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IF THE ELEPHANT PUTS ITS FOOT DOWN . . . !

(dn exciling five minutes for Dilly Bunier, of Greyfriars, vividly described in the grand long tale of Harry
Wharton & Co., ingide,)



Cowmmencing this weck “ Referee " will iell pou about the malch-icinning
methods of zler performers in the world of foolball, laking each week o
different pozition and the ployer who best fills it, until a complete teany has

been compriled.

Az a start ** Referes ' has selected *' Dixie '’ Dean, the erack

cemdre-forward of Everiom who, it will be rermmembered, was top goal-scorer
in English League football lost scazon.

N season before last
I George Camsell, the centre-forward
of Middlesbrough, scored fifty-nine
goals in Lergue matches alone.
This was by 8 long way the highest total
ever scored in one sesson by a player
with a first-class Enghsh League Club.
Some people thought the record
would stand for years. It stood forx
exactly twelve months, however. In the
very last League match of last. season
William—known to everybody as

the foothall

“Dixra"—=Dean, the centre-forward of -

Everton, scored three againat
Avsenal and bmuﬁht hiz total of goals
in League games for the season up to
stxty. Thus did he beat the record
made by Camseil a season earlier.

Iu the course of this feat Dean helped
Everton to win the First Division
championship, a&and he playved for
Eogland in all her International games.
These. things give him the right to be
consideredd the best centre-forward of
modern {ootball, And he only passed
his twenty-first birthday in January of
this vear.

A Sharp Sprinter.

Mot only ihe record of Dean, how-
cver, inokes it vight to refer to him as
ihe best contrve-forward in the game
taday. Ile has many special quali-
heations {0 which I shall refer, but
the real seeret of his suceess, and the
rea~on why one is justified in referring
3 him as the best centre-forward as
distinct from the best goal-scorer, is
hecauze he i an all-round footballer.

Woe  have had centre-forwards who
contldd  dribble, but could not shoot.
We  have had centre-forwards who

could keep the wings going, but could
ol got goals. aud we have had many
centre-forwards who epuld do practicslly
nothing but get goals, Dean sek up
a new record because he could do all
these things.
_In the fHrst place, he is built for the
job—standing 5 ft. 104 ins, and weigh.
mg 12st. Tlb. In one match last season
saw him pet two goals in quick
suceession by exzactly the same method.
The ball was pushed up the middle by
s meraber of Dean's side. Before
tha backs could get across, Dean had
darted forword, and left the goal-
keeper helpless with a fast, low shot, 4
These goals showed - the value®

of the sharp sprint in a centre-
forward.

Drawing the Delence.

“Much of my trainiog at Everton has
betn concentrated on short sprints,”
Dean told me not so lomg ago. Here
iz a valuable tip for my young centre-
forward readers. Don't worry about how
quickly you can do fifty or a hundred
yards on the run., For the rising Dixie
Dean the point that maliers is how
quickly he can get off the mark and do
the first ten or fifteen yards.

It is the short sprint at top speed
which carries a centre-forward past the
backs: certainly it is the short sprint
which enables Dean to zlip through
before the backs can get into position
to tackle,

Obviously, no centre-forward ecould
hope to score a lot of goals unless he

.....

HDIXIE '™ DEAN,
ihe world's best centre-forward, In action,

By “REFEREE.)

hﬂd'hdﬁtf-mm his colleagues—passes of
the right sort. Dean got t help
from his Everton pals last season. But
the difference between the star player
and the erdinary player is the way they
prepare themselves to receive, the pass.

There is such a thing as heating your
opponents before the ball is passed in
vour ‘direction, and Dean 1s an expert
at this aspect of the game. :

Let me explain this point more {fully.
Obviously, when a player has & repu-
tation a3 a goal-scorer, he is watched
closely by hisg o?panentm He must try
to get away frem them, preferably
while the ball 1s still at the feet of
one of his pals. You will see Dean
starf to run in ome direction; the
opponents will start to run the same
way. Suddenly, Dean will twist back,
and then call For the ball. He has
dodged his epponent before the ball has
come te him.

Left or Right!

People talk a lot about position play
in foothall. Much of the art of position
play lies in getting into a good
position for & pass. Fven a Dixie Dean
could not make much use of a pass if
the ball came to him when there were
threo opponents right close u

Then, of course, he can hit the hall
pard and true with either foot. He
would not be & complete foot-
baller otherwise. And, having
watched him carefully, T am quite
g: certain that he gets a lot of his
@& goals because he shoots with what
might be called the “wrong foot.™

nee last season I saw  him
deceive a goalkeeper completely.
The ball seemed to be running nicely to
Diean’s loft: foot, and he even made as
though he would shoot with that foot.
The gﬂalkecfer, anticipating the direc-
tion the ball would take from the lefd
foct, stepped across goal. But
allowed the hall to run another yard,
swayed over, and hit the ball with his
right foot to the very opposite corner of
the goal to which it would have gone if
he had hit it with the left foot.

Actually. this was a risky thing
t> do. The ball might not have
run kindly to the right foot, or in
changing :f]is intgntion Dean might
have lost his balance. But the
HEverton centre-forward was justified
by results, and the lesson for the
young centre-forward in this is eas{ to
find ; the goalkeeper is much more likely
than the

Dean

to stop the obvious shot
deceptive one.
(Continued on page 26.)



MR. WHIFFLES — ALIAS BILLY BUNTER [ There are worse ways of spending a vacation than by

Joining a frareliing,

circus, buf a circus with Mr. Whiffles as the proprietor has its drawbacks, as Harry Wharion & Co., of Gregfriu:ss,
;Hseat*fr— although what they fail to discover is that ** My. Whiffles ** is really Billy Bunier, their fruant school-
elloae |

B

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
On the Road !

6 HE guestion 13" said Bob

i '{.E!;lﬁrr}r, “where does he put
L)

And Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh remarked that the wherefulness

was terrific.

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled,

It was a sunny Septemuber day, and
Whiffles' World-Famous Cirens  was
winding along a leafy Hampshire road.

Nobby Nobbs, the clown, led the way,
in full war-paint, on the back of
Mumbo, the elephant., Next came the
blue-and-red caravan that helonged to
Montgomery St Leger Whiles—or
which, to speak more correctly, had
belonged to him before Billy Bunter
took possession.

Behind the porgeous caravan, five
Lireyfriars juniors were riding on horse.
back: and I:{Ehiﬂd Harry Wharton & Co,
tha rest of the long procession tailed
off along the dusty road.

Harry Wharton & Co. were logking
merry and hright.

Had it been suggested, before Grey-
friars broke up for the sumimer
holidays, that the Fameu: Five would
pass  some wecks of the vacation
travelling with a eircus, they would
have laughed at the idea. Duk it had
como to pass, and the chums of the

emove were enjoying ik

True, they did not quite know what
to make of Mr. Whiffles, They had not
a very high opinion of Mr. WhifHes.
They could not admire s gentleman
vhose manners and cusfoms bore so
striking a resemblanes to the manners
and customs of Billy Bunter of the
Remove. Btill, they had found that
they could stend Mr. Whiffles.

As they rode, in a chesry row, behind
the carvavan, they had & full view oi the
L1 BD‘EE-"

F'he von deoor was wide open. The
coss sab inside on & camp-stosl. On
one fat kneo rested a huge cake, which
ihe Boss was demolishing in large

frinr!-. ﬂEﬂH
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chunks. Beside him
were several bottles
of ginger-pop, mostly
empty, Tach huge
chun of cake was
washed down by a
copious draught.

Yt was remarkable to
see a man, who looked
abhout fifty, enjoying a
cake and ginger-pop to
that extent.

But appearances, as tho proverb says,
are deceptive. :

The Boss of the World-Famous Cireus
was not so old as he Jooked.

Deprived of his curly wig, his pointed
beard, and his waxed moustache, he
would have looked much vounger—and,
indecd, would have been recognisable
as William George Bunter, of Grey-
friars.

But the Boss was carcful not to be
seen without those adornments, and the
IFamous Five little dreamed how near
they were to the Owl of the Remove.

But though the Boss did not look
anything like Billy Bunter except in
circumterence, his ways were remark-
ably like Bunter's. arry Wharton &
Co. had never seen any fellow but
Bunter disposing of tuck at that rate.
Whera he put it was, as Bob Cherry
remarked, s question—indeed, it was
g deep mystery.

Huge chunk after chunk of cake had
vaurshed, and dravght after draught
of ginger-beer had followed it down.

The fat face of the Bess glowed with
happy satisfaction,

Bunter was enjorving life.

He only hoped that the real Me
Whiffles would kecp away till the end of
the wvaéakion; indeed, he would have
liked to carry on as Boss of the circus
all through the next term, instead of
going back fo Greyfriars.

Harty Wharton & Co. glanced round
at the smiling landscape of Hampshire
as they rode behind Hg: caravan. Dut
the Bess did not bother about the land-
E’:Ii-{p&- His attention was fixed on the
oal e,

Chunk by chunk it went, till the last
chunk was gone,

Bunter gave & deep and happy sigh.

Mr. Whiffles' crimson waistcoat, with
yellow spots, feli a little tight, ample
&t it was. Bunter gently unfastened
the lowest button,

_ Then he blinked at the five grinning
JUnlGES.
“1 say, you fellows!” he remarcked.
“Hallo, hallo, hallot”

A stirring long complete stor
Harty Wharton & OCe., of Grey-
with the amazing
adventvres of Billy Bunter as bess
of - Whiffles' world-Famous circus,

FRANK RICHARDS

HWWH
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“That was s ripping cake!"

Dunter !uﬂkﬁdppatg his  watch—or
ra.}tcher, Mr. Whifles' wateh.
" w.ﬁ]r!l Ihn:tr ltﬂ;d tea !'“_J he remarked.

ell, T can hold out ti ia-ti

It | tea-time now,

“Ye gods!” murmurcd Bob.

The Boss sorted over the ginger-beor
IF?Itit]es, and sclected one thar was still
i ¥

The cheery liguor gurgled out inte a
glass,

Bunter raised it to his lips. leaned
back his head a little, and tilted the
tumbler,

Ginger-pop, grateful and comforting,
Howed into his capacions mwouth. i
was an acstatic momeni.

. It was by sheer ill-luck that the van
jolted over a deep, hard, sunbaked rut
in the road at that momaont.

The caravan gave a heavy lurch.

