe 1arton.
& Whﬂ.t——"
“Yarocooh! Deasts! Help!”
“Ha, he, ha!®

Mumbo lumbered on. Nobby Nobbs
grinned &t the guv'nor over the ele-
phant's head. The boss was playing his
part unusvally well this time. Never
had his terror seemed so real.

“Keep it up, guv'nor!™ grinned
Nobby.
“Yaroooh! Beast! Il sack vou!®

(See Chapter 11.)

shricked DBanter,  “Pumme down!
Lemme go! Oh crikey! Beast! llelpl”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! Oh! Help! Oh dear, T wish
I was back a2t Greyinars! Yoroooh !
Make him lemme go! Whooop ¥

Mumbo came to a halt at last, the
turn being over, and set the fat Owl
ou hiz feet. Buoter stood and gasped.
Only for one moment he stood, and then
he started for thoe stalf exit at top
speced. He had had enough of perform-
iuﬁ l:*3].13]:|]'1|au|’c:1.

say, guvnor!” estuttered the
amazed Nobby.
Bunter did not heed, He barst

through the canvas flap, and there was
a howl sz he collided with Mr. Dance.
Dance went sprawling, and Bunier
sprawled over him.

O Uerraway ! Keep  off 1"
howled Bunter. " Lemme gerrout!
Yarooch! Beéast! Help!™

He scrambled up, stumbled over some-
thing—it was anly Mr. Dawnce's face—
trod heavily on it without noticing
what i1t was, and tore away. TFrom tho
Circus came peals of Iaus:htcr. Bunter,
quite waintentionally, had brovght down

the house.

But Mr., Whiffles, though hLis un-
rehearsed effects lad been & greab sue-
cess, did not return to the ring, The
performanee of Whiffles' World-Fam®g
Cireus proceeded withont the assistance.
of Bunter, the Doss.

THE ENI.
{(Make surc you read the next amuging
yarn in  thizs  fine serics, contitled:

“RBUNTER'S BIG BLUFF!™ You'll
enjoy ceery wond of i, chums—amnd 30

will your puls, if you give "cm the tip/)
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FACE TO FACE WITH DEATH!

Trussed up in the bowels

of a sinking ship and left fo drowon like vofs in o frap is

the fate of Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake. But—while there's life theve's hopel
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Mackaw’s Plans |

B4 TAEKE it,” went on Mackaw,
I “that thore ain't pothin' wrong
with th' seaplane, 'cept that she
ain't got no oil¥” ;
“That 13 correct,” roplicd Federkiel.
“Well, we'll reach Tala Island at
dawn, and you'll get oil there off my
friend, Henri,” said Mackaw.
_Turning to Ferrers Locke,
tinued :

“It might interest you to know that
before vou came round that packet-boat
spoke to us about the scaplane, [ told
'em I had the pilot on board, an' that
the machine had come down in the sea.
Reckon they was plumb satisfied, for
they didn't ask ne more questions.”

¢ turned to Chalmers again,

“Now then!” he said. “When we

ts to Tala Island this feller "—and he
jerked a thumb toward Federkiel—" will
£ill vp and go to your baze. When
he comes beck with th' money you go
free. See? Simple, ain't it ?"

“Sure is!" agreed Joe laconically.

C'halmers wetted his lips with the tip
of his tongue.

“But how do I know,” he asked
hoarsely, “that when you have the
money you will let me go freei"

Mackaw grinned broadly.

“Reckon you've gob to trust me!” he

he con-

replied. “I din't goimg to double-cross
:I-'GI:I nozne, I aﬂ:-u?dn't do that, would
, Joe?

]‘C-ertainl:,' not !’ responded Joa, with
- loer.
@ U1 T don't like it,"” said Chalmers,
hesitatingly.

Mackaw pushed back his chair and
rose to his feet,

“It don’t matter a bit to me whether
you like it or not,” he replicd. “Them’s
my terms, and they goes. Savvy?"

“Mackaw!” Ferrers Locke's voice
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was quiet, and in it was a note of amuse-
ment. “You are a fool to pit your
brains against Black Michael's [”
Mackaw placed his great hands on
the table and stared at the Baker Street
detective with head thrust forward.
“Meanin’ ! he growled.
“Meaning that he will double-cross

you somehow."

“How can he?” snarled Mackaw.
“By hokey! I've got him fixed, all fine
an’ dandy, ain't I?" :

“Yes: but he will cheat you yet. Ee-
member, he will ¢heat you yet ™

Again Joe stirred um::a.silfr
chair. He didn't like the ecalmness of
this English detective. He glanced at
him, then switched his shifting gaze to
the face of Chalmers. He saw nothing
there to give him renewed confidence.
There was a peculiar glint in Chalmers’
crafty eves.
“He won't

in his

cheat me!” growled
Mackaw., “By Euml I'l make shark
bait of him the frst suspicion I get that
he's aimin’ to stage ——"

“ And wl'n_nt of that hound " snarled
Chalmers, jerkiny hiz head towards
Ferrers Locke. *When you have
téceived your money are you going to
hand him over to me?™

.&gain Mackaw grinned.

“Sure!” he replied. “He ain't my
meat. You ocan
welecome., But listen ! There ain’t goin’
to be no killin' on my ship. Joe an’ me
dun'E like it. Peaceable chaps, Joe an’
me !

He was in high good humour, was
Meackaw. He was on 2 good thing. Easy
money? Heo'd say it was.

“I do not intend to kill him on your
ship,” snarled Chalmers, "“He returns
with me to Lost Island—he and the boy.
I shall hang them both from the cliffe
which face the pea.” :

“Well, that ain't mothin' to do wi’

ave him, an’ mighty

LOST ISLAND!

