NOW ON SALE—THE “HOBBY” AND *“HOLIDAY” ANNUALS!
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AN UNWELCOME VISITOR!

(An exciting imcident lalien from this week’s fine story of Harry Wiharlton & Co., the chuons of Gresfriors.)
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One of the features at an exhibition held
in London which arcused so much interest
was the display of delightful miniatures,
carved in ivery and bone, of old-time
fighting ships. Modern vessels were
represented, too, and in the phﬂtngraph
can be seen a lever model of a liner
which was exhibited in a bottle.

YOICKS!

Drlgmaht:.r. we are told, 152 Spltnl&n‘l 'l:h!ng;
Billy Guldner of Laos hngeles. then, iz to
he congratulated, for he certainly chose
an original steed in a 350 pound black zea
bass, commonly called a jewhsh., (See
photograph). This great demizen of the
deep was ooked and landed from the
Es:]-nmg barge Olympic, when anchored

Germosa Beach, California. As re-
ga.n:iﬂ Billy's facial expression, it 1s to be
assumed that he 15 merely trying to copy
that of hiz steed, and if such is the case.
then Billy haa hit 1t off very well,

LONDON’S
HOTTEST JOB!

Those of you whe gasp and
perspire on the occasions when
the sun shines down in all ‘its
unclouded glory and causes
the thermometer to read 120
degrees, will readily sympathise
with the chappies who are
shown in the photograph—
working at Lundnnﬁ hgttgst
]ub Foritis thewr ™ pI:aunt
dut‘_l.r to manceuvre about enor- '
mous white-hot one-ton cylin-
der shalts—parts of gigantic
rinting machines—which have
Eeen heated in a furnace to
14,000 degrees centigrade.
Phew ! In thv: depth of winter
Ofe rmght pﬂaﬁlhly—*un[]r pnsmr-
ly l—envy them: but m
summer —oh dear no !

i
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Being boss of a clreus sounds o very fine thing,

" discovers those drawcbacks quickly enough in Iis omazing roele
Tuelz, he fuls somcone elze to deal with them !
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1! FIRST CHAPTER.
Sammy is Not Taking Any !

[ AMMY, old chap!”
g Billy Bunter spoke in affce-
tionate tones,

Sammy Bunter grunted.

When that note of brotherly afiection
was andible in the fat voice of William
George Bunter, Sammy became wary at
ance—like the sage bld Trojan who
feared the Greeks when they brought
gifts in their hands.

Billy Bunter was leaning back very
comnfortably in Mr, Whiffles' caravan in
thoe encampment of Whifles’ World-
Famous Circos.

His fat person was encased in the re-
markable check clothes that belonged to
My, Whiffles, and his fat thumbs were
stuck in the armholes of Mr. Whiffles’
crimson waisteoat with yellow spots.

No Greyfriars man who had seen
Billy Bunter at that moment would
have dicamed that-he was the Owl of
the Remove

Br. Whiffles' nut-brown wig adorned
his bullet head; the waxed moustache
and pointed beard covered a good deal
of his fat face.

Even Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes would
have failed to dotect Billy Bunter vnder
the outward adornments of Montgomery
St Leger Whiflles.

Only in two details was Bunler un-
altered from his old self. His diameter
and circumf% ence were anchanged—
uniless, indeed, they had increased a
little, since he had lived on the fat of
the land as boss of the circus.

“Bammy, old fellow, I've been think-
ing [ said Bunter.

“Draw it mild ™
credulonsly.

“Have you had a good dinnes,
Sammy

l“T‘apping!" gaid Sammy, more cor-
dially.

“1 hope you enjoyed it, Sammy?”
said Bunter, with great solicitude., “i
wanf you to enjoy vourself while you're
staying at my ciccus, Jammy !”

“Your circus ' grinned Sammy,

"Yes. You've alweys found me a
leind and affectionate elder brother,
haven't you, HSammy 7"’ .

“If I have, I've forgotten it!"

gaid Sammy in-

answered Sammy. “Can't say I've

nokiced 1t

“Look here, you little beast— I mcan,
lock here, old chap, haven't T let you
butt inte my circus and stick on like a
Ieech?”  demanded Bunter warmly.
“Don't ba un%ratﬁfu'i* Sammy. I may
have been a little erabby when wyon
butted in. You couldn’'t expect me to
like it. But I've been thinking, and
T'm going to let you stay, Sannny.”

“0Oh 1" said Sammy.

“All this show belonga to me—at
present ! gaid Bunter, with a wave of
his fat hand fowards the open doorway
of ihe caravan. OQutside, the circus
camp ley in the glowing summer sun.
shine, “It's all mine——*

“Until old Whiffles comes back and
kicks vou out [ sniggered Sammy.

“And I'm going to whack it out with
yort, kid [ went on DBunter, unheeding.
“ Nothing mean about me, I’m going
to let you share my good luck, Sammy.
I'm going to keep you with me as long
-as long as it lasts 1

“Are you?” said Bammy.

"Yesz, old chap. 0Old Whiffes won't
turn up again in a hurry. He's cleared
off somewhere because he's frightened
of that man Huggins. I've found out
that that beast Huggins, used to belong
to the circus, and Whiffles treated him
rather badly, and he's after Whiftles'
sealp, Well, that's all right—it keeps
Whifflcs skulking away somewhere. The
trouble is that Huggins, thinking I'm
Whitles, is after me, and I've had soma
jolly narrow cscapes!™

“You'll get bashed zome day!” said
Sammy cheerfully. “You jolly near got
bashed last night ! What's worse is that
I jc:]];.' near got bashed along with
von !

“That's what I'm coming to,” said
Bunter. “OQf course, I could have that
brute Huggins run in. But if I did,
the coast would be clear for old WhifHles
to como back again, and he would come.
I don't want that. That's where you
come in, Sammy.”

“Do [ said Sammy.

“Yea. I ean't have Hugpivs run in;
but, of course, I can’t have him bashing
me. Every night I expect to hear him
prowling round the van again. He's
dangerous [

but it has iis drawbacks ag well as ils advondafes,
of Boss of Whiffles’ Circua, but, with his usual

Billy Runler

A Rollicking
Story of Harry Wharton & Co.
of Greyfriars, dealing with the

Long Complete

amazing adventures of Billy
Bunter with Whiffles' World-
Famous Circus.
By FRANK LICHARDS,
is,™

“"He
dangerous

“T keep on telling the men to siay
awalke and keep walch, you kaow,"
gaid -Bunter, “but they never do,
They're selfish.”

“Fancy their waniing a night's rest
after a day’s work!” said Sammy sai-
eastically. * Horrid !

“Yos: there's a lot of selfishness
about,” said Bunter, “Tt was the same
at Greyfriars. 1've got used to ingrati-
tude, thongh., I'm going to treat you
jolly well while you're here, Bammy.
T'm going to let you have this swell
caravan to yourself!”

“Oh 17 osaid Bammy.

“1 shall sleop in & tent in futuge,”
said Bunter. “This is a splendid
caravan—the best in the hunch,  You'll
like it, Sammy. I shall wiss it of
course, when I give it up to you, Rut
1 never was selfish, You take 1t over
to-day, Sammy.”

Sammy grinned. ;

“And Hugging along with 12" ha
asked.

“Eh " .

“ Huggine knows that this is Whiffles’
van! Next time he butts in, this is the
place he will make for! Thanks!”

Billy Bunfer conghed.

“Look here, Sammy, if that beast
Huggins comes butting in again-—--"

“MNo if abont it 1lo will ™

“Woll, when he comes botting in
again, all vou have to do will be to yell
for help. I shall rush np at once X

“You mean you'll hide under a bed
till he’s gone ?” asked Bammy,

“No " roared DBunter, “I don’t! 1
shall rush to help you at once, and all
the men will come up, and Hogegins will
be collared. I ean't hare him run in,
as the case stands, but he can be jolly
well thrashed and warnod off. That witl
be & tip to him to keep clear—sce? You
won't get damaged ! You'll simply have
to 3e!f for help if you hLear Elugp;i::a
breaking into the van at night——"

“ And suppose he bashes me belore
help comes along 7" asked Samimy.

“Well, don't be funky, you know. A
Greyfriars man ought to be prepared tu
face a little risk.”

“T'H leave 1t to
grinnod Sammy.
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agrecd  Sammy, Y Jolly

pre

vou, partner

[Copyright in the United States of America.]
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s | hnge vouw're not going to be a
funk fish little beast, Sammy "' said
Hill unter severely “After all my
kindness to you—" :
“ Bow-wow I ;
“This iz & splendid van!" said
Bunter. " Old Whiffles did himself jolly
well in this caravan. ¥You'll like it,

Sammy. OF course, I'm really only
thinking of you. Don’t you see what a
splendid idea it is? Thet beast Huggins

is sure to come prowling round some
dark night. If he found the van empty
he would get prowling among the tents
looking for me. But if you're in the
van, and giving the alarm——" :

Sammy Bunter was locking at his
watch.

* Just time to walk it !" he remarked.

“Ehi”

Bunter minor rose to his fect.

" ood-bye, " Billy ¥

“Going for a walk®"”

“Yes; to the railway station B

“What are you going to the railway
station for, Sammy 17

“To take the train home "

L1 Whﬂ"ﬂ"ntl !H . 2

“T'm fed-np on your Hugging !” said
Sammy. “The circus iz all right, and
the grub is all right, but I'm not going
to have my nose bashed through the
back of my head, thanks! It ain't good
enough! When that fearful beast was
prowling round the van last night I
made up my mind to chuck it, I ain't
greedy, and [ know when I@'ve had
enough! You can keep vour van, and
you can keep your Huggins! Ta-ta ™

“Sammy, old fellow——"

Sammy Bunter descended the steps of
the van, William George blinked alter
him in dismay.

He had thought of what ssemed to
him & really excellent scheme, The
scheme did not appear to pleasze
Sammy, however. There was a differ-
ence in the point of view.

“I say, Sommy—" called out
Bunter.

“ Good-bye ¥

“ Beast Y

Sammy Bunter grinned, and rolled
checrily away across the field. He had
quite enjoyed his stay with Billy
Bunter's circus—until Mr. Huggina had
turned vwp.  Sammy had had one ex-
perience of Mr. Huggins, He did not
want another, Very much indeed he
did not want another. Bammy was fed
up; and he was going.

“HEammy!” shouted Bunter.

Echo answered “Sammy.” But there
was no other answer, The fat fag of
the Becond Form at Greviriars disa
pearcd in the distance, heading for the
railway station. Once more the solfish-
nesz and ingratitude of humanity were
borne in sadly upon the mind of the
Owl of the Remove,

[P ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Friends in Need!

ti FOLLY |” said Bob Cherry.
“Topping I” said Nugent,
“Terrific!” remarked Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.
Tho Famous Five, of the Greyfriars
Remove, were enjoying life.
In a deep and shady lane, & couple
af miles from the field where the World-

Famous Cireus was encamped, the
cycling party were in camp. Five
bieyeles stood packed in a buneh, under

tuo big trees that shaded the lane. On
either sido meadows and hedgerows ran
up the slopes of the glorious downs,
ynder a sky of cloudless bluee,
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it wus hot—even Hurres Jamset Ram
mingh found it warm enough. The
Famous Five had camped thera over-
night; but in the morning they had
not gone on their way. Near at hand
was a8 deep, shudy little wood, and in
the weod a rippling stream; and the
chums of the Pemove had spent a
happy morning swimming snd bathing.
They were in no hurry; in the long
summer holidays they had time to kill.
S0 they were taking things very easily.

Dinner in camp was followed by a
luxuriouns rest in the thick grasa, under
the shady old elms and beeches, through
whoze leafy boughs the sunrays filtered
like arrows of g'-ugld.

Undoubtedly it was hot; and the
juniors were contentedly waiting for the
cool of later afternoon, before they re-
sumed their ride. In the mecantime
they lazed.

“ How many miles shall we do when
we get going again?” asked Johnony
Bull, as he gently swiped at a buzzing
fly with his hat. It was too hot for a
Y1ZOTous swipe.

“Fifteen I said Harry Wharton.

“Make it twenty,” sald Bob Cherry.
“That will get us into Berkshire.”

e Twanty-{gm, if wyou like,” said
Harry, laughing. “How far do you
feel inclined to go, Franky 1" _

Frank Nugent, fanning himself with
his hat, yawned,

“About & vyard at the present
moment,” he answered. “ Not more.”

““Hallo, hallo, hallo " exclaimed Bob,
sitting up suddenly in the grass.

Down the lane, from the direction of
the distant village of Greemleaf, came
the sound of running feet.

“Oh, my hat!” said Nugent. “ Some-
body must be in want of exercise, run-
ning in this blaze!”

Thoe juniors sat up, loocking up the
hilly lane. The winding hedgerows hid
the newcomer from their sight as vet:
but the hurried footsteps showed that
whoever it was he was in hot haste. A
fat figure came in sight suddenly, pound-
'Eng own towarda the eyclists’ camp.

‘Sammy Bunter!” execlaimed Harry
Wharton.

The Famous Five stared at the fat fag
of Greyfriars.

Sammy Bunter resembled his major,
William George, in many ways; and in
nothing more closely than in his dislike
of oxertion. It really was amazing
to see Bunter minor pounding along at
top speed in tho blazing sunshine of a
September day.

Sammy was strcaming with perspira-
tion, and his [at face was the hue of &
newly-hoiled beetroot, He poasped and
panted as he ran

“Hallo, halle, halle!”

Cherry.

Bammy gave & jump and biinked at
the jumiors in the grass by the side of
the lane. He would have passed them
unseen, it his haste, but for Bob's
stentorian hail,

“0Oh!" he gasped.

Evidently g&mmy was glad to see the
Removites. He turned from the lane,
pounded into the camp, and collapsed in
the grass, splutiering.

“UOny! Keep him off 1”

"Him? Who?!" asked Wharton.

He stared up the lane. Thera was no
sign of & pursuer, and no sound of foot-
stops now that Sammy had stopped.

“There's nobody after you'!” prinned

roarcd Boh

Bob.

“Owl” gasped Sammy “Isn't
there 1"

“What have you been up to?” asked
Johony Bull.

“Ow! Nothingt™

“The guilty flee when no man pur-

sueth I grinned Bob Cherry. “You've
been up to something, fatty "
"Owl Oh!” gesped Bammy. " Sure
be ain’t after me? Ob dearl I saw
him! And he shook his fist 2t mel IX
thought he was after me! Owl Oh
crikey "

“Who!” roared Bob.

“Owl That awlul beast Hugginsl”

" hat!” saixd Bob. “It rgins
Huggmses in these partal I thought
Hugging had cleared ofi lust night, look-
ing for old Whiffles.”

“0Oh dear!” gasped Bammy. “Oh
crumbs! I--1 thought he was after me.
He shook his fist at me, and I holted.
Oh dearl I say, are you sure he ain't
after mo i

“Ha, hal No!l®

Sammy sat up anu pumped in breath,
Harry Wharton & Co. regarded him
rather curiously.They knew that Sammy
had been with Whiffles' World-Famous
Cireus; though why was a mystery to
them. They were still in ignorance of
the fact that Billy Bunter had assumed
the identity of Montgomery St. Leger
Whifes, and was passing his vacation
El the remarkable character of a circus

088,

“ Left the cireus? asked Harry.

“Owl Yesl”

*Ia Billy still there

Sammy grinned breathlessly.

“h, yes!] He's there all right.”

“Is Wiiffles there 1 ow 1" asked Bab.

“He, he, he

“What are you cackling at, you fat
frog?" demanded Beb. “From what I
can make out, that ruffian Huggina was
chasing old Whiffles last night, &nd I'va
been wondering whether be got him.
Did he get clear?”

“He, he, he! Oh, ves gasped
Sammy, “He's all right. He, he, he!
I zay, I'm going home! I've had encugh
of Huggina, 1 started for the station,
and came on that beast all of a sudden
about half & mile back—he was snoozin
under & hedge, but he wolie up when

10

carme by. [ thought he was after me.
Oh dear! I'm jolly glad I came on you
fellows, 1T bel!iwe ha's still hanging
about.”

“YWell, if he turns up, we'll handle

him,” yawned Johnny Bull. *“We've
handled him before, and we can do i
again."”

“The handiuiness will be terrific, my
esteemed fot Sammy!” said Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh

“0ld Whifflea must be an ass not to
have that man Hugging run in,” re-
marked Nugent.

“He, he, he!

“Hammy, old bean, you ecackle too
much ¥ gaid Bob Cherry. “Dou’t let
us delay you, fatty. You keep right on
Fr:-;[ the station. It's about another half-
]II.I E'P‘J

Sammy Bunter shuddered.

“}—I1 szay, I—I daren't go alone. I
know that beast Hugpgins i3 hanging
round. He will bash me if ho gets the
chance. He's ferocious. Look here, you
fellows, vyou walk to the station with
me and,see me to the train.”

“Well, I like something cool in this
hot weather,” said Bob. “We're just
going to start in the other direction.”

“J—I say, he's got his knife into
me " gﬁt.aped. Sammy.  “¥You see, wo
pulled his leg last night, and sent him
chasing off for nothing., I'm sure he'a
locking for me now

*“Hallo, hallo, ballo! Here he comes.™

A burly figure, with & heetling brow
and a broken nose, loomed up in tha
sunny lane. Saminy mave a squeal of
terror and squirmed behind Bob Cherry.
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* That blooming Huggins, sir,” said George, ** is coming 1% % QOw!* roared Billy Bunter. He leapt from the wicker
chair. Ice-eream went to the right, ice-cream went to. the left as the ** Boss ** of the eircus made a wild break for his van,

Mr. Huggine came to & sudden halt.
Apparently, he wasz locking for SBammy,
to give that fat gouth the thrashin
which, from Mr. Huggins' point ¢
view, he deserved. But he Etaﬁped at
sight of the Famous Five. Mr. Huggina
had not forgotten the handling ha had
received from thoss cheery juniors,
Bob Cherry waved a hand to him.
“"Come on, old bean,” he called out.
“We're all ot home, and ready for
visitora.”
““The readiness is terrifie, my esteemed
gbaurd Hugging” !
“Thia way {for a ragging,”
Johnny Bull invitingly.

Bill Huggins scowled at the chﬂﬂfﬁ
royp, turned away, end trampe
through a gap in the hedge, Evidently

he did not want any more.
*Is he

“0Oh dear!” gasped Sammy.
gonat®

“Gone from gur gaze like a beautiful
dream | said Bob. *“Pluck up your
vourage, faliy—what there 1= of t."

“Look here, you feilows, you walk
with me down to the station,” 1mplored
Bammy. “You don't want me to bhe
bashed by that horrible booligan.”

“The bashfulness would probably be
terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. "“Let u» see the absurd Sammy
o trainfully, my esteemed chums. After
&ll, we are not in e ridiculous hurrg’.”

“Let's "™ fl.wnad Bobh Cherry. It

gaid

won't take long, if we roll him down
the hill like & berrel. That suit you,
Bammy?"

“Yﬁh !I‘J

Hearry Wharton laughed, and detached
hirself from the grass. i

“Two of us can walk along with
Sammy,” he said. “Wa don't want to
wheal the bikes all that way. We'll
bring back something for tea from the
town; snd get another swim after lea.

(Sec Chapter 8.)

If we start early in the morning, we
can make a long day of it.”

_*Any old thing,” said Bob.
life if you don't take it easy?”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
started down the lane with Sammy
Bunter. All the way to the town and
the railway station, Sammy blinked un-
casily to right and left. But nothing
was seen of Bill Huggins, and the
Removiter landed Sammy safe at the
gtation, end saw him inte his train,
and were not sorry to cee the last of

" What's

him. Then they did their shopping,
and walked back to the camp n the
Greenleaf Lane; and there was =&

pleasant tea under the trees; and later,
in the golden sunset, & swim in the
stream 1n the wood.

It was agreed that the Greyiriars
eychista should break camp at dawn, and
make & long day of it the next day.
But when they rolled themselves in their
hlankets under the stars that night, the
chums of the Remove, if they dreamed,
certainly did not dream of what waa
destined to happen before dawn. That
little change in their plans, trifling as
it seemed at the time, was fo make a
Eﬂl.'év great difference for Harry Wharton
: Co.

& holidey.
s, e
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Takers !

ILLY BUNTER blinked af the
B golden and purple zunset, with
an uneasy and dissatished blink.
The spproach of pight worried

Bunter.

The fall of darkness was haunted Ly
the memory of Bill Huggins; that un-
pleasant gentleman who had vowed ven-

eance upon Mr. Whiffles, and was seek-
ing to vizit that vowed vengeance upon

the hapless head of Billy Bunter, in the
belief that he was Whifffes.

In his usual style, Bunter had for-
gotten the peril when it waa past; but
with the approach of night, it was possi.
ble that it would return; and eo it flled
Bunter’s fat thoughts again.

Bossing the cireus, while the pusillani.
mous Mr. Whiflea kept ont of sight,
suited Bunter admirably. Bunter liked
E!vsng orders. Ho revelled in throwing

15 weight about, He hked living oun
the fat of the lsnd, regardlesa ex-
penze. Teo the Ow! of the Hemove, the
eireus was a land flowing with milk and
honey, and William George Bunter wai
like unto a pig in clover: What he did
not like were the drawbacks to that
glmiaus position. . Chief of the draw-

acka was -Bill Huggins, During that
day, three important covents eclaimed
Bunter's epecial attention—brealiast,
dinner, and tea. But the horrid thought
of Bill Huggins returned a3 night
descended on the meadows and grasay
downs of Surrey.

“Dancel!” celled out Bunter,

The manager of the World-Famons
Circus was sitting on_the step of a van,
nm_uhmg{l a cigar after the afternoon
show. The evening performance was not
vet dus. Donce wes carefully perusing
a pink paper. Mr. Dance had & weak-
ness for getting rich guick by backing
horses. He l!;l'_uh:i not yet gob rich,
though he had increased the wealth of
8 number of bookmakers. Quite =
number of fat gentlemen on the Turl
would have been sorry to see Mr. Dance
give up his attempte fo get rich quick.
Mr. Dance was now oceupied in epotting
a winning horse, which was to indemnify
him for all his previous losses—perhaps,
He glanced up irritably at Bunter. Mr.
Dance' losses on his losers were paid
out of wne cash-box; sod until & winneog
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came along, he could not afford to part
with Bunter, Without Bunter he could
not have carried on. Bub Bunter was a

ainful necessity—a necessary evil, in
Dance’s opimon, and he eometimes
yvearned to kick him out of the cireus.
Ha had not liked the genuine WhifHes
a3 o boss, but he liked Bunter still less,
There was no dowbt that when Bunter
was dog, ha gverdid it.

“Well, what?" snapped Dance.

* Chuck that rubbish away!” snapped
Bunter, “Youw'll never get a winner!
I've tried that game myself, and there
was nothing in it, If & fellow of my
brains can't meke anything at it, what
chance do you think you're likely to
have?”

Dance made no reply to that. He only
wondered how long it would be before
ha was driven to ruining all his cave-
fully-laid plans by kicking Billy Bunter
from one end of the cireus to the
other.

“PBesides, it's disreputable,” said
Buntor. . *1 don't carea to have that
sort of thing geing on in my circus.
But never mind that now—about that
beast Huggins, Danece! My brother
SBammy has cleared off—he's afraid of
that ruffian. Of coursze, I'm not! But
I'm going to have iﬂur VAL ‘t-ﬁ-mght,
Danece, and you can have mine. Itz a
much _'hatter one, you know, and you'll
like it! Anyhow, I'm having yours.
See? If that beast Huggins comes prowl-
ing round, you can yell for help, and
I—F'll come and help vou, see?"