Billy Bunter was beautifully balanced
on his camp-stool, leaning back with the
gurgling tumbler at his lips, Even a
little jolt would have been ecnough to
upset that delicate balance. And it
1'-'5:5-0435 big ]u“|t[ft+'-: the ﬂmiﬂx‘an gave.

v, my hat!" ejaculated  Harr:

Wharton, : d

“Gurrrrerrggh 1

Bunter flew backwards off the stool,
and the ginger-beer, instead of flowing
gently inio Bunter, shob into his opcn
moutl in a sudden flood,

Two fat little legs kicked up in the
air n_:ﬂd, for the moment, all the view
the Famous Five had of ihe Do vas
his feet and his striped chock trousers,

“Urrrggpghhh

Horrible sounds came from ihe cara.
van.

“He's choking ™ ejoaculated Frank
Nugent.

:Eﬂ chokefulness i:' tereific 1

pooooooogEgEgghhh 1™

“Ha, ha, hu!”

** Mooooooooogggegghhh

The sounds from the sprawling Boss
were really alnrming.

Harry Wharton slid from the saddle,
and made a spring info the open door-
way of the jolting caravan. If the Boa
of the Cireus waz choking, Wharion
was ready to de all he could for It
Bunter sprawled on his back, gasping
and gurgling and guggling, with &
erimson tace. Bunter had always boeu
short of breath; now he was shortes
fhan ever. Hiz crimson, fal face grow
purple,

Wharton grasped him by ihe collar
and jerked him into a sttiing positnm,

Tite Magxey Laamaev.—No. 1,074
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That required a powerfu]l effort; the
Boss’ weirght was considerable. He
spluttered wildly ns he was dragged

up.

“Oooch! Goorhhhbh! Moooch!™

Wharton smacked him heartily on
the back. That, he had heard, was the
most  effeetive way of dealing with
choking people.

Smack, smack, smack |

Wharton put his beef into it.

“Urrrggegh!” gurgled Bunter.
" Moocooggggghhh | cast!  Stoppit!
Oooch %ﬁarre:-: you hitting me for?
Mmmmmmmm }"”

“That's better 1" exclaimed the cap-
tain of the Remove. “You'll be all
right ir 8 minute, Mr. WhifHes.”

Smack, smack, smack!

Perhapa that lheft.y smacking on the

revived the Boss. Dut if it did,
it enraged Kim at the sama time. As
he recovered his breath, he turned on
his rescuer, his eyes gleaming with
wrath through his big apectacles.

7 “ﬁeaatl” he gasped. * Stoppit! Take

wt H?

“Oh!” roared Wharton, as he took 1t.
“It” was a fat fist, which landed on
his c¢hin.

He staggered away, lost his footing,
and rolled out of the carevan.

Bump |
. “Whos I h‘En'leEd Bob

[ 1 1n 18 TS,

'%%,ﬂgmj hat !"u

Harry Wharton sprawled in the dusty
raad, and scrambled to his feet. Hae
was hurt, and his face was red with
wrath.

“He, he, he!” camo from the caravan
—the fat cachinnation that was so like
Billy Bunter's fat chuckle,

“You gilly chump!” roared Wharton.

“Ha, he, he! Serve you right!”

“My hatt I'll—"

Harry Wharton was a good-tempered
fellow, as a rule. But that bu on
the hard road might have spoiled eny
fellow’s tempear.

He made s rush after the van: and
his expression indicated that the next
item on the programme would be &
serious case of assault and battery.

Bunter jumped up in alarm.

“T say, you fellows, keep him off I” he
yelled,

“Ha, ha, hal”

Slam !

The caravan door closed.

Cherry,

“Easy docs it, old chap!” chuckled
Bahb rey. “Here's your gee-geol
Jump oni” :

“I've a jolly good mind—"

“Ride on, there!” shouted Dance, the
manager, from the rear, “You're
Llocking the way!”

Harry Wharton grunted and climbed
into the saddle again, and the Famous
Five rode en after the rumbling
caravan. Mingled with the rumbling of
the wheels over the hard road came a
deeper rumble—the snore of the Boss
Bunter had settled down on Mr.
Whifles' bed for a nap till tea-time.
When he wolke it would be for teag
after which, probably, he would have
another little nap till supper. It was
o happy lifel

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
An Old Aeguaintance !

" Al Jove! It's a circus
That exclamation was

uttered by an elegant youth,

who jammed an eyeglass into

hiz eye, and watched the procession as
it came trailing along. He stood at the
opening of the lane which led off the

Tae Magrer Lisrary.—No 1,074,
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high road towards the village of
Easthorpe. He locked at the towering
Elnrihant, with MNobby Nobbz on his
back; and Mr. Nobbs grinned and
gracefully lifted his paper cap in
salute, At which Arthur Augustus
D*Arcy, of 5t. Jim's, not to be cutdone
in  politencss, lifted his handsome
Panama hat with equal grace in salute
to the clown. Whereat Mr. Nobbs
grinned more broadly than before.
“aweyiwishs chaps, bai Jove ! added
the elegant gﬂuth‘ the next moment, as
he saw the five riders in a row behind
the caravan that followed the elephant.
The 5t Jim's junior stared at the
Famous Five In amazement.
In that quiet corner of Hampshire
circuses  wore unusual, and he was
rather interested in the circus. DBut
Greyiriars fellows riding in a circus
procession  were much more unusual;
and IDYArcy was much more imterasted
in them. He could scarcely believe his
noble eye, even with the aid of the
;}r?ﬁf}lnﬁ, as he spotted Harry Wharton

The last time he had scen them had
been on the occasion of the ericket
mateh at Greyfriars, when 8t. Jim's
had visited them; and he had not ox-
pected to see them spamn until the foot-
ball fixtures came round. But here they
were—riding with the ecireus, and
Arthur Auvgustus D'Arey eyed them in
astonishment.

" DBai Jove!” he repeated.

Harry Wharton & Co., as they cameo
past the end of the lane with the pro-
cession, glanced at the clegant figure
standing there, and they recognised
the 8%, Jim's juntor immediately.

“D’Arey!” exclaimed Wharton.

“"The one and only!” grinned Bob
Cherry,

“Let's stop!™

" ¥Yes, rather™

The five riders turpned their horses
out of tha procession into the leafy
lane, sllowing the procession to pass
them. They dismounted in the lane.

“Bai Jove?! Is it weally you fel-
lows 1" exclaimed the St. Jim's junior.
“I could weally hardly beliave my eyes,
you know, when I saw you widin' with
the ecircus. How do you do, desh
boys "

And the swell of 8t Jim's shook
?a:nds all round with the chums of Grey-
riars.

“But what are you doing here,
D' Avey 'Y asked Bob,
“Takin’ o httle walk, desh boys.

I'm home for the hols,
know.”

“"Are we near your place, theni”
asked MNugent.

D’ Arcy smiled. :

“Yaas, wathah! Half a mile. This
lane lends to Easthorpe. which is quite
neah FEastwood House™

“Well, it’s jolly to run across you like
this,” said Harry. "I knew your place
was in Hampshire, but I didn't know
we were passing near it. You'll have
to come and see the circus.”

“Yams, wathah!” gaid  Arthur
Angustus. “You fellows givin® a show
in the ¢cireus, or whati"

““Ha, ha! Noat quitel
after Mr. WhifHes,”

“Bai Jovel Who is Mr, Whifles?"

“Boss and proprietor,” explained Boh

howW, Fou

Wao're looking

Cherry., “Fattest maon ever known
—except Billy Bunter of Greyfriars,
Fatheadedest, too. We're hiz body-
guard.”

“Eh ¥

“Bort of Life-Guard!” chuckled Bob.
“Pullin' my leg?” asked Arthur

Augustus, mystified.
"Not at alll” said Harry Wharton,

laughing. "You see, wo started on =
bike tour, and the circus elephant trod
on our bikes, and they're laid vp for
repairs, Then Mr, Whiffles asked us to
travel with the cireus. He lives in
terror of a man named Hugging, who
is after his pcalp; and we camp with
the circus and keep Hugging of.”

“ Weally, you know-—-—*

“TFact!” said Jobnoy Bull. “ Whiffles
sacked that man Hugping, and sent him
to chokey for pinching; and Huggins is
after Lis gore. Whifles goes about in
fear and trembling.”

“He must be an awful funk!™ said
Arthur Augustus.

“Exactly what he is” sagreed Bob.
“But he's not a bad sort in his way.
¥ou should see the grub he provides.”

“The funkfulness of the esteemed
Whiffles ia as terrific as his preposterous
fatfulness,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh. *“ But otherwisefully, he is
an exeerable good sort.™

Arthur Augustus grinned.

“¥You see, we were rather at a loose
end, with our bikes knocked out,” soid
Harry. “And it's rather fun travelling
with the cireus. Wo have a tent to
ourselves; and though Mr. Whiffles has
o lot of iunniv ways, he does you re-
markebly well in the tuek line.™

“It must be wathah nice,” agreed
Arthur Augustus. “I hope you are
stup%n' iy this neighbourhood.”

“We stop o mile farther on—easy
distance if vou want to comea to the
circus,” said Harry, with a smile
“Performance this evening—after that,
twice daily =0 long &3 we stop[”

“Come nnd sea Nobby Nobhs, the
funniest clown in this universe or any
other,” said Bob Cherry analg.
“"Come and see Mumbo, the elephant,
the biggest bullifant in this world or
the next:. Come and sea Samson, the
strong man, lift terrifie weiﬂghta and
throw them about, Come and sea Mr,
Whiffles throw his own weight about.
Come and see Tomasso Tomesonio, the
wonderful aerobat, and Texas Bill, the
broncho buster. For other items see
small bills|*

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Bai Jovel You're learnin' the busi-
ness, deah boy !’ said Arthur Augustus.
“I ghall jollay well twot along this
evenin', and bwing my f{wiends. I've
got a lot of 5t fim’s fellows stayin'

with me—yon know Blake, and
Hewwies, and Dig—*
“What-ho I*

“And Tom Mewwy, and Mannahs,
and Lowthah——"
“Yes, rather!|?
“And Levison, and Cardew, and

Clive——" .

“Oh, good! We'll be jolly glad to see
them,” said Harry. “We'll have a
little supper in our tent after the show,
if you're able to stay out so late.”

“Yaas, wathah! Holiday-time, you
know—the patah will stwetch & point.
And you fellows can come to-
mowwow, and see us at Kastwood House,
if you can get off.”

“0Oh, we can pet off as much as we
like!” said Harry, laughing. “We're
not on Mr, Whiffles' salary list; we're
just travelling with the circus as guests
and body-guard.”

“Good! Then come along early and
have some owicket,” said Arthur Aug-
ustus. “You see, there's eleven of us,
countin' my young bwothah Wally, and
wa've been playin’ matches up and down
and wound about. If you'd like to fix
up & game, we'll wope in some fellows
fwom somewhah to make up youah
Bl

[13 HI’E-T‘E I:"‘

“Jolly good idea!” exclaimed Bob
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The caravan gave & heavy lurch just as Billy Bunter was drinking the r=po
backwards, and the pext moment the Famous Five had a vlew of a m: F:{a legs waving in the air,

Oooooooghhbh | ™

Cherry heartily. *You always were a
chap for ideas, D'Arcy.”