A Thrilling Story of Detective

Adventure, featuring Ferrers

Locke, and his boy assistant,
dack Drake,

(Introduction on next page.)

me !” chuckisd Mackaw., He turned to-
wards the door, beckoning to Joe. “You
don’t mind, gents, if I leaves you right
here till us drops anchor at dawn. Pity
I can't loosen your hands and give vou
a pack of cards. Be a mighty sociable
httle party, I'Hl say! Well, s'-loug!
A¥phty plad us has fixed this business
g0 satisfactory to all parties concerned !™
T boy sat at that small table in the
foul cabin of the Angatau:

They were strangely silent, conscious,
maybe of tho tension in the air, aware
of the fateful hours 'ahead. Federkicl
zat ercet and motionless, Chalmers, his
handcuffed wrists in front of him, was
sprawled forward across the table, his
head buried in his arms. Jack Drake
stared steadily in front of him with an
occasional "glance towards his guv'nor,
who, leaning back in his chair, was
humming quistly to himself an air from
the latest opers.

Onee Chelmers raised his head, and,
glaring through bleodshot eyes, snarled :

“ Btop that, you cursed fool!™

Ferrers Locke smled. |

“MNervous, Chalmers?” he asked
pleasantly. “Does the hangman’s noose
gtill loom through the prondises of
Mackaw 7"

“No, ocurse gou, nol” shouted
Chalmers; and the noise brought an
alert and suspicious Joe to the door of
the cabin. ]

Thercafter Chalmers was silent, and
when the first faint sireaks of the
coming dawn were greying the open
porthole the anchor cable went
rumblingly outboards.

From where he was seated Ferrors
Locke had o view of a white beach
backed by dense undergrowth., The
Angatan was riding within a cable's
length of shore,

“Well *—Mackaw appeared on the
threshold of the cabin—"here we are,
gents, anchored off Tala Island, just
like I promised you! Joe an' me's
goin' ashore to acquaint Henri with
th' details of this little transaction.”

He placed a black-skinned Kanska on
guard over the occupants of the cabin,
and a few minutes later Ferrers Locke
heard the rattle of the boat falls, a
lspliu:sh, then the screech of oars in row-
ocks.

It was two hours later when Mackaw
and Joe returned to the ship. They
were accompanied by a tall, gaunt man,
whose bearded face was vellow and
jeundiced. His shaking hands and
twitching lips were grim token that for
3 long time drink had been his stapie
iat.

Apparently both Mackaw and Joe
had been taking s little more refresh-
ment than was good for them.

“Here they sre, Henri, old friend[”
bellowed Mackaw., “Sink me, if this

At Tala Island I

HROUGH the short hours of the
night the three men and the
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ain't the most valuable cargo what I've
ever freighted!” T

“Maiz oui!” Henri nodded, stroking
his straggling beard with a trembling
hand. “ But which is Black Michael ¥”

“That's him,” replied Mackaw, indi-
cating Chalmers. " Worth five hundred
thousand dollars to me an’ Jos!
always said I'd strike lucky some day,
Henril Didn't I, now?”

“¥es, you zaid so, m'sieur,” replied
the trader. * But*—and he shrugged
his shoulders—"is it not dangerous to
l—wl;ab you say—interfere with the
aw 7"

“I'd blamed well interfers with any-
thin' for five hindred thousand dol-
lars!” snarled Mackaw. “You "—he
wheeled on Federkiel—" youw've got to
come ashore and get your machine
fixed to rights.”

Federkiel nodded. : .

“1 am quite ready,” he said quietly.

“And get this, Iif you don’t come,
your boss hangs! I stand to win all
and lose nothin'! There ain't no other
way I can fix thiz thing. I will give
you three days. If you ain't back then

what I says goes—Black Michael
hanga!”

“I will return!” replied Federkiol
coldly. :

“Ves,” Mackaw squinted at him

through his little eyes. *1 reckon
you'll come back—you ain't the sort
what quita |

He turned and rapped out an order
to the Kanaka. Then, producing an
automatic from his pocket, he stood
aside whilst Federkiel's handcuffs wers
unlocked by the key which had béen
taken from the pockei of Ferrers
Locke.

“Now walk!” he commended, jab-
bing the gun into the small of
Federkiel’s back.

The pilot walked steadily to the door
of the cabin. On the threshold he
turned, his eyes seeking those of
Chalmers.

“Chief,” he said evenly, I will not

desert you! I will return!”

“VWes,” Chalmers' voice was hoarse,
“Y can trust you, Federkiel, my
friend I*

The rest of the day passed quietly
enough., To the two men and the boy
in the cabin came the orders of

Federkiel sz the scaplana was un-
moored and towed inshore by the
Angatan's boat,

Late in the afterncon the enging
burst into a shattering roar. It died
away then burst into life again. And
for fully four hours Fﬂdﬂrﬁifﬁl tested

his engine, for he had a long flight ‘n
front of him.

Darkness had descended when finally
the roar of the eng=ne rose to a high,
pulsating note. It came more faintly
az the seaplane skimmed across
the water, then gained in volume as
the machine circled over the Angatan.

Chalmers raised his head in a listen-
ing attitude, Hiz lips moved.

“"Ha has gone!” he whispered. “He
—hag—gone |

Federkiel’s Move |

HALMERS wvoice trailed
C away end silence descended on
the cabin., The darkness was
intense. Thtough the open
porihole Forrers Locke could zee .
circle of star-spangled sky. The still-
ness was unbroken save by tho lapping
of water against the hull of the ship
or an oocasional grunt from the
Kanaka sguatting somewhere by the
doorway.

Heo was alone that Kenaka. His ship-
mates were {raternising with the natives
ashore.

Jack Drake, stiff and sore from his
twenty-four hours in  bonds, felt
gtrangely calm. His guv'nor was far
from beaten. He knew that, for he had
long since learned to read the aigns.
There was hope. He had seen that ‘n

his guv'nor’'s eyes belore night came

and blotted out all things in the cabin
Yet Federkiel was even now on his way
for the ransom which would bring free-
dom to Chalmers. And Chalmers had
sworn the death of the man and boy
who had effected his capture.

There came # faint sound from the
dedk. Jack Drake sensed with percep-
tign gquickened by the darkness, that the
Kanaka had risen to hiz feet. For .
few moments the man seemed to be
standing listening, then came a slither
a3 he sank back to & squatting posture.

Somewhere from shorewards ‘came
the faint, haunting strains of a guitar.
Btrangely éweet it seemed on the calm
tht air.