"¥ou can have my van, if you're in
a funk,” grunted Dance. “I'll sleep
in o tent”

“Now, that's rot,” said Bunter.
" Bomebody ought to be in the wvan to

ive the alarm if he comes. See?
ﬁcm’t want him prowling round and

perhaps getting hold of me.”

“Put one of the men in the van,” said
Dance, with a sour grin. “You're
master, you know.”

“That's 50,”" agreed Bunter. *f After
all, if you're funky, you wouldn't he
any good. DBit sickening for you to be
funky of that hooligan, if you don't
mind my mentioning it, Dance. That’s
what & public school does for a chap—
makes ham plucky.”

Billy Bunter rolled away, leavin
Dance to his f}lnk peper, and his t]iﬂig-
cult task of selecting ¢ e horse that was

ging to win. He rolled along to a
shady tree, whera MNobby Nobls, ihe
cluwn, sat sipping & lemon squash, and
ta.li:mg_;rm Tomasso Tomsonio, the acro.
bat. hey grinned ehuerfuliy at Mr.
Whiflles,

Bunter gave them a lofty nod. Mont-
gomery 5t. Leger Whifles himself was
s very lofty and condescending gentle-
man, and in that line Bunter was waell
suited to play his ﬂar‘s faithfully. Swank
was as the breath of life to the Owl
of the Remove.

“Your turn wasn't bad this afterncon,
Nobbs,” said Bunter, in his most
patronising tone, “PBut you'll have to
get some new wheezes, you know. Your
jokes are & bit ancient.™

“ Are they, guv'nor I zaid Mr. Nobbs,

“They are! Maoth-eaten,”  said
Bunter; “and your business on the high
trapeze ain’t bad, Thompeon. But vou
want to put a bit more life into it.™

“Do I7 asked Tommy Thompson.

“¥Yes. Ono of these days I'll go on
the trapeze myself and show wou how it
ought to be done.”

“Oh!™ said Mr. Thompson

“But never mind that now,” said
Bunter kindly. “ You two fellows share
a small van, I belisve. Now, I don't
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want any of my men to be uncom-
fortable. I'm going to let yon owo
have my big van.”

“Are you, guvinor?” said Nobby
Nobbs,

“¥es, you can begin to-night,” said
Bunter. *“George will shift my things
out, and you can shift yours in. Bee(”

Mr. Mobbs and Mr. Thompson ex-
changed glances,

“That bloke Hpggins run in yet?
asked Nobby MNobbs casually.

“Bh! No! That doesn’t matters”

“Look 'ore, pguv'mor,” s=said Nobby
Nobbs, with a very curious look at the
boss. “ Why don’t you have thet hooli-
gan run in? I tell you, he ain’t safe!
Look what he did to your van last
night! One of these nights he'll bash
you bad, He's been seen hanging ahout
after tha oircus. The peelers would run
him in quite easy. Why don’t you do
it?*

“Well, you—you see—"
Bunter,

“Everybody’'s wondering why you
don't have him run in, guv'nor,” said
Mr. Thompson. “He'll do you some
barm ocoe of these days. He can't get
over that three months hard you got
him, after promising to let him off.”

“1 didn’t—— I mean—the fact is, I
don't want to be hard on him,” said
Bunter. “I've got a—a kind heart, you
know. He won't come round here again.
I'm sure he won't]! When he does, he'll
find you two in the van instead of me,

stammered

and vou can yell for help, see?”
“Why not leave the van empty,
guv nor "

1 don’t want him rooting round the
circuz looking for me. I'm not afraid
of the fellow, of course, but I don't like

being woke up at mght,” explained
Bunter.

“And it doesn't matter about wunsi"
asked Mr. Nobbs. J

“ Exactly.”

Bunter rolled away, satisfied. Mr.
MNobbs and My, Thempson lecked at one
anothor, expressively.

“{Ole beauty, ain't he?" asked Nobby,

“He are!” assented Mr. Thompson.
“I used to think that old Whifles had
his pood points, along with hiz swank
and gas Bu. 1 can tell you, Nobby,
I'm thinking of looking for another
engagement. | can't stand that man
Whifles. You bunking in his caravan
to-night "

“Am I? said Mr. Nobbs. *1 think
not! T rather fanoy not' ¥ anybody
in this blinking circus is bashed to-night,
itk ain’'t gomg to be apybody named
Mobbs! I don’t think.”

“Bame here,” said Mr. Thompson.
“If he's afrard o the man, why don’t
ho have nim run in? It’s queer, Nobby.”

“It's blooming queer,” aaid Nobby,
“The whole cirens i3 wondering about
it. Time and again that man Huggins
has tried to get at the guv'nor to hash
him, and he won’t have him run in.
It's blooming queer, if your ask me.”

“It's fishy,” said Mr. Thompson.
“Blooming  fishy! assented My,
Nobbs. “Hugging must havz: some sort

of a hold over the guvnor, I suppose.
Anyhow, 1 ain't taking his hashi:’lsjg for
hin. I ain’t paid to be hashed.”

And so it happened that when sleep
descended on the cireus encampment

that night, the largest and best-
appointed caravan in the cam? WaS
vacant. Bunter snored peacefully in

Dance's van, Mr. Dance slept in a tent:
Neobby MNobbs and Tomassa ‘Tomszonio
cecupled their usual guarters; and the
eonspicuaus blue-and-red caravan once
pecupied by Montgomery 8t. Leger
Whiffles had no tenant. And when a
stealthy figure camn sneaking into the
camp at midnight's solemn hour, and

erept up the step of the blue and red
caravan, and groped about in the in-
terior, that stealthy fgurs found nothing
to reward his search. And in a sub-
dued voiee Mr. H ins made remarks
that would have curdled Billy Bunter's

blood had he heard them,

THE FOURYH CHAPTER.
An Alarm In the Night!
ROAR. of cxcited voices roused
A Billy Bunter from balmy slum-
ber. He started up in bed, and
listened with a  palpitating
heart. The uproar in the cireus encamp-
ment was terrific. Had it not been so 1t
would not have awakened the Owl of
the Remove. But even Billy Bunter
could not sleep through that terrifia
din.  Voices outed, caravan doors
opened and banged, horses sguealed,
hurried footsteps echesd and re-echoed
and louder than all sounded tha wild
trumpeting of an elephant.

“Ow!” gasped Bunter.
Bang! Bang! Came at the door
of the wvan.

“Yarcovh ¥

To Bunter's terrifed mind, the uproar
conveyed un‘liv one thing—DBill Huggins.
He squirmed in bhis bed with affright.

"Guv'nor ' yelled a voice outside, as
a fist banged frantically on the duor.

*Yarccon! I'm not here.”

“Guv'nor!™ It was Neobbhy Nohbbs'
voice yelling at the door. “ Wake up,
guv'nor! Mumbo's got away."

“Oh!® pgasped Bunter.

“You better come out, guv'nor!”

Bunter did not answer that.

Wild horses, or wild elephants, wounld
not have dragged him from the safe
sheiter of the wvan, I Bill Huggins
was anywhere nesr the circus, Bunter
felt safer behind a locked door.

Mo doubt it was the duty of tha Boss
to take econtrol in that moment of wild
excitement and confusion. But Bunter
had never beer a whale on duty.

He sguirmed to the little window of
the van, and looked out.

The whole camp was seething with ex-
citentent and upros:., Wild tramp-
ling and crashing and trumpeting tﬂ{ﬂ
of the progress aof Mumbe the elephant.

There was an acrid smell of smoke
in the air.

“ Look ouu!”

“Keep clear!™

*Oh, erumbs!®

“Run for i!"

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp! Bunter,
with fascinated eyes, saw the gigantio
figure of the elephant loom up in the
dimness, the circus men seatlering before
him on all sides. Mumbo, generally a

atient and good-tempered animal, was
in & state of the wildest excitement,
roaring like & wild tusker in his native
forest.

Dance, the manager, backed against
Bunter’s van. Bunter reached out and
tapped him on the shoulder from the
window,

“l~I1—1 say, what's hoppened?” he
gasped.

Dance gritted his feeth.

“Bomebady sneaked into the ele.
th.m.’:. tenl, and let him loose—~and
ighted a bundle of straw to frighten
him. He's nca~ly mad now! There's
no tﬂuﬂlnng; him.*

“0Oh, lor'!”

Crash! Crash! came as the tramp-
ling elephant collided with a tent,
tramped through it, and dragged it
down.

“1—I-=I say, if he comes this way,
we——"" gtuttored Buntor.
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“If he comes this way, he'll biff that “What! I don't care what damage this little island, Inky! Might bo some
van right over,” said Dance. Huggin: does, so long as he doesn't giddy mad bull”
“Yarogh 1™ come back hero!” gasped Bunter, “It doesn’t sound like & bull,” said
~ “Look ogut!™ yolled Nobby Nobbs. “I was spesking of the elephant, Harry Wharton, listening intently to

“Dodge him.”

There was gnother rush, as the ele-
hant trampled across the ocamp, with
ragments of the broken tent clinging
to him.

“0h, erikey!” gasped Bunter. “Who
—who—was 1t, Dance! Has that beast
uﬁgma'bagn here?™ )
~“I shouldn’t wonder! Bomebody did
it,"” snarled Dance. “This will mean a
pretty bill to pay, if the elephant geis
away from the camp, and breaks down

fences and thu?a

“G-g-go  an
Bunter,

“ Fool I

“Lock here, Dance,
look aofter the show,”
“You aren’ paid to do
that elephant. ¥You go an
once.”

::}}d}.]m{: i Iy g .

, really, you know——"

“8hut up, you fat fool.”
. "Look here—" roared Bunter. “I
jolly well order you to go and ecatch
that beastly elephant, sea?”
Dance gave o savage laugh. '

“He's coming this wayl| Try it your-
salf, you dummy.” And the manager
disappeared round the van.

Bunter stood in the doorway, frozen
with terror. The excited, maddened
elephant wos lumbering right across to-
wards the van, as if he did not ges it
in his path, But he swerved as he
neared it, only his mighty shoulder
catching the corner of the van as ho
lrampla’d past. But the heave of
Mumbo's shoulder was like the charge
of a battering-ram. The caravan went
crashing over,

There was a yell from Bunter.

The van co]laﬁaed op its side, and
Billy Bunter collapsed inside it, rolling
over in the midst of a shower of falling
asnd tumbling furniture.

Bunter’s ufarmad yvells rang far and
wide.

Nobody heeded him,

The whole circus was watching the
ﬂleghnnt and dodging him. Even
Nobby Nobbs, who was aceistomed to
handiing Mumbo in. the ring, did not
care to approamel him in hiz present
frame of mind,

There was & gasp of relief when
Mumbo trampled out of the camp and
disappeared across the fields. From the
distance camo a sound of crashing

fences,
“He's gone!” g Wobby Nobbs.
“Hscaped [ said Danes. ““There’ll be
a pretty bill for this]”
“Yarooh! Helpl Whoop!” came

from Bunter's overturned ven.

“I dessay he'll calm down belore
morning,” said Nobby. “Hé'll come
back most likely.”

“He'll do some damage before that 1™
said George Mix

“He will that!" agreed Nobby.
*“There'll be some bill for the guv'nor
fo pay! It was that man Huggins did
it. I saw him mneaking off. If the
guy nor had had him run in—~"

“Yarooohk! Help!” _

“Bounds. a3 1 the v'nor's broke
something,” grinned Mobby. “Betler
go and get 'im gut!”

Bunter was excavated from the over-
turned caravan., He waz none the
worse, except for a few bumps, but he
was broathless, and spluttering wildly.

“' Ie—is—is he gona?” he gasped.
" Yea, guv'nor,
“Oh, [ gasped Bunter,
do a Jot of damage alore we
gei him back,” said Nobby.

k]
catch him!” gasped

ou're paid to
coted Bunter,
o away from

catch him at

gUv nor—"

*Blow the elephant! I mean Hug-
gins, you dummy! Is he gone?”

“Oh, yes, he's gone!” said Nobby.
;;Ifd __\"Qlll:d have him run in, guv'nor
o

“0Oh dear!”
“I dessay he expeets to get a chance
at you, guv'nor going arter the

elephant,” said Mr, Nobbs, with a grin.
“He's fair got it in for you, he haes.
You going after Mumbo now, sir 1"
“Ow! No fear!” "
“I g'pose it ain't much good till day-
light," agreed Mr. Nobbs,
“I'm not gning after him at all!”
roared Bunter. " What the thum% do
ou think I pay you weges for! Blow
im, anvhow ! Go and ecat coke !
“0Oh, my eye!” said Mr. Nobbs.
“Get that van up!” hooted Bunter,
“MNow then, don’t slack about, you lot!
Get that van up!”

The van was righted, and Dunter was
able to go back to bad. That was a
comfort. Befor. he locked his door
again Bunter howled to the circus mon:

“Don't go after that elephant! That
doesn’t matter! Don't go back to bed!
All of you stay awake and watch, in
case that beast Huggins comes back!
I vou don't, I'll sack the lot of you.”

And Bunter loecked his door and
went fo bed. All hands looked at one
anaother expressively,

“My eye!" said Mr. Nobbs,

And be wens back to bed. The rest
followed his example. Pursuing the
escaped elephant in the darkness was
not of much use. and any damage he
might do was the guv'nor's business,
not theirs, And the circus company
did not scem disposed fo remain awake
for the rest of the night, watching over
the safety of the boss. They did not
feel any molination at all-that way, At
the risk of the "sack ™ from the auto-
cratic guv'nos, they went to bed.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
An Unexpected Visitor !

'3 HAT the thump—" said
Bob Cherry.
*“Sounds like thunder !
“Con't be thunder 1" snid
Nugank,

I'HI

“Tha thunderfulpess is not terrific
said Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh. “ But
the esteemed noise i3 temarkable and
alarmful ¥

Five campers sat up in their blankets,
in their ¢camp beside the shadowy lane,
and listened,

Starlight glimmered down through
the trees, Eim lights &nd shadows
moved in the dusky lane.

From a distaace came a Joud and
strange sound, and had they been in &
wild, foreign land, the chums of the
Remove wouil have supposed that it
was the roariny of some huge wild
benat,

In the county of Burrey it was hardiy
possible to suppose that a wild beast
was roaming the woods and felds in
the night.

But the sound was
strange and alarm'ng. .
“My esteemed chums!™ snid Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh. “If we were in
my own excellent and execrable
country, I should eay that a wild
elephant was somewhere nearfully.”
Bob Cherry chuckled. i
“There aren't sny wild elephants in

undoubtedly

the trumpeting roar from the dim dis-
tamee. “But it's some hig animal.
We're too far from the circus to hear
the elephant there.”

“It is an estecmed elephant,” said the
Nabob of DBhanipur. with conviction.
“Perhapsfully he is taking an esiecmed
walk.” _

“They wou'da’t let him go around
loose,” said Johnny Bull. “I sy, it's
coming this way iwhatever it i1s.™

There was no. doubt ebout that. The
booming roar was approaching the
cyelist's eamp, and a heavy trampling
could be heard from up the dark lane
in the direction of Greenleaf.

Harry Wharton & Co. tumbled out of
their blankets,

“I’s the elephant, right cnough,”
said Bob., “He's got away from the
eircug, 1 suppose, Bome ass has let him
loose, ™

“He sounds jolly excited, too!"” said
Nugent, “If I]m butts into here, we'd
better not stop to argue.”

The juniors listene snxiously, They

felt sure now that the trumpeting noise
a&nd the h»am(-ly trampling came from an
elephant, and so far as they knew, the
¢ircus elephant was the only one in the
neighbourhood, An escaped elephant
trampling into the camp wds not a light
matior. Obviously it would be useless
to argue the point with him, ‘They
stared anxiously up the shadowy lane,
and stood prepared to dodge.
_In the easturn sky was a Elimm;:r of
light, . and the stars were paling at the
approach of dasn, The early summer
morning was ot hand. DBut it was still
dark under the elma where the {irey-
friars eyclists were camped.

They listened, their hearts besting
rather fast. There was a creshing of
hedges under a heavy bedy, end tho
sound of a fall and & wilder trumpetin
followed. As clearly as if they ha
seen 1b, they knew that the elephant
had trampled _thrr.'rug}'x the hedge, and
tumbled over in a ditch on thd other
side. They could hear a wild tram tinig
and mramﬁ;iing and crashing, and shrill,
excited trumpoting. Then the heavy
footsteps came along the nerrow lane
RERIN.

In the dim twilight a gigantic form
loomed up, and they saw two little eyes
Eh&i:i gleamed with rage from a massive
2RO,

" Hook 1t !" gasped Bob

The elephant was coming down to-
wards the camp, and, even if he passed
it, he would pass within a few yards
And if he turned on them—m

In & moment the Famoua Five were
secrambling up a tree, and they clam-
bered into the safety of branches out of
reach of the elephant’s trunk,

The gigentic fgure lumbered on down
the lane, the juniols watching it breath.
lessly from the foliage. The cyclists®
camp was pitched on a spot where o
wide patch of grass lay by the roadside,
with a gate in tho hedge beyonds
Etrnilghf: at the gate the elephant lums
bered, and thers was a sudden fearful
crashing a3 he came on the stack of
bicyclea.

Fiva hikes wero stacked together, anc
thera was 8 hurried sound of crunching
?a they went under the elephant’s huge
ant.

“0Oh crumbsl!” gasped Bob Cherry.
*The bikes!™ _

““Smashed I” exclaimead Nugent.

“The smashfuloess is terrife!” .

“Tucky we're not smashed, too,” said
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8 DON'T FORGET YOUR ' ANNUALS," BOYS!

-

Harry, with & deep breath. “If we
were in tha brute s path now—">"

Crash! Crunch! Smash ] _

Leaving the wrecked bicycles in a
jagged heap, tha elephant trampled on
towards the gato ere was another
crach as the pate went, at the first im-
pact of the mighty shoulders. Trumpet.
ing and trampling, the elephant lum-

on acros: & dark field,

“He's gone!” panted Nugent. _

“Stay where you are, though,” said
Harry. “The brute may come back.
We're safer hore. ™

“Yes, rather!” r

The junicrs remained in the branches
listening and watching. The heard
the elephant trampling about the field,
and tho crashing of another gate. Then

the thundering footsteps were heard
returning, and the gigantio figura
emerged .into the lane again. To the

horror of the Greyfriars juniors, the
elephant stopped, and locked upward at
the tree in which they were lodged,
and lifted his trunk and trumpeted. In
the growing light of dawn, they
watched the animal, remembering tales
they had heard of enraged elephants
tearing up huge trees by the roots, But
Mumbo, though he was wildly excited,
was not vicious. He stared up at the
five juniors in the tree, trumpeted and
squealed, and trampled across the camp,
and went on down the lane. Another
resounding crash told that he had
emashed Iﬁ;mugh a hedge and taken to
the Eelds. _ _

The frampling and trumpeting died
away &t last, and there was silence.
Harry Wharton & Co. descended from
the tree. g _ :

In the glimmering light of the
summer dawn, they looked at their
camp, They iﬂ-ﬂhﬂi st 1t with deep
dismay.

The bicycles were hopelessly smashed,
Tin pots and plates were flattened, and
the spirit-stove had been trodden on,
and was as flat as a_plate, The kettle
was trodden into a dise. Blankets and

und-sheets had not suffered much.
%,\ft everything in the camp that was
breakable was broken.

“My only hat!® said Bob Dherri.;
“Tooks like starting in the ear
morning—I don't think! Those bikes
are ecrap-irom | .

“The repairfulness will have to be
terrifio,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. “We are strandfully landed.”

Bob Cherry picked up his machine.
It hung from his hand & good deal like
a collection of seaweed.

“0Oh, what rotten luck!”

*“Tha rottenfulness is preposterous.”

“If thet fat little idiot Samm
Bunter hadn’t butted in, we shoul
have heen gona!” growled Johmy Bull
“Bother him! Look here, you men,
what are we going to dol” _

But that was a guestion more easily
asked than answered, It was rather
gi&'icult to decide what was going to be

one,.

THE SIXTH CHAPYER.
Compensation Required !

: ORNIN’, gentsl”
M “Hallo, hallo, hallol It's
the gidd{ﬂﬂluwn.”

Harry Wharton & Co. had
breakfasted, after a fashion. It was
impoesible to boil water or cook any-
thing. Some bread end biscuits had
eseaped damage. The butter waa still
there, but it had been trodden on by the
8 and wae spresd out very thin,
aud the juniors did not feel like
seraping it up, Fresh water from the
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spring in the wood washed down =
rather meagre meal., That, however,
was not very serious—ieliows on a
cyeling tour, -:amping out, expected to
meet  with little difficulties and to
rough it occcasionally. What mattered
very much was the state of the five
jiggers. All the chums of the Remove
were handy men, and could repair a
damage—but nob damages to this
extent. Indeed, it looked doubtful
whether the most expert mechanie in
Coventry, had he been on the spot,
could have done much for those bicyeles,
Mumbo had trodden on them, and he
had a most emphatic tread.

The stranded cyclists were discussing
the matter, when Nobby Nobbs came
down the lane from Greenleaf, and
paused to greet them. They greeted
him in refurn cheerily enough. Nobby
stared at the fragmentary bikes in the
grass, and grioned. 3

“1 was going to ask you gents if you'd
seeh anything of an escaped eleghant,*’
he remarked. “I reckon I needn't ask.”

“He's been here,” said Bob, with a
rucful grin. “"What the thump did you
ll*Et him wander away from the circus
ur!l!

“Feller let him loose last night,” ex-
Elamﬁd Nobby. “Frightened him by

ring somo straw. We've had a wild
night, I can tell you. The boss don't
scem to mind much, but Mr. Dance is
wild and waxy. That blinking bulli-
fant will de a lot of damage.”

“He's done some here,” said Bob.

“Looks ma if he ‘ave,” agreed Mr.
Nobbs. “I've follered him here with
busted fences and broken gates mnd
trampled bhedges to guide me. There'll
be a crowd “Em&i round our clrous
claiming damages, I fancy, i we don't
move on quick, And we can't move on
without that there clephant. He's our
biggest furn. Which way did he gol"

“Daown the lane,” said Bob. "1 dare
say he's in the town now, butting inio
ghop windows and shifting buses over.”

“Well, the pguv'nor will ‘ave to
square,” said Nobby, “ All his own fault
for letting that man Huggins run loose.
Why don’t he have the man run in and
locked wup safe! That's what we all
want to know.”

“Was it Huggins let the eclephant
locse?"” exclaimed YWharton.

“It was,” snswered Nobby, “I seed
him sneaking off after. The boss could
send him fo the stone jug for 1t. Only
he won't! Well, I got to look for that
bullifant. Mornin', gents!”

And MNobby Nobbs went on down the
lane, whistling as he went, looking for
the wandering elephant, but apparently
not hurrying himself,

“Look here, you men,” said Harry
Wharton, who had been thinking it
out, “wo can get those bikes put to-
gether in the town, but it will take a

“"How are we going to get them
along? They won't wheel avenl Can'g
carry them a mile,”

“We can hire a ecart somewhere,
There's a farm across the felds—I can
gee the smoke.”