“¥aas, wathah; T wathah think of
things, you know,” admitted the swell
of Bt. Jim's modestly. “ It will be wippin®
to have yoy fellows! The othah chaps
will be jollay glad to heah that you
are comin’, Any more Gweyiwiahs
chaps with the gircus?”

“No; we're the lot—unless Bunter's
here,” said Bob.

Arthur Auvgustus looked perplexed,

“Buntahi That fat chap with the
specs?” he asked.

“That’s the chap.”

“But surcly you know whethah he is
with the circus or not?' exclaimed
Arthur Augustus.

“That’s the queer thing—we don’t,”
snid Bob., “ He eleared off from school
qut. before the holidaya, snd we knew
13 had goma with the ecireus—but he
couidn’t be found there. Ile's turned up
twice, and wvanizhed again—wo've seen
hun; but each time he has gone from
our gaze like a beaubtiful dream; and
whether he's still hanging about, we
simply don’t know. It's a giddy
wystery,”

“Bai Jove! That 15 wathah wemark-
able,” said Arthur Awgustus. “But if
he turnz wp to-mowwow, bwing him
along. 1 supposs he can play owicket,”

“Well, T believe he knows a bat from
a ball, or at least has heard that there
is a difference,” grinned Bob.

“The evening show begins at seven,
D'Arcy,” said Wharton, “Bring all
your crowd, if they’ll come: and we'll
fix up the royal box for you. It won't
be wanted to-night—I suppose there isn't

PRIDE 1]
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any royalty knocking about in these
parts, keen on orcuses.”

“ Pwobably not, deah boy.”

1 It's settled, then?"

“Yaas, wathah”

And the Famous Five remounted their
horses, and rode on after the tail of
the cireus; whila Arthur  Augustus
walked gracefully away up the lane to
Kastwood Housze, to carry the news fo
hiz mumerous friends from St Jim's.

Harry Wharton & Co. trotted after
ithe cireus, and soon overtook it. They
brought up in the rear, after the baggage
vans, The meeting with Arthur Augnstus
ID'Arey had quite bucked them. They
wore quite enjoying  travelling and
ca!'npiufg with the cireus; but the pros-
pect of meeting a crowd of St. Jim's
fellows, and fixing up & ecricket match,
was atill more attractive, So they rods
on in a very cheery mood; and followed
the procession into the feld where
Whiftles' World-Famous Cirous was to
camp.

N —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Boss Is Wrathy !

O
B Billy Bunter woke sud.
denly from his nap, as the
1 caravan bumped from the
road into the field. The procession was
following & muddy cart-track: and the
mud was thick and baked hard in the
sumnmer sun. The van rocked down
into a deep, wide rut, and rocked vp ore
o ridge, and rocked down again, and
rocked up again. To & swing-boat the

ik '||_||ll|7!---|| iy H i i i
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The jolt sent him sprawling off the stool

* Urrrrggghhh [

** He's choking | ** ejaculated Frank Nugent, as those sounds came from the caravan. (See Chapier 1.)

motion would have been quite the thing;
but in & caravan it was unpleazant,
Bunter woke with his head knocking
against something hard, and sat up,
and nearly pitched off tho bed,

“Ow! Beasts!”

Then came another violent jolt, and
he quite pitched off,

Bump !

Bunter sprawled on the flosr of the
van, and roared, But the van rocked on
regardloss; just as if the driver did not
know, or did not care, how important
a personage it contained.

Bunter serambled up in great wrath.

The van still rocked, and he had to
hold on te keop his footing. Mis fat
faco was crimson with rage. As a matter
of fact, he would have wakened in a bad
temper, even without that severe jolt.
The eake had been rather too lar
even 1or Billy Bunier's clastic insiﬁaff
Whonever DBunter had an unlimited
supply of tuck, he was liable to deal
with it not wisely but ioo well.

He had eaten, perhaps, only a’ couple
of pounds more than hs could earry
with comfort. But even that trifle causcd
discomfort, DBunter had the digestion of
an ostrich; bul even an ostrich has it
limit. Bunter was fecling very uncom-
fortable; and when Bunter sufieved, his
temper suffered still more. Ho was cross
—and the bump on the floor of the cara-
van made him crosser. His little round
eves glinted through his big spectaclos,
like the fiery eyes of o basilisk, as ho
relled and scrambled to the door of the
van, and hurled it open,

Bunter's intention was to stride out
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of the van, the moment it came to a
half, and deal with the driver. First
he was going to tell the driver what he
thought of him; then he was gomng to
sack him on the spot. Being boss of the
circus, ha could sack anybody he liked
—excepting Dance, the manager, who
knew ho was not the genuine Whifiles.
'The sack, indeed, was hardly a sufficient
unishment for a careless driver who had
Eumpﬁd him out of bed. Unlortunately
even the Boss® power was limited, and
he could not order the offender to be
hanged, drawn, and quartered.

Tha caravan halted.

Tho steps were tucked up; but the
distance to the ﬁrnund was short, and
even Bunter could jump it. He prepared
to do so; but, unluckily, the van backed
just then., The driver—still iniﬁitﬁuﬂg
forgetiul of the importance of the Boss
—vwas backing the van into the position
assigned for it in the camp. The sud-
den movement of the van togk _Buntg-r
b¥ surprise; and instead of jumping oud
of the van, he did it with a nose-dive.

“Ya hit”?

Bunter dived into thick, soft grass,
Ehiﬂh was lucky for him, Still, he was
urt,

Eﬂ sprawled on his bands and knees,
an

The driver, at the head of tho horses,
waa etill backing them, and the van
backed on te Bunter as he sprawled,
and gave him & jolt behind.

“Owl Oh, crikey”

Billy Bunter serambled wildly away.

He gained his feet and glared round
him through his spectacles. George Mix
was at hand, and he grinned. Ha could
nob help grinning ; but it was disreapect-
ful to grin at the Boss. DBunter gave
him a glare.

‘George [

“Yeos, guv'nor!” said George, trying
to compose his features.

“ What are you grinning at?”

“W-w-w-was I grinning, puv'oori”
stammercd the ﬁuilty Gearge.

“¥You're sacked!” roared Bunter.

“0h, guv'nor,” said George.

“Sacked! Do you heari”

“Yes, guv'nor,” said George.

Ho did not seem much dismayed. As
a matter of fact, Bunter bad already
sacked him five or six times; and he
waas getting used to it. George was the
circus cook, and he was a good cook.
A man who could make a pie liks
George was not to be lightly parted
with. Bunter always rescinded the sen-
tence of the sack before the next meal-
time came round.

Having sacked George, for the sixth
or seventh time, Bunter rolled along to
deal with the driver.

' Blaney I he hooted,

“Yes, guv'nor,” said Slaney.

“You're sacked.”

“0Oh, my eye!” said Slaney.

“¥You pitched me out of the van!®
roared Bunter. “You're a disrespect-
ful menial!  You're a rank rotter!
You'ro a beastl! You're sacked.”

"0Oh, I'm sacked, am 17" said Slaey
disagreeably., “Well, I daresay I can
find another boss, though it would he
‘ard to find a fatter or s sillier one.
'And over my wages and I'll go.”

“Don't be cheeky!”

“P'raps you.don't know that my wages
ain't been paid for two blinking weeks 1
jeered Slaney. “Nor body else's
neither in this blooming circus. 'And
over tha dibs, then.”

“I decline te discuss such matters with
an employee,” said Bynter hsughtily,
“Go to Mr. Dance sand ask for your
wages, What do you think I employ
8 munager forf” .

“Am't I nsked him twico elready?”
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gaid Slaney, “The ghost ain't been
walking for two weeks, zo I tell you,
guv’'nor.”

“8ilence ! snapped Bunter,

“ Bilence yourself 1" snorted Slaney.

Billy Bunter turned away. It was
beneath his dignity to carry on an
altercation like this with a cheeky em.-
ployee. Sacking Slaney did not seem
te bother Slancy much; indeed, it was
possible that he had already thought of
sacking himself, as the “ghost ¥ was not
welking.

Bunter rolled saway wrathfully in
search of Dance, He found the manager
w? busy giving directions for the camp
and the crection of the big circus tent.

*“ Danea 1" hooted Bunter,

“Don’'t bother now,” the
maonagar.

* “What 7"

“Don’t worry! I'm busy ¥

"You cheeky rotter |” roared Bunter.
“1 don’t pay you to cheek me, Dancpl”

“You don't pay mae at all 1”-snapped
Dance. He lowered hias voice, so that
other ears should not hear, and added:
“Chuck it, you fat fooll You can play
Whiffles to the others, but don't start it
on me."”

“Sloney says his wages haven't boon

aid=—*

“That's rigt!;::.: they haven't,” 1grn:ﬂ.:'-'lrer.‘l
Dance. “Nobody else’s, either!™

“Well, what do you mean by it?"
demanded Bunter. " You've got charge
af the cash-box. Pay the men all round
to-day, do vou hear?

“Cortainly—if you'll ElI}J‘ph" tha cash,”
said Dance sarcastically. “There’s
nothing in the cash-box $ill wa take
some this evening.”

“"We've been taking lots of monesw.
Where has it all pone ¥

“Maostly on grub for you !*

“That's rot I said Bunter. “It's not
much I eat. and you know it. Besides,
think I'm going to carry on here with-
out enough to eat? My belief iz that
you're not honest, Danca.”

The manager gave a sour grin. There
was unly one consideration that made
him tolerata Billy Bunter as boss of the
circus; and that was, that the cash-bozx
was left in his hands, enabling him to
pursua the elusive search for winners
that hea already exhaunsted all his own
resources, He would have cut down the
commissariat had he dared; but that
was the one thing that Bunter never
would have stood. But Mr. Dance's
latost losers had run away with all the
available cash ; and as a result, wages and
salaries were in arrear all through the
World-Famous Circus.

*“Look here, Dance, thiz won't do—""

“Shut up ! said Dance.

“Whet " howled Bunter.

“ Bhut EF!H

“T'll jolly well sack youl” gasped
Bunter. “At least, I'll take the cash-
box inio my own hands after thia

Sep ™

ou " said Mr. Danco disagree.
ably. “Well, the minute you do so, Mr.
Billy Bunter.Whiffles, that same minute
vou'll go out of thie circus on your neck !
I'm keeping you on here so that I ean
carry on the circus;, and handle the tak-
ings. You've gdt nuth:nlg' to grumble at
go long as you're fed. feed you well.
Now shot up i*

“(0Oh1"” gasped Bunter.