‘Grrur 1Y

Simultanecusly with a dell thud came

that grunt from the doorway. Then o
voice—tho voice of Federkiel:

“Chief, T am hore!”

“"Faderkicel I Chelmers' wolce was

low, tense, ineredulous. * What is this "

“Tisten! I climbod after I had taken
off. At ten thousand feot I shit off my
engine. I waa miles away, but I glided
back to the ship. The nding-hﬂut
guided wme, you understand. ¥
machine iz half a milo away. I have
coma back for you.™

Chalmers drew a rasping breath.

“ Ah, Federkiel! I knew you would
not abandon me,” he whispered, and
therse was exultation epparent in his
voice. ““But—but what of the guard—
the Kanaks?"

“T think I have broken hiz skull. I
must hurry, for Mackaw—"

“Yes—yes. Yhere iz Mackaw—and
Joei"” ; :

“Drinking on shore with Henri. I
think they are making a mght of it.”

“Good! Have you a bhoat to take me
to the seaplane?’

“No, the boat is ashore. I dare not
risk taking it. Give me your wrists!”

Jack heard the man groping forward.
Then came the sharp rasp of a file biting
into the steel of the handcufis,

“Hurry, Federkiel !

TR

INTRODUCTION.

Ferrers Locke, the Boaker Streef defective, 4=
called in fo inveplipate the mpelerions disap-
pearance of several fgg# vessele lost with olf
hands in the South Pacifie, Suspecting a rman
Aricwene afF Professor Chalmers, ioho andicers
i1 aUery fo the deseriplion af.ﬁ.ia:i'. Michae],
a pirate hag beeh lervorising the ioeslern
stebodrd of Sotth dmerice, Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake, hiz clever boy azristont, disguiss
themselves, and set sail for Busnos Ajres. Arriv-
g al their deskination they scrape an dofVaind-
onee with 'Fritco Sam, proprielor of Black
Michael's old Aount, succeed h peling abonrd
the Seagull, and eveniu reack Lock Tsland,
Black Michasl's &ftrongh Here, by a clever
riige, Ferrers . Locke orerpowers Black Mich

wp his stronghold, and with the aid o
Jack Drake earrizs the :ﬁ;‘rﬂu ::Aijran boird his
cumn seaplane {nto ithe fagoon. At the tol's
poind Chalmers’ pilot takes off, but has fa descengd
again cwing o & e of pefrol.  Thug handia
capped, the Baker Streel ive hax perforce
fo transfer his prizoners aboard e 4 ' 1
%miw irader, Here further il luck befalls
errers Locke, for Mackaw, the ra akipper
of the Angataw, readily falls to Chalmers
tempiing bait of one hundred the Polinds in
pold to about ship and take him and hie pilot,
Federkiel, back to their base.,

CNod remd om.)

-

Chalmers’ voice was urgent,
“Yes, I am hurrying.”
That was all which was said during

those minutea in  which Federkicl
worked Lo release his chief., 'Then at
last the rasping ceased. Chalmers
scraped back his chair and rose to his
feet. His bulk blotted out the star-

Ep:}mgied eirele, which was the open port-
ole.
Free!” he eried. “Free!”
. ' 5-sh 1 Federkiel whispered urgently,
We are unarmed. We dare not lingor
here. Mackaw may return!”
“And what of this cursed dog whoso
death I have sworn ?” snarled Chalmers,

his voice shaking with passion. “I will
not leave him alive !”
“"Listen !” eaid Federkiel tensely,

“¥ou have also to settle with Mackaw.
I can show you how to settle with bath
at one clean stroke !™

:‘ How? How, man?
Open the sea-cocks. The ship will
sink at anchor. These two will drown
like rats!™

:: But if Mackaw should returni®

He may not, If he does he will ba
too late to repair the damage. She will
sink quickly,”

Chalmers was silent. When he spoke
!“f voice was icy.

* FEI‘I‘FI'S Locke,™ he said, “this is the
end of the trail for you. I am unarmed,
otherwisze I would shoot you dead. I
could slit your throat with the knife
of that cursed Kanaka, I could batter
ivnur brains out with a crowbar, or tho
eg of a chair. But both methods are
crude—you  will pardon the word.
Federkiel is right. To drown like a
rat 18 mnore fitting for you—io die slowly

inches. To foel tﬁe water washing
about your ankles, then your knees, then
¥our wailst !

He broke off, and, groping his way
forward, tugged at Ferrers Lacke's
bonds, He gave s grunt of satisfaction
and passed on to Jack Drake.

“They are well trussod, Federkiel !
he said. “Let us go!”

The two moved towards the door. On
the threshold Chalmers paused,

“The noise of our engine, when we
take off, will hrin,g_; Maokaw on the run,”
he said. “That is one reason why we
will remain until we see the Angstan
go .down.  There iz another, Ferrers
Locke, and # is that this time I will
satisfy myself that there is no mistake
about your death. Curse you, you inters
fering hound !

He stepped quickly back to the table.

Smack !

His clenched fist drove full inte tha
detective's face, for Chalmers made
sure of the blow. Then, with a laugh
which was almost a snarl, he quitted
the cabin.

A Race With Death I

Py ACK 1
Ferrers Locke's voice was the
faintest of whispers, spoken

through swollen lips.

“Yes, guvnori™

“Ilow aro your bonds?
sny chance of winning free "

““Not an earthly, puv'nor!”

114 Ah !1‘?‘

SBilenco settled on the cabin, save for
the jerky breathing of the Baker Strect
detective and the creak of the rope
which bound him to the chair,

"GFuv'nor, she's settling down IV

“Don't talk, lad ™

Ten minutes had passed  sineeo
Chaliners and Federkiel bhad left the
cabin. That they had carried out their
threat to open the sea-cocks was avident,
tor the l:a!.}fin Had taken a gpcide lisk

e Macnzr Ermsminy.—No. 1071

Have you
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to port, and from the bowels sl Sg ship
came the swish and gurgle « inpouring
wator, .