Harry Wharton & Co. had planned to
start soon after dawn and wind up that
day in the next county. But it was
evident that they were not gmn% to see
Berkshire that day, and probably not
the next, or the 5&3" efter that. The
repalrs Tequir b MEEers wWere
extensive and complicated. Instead of
starting on » long and cheery spin in
the gelden summer’s morning, they
walked half a mile to a farmhouss,
where they succeeded in hiring & mabp
with & cart to take the bikes into the
nearest town., There they found a cycle
establishment, the proprietor of which
gazed at the machines in wonder when
they were presented to his view. He
had never been asked te perform repairs
to that extent before. However, he
undertook fo do his best, and the
jiggers were left with him.

It was o long walk to the circus, but
the juniors did mot mind the walk.
They had made wp their minds that
Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles must
pay for the damage done by his run.
away elepbant. at was only just;
indeed, it was & necessity, as the bill for
repairs would have exhausted the whals
cash supply of the party. Which would
have made it necessary to give up the
cycling  excursion and return to
Wharton Lodge—where they were not
expected back for a couple of weeks—
and that was not to be thought of.

It weas getting towards noon when
they arrived at the circus camp. There
were few men about; they guessed that
most of Mr. WhifBes® men were spread
over the countryside looking for the
escaped elephant. But they found Mr.
Dance, who stared af them irritably.

Danee was not in an agrecable mood
that morning. The boss was not worried
about the damage the elephant might
do, but the manager, whe had charge
of the cash-box, was very worried,
Takings had been good, but tho running
expenses of the circus were heavy, and
Mr. Dance's hopeless quest of winners
made a heavy drain on what was left.
When the claims for compensation came
in, as they were soon sure to do, Dance
was likely to have =a difficult task in
meeting them. ‘That task the boss
r:heerfullg left to him. Bunter did not
worry about the financial side of tho
circus business, so long as thers was no
shortage of supplies for himself. Any
shortage in that direction, undoubtedly,
would have made the Owl of the
Remove sit up and take notice.

“What do you schoolboys wanti”
snapped Dance, * We're busy here—no
time for pe-:iple to buft in”

jolly long time, and it will cost at least  “Your giddy elephant—" paid Bob
sorme pounds on each jigger. I don't Cherry,

seo blowing our whole supply of ecash  *“You've seen him " exclaimed Dance.
for our excursion on that., Whifles is  “He buited inte our camp, and

responsible for the damage his elephant
does. It's up to Whiffles to pay the bill
for these hikes.™

“T was just thinking so,” said Johnny
Buoll. *AnyhoWw, we've got to hunﬂg
about wasting time {ill they're mended.
for our excursion on that. Whiffles ia
i3 bound to pay the damage.”

“It won't less than twenty pounds
for the lot,” said Frank Nugent.
“ We're not millionaires.”

“We'll get them down to the town,
somehow, and then go and see Whillles
sabout it,” said the captain of the
Remove decidedly. “It's up to him.”
hBﬂh Cherry stared at the wrecked

eap.

smashed up five bicycles,” said Harry
Wharton. “We want Mr. Whiffles to
foot the bill.™

_ “The footfulness of the esteemed bill
ia the proper caper, on the part of the
abzurd biffles,” explained Hurrce
Jameet Ram Singh,

Dance stared at him.

“Eh! Oh! Well, you can see
Whiffles, if you like! -JHE:_! sprawling in
the grass on the other side of his van.
If he isn't eating you'll find him
peleep.”

“0h,” said Harry.
you chepa.” s

They went round the van indicated by
Dance, and found Mr. Whifles—or,

“Well, come on,
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hl]ig Bunter serambled to his fest just in time {0 mest the rush of the Famous Five as they poured ont of the tent. Bob

Cherry grasped the half-seen figure and grappled with it.

at least, William George Bunter in his
likeness, He was not asleep—he was
sgated in the sbade of the van, with a
glass of lemonade in one hand, and a
jam tart in the other.

He blinked at the
through his big s
_“0Oh! Yon %B] o
ing about i 5

“"The hanglulness about is your ex-
cellent fault, my esteemed Whiffles,”
seid Hurree Bmlgh

“0Oh, really, In

"Your elephant got mlo our camp
and emashed up our bikes,” said the
captein of the Remove curtly.

“0h, my hat!™

“We've taken them to a shop; and
the bill will come to at least twenty
pounds.”

“Heo, ho, hel!”

The ijuniors stared st Mr. Whiffea.
His fat cachinnation was so exaotly like
Billy Bunter's, that it was guite un-
CANDY.

“1 don't sea an
the matter, Mr.
Bull grufily,

Y He, he, hel”

“Well, what ara you going to do
about it?” demanded Bob.

“Ohl Mothing.*

“You can see that you must foot the
bill for the damage your elephant has

Famous Five
acles,
ws! You still hang-

*
I

ing to laugh st in
hifles,* aai&g Johnny

done Mr. Whifles,” gaid Wharton
patiently,
“ Nothing of the sort!  Besides, it

1wn’t my elephant! I—I1 mean—that

beast Huggins let him loose! You can
ssk Huggins to pay the bill.”

“Do you mean to say you won't pa
for the damage?” demanded Fran
Nugent warmly.

“Like wour cheek, I think,” said
Bunter. “Catch me paying your bills!
You've never paid mine! In fact,
vou've often refused to lend me a

measly half-erown when I've asked
von,”
“Eh! What!” ejaculated the juniors

sll topether, quite amazed by that state-
ment from the proprictor of the World-
Famous Circus.

“I—I—I mean—" stuttered Bunter.

“Well, what do you mean?
demanded Wharton.

“0Oh! Nothing.”

“Look here, that bill's got to be
aid,” said the caplain of the Remove.
*You know you're legally responsible,
Mr. Whiffios.”

L L] Rﬂ.tﬂ IJ‘I

“What ™ roared Wharton.

“ Rubbish 1

The juniors stared at him wrathfully.
Apparently Mr. Whifflea did not intend
to admit their claim, obviously just as
it was. Certainly, legal proceedings
would have compelled him to do so.
But legal proceedings, of course, wera
rather out of the range of schoolboys on
holiday. Bunter blinked at them cheer-
fully through his big spectacles.

“Then you refuse to foot the bill?"
asked Nupgent, at last.

“Yes, rather.”

* Got him ! ** he yelled.

“Backup!* (See Chapter 11.)

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, with a deep
breath. *¥You're a thumping rascal,
Mr, Whiffles,”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“And if you weren't old enoupgh to
ba my grandfather, I'd jolly well bang

your napper against that van!” roarcd
Bob wrathiully,
“He, he, he!™

“And I'll jolly well ehove that jam
tart down vour neck, anyhow."
“Good "’ said Johnny Bull, “and I'll

mop this lemonade over him.”
“I—I say, you fellows! Keep oft!"™
roared Bunter, in alarm. “I—I say, I-—

I was only jj-joking! It's all right.”

“ Look here——"

“(o to mansager,” gasped Bunter.
“Tell him I sent you! Tell him to pay
the Lill! It's all right! Nothing mean
about me! Tell him I said so0.”

“1f you mean that, Mr. Whiflea—"
said Harry.

“(h, really, Wharton! I su
know I'm a fellow of my word.”
“I know nothing about you.™
“0Oh! Yes! I—1 mean—""

Once again William George Dunter
did not eoxplain what he meant. It
dawned on hie fat mind, rather Iate in
the day, that his tongue was in great
danger of giving him awary.

“Let's go and see that man Dance
again, then,” said Harry. And leaving

r. Whiffles to jam tarts and ginger-
pop, the Famous lFi\'E went to look for
the manager.

Tre Macwer Lmrirr.—No. 1,073,

38 Yol



10

GRAND STORIES OF TOM MERRY & GO. APPEAR EVERY WEEK IN THE "GEM™!

s

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER,
A Difficult Debt to Collect ]

T UBBISH ¥
R That was Mr. Dance's answer.

“Look here——"
* Nonsense 1™

Y Mr. Whitfles spys—"*

“"Hang Mr. Whiffles. "

The manager was not in a good
temper. In fact, he was in & very bad
one, An infuriated farmer ha.r‘&’ just
interviewed him, with an excited tale of
smashed hedges and broken gates.
Already he had had an interview with
another enraged cultivator of the soil,
whose haystack had been torn to pieces
and trampled. He was expecting more
intorviews of this sort—many more. An.
the elephant was not caught yet.

It was not surprising that Dance was
in 2 bad temper, and had no politencss
to waste on a party of schoolboys who
came along for compensation for
smashed bieyeles. He had to listen fo
the farmers, who threatencd legsl pro-
-geedings, visite from local solicitors, and
a process called *attachment.” But he
considerad that he did not have to listen
to a mob of troublesome schoolboys.

“Look here,” hooted Bob Cherry.
* T?ﬂ@ bikea have got to be paid for,

“ Rubhish I

“We've asked Mr. Whiffles—"

“Go and ask him again, then, or
t3 Jericho!” snapped Dance. And
stalked angriig AWAY.

“Well, my hat!" said Bob.

“The estcemed and execrable gentle-
man 18 somewhat infuriated,” remarked
Eurrf_e& Jamset Ram Bingh. *“It is not
surpriseful under the ridiculous circum-
stances.  But 7

“Let's see that old fat bounder
again,” said Bob; and the Famous Five
trailed back to Mr. Whiffles.

BEunter had finished his morning
enack. Now he was leaning against the
van, his mouth open and his eyes closed,
snoring. A little nap till lunch seemed
to Bunter a comfortable way of passing
& summer's morning.

The juniors did not feel disposzed to
wait till Mr, Whiffles awakened. They
awskened him. A jab in his ribs from
an emphatic toe did it. Mr. Whiffles
awoke quite suddenly, and spluttered.

“Ow! Grocogh! Keep off, you beast!
Hglig" Mr. Whiffles had awakened
thinking of Bill Huggins.

. "Oh! ¥ou!" grunted Bunter, blink-
ing at them. “You asgain, you beasts!
What the thump have you woke me up
for? Go and sat coke ™

“Danco has sent us back to you, Mr.
Whiffles,” said Harry Wharton, “ We've
got to get the matter gettled.”

“What are you going to do about it,
Mr. Whifles 7 asked Boh.

“Oh! Nothing! TLook here, I'd pre-
fer to let the whole matter drop,” said
Bunter. “I never was a fellow 1o haggle
asbout money.*

18] Wh&t?lﬂ

“Ii's sordid,” eaid Bunter, blinking at
gir?jn. “Let it drop! I'm fed up with
]

fo

“You silly chump!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Can’t vou gl;at it into your fat
"head that our jiggers have been smashed
up, and the man won’t stick them to-
gether agein for nothing 1

“The fact 13, I'm rether short of tin,
at the ent moment,” said Bunter.
“That boast Dance keeps me awiully
short. Look here, come eslong next
week—or say the week after—"

“After the circuz has moved ont”
asked Nugent sarcastically.
Tae MioNEF LRARY.~No. 1,073,

1 order was simply staggermg,

“Exzactly! I—I mean—nothing of the
sort. The fact is, I'm expecting a postal-
order——"

“What?” gasped the juniors,

“From one of my titled relations,”
sald Bunter.

£ Gh ﬂfum.h's !H

“Then I'll settle,” said the Owl of the
Remove. “Let it drop till then. T'm
sleepy.”™
_ The juniors gazed at Mr. Whiflles as
1f fmscinated. There was something

absolutely uncanny about this. His
many striking resemblances to Billy
Bunter had struck them before; they

had aecounted for it by the theory that
ha was related to the Bunters. lgut to
hear that he was expecting a postal-
Billy
Bunter's pestal-order, which he was
always expecting and which never came,
waa celebrated at Greyiriars. Det it
was amazing o hear the same tale from
the proprietor of the World-Iamous
Circus.

Bunter closed his eyes again, as if he
considercd the motter atan end. But it
wai not guite at an end. The fat Owl
reposed comfortabiy for about the
millionth part of a second. Then he
opened his eyes suddenly as a remnant
of ginger-beer trickled from a bottle
down his neck.

Grooh!

Y“Ow!  Oooch!
squaaked Bunter.

“This matter bus got to be settled,”
remarked Bob Cherry.

“Beast! TI'll settle up next term.”

Y MNext torm 1™ ejaculated Bob.

“Yos! I-—I mean, noxt week! That's
what I really meant to say. Look here,
I'll make Danes pay for your rotten old
jiggers. T'H tell him to send you =
chequa. Now go away. 1'm fed-up with

ou.”

Beast!”

“We're more than fed-up with vou,”
said Harry Wharton. ' “But we're
stranded here till the bikes are mended,
gnd weo can’t get them again till the
bill is paid. We're in & fx.7"

“He, he, hal”

“(Oh, oomoe away !™ said Bob., ‘1 shall
punch him if he e¢ackles any more
We'd better go to the police station
about it. They'll tell us what to do.”

“Good!" agreed Wharton,

“TI say, you fellows,” exelnimed
Bunter, in alarm, “I—1 wouldn't de
that! I don't want any bobbies nosing
about here. They might noce out that—
that—that—— I mean, [—1 don't want
to trouble them, It's rather a shame to
waste their time, zay, I'll tzll you
what! Stay to lunch."

id Eh ?u

“I'm jolly glad to see you fellows
again, you know,"” said Bunter. *I
always am glad to see old pals. I say,
I'm going to have a ripping lunch—
better thun you get at home, I can tall
you. I can tell [;;-;-u that m_'i' grub here
mnkes the Groyfriars grub lock simply
silly. Stay to lunch, old fellows, and
we'll talk it over.”

The juniors regarded the circus pro-
prietor curiously. They <¢ould not
account for his evident alarm at the
idea of coming into contact with the
police. But there were many things
about this remarkable Mr. Whiffles for
which they could not aceount.

“Blow your lunch, and blow youl"
said Bob Cherry grufly., “Those bikes
have gat to be paid for, and that's the

point.
“Wall, bring the bill along, and I'll
give you s chegue for it," eaid Bunter,
“Don’'t you bother about going to the
pﬂﬁﬁ?, station. Bobbies are [rightfully
nosy.
“In there anything here you don’t
want bobbies to mnose into!" asked
Nugent sarcastically.

“Yes, rather! I mean, no—nothing
of the sort, of course. Still, I don't want
to bother them. Bring along your hilli
I'll =ee you bave & cheque! That's all
right. Now let a fellow sleep.”

he boss of the circus closed his eves
again, This time he was allowed to
slumber in peace. The juniors walked
away, not wholly satisfied; but feeling
that there was nothing more to be done,

They walked into the village of Green-
leaf to lunch at the inn. Then they
walked back to the town, four miles
away, where the bikes had been left for
repair,

“This giddy coyeling tour eeems to
have turned into a walking tour!” Bob
Cherry remarkad. *“By the way, isn't it
queer that we've seen nothing of Bill
Bunter at the ecireus. Weo know he's
thera,”

“Blow Bunter, and blow the circus!”
gruntad Jc:-hnnqr Bull. “Blow all the

unters! There's too many Bunters, and
too much of all of them,”

"“The too-muchfulness is terrific.”

At the cycle shop the juniors learned
that the repair the bikes had been
undertaken, that the job would last four
days at least, and that the total cost
would be tweniy-two pounds ten
shillings, With this cheerful news, and
a Inll for the amount—which evidently
had to be paid before the jiggers could
be reclaimed, Harry Wharton & Co. left
the shop, and walked once more towards
the circus ca collect that cheque
from Mr. Whitles, but feeling consider-
able doubt on the subject.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Has a Brain-Wave |

i UREKA!"
E GE*U!}E Mix looked quite
H-E‘n&-l"t}ﬁ "

George was fairly busy.

The September aftornoon was hot. In
tho big tent a cireus performance was
going on,  Galloping of horses, and
more or less musical music, awoke the
echoas, Ewrgohady was  occupied—
excepting the boss. The boss reclined
in o wicker-chair in the shadow of his
van and took it easy. An ample lunch
was packed away inside Billy Bunter.
Now he was toying with ice-creams. It
was the duty of George Mix to supply
chocolates and other light refreshments
to patrons of the circus; but Bunter
gave him little time to perform those
duties. Bunter generally wanted some-
thing, and when the boss wanted any-
thing it waa no time for delay.

George was now supplying Bunter
with ice-creams. Quite a plentiful
supply of icevreams had already been
disposed of, but _more were wanted,
George came up with a fresh supply.

Bunter had been thinking.

This unaccustomed proceeding on
Bunter's part had brought & deep
wrinkle into his fat brow. He gazed at
George abzently, as he consomed ice-
creams, He startled George by that
sudden exclamation.

“0Oh, sir!"” said (Zeorge.

George did not know any Greek. He
thought that the boss was waxy and
calling him names.

A fat grin broke over Bunter's face,
Evidently he was pleased with the
result of his cogitations,

“BEureka!” he repeated.

Bunter did not take Greek at Grey-
friars 8School; his knowledge of that
language was limi to one word—
“eurcks.” In fact, he knew one word
more of Greek than George did.

“What's the row, guv'nor?” maker
Gecrge in on aggrieved tone.
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#Howi” repeated Bunter,

#Ain't that ice-cream right,
guv nor { "
“Ripping!” answered DBunter.

*Top-holo ™

“ Ain't the biscuits all right "

“Final"” answered the bosse.

“Wall, what’s the rew, then? zaid
George. “What you call me names for,
I'd like to know, guv'nor?” :

Bunter blinked at him and grinned
again. He understood that he was mis-
understood. )

“That's all right, George! 1 only snd
eureka,” he answered condescendingly.

“Who's a reeker 7 demanded George
restively.

“Ha, he, hol
word, George,” Bunter explained.
menans * I've found 1t.* *'

“Doea it, air?” suid George. He had
never suspooted Mr., Whiffles of being
the possessor of classical knowledge
before. .

“ 1t does,” sald Bunter, “and I sad
eurcka, George, because ['ve got an
idea! T'm the {fellow {for ideas!
Precious few fellows about with a brain
like mine, I fancy.”

““Not outside a hln-nmir}g; 'ome for
idiots, anyway,” George said to himself.
hBu.t he avas careful not to say it to the

098,

“i'va got it,” said Bunter. "I rather
think of things, you know. Intellect,
and all that! That’s what you get from
a FPublic-school education, George. It
mukes a fellow self-reliant, resourceful,
cool as iee in an emergency, brave as
a lion in the hour of danger! That's
wi;:?t it’s d::-;:gd for me, George!”

SOrge B8 ¥

He hidgmt. known that Mr. Whiffes
was & Public-school man, and he had not
observed that the boss was cool as ice
i an emergency, or brave as a lion at
any time whatever. In the hour of
danger, in George’s opinion, the boss'
ceolness was wholly confined to his feet,
which at such times could be better de-
seribod a8 cold than merely cool.

“You wouldn't understand it, of
courss,” said Bunter patronisingly, *but
that's how it iz, George. It's the Publie-
school system doea it.” Bunter liked to
talk, especially about himself, and he
was now in the happy and glorious posi-
tion of having a listener who. heing in
his employ, could not escape. George
shifted from one foot to the other, and
east o longing glance towards the circus
tent But ia could not go. and he
listened. “That's what's made mae what
I am, George.”

“Is i, sir 7** said George, who did not
know what the Public-school system
was, Hut did not think much of it if
it had made the boss what he was,

“Yes,'" said Bunter “Now, f'rin-
gtance. suppose an escaped lion should
come this way, Gecrge——"

“There ain't any lions in the circus,
Mr. Whiffes! You mean & helephant?”
suggfgstﬂd Gﬂurgﬂ. ;

"You ass! I'm putting & case !” said
Bunter irritably. “Suppose an escaped
lion—or an elephant, if you like—came
this way, you'd bolt.”

“1 would that!” agreed George.

o I‘-In:uw; I shouldn't,” said Bunter,

SEh

“You'd see me as cool and calm me
ice,” explained Bunter. * Without turn-
ing & hair, T should face the danger,
whatever it was! While all you common
fellows ran for it or yelled for help, I
should stand up to it, like Pontius
Pilate defying the lightning, vou know,
or like Ajax fagcing the Philistines—Ilike
a—a—2a tower of strangth. That's what
comes of being a Public-school man,
George I

Eureka iz a Gresk
h | 5

George gazed at the boss. Then he
uttered a sudden startled ejaculation.

“That blooming Huggios, sir—"
“What "

“He's coming 1"
“Ow 1" roared Bunter.
He leaped from the wicker chair.

Ice-creams went to the right, ice-
creams went to the left. Biscuits Hew
to all parts of the horizon. Faster still

flew Bunter.
Bump! Crash!
Bunter landed in his van and slammed

the door.

“Ow! Keep him off 1 he roared.
“Keep him away! Call Dance! Call
the men! Stop the performance!

Fetch the police ! Help [

“It's all right, sir!” said George.
“He ain’t coming "

“What ¥

“I thought I seed *im, sir, Lut it was
only that feller Slaney coming round a
tent, sir!"

“Oh ! gasped Bunter. *Sure?”

George winked into space.

“Yessir!  Quite sure! It's only
Slaney ! 1 jest thought for a minnit it
was that blooming ﬁuggins—"

: You fool! ¥ou ass! You idiot!”
~“Oh  eir! said George depreest-
ingly.

“T've a jolly good mind to sack you [
roared Bunter. “QGiving a fellow =&
fr}%‘ht like that, you blinking chump !

he fat Qwl rolled out of his van
again. He blinked round him through
his big spectacles. Thers was no sign
to be seen of the redoubtable Huggins.
George had been mistaken—or had he?
Bunter Blinked wery suspiciously at
George.

But George's face was very grave.
It was impossible to suspect George of
pulling so important a leg as Bunter’s.

Bunter sat down again,

“Dring me stome more ice-creams!”
he snapped. “ You zilly ¢chump! You
gave me & fr—I mean, a start! Of
course, I'm not afraid of the man! If

he came along here now I'd knock him
spinning ! Fetch me some more ice-
creams, vou burbling ass !

George obeyed, and did not chuckle
till he was out of hearing of the boss.
Hiz face was grave agein when he
reburned with the ice-creams.

“¥ou can go back to the tent!l”
snapped Bunter., “You're stupid,
George! You're a silly fool, in fact!
Look here, if those Greyfriers fellows
conie nIunﬁ again, bring them to me

at once! I want to see them particu-
larly!  Treat them civilly, do you
hear #"'

“Yes, guv'nor ¥ said Georpe.

“Now geot out!"

George, not sorry to go, pot out.
Bunter's conversation, fascinating as it
was, had palled en him.

Bunter leaned back in the chair, and
consumed ice-greams in vast gquantities,
and smiled. The idea that had gormi-
nated in his fat brain leaaedgchim
immensely. The more he thought of it,
thEl more he liked it. In fact, it was
guite a brain-wave.

And when he caught sight of five
boyish figures coming across tha field he
waved s fat hand to themy, and
shouted :

“1 say, vou fallows!"

“Hallo, halle. halle "

“This way, you chaps! I'm glad to
see you %nme over here and have
some ice-creams M

And “AMr Whiffles" turned on his
pleasantest grin to greet the chuns of
the Remove as they came.

e ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter's Bodyguard ! |

= g7 ARRY WHARTON & CO.
1 stood before the clegantly
sprawling proprietor of the

World Famous Citcus and
looked ot him. His genial recoplion
rather surprised them after  the

iContinwed overleaf.)
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happenings of the morning. But they
were rother glad of it. If Mr. Whifles
meant to play the game, it would save
a lot of trouble. .

“81t down., old fellows!” said Bunter
cordially. ;

There was only the prass to sit upon,
and the juniors preferred to stand.
Still. the invitation was no doubt hos-
pitable,

“Like some
Bunter. _ ]

“Thanks, but we'd rather talk busi.
pess 1™ said Harry Wharton bluntly.