“Now get out—Im busy "

Taking this sort of thinF from an em-
ployes was very unpleasant: but
Bunter had to take it. He turned his
back on Dence; and looked round for
some more amenable vietim on whom
to wreak bis wrath. Sacking the hanuds
waz a rather diffeult matter, as they
would want to be paid bafore they lefs;

said

but the Owi of the Remove caught sight
of Harry Wharton & Co. They, at least,
could be told what he thought of them
and Bunter rolled up to the Famous
Five to tell them,

ety

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious Mr. Whiffles |

ARRY WHARTON & CO. wer
busy with the erection of thei
own special tent.  Billy
Bunter, now that he was boss

.y

and monarch of all hs sur-
veyed, never did anything for himself
if, he ¢ould help it. Had he been born

to the purple, Bunter could not have
exacted more attention snd waiting on.
The Famous Five, fortunately, were
quite able to do things for themselves—
not being such lofty youths as William
George Bunter. 8o they wers cheerily
busy with camping, when the fat junior
rolled up, hiz little round eyes glinting
through his spectacles.

“You cheeky rotters!” he began,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob

Cherry “'What's biting vou now, My,
WhitHes 1"

* Listen to me!” roared Bunter., I
don’t want any cheekl I don’t want

any discbedience | Sesi”

* Anything else you don’t want, old
bird ¥ asked Bob. " Perhaps you don't
want a dot in the aye? But you're ask-
ing for it 1™

‘Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Anything the matter, Mr. Whiffles "
asked Frank Nugent mnldly.

“"Yes!" roa Bunter.

“Give it an esteemad name, my excel-
lent and preposterous Whilas 1 sug-
gested Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“1 gave you fellows orders to keep
closa to my caravan!” hooted Bunter.
“¥ou're here to guard me from that
beast Huggins! ou cleared off ! Bup-
pose Huggins had butted in while you
were gone? But that isn't all. I was
jolted out of the van——*"

“Ha, ha, hal”

"Don’'t cackle at me!™ roared Bunter.
“If you'd been on the spot it wouldn't
have happened. I didn't take you on to
mooch away whenever you like, and
cackle at me afterwards! Beel®

Harry Wharton finished fixing a tent-
peg, then rose to his feet and looked the
lord of the World-Famous Circus in
tho face.

“You didn’t take us én, as you call it,
at all, Mr. Whiffles,” he said. “We're
not on your salary-list, ood you've no
right to give us orders.” If you're tired
of cur company, we'll clear at once,”

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“That man Huggins isn't likely to
show up in the day-time,” went on the
captain of the Remove. *And so long
az we're here, we'll sea that he doesn’t
get at you after dark. We have no
idea at all of hanging round at your
orders all day, Mr. Whiffes.”

“TNot the least little bit in the wide
world ! remarked Johnny Bull.

“Not the smallest atom 1™ agreed Bob
Cherry.

“In fact, we're Toing off early to-
morrow for the whole day,” said Harry
Wharton coolly. “If you want us to
koep on here, Mr. Whiffles, we'll be hack
hefore dark, and keep our arrangement.
If not, we'll clear for good.”

“Cleer for good, and be blowed to
vou | roared Bunter,

“ Vary well; that's that 1" said Harry.
“"We needn’t trouble to Anish with this
tent, you men. We'll walk into East-
thmﬁn and put up at the inm,"

" Right1” agread Nugent,
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“It will be more convenient for
D’Arey's place, too,” added the captain
of the Remove.

“Yes, rather |” ngreed Bob,

Billy Bunter started.

“I¥Arcy's place!” he repeated. ' Are
we anywhere near Enstwood House 7"

“* About & mile,” answered Harry.

“0Oh! Tl ask him to come to the
circus,” said Bunter., “I'll be jolly glad
to see him again.”

The Famous Five stared at the Doss,

“Mean to say you know DF¥Areyi” ex-
claimed Johnny Bull.

“Eh! Of course I do. What do you
mean?” snorted Bunter. *I know him
as well as you do; better, in fact. He's
an old pal of mine.”

“D’'Arcy’'s au old pel of yours!”
ejacitlated Bob.

“Yes, rather; bosom chum.”

“0Oh, my hat! You're thinking of
somebody else, I suppose. The IYArcy
we're speaking of is a Fourth Form
chap st 5t. Jim's,” said Bob. “So you
can hardly know him, Mr, Whifflea'

“Oh! Yes! No—I—1 mehn—"
stammered Bunter, remombering that
he was Mr. Whifles—a trifling matfer
that he wag constantly forgetting. “I—
I mem—-;res-nﬂ—-yeﬂ—?ﬂa—t-hut is, 1
mean—no.”’ .

“If that's what you mean, you don’t
make wour mami.n%oqmte n!anr; Mr.
Whiffles,” chuckled Bob. *“ Aren’t you
getting a little mixed?”

“The mixfulness is terrific.”

#J—J mean—the fact is, I—I—are you
fellows seeing D’Arcy?" stuttered
Bunter.

“We've seen him, on the way here,”
said Harry. “He's bringing his friends
to the circus this evening; and we want
to angage the giddf- Royal box for them.
Of ecourse, we shall pay for the box.”

“MNothing of the kind!" said Bunter
loftily, “You just tell I"Arcy that he's
welcome to the Royal box, and I shall
be glad to seo him and his friends here.
Ang—and you fellows needn’t clear off.”

“¥ think we'd better——" :

"Huthing of the sort, old chap,” said
Bunter, “The fact is, I want you to
stay. ,You're so nice, you know.”
“Oh, my hat!”

“If I've said anything to offend you,
forget it,” said Bunter. “It’s all right!
As for cheak, T can overlook that—you
kids always were cheoky | Tt's all right [

And Bunter rollod back to his van,
leaving it at that, Harry Wharton &
Co. looked at one another guite blankly.

“Can anybody make that fat johnny
out?” asked Bob Gha_rﬁrav.

“I give him up,” said Harry. “The
mors I ses of Whiffles, the more I can't
make him out. SBometimes I think that
it's Billy Bunter speaking—he's Dunter
all over.” )

*“Hizs DBunterfulness 1s terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But do we decide on the stayfulnoess
or the gofulness, my esteemed chums?”

“Oh, let's stay, if he wants us,” zaid
Bob. “As he thinks we're so nice—-"

“Ha, he, hai®
“0h, we'll at.!r.ﬁ: said Harry. “He
really needs to be guarded from that
I:mnhgan Hugging, aa he seems to be
afraid to have the man run in, for some
reason. But-—what can he know asbout
D'Arcy? It's plain enough that he
knows the name, st lesst.™

“Porhaps Bunter’'s told him,” said
Bob. “As far as I can make out, he's
some relation of Bunter’s. Anyhow, as
wa're staying, let's get this tent up.
I'm ready for toa, for one.”

Mr., Whiffles had recovered hiz good
te r &k tea-time. Georpe—regpardless
of having been sacked—served a map-
nificent tea, st which the Famousz Five

joined the Boss, Short as the funds

were in the eash-box, Lr. Dance never
ventured to out the tuck short; and
Billy Bunter was feeding on the fat of
the land, and his bodyguard shared it
with him.

By the time tea was over, the band
was beginning to play in the big tent,
and the doors were open for the aud:-
ence, Bunter rese [rom the tes-table
with & satisfied grunt. .

“] say, you fellows, I shall be in the
Royal box to meet D’Arey when he
comes,” he remarked. *You needn’t
trouble to be there. I shall do the
honours of my own circus.”

“But you don't know D'Arcy,” said
Harry, puzzled.

“Oh, really, you know-
B“Well, do you know him?” demanded

ﬂ #

Without answering that question, the
Boag rolled away towards the eircus tent.

"I suppose we must give him his
head,” said Harry Wharton. “ Blessed
if I know why he should be interested in
Gussy. Let's get along the road and
mest the 8t. Jim's men—we know they
will come from Eastwood House”

“Let's ! agreed Bob.

And the juniors walked across the field
to the rﬂmg to meet the 5t Jim's crowd
on their way. As they came thruu%h
the gate on the road, Wharton ecaught
sight of a roughly-clad Bgure lurking
in the shadow of the hedge. He knew
that rough fipure, the battered face and
the broken nose, at a glance.
“Huggins I he exclaimed.

) ar him!"

Bill Huggine gave the G‘rrigfri&n
juniora a stare, and thon turned and
olted down the road at top speed. He
was aware that, for some inexplicable

T T. 1S L Ty

reason, Mr., Whiffles did not chooss to
have him “run in": but he did not want
another handling from the CGreyfriars
fellows. Bg, like the guests in Macheth,
he stood not upon the ordor of s going,
but went at once, and he vaniched across
the road and through a hedge.

he juntors did not follow.
_"“Bo he's stil] hanging about after tha
circus,” remarked Johnny Bull. "Can
any of wvou fellows guess why old
Whiffles deesn’t hand him over to the
police ¥

“ Ask me another!” said Bob.

“It's jolly mysterioms.”

“The mysteryfulness is terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the esteemed and preposterous
Bosz i3 mysteryful in many waya.”

The juniors walked on down the read,

eecping a wary eye open for Mr. Hug-
ging. But the battered face and the
broken nose were not seen again.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Gussy™s Parly !

i EADY, wou fellowa™ asked

Arthur Augustus D' Arcr,

c & lancing round over hia
lock,

It was +qm+tﬁ # nmumerous party of
at. Jim's juniors who were gathered at
Eastwood Housze, in the lazt weeks of
tha summer holidays.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
were there—lLevison and Clive and
Cardew of the Fourth—azs well a3
Gussy's own especial chums, Blake and
Hernies  and Digih}u Alsp thers were
D’Arey minor of the Third, and his
gpecial friends Levison Minor and
Manners minor,

Thirteen, in this case, was not an un-
lucky pumber, as 1t was an exceedingly
merry party, and they kept the old
house vory lively, and %:mhahl:.' exercised
the patience of Lord Eastwood and his
lady to a considersble extent.

It there was one fellow in the numer-
ous band who was not wholly and com-

LH]

ﬁicmg satisfied, it was Cardew of the
ourth.

Ralph Reckness Cardew was o fastidi-
ous fellow, and he had many little likes
and dislikes of his own. Among them,
way & dislike of a erowd.

The other fellows did not mind at all
going mbout in a sort of army, when
the spirit moved them” to do so, but
Cardew privately confided to Levison
that going about like & school treat was
not to his taste. Levison had cheerily
told him not to be an ass,

Now, Ralph Reckness Cardew was

lounging in a very easy chair, looking
van{} andsome in  his  well-fitting
clothes, as elegant as the grest Gussy

hiraself, and more supercilious than
Gussy could over have looked—Gussy

being & cheery and open-hearted fell
with all his nndiﬁedﬂpwaymar X

Tom Merry & Co. were all ready to
etart for the circus—excepting Cardew.