“J was unconscious—when they ticed
me!"” Ferrors Locke's voice came in
jerks. *They didn’t make—too good a
}uh of it, Jack! I was limp—yvou see!

—could have been lcose before morn-
ing! I've been working at these ropes
gince lagt night!™ ;

“Can you do it in time, guv'nori”

Jack Drake's voice was steadsy.

“]I don't know, lad! This move—of
Federkiel's has upset my caleulations!
'ﬁ clever fellow, Jeck—worthy of better

ings!"

Ja.'ﬁ-: Drake knew his guv'nor of old.
He knew the Baker Street detective had
a nerve of stesl. Mever, maybe, had it
heen moroe evident than at that moment.
Death was but minutes away, yet he
could speak of Federkiel with an interest,
which was at onee imporsonal and
genuine, :

The Angatau rolled sluggishly. Some-
thing slopped against the wall of the
eabin. Jack Drake heard it Seconds
passed and he felt something lapping
against lus shoes. The waber was flood-
1ng the cabin,

MWNearly through, Jack!”

“{Aood, guv'nor !* replicd the lad.

He knew that Ferrers Locke was
fighting a losing battle. The water was
& foot deep in the cabin by now. Any
moment the Angatau might take a
plunge downwards. If it was only light
an the cabin it would not be so bad.
Hotten bad huck to go out like this—in
the dark., What was it Chalmers had
said P—you will die like rats. Yes, that
was it. Iake. rats, without & chance of
Ife, Well, it would seon be over—

Apain the Angatau rolled sluggishly.
The cnd was very near now., Jack
Drake felt curiously ecalm—wondered
what Mackew would say when he found
his ship gone. Bomething touched him
and he could not repress a shudder of

repulsion. It was the body of the
Kanaka. Federkiel had killed the m«n
then, The swirling water was floating
the empty chairs which were not fast-
ened to the floor.  Jack Drake could
hear them bumping faintly in the dark-
ness,

“A-a-ah!”

Ferrors Locke gave vent to an ex-
clamation of relief,

“Jack I he cried. “*Can you hold on,
lad? I'm free! I must go to the galley
for a knife!"

“T can stick it, guv'nor| Deon't come
back—it's not worth it—the rish—"

But Ferrers Locke was gone. It was
ozsential he obtained a knife to release
his boy assistant, for an attempt to un-
tie the knots would be [atal. And Jack
Drake's chair was screwed to the fHoor.
There was the knife belonging to the
Kanska—but that might be anywhere.
No, the galley was the only place where
a knife mighi be obtained in time. But
the risk was terrible,  Already the
Angatau was settling perceptibly in the
water, The end could be buf seconds
away. The water was swirling about
the boy’s waist. The Anhgatau shud-
dered in every plate—

“Steady, lad!™

The cool voice of Ferrers Locke
brought Jack Drake back to realities.
He had not heard his guv'nor return.
He felt a knife sawing at his bonds.
Stiffly, he struggled to his feet as the
Enpafi parted. Apain the Angatan shud-

ered,

“Quick, lad!™ eried Ferrers Locke,

urgently. *Quick—for your life! She's
going "
On Tala Island !

Jack Drake reached the saloon
ladder, the water was up to their
armpiks.

“Up with you, lad !” panted the Baker

BY the time Ferrers Locke and

e o e e e e e o T TS U S S M —

i

R, mar = v

f

F

Mo,

ASCOTT

Nao. 188 —TH

A FRongln
friats. :EF
0.

A Topping
:Bam':?urd.

oRiTeme,

Printed And published aver

Advartisement offces: The Flectway House, Partingdon Strect, London, H. 0.4. Heplstoréd for tranamis
raies: -Inland apd Abrord, 11s. par apnum; bGa. for sizx months. Hola
Atstralis and Kew Zoaland: Messre. Gordon & Go

NG

e Buy and enjoy these
Stunning Volumes— i

7=

THE BOYS’

Cocking Farn of
rking Yarn of the Footer Fleld.
No. 184.—THE

A Thriling Story of Boxlng mad Dotgotive Work. By JOHN f

Lo
By

THE SEXTON BLAKE 4* LIBRARY

:ll'i:ln].::I ‘.I.Eﬂ.—t'l'fﬂ'ﬁ} CABE ﬂﬂﬁ o
r, Huzteon Bymer ap rie Galanto i i
of Daring Adventure, %) % 2urliliag’ Skoey
No. 154.—THE ROGUE
Clevar Detective Work and Stirring
Sl g
0. a— TERY OF THER BHOT P..0,.1
Bexlon Blaks versus Zenith the Albao in & 5t of
Mryatery and Clever Deduction. e SAEATEN
No. LE8—THE AFFAIR OF THE CROOK EXPLORER!
Dr. Parraro, Master of Mystaery, plte hin wits ppainst Sexton
Elske, and the result ix gripplog aed entheslling in the l

H
Taigey
e e
a8y gy

i

""'-l--—-—-—|'-'-'-.I

DARETON 1

4% LIBRARY

Br B. MUREBAY.
“RINGER " TECI

Wo. 155.—THE PHANTO |
A SMrring Thle of Adrentere ot am - OGAR BANK!

CITY OF
Anmaziog 'I'aﬂl;' of Thrille in ﬁhﬁnﬁﬂfl By GWIN EVANS.

THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN 4¢ LIBRARY

No. 8l.— COCE OF THE WALK]
Long Btory
7 FH ]

82. — THE SCHOO
i ﬂchuﬂll.aﬂﬁ- BCIERNTIET!

of Harry Wharton & Co., of Grey-

HE RICHARDS.

Ta featuring the

ICHAEL POGLE. Chus. ok

HE V0OODOO QUEENI

DF ATOEANIETAN]
Adventurs in England |
Pass of Afghanistan,

Street detective, almost lifting his bow
asaistant on to the iron rungs.

Jack Drake scrambled up to the slop-
ing deck with Ferrers Locke at s hoas,
It was In fhat same instant that the
stern of the Angatau commenced to rise
slowly into the air, whilst the bowsprit
buried itself in the still waters of the
night-enshrouded bay.