“Plenty of time for that,” answered
Bunter genially—"lots of time! Havae
some ice-orearn Breb! George [

He blinked round irritably.

“Where's that ass George? Where's
that idiot George? My hat, I'll sack
that booby if he keeps me waiting like
this! I'l}l—"

*¥es, guv'nor ¥

Georze waa ab his elbow.

“(Dh, thera sou are, vou fathead!
Bring ice-cream for my friends—Ilots of
[+ %harp il

“Yes, guv'nor "

“And iring chairs, or a bench, or
something ! said Bunter. * Look alive,
you slow-coach ™

“¥Yes, guv'norl|” sald the
George.

dome wicker chairs were brought and
a bench, and the Famouz Five sat down,
not sorry to get & rest after & lot of
walking. 'The ice-creains were good and
plentiful, and tha junicrs found them
agrecable. But the efusive geniality of
the bozs surprized them meore and more.

“Now, you fellows,” szaid Bunter,
“I've been thinking. I've thought it
out " I've got a proposition to make to
¥ou.

* About the bikes ™ asked Bob.

“Blow ‘he bikes—I mean, yas! I'll
pay the hill, of course!” said Bunter.
“That's all right! T'l] sce my manager
anbout it as soon as he comes out of the

ice-creams?” pursucd

patient

tent. Never mind that now. Now, yon
fellows are rather stranded, aren't
Fﬂu Eu

“That's sa,” assanted Bob. ™ We can't
ret on our way for days now, thanka
to vour hlessed elephant, Mr. Whiffles 1

“Y¥ou'll have to put up somewhero—
what "

“0Oh, wo can camp out all right!”
said Wharton,

“But it will cost you money,” argued
Euntﬁ5+ “You can't live on air, 4 sup-
pose

“That's =0,” said Wherton, puzzled.
“Wo don't expect to live on air, Mr.
Whiffles. What are you driving at?"

*“Well, how would you like & job?"

#Awp—n job?*

“'That's it " zaid Bunter, blinking at
the captain of the Remove. *I don't
mean work,"” he added hastily. "Don’t
be scared. It ain't work. How'd you
like to stay with the circus——->"

“Btay with the circus!” repeated
Nugent,

“And travel with if—"

“Travel with it?" said Johnny Bull,
staring.

“All expenses paid, and a tent to
camp in, and the fat of the land to live
on,” said Bunter. *Free admission to
all the performances, if you like, and
George wait on you—when can
spare him—what 1

“0Oh, my hat 1" ‘

_*Bettor than hanging round a little
country town waiting for your bikes to
he put together — what?" grinned
Bunter.

The Famous Five locked quite
slankly at the fat gentleman in the
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chair. The proposition tock them
utterly by surprise.

“ But what——"" stuttered Bob Cherry.

“¥You seo, I'd like your company,”
sutl Bunter,

*0Oh, my hatl”

“Youw're such nice chaps—"

“(Great pipl” )

“1 always liked you, ysu koow,” said
Bunter.

“Ded-d-did youl”

“1've always said sou lot were the
best of the bunch 1n the Remove, you
know.”

“What on earth do you know about
the Bemove, hMM» Whifles "

“0Oh! Ah! Nothing, of
stammered Bunter. 1—I m&a:b—="

“But what—>" repcated Bob Cherry.

This change on the part of Mr.
Whiles was too surprising to be assimi-
lated at once. i

“You'll have good quarters,” said

coursae,”

Bunter. “You'll have good food—
plenty of it. I look after the food
myself.

I can tell you I txke j-:ril% par-
ticular care about the {ood. Ance
Erumhie’a about the expense, but I shut
im up fast enough, 1 can tell you.
You'll live on the fur of the land.
You'll see life, you know. You can go
on in the ring, 1f you chooze—after all,
vou can ride, Wharton, Not like I do,
of course; still, you can ride. What do
you say? Like the ideat”

The juniors exchangel glances.

That they liked the idea, so far as
that went, was obvious from their looks.

The circus appealed to them; there
would be plenty of fun and excitement
in travelling with a circus—indeed, it
beat a cycliug{ tour by a great deel, for
a change at least, 2

And even had it not been so attractive
in itself, it was bette than waiting
about for days while their bicyeles were

turned into pgoing concerns Agalm.
'That was indubitable.
But they did not understand, The

offer was utterly unexpected, and they
did not know wﬁat to make of it

“But what do yon want us to do, Mr.
Whifles 7™ asked Wharton at last. “You
want something, I suppose ¥

"MNot at alll You come ns my

nests,” said Bunter. “Just because I
ike you, you kmow. OFf couree, one
good turn deserves another.”

“Quite! And what is the other1”

*“Well, once or twice you fellows have
butted in when that beast Huggins was
after me,” said the Owl

“0Oh1” Wharton Legan to under-
stand. .

“He's still after me,™ said Bunter.

“Yon could have him locked up”
said Nugent. “Vou've got no end of
charges apainst him, and he could be
sont to chokey for what he's done™

Bunter grinned.

“That wouldn’t do,” he answered. I
—I mean, I—I'm rather tender-hearted,
vou know. I—I forgive him! Ho—he's
misguided. I—I hope he'll think better
of it if T let him off Lightly. See?”

o juniors did not see. Such for-
iving tender-heartedness to a ruffian
ike Bill Huggins seemed to them rather
out of place; and rather inexplicable
as Mr. Whiffles was obviously in mortal
terror of the man, However, that was
BMr. Whiflles' own businesa,

“The beast is looking {or & chance to
bash me™ went on Bunter. ““Well, I
don't want to be bashed, you know.”

“The bashfulness 7= not an esteemed
boonful blessing,” agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“If you fellows come along with me,
you can keep an eye open for him,*
said Bunter, “If he comes along, tackle
him. I don't want him run in, because

—hecause ['m so tender-hearted. But

you can thrash him-—thrash him hard—

jolly hard, Anyhow, "“eep him off.

You'll be & body-guard, see(”

B“ﬁ& body-guard 7 repeated Johnny
1uil.

“That's it," said Bunter. “You'll
travel slong with the circus, and keep
that beast off, That ain’t much to do,
is it You're not funky of him "

“We're not furky ° him, certainly,”
spid Harry Wharton, * But—"

“Take 1t on,” satd Bunter
pood offer; Tl agree to anything
roasonable. You'll zave all your ex-
penses. You'll have & good time,
may put you on 4 salary list.”

“MNever mind that,” said Harry, with
a sintle. ™ We shouldn’t want that. I
rather like the idea. What do you
iellows say 1

“The likefulness is rorrific.’

*Good egg!” said Bob Cherry. “We
join the jolly old circus, and we put the
stopper on the Huggins bird if he blows
o, Is that it, Mr. Wheiles ™

“That's it, old chap.”

“It's & go!®

“The go-fulness 15 terrifie!™

Bunter grinned complacently. Days
of fcar and mights of terror were at an
vpd for the boss of the World-Famous
Circis,. So long as Huggins was at
liberty, be would keep off the veal Mr,
Whifles. So long as the Famous Five
ware on guard, he would not get at the
spoof r. Whiifles, Bunter head
reason to be satisfied with his astute-
nesa. He could no* have secured a mora
efficient body-guard; and expenss was
no object with Bunter. ‘The Famoua
Five had equal reason to be satisfied. A
tour of the country, camping with the
eircus, was very attractive; and they
Jid not share in the least the boss'
terror of Mr. Hu%gin& They were quite
prepared to handle that gentleman effici-
ently if he blew in.

And so it was settled!

“It's a

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Camping with the Cirous

ANCE came out of the big tent by
D the staff emit, The perform.
ance was aver, and the crowd waa
streaming away. Dance came
peross to Me. Whifiles' van, and scowled
at the sight of v sunburnt boys
gathered at an alfresco tea with tga
boss, George Mix busily waiting on the
tea-party.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in cheery
moad.

The arrangement they nad made with
Mr, Whifles rather pleased them. And
the boss, equally 16&}&&, was i his best
temper, and made himself as agrecabla
as possible. And the tea was good and
ample—there was no doubt about that,
Whether Billy Bunter -ould manage a
circus or not, there was no doubt what-
avar that he kpnew how to order gruhb.
Sprends in the study at Grogfriars
paled into insignificance beside this tes
at the circus. Ho far as the commis.
sarist went, the Famous Five were
likely to do quite well as honorary
members of Mr. Whiffles® ataff.

Dance scowled at them and at the
bosa. Dance had seen eeveral claimants
for damages that day, and had hcard
that several more had asked to see him.
Mumbo the elephant seemed to be put-
ting in a lot of activity, and he had not
heen captured yet,

The ¢irous could not move on till
Mumbo was brought to book; and in
the meantime claims for damages woere
growing up like mushrooms.
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The boss did not mind; but Mr,
Dance minded very much. Hence the
black scowl with which he regarded the
fcu-party.

Dance was very restive under the
boss® expenditure on tuck. On such a
matter 1t was useless to remonstrote;

Bunter was deaf on that side of his Th

head, so to speak.

On other points Bunter might make
concessions; on that point he was
adamant. A shortage of tuck would
have driven Bunter away irom the
cirens, and Dance could not afford to

vt with him. _

1t was true that Bunter supposed that
be was lord and inaster, and monarch
of all he surveyed. As a matter of fact,
Dance looked on him as a tool, to bo
used so long as he was useful, and then
kicked out. But he was not only uvse-
ful now, but indispensable:; without him
to represent hir. Whiffles, it was impos-
sible for the menager to carry on, and
handle the cash-box, and continue his
will-u’-t-haawiuﬁ hunt for winners,

“What's all this?” grunted Dance.
“What are these schoolbays here fort
What the dickens—"

Bunter gave him a blink,

“These fellows are my guests,” he

answeored. “I'Hl trouble you to treat
thern respectfully, Dance. I don't allow
my emplayees to ba cheeky to my guests,
or to me. Got that?”

Dance breathed hard.

In private he could tell the boss what
ho thought of him; but with other ears
to hear he had to treat Bunter as Mr.
Whiffles, for his own sake. It was quite
a painful position for the manager, who
had never longed to kick any u-é{ B0
much as he longed to kick William
George Bunter.

“The elephant's not been found yet!”
he growled.

“And why not!” demanded Bunter.
“Why haven't you found him, Dance?
I don't pay you to leave my elephant
wandering about loozel”

Dance gasped. -

“ Just see that it's done,” said Bunter,
with a wave of his fat hand. “I'm
not satisfed with you, Dance. You're
slack 1"

“ Look horg———="

“That's enough!” interrupted Bunter.
“No cheek! By the way, these chaps
are staying with me. They're going to
travel with the circua”

“What!” hooted Dance,

“Pon't snort et a fellow like that,
Danca! I don’t like it. See that a
tent is prepared for them. Fix it up
mmfﬂrtail):»iy—ﬂamp beds, and all that—
never mind expense, 1 mever comsider
expenso in such matters, Everything of
the vory best. Seef” ]

" Yon—you—hem—Mr. Whiles—-"

“You tE‘I'I: too much, Dancal It's your

reatest fault,” esaid DBunter. “I'm
airly well satisbed with you as
manager, but you talk too much. Don't
argue. I don't like it.”

ance suppressed his feelings with
difficulty.

“What are these schoolboyas coming
with the circus for?’ he demanded.

“Because I want them,” said Bunter

coolly. “That's anﬁughi I've sottled
it. Bea that the tent is ﬁ(ot ready. Have
it pitched close by the door of my

caravan—I shall use my own van again
now I've got a body-guard. And see
that that hill is 'Fﬂ.i.s—'-fﬂr their hikes.
I'm not g’uing to be mean about that
Hee that it's paid.” :

“If you're thinking of keeﬁigg thezo
schoolboys banging about CLECUS
becauze vyou're airaid of that man
Hy‘gginu——" hissed Dance.

nee for all, I don't want any

cheek,” roared Bunter.
the sack, Dance, say so0.”

Dance controlled hia feelings and
walked away. Bunter grinned triumph-
antly, kring Dance was not practic-
ahle for Bunter, any more than kicking
Bunter out was practicable for Dance,
_ wera indispensable to one another,
in the present peculiar state of affairs
at the World-Famoue Circus. But that
was no reason why DBunter should not
i_,lmmgl TE weight about. And he threw
it about.

The juniors exchanged glances. What
the manager thought was not 2 matter
of any great concern to them: indeed,
Dance’s remarks seemed to them
extremely cheeky. Tt was for the boss
of the circus to decide these matters.

“If you want

—
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“That's how 1 keep 'em in order, vou
fellows,” said Bunter complacently.
“Don’t you worry about Dance. The
fellow doesn't guite know his place,
you know, He's rather chenk;. But 1
make himn toe the line. Like tho cake?®™

“Topping, Mr, Whiffles,*

“The topfulness is terrific.™

“By the way, Mr. Whiffles, iz Bunter
gtill here ?*" msked Wharton.

“Eh

“Billy Bunter, you know.
with the circus?”

“Ohl Yes! No*

“Weo met Sammy Bunter yesterday
going home, and we saw him to the
station,” said the captain of the
Bemova,

The boss started,

“0Oh! Did—did he tell you a,m{;hing?
I esay, you fellows, don't you believe &
warE Sammy tells you. e's untruth-

ful.
“He dido't tell us anything—>"

Is he still

“Dh, good!” ‘igasped Bunter. Tor a
moment, he had had a misgiving that
Sammy had given him away.

* But what about Billy Bunter?” asked
Harry, *If he's here—*

“Oh! Nol! Not at all.”

“He's been with the circus, though,”
said DBaoh.

“Yes! But—but he's Enne," said tha
Boss. “The—the fact is, he—he died
guddenly last night—"

“ What?” _

“I-—1 mean, he—he didn’t exactly die
suddenly, but he was very ill, and—and I
had km taken away to hospital—-"

“Poor old Dunter!” gaid Nugent.
“TWhat was the matter with hinmi—eat-
ing too much, I suppose?”

"Obh, really, Nugent—"

“If he's on his beam-ends, we'd Letter
go and sea him* =said Bob Cherry.
“Where is he now, Mr. Whiflles? If ho's
in hospital, I suppose he's not very far

away "

“Oh! Yes! Miles! IHundreds of
miles.”

H“:I].lat ?J?

*“I—I mean, he—he got better and—
and went home,” stammered Bunter,
“That's what I meant to say. He—he
went home with S8ammy.”

“But he wasn’'t with Sammy-—-"

“I mean, he went home efter Sammy.
He's not here! You can take my woid
for that! You won't see him hero.
Have some more cake.”

“Then he isn't ill?" asked Wharton,
gtaring blankly at Mr. Whifes.

“Yes! I mean, no! Quite well, in
fact! Don't you worry sbout him.
I sent him home in a car”

“But you said he was ill—*

“Did 1! That was ooly a—a fgure
oi speech| He's all ngfhti Have some
of this coconut ice. It's ripping.”

- Why Mr. Whiffles was lying, the
juniora could not guess. The mystery
of Billy Bunter puzzled them extremely.
That he was at the circus, or had
recently been at the circus, they knew,
and there zeemed no reason why the
Bosa should prevaricate on the subject.
But prevarication was evidently one

e

more matter in which Me WhiHias
resembled Bunfor
As the boss was obviously anxzious to

change the subject they lot it drom,
much to Bunter’s relief. What the
Famous Five would have thought, had
they known that Billy Bunter was before
them, dizguized in the wig and bea-d
ard waxed moustaclie of Montgomery
8t. Leger Whifles, the fat Owl ecounld
not gucsa. But eertainly they were not
likely to enter inte the remarkable
scheme he had concocted with thoe
ranager. :
That night, before Bunter retired lo
his van, a tent was put up close by the
door for the Famous Iive. There was
much curiosity 1o the cirens on the
subject of the juniors, but they found
the whole company eivil and agreeabls,
with the solitary exception of Mr.
Danee. Dance had to mako the best of
it. When the circus turned in, Bunter
rolled inte the blue-and-red caravan,
feeling more secure than he had felt
for a long time.

“1 say, you fellows, keep your cyes
apen, you know,” heo called out [rom
the door of the van.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“How are we going to sleep with our
cyes open, you know,” ho called ouwt
from the door of the van.

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“We'll wake up all right, if there's
any frouble,” seid Harry Wharton
# [}.;:;ck our door and leave it fo us
Mr, Whiffles,*

[Continned on page 16.)
Tae Magrer Lipnway.—No. 1,073,
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They heard Mr. Whifles lock his door.
Before they turmed in, they heard s
deep snmore proceeding from the blue-
and-red caravan.

“Miy hat ! murmured Bob Cherry.
i dn't you fellows swear we were in
the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars,
listening to Buntor "

Herry Wharton laughed.

“He enores like Bunter, and he talks
like Bunter—he's got nearly all Bunter's
fonny ways,” he said. " He must be a
near relation.”

“NWNot a bad old bean, i his way”
remarked MNugent. *“It will be fun
travelling with the circus.”

“Yes, rather.”

“MThe ratherfulness is terrific.” :

And leaving the door of the tent wide
open, partly on account of the heat of

p summer night, and partly to keep
the steps of the caravan within view,
the Famoue Five turned into their camp
beds. Thera was no doubt that they
would awaken promptl ennug’n if there
was &n alarm at Mr. Whiffles' caravan;
and if the redoubtable Huggins blew in,
they were preparcd to handle him.

Silence and slumber descended on the
cireus camp.

It was Bob Cherry, who slept nearest
the door, whe awakened first, at & sound
close ot hand, -

Bob sat up in bed and listened.

He was sleepy, and he did not want
to turn out. But he was ready to keep
his compact with AMr. Whiffles. If thera
was & midnight marauder in the camp,
that marauder Lad to be dealt with,
according to plan,

Bob liztened intently. -

There was an unmistakable ereaking
of the caravan steps under a iread.

Bob =lipped qnietly out of bed and
awnkened his comrades.

“Turn  ouf, voen fellowe—" he
whispercd.

“What—"

“He's come !™

(9] Gh !1'.5'

The juniors turned out, and dragged
on  their trousora and shoes. They
poered oub from the opening of the tent,
into pitchy darkoess, Nothing was to
be seen, save the dim outline of the
big caravan. Dut from the blackness
came the szound of somebody moving,
and then. suddenly, the sound of a
stumble and a fall,

TR R .

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

HAVE YOU JOINED

Bunter had changed back to hiz own
van that night; and Bunter had die-
tinetly told George Mix to make the
usual -arrangements for the night.  The
wsieal arrangements were & supply of
tuck on the table beside Bunter's bed in
the van. ]

At CGresfriars, if Bunter woke in the
night, he woke, of course, hungry. But
at Greyfriars he had no resource but to
grunt and go to sleep again. Tuock in
the Remove dormitory waz strigtly for-
bidden. _

At the Weorld-Famous Circus, matters
were much better. There, Bunter was
accustomed to keeping & large supply
of tuek in his earavan. If Bunter wake
in the night, he had ounly to stretch
out a fat %:aﬂd, to help himself to jam-
tarts, or cake, or meringues, or all
sorts of tasty and indigestible things
This was the sort of thing that made
life really. worth living ; it made waking
up in the night a luxury. And Bunter
had dropped into the habit of waking
about midnight, and taking 1n proven-
der in huIE. It was fortunate that
Bunter had the digestion of an ostrich.

Now, as he groped over the table,
his fat fingers met only cmpty space.
That slacker, that lazy boast, that in-
iquitens rotter, George, had neglected to
;:ﬂm:u the usual supply ready to his hand,
Perhaps Goeorge had forgotten that the
boss had changed vans again. It would
be like him to forget even important
things. George had been into the town
that afternoon for supplies, and had
gone to bed when he came back. Ter-
haps he was tired—he was quite beast
enough to go to bed because he was
tired, regardless of important duties.

“T'll sack him!” breathed Dunter.
“T'1l sack the beast!” )

Sacking George on the morrow might
be a solace. But it did not fill the ach-
ing void at the present moment.

Bunter was hungry.

Tt was hours since he bad fed; and
he had eaten hardly enough for four.
He had woke up famished. _

And there was nothing eatable in the
van! Bunter sat in bed and palpitated
with wrath.

Calling (feorge wag no us2, he knew
that. George was not within hearing;
and wa: absolutely certam to turn &
deaf ear, even if he heard. DBunter
thought of the Famous Five in the
tent. 'They were there to guard him
against Huggins; but cortainly not there
to act as watlers in the middle of
the night. Bunter was sware that if
he wakened them for that purpose, they

would anly tell him {o go and eat
colte. He wanted to eat, certainly, but
not coke,

Bunter turned his head on his pillow
and tricd to sleep.

At OGreyiriars he would have suo-
ceeded. But the knowledge that ample
tuck was close at hand prevented slam-
ber now. Bunter sat up again; then
he rolled out of bed. If the mountain
could not come to Mahomet, Mahomet
could go to the mountain. Tt was not
far to the refreshment tent.

: But Bunter had not forgotten Bill

5 E?ng SR : Hugpgins. The whole camp was silent

£ EAST I murmured Billy Bunter. gnd sleeping; but Huggins might be

B _ Bunter sat up in his bed |yking about. As Mr Whifles, Dunter
in the blue-and-red caravan,

gnd groped by the bedside,

and breathed wrath.

“I'll sack him!” he murmured,

If ever & fellow in the world deserved
%ﬂ be sacked, that fellow was George
ll:-l-
y _Eachmlg. indeed, was not enough for
m.n' Heanging, drawing, and quarter-
ing were nearer the mark; or some-
thing lingering with boiling oil in it.
Tar Magxer Lierany.—No, 1,073

would not have dreamed of venturing
out of the safety of the van. But that
was not necessary. He dressed himsell
in hiz own c¢lothes, which were k;i‘pt-
in 2 bag in the van, and left Mr.
Whiffles' wig and beard and mwustacha
on the table. In his own person, he had
nothing to fear from Mr. Huggins, even
if that gentieman was lurking in the
circus.

It was, therefore, in his original
character as Billy Bunier, that the fat

d sky overhead.

junior unlocked the door of the van, and
peered out into the darkness.

All was still.

Bunter descended the steps of the van
cautiously, As Billy Bunter, he had
no attack to fear from Hugginz; but as
Billy Bunter, he did not want to be
geen. by anyone in the circus.

Ha Luew his way well enough. But
it was wvery dark, and the darkness
rather baffled him.

He stopped at the bottom of the stega,
and blinked round him through his
spoctacles,

Only a few stars glimmered in the
Dimly he made out the
shapes of tents and vana.

Having got his bearings, the Owl
of the Remove started. He made three
or four steps, and then his foot caught
in & tent-rope—which no fellow could
have been expected to see in the dark
—and he stumbled over.

flﬂwlil‘

Bump!

“ Doooooooooh 1" gasped Bunter.

There was & rush from the tent. ‘The
body-gusrd were sll on the alert.

“ Collar him 1"

*Here he is!”

“ At bimt® i

Bunter was scrambling up. He
scrambled up in time to meeb the rush
of the Famoue Five as they poured out
of the tent.

Bob Cherry grasped a half-seen
shadowy figure, and grappled with it

“Got Mm!” he wyelled. * Buck up!”

Crash!

The shadowy figure went crashing to
the ground, with Bob sprawling over

* ¥arooogh

It was a fearful yell from the shadowy
figure, as it erumpled up under Bob's
hefty attack. .

At a less excited moment, Bob might
have been surprised st Hooring the mus-
cular Mr. Huggina so easily. But he
had no time to think of such things
HOW.