Cardew made no movement.

He hed picked up & book—but as he
was holding it upside down, it did not
?ppaar that he was deeply interested in

1
Cardew did net mesn to go to the
cireus,

He rather liked to think that he did
not care for such aim!pla entertainments;
but, as a matter of fact, he would have
liked to go. But he did not want to EO
in & large party, like a school treat, as
he deseribed it.

“Ready, O Chieff”

“Waiting for you, Gus!” zaid D’ Arcy

said Monty

minor, “It’s taken you half an hour
tuﬂ ut that necktie on.”

eally, Wally—" said Arthur
Augustus reprovingly.

“Don't you begin, old chap,” said
Wally of the Thir::ﬁ “If you start wnlgf-
ging your old chin, we ej,-aall never gef

to the circus at all, You know what
you are.”
“Bal Jove!l T think "

“Ready, old bean{" said Tom Merry
laughing. "“We're all here, T think.”

“The whole jolly baker's dozen,™
said Blake. “Get a move on I

“Come on, Cardew,” said Levison of
the Fourth, with a rather uneasy glance
at his handsome chum in the chair.

Cardew glanced uﬁ.

“I don't think I'll come, you men,”
he said. “You don't mind? I've pot
hold of such a jolly rippin' book.”

“Oh, come on I said Clive.

“And I'm rather fagged with tennis,”
aaid Cardew. “You gave me such a
fearfully hot time, Gueosy.”

“Bai Jove! I didn't mean to wear
you out, old chap,” said Arthur
Augustus innocently.

“Not exactly worn out,” smiled

Cardew. "Just that pleasant sort of
tired feelin' that makes a fellow want
to &it in & chair over a really good
book. ™
l “Wight-ho, old fellow! Just as you
i.i-[E:.”

Monty Lowther glanced at *'s book
in Clardew’s hands, and grinned

“The Philosophy of Kant, 1 aslated
from the German, by Ein Dummkopf I”
he read out. “ Ripping book, what? Juss
the zort of light reading for a summer
svening. . Not & headache in a barrel of
1k

Cardew coloured a little.  Ha had
picked up that volume by chance, with.
out even looking at it. Certainly he
was not interested personally in that
a‘h:struaa subject.

‘Look here, come on, Cardew,” sai:l
Levison,  “It will bo jolly at the
circus, ™

“My dear chap, T've said—"
Tee Muicner Lmmpany.~—No. 1,074.
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“Oh rats!™ Ernest Levison, at least,
was guite aware of Cardew's veal
thoughts, and disliked themr extremely.

“It's all wight, Levison, deah boy,
saidd Arthur Augustus, * Lvery chap to
hi= own taste.” _ _

“Right!" agreed Monty Lowther. ™1
was thinking of spending & happy
evening with Liddell and Bcott's Greek
lexicon, Lut on the whole I think T'i
come 10 the circus instead. If you get
tived of that light reading, Cardew, you
van have Liddell and Scott.”

Tle juniors made a start; but
_Levizen lingered for a moment to speak
again 1o hiz wayward chum,

“Look here, don't be a silly ass,
Cardew,” ha gaid, in a low voice.
“ Anybody but old Gussy would ses that
you are pInying the giddy ox. Lucky
that he docsn’t.”

“That's what I like about Gussy!”
a=sented Cardew. “Ie can always be
relied ‘on never to see anythin® at all.”

“Well, come along to the circus, and
don't be an ass ! -

“] never did like a zchool treat!™
wwrmured Cardew,

“Fathead ¥

“Same to you, old bean, and many of
them,” yawmed Cardew. “Look here!
¥You cut the -eireas, and stay in. 1l

tve you twenty-five, and beat you in a
wndred up¥

Levison shook his head,

“Vou know Gussy’s told ws that there
are some Greyfriars fellows at the
cireus, and they've asked us all to
supper. I was ot Greyfriars once, and I
like to see the chaps again” :

“ Meritorious, an' all that, to siick to
old friends and never mind new ! said
Cardew, with a faint sneer.

“0Oh, rot! Naturally T want to sco
them., And you'd like to come to the
vircus, too, if youw weren't a silly
duffer " aid Lovizon crossly. “1 never

saw such a wrong-hcaded chump 1™

“Right on the wicket: assented
Cardew. A born chump, old bean,
Look at my choice of friends, f'rin-
stance.™

“¥ou coming, Levizon?” ealled out
Sidney Clive,

“Yes 1 And Levison hurried after
his feiends, leaving Ralph Reockness
Lardew alone, and to the enjoyment—
smich as it was—of Kant's Philumphﬁ.

Twelve fellows walked out of Hast-
wood Hounse, and took the road to Eas-
thorpe, From the village a footpath
yan E;.r 3 wide heath to the field whero
the eircus was pitched. Arthur Augus-
ing had alvready ascertnined the precise
:ocation of Whiflles’ ‘World-Famous
Cireus—about a half-mile  from tho
village. Theo heath was lonely in the
cvening, as & rule, but now there were
a number of villagevs traversing it
heading for the cireus.

“T {wust Cardew won't be bored
while we're out,” Arthur Aunguszius
D'Arey remarked thoughtfully, “I
never noticed hefoalh that ho wias a
veadin’ ehap, But when & fellow geta
weally keen on a book, he doesn't like
to chuek it. I feel like that when I'va
ot my ‘Holiday Annual'”

“Dear old bird!” zaid Blake affee-
nmm!clg.

“Weally, Blake——"

“"Do vou ever kick Cardew, mn the

audy at 5t Jim's, Levicon!™  ashed
Phghy,

“Eh? No¥

“Well, vou onght te.”

" You  oughti”  agreed  Herrios.
“Oiten and hard

“Bai  Jove!” exclaimed Arthur

Augustus, In surprise,
Lovison kick Cardew 7
“It would do him pood”
THE Magner Lrany.—>o 1,074,

“YWhy should

said

Manners, “This is a sorious dereliction
of duty on your part, Levison.”

“Weally, Manpahs, [ fail to see——"

“Oh, Low-wow!”  infcrrupted Tom
Merry, "Every man {o his taste. And
if o t¢llow likes to be an ass, let him
get on with it. You'll be secing some
cld schoolicllows of yours at the circus,
Loevizon™ -

“Yes, ralher, and I ehall be jolly
glad to see them!” said Levison. It
’3‘&5 Jluuc:';l::.r Grassy runuing into themn to-

ay.”

“Yaas, wathah|"”

And the talk changed toe a more
agreeable subject, Clardew being  dis-
miissed from miind. The numerous party
walked on cheerily in the summer oven-
ing, Lhere were many people going in
the same divection; and from the dis-
tance, a2t last, they heard the blare of
music on the wind from ihe World-
Famowus Circus. A figure cotne ruoning
from the road abhead, crossing the open
grass towards the path, and the juniors
glanced at the man. Ile passed them,
and continued on his way, evidently in
a hurry.

“Nice chap to meet on this path
alone, late at night!” remarked Monty
Lowther, locking after the hurrying
figure. The man's battered Jace and
broken nose did not lock reassuring,

“Bai Jove! He looked wathah a
wiflian [ satd Arthur Augustus. “ Dut
we shall all be coming back together, =0
it will be all wight. Mind you den't
wandah away fwom us, Wally."

“As af I'd trust vou out alene, Gua ™
answered IFArey minor,

“Weally, you young ass—" _

"We'll lock after vou fellows,” said
Reggie Manners. “Don't be nervous.”

“You don't wallop your young
brother enocugh, Manners,” remarked
Blake. _

“Hallo, halle, hallo ! came a power-

ful voice from the road.
“PBai Jove! That's Bob Chewwy, 1
think.”

“ Rither Bob Cherry, or 2 man with
a megaphone,” zaid wiher,

It proved to be Bob Cherry. There
was o cheery grecting as the Famous
Five of Greyviriars met the 5t. Jim's
party, and they walked on to the cireua
together.

e p—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
An Unrehearsed Turn !

eren ILLY BUNTER smiled genially.
irgn LI'he Boas was standing ot the
¥ entronce—the special cnirance—

to the boxes. The boxes wero
only canvas parbitions; but had ihe
Royal box at Whifles’s World-Famous
Circus been the Roval box at Covent
(iarden, the manner of the Boss could
not have been more impressive.

Dunter was in all his glory, in Mr.
Whiffles' striking clothes, and very strik-
mg waistcoat and magnificont watch-
chain, with Mr, Whifles’ wig adorning
hia bullet head, with its ample locks,
and the waxed moustache and Em‘nted
beard completely hiding his identity.
Bunter fancied himself in the part of
Boss of the Cireus, and he had played
the part so long and so sucecssfully thag
at times he almost imagined that he
really was Montgomery St. Leger
“"Iu%w.

Bunter felt impressive, and fondly
believed that he looked impressive.
But, as a matter of fact, there was an
element of the comic about Bunter, just
as there had been about the genuine
Mr. Whiffles when his tubby person waa
cncased in the same remarkable attire.
The St. Jim’s juniors. looked at him
with grest interest, and smiling faces,

as they came up with the Greyfriars
fellows.

“This isn't an alireseo show, 1s it?"
agked Lowther.

: "_,I"h:.l," said Harry, *“This iz the way
1m.’

“Then what 13 that performer deing
outside 1"

“That =o't a performer—that's the
Boss ! said Wharton, launghing,

TOh! My mistake [

“Bal Jove! remarked Arthwer
Augustus, turning his eyeglass on the
Boss, “Does the chap weally wear
those clothes, you fellows "

“HMe do—he does!” said DBob Cherry.

* Weniarkable I

“The remarkablefulness is tervifie !
observed Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed Whiffles is a verv re-
markable and preposterous person !

“Hallo, old chap!” said the Doss, as
IY Arey came within hearing, *“Jolly
glad to seo you, Gussy![® Bunter had
forgotten again,

Arthur Augustus jumped,

“Bai Jove! Have I evah met yon
befoah, sic?” he ejaculated.

“0Oh, really, Gussy—"

“I am suah I ﬁnuld not have for-
gotten if I had met you, Mr. Whiffles,”
said the swell of Bt. Jim's, puziled. He
was gquife sure, ab least, that he would
never have forgotten those clothes.

“Oh! I—I mean—the fact is——*
Bunter remembered. “I—I mean—
Come in! The show's just Eﬂiﬂ,g to
start. I'll show you into your box.