“Heep with me, Jack!” rapped
Ferrers Locke and, gaining the side of
the deck, he dived far outboards, after
waiting one precious second to allow
Jack Drake to take the lead.

Up and up went the stern of the
Angatau, then, with a dull burbling of
troubled waters, she slid under, bows
first. The Baker Street detective felt
the underwash gripping at him, suck-
ing him down. He kicked out with
every ounce of his strength and rose to
tha surface with bursting lungs. Tread-
ing water, he drew pgreat gulping
breaths of the night air into his tor-
tured lungs.

“Jack ¥ he called quietly. “Are you
all right, iad *"

“Yes, guv'nor! I'm here,” replied
tac voice of Jack Drake.

“ Listen, then,” said Forrers Locke,
hiz wvolce urgent. “"We'll land up the
coast. They can't see us from the Leach
at this distance, so they will not realiso
that we've ecscaped. Come on!”

Together the Baker Street detective
and his boy assistant struck out with
powerful strokes. TFor half o mile or
more behind them in the darkness came
the sudden, shattering roar of
Federkiel's engine. Chalmers and his

ilot had evidently seen the riding
ight of the Angatau plunge beneath
the -waters, and, satished that both
vessel and prisoners had gone to their
doom, were now taking off.

Ferrers  Locke, realising

‘halmers would only linger lon
enough to make certain the wvessel l:mg
gono under, had known the helplessness
of attempting to reach the eeaplane.
He knew also that the roar of the soa-
plane’s engine would bring Mackaw on
the run,

Already wild shouts from the beach
bore witness fo the fact that the
Kanakas had discovered the sudden loss
of the Angatau. There came the
splash of paddles as canoes were
launched and went shooting out across
the water.

Suddenly  Ferrers Locke smiled
grimly. Rising above the shrill voices
of the Kanakas there sounded the wild
bellowing tones of Mackaw. That in-
dividual was requesting, with many an
oath, to be informed as to where his
ship was and what had happened.

Jack Drake wes swimming strongly
side by side with Ferrors Locke, and ot
a word from the latter ha swung in to-
wards the beach., Renching the shore
about a quarter of 2 mile from where
the Kanakas were collected in & wild,
gesticulating group, they ran, crouch-
g, wp the narrow strip of beach

“1 should think everyone on Tala
Island is, by now, on the beach!™ said
Ferrers Locke grimly. “We should
have little difficulty in finding the
buildings of the trading stetion, and I
think we'll find 'em deserted.”

“What's our plan,
manded Jack Drake.

“Tt sll depends on Mackaw,” replied
Ferrers Locke. *That individual has
received one shock to-night, but he's
due for another very shortly.”

{Continued on page 28.)
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NEWS PARS AND PICTURES!
A BIRD’S-EYE VIEW!

Take a look at the photo on the right and it won't be very difheult
to imagine how a mighty man-o'-war appears to a seagull wheeling
overhead. This 1z a unique view of H.M.5. Curacoa, taken from
a bridge in the Kiel Canal a3, with other members of the Atlantic
Fleet, she was returning to England afier a visit to Riga. The
turreted mainmast, the tweo formidable forward zuns, and the
clusters of bluejackets an her deck can be seen quite plainly. These
British warships were the first to pass through the canal since 1914,
and the villagers turned out and watched in great excitement,

“ENGLAND EXPECTS——"
If Admiral Lord Nelson were alive to-dav he would find that Eﬂﬁ

Jand was living up to his immortal signal at Trafalgar. He wou

zee his old flag ship, the Victory, as he knew her in the days of her : it e o
greatest glories, restored to that condition by a country which has o S RO QPR
done its duty to the memory of its most famous sea-dog. Exact T TR 4
details of the work have been copied from a model lent by the
King, and the strain has been minimised by replacing iron guns
and anchors with weoden models. The life of the Victory, in her
reconditioned state, 1s cxpﬁctcd to be gbout three hundred vears.
Phota below shows a view of the stern as she lies in her new home ia
Pnrh;.muutfl‘i D-DEI-[}"E.I'I.’].

i .

A e,

P

NELSON'S RELICS'!

A few precious relies of
NEIE'DH'E- }.Iﬂ'\"ﬂ I]EEI'I I'Estﬂfﬂd
to the Victory. Our phu'r.u
shows zome of them in the
Portsmouth Dﬂckyud Mu-
seum before they were
placed on board the grand
old man-o-war. On the
right is Nelson's chair, in
1.i1:, cenkre is his sea chest on
which are the horn lanterns
ﬂﬂd. a bﬂlfd.iﬂ axe 'I.IEE‘d at
Tratalgar., and the ward~
room tea urns. On the left
is the sea chest of John
Scott, Melson's secretary,
and at the rear the King's
model of the Victory, which
his Majesty kindly lent to
the authorities to act as a
guide in their work of re-
conditioning,

o
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e novedd  off,  teeading very
canioesly  through  the  wandergrowth,
with Jnek Theake ab Yas heels,  They
cimes eventually to o clearing  whero
laang, low huls were ablaze with lights.
idut the place  seemed stranpgely
ethoserter],

1 thonght sot’ commorited  Fevrors
Locke grimly. - “Byersone has made
for the beach.  “Fhal fong building
with the verhrda- wilb- e Henri's
gunricrs.. Let's bope we cam hind: a gim
thérp’. Hurey and as silently as you
van !t

Lhey sprinded acrozz the clearving.
“then merged with the shadows in the
vear of Henrt's quarters.

“Ivery  window i3 open,” said
Ferrers Yeocke, “which zaves us [vomnm
forcing an entry.  In with you, Juaclk.
4 can bear voives approaching, and ono
$f ‘em 13, unless 1'm mistaken, tho
anelodious voiee of By, Mackaw.™

Jack swung himself through one of
the open windows, and found himsclf
dan thie dackness of o small roeom. A
moment Iater Ferrers Locke joined hin.
HStepping cautiously across the room,
the Baker Strect deteclive groped for
‘the handle of the doar to which ho was
guided by ‘a chivk of light which
filtered ben2ath-it from the xoom Le-
yond.