He had not tho slightest doubt that
it was Huggins—who else could be
crecping about the steps of Mr. Whiffles'
caravan in the middle of the mgh% when
all the comp was sleeping? t was
Huggins or nobodyl

“‘(xot you, you villain!" gasped Dob.
“Bear a band, you fellows! Get hold
of him! Get & light, somebody.”

Wharton and Johnny Bull groped for
e hold, Wharton got hold of the
shudowy figure's arme, and held on to
them. Johony Bull got hold of his ears,
and held them tenacicualy. Hurree Jam-
set Ham Singh secured one of the thrask-
ing leEa,‘m clung to it. Frank Nugent
:uahg into the tent for his electric
arch.

“Hold him!”

“Keop him down "™

“Yarooogh! Help! Yoop! Whoooop I*
roared Bunter. “ Beasts! Yacoooh!

“ Bring e light " gasped Bob.

MNugent rushed owt with the electrio

orch.

The light flashed on the face of the
prisoner in the grasp of the Greyfriars
juniors,

There was a vell of amazement, of
stupefaction.

*Bunter I
“Billy Bunter !

t

“I eny, you fellows! Leggo! Yooop!
Beasts! I'll kick you out! ©Ohb, lor'l
Georroff my neck! Ow "

“Bunter1” pasped Bob Cherry

dazedly.

The discovery fairly flabbergasted the
Famous Five. They had had no doubt
that it was Huggins whom they had
collared. The d%amw-rr that it was
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William George Buoter took them
utterly aback.

Tha Owl of the Bemove waz released.
He sat up, roariog.

“Ow] DBeaats! Grooogh! Owl”

*“Bunter I" yelled Jobnny Bull., " You
fat idiot, what* are you doing heral”

“Yow-ow-ow I

Thera was a rush of footsteps; two
or threo lanterns glimmered on the
scene. 'The whole cireus had been
aroused. Dance came running up, and
he stared at Bunter in smazement.
Although ha had not hitherto scen the
Owl of the Remove in his proper person,
he did not need telling who he wasa
But George Mix gave a shout:

“That's the fat bloke I seed, along
with the other fat bloke! ’'Ow did he
come heres agin?”

“* Yow-ow-ow [

“What doea this disturbance mean?™
rapped out Dance. “Why have you
stupid boys woke up the whole place?”

* We thought it vas Huggins,” gosped

Bob. "I heard him ecreeping sabout
Mr. Whilles' van o
“ Beast "

Bunter staggered to his feet.
" Beasts ¥ he howled. * I'll gack you'!
f'li kick vou out ¥

“Wandering in his
Nugent,

“Mr. Whiffles' deor is open!” said
George Mix. “That fat bloke's beeon
pinching something from the van!®

“¥You cheeky beast!” howled Bunter.

“1 seed him in that van afore,” raid
George. “He got saway some'ow. I
know that fat bloke.™

“What are you doing here, Bunter #
demanded Harry Wharton.

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"'

*You fat chomp—

Bunter made & rush [or the steps of
the blue-and-red earavan, bubt the
Famous Five promptly interposed.

“You can't go in there, fathead!”
said Bob,

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“It's Mr. Whiflles' van., you ass ™
_ ';:?ﬂu—yﬂu—jruu idiot! I'm going
in !

“You're jolly well not! We're here
to see that nobody butts into Mr.
Whifles' van!” said Harry Wharton.

“You silly dummy "'

“ He's been pinching !™ said George.
“That's ‘'ow it is! Pinching 1"

“Go back to bed, all of you ! inter-
ozed Dance. ™I'l} deal with this
allow

The circus men went back to their

uarters at the manager’s order, but
the Famous Five remained where they
were, Dance frowned atb them.

“Do you hear mo " he snapped.

“Quite 1" said Harry Wharton coolly.

“Then do as I tell you!”

“We're not under your orders, Mr.
Dance | answered the captain of the
Remove. " We're here to look after Mr.
Whiffles!| And befors we go back to
bed, we'ro going to find out what this
meanal”

“0h, really, you fellows——r

Frank Nugent ran up the steps of the
van and fashed the light of bis electrio-
torch into it.

“Whiffles isn't here |™ he shouted,

““What 1 _

“There's nobody in the van |

“(Great Scott 1™

“What's happened to Whtfles, then 1™

Wharton looked inte the van. Obvi-
ously, it was empty.

Mr. Whifles must have left his van,
though why he had done so and where
bhe was now was a mystery.

miond [* said

“Wa must fGnd him!” exelaimed
Wharton, *“Something may have hap-
pened to him. Bunter, have you scen
Mr. Whiffles while sou've been prowl-
ing about?”

irEh?}J

“¥You know Mr. Whiffles by sight, you
fat agsi™

“Eh? Oh, ges!™

“Well, you've been prowling about,

it seems!” exclaimed Wharton im-
E?tlgﬁﬂj’. “Have you seen anything of
i

“Oh, no! Yes, yes,” gasped Bunter.
"1 mean, nol Oh “dear 1™

“Wea've got to find him 1 execlaimed
Wharton *“ Goodness knows what may
have happened! I can't understand his
leaving his van like this after fixing it
up with us to keep guard! Something
must have happened I

“I—I was hungry [ stuttered Bunter.
*1—1I mean— [ say, you fellows, you
—you go and look for—for Whiffles!
Better look for him at onece! I—I-—-T'll
stay in the van while you've gone!”

“You'll do nothing of the kind!”
said Wharton curtly. *“You're not
butting inte Mr. Whiffes' van, you fat
bounder !

*“0h, really, Wharton—"

“ Rats 1™

Wharton put the key of Mr. Whiffles'
door on the outside, turned it, and then
slipped the key into his pocket. Bunter
watched that proceeding in utter
dismay. IDrom the point of view of
the bodyguard, 4t was their duty to see
that no unauthorised person butted into
the boss’ van. Certainly they did not
intend to let Billy Bunter do so.

“I--I say, Wharton, you beast, gimme
my key !* howled Bunter.
“Your key, vou ass!

mean

“I—I—1 mean—""
E"We!l, never mir:n:] ﬁ;h&t you mean !

ome on, you men o've got
Mr. Whifflest® Eok:borfind

“Yes, rather! Come on!”

“Look here—" roared Dance,
utterly dismayed by this turn of
events.

But the Famous Five did not heed
him. Mr. Whiffles had vanished mys-
teriously from his van, and nothing was
to be seen or heard of him. The dut
of the bodyguard was clear. They hag
to find him and see that he came to no
harm. And they rushed away in search
of Mr. Whiffles, leaving Billy Bunter
end the manager staring at one another.
) Well, you fat rool,” breathed Dance,
“you've done it now I

“Oh, really, you cheeky ass—"

"What did you leave the van for "

*“1 was hungry—"

Dance snorted.

“Hadn't you sense enough to dress as
Whiffleat” =

VWhat do vou

men, you ass! They'd jolly well punch
your head tf you offered themnm some of
tha loot! Think you could get & Public-
school chzp to come into your rotten
schemes?”™ s4id Bunter.

Dance stared at him.

“ Ara they school friends of yours?™
he hissed.

“Yes: in the same Form.”

“And are they so much more pars
ticular than you are, you fat fool?
Youw're keen enough to prunder
Whiffies I

Bunter started. Bunter’s wonderful
intellect had by no means rzalized that
he svas taking part in a guestionablo
scheme.

“Why. you checky beast!” gasped
Bunter. * Mean to make out that I've
got & hand ip your swindling? I've got
nothing to do with it! I've left money
matters entirely in your hands! You
know I have! Why you beast—"

1] Fuﬁi !1‘*

Dance strode away savagely. DBunter
blinked after him in great wrath, The
suggestion that his own conduct was
not absolutely above-board naturally
roused his ire. Carping fellows might
find some fault with what Bunter had
heen deing, but net Bunter. His fat
conscience was quite at ease.

He blinked after Danee, and then
blitked at the blue-and-red caravan. In
the distance the Famous Five were
shouting the name of Whiffles, anxionzly
gearching for the vanished boss. Many
of the circus [pﬂﬂple were Joining in the
search. So long as the key of Mr
Whiffles' van was in Wharton's poclct,
Mr. Whiffles was not likely to be found,
Tt was rather a trying sitpatien for
Bunter—had he let it worry him. Dok
he didn’t. Ile rolled away to the grab
tent; and while Harry Wharton & Co.
searched for the wvanished Whiflles,
Billy Bunter searched for something to
cat. And it was Billy Bunter's search
that was successful.

E——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Amazing Disappearance of
Mr. Whiffles .

14 ALLD, hallo, hallo !®
H “Whiffles! Whiffles
“YWhiff | Whiff ! Whitfles!"
“Whiffy ! Whiffles! Whero
are you, Whilfy*"

The Famwus Five shouted the name
of the cireus boss with many variations
as they segrched up and down and
round about for the vanished gentle-
Inan.

But no voice answered., Echoes from
the darkness of the flelds thundercd
back the name of Whiffles—merely that,
and nothing more.

(Continued overleaf.)

“When I mizht
have run into Hug-

gins! No fearl”

“* Faol 1"

“ Beast 1*

“"Will those
schoolboys keep the
secret if they are
told?"  whispered
Dance.

“"Not likely!

They'd want to
know what you're

deing with eold|
Whitlles' cash-box e
while he's awey!” | PEF
“If I squared
them—-
“Fou ean't
squarea Crayfriars
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Nearly all the eireus was vp and busy

w, forgetful of sleep. If anything

ad happened to the guv'nor it was a
eerious matter. Mr. Whiles was not

reatly loved in the circus since Bunter

ad nassumed his name and place—
Bunter had somehow succecded 1n
banishing his popularity. But popular
or not, Mr. Whifles was the most im-
ortant cog in the wheel. Everyvbody
in the world-famous circus wanted Mr.
Whiffles to be there on pay-day, at least.

To the gegeral surprize, Dance took
no part in the search, and made no
remark whatever on Mr., WhifHes™ dis-
‘appearance As for Bunter—in his own
person—hbe was not expected to be in-
teresied. Cieorge Mix, who was a sym-

athetic soul, was quite concerned. He
oragol the many unpleasant traits in the
boszs' character, and vemembered the
mauny hatf-crowns that Mr, W hitfles had
tipped him, If Montgomery St. Legoer
Wiifties had vanishoed into space, the
stream of hall-crowns would dry up al
the source,

Still, it was sear .ty possible thar Mr.
Whifiles  had 'l.rauis.{md intg  spnee;
though where else he had varnished was
& nuystery.

As bus van was known to be empty, it
nuturally did not occur to anyone. to
search 1t, $0 no one knew that hiz
E'[FT-]tEE remalaed there, not to moention
his beard, his maustache and his wig.
Had all these been discovered, without
Mr. WhilHis i them the surprise would
have been stisl greater.” Bue it was, of
course, takon for granted diat, in leav-
mg s caraven, Mr. Whiles had
drvssed, and &ny  gentleman would
hardly have been supposed to leave his
haiv belind when he went Llor a walk.

CUp and down and round about they
songht Mr Wliflev they sought hing,
but they founa lum not.

Mr. Whiffles had vamshoed
Huvter of the Snark
fronted by = Boojum,

Harry Wharte & Co. stopped st last,
comnpletely  puzzied  end perplexed,
They had seaichea the circus [rom cod
f¢ end. eno  shoated the name of
Whiitles in all directions outside the
camp, only echo answermg, Ubviously
tiey were oot gong o tind the elrcus
bos: i dhe camp.

But it was inexpheable that bo had
ventared out of the camp  Well they
knew his rerra o3 the mrﬁmg Fluggins.
In tean of 2 nocturnar viat tom Hug
ging, ke had eogaged themw as a bLody
gaard, It wa- wibeliocvable that he
would pave walked ow ol the camp
aione, regavdles. of the danger of Hug.
ains. Yot o0 be had not done o, whera
was et

“It'= & jolly oig wvsrory,” =anl Bob
Cherry, rubb.ng e wese. 1 suppose
tieat man Iluggies can't have kid-
navped him and walked hun off”

“The kidnzpfuliess could wnor have
cecutied  withow' considerably  yeliful-
ness fromn the esteemed Whitlles” said
Iovivree Singh

“We shouia heve heard hins,
gll Burrev wouala have heard ' him:”
ratth Whartea Y BHesdes, he must have
befv ihie van of hi- own accord.  Wa
peard him tock the
tu bed. Wel! it was unlocked, and the
lock wasn't damaged—it hadn’t been
forced or anytl .2 Only Whilfles
could have uwnlerked the door from
inz1de,”

“Well, + bear- Banagher!" said
Frank XNugew  “Whdr n carth has
bevonte of the old dookev—]1 mean the
oid elap™

“{roodness knows !’

“I was afrair Fluggins might bave
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bashed him on the head. and we'd find
him lying about damaged.” said the
captain of the BRemove. " But the
whole place has been scarched. He's
not here.”

“He's gone our of the camp, young
gents,'” satd Nobby Nobbs. “Pr'aps
he couldn t sleey and wanted a walk,
and forpot about Huggins. I'm going
back to bed.”

And he weat, and most of the othevs.
But the Famous Five did not fcel dis-
posed to return to their tent. They felt
responsible in the matter. Mr. Whillles
had not been exactly nice in their deal-
ings with Lim—till all that afterncomn,
Since then they bad quite liked him.
Picking them out t. act as a body
gugrd was, st least. a compliment. It
showed that Whifles had o good judg:
ment, and knew plucky fellows when he
saw them,

They had aceepled the arrangetnents
to ‘camp in the circus, all expenses Eau:L
in return for pguarding Mr. Whiffles
fromn danger. M1 Whifiles had lept
his part of the barzam, They could uot
fail to keep thely It was up to them.
And though they were undoubtedly
tired and sleepy, they did not intend to
abandon the scaveh till Mr, WhitHes was
found

That Mr. Whiflles — their Mr,
Whithes—would Lue  better ploased if
they let the matter drop, they naturally
did not know. They could not be ex-
pected to guess that, _

As they stood m discussion, debating
their next move. there was a sudden
shout, the voice of George Mix raised
in tones of excitement in the relfresh-
ment-tent.

“Hallo, bale bhalle!  Somcihing’s
up 1" nxciuimed Lob “Come on!”

The juniors ran to the tent, where the
staffi were accustomed to take their
meals, and whero the supplies were
kept. A swinging lamwp  had  been
lighted in the tent and 1 the illumina-
tion they behely  Willimn  George
Dunter wrigghies wildly in the grasp of
George Bix,

“What's th. row!” cxzclaimed
Wharto. ;

“*Coaught him, at it ! shouted George.
“Caught rhis kere fat cove burgling the
aub ! SBcoffing heverything he could
ay ais "apnd on

“Ta, ha ha!" roaved Bob. “DBunter
all ever.”
“Legpo! yeiled Bunter. *1 =ay.

vou jollows drage moff 1"

“You fat chamo!" exclanned Harry
Wiarton. “Why cun’'t you leave oiher
people’s thing alone? ‘Lhis isn't the
Bemove passege at Greyiriars! Yoo
can't seoff tuex kere, you fat durmny.”

“YWou sitly nsa! hooicd Dunter. 1
can do oo I like here | suppose 1Y

“Bomething wron. with vour sap-
peser, then,"” chuckled Bob. “ You iul'.y
well can't!  Whet do you think
Whifles wouid say ¥

“You — you — you ass!"” gasped
Bunter. " If you kpew -—V

“"Eh? H I kee whatt”

“On, wothing’® Make this beast
tegpo! I'l sach him.*

“Sack a bloke, will you?' exclaimed
George wrathfull “And who are you
to sack a blok: wou fat lump of suet 7"

“J= T mean —= Lezgo! howled
Bunter

“Seoffiny the stuff rignr and left!”
exclaimed CGeorge. justly indignant.
“Jam tart: and cakes, and all bMr.
Whifles specia: tommy ! Scoffing it
like it beloaged te "im Messed 1f I
know ‘ow he krnew where to find it!
Looks to me as 1 he's an old "and at
this sort of thing *

“Ha, ha hae!”

“He's had a lot of practice ak
school,” chuckled Nugent., * Nobody'a
tuck is safe from him at Greyiriara.”

“0h, really, Nugent! Yow-ow!
Legﬁn, you cheeky beast!”

“ Houtside ! roared George. “I'm

answerable for thia here grub, I am,
and this meaas trouble with old Whiffles
in thoe morning! By gum! TI've a
rood mind to ’sv> you run in for pinch-
ing! I 'ave thati”

“Oh crikey !

“* Houtside 1

“Yaroooh' Rescue! Yooop!™

Harry Whartor & Co. did not feel
called upon to intervens as George ran
the spluttering Owl of the Remove out
of the tont, anc landed him with &
bump on the ground. DBunter was a
well-kaown grub-raider at Greviriars;
but he could not expect to be sllowed to
reid the grub st the World-Famous
Circus. George landed him in a heap,
and Billy Bunter sprawled and roared.

“Yarooh! I say, you fellowg——
Yooop 1™

“Bhut 1! growled George. “'Ook
it! That's what I'm telling you—Took
it! Get out of this here camp !

“You silly chump—— Qw1

“If you're waiting to be kicked out,
['m your man ™ said George.

“*You=—you—you gilly idiot 1" shrieked

Bunter. “Of ccurse I'm not pgoing!

I'll sack you! Oh dear! Keep off !
"¥ou don't belong ‘ere!” said

George.  “Mr. WhitHea don't koow

nothing about you: being 'ere! You'ro
a pinchey !

“Hold on!” snid Harry Wharton.
“Bunter can’t start for home at two in
the morning. Get into our tent, Bunter,
You can stay there till daylight. Then
you'd bettor clear.”

“Well, if 1 find "im near this "ore tent
again, I'll maks a blooining himage of
him ! said George

* Deast 17

Billy Bunter rolled away to the
juntors’  tent. Fortunately, he had
stowed away a substantial supper before
George discovered him.  Me was no

longer in a state ot famine. So he was
ready to slee: The present state of
affairs, which threatened the sudden

terininatics of kis reign as boss of the
cireus, mipght have kept Donler awake—
had breen nn}:ﬁmly but  William
George Bunter. Az ir was, he rolled on
the vezrest bed and went to sleep. In
a few minutes s deep snore rumbled
from the ient

And the chums: of the Remove, who
had becn struck by the resemblonce of
Mr. Whifles' reverberating sonoro to
Bunter's wall-known offorts, were struck
again by the resemblance of Bunter'a
snore to Mr. Whiffles'.

However, they had no time to think
gbout snores. Thev had been searching
for BMr. Whiles balf-dressed. Now
they finished dressing and renewed the
search. Leavingz Bunter snoring in the
tent, they started, utterly perplexcd by
the amazing disappearance of Mr.
Whiffles, but dutifully determined not
to rest until they hod found him.

— i

THE TEHIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Prisoner of War!

@ FRIKE ri pink!”
“Oht! ejacuelated Wharton,
Ho knew the voice of Bill
Huggins, as we:l as his accus.
tomed elegan® mode of expressing
himself. ‘
There was a glimmer of the early
sumnmer dawn in the sky.
Harry Wharton & Co., having drawa
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the whole camp in wvain for Mr,
WhifBes, had extended their search

through the adjoining fields.

It seemed cloar by this time that Mr,
Whiffies was out of the camp. That he
had gone willingly seemed improbable;
moreover, hia absence had lasted for
hourz now, and he had not returned.
Exactly what had bappened they could
not surmise; but they naturally put it
down, whatover it was, to tho circns
boss® inveterate enemy, Bill Huggins.
Hugging had somechow got at Whiffles
—that scemed the ¢nly possible expla-
nation. Knowing the ruffian’s inten-
tions towards his former boss, they were

Johnny Bull. *“* Good egg!**

on the man’s thick stoek of hair, proceeded to bang his head on the hard ground. (S5

fully prepared to find Mr. Whifles in a
sorionsly knocked-out state, perhaps with
his nose bashed through the back of his
head, as Huggins haﬁ threatened.

In the dawning light they searched the
ficlds, and peered under trees and
hedges, in search of some sign of
Whiffles, They could not help feeling
that they had rather failed as a bhody-
zuprd, Certsinly, they had taken it
f:r granted that the boss would keep his
door locked all night, and so they
would hear if his enemy mgde an
attempt to got &t him. 8till, they had
failed; and they were anxious about
Whifles. They were going to find him,
if he was to be found. -

The sight of & shadowy figure lying in
thick grass under a tires startled
Wharton; and for n moment he thought
he had found Mr. Whiffles, in a bat-
tarad and knocked-out state, uuab[q to
move, The next moment heé realised
that ihe bulky fignre in the grass could
not be that of the little fat boss. And
the next, as the figure moved and
swakened, he recognised the wvoice of
Bil} Huggina.

Hu sat up and rubbed his eyes
and blinked at them.

“Hugging!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“The esteemed and preposterous
Huggina! Collar him '™ ’

Before Bill Huggins could realise
what was happening the Famous Five
were upon him., ]

“'Ere, 'ands off!” roared Huggins,
attempting to scramble up, and striving
in vain. “Strike me pink and blue!
*Ands off, vou coveysl|®

*Collar the brute!™

“Pin him ¥

Hupggins struggled furiously.

But five pairs of hands were too much
for him. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull
kneeled on his brawny chest, while the

other fellows captured his arms and legs
and held them fast.

Huggins was reduced to & helplesa
state, only hiz volce remaming active.
His limbs, like deponent verbs, were
Eu.aswe, with an active meaning. But

18 voice was very active indeed; and
his language was sulphurous. Bob
Cherry cut short the flow of eloguence
by jamming a handful of turf inte his
mouth, _ _

Mr. Huggins guriled wildly,

“We'va got the brute!” gasped Bob,
“Now we'll make him tell us what he's
done with Whiffles.”

“Yes, rather! Whera i3 Mr.
Whiffles, you rotter!” demanded
Wharton.

“Goroooogh!™® Mr., Huggins was still
struggling with & mouthful of turf.
“QOoooch! Yuurrrggeht™

“What have you done with Whiffles

“Qoooh! I ain’t done nothing with
Whitfles ! gurgled Huggina. “I'm going
to do something with him| T'm going
to smash him! I'm going to bash him!
I'm going to give 'im something wuss
than three months 'ard! You wait till I
get "old of that old covey!”

“You can chuck all that [" said Iarry.

s

“You've done something with him, and
wej;n:.ranf- to kpow where Le is. Cough it
up

Huggins stared snd blinked at the
juniors, His intentions towards Mr.
Whifles wera of the most ferocious
variety; but he had not been able to
carry them out. Bo he was surprised.

“Wot! I tell you I ain't =cen the old
covey 1" he snarled. “1 ain't been near
the blooming circua this 'ere night.”

““That won't wash!” said Harry.

“I tell you I ain't!" howled MMr.
Huggins. "%i anything’s "appened to old
Whiffles, I don't know nothing shout it.
I come imking round, and 'eard a row

his head on the ground, and see if that will make him remember what he’s done with Whiffies [ ** suggested
“* Look here——yarocoooop ! ** roared Mr. Huggins, as Bob ﬂhcréy. taking a sirong grasp
ee

hapter 13.)