“You are vewy kind, Mr. Whiffles.”

“MNot at all, Gussy—] mean, not at
all, old chap. This way in!" said the
Boss. “Glad to szee all you fellows
again—] mean, glad to see you at my
oircus. This way! Hallo, Levison, you
here®"

“¥es, I'm here,” said Levison.

how do you know my name,
Whiffles 7"

“Oh! I-I-I don’, you know-—I1
mean—this way in!” stammered
Bunter. “George! Where's that idiot
George? Where's that fathead——"

“'Kre, guv'nor!"

“Place the seats for my friends,
George. KHoom for four in this hox,”
gaid Bunter. “You come in, Gussy—I
mean DPArcy, and two other fellows.

" But
My

I've reserved all the boxes for you
chaps 1
“That's jolly pood of you, M

Whifflea I said Tom Merry.

"Not at all, old chap,” said Bunter
affably. “It's ages since I'va scen you,
Tom Merry.”

“Hava you seen me before?” ejacn
lated Tom.

“Oh! Yes! Nol! I mean—here you
are! Bif down! George!” bawled
Bunter.

“¥es, guvnor!”
“Show these gentlemen into the other

boxes, and then bring refreshments.
You fellows would like some ices
what ?*

“You are weally vewy good, Mr,
Whiffles.”

““My dear chap, you're an old pal
you know."
“(ircat Scott! Am I
“I—I mean—here you arel
seat for you, Gussy—I mean, D'Arcy.
I'l] sit beside youl You mt behind,
Levison, and you, Cliva! Ian't Cardew

Bzl

with you? I thought he was alwuys
with vou [ellows."

“0Oh, ewambal”

“You know Cardew? oxelainyd
Levison, mystified,

“Oh ! es! Nal George, bring
those ices.”

Mr. Whiffies' mysterious knowledgo
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of Bt. Jim's fellows was really astonish-
ing. The boss’ guests could not make
it out at all.

D'Arcy and Levison and Clive sab
down in the Royal bex vith Mr,
Whiffles, and the rest of the party were
distributed among the other boxes,
Harry Wharten & Co. grinned at one
anather rather ruefully. They hkad
asked the 8t. Jim's party to the circus,
but the Boss had coolly taken posses-
sion of them. However, all the numer-

ous party were comfortably settled, and
the indefatigable George brought ices,
which were very welcome on 2 warm
evening.

The show was starting now,

with

horzes galloping round the ring, and
Nobby Nobbs turning somersaults. Mr,
Dance, in evening-dress, with a long
whip, was acting a3 ring-master. Dance
glanced at the ¢rowded boxes with a

d deal of satisfaction. As a rula

o cheaper seats were crowded, and
the boxes had rather a wvacant look,
Mr. Dance was not yet sware that the
boxes were crowded more cheaply than
the other seats, on the present cecasion.

Arthur Augustus gave his attention
to the cireus. Billy Bunter gave his
aftention to D' Arcy.

Lord Eastwood's son, though his
MBrNers were very Lnassuming, was a
tremendous swell, and PBunter liked
swells. The rest of the party were
smull beer in comparison, and Bunter
wasted wery little politencss on them.,
But tho Hn.nm;rnbiio Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy camo in for Bunter's special
attention.

As s matter of fact, D'Arcy had
come there to see the show, and to
have a chat with the Groyiriars fellowa;
not at all for the pleasure—or otherwise
—of Mr. Whifles' conversation. And
he did not like being called * Gussy'
by a H-f]‘liJFﬂT. But his manners were
always polished, and he bore with the
Boss patiently.

His eyes were on the turns proceeding

on the sawdust, but his ears were taken
possession of by Mr. WhifHes.

“1 hear you're playing cricket at yvour

place, to-norrow,” Bunter remarked
presently.
“Yaas, wathah!” egaid D'Arey, his

eyes on the active figure of Tomasso
Tomsonio, the acrobat, who was swing-
inr up to the high trapeszo.

‘I'm thinking of letting those Grey-
friara fellows como, B wou've as'ted
them.” zaid the Boss.

iiﬁh [H‘

“They're really in my employ, yeu
know," said Bunter.

-II'Dh !!l

“Hort of watchmen,” said Bunter.

Belore he eould

"I'm belng very kind to them.
let them come along to-morrow.”

“Oh!” IXArcy secemed able to make
only monosyllabio replies. He wished
fervently that this fat gentleman would
shut up.

“There’ll be another Greyfriars man
along with them,” went on Bunter,
coming to the point at last. A f[ellow

you know well, and like.”

“Indeed?” said IVArcy, a little
interested now. “That's wathah
wippin'. Who is it?"”

“You remember me—-="

4E Eh?l!‘

“1 mean, you remember DBunter——"

“ Buntsh! Yaas, I wathah
wemembah DBuntah,” said  Arthur
Auvgustus. "1 saw him last time 1

went to Gweyiwiahas to play owicket.
Iz he hesh?”

“He will be on hand to-morrow,”
said the Boss, with a fat grin. “I knew
you'd be jolly glad to see him.”

“Not at all, Mr. Whilles,” answered
Arthur Augustus. “I have no special
desiah to sce Buntah.”

“Wha-a-tT"

“0Of course, he will be vewy welcome
to come along with the othah fellows.
But he is not a fwiend of mine.”

“0h, really, D" Arcy—"

“1 hardly know the chap, in fact,”
said Arthur Augustus innocently, *The
othah fellows are fwiends of mine, but
Buntah is nothin® of the sort.”

Williamm George Bunter breathed
hard and doep.

“Look here, you cheeky nss!™ hoe
ejaculated.

Arthur Augustus jumped.

“Wha-a-t? What did you say,
Whitfles 7

“Y—I mean—" DBunfer, remember-
ing that he wanted very mouch to go
to FEastwood House on the morrow,
controlled his desire to tell Arthure
Augustus what he thought of him, *I
mean, look at the show! The elephant's

A,

o

Cardew ran his hardest, with Huggins tearing along behind him, The Ui ht-tunt&ﬂ- t have esoa
doep dusk he stumbled over & rut and fell. Be io tis . junlor migh

but in the
pursuer was upon him ! (See Chapler 7.)

I

comi in—my special performin
elephant! Picks you up in bis frunk if
you like—"
“Bai Jove! I dou't think I should
like to be picked up in his trunk,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a smile.

“0h, i's as sale az houwses,” said
Bunter. "It’s a regular part of the
show for Mumbo to pick up M

Whiles in his (runk and walk round

the ring with Lim,”

“Ehi™

“I—I mean, me, vou koow,” stam-
mered Bunter. “When 1 say My
Whiflles, of course, I—I mean me.”
“Yaas, I suppose you do,” said

Arthur Awgustus, very much puzzled,
and wondering whether the circus pro-
prictor had been drinking.

“T'Il let him pick you w "

" v don't twouble.’

*No trouble at all—*

“ But weally, Mr, Whifles—"

“That's all right." Bunter rose, and
waved a fat hand o Nobby Nobbs,
whoe was on the elephant's neck.
Bunter's idea was that Gussy descrved
something in return for stating that
Bunter was not his friend—Bunier
being absolutely determined to ba ti:
friend of the Honourable Acthr

Tae Macuer Lasrany.—NO, 1,074,
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Augustus. “Here! This way, Nobba
Bring Mumhbe over here.”
MNobby Nobbs glanced round. Ho
vided the elephant towards the Royal
0.
Nobby had been rather surprised,
during the last few weeks, at the

accustomed turn  being out  ouk
Bunter had been I};ﬂkaﬁ up by the
elephant onee, and did not like it;

50 since he had pleyved the part of Mr.

ifles, Mr., Whiffles had carefully
avoided Mumbe. Nobby supposed that
the old turn was to be reintroduced
0.

The great elephant towered in front
of the royal box. Arthur Augustus
regarded him with some slight uneasi-
ness &b such close quarters; though ot
for worldz would he have betrayed it.

“Make him tgick up this gentleman,
Nobby ! said the Bass.

"Weaally, Mr. Whitlesg—"

“It's quite a lark,” sald Bunter.
“Fou'll like it! If he drops you and
treads on you, of course, you're done
for. But it seldom happens”

“Bal Jove! I should not like it to
happen even onee, in my case,” ox-
claimed the swell of 8t. Jim’s,

“Funky 7" prinned Bunter. “Be a

I weslly think——*

man, vou know.™

“Bal Jove!l

“Do you hear me, Nobba?™ snapped
Bunter. “Do as I tell you, at once®

“Yeos, puv'nor,” said Nobby.

The elephant lumbered closer to the
box, and reached in with his long
sinuous trunk. But either Mumbo mis-
understood Nobby's guidance, or else
his old habit of taking up Mr. Whiflles
in hia trunk asserted itself. The long
trunk curled. not round the eclegant
figure of Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy, but
round tho fat form of the Boss.

“Here, I say—leggo!” roared
Bunter. Oh, ¢rumbs! Oh, crikey!
He}%f!”

umbo jerked the Bosa out of the
box, and with Bunter sgquirming and
yelling in bis trunk, proceeded to pace

round the ring.

“Bai Jovel” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus.

*“Yaroooh! Help! Whooop! Help!
Rescue!"” yelled Buanter. “I say, you
fellowa! ﬁaip! Whooooop I

Tent and sudience swam hefore

Bunter's dazzled eyes. He yolled and
roared and struggled frantically.

“Make him logge!” he shrieked.
“I'll sack you! Do you hear? Tl
seck you for thiz, Nobbs! Yarocogh”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Nobby Nobbs signed to the elephant
to let go Mumbo wes an obedient
beast. GZi—I-az- let go—quite suddenly.

Bunter uttered a terrific yell as he
sat down in the sawdust. The saw-
dust was soft enough: but the earth
under it was hard—very hard. All the
wind was knocked out of William
George Bunter by the contact.

“ Ooooooooch I’ he gurgled.

“Ha, ha, hal*

“PBravo!"” velled the audience.

' Grooogh I

Bunter found wind enough to howl
with terror as the elephant at.a?ped over
him., Mumbo was too carefully trained
to step on anybedy. He stepped over
Bunter with the greatest care. But the
Owl of the Remove shrieked with horror
as the gigantic animal towered over
him, E.:ng the huge legs were lifted.
When the elephant had passed om, the
Boss serambled to bis feef, and made a
wild rush to get back to the Rﬂtyﬂl Box:
followed by wells of laughter from the
pizple in front. :

Bunter came headlong into the box,

Tue Macner Lmrary.—No 1,074,

diving. I]".:e!'.l'c%Y and Levison and Clive
jumped out of the way, and he had
room to fall. There was a resounding
thump as be landed.
He sat up, and pgasped, and glared.
“Bai Jove! Are you hurt, BMr,
Whiffles?' stuttered Arthur Augustvs.
‘ Beast !
“0Oh ewumbs ¥

“¥ah! Beast! You—you tailor's
dummy !"" howled Bunter, *I've s jolly
good mind to give you a licking! Ow®

“Weally, Mr. Whiffles—*

“0h, shut up!”