Quictly Perrers Ldeke
handle and gpencd the door.
‘himself looking irto what. was obvi-
ously the living-room.  Wicker chairs
and a rough deal toble stood in thie
middle of the floor. On the table was
i half-finished meal, which gave token
that those who had been eating  had
Leehr abruptly interrupted.  The table
was  scattered with a  profusion of
Lottles, which seemed to show  that
Henri and  his: guests were more in
favour of drivking than eating. :
< By the light which streguneﬁ through

turnced Lhe
He found

the open door-
wav, l'ervors
Locke saw that
he and Jack
PDrake were
standing 1n whal
was evidently
“Henri's bed-
oo, A small
camp bed, &
chair, and a
vickety, wicker-
topped  Lamboo
table comprised
the whole of the
furnishings. Un
the hﬂtlg lay w
conple of old
white drill coats, iucredibly dirty {Itlld
obviously just thrown there by their
owner, |

YFerrers Locke took all this in at &
glance, then quictly eloted the door.
Crossing to the Lied, he groped for the
drill coats and rummaged through the
pockets. Then he gave an exclamation
of satisfaction, for in one of the
pockets he had found a squat automatie,
When hie swapped open the chamber
however, the Baker Btreet .detective
found that the gun was unloaded.

Buddenly his fingers civsed on Jack
Drake’s arm, Heavy feet had clumped

across the threshold of the outer roow,-

and clearly to the carvg of the detective

and the boy came tho voice of Mackaw, -

“Sunk, by hokev!” bellowed that im-
dividual, “This sees me in a blamed
fine mess, don’t ™

Silently

“Aw, Mackaw,” ‘camc the ‘whinin
voice of the mate, ™ Fou ain't explaine
why the scaplane started :
the old Angatau sunk.,
mean? " That sesplape hed gone long
before. IE must have come back.,”

“What for " roared Mackaw. ™ Why,

just dftos
‘hat’s it all

by evervthin' what's foolitsh, would it.

come back? He musin't really have
gone, in the first plaee. No, sir, the
pilot just kidded- us he'd gone.

“But why?" whined Joo. .-

“Yes, why, m'sieur?™ demanded the
voice of Henri. " Why should the pilot
of the scaplane either return, or linger
near the Angatau? To me it seeins
there must be a reason.”
(Mackaw and his fricnds are going to
fined out the reason mighty soon, boys,
fleen thew'll aeieh they hadn't double-

Yerrers Locke turned ilie
handle of the door and opened it the
-fraction of an inch,

THE SKOOL UNDER
CANVAS!

[Contiined fram page 15)
alcoddy guest the trow eve-dentity of
the misteerious poacher.

“Well, what are vou gelting &t
Jack " asked Brighi, after & paws.

“T'll cggeplain,” replicd the Lkaptin
of the Fourth, with a glarnse round Lo
sce that .there were no eve's-droppers
about, “I believe that the poacher that
the old buoifer complained about was
no less a person thay the Head himself!"

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!” )

“Did vou notiss how his eggspression
changed when Major Bnorier buszed
off ¥ If cver a man looked gilty, tho
Head did then!"”

“BMv hat! 8o he did?™

“Well, we know already that lic's had
rabbit-pie for dinuer,” went on Jack
Jolly, 1u a thrilling whisper. “And, so
far as I can sec, that makes the case con-

clopsive. The l'ﬂbbi‘i‘-_!"ail{ﬁr is our owh
giddy headmaster. @M'm thumping sura
of it!”

“Crate pip!"

Merry agd Beighi looked at each ather
with startled: eyes. : :

“Well, thisvis-thoe gidd ﬁ' Huomit? re-
marked Marry, sbigking, lug head sadly.

“Tt's a bit thick when®the Fegd. of a

prate public kool ‘Bets Jp ax .hlt-aﬁeﬂ
poacher. BPuriib coctaisdy as 1f
“yan're right, Jafk®

4 What shinll wé do?" ashed Ratghi.

“Thare's only quad A odo”
onswersd thd § q&;. kb, his
g L g T
on his nerli- rabisE o lﬁ e idon,
gt eatgh e in $hc pifdy act  “Fhen
perhapy ‘ho'ft agrie {5 ape 1humd wo

dictale rather thag [ace opgepesure, and
we can demand our proper rﬁt in the
grub Hne!” : ,

- "Heoray!" cried Maorgs, ahgd Beight

“enphagiastically.  “ Al in Faveiai”
Thter lands shot ip without
hesitation,

“Pagsed non. com ' remarked Jack
JoHy. with sattisfaction,

There snd then the thwws of the
Fotyth sat down and luid their pfans for
caiching the poacher of Sc. Bam's!

THE EXND.
{(Next u'gn.i':‘,:_ﬂ:fqﬂyiiny yarn  of the
Hertlher holiday advtentu¥es of Jagk Jolly
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“ NOTISS.

Y kind permission of Major
Suorter, the entira Skool will
gemp out near the village of
Snerter Magnus for 3 wecks,

beginning Tweaday next. Sherrybangs

will be rcady in thoe Quad soon alter
brekker. Fags are specially rekwested
to wash their ears for the oceasion.

“[Qigned) ALFRED DIRCHEMALL,
“M.A., B.Se, DUDY

That notiss, in Dr. DBirchemalls
skollerly fizt, adorned the notiss-beard in
the Hall at St. Sam's one bright morn-
itig, and natcherally caused a grate deal
of eggsitoment.

1 _,m,r_._u_u weecks in camp!  Hooray !
was the jeneral verdict of the Skool

“Three merry old wecks in the felds
and pastures, my infants!” said Jack
Jolly to his pals, Merry and Bright.
“MNo moroe qm.n....,.ug__ old Form-rooms,
stuffly old studdies, or dismal old dormi-
tories ! Isn"t it grale?™

And Merry and DBright gleefull
agrecd that grate was the only wer
that described it

After the appearance of the =sen=a-
shunal notiss, all was natcherally bussle
and confusion in 3t Sam’s, The pas-
sidgez echoed . with the cheery sound
of kit-bags being packed. Juniors and
seniors alike rushed about, raiding each
other's studdies for nmcmﬂuﬁnr Even
the masters, losing their usual digmitty
in the egpgsitement of the occasion,
joined in the jeneral scrimmage.