%ﬂmg on, and so I let it slide, and comea
ack ‘ere to sleep, if you want to know,
I ain't seed hu Now, let a bloke
alone I

Wharton scrutinised the ruffian’s face.
Mr. Hugpins was excited, and seemed
very much in earnest. But the juniors
were not likely to helieve his denial.
Mr. Whiffles' disappearance could only
be accounted for on tho theory that Bill
Huggins had got at him. And here was
Huggins, skulking within & short dis-
tance of the circus camp. With what
intention he waa there was clear; and
in view of Mr. Whiffles' disappearance
they wera not likely to believe that he
had not carried out his intention,

“Gammon!” sald Bob Cherry. "He's
had a hand in it, of coursc. You ean
tell whoppers #ill you'ro black in the
face, Huggins; but we know that you've
got at Mr, Whiffles, and we want to
know where he is”

“Strike me pink—"

“You'll be struck black-and-blue, if
you den't own up! Where's Whiffles "

“I don’t know nothing about him!”
bawled Huggina. "1 *spose he's ot the
blinking circus, sin't he i
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“No, he isn't. He's disappeared.”

“Btrike me lfmk'l He's "ooked it, has
he?” hooted Huggine, “Well, I'll get
atter him, wherever he 151

“You ean can all that,” said Wharton.
#“Where is he now? ’That‘s what we
want {o know, and you've got to tell
us!

“Birike me—"

“YWhere's Whieg?™
Johnny Bull.

“] tell you I don’t know nothing
about him—"

“Bang hiz head on the ground, and
geo if that will make him remember
what he's done with Whiffles,” suggeste
Johnny Bull.

“(Food eggl”

“Look 'ere—— Yoooopl” roared Mr.
Huggins, as Bob Cherry, takmﬁ a
strong grasp on hia thick shock of hair,
proceeded to bang his head on the hard,
unsympathetic earth.

Bang, bang, bang |

“Oh crumbal Oh erikey! Ow, ow,
0w

“Now, where's Whifles ** demanded
Eol.

* Y ow-ow-ow-ow-ow [

“What have you done with Whiffles?”

“Yow-ow-ow! I aw’t done nothing !

Bang, bang, bang!

Hugping yelled frantically, He mada
e terrific effort to throw the juniors ofi;
and for some mimues the Famousz Five
had their hands fulllwith him, But the
five sturdy juniors were too much for
Hugging, and he collapsed again in the
grass, panting and gasping.

*Now will you tell us what you've
donie with Whiffles?” asked Bob.

“Ow)] Strike me pink! I tell you I
dunno nothing about Whiffles!"” howlad
Lill Huggins. “Ow, my ‘ead! Ow!"

“You came herea after him,” said
Harry.

“1 know I did—ow! But I ain't seed
him! Wow! I tell you I found the
was up end awake at tho eireus, and
gnﬂcred off] Yowl ©Oh, my ‘'ead!

wi”

“Look here, Huggine,. We know
vouw've done something with Mr.
Whiffles, and if you don’t tell us where
to lind him you'll be run in.”

0w, my head]! Wow!”

““I'ake him back to the civeus,™ said
Harry. “We'll send word to the police.
station at Greenleal, and hand him over
when a policoman comes for him.
They'll make him own up fast enough.”

* Another bang or two—"

“"Yow-ow-ow! Btoppit! Whoop "

Harry Wharton jerked off the unclean
mufiler from Mr. Huggins' neck, and
tied the ruffian’s wrists together with
it. It was injudicious to allow Mr.
Huggina the use of his hands, when he
was allowed to get on his feet, Ho
was altogether too dangerous for that.

Having fastened Hugging' hands
securely behind his back, the juniors
ailowed him to rise. Huggins glared at
themm wolfishly.

“Now come along,” said Harry.
“You'll be kept at the circus till a con-
stublo is sent for. Get a move onl”

“1 ain't going—

"Give him a lift with your boot,
Bob.”

“What-ho 1" _

One lift with Bob Cherry's boot was
enough for Mr. Huggina. He had
stated that he was not going; but he
docided all of a sudden that he was.
And he went. With an expression on
hiz face that might have excited the
envy of a basilisk, Bill Huggins tramped
away across the fields towards the circus
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demanded

camp, with the body-guard round him—
A [riSOner.

Mr. Whifles had neé been found. But
Mr. Whifiles' cnemy had been found and
captured, and the body-guard felt that
they had done well. They found all the
circus up when they arrived, and Bill
Huggins waa the cynosure of all eyes as
he was marched into the camp.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
“ Mr. Whifl.es’ ™ Return!

1 AKE upt
d W Snore |
“You fat fool ™

Boore |
Shake, shake, shake:
“Groogh! 'Tain't rising-belll
raway I mumbled Billy Bunter.

“Y¥ou fat dummy!” hissed Dance
shaking the Owl of tho Remove, _“:W’:Ii
vou wake up? You unspeakable idiot!

“Peast! I'm sleepy. Lemume a]nna!::
gnapped Bunter, “I— Ow! Wow!
Billy Bunter's bullet head came
violent contact with a set of knuckles,
and he woke up, guite wide awake at
once, “Ow! You beast! Owl”

Bunter sat up on the bed in the tent,
blinking at Dance in the glimmering
light of dawn, with fury in his blink,

“Look here, you cheeky beast——"

“Rilence I snarled Dance, “ Get your-
s¢lf awake, you idiot! Have you no
sense at alli Is this & time for sleeping
and snoring?”

“¥es, ratherl
I don’t snore.”

"Thoss schoolboys have gone out of
the camp—"

“1 don't care. Blow ‘cm 2

**They've gone searching for Whiffles
and—""

‘“He, he, he!” .

“Fool! The game is up unless you
changa back into Mr, Whiffles' clothes
before they return,” breathed Dance.

“IHow can 1 change beck, you nss
when that beast Wharton has loc ed
up the van, and 1 can't get at tha
things? Besides, I'm sleepy. :

“ Do you want to be kicked out of this
circus?’

“Eht MNunno. Look here——"

“Well, vou can stay here as Whiflles,
or you don’t stay at all! If you're not
Whiffles, wou fat ass, you go—atl
end of my book i

*“Oh, really, you rotter——'

“I've brought wyou the things!”
snarled Dance. “You can dress here,
I'll watch outside the tent and keep
thosno meddlm schoolboys off if they
come back before you've got ready.
But lose no time.” )

Bunter blinked at him and rubbed
hig sleepy eyes, and blinked again,

“Hut the van was locked up. How
could you get at the things in it?’ he
demanded.

“J have another key——'

“Youve got & key to my vani” de-
manded Bunter indignantly.

“To Br. Whiffles’ van,” said Dance.
“Ves, You'rs not Whilfles at present;
at present you're a schoolboy, whom 1
am going to kick out of the circus if you
don't change back at once™

“Look here, this is jolly fishy!" said
Bunter. “I'll bet old Whifflea never
‘knew you had a key to his lock. ¥ou
must have snesked it somiehow. I'm
afraid yvou're not honest, Dance.”

“Will you get up and change before
1 wring your fat neck?” asked Dance
in suﬁpreased tones of fury.

“0h, really, Dance—"

The manager drew back his fst, and
Bunter sguirmed off the bed just in

Gar-

T'm sleepy. Besides,

11!

¥

—r

time to escape renewing his acguaint
ance with Dance's knuckles.

On the next bed ay the remarkable
cheeck clothes, the crimson weaisteoat,
the bell-brimmed silk hat, and the wig,
moustache, and beard. Billy Bunter
blinked at them. Certainly he wanted
to carry on as Whiffles; he did not
want to ba kicked out os Bunter. 5till,
ho was sloepy; early rising did not
appeal to Bunter.

“Quick{” muttered Dance. “'The
boys may come back any time—or
somebody may come butting inl
Quick 1"’

“I'd rather leave it till ['ve had my

sleep out,” argued Bunter. *“You
sce—— Keep off, you beast! I'm just
going to change! Beast!"

Bunter proceeded to change.

Dance kept watch at the opening of
the temt. He was in rather a nervy
state, and in a frightfully bad temper.
Hizs whole scheme was threatened by
whet had happened; but the absence of
Harry Wharton & Co. geve him =»
chance to save the situation, as the
cireus was not vet up and for the
moment there wers no inguisitive :J'EE
about. But for the fact that he had a
key to fit the lack of the blue-and-red
earavan, the game would have been up.
But now all was clear—if Bunter mﬂEﬂ
haste. Bunter was totally disinclined
to make haste—indeed, had Danca
taken hiz oye off him the Owl would
have gone back to bed. PBut Dance did
not take his eyo off him—and the eye

he Kept on Bunter gleamed with
farocity.

Bunter was changed at last. [dis
movements were slow—arasperatingly

elow to the anxious Dance. But st last
he was finished, and be presented once
more the accustomed aspect of Mant-
gomery St. Leger Whiflles,

Hiz own clothes were packed in the
bag, and Dance took it away, tossed it
into Mr. Whiffles’ van, and looked the
dodr again.

When bo came back to the tent he

found “Mr, Whiffles ¥ stretched on a
camp- already recommencing to
snore,

That snore was cubt short, however.
Dance grasped the fat junior by one
fat car and tugped.

“Yarooogh !

Once more Bunter came out of the
land of dreams. He bounced off the

bed and glared furiously at his
IMENAECT.
“You cheely rotter!” he roared.

“I'm going to sleep—"

"ch‘: out of this tent!”

“Hhan't |

“¥You fool! Get out before they come
back! ¥You're supposed to bhave gone
for a walk, or something: if the? find
you in here they may smell a rat! Get
out of it!” hissed Dance. *“And, look
here, you're to send those schoolboys
uﬂ'rn | TI!:'f sooner we're rid of them
tha better

“(Cheese it!1" said Bunter. “Onee
for all, Dance understand that I don't
want any choek from yout! You're too
bassy ! I don’t like it1 Shat up!™

Bunter rolled out of the tent, how-
over, and Dance followed him out. An
anxious glance showed him that the
Greyfriars juniors were not in sight.

“I'll go to bed in my van,” said
Hﬂteﬂ “Open the door as you've got
n F'ﬂ

“You dummy! Wharton's got the
key of the van, and ho will ex to
find it locked when he comes back."

“Let him expoct! I don't care what
he expects!”

“You'va gt to keep up appearances,
you borm idiot! Those schoolboys are



SATURDAY THE MAGNET LIBRARY. TWOPENGE. 2
.-ﬁ;ﬁ :
/t ‘\»4 \: y
. -a\

gasped Bunter.

not to be trusted with the secret.
Ha:-rfn’t ¥ou &n wnse?”m ;

“1 sup 've got sleep some-
where ¥ ﬂmt&d Bunter. That at the
present moment was the most important
consideration in the universe to Bunter.

“Fool! B8ilence! There ig Gerorge
Miz——"

“Blow George Mix{"

Do you want him to guess, you
dummyi”

“T'm going to sack him!  All this
wouldan't have happened if he hadn't
forgotten the grub last night!” growled
Bunter.

“Zack him if you like, but don’t give

the game away, you blithering jackass!™
“Look here—"
“Take care, you fool; he's coming
aver—"

George Mix had caught sight of the
boss, and he stared at him in surprise
and cama up.

“"Morning, guv'nor!” said George.
“We thought somelhing 'ad *appened to
you, sir; wou couldn't be found any-
where—" .

“I—I've been for a walk” said
Bunter. *“1 suppose 1 can go for a
walk if I like, fathead ™

“Eht Oh, yos, sirl But we thought
that—-"

“You'ra a fool, George! And a care-
less begst! You forgot to put the grab
in my van last night!” gaid Bunter
sternly. I woke up hungry, and thers
was nothing there! You're sacked!”

“Oh, guv'nor!” said George.

"At least, vou're sacked after break-
fast,” said Bunter. “I'll have hreak-
fast before I sack you. You may as
well zet it now. Make yourself useful
beifore you go."”

George lcoked at him. If ha was
going he had no desire to make himself

The manager drew back his
acquaintance wit

/

, 1ty

Dance’s knuckles.

useful before he went. He was more
disposed, if he was going, to “dot ¥ Mr.
Whiffles in the oye before he departed.

“Look here, buck up with brekker,
and perhaps I'll give yeu another
chance,” said Bunter, remembering that
George was a good cook, “‘But, mind,
if you ever forget the grub again, you
gol Bee?

“Ves, puv'nor,” said George meekly.
“¥You see, guv'nor, you never used to
have grub put in the van, only jJest

I l 13
mi?'fghat’s

enough! You talk too
much 1" said the boss.
“There's a fat bloke been here,

guv'nor,” said George. “I caught him
at the grub last night A fat bloke in
specs, sir—a ugly-looking feller—scoffing

the grub like snything, sir!  Heg'lar
P&g! He's in that tent now, guv'nur!
Orrible fat pig of a feller—'

“] don’t want any cheek " roared

Bunter.  “I—I mean that—that chap
was a—a friend of mine. If—if you
ever sea him sabout the circus again,
mind you treat him respectfully—just
the same as you would me, in fact!

Mow, shut up and trot out my
brekker 1"
Sleep being unavoidably postponed,

eating was the next best thing, so Bunter
devoted himself to breakfast. The circus
men were all turning out now from tent
and caravan, and the word passed round

that the boss had come back. The boss, #

in fact, was to be seen at breakfast, at
a table set beside his van. Tobby Nobba
came up bo greet him.

*Glad to see you safe, guv'nor! Them
Joung gl::mts have gonoe out hunting for
you—

Bunter grinned. )

“YWe thought that fellow Huggins had
got you at last, guv'nor,” said Nobby,

s &
Ml

* Will you get up and change back into Whiffles® gear, before I wring your neek ? ** asked Dance.
and Bunter squirmed {?gﬂ the bed tﬂ in time to escape renewing his
2 Gﬁﬂ@ﬁr .

* Oh, really, Dance—*"

“Oh! I—I went out to Iook for him,"”
said Bunter. *I-—I thought I heard
EOIME moving about, and—and went
out to lock!" :

“Did you, sir!” exclaimed Nobby in
amazement.

“ Exactly."

“Here thoy come, guv'nor!™ called
out George. ““Here they come, and
they've got that man Huggins.™

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

He jumped up in alarm, and Llinked
at the Famous Five as they marched
their prisoner into the circus camp.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H jumped ab the sight of ““Mr.
Whiffles ¥ standing by the
table, a tea-cup in one hand,
and a slice of toast in the other. They
had hunted for Mr. Whiffles far and
wide, and had captured Bill Huggins in
the belief that he had knocked out the
koss; and here was the boss ot break-
fast. The Famous Five etared at him
blankly.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's here " ex-
claimed Bob Gl’mrnrl. 2

“The herefulness is terrific.”

“Weall, my hat!" exclaimed Wharton,
Bo ﬂ]yﬂu’ra all right, after all, Mr.
Whifflea.™

“Keop him off |

“What 1"

“Hold him!"

“We've got the brute all right,”
chuckled Bob, “We've got his paws
tied, BIr. Whiffles; he’s safe enough.”

= Strike me pink!" said Bill Huggins,

Tee Magxer LigeirY.—No. 1,073,
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with & glare at the boss, "So you're
‘ere, arter all, Whiffles, and they told
me you'd "ooked it. If my 'ands wasn's
fixed up—""'

) ”]i?r!u%mthfy ;m.” bgri&nﬁﬂ %ﬂh, h"fand
ou’ xed up by the police before
i::m . We've gc-I:II.':Em safe, 'E!hu Whiffies,
and you've only got to send for a
bobby."

“Oh!" gasped DBunter. *“Exactly!
Lot him go—1I mean—keep him safe! I—
T'll send for a bobby after breakfast!
Keep him safe. Look here, what the
thump did you bring him hers for?

_“Eh! We thought he'd knocked you

put—" ;

“Ret!” said Bunter. “I'm not afraid
of the brute! If he came near me, I'd
knock him spinning! I could handle him
easily enough.”

“0Oh, my hat! We'll lot him go,
then,” said Harry.

“Oh! No! Keep hold of him!”
roared Bunter in alarm. *"Don’t you
tet that beast go."

“Ha, hi, hal”

“8trike me pink! You wait till T get
a chance at you, Whiffles!” said Bill
Huggins, *“You've got me now! Send
for your peclers ns spon as you like, I'll
do another three months, and then I'll
bo arter you agin! You wait till I get o
chanee to bash you——"

“Heold him tight!"” gasped Bunter.
R here, we may as well walk him
into the town and hand him over to the
police,” said Harry Wharton. “You
can coms along mnd make a charge
againat him, Mr. Whifles.”

i I{aeg him safe whils we've got him,”
said Johnny Bull.

“No fear! I mean, ves, axactly! 1
can't go now—I'm having breakfast!
Hold him tight! After breakfast—="

“You can hand him over to me,”
broke in Dance quietly.
“Yes, that's it," gasped Bunter.

“Haond him over to Dafice!
can let him go, Dance—"

“What?" exclaimed Wharton.

“Y—I mean—let him ge to the station,
pnd—and give him in charge,” stam-
mered Bunter. ]I say, you fellows,
hand him over to Dance can
take care of him!” N

“We'll help get him to the station if
vou like, Mr, Dance,” gaid the captain
of the Remove. ) o

“I shall not need assistance with him,”
gaid Dance. ““You can leave him to
me ¥ He took a grip on [[‘r.tggma‘ arm.
“Come with me, you ruffian.’

“1'll bash yer—""

You—you

Dance!

SEEN THIS WEEK'S " NELSON LEE™? IT'S A1!

“Oh, yes! I—T seo—"" stammered
the boss, “I—I mean—"

“He's gone, sir,” said (GGeorge. “I've
looked for 'im, and he's gone, usk
have cleared off before we turned out.™

“4What on earth was he doing here at
all 1" said Nugent:

“He, he, ho!”

“We wore quite alarmed about you
last night, Mr. Whiffles,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. “We couldn's
imagine what had become of you.”

“I=—I—I went out, you know! I-I
took a littla walk to—to see the hills by
moonlight, you know.” -

“Come!” “snarled Dance. He was  But there wasn't & moon last night,”
anxions to get Huggins away. Bﬁ-ﬁi Bolb Cherry in surprise.

“f say, you fellows, you sit down to Oh, wasn't there? I—I mean,
brekker,” said the boss, “Never mind oxactlyl That—that's why came
that beast—Dance will ses that he back,’ sgu.d the boss. ““Have some more
doosn’t get to the station—I mean, that rashers!” :
he—he does get to the station. George!”  “I took the key of your van, Mr.

“¥Yes, guvnor?”

“"Don't loaf about there! Brekker!
Sharp! Sit down, you fellowa! Don't

ou worry about that man Huggina!

o'll ba all right. I say, you fellows,
do sit down!™

“Oh, all right!" said Harry Wharton.
The Famous Five sat down to breakfast
with Mr, Whiffles, while Huggins was
marched away by the manager, scowling
blackly, Tt was o groat relief to Billy
Bunter to see him go.

“Ja Bunter still here, Mr. Whiffles?™
asked Harry.

“RB-B-Bunter? Who's Bunter "

“We found the fat bounder hero last
night,” said Beb. “I'm afraid he’s
been seoffing the tuck, Mr, Whiflles—it's
one of his little ways.™

“Oh, really, Cherry——" _

“Ha went to sleep in our tent,” said
Harry. *““He can’t be asleep now,
though; I can’t hear him enoring.”

"%ﬂ-ﬂ jolly well konow I don't rnore,
you beast.”

“Eh? I was speaking of Bunter——"

By FRANK
RICHARDS.

Harty Wharton & Co. hind it good fun acting as Bunter’s bodyguard
but all the same for that there are times when they would like to kick

Mr. Whiffles—and kick him hard !

Neot for one moment do the

Famous Five suspect that Mr., Whiffles is Billy Bunter in disguise ;
that revelation i3 to come.

All Magnetites will enjoy nexf Saturday’s spanking varn, for in addi-

tion te Harry Wharton & Co.
Merry & Co., the cheer

only

rom Greyinars wvou'll
chums of St. Jim's—and the one and
rthur Augustus D'Arey.

meet Tom

THEN THERE WILL BE THE FIRST OF A
GRAND NEW SERIES OF FOOTER ARTICLES :

“STARS & THEIR METHODS!”

All Football * Fans” Will Enjoy This !
ORDER YOUR “"MAGNET” TO-DAY !
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Whiffles,” said . “Here it isl
I thought I'd better lock it as that fat
huﬂndw Bunter was going to nose in,"

“ Oh, really, Wharton—7

He's a rather nosy little peast," ex-
plained Wharton.

“Not so nunf as some fellows, and
chance it ! —I mean—saxaotly—all
right! Have some more coffes,”

- “Thanks! But what about our going
on with the "ecircus?” asked Harry.
" Now thzt that man Huggins is going to
be locked up safe, 'will you want us with
the cireus, Mr. Whiflles ¢™ :

“We'va done our job,” grinoned Bob.

“'Oh, yes! Rather! ¥You stick to me,
you_ fellows!”  exzclaimed Bunter
snxiously. - “That beast will be prowi-
mmg round again soon.”

* Not if he's sent to chokey,™ said 3ob.
“You can get him six inonths for
assgult and battery.”

*Oh, yes! Of courss! But he may get
away, you know! I—I think Dance maj
not get him safo to the station.™

**Shall we-go after them 7”

“No fear! Oh, ne, it's all aight! But
don't- you fellows think of loaving the
circus! J¥—I want you, you know!
You're—you'ro so—so mice, you know."

“Oh, my hatl”

“Tho good opinion of tho estoemen
and preposterous Whifles is grateful ana
comfortful,” said Hurree Jomset Ram
Bingh.

The Famous Five made & good break-
fast with Mr, Whiffles. But they wera
in a puzzled mood. The strange appear-
ance of Billy Bunter the previous nighs,
followed by his equally stranga dis-
appearance from the circus, perplexed
them, And they knew that théir com-
pany at the circus was only reguired to
guard against the man Huggins, and
Huggins was now safo; yet Mr. Wﬁiﬂua
ovidently wanted to retain his body-
guard, They rempombered how on
previous occasions he had refused to
hand over Mr. Huggins into the safe
keoping of the police, and yet at the
same time it was clear that Huggina
frightened him out of his fat wita. Tt
was 8 very porplexing situation alto-
gether, and they roanlised that there was
something behind it, though they could
not guess what it was. 8till, they were
quite keen to stick to the circus, so that
waa all right.

After breakiast the boss rolled into his
ven to slecp. That happy occupation
was likely to keep him busy for some
time. Nobby Nobba and half & dozen
men went out to search for the missing
clephant. It was about half an hour
later that Dance came back.

As he had not had time to reach the
pelice station snd return, the juniors
guessed what bad happenad.

{Continued on page 28.)
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HERE WE ARE 2 GAIN!
|

Every year macy thowsands of boys and girls eagezly await!
the appearance of the famous "HOBBY " and " HII}LI]}AY"[
Annuals, and every year these grand velumes get BETTER
and BETTER.

THESE POPULAR BOOKS ARE NOW OBTAINABLE
AT ALL NEWSAGENTS.

_ Every Boy's HOBBY Annual ™" is a book which should be
in eyery home, It trests jn an interesting and informative
way of practically every hobby under the sun. Maode ail-
wayy, Amateur Mechsnics, Wood-wark, Wireless, Stamps,
Phetography, Metal Work—all these subjects, profusely iﬁlui-'!
trated with drawings, photographs and diagrams. are lo be
found in this handsome volume, |
A real tressure house of knowledge for the boy who wants
. g know what to do and how to do it

Then there is this world-popuoiar story book— |
* The Creyirisrs HOLIDAY Annoal,”  What a°
treasure-troye ol etories. articles, and eolour’
plates it contains | Hours and hours of delightful®
reading !  ALL wour favourite schoolboy chara |
ncters appest in this champicn annual, too, which '
15 ancther reason for its popularity. Oace you
have looked inside this book vou will realise what
a prize you hold

¥ ] - L

This week secs the appearance of an ENTIRELY
MEW KIND OF AMNMUAL, that will make an
‘nstartaneous sppeal 1o boys and gicls of all
ages. Lt is the MNEW NATURE BOOK "—
the anly one of its kind on the market.