Bunter scrambled up and limped out
of the box. Arthur Augustus gazed after
him fthrough hiz eveglass: and then
looked at Levison apd Clive, who were
langhiog.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Aupgustus.
1 fear that Mr. Whiffles’ mannahs leave
vewy much to be desiahed, you fellows.
I think we had bettah wetiah.”
“Oh, bosh, let's see the show out,”
said Levison, sitting down again.

“But in the ci :

“Mever mind the circs—stick to the
circus.”

“Weally, you ass——"

“8it down!" said Clive. *It's rather
better without that fat old donkey.”

“Oh, very well,”

Arthur Augustus sat down agein:
and the performance procceded without
the further assistance of the Boss. The
Boss wag in his caravan, rubbing a large
variety of bumps: and thereby—without
intending it—making the entertainment
much more agreeable to Harry Wharton
& Co.'s puests,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Cardew Finds Trouble !

L H, rotten!"

0 Ralph Reckness Cardew
mado that remark in B tone
of deep dizcontent.

MNeedless to say, Cardew had not

rused the valuable volume with which

16 had been left., He had had his own
way, and remained behind when the
other fellows went to the circus. But
like many wilful fellows who insist on
having their own way, he found little
satiafaction in it.

He read a newspaper for a long time
and then lounged away to the billiard
room and knocked the balls about. Lord
and Lady FEastwood were out that
evening: and Lord Conway had gone
with them: and excepting for the ser-
vants, Cardew was alone in the house.
He did not want to read: he did not
want to practise shots with a cue by
himaself: and as a matter of fact, he
wanted to be with the cheery party at
the cireus.

Having “mooched ¥ about the houss
discontentedly fbr a time, Cardew began
to consider the idea of going to the
circus, after all

He avoided going like a “school
treat,” but there was no reason why he
should not walk over to the circus and
gea the finish of the show, and come
home with the other fellows. He was
quite tired of his ocwn company.

He made up his mind at last, in sheer
boredom and discontent. He put on hia
cap and left the house, and lounged
away moodily down the drive.

He felt s little more cheerful as ha
walked down to Easthorpe in the cool
September evening. Ha knew whers o
find the circus, and leaving the village
behind, he struck off across the footpath
by the heath.

It was mnearly dark now, and the
heath was very solitary. Plenty of
people had crossed it earlier in the

evoning, going to the circus: but now
there was no one to be seen.

Cardew was not nervous in any way,
however, and he gave no thought to the
loneliness of the route as he walked
onward.

He was about half-way to the circus,
when a shadowy Egure loomed up in
the thickening dusk on the heath.
Cardew, glancing at a battered face and
a broken nose, and a ragged cap pulled
low over a beetling brow, quickened
his pace a little. The muscular man
who was locafing towards him over the
grass looked an extremely undesirable
person to meet in that lonely spot, far
from any hel

*0ld on!” said & husky voice,

The big man planted himself in the
footpath in front of Cardew, and the
8t. Jim's junior haslted, setting his lips.

Bill Huggina gave him a sour grin.

Huggine had onca bean * gacked” trom
the ecircus for pilfering, and he had
done *three months' hard ¥ for that
offence. Work never had appealed to
Mr. Hugging: although rather a low
fellow in many respects, he had a horror
of work thet could not i'la'l.r‘a been beaten
by the bluest-blooded aristocrat, For

weeks, since he had come out of
"chul-:aﬁ” as he called his late reai-
dence, Mr. Hugging had been heunting

the World-Famoua Circus, locking for
a chance to *“hbash” bhia former
employer.

That was an occupation that appealed
to him, but there was, of course, no
money in it: and Mr. Huggins wag hard
up. A series of petty pilferings had kept
him going, so far, but he was fairly up
against it now, and the awful prospect
of work loomed before him like o
8 » In these circumstances, Mr.

uggins was naturally gratified to meed
a well-dressed fellow on a lonely path
at dark. It looked az if Mr. Huggins'
exhausted exchequer was going to be
replenizhed.

He was glad to see Cardew. All the
gladness was on his side: Cardesw did
not share it at all, He backed awsay
a few paces, watching the ruffian: and
Huggins followed him up stealthily.

“Well, what do you want!” .napped
Cardew, without a tremor in his voice.
He koew thaet he was in desnger, but
he was nog alraid.

Huggins chuckled hoarsely.

“I'm hard up, guv'nor,” he sad.
“Wot price 'elping a cove on his way!?"

“T dare say I can find half-a-crown,”
said Cardew carelessly.

“¥You'ra joking, guv'nor,” chuekled
Hu‘gtg'ina. “Wot about a fiver?™

“1 haven't a fiver, and T shouldn't
give it to you, if T had.” _

“Not to save your bloeming dial from
being bashed through the back of your
'ead?? grinned Huggine. He came a
little nearer. ''Now then, 'and it over--
all you've giat.“ .

Cardew clenched his hands hard.

“HReep off, you_ rotter!” he said
contemptuously. “¥ou'll get nothing
from me.”

“Won't 1% said Huggina.

He came on with a rush. Cardew leapt
lightly -aside, and struck out as the
ruffian lurched past: and his fist caught
Mr. Huggins on the side of the jaw. The
pnexpected blow sent the ruffian reel-
ing, and ho crashed over in the grass:
?n _frt tha same moment, Cardew ran
ar it.

“Sirike me pink! gasped Bill
Hﬂgggina. as he scrambled up. And Le
rushed in infuristed pursuit of the Bt
Jim's junior. ) ‘

Cardew ran his hardest, with the
rufien tearing along behind him. The
light-footed junior might have escaped
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but in the deep dusk he stumbled over a
rut, and fell. Before he could rise, the
pursuer was upon him, and a pawr of
muscular arms closed on Cardew.

“Now then!” panted Bill Huggins.

Cardew struggled silently but fiercely,
Twice his fBsts beat in the stubbly,
battored face, each time eheiting a
savage grunt from Huggina. Then &
crashing blow from a heavy, clenchod
fist sent the junior half-stunned to the
ground. The ruffian struck again, and
again, as he lay: and Cardew gank help-
lessly into the grass, almost insenszible.

Ho was unable to resist as the thievish
hands groped through his pockets,
Money, and watch and chain, and tie-
pin were taken, and disappeared nlo
Huggins' pockets. <Cardew moaned
faintly, and stirred, but he could not
reaisk. .

Having robbed him of everything he
could find of value, Bill Huggins left
him where he lay, and disappeared into
the darkness of the heath,

For a long time Cardew lay dazed and
dizzy. When he sat up at last, with
swimming brain, the ruffian bad long
gona,

“0Oh gad ! muttered Cardew.

He struggled to his feet. He passed
his hand over his face: 1t came away
wet, His nose was bleeding, and was
badly swollen, and there was & cut on
hiz forehead.

“Oh gad! What a night!” mur-
mured Cardew. * Well, T rather asked
for this! And that brute has asked for
somethin' that he will get, if T ecan
manage it—two years at least, I hope!
Oh crumbs! I feel rocky.”

He turned back wearily along the
footpath. He was not thinking of the
gircus now : he did not want to show his
battered facoe there. Above all, he did
not want any pity or aympa.t.lgl.

He moved along slowly, aching from
head to foot, his brain still a'u}'iuunmg.
He weas sinking with nﬂ:tanﬁtmn when
he got back into the village of Eas-
thorpe. :

There ho was able to hire a cab to
take him to Eastwood House; but it
was like Cardew, spent as he was, to
stop first ot the village policeman’s cot.
tage, to give mp account of what had
happered on the heath, and a very care.
t‘ulp and partioular deseription of the
footpad.

There was some solace 1n the thought
that the ruffian would probably soon he
captured, and sent to the punishment ba
deserved, though Cardew's bruised head
ached nono the less for that.

He was in bed—though not aslecp—
when Arthur Aupustus and his friends
returned from the circus. There was
little sleap that night for Cardew.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Squeak for Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H entertained the St Jim's party
to supper, under the summer

stara, after the cireus show. The

Boss, who had intended to take that
matter off their hands, was not, after
all, on the scene. His adventure with
the elephant had rather damaged the
Boss; end, after attending fo his
numerous bumps, Bunter had lain down
on the bed in the blue-and-red caravan
to take a little well-earned repose. The
inevitable had followed. Once asleep,
Billy Bunter was not likely to wake
again in & hurry, and he snored away
happily while the Greyiriars fellows
entortained the St Jim's crowd, and
the supper was undoubtedly made &
success by the fact that Dunter was not

there. Heoe was still snoring when
Arthur Augustus D'Arey & Co. took
their departure, and the Famous Five
saw them off. All arrangements had
been made for the morrow, fo the
general satisfaction.

The chums of the Remove would have
been glad to walk part of the way back
with ﬁm visitors, but they were mindful
of their agreement with “Mr, Whiffles "
B¢ they saw the St. Jim's party off at
the roadside, and then walked back to
their own tent.

Their tent was piteched close to the
steps of the blue-and-red van. From
that van procecded a deep and rever
berating snore, showing that the Boss
was still safe in the arms of Morpheus.

“May as well turn in,” yawned DBob
Cherry. " We shall wake up all right if
the Hu%lgina man comes along. Igsup-
pose Whiffles has locked his door, as
usual.”

“I suppose so,". assented Harry.
“Tuarn in now. We shall wake all right
if anybody tries to butt into the van.”

And the Famous Five turned in.

They were soon fast asleep, lulled, per-
haps, d}' the deep and stoady snore that
proceeded from the caravan.

Bunter was still sleeping the slecp of
the just.

He was still snoring at full pressure
when & stealthy figure crept round the
van and stopped by the steps.

Bill BHuggins stood thers, listening
intently, with bent head.

Of  Bunter's budﬁ:uard he Lnew
nothing, but he could hear the steady
breathing of sleepers in the tent close
at hand, and he was very wary.

He stood on the caravan step, and
tried the door, and grinned.

Had the door been locked, Huggins
could not have broken it in without con-
siderable noise, and the bodyguard
would have awakened at once and flown
to the rescua,

They had taken it for granted that the
door was locked, as usual, which would
have made all safe. Bunter never neg-

tected to lock the door very carefully
when he went to bed.

But he had not gone to bed now; he
had simply lain down early in the even-
ing to take a little pap, which, like so
many of Bunter's naps, was prolonged
into & very long nap. And so the door
had not been locked.