At last the grate day dawned, and to
the accompaniment of terrific cheers, the
erowded sharrybangs rolled, one by one,
through the old Bkool gates and started
off on their journey to Snorter Magnus.

Facos were bright and harts were
joyful as the Si. Bam's juniors jolted
along through the sunny ecountryside.

“1 wonder weather the whether will
he kind to ws, sir!” mused Mr. Lick-
ham, the master of the Fourth, as he
gat beside Dr. Birchemall.

The Head larfed carelessly as he iook

|\rl

a savvidge bite at the chunk of toffy
he was cating.

"HBan fairy Anne!™ he replied, laps-
g into French with skollerly ease.
“ Personally, Lickham, T don’t care tup-
pence what the whether's like.™

Arriving at there destinashun, after
a pleszant journey, the imposing fleet
of sharrybangs, with many a jolt and
much loud sereeching of brakes, drew
up near the grate encampment that had
been erected, and the St. Sam’s boys
tumbled out and had s look round.

It was a scen to gladden the hart of
any skoolboy. Far away into the distance
extonded the mapnifficent estates of
Major Snerter. Thick woods glistoned
in the sun, plezzant streams waved idly
in the breeze, chickens gprazed peaccfully
in many a green meadow, while cattle
w...._n__.uﬁ_ bizzily round a naybouring

armyard.

"“This is something like!” said Jack
Jolly enthusiestically.

“{Jh, rather!™ corussed Merry and
Hright.

"How wonderful are the beautics of
Nateher ™ sighed Lirrick, the poet of
the Fourth. T feel just like breakiug
into verse, If somecone conld oblige me
with a doenut——"

Jack Jolly good-natcheredly gave him
a doenut, and Lirrick, afier swallowing
it at one bite, was inspired to recite, at
the top of his voice:

“Charming is the scent of ihe red, red

rose,
And its euller is
wherever 1t goes,
But however bright it's hue,
(rive ereddit where it's duc, ;
It's nothing like the culler of Birch-
emall's pose 1™

remarked on

“Ha, ha, ha!” T
Roara of larfter pgrected Lirrick’s
poetical outburst. They p:.nEm. diod
away, however, as the Head himself

came on the sebn.

OOL

¥
UNDER
Ob.zswm\

By Dicky Nugent.
i)

of the Second
Form at Greyiriars.,

The firvst of a series of mirth-provoking
stories dealing with the adventures of the
Heroes of St. Sam’s under canvas.

“How dare you, Lirrick ' thundered
Dr. Birchemall, glaring at the ol
the TFourth., “You know as well as 1
do that it is a rule of the Skool that
vou must not invent poetry about the
culler of your headmaster's nose. Imn-

mejately my birches are unpacked I will
Hop you ._uw,n_nw and blew for your dis-
pertinencs

U Waw !¥ eriad Lirrick morenfully.

Forchunitly, an interruption eame just
then to distract the indiggnant head.
master's attention, and Larrick m_ﬁwwnﬁ_
his threatoncd punishment, after all.

The interrupter was a military-look-
ing jentleman of fine phyzeck, with a
rich purple-cullered dile, and white
mustarsh, He waos wone other than
Major Smorter. a Guvvener of the Skool,
and owner of tha vast Snorter estates,
on which the 5t BSam's camp was
piiched.

“Walecome to Gnorter Magnus!™ he
cricd jeniaily, shaking hands with the
Head. "1 sincerely hope you'll all have
a good lime, Roam over my estates
at your will, and do as much damidge
as you like, T shan't mind 1™

“Thank wyou kindly, sir!¥
the Skool delitedly.

“There iz only one thing I insist on,

coruseod

ir. Birchemall. 1 must ask you to
leave my game alone. ™
“¥our game, Major Snorter?”

repeated the Head, a little puzzled, "1
presoom you mean we are not to inter-
fore when you are playing leap-frogg,
ct scters, with your friends?”

“MNo, sir, that is not my meaning,” |
“By 'gamo’ 1!

roared the Major.
mean tha rabbite and fessants which
abound on my ecstates, If T catch any-
body touching them, then, by gad,
T'H horsewhip him!*®

*0h, orikey!

Well, you need have

f

no fear of that,” said the Head reassur-
ingly. "I will leok after your game
E..___...mw_.w.:.u Major. Leave it to me!"

"Very gpood, sir, T will. And now I'll
buzz off I =aid Major Snorter.
“Cheerie, everybody 1™

“Ta-ta, sir!™ cried the boys

With a wave of his military-looking
hand the Major buzzed off, leaving the
St. Sam’s camp to settle down. :

mw dinner-time everything was in
apple-ple order, and the boys were
ecaperly looking forward to their first
menl under canvas. When “eook-
housze ¥ wasg sounded there was a terrific
rush for the dining-markee, And there
it wag that the Skool received its grate
shoek,

The hungry boys had fully anticipated
that they would at least be given a good
merl to begin with—stewed steak and
dumnplings, with doenuts to foliow, and
mmsumu-ﬂam to wash it down, or something
ilo that. But to there serprize they dis-
covered that dinner consisted of one
shice of dry bread per person, with an
unlimited supply of—water!

The Head was gracious enuff to
cggeplain things.

“Jentlemen, chapa, and fellows,” he
cried, as the chaps sueveyed their frugal
fair with dismay, “I forgot to tell you
before we came away that T have
decided on a chango of dist during our
stay 1n camp. I have come to the con-
cloosion that a lot of you have been
getiing more grub than ia good for
vou lately——"

“(h, grate pip!"

"And I have therefore given orders
for rations to be reduced. In future
there will be only two meals a day.
Each will consist of one slice of bread
and plenty of pure, clear water.”

There was & mermer of dismay from
the ecrowded taibles, and a wild,
agonised moan a5 Tubby Barrell fainted
AWaY.

“0f corze, the change may not pleass
you at first,” went on the Head, with a
sinnieal grin, “but I can assure you
that once you boys get used to it wvou
won't feel at all fed-up. That is all,
boys. You may wade in now !