Who decsn’t leve to read about wild life in
the woodlands, of the wonders of Wild Moture
in the Forests and Jungles and of the lives'
and habits of our birds? I

Thiz wonderiul Mew Baok sbounds in unigue |
stories and photos of wild life in all its
aspects and its contributers rank among the-
foremost Maturalistz in the World.

Here iz the boek for which you have been
waiting |

==
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THE MAN FOR THE JORB! They've destrvoyed Blaek Michoel's

stronghold ; taken Fis pirales prisoners, out they

haven't put the bracelels on Block Michael himeelf—that’s a job for Ferrvers Locke!

An Amnzing Stery of
Detective Adventure,
starring Ferrers Locke,
and his assistant,
Jack Drake.

The Clue i

TRANGELY silent and deserted lay
Lozt Island when Ferrera Locke
stepped ashore from the boat
which bhed brought him from the

Hawk. There were no signs of life save
here and there where an armed zsilor
stood on guard. _

Making his way to the hut which had
served haliners a3 living quarters
whilst on Lost Island, Ferrers Locke
began & thorough search of all the
papers and paraphernalia which he
found in the room which had served as
an office, and in the bed-reom behind it.

All day long he worked, steadily and
methodically; but the papers wera
merely bills of lading, [reightage sheets,
log-books, pay-sheets, eto.,, which
Chalners had accumulated from the
ships he hed raided. There was little
point in the pirate chief having kept
them save as some record of his
gcbivities.

It was when the shadows of the com-
ing night were creeping in through the
windows of the hut that Ferrers Locke
at length rose wearily to his feet., He
had drawn s blank, as he had expected.
Chalmers was not such a fool as to have
left a clue as to where he intended
going should a erash come.

A wireless mess had been sent out
to all shipping and coastal towns and
villages, to keap a lookout fer Chalmers’
seaplane, but nothing had come throngh
to say it had been sighted. Ferrers
Locke had staked little on the machine
being seen, for there were hundreds of
miles of lonely and desolate coastline
where it could make a landing un-
obearved.
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for the
dynamos were still running, TFerrers
Locke crossed the floor to where & lunﬁ,
low’ bookcase stood against one wall,

Switching on the light,

There were about fifty cr more volumes
in the case, works of fiction being
jumbled haphazardly with shipping-lists
and works on nautical navigation.

Idly Ferrers Locke stood scanning the
titles, then suddenly a look of interest
erept into his eyes. Bending down, he
pulled a thin, well-read volume from the
shelf. In g{:rid lettering on the cover it
bore the legend:

“THE ART OF PLASTIC SURGERY.
By Freville Cheam.™

Retracing his steps to the fable,
Ferrers Locke seated himself sod
opened the boek. Inside the front cover
were pencilled a few figures, The
detective glanced at them, then con-
finued to turn page after page,
serutinising each one with a more than
passing interest.

Here and there someone had marked
paragraphs with pencil as though for
future reference. But the paragrephs
were purely technical, and if the book
had been bought second-hand they
might have been marked by some
former owner in the course of his
studies.

At length Ferrers Locke reached the
lagt page, then turned back to the
figures pencilled inside the cover.
Taking up a pen, he copied them out
on to a sheet of paper. They were as

follows :
50—8=2611813.

Leaning back in his chair he sat
staring at them with brooding eyes.

They had not been scribbled in_ any
idle moment. The minus sign and the
equality sign gave token of that,
Neither were they a medical formula in
sny shape or form, elsa they would have
been interposed with sbbreviations
denoting the various chemical elements.
The pencilling of the figures was fresher
and more clearly defined than that of
the marked (flﬁ.l"& aphz, and had
obviously been done by a diffcrent hand.

As he sat poring over them there came
a sudden glint to the eyes of Ferrers
Locke. He hesitated a moment, then
his pen raced across the paper in front
of him. Ten minutes later he pushed
back hiz chair and, rising to his feet,
took down from & shelf a bundle of
charts. He found the one he wanted—
that which took in the northern part of
the Chilian coast, He studied it
intently for & tew moments, then
straightened up, and there was a grim
smile on his firm lips.

Carefully destroying the paper upon
which he had been ﬂ:ﬂﬁﬂg. o switched
off the light and, with the bock in his
pocket, quitted the hut. Bidding good-
night to the sailor who stood on guard,
he hurried through the darkness to the
natural rock jetty where the boat was
waiting to take bim back to the Hawk,

“Back to the ship as guick as you
ocan [” he said, 'umimg aboard.

Once aboard the great aireraft
carrier, he made his way to Captain
Milvain's state-room.

“Well, Mr. Locke,” said the captain,
with a smile, 1 trust your investiga-
tions have proved satisfactory.”

“They bhave,” roplied Ferrers Locke
grimly. *I think I know just where I
can lay my hands on Chalmers.”
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“"You dot" said Uaptain Milvain,
staring. “Where 1"

At Zarac Island, off the Chilian
coast,” replied the detective, “and,
unless I'm greatly mistaken, he's got
Freville Cheam there with him.”

" Freville Cheam 7" echoed the captain,
“You mean the fellow whose disap:
pearance was & nine days' wonder and
caused such an upheaval in New York
society 7%

“¥es, that's the [fellow!” replied
Ferrers Locke. “The world knew him
as the most brilliant- facial surgeon of
his day and was shocked when suddenly
he ¥anished, completely and myster-
iously. I'll tell you another side to him.
o was a drug addict and a gambler,
1t was six months ago that he vanished
—vanished when at the very apex of lLis
fame and popularity!”

“You say he was a drug addict and &
gambler " gquestioned the captain, in
astonishment, " Nothing of that ever
got into the papers, Mr. Locke!”

“There’s a lot the police don’t tell the
papers,” replied Ferrers Locke grimly.
“To the world, Freville Cheam was a
straight, clean-living man. TIn reality
he was rotten right through, and when
he wvanished he was a man ruined
fnancially and on the verge of physical
ruin owing to his drug habits!®

“Great Scott!” exclaimed the captain,
“I would never have thought it. I have
dined with him more than once and took
Imnﬁ_:tdhj]s fm':% ?atufi’:’ l

" 1d most people!” replied Ferrers
Locke, “There was nothing to he
gained by gwin% his true character to
the world after he went under, so the
police kept tn themselves what they
knew about him P°
_ “But how do you know that Chalmers
is at Zarze and that Freville is with
him " demanded the eaptain.

"I_hmre not the ftime in whizh to
explain now,” replied Ferrers Locke.
witih a smile. * Neither can I he ahso-
lutely certain that my theory is vorrect.
But I must get to Zarao without delay.
Can you let me have a machine ¥

“Certainly! Flight Lientenant Bover.
ley iz standing hy. He will take all
orderz from yon!¥

#Y am very much obliged to vou! One
thing more; what do you know of Zarac
Island "

“MNothing except that it iz unin-
habited and lies within three miles of
tha meinland!'*

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“Yes, ] thought it was uninhabited.
but T hope to find Chalmers there. T
will pet off at encel™ .

“T-wish yon luck, Mr. Locke,” szid
Captain Milvain, shaking the detectiva
heartily by tha hand. * If vou can round
Black {ﬁia}ianl up, you will have done
the world a preat servica '™

Through the Night!

UFFLED in hcavy flving kit, it

M was less than half an houor

later that Forrers Locke and

Jack clambered up into the

rear cockpit of the seaplane [rom tho
Hawk's boat.

Flight-Lientenant Beverley was  al-
ready seated in the pilot's cockpit, giv-
ing his engines a warming up. Waiting
until the boat had pulled well away
from the machine to avoid the hack-
wash, Beverley turned to the Baker
Street detective.

“HReady, sie?’ he shouted, hiz voico
sudible above the heat of the quicily
running engines.

“¥est” replied Ferrers Locke. “You
know your ordersi”

Beverley uodded,

“As soon as I prek up Larac lsland,
fying at the highes ~ltitude witich
visibhility will allow 1 an. Soout my
engines and glide down!’

“Yes, we don't want to advertise our
arrival - 1f “we can possibly help it!”
replied Ferrers Locke grimly. " ¥You
will try and land en the water close
enough to the island to run in withour
opoiiing up your enginesl”

“¥Yes, sivr T understand!”
Beverley. .

He turned in his seat and, adjusting
his goggles, glanced at the instruments
on the dashboard in front of him. Then
his gloved fingrers closed on the throttle
handle.

The roar of the engines increased to a
thunderous pulsating rhythm, and the
scaplane commenced to move forward
with ever increasing impetus fill it was
tearing mcross the water leaving a lang
backwash of creamy foam 1n 1its weke

Gontly, DBeverloy pulled on the con-
irol stick and the machine took the air
in & long upward glide. At two hundred
feet, the youthful pilot banked and came
roaring back over the greal aireraft
carrier lying at anchor on the grey
waters below.  Then pressing on the
ridder bar until the compass needle
flickered at one hundred and fifty-three
degrees, he seitled himsclf more comiort-
ably in his seat and prepared for the
long flight which !ay bhefore him and
hiz two passengers.

Hour after hour he thundered on
through the night, elimbing slowly as
he went. At twelve thousand feet, thin
swirling wraiths of cloud blotied out the
wasie of waters below and he was
;ﬂr:'.eﬂ to dron again to ten thousand
eat.

Tt was bitterly cold at that altitnde
and all three ghoard the seaplane felt
it biting through heavy fiving kit {o the
bone. Conversation hetween Ferrers
Locke and Jaek in the rear cockpit was
rendered almost impossible by  the
thunder of the engines. Yet there were
many questions Jack wanted to ask,
But he knew that his guv'nor would ex-
plain in his own good time, and he was
content to wait.

It was two hours before the dawn
when DBeverley's keen eyes szaw far
below. and ahoad, the greyness of the
sea scparated from a davk land mass by
a thin line of white and breaking water.
It was the Chilean coast! His fingors
LT W LWL W WA Ea i W e W

INTRODUGTION.

After vrereoming innmerable gifreulties and
dangers, Ferrers Locks, the celebrated Baker
Stecel  defecfive, puccesds i eapluring
Bigck Michael, the modern Captein Kidd,
who has been terrorising the western sea-
board of South Admerice. Aided by Jack
Drake, btz clever boy  pssistand, Ferrers
Locke, at Chalmers' seerel islongd stronghold.
carries the pirate ehief aboard his own seq-
plang. Al the pistol's pelnt, Uhalneersy
man, Faderfiel, is forced o wifot the machins,
but has to descend apain owing (o shortnge of
vetrol, Thus  handieapped, the Haker
Street detective 2 obliged to frans er his
prisoners abourd the Angatat, & pesstig
trader. tchose raseally skipper, AMackmo,
readify falls fo Chalmers” fempiing  boit
af one hundred thousand pounds as the
wiice of hig [reedom. During Federkiel's
abzence to fetch e ritgdme-ntoney, Ieckaw,
fenuing Locke and Drale bound i the cabin,
woes aahore and makes anerry.  Tit the mentt-
time, the cunning Federkiel, who ko merely
been  lwoiering around in reaplane,
sneaks dwck fo the dwgatwie, relogees Bluck
Miches!, and tien opens the semcocks,
feaving Ferrers Locke and Drale to drown.,
Locke and Drake escape, Rotoerer, aitd then
endist the aid of the Paedic Fleet o warships,
Black Mickael's island is ceide’, end his
ﬁ%ﬁi{ﬂrﬁ munﬁd f;p.i? Dt .—,}-’ Elfe mi:fn-ta

Rimself, end of Federkiel, his pilad
thers 18 o syt . EN
{Now read on.)
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moved to the turuitte handle and he
closed down his engines, shoving
forward the control-stick to take the

machine scawards. in a ghde. '

Circling widely, as ho dropped down
out of the night, ho scanned the waters
below with anxious eyes. He knew thet
he had fown on an exact compass
course, and Zarac lsland should be
somewhere within a few miles of him.

Then suddenly he stiffiened in his seat,
and his feet prossed the rudder-bar back
mte  neutral. Btanding out starkly
against the grey background of the sca
was an 1sland aboui & mile in length
and no more than & quarter of a mile
in breadth, shaped somewhat like the
sickle of a new moon. It was separated
from the dark land mass by a wide strip
of water. A white line of breaking,
toaming water showed vividly on its sea-
ward side.

Beverley was certain from its shape,
slze, and distance from the mainland
that it was Zarac Island. He turned in
ms seat, pointing with gloved hand.
Ferrers Locke nodded. He, also, was
convinced that the island towards whieh
they were gliding was—if his theory was
enrrect—the  one which E}'Iﬂ'f;.m'!}d
Chalmers,

Beverley turned again to his coutrals,
end his fongers snapped om the switch,
The roar of the engines died away, Not
& sound disturbed the stillness as the
seaplane dropped scawards out of the
night, save the whine of the wind
throvgh flying wires and strufs.

Then, to the ears of the three aboard
thea machine, came tho sullen boom of
breaking seas as they thundered againsh
that rocky and inhospitable coast, which,
can scarce be matched throughout tha
seven seas for dreary desclation,

At-two thousand feet Beverley pressod
on the rudder-bar and swung in te-
wards the land. He _assed over greak
heetling cliffs which reared themselves
from the welter of waters helow.
Turning, with nose down on that long
glide, he again passed out o sea, head-
ing now straight towards the long, thin
line which was Zarae Island.

The water although broken and
choppy, was comparatively smooth in
the lec of the island when compared
with the seas which swept unhindered
out of the mt%ht to hurl themselves
epainst the eliffs of the mainland.

At five hundred feet, half a mile only
lay between Zarac Island and ths
machine. Gently Beverley pased for-
ward the control-stick. The nosze of the
seaplane dropped correspondingly. Foot
by foot the machine glided down out of
the night sky, its wings sec.sawing
wildly in the half-gzle which - blows
almost perpetually in those waters. But

verley's magic bands held it on its
course, coaxing it along. Flis righs
hand was never far from the swiich,

ready to open up his engines should
necessity warrant it

At one hundred feet, the island
secmed  very close.  Apain  Beverley
cazed forward the controlstick another
fraction of an inch. Down and down
dropped the seaplane. Then came &
faint, almost imperceptible, jar. The
next. instant the seaplane was rocking
wildly on the water as it surged in to-
wards a rocky ledge. The slapping of
the water against the floats sounded like
the cracking of some great whip.

Jack, with mooring rope in his hand,
poised himself on the edge of the cock-
pit.  Then, as Beverley kicked on
rudder and hrowght the machine
swinging round before it completely lost
way, Jack leapt outwards. The drop
was not 2 biz one and he sprawled,
uchurt, on darac Island.

Tue Magner Lipeary.~No. 1,073,
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ANOTHER GRAND 'TEC YARN ON THE WAY, BOYS!

On Zarac Island !

i HERE is littlo we can do till
E dawn,” said Ferrers Locke,
when the seaplane had been
safely moored and he and
Beverley had joined Jack. “We have
almost another hour before then, and
[ am going to bave a look round. You
two remain here with the machine.
We've done our best to land unobserved,
but we may not have succeeded so keep
your guns handy [ :

“Then you're sure Chalmers is here,
str " asked Beverley, his voice dubious,

“As certain as I can be, without
actually haviog seen him here!” replied
Ferrers 2, ;

“But wasn't ib a bit visky our coming
alone 7" said Beverley. “What I mean
to say, 1 haven't got the wind up, you
know, but won't Imers have a crowd
with him "

“No, I don’t think so!” replied the
dotective. “If my theory iz correct,
Chalmers will have no more than one or
two men with him.”

Beverley looked about him in the
darknoss.

“1 saw no light nor any sipn of
habitation when I was coming down,”
he said, "I kept a jolly good look-out as
well, and—"

“And you are inelined to think that
wea ara on a wild goose chase ! lavghed
Ferrers Locke, as the young pilot
hesitated. “Well, I think before many
hours have passed you will find that we
are not. Keep your eyes and ears open.
I will rejoin you here before the dawn !”

With t fua moved guistly sway and
was swallowed up in the darkness,

“I say,” said Beverley, turning to

Jack, "I wonder what makes your
uv'nor #o jolly certain Chalmers is
urking about on this bally island

somewhera?"”

1 don't know ! replied Jack, " You
see, the guv'nor never says very much.
He just gets on with the job and I've
never known him fail yet !?

*“No, I'd often heard about him before
I met him!"” said Beverley. “But I
never thought I'd find self on a
ghastly zort of island like this with him
in the early hours of the morning.”

Jack stared about him in the darkness,
Nothing broke the stillness, save the
sullen boom of the breakers on the sea-
ward side of the island,

“It is & bit weird ! he admitted.

“Yes," prattled Beverley. “ You know
there’s lots of chappies who, if they
were standing on this island like us
with a lot of balii pirates lurking about,
would pretend they liked it. i‘."e]l. I
don’t, and I don't mind admitting it.
What I mean to say, I like to know
what I am up against, whati"

“ Yesq,” replied Jack., “But we've got
our guns and—"

_ He broke off abruptly, head inclined
in a listening attitude.

“What's wrong?” demanded Bever-
Iu:-;jr. “What's the matter?”

‘1 thought I heard something moving
over there!” replied Jack, in a low
voice, and he pointed towards where
hug&- boulders merged with the darkness,
woDid youl” ssid Beverley grimly.
thcm;m on, we'll jolly well investigate

en !

With his gun in his hand he would
have started forward, but Jack laid a

detaining hand on his arm  and
whispered :
“Wait! There is something there,

I'm certain !”
With straining eyes, he and Beverley
peered through the darkness towards the

mass of boulders. Then, even as they
watched, a |hupe grotesque form
detached itself from the black shadows
and moved slowly towards them.

Beverley gripped Jack by the arm.

“What is it7’ he whispered tensely.
“Great Scoit! There's ancther!”

Another form, huge, bulky, was
moving slowly towards them in the wake
of the first one. Jack’s mouth [elt
suddenly dry and there came a strange
tingling at the base of his scalp.

“Stop!” he cried hearsely, raising bis
gun. “ Stop, or—"

Bang! Bang!

He fired wildly, conscious that by his
side Beverley's gun had also blazed
into life, or, &t the sound of his
voice, the two grotesque forms had
whirled into sudden, incredible activity.
1 h{lfl:.r came at him and Beverley with a
CiEsin.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Jack stood his ground, firing at the
Thing which was rushing et him, But
on it came, oblivious of the flaming gun.
The boy had a vision of upraised arms
outstretched to grasp him; ho had a
momentary glimpse of a white and
ghastly face and there came to his
nostrils a foul and fetid smell.

Then strong arms wers wrapped about
him., He Etru%glcd desperately, but
the Thing held him in a merciless and
bonecrushing grip. Then something
struck him. a smashing blew on the
temple and he went limp.

— rr—

The Cave under the Sea !

HEN Jack next opened his
eyes, he found himself in
what he fook to be, at frst

_ lance, a large and luxzur-
iously-furnished room. He tried to
stir himself, and discovered that he was
lashed to the chair on which he was
seated,

As returning consciousness quickened
his perception, he looked about him
with dawning interest. It was not a
room he was in, but a large and
spacious cave. Thick pile rugs were
strewn on the rocky floor, and heavy
tapestries draped the black and glisten-
ing walls. Comfortable armchairs,
zettces, and polished tables steod here
and there. A large and beautifully-
fashioned bookease ran almost the wh-::{-a
length of one wall, whilst against the
opposite wall stood ap  exquisitely-
carved sideboard, on which glistened
an array of cut-glass. _

The cave was brilliantly lighted by

a cluster of werful electric light
bulbs suspended from the low, rocky
ceiling. e atmosphere of the place

was warm and languorous.

Beverley, also bound to a chair, was
seafed by Jack's side. He was appar-
ently very much alive.

“Thank goodnesz you're all right!”
he said, as he saw Jack taking stock
of their surroundings with wonderi
eyes. “T thought the brute had kill
you !

“But whers are we?” demanded the
boy. “How the dickens did we get
here ¥

“My servants brought you here!”
said a harsh voice behind him.

Turning his head, Jack saw a man
clad in an immaculate lounge suit
standing behind his chair. He was a
clean-shaven fellow, with well-cut
features, cold blue eves, and cruel, thin-
lipped mouth.

“There is a gentleman here,” he went
on sardonically, “who will be delighted
to lemyn fhat vou have recovered com-

sciousness. Pray excuse me whilst I
call him!”

He departed with silent tread, and
Jack turned to Beverley.

“Who the thump is that fellow? he
demanded,

“1 dunno!” replied Beverley. “But I
don't like his Eﬁmks. I say, I think
we're in a bit of a mess, what? It's
up to your jolly old guv'nor—"

“"Ssh1” said Jack warningly.

The warning was unnecessary, for
Beverley had bitten off the words
abruptly and was staring at a man who
had entered the cave and was walking
slowly towards him and Jack, The man
was dressed in a lounge suit, but his
heed and face were completely swathed
in & tight, white, linen face mask in
which slits had been cut for the eyes
and mouth,

With him werse two other men, one
of whom Jack recognised as Federkiel,

halmers’ pilot. The other was an in-
tellectual-looking man, wearing the
Ir:ri%gx white overall of n surgeon.

camo tho man in the mask till he
halted in front of Jack's chair and
stood looking down at the boy in
silence.  Jack returned the stare
steadily.

“Well, Chalmers? he said.

“You know me, then!?” replied the
man in the mask, & hint of amusement
in his voice.

“Yes, I know you!" replied Jack.
“I'd know you anywhere, Chalmers, so
you can take that mask off1”

Chalmers laughed softly and, turning,
seated. himself in an armechair near Jack
and Beverlay.

“Do you think, boy, that I have
masked myself in order that you sheuld
not recognise me?” asked Chalmers.

. Yes, I suppose so!” replied Jack.

You haven't done it to amuse your-
salf 1

“MNo, I have not done it to amuse my-
gelf,” replied Chalmers softly, “neither
hsve I done it Lo prevent you from
recognising me, a-.ltl'mu%h when I left
vou in the Angatau I thought I'd seen
the last of you and your meddling
chief 1

He leant forward in his chair, and
his veice became suddenly very harsli,
. “Tell me, how did you come to this
island ¥ he demanded.

“You ecan find out!” retorted Jach.
4 "By seaplane!” remarked Federkiel.

Hee, his companion wears the oil-
stained kit of a pilot!”

Chalmers nodded.

“Yes, ol course, by seaplane!” he
said. *‘Tell -me, boy, how many com-
penions have you?

“I'll tell you nothing!” replied Jack

dtgg&d]jr.

shalmers tapped the arm of his chair
with long, tapering fingers. He seemed
strangely unconcerned.

”Huwﬂwrﬁ how many_they are, they

will not find you. You see, this
cave in which we are seated lies
beneath the ocean bed, There is
only one entrance to it and

that iz a secret entrance which none
could find. When you are missed, your
companions on the island will wonder
where you are end what has happened
to you—but they will never know the
trut;l, or the fate I have in store for
Fﬂ‘u 1¥

(Things look black for young Drake
and Beverley, but they have every con-
fidenes tn Ferrers Locke., Look out for
the closing chapters of this yarn next
Saturday, boys
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THE ROCKET AEROFLANE!