With feelings that were too deep for
words, the juniors ravvenously consumed
their bread and water. Aftor that, they
streamed out of the markee, an
assombled in little nots outside, to dis-
cuss the parsily nows,

“ Qoooaoo 1™

G
Thus Jack Jolly & Co.,

I1.
ROOCOOO P
“*¥arooooooo ™
some three days later, as they came out
of the dining-markee just as hungry as
they had gone in. Our herces were feel-

~
y S {

o,
L .ﬂ.....

ing the nawing pangs of hunger as they
rmm_ never mmmnm.ﬂw.mﬂm?mmewm. ¥ !
“0h for a nice joocey veal-and-ham
pie!” groaned Jack Jolly.

“Oh for a succulent stake!™ moanad

Merry.
“It's  awful!” mermered Bright
faintly. “Just look at the culler of my

dile—I sware I'mn dyeing!”
Buddenly Jack Jolly sniffed the air
“Tell me, chaps, am I seeing things,
or ean I really smell rabbit-pie?” he
asked eagerly.
Merry and Bright listened atfentively.
“Grate pip! I believe you're right!™"
eggsclaimed Merry, with bated breth.

“Bome awful rotter i3 having rabbit-
pie, while we poor beggars are
starving 1™

“Bhame ™

“"Wea'll look inta this!" said Jack

Jolly indignantly., “ Follow me "

KW_H.E__ and Eright Iollowed their
leader, who followed his nose. Old
readaers will not be surprized to learn
that his nose led him straight to the
tent of Dr. Birchemall!

With stelthy tread the kaptain of the
Fourth crept up to the Head's eanvas
sanktum, and nﬁ%:m@. hiz eyo to one of
the numerous holes in the tent,

“Few!"” he whistled, as he saw what
was golog on inside.

Merey and Bright joined their leader
at his point of vantage, and also had &
peep. And grate was their indignetion
when they had an eyeful, so to speak.

“The rank outsider!” mernered
Bright, turning ocorimson with rage.
“ After kecping us starved, ho's &“..__.:%H._..
scoffing & cupple of rabbit-pies himsell!
Mot one, mark you, but a cupple ™

“With boiled onions, tool It's
cggsactly what we might have cpo-
spected ™ said Jack Jolly sagely. “ We
might have known he was living on ihe
fat of the land himself!™

"Cave!” vellad Merry suddenly, in a
horse whisper. * Bomeone's coming this
weigh 1"

The juniors had no time to make them-
selves searca before the noweomer was
upon them. Turning round, they rocog-
msed their host, Major Snorter. Bui it
was a different Malor Snorter from the
one they had seen on the day of their
arrival, On that oceasion he had been
smiling and jenial, but now his dile was
livvid with anger and his mustarsh
farely bristled with rage.

“Good-afternoon, sir!"” corusaed Jack

Jolly & (o, caising their cops
respectively.

“Ratts!” answered Major BSnerter,
with secant politencss, ‘Whera the

thump can I find your fool of a head
master i

“*Thd T hear someonc moenbien my
name " ealled out & volce from willin
the tent. **Shan't kecp you a minmt!"

Trew to his word, Dr. Birchemall,
wiping away the traces of rabbit-pic
from ﬂmm face, hopped out of the tent
half a minnit later,

Major Snoricr gave an angry growl

as the Head extended his
cheery greeting.

“Huih! I didn't come here to shake
hands with wou, sir!” he rasped, "1
came to lodge a complaint—eand a very
serious one twol

“Dear me! You serprize me, Major
Snovter ! eggsclaimed Dr. Birchemall.
“"However, if some of my boys—"

“"Huh! I can't answer for the eye-
dentity of the raseals. They may be
boye, or they may be masters—"

*Tut-tutt ! eggsclaimed Dr.
Birchemall impatiently.

“AN I know is that the promise you
mide me the other day hes not been
kept, sir. My preserves have certainly
been poached on; my rabbits have been
pinched 1

“Dear me! Dut surely you are doing
me an injustiss in akkewsing this camp
of being responsible!" eggiclaimed tie
Head, raising his  eycbrows slitely.
“Possibly some other scoundrils have
been at work. Possibly your pames
koepers have made a mistake. [ am zuro
the average gamekeceper has no moro
branes than a sheep——"

“Bah!” interrupted Major Snorter
contemptuously. “Bome awiul rotters
from this camp have been pinching my,
w.i.&.. rabbits—of that I am convinced.

demand that you tlake stepa to dis-
cuyver the eye-dentily of the scoundrils,
and punizh them wﬁnu:ﬂ:m_m.:

Dy. Birchemall sighed a lutle wearily.

“Yery well, Major Snorter. Sineo
you insist, I will do all that I can in
the matter. And if I do find that theve
15 any trewth in yvour alligations, I can
promise you I will weeld my birch with
good affect !

nodded,

Major Snortey
Searcoly had his military feotprints

hand 1

ang then
buzzed off.

died away in the distanee before the
grin faded from the Head's dile, and a
savvidge scowl appeared in it's sted.

“Billy old josscr!™ ho hissed to him-
sclf.  “Fancy knowing about those
bunmies alreddy, tho!®

Dr. Birehemall suddenly realised thet
Jack Jolly & Co. were still present, and
that they were rogarding him in wide-
oyed distonishment.

"What the merry dickens are
juniors doing here ™ he barked, ™
off immejately !

AJack Jolly & Co. obliged, only too
anxious to escapo the viles of the Head's
wrath. And Dr. Birchemall, with a
grunt, returned to his inlerrupted feed.

“YWhat do wyou think of that, my
pipping ¥ asked Jack Jeolly grimly, when
the Co. were back in the privacy of tho

i}
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Fourth Form markee again. “"Fishy,
don't you think?"”
Merry and Bright, who were not over-

blezsed with branes, didn't quite under-
stand what their leader mwcant for a
moment. Bubt Jack Jelly, who had 3
marvellous gift of adding two and two
togother and making five or six, had

(Continued on page 28.)