Here is a photograph of the rocket zeroplane " Grasmuecke.,” in
which the Eurman pilot Raah hopes ta reach a height of about 12 miles,
thereby breaking the world's existing record. The plane will be
driven by a series of rocket explosions—similar in principle to the
rocket car—and the pilot will i: equipped with oxygen apparatus.
It is hoped, too, that the Grasmuecke will be able to rise ovar the
hirst air strata into a region which has hitherto been clozed to mere
mortals,

BIRD SANCTUARIES!

You have heard of & bird sanctusry—woods and meadowland
devoted by big landowners to the " housing " of cur [eathered 5§
friends. You may have had ths opportunity of going through ons
of these woods, and seeing the artificial nests perched high in
fl  the branches of the trees. A pretty sight; pleasant, too, with
all the birds twittering and chirruping ha;:lpul;,u The picture
shows men putting a nest—an odinary wooden box covered with 5

bark—into position.

NOT FANCY DRESS!

Although, on the whole, the scenery
of Holland s fat and therefore
inchined to be uninteresting, there aze,
nevertheless, many picturesque spots,
among them the gquaint little fishing
village of VYolendam. Volendam iz on
the western shores of the Zuider Zee,
where the men still eling to the old
customs and incidentally the widest
trousers and largest sabots in Holland.
Here you see one of the village beles
ohliging the elderly gent with a light.

Tie Micxer Liemary.—No. 1,073,
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THE POACHER POACHED! |

{(Condinuel from mege 15.)
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whistle and call the Head Gamekeeper.
U”ﬁg two—"

o hl;::-Epit ™ yelled  the Hoad
frantickly. “I'll sign!”

And sign he did!

“So far, so good!” remarked Jack
Jolly, when that had been done. “And
now, before we buzz off, sir. T'll just
tell you what else we want from vou.”

“1u the fivst place, we demand six
good meals a day for the entire Skool
for the rest of cur stay in Camp.”.

*3-5-six good meals a day ! stuttered
the Head. ' Oh, grate pip! 1 shall be
ruined !

“Further,” went on  Jack, “we
demane lato-passes for the Fourth onm
rickwest,”

“M-ma-may hat!" _

“And fhnally,” conclooded the kaptin
of the Fourth, “we insist on being
ullowed the use of your private car
whenever we happen to.réquire it 1™
COh, dear ! gasped the Head, quite
]:m|if}-. “ And supposing I refuse®”

“In that case, this confession will be
rent straight (o Major Snorter, and you
will face the piddy musiek '™

Dr. . Birchomdl gulped.

*1 suppose I have no hopshun in the
matter I¥ e groaned. “*Very well,

Jolly! I pive inT I agree to your
torms ;

_“Hip, hip  hip—" yolled Jack
Jolly.

“Hoorax !" roaved-Mevry. and Bright.

“Oh, my piddy aunt!” gasped Dr.
Sirchemall.
countryside here in a minnit!  Let's
lzz off immejately.”

"With plezeure ! granmed Jack Jolly.
“1 just feel hike a wood brekker of
cees and  bacon.  Whar about vou
chaps

“What-ho !

Tie. Birchemall erawled hack through
ithe hedge, and tearing hiz hair snd
nashing his toeoth with rape, started
back 1o the camp. And Jack Jolly &
Uo. followed, rejoicing.

L] L] L L LS L ]

From lhat mourning onwards, life at
the Ht. Sam's Camp became really
worth living at last, Tervified at the
thought that Jack Jolly -m{_‘g‘shf zend his
signed confession to Major Snborter, the
Head did all ho eonld to ‘make things
happy.  Awd his efforts were soon
crowned with suxxess,

No longer did the follows langwish
and fade away on a diet of bread and

waber.  lpggs and bacon, roast beef,
plam-dufts;  doenuts, and jinjer-pop
ay, And

were now fhe order of the

instead of cowering under the crool
diz=iplin they had heen used to, the
chaps now did eggsactly as they pleased.
Zlost of them rose at midday, spent the
day plezzantly in feeding thmr‘ faces
and ragging the masters, and retired 1n
the early hours of the mourning.
Thanks to Jack Jolly & Co., the St
Sam's Camp ended in & blaze of glory.
And one and all—with the sollitary
e-g;];mptian of Dr. Birchemall—were
only too sorry when tho time came to
leave Snorter Magnous and return to the
old collidge once more.
THE END.
(FLook out for the first yarn of another
Dicky Nugent seriea next week, chums!)

“You'll attract the entire

EDITORIAL.

Now that King Footer has -deposed
King Cricket, Magnetites interested in
our grand winter game will be delighted
to know that, starting with noext week,
s football expert will contribute to our
pages o striking, informative article
dealing with the different methods of
Boceer stars, " For instanco, Dixie Dean,
the record goal-scorer of last senson, has
his own particular way of -scheming for
openings to bring him goals. How doos
e da 1t? you mayx ask, Well, our footl-

ball expert is going to tell you how, in |

his epinion, Dixie, of-Everton, does the
trick. From Dixie Dean, the centre-for-
ward, he will then” travel, to outside-
right—tho star outside-right being, In

his.opinion, Alec Jockson, of Hudders-

field. Eleven | positions—a complete
team, in other words, will be dealt with
from woek to week. Each star’s ' tricks

of the trade ™ will be mada known to

vou, in interesting fashion, s0 no matter
where you play in your team, there will
be some tips for you to pick up that will
undoubtedly 1mprove. your own iooter.
Like the idea, bovs? OF coursa! Then
look out for the first article, entitled; -
“STARS AND THEIR METHODS 1*
B-? .‘fnﬂm LE ]
which will appear in next week's
bumper number. Still on the subject
of - footcr—what- about .o football and
detective serial? It's coming in a fort-
night's time! ‘How's that? ~Ferrers
Locke and Drake are well to-the fore,
and the mystery they are called uwpon to

solve is one of the strangest they have
ever encountored.  Mind you're “ at the

ground "' when ; :
“THE TOUGHEST TEAM IN THE
LEAGUE!"™

kick off. They're a gnul-acﬂrix_if Iten.m,
and it's a goal-scori arn tight bang
from the first pheep of the whistle.—EDp,

BUNTER'S BODY-GUARD !

(Continued from page 22.)

“You've let Huggins get away ™ ex.
claimed Wharton.

Dance geve him o look.

“Hp bolted ! he answered bricfly.

#Then he's got away?”

"“Yes."

_-Ilﬂh !'I':l'

Dance went to his van. The chuns of
the Greyfriars Remove looked at one
another queerly. _

1 don’t catch on to this,” said Harry
Wharton. *“0Old ‘YWhiffles has some
reason—goodoess knows what—for let-
ting that man loose, nnd the manager is
in it with him! He's let the man go.”

“That's plain enough,” said Bob.
“That's why Whiffles made us hand him

over to Danco—to let him go!”

“But why"

*Tho . whyfulness i3 a terrific
mystery,” “remarked Hurree Jamset

Ram Singh., *The absurd Whiflea has
some reason for not wanpting to disposs
?fll the execrable Huggins stone-jug-
1 F':H . i

“But he's scared to death of him!"
said Nugent. “That's why he wants us
with the sircus,”

5 ‘ilIt’s jolly fishy ! proncunced Johnny

El * & s
“The, fishfulness is tarrifio.”

Harry  “Wharton's brow was ‘very
thoughtful, _

“1 can’t understand it,” he confepsdd.
“0ld Whifiles may bo alraidto send th
man to-prison; he'sin a blue funk. Buk
that mun Dance ie in it, ool They'm
both it to let Hugg;lim g0, and, vei
they know he may coms along any night
and bash old Whiflea!' Lefting him off
like this iz just encouraging him to do it.
Tt beats ma hollow! 'ﬁ:am’p something
going on here, you fellows—something
jolly queer, and Billy Bunter’s mixed up
in it somehow, though I can't maka: out
how, Still, I suppose it's not our busi-
noss, and asy old Whifflcs wants us to
stay, we'll stay.”

“Yes, rather 12 -
~ Later that morning Nobby Nabbs came
in with the reeaptured Mumbo. In the
afternoon . the circus packed up to take
the road aghin.

Once more the long procession of
Whiffies' World-Famous Circus wound
along high-rosd and by-road; and with
it went Billy. Buonter, still boss of the
circus, and with Billy Bunter went
Buntor's Bodyguard. '

S TEE END. L

(Now wou fan - look forward to
“Chums of the Circus!'—sgest week's
splendid (reyfriars story, and, in the
meantime, why not read the topping
story of Harry Wharfon & Co. qppear.
ing in thiz week's * Popular " 7} '

{ WORLD FAMOUS

*FLYING MAN'

fine Shetheld Steel. : Chespest and mast

efficient Shaving Outht in the world.

Wil last for years. Simple to ure.
a Mo loose parts.

SPECIAL PRICE
9“. Post Free Com.
P

: . Extrs Elldn.id. exch.
RAPID STEEL CO., LTD. (Dept. A.P.),

25, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W.1.
Ladier " Albun" Sei 2/8 packed plain cover, ]

The

 _worth Chesp Photo Material and Films, . ;
’£2:m'-'ﬂltplngua 2 aterial and -Films, .Samples

Free, - - 12 ~by - 10 Enlargement, -any’

photo, 8d,—~HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL,

tial. H!:ga}*}r'ﬁﬁ

ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED &

lsnion. |
& CO.0 Dept, D18, AOCR

o “wsll “Privats Christmas
Ty = rde. Bz periancsd ook caEem-
Taluabla Prizes,” Preo Bam IMIH k. .
e

| Wales, Gold Coast, eio.—W, A, WHITE, Engins

300 STAMPS FOR B¢ {Ayssq 11J: loctuding “w&:}i’@.ﬁ’

T Higeris,
Lane, I.-?E,. Btoorbri

lete with | blade.

IR R
Make The DAILY SKETCH
YOUR Picture Paper..

00000000 O A

E=g=18



|
0 OME voung gents wish to see
m vou, sir !
The feolinan made that
announcement in  the grate
lthrary of Bnorter Lodge,
Major Soporter, stern old  soldier,

Justiss of the Piece, and owner of the
rast Snorter Estates to which 8t. Sam's
kool had come for their camp, looked
up from his comie paper with a frown.

“Who are they, James?” ho rasped,
in & soft voice.

“Name of Jack Jolly & Co.”
answered back the footman, with a low
bough. " They say they are from the
=k Ham's Cawp, sir™

“Huh! Bhow them up, then. Ay
harsewhip, revolvers, cudgel, and
hattle-axe are of corze at hand, should
1 feel like wsing them ™

“They are all reddy on the table, sir.™

AMajor Snorter nodded, aud flingin
aside his comic paper, sat upright, an
waited for his visitors.

'The old military jentleman had some
cgecusn for mot feeling altogeiher
picased at the prezzance of callers from
the St. Sam’s Camp. Since the arrival
of the Skool, many of the finest rabbits
on his prezzerves had disappeared, and
e had just been informed by his pame-
keepers that the poachers were actually
=t. Saw's boys. Major Snorter, of
rorse, was ignorant of the [act that the
reow culprit was the very man who had
flogged the bovs for the crime—Dr.
Birchemall, Headmaster of St. Sam’s.

The grato door of the library swung
epen, and Jack Jolly, the kaptin of the
Fourth, walked boldly in, followed by
his pals, Merry and Bright.

The three heroes of the Fourth still
bove vizzible traces of the seveer
purhnizhinent they had reccived from
their crool Headmaster., ‘Uhev trembled
a+ they walked, and their Eton suils
veve covered with grate wheels which
cloarly showed that they had recently
been in the cart. Dut the' their faces
were white and drawn and haggard,
thew sill wore cheecful gring, It took a
tal 1o npset Jack Jolly & Co.

“Well ¥ barked Major Bnorler, as
enr heroes entered,

“Fairly well. thank vou. =sir! How's
.mj__m,....“.._m..: vesponded Jack Jolly cheer-

TR

Major Enorlec’s lips twitched, The'
he had been a fearful tirant in the
Army, and was slll a beastly boolly and
bristal rotter, e wasn’t a bad sort at
havt, And he rather took a fancy to
Jaek Jal'v's clieory fizz.

Tue Msgsir Lirpany.—XNo. 1,073,

An “ eggs-citing " story of the boys of St. Sam's under canvas, dealing
with the cute method adopted by Jack Jolly & Co. to bring relief to
their suffering comrades in camp.

“YWhat the merry dickens have you
come to see me for 7" he asked in more
kindly axxents.

“Becawse we want to be appointed
gamckeepers on your rabbit prezzerves,
sir,” answered Jack Jolly, without
hezzitation.

The mention of rabbits to Major
Snorter was like the waving of a red
rag to & bull. The old jentleman’s dile
went liveid with rage, and a grate
notted vain stond out on his forrid.

“ Rabbits |" he roared. "By gad, if
I ever set eyes on the scoundrels from
your Camp who are pinching my giddy

bunnies, I'll horsewhip them out of my
estates! But what the thump are you
getting at? Bkoolboy gamekeepers,
indeed | What next 1"

“Waell, why not 7" asked the kaptin of
tha Fourth, undawnted. “We may be
voung, but we've m.a._ plenty of branes,
sir, I can tell you!

“ Hear, hear !™ cried Merrs & Bright.

“ Besides,” went on Jack Jolly, “as
we belong to the 2t SBam's Camp, we
are in a much better position than your
ordinary gamekeepers to find out who
are the Camp poachers. That's obvious
to the meenest intellijence., Yon can
__u.:m,*m see the point yourself, can't you,
sir

“Well, there's something in what you
say, cortainly,” admitted Major Snorter,
knitting his brows thoughtfully., “ DBut
is it not a fact that Dr. Birchemall has
discoverod the eunlprits, and punnished
them already ™

“He hLas punnished some bovs, sir,
but I can give you my word of honner
that they were not the gilty parties”
said Jack ernestly. “We ﬂmﬁu_mu to
know that the fellows ha flogged were
splendid, upright fellows who would
skorn to poach anything but eggs. In
fact, thoy are the finest carrickters at
St. Sam's, aren't they, chaps?”

“(h, rather !" said Merry end Bright
harkily.

Jack Jolly & Co. didn’t think it advis-
able, however, to eggsplain that they
themselves woare the fellows in question.

“H'm!" said Major Snorler, eyeing
the juniors in perplexity. “8So wyou
think if T make you assistant pame-
keepers that you ean lay your hands on
the wvillans who are pinching my
bunmes ™

“We are jolly sure we can put a “_.__um
to the poaching, anyway, sir,” said Jack
cagorly. “'We have our suspicions as to
the eye-dentity of the gilty parties, and
once wo catch them, we'll see they don't
tronble you again, sir.”

Jack didn’t mention that they were
already sure of the eve-dentity of the
poachers. The odds were ten to one in
doenuts that Major Snorter would
refuse to believe Dr, Birchemall and
AMr. Lickham to be the gilty parties.
In which case, he might well think they
were pulling his military leg, and pro-
ceed to sling them out on their nex!

“0Oh, all serene, then,” =zaid Major
Suorter, after 2 paws. “If you boys
think you can help, by all means do =o.
In the unsual weigh, I shouldn't dream
of making meer kids gamekeepers, but
I am grately impressed by the honnest

eggspressions on your diles

ou, Jolly, in particular,
have a fine, open fzz that
reminds me somewhat of my
grandson at Borstal. So, on
consideration, I'll give you
cart blarnch, and officially
declare you gamekeepers on
the Snorter Estates.™

“Hooray 1"  yelled Jack
Jolly & Co., eggsecuting =
war-dance round the ancient
library, 1n their delite.

“Befora you go,” said
.__.Hnm...““_-_ Snorter, crossing over
to hiz bureauw, “I will prezzent
you with gemekeepers’ badges bearing
the coat-of-arms of the Bnorter family,
50 that you may produce them as
weddentiala if necessary.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” cornssed Jack
Jolly & Co., ceasing their wild career,
and  holding out their handa
eggspectantly,

“Here you are, my boys” said the
Major, As he spoke he handed them
three tin badges bearing the magnifi-
cent crest of the Bnorters—a hog
rampant, over crossed peashooters,

Jack Jolly & Co. took them and
proudly pinned them inside their Eton
jackets in places where they couldn't
show, Alter that, Major Snorter rang
for the footman, and told them to hop
it—which they did, in the highest of
spirrits.

HH-

RASH!
n Dawn broke over the St
Bam's Camp at Snorter Magnus,
No other sound broke the still-

ness of the mourning air, save the loud
snoring of three hundred boys and half

Epringing over the hedge with ajility of kan
ke was __,_.E___,.._.-_.__-_!.__._ ng t

& duzzen masters, as they slept the sleep
of the just, and dreamed of pork-pies
and jinjer-pep, and the twittering of
birds and braying fauls.

It was pretty certain, anyway, that
such delicacies formed the subject of
most of their dreams, for they hadn't
sean the real thing since leaving the old
Bkool. Dr. Birchemall, skeming as
usuzl to enrich his own %nnwi at other
people’s eggspemse, had reduced the
daily rations to two slices of bread, and
plenty of water. The result was that
the Camp to which everybody had
looked forward so eagerly, had turned
out & mizzerabls fiasco. By this time,
the boys of 8t. Sam’'s, from Burleigh of
the Bixth down to Midgett Minor of the
Firast, were completely starved and
thoroughly fed-up.

Meedless to sav, the Head himself did
not partissipate in the jenneral dis-
comfart. ar from it! ‘Whila the
felliows  crawled shout the Camp
sunken-eyed and hollow-eyed, hoping
for manner to drop from hevvan, Dr.
Birchemsall, in ths privvacy of his
canvas sanktum, consumed enuff doe-
nuts, cream-buns, ham-patties, bullseyes,

and rabbit-pies to feed wn army.
Rabbit-pies, in particuler, figgered
largely on his meanu—grate, joocy,

savery pies, full of rabbits sll poached
from Major Snorter's prezzerves!
That was the Head’s grate secret—the
misterious poacher who had been
prowling Major Snorter’s estates was

none other than Dr. Birchemsll him-
solf ! He had prezzerved the secret
well. Only Mr. Lickham and Jack

Jolly & Co. and all their pals knew, and
evan they, up kill now, had been power-
less to act.

But Ne si3 was at hand. If the
Head had only known what was goin
to happen, he would not have ventur
out on this particular mourning. WNot
boing gifted with the profietick instinet,
however, he didn't guess. Conzekwently,

e

arsms, Jacl Jolly & Co. pouncad on the Head; juat as
t__-l_m___-n ‘abbits to his sack. :

when he quitled the camp with his
poacher's sack slung over his shoulder,
& cheery grin illuminated his dile and
he whistled popular corusses of the day
g2 he hobbled Eﬂum.

Jack Jolly & Co. follewed close on his
heals—but the He of corse, didn't
know that. Jack Jolly & Co. were also
grinning for very different reasons.
Alreddy they saw the tirant of Bt.
Sam’s at their merey, grovelling on his
hands and knees and begging u._.mm_ﬂ not
to eggspose him. Alreddy they saw him
agreeing to any terms rather than be
shown up in his trew eulleri—and our
heroes had decided that their terms

were going to be pretty stiff |
At last they arrived at the rabbit
reZZerved. r. Birchemall, grasping

is cudgel firmly in his hand, tiptoed
through & gap in the hedge, and made a
dive at & cupple of rabbits that were
taking it easy in the grass,

The poor creeichers, with terrified
barks, tried to dodge the ¢rool weppon,
but in vain,

Bang |

With terrific force, Dr. Birchemall
brought the cudgel down on their heads
and brained them.

There wa:z & simultanecns howl of
pain and indiggnation from the little
animals, then silence. The Poacher of
Bt Sam’s had killed two birds with one
stone—or, rather, two rabbits with one
cudgel |

“Good egg!” mermered the Head.
z_Hﬁ._,mmm old hand has not lost its cunning
ye

dack Jolly & Co. heard him from the
other side of the hedge. Then the
acted. Mﬂinﬂm:m over the hedge wit
ajility kangaroos, they pounced on
the Head flinging themselves abk him
just as he was transferring the rabbits
to his sack, ;

Dr. Birchemall let cut a wild yell of
alarm and rage.

“Yaroooooop! Gerroff my neck!
I'll spiflicate you in a minnil if you
don't feggo, you rotters!™

“Quiet, you doddering old idjit!"
hiszed Jack Jolly. “Do you want
evervone for miles to hear you "
C“Nunno " gasped the Head. “Wheo
15 it, then? Grate pipl! Jolly, and
Merry, and Bright again! You reck-
less young scamps, I'll simply pulverise
vou for this! I'il—"

“¥ou'll shut up and listen to me, for
a changel” snapped Jack Jolly.
“You're not talking to meer juniors at
St. Sam’s now. You're talking to three

nEnwﬁmmH attached to the Snorter

istates |

“Wha-a-at?" yelled the Head in-
creddulously. "Are vou dotty, or
meerly pottv? Gomekeepers, indeed!
Ha, ha, hal”

- And .rm laried till the tears streamed
down his dile.

At a piven signal from Jack Jolly,
howaver, tha thres Fourth-Formers
showed the historical Head their
badges, and Dr. Birchemall quickly
altered his tone then.

“Nless my sole | he pasped, his jaw
farely dropping. “Tha crest of the
Snorters, if I'm not mistaken! Then
.._.u_m __,.m__unn speaking the frewth after all,

.ﬂ..—. T¥

I sactly 1 pgrinned Jack coolly.
:.F.__.m.m_n get left, sir? And now what
Lkave you got to say for yourself ¥

o
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0k, my giddy aunt!” mormered the
Head. “It looks as if I've been and
gone and done it this time, and no mis-
take! Whoevor would have thought of
juniors in my own mEn._,w Skool turning
against me hike this??

"What else can you eggspect, sir,
after the injustice and tirrany with
which you have treated us?” retorted
Jack Jolly sternly. “Don't forget you
flogged us for pinching rabbits, when
you were the poacher yourself!”

“He, he, he! That was only my
fun!™ sniggered the Head.,  * Surely
you can take a joke, Jollyt”

“What-ho ! grinned Jack., “And
now we'ra going to see what your own
sense of humour is ke, Let’s get down
to brass tax. Understand, sir, that we
are official gamekeepers to Major
Snovter, and 1f we take you to him
you're booked for Troudle with a
capital T.”

“Merey !" howled Dr. Birchemall,

“On the other hand, I suppose we can
keep mum over the bizney if we like”
went on the kaptin of the Fourth,
unheeding. “But in that case, of
course, we shall eggspect something in
return from you”

“T'Il do anything—or anybody—if
only you'll keep it dark, iy dear boya!”
criad the Head, in a state of complete
pannick now. “Just name yous
terma, Jolly, and leave the re:t 1o me.”

“And allow you to get awayv scot.drae,
then snap your fingers at us afterwards!
Not likely 1" grinved Jack Jolly. * XNo,
sirt This time wo are going to make
sure of you. We are going fo get your
signature to thiz confession !

The kaptin of the Fourth then pro-
duced & paper which bhe had brought
zlong with him, :

With eves that almost bolied out of
his head, Dr. Birchemall rcad the
following :

“1, Alired Birchemall, ALA. DB.Sc.,
DI, rmn._._xw. confess that I have
theeved, pinched, purloined, or nicked
a large number of rabbits from Major
Snorter's prezzerves during the Skool's
stay at Snorvter Magnus.”

“Great pip! Do you imagine I am
going to sign that?"” hooted the Head.
“Please yourself 1™ esaid Jack coolly,
calmaly. “If you don't sign it by the
time I'va counted ‘ten,” I'll blow this
(Cantinued on page 28.)
Tre Magxer Liepany.—xo. 1,075,