Hugging grinned as he turned the
handle and found that the door opened
to his touch.

His hour had come at last, and the
long-deferred bashing of his old DBoss
was about to take place.

Huggins was in rather a hurry to get
it over and disappesar, for the robbery
of Cardew on the hesth made it
extremecly perilous for him to linger in
the vicinity., Robbery with violence was
8 serious matter, and penal servitude
lcomed before the ruffian, and before
the morrow the hunt would be up. Oaly
hiz fierce determination to “bash " Mr,
Whifiles made him take the risk of
lingering even for a few hours in the
neighbourbood. Now it was all plain
sailing. The door of the van opened to
his hand, and the sleeper within was at
his miercy.

He oponedethe door wide, put in his
head, and listened, with a grinning face.

In the old days, whoen he had been
employed at the circus, he had never
heard the Boss snore like that. Still, he
had no doubt that 1t was Mr. Whiffles
who was sleeping in Mr. Whiffles’ van.

He t in, and groped his way to
the bed where Billy Bunter lay, still
dressad, having taken off only his coat
before he toock his nap.

“Guv'nor 1Y chuckled
hoarsely.

Snora !

It was deep darkness inside the van.
Huggins groped over the sleeper and
shook him roughly. He did not care to
strike. .a light, but 2 word would be
enough to assure him that it waas Mr.
Whifiles who lay there. Bill Huggins
did not mind very much 1f he bashed

(Continued on next puge.)
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13 AN EARLY ORDER FOR THE “'MAGNET™ SAVES DISAPPOINTMENT!

the wrong party—bashing was a trifle
hght as air to Mr, Hugpgins—but he did
nat want ta give the aliarm before get
ting hold of the right party.

Ho erunched Bunter's gmulrlpr in a
grasp like that of a viee, which was
snfficiont to wake even Bunter.

“Guv'nor!"™ ke growled.

Bunter started inte wakefulness,

He did not move.

As he felt that savape g:'itp on him,
and felt rather than saw a dark figura
looming over him in the blackness, his
terror was so extreme  that hie very
nearly fainted,

He knew who it was, and knew that
Huggins had him at last!

He lay petrified with fear.

“It's me, gnv'nor!” growled Huggins.
“* Bill Huggins, what you sont to chokey,
old covey! Dill Huggins come to bash
vour features through the back of your
blinkimg 'cad! You 'ear meo, Whiffleg ¥V

“Ow 1" Bunter gasped feebly. “T'mm
not Whiffles! Ow!™

“Liar!™ said Mr. Hug‘gin& cheerfully.
“YWhat vou doin' in this 'ere van if you
. sin’t Whitfes ¥
(13 I_ _I___.’

“Can it!" grinned Huggins. “You're
Whiffles, and I've got you! Now
thon—-"

Bunter yelped.

“1 ain't Whiffles! Oh dear! I-—-I—
'l tell you where he i, if you like. I

—I say, honour  Tbright, I ain’t
Whiflles!™

“I'll strike a blinking mateh to make
sure,” growled Huggins; and he
fuimbled in his pooket for a match-
box. " You make a sound, and it's the
last thing youw'll ever deo, strike wme
pink "

Bunter guaked with horror, but the
stress of terror set his brain working.
Tw a few moments the match would
light, and then—

A sudden inspiration saved Bunter.

He grabbed at the wig, the moustache,
and the beard, and jerked them off in

E{l imstant and crammed them under
[IM.

A few scconds later Huggine had
found his matchbox, and a match glim-
Fmred gut, held over Bunter’s terrified
aca.

Huggins stared at him blankly.

Ho zaw a face that was as fat as that
of Montgomery 8t. Leger Whiflles, but
which evidently wes not that of the
EILGW TR,

Y Birike
Hupgzins.

“"I—1 told you I wasn’t Whiffles!™
moaned Bunter.

“Yon %—?ﬁ his blooming clobber on!”
growled :.13‘51n5, noting the crimson
waisteoat and the striped trouscrs
“What you doing in Whitles' van, with
hiz clobber on—what ™

“l—I—1 just borrowed them,”

“¥You're the [at bloke I dropped on
alore, when I was arter Whifiles in this
ere van!” growled Huggins,. Thae
match went out. “I've a good mind
fo bash yor, jest for luck! Look ere,
where's Whiflles? Give it to me
siraight, afore'T bust your nose in!™

“He—he's in that—that tent ! pasnod
Bonier. "You—you saw a tent close
by the van—he's therg——>"

Huggms gave a rumbling growl.

“Sleeping in a blinking tent, jest to
dadga me 1f T come along I he cnarled.
“T keteh on! Well, T'll wake him up
all rvight! 1’d bash you, too, only I
don't want to wake up the "olo blinking
show! DBut you make the least little
o, you [at covey, and I'll como
back into the van and out ver! Btrike
me pink!”

Toe Macxer Lieary.—No 1,074.

me pink 1"  ejaculated

“I—I won't—"

“¥ou'd better not ¥ snarled Hupggina.

And to Bunter's immense relief, he
erept away from the bedside, and disap-
peared from the van.

“Oh erikey!" gasped Bunter.

He lay where he was, not daring to
utter a sound or make & movement. Heo
would have liked to leap to the door,
slam and lock it; but he knew he might
not have time, He waited and listened,
pelpitating with terror, and making up
hiz fat mind, for the sixth or seventh
time, that thiz was the very, very last
cecasion in which he would gl&y the
periious part of Montgomery St Leger
Whillles,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Handling Huggins !

ILL HUGGINS stooped his head
at the entrance of tho tent, and
listéned. The tent doorway had

 been left open; partly becouse

the night was warm, partly because the
Famous Five were on guard over the
blue-and-red coaravan,

It was very dark in the tent; and
Hugging, as he listened, could detect the
breathing of more than one sleeper.
He scowled blackly as he pecered in,
The “fat bloke ” in the caravan had
told him that Whifles was there; but
it was quite possible that he had merely
zaid 50 in order to get rid of him, and
Huggins did not feel sure. Still, as he
was determined not to leave the circus
camp without discovering, and bashing,
Mr. Whiffles, it was as well to begin
his search at this tent. He. could sece
nuthmg; and his strzining ears onl
told ki that there were severa
sleepers there. He drew out hiz match-
box ab last, and struck a match: there
was nao other way.

~ Tho match flared out, and glimmered
into the darkness of the tent.

Mr. Huggins had o dim and Bickering
view of a number of recumhent forms
in blankets on pground-chects, and
found that he was nearly stepping on
the nearest of them,

""Strike me pink!” hissed Huggins.

He glim two or threa of the
slumbering faces, and knew that the
sleapera  were the Greyiriars fellows,
And as he stood staring et them in the
glimmer of the match, Bob Cherry's
eyes opened wide and fixed on him.

The next instant Bob was on his [eet
with- a bound,

“Wake up, you menl” he roared.

“Strike me pink!®

Huggins backed, dropping the match,
and as he did so Bob rushed at him,
with lowered head, and bufted him
where Mr, Huggine would have worn
hhs wateh-chain, had he worn one at
ails

There was a gaep from Huggins, and
he staggered backwards and sat down
suddenly just outside the tent.

“What—" called out Wharton's
voice,

“Huggins1” panted Bob.

“Oh. my hat! After him1”

"Back up!”

The Famous Five rushed out of the
tent in their pyjamas. They almost fell
gver the sprawling, spluttering Huggins,

"Got him!" roared Johnoy Euﬁ.

“Collar the brute!”

"(Give the terrific rotter jip

Ol Strike me pink!” howled
Huggina, struggling wildly in the grasp-
ing JEmnulﬂ:al of tha Famous Five,

The uprear rang through the sleep-
ing camp.

Hugginsg rolled the

oD ground,

struggling  furiously, with  every
ﬂ'@emher of the body-guard gresping
im.

Billy Bunter gasped with relief as he
heard the uproar. With great astute-
ness, he h directed Huggins to the
tent where the l:tﬂd}r-guarcF ay—as tho
safest way of disposing of him. As
soon as he heard the sounds of strife
Bunter rolled off the bed, jumped to the
door, slammed it, and turned the key
in the lock.

Bome fellows would bave rushed out
to help the Famous Five, who hud their
hands full with the powerful ruffian.
But that idea did not occeur te William

George Bunter, He was thinking
whally and solely of the safety of a
fellow whe was really important—

W. . Bunter.

“0h dear!” pasped Dunter, as he sat
down on the bed again, “0Oh erumbs!
Ow!l Owl”

Outside the van the struggle was
going on with terrific vim. alf the
circus had awakened and crowded to
the spot.

Mr. Dance was the frst to arrive.

In the glimmer of the summer stars
he recogmized the broken-nosed ruffian
whe was struggling  fiercely with the
Greyfriars juniors, and he scowled
darkly.

Mr. Dance did not cure very much
whether Bill Huggins “bashed ¥ the
Bozs or not; indeed, bhe would have
rather liked to see Bunter bashed a
little.

But he cared wvery much whether
Huggins was made a prisoner—that
wounld not have suited him at all.

Only so long as Hupgging was free,
and on the trail of w ance, would
the real Mr. Whiffics remain in hiding,
leaving the spoof Mr., Whifles in pos-
sogsion of the eircus—and the unscrupu-
Lt:us manager in possession of the cash-

OX.

Far a moment or two Dance stored
at the scene, scowling; hoping to ace
Huggina break loose and run %ﬂt it.

But, powerful as the ruffien was, the
Famous Five were too helly for him;
and they bad him down on his back
now, with Johnny Bull sitting astride
his chest.

“Hold on to him!™ gasped BEob,
“The brute's as strong a3 a horse.
Here, lend & hand ! hs shouted o
Dance.

Danca rushed in, and threw himeself
into the strugglo—knocking Johnny
Bull in one direction, and Rob Cherry
in another, and then grasping Harry
Wharton and bearing hm to the
ground.

That unexpected assistance was all
that Huggins needed.
In & moment he had shaken off

Nugent and Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh,
and leaped to his feet and darted away.
Once more he had been baffled in hia

west of Mr. Whifles; but he had o
chanes to escape, and he made the most
of it.

One or two of the circus men made an
attempt to head him off ; but he dodged
them among the vans and tenis, and
vanizhed into the might.

“What the thump!®™ roared PRBob
Cherry in great wrath, as he scrambled
to hia feet.

Wharton hurled the manager off.

“What the dickens do you mean by
this " he shouted. ™ You've helpegd that
ruffian to get away.”

“I—I—1 thought I had hold of him !
stammered Dance. "I—I was tryimg to
help——*

“You were doing nothing of the
sort]” exzclaimed the captein of the
Remove angrily. “You helped him
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A [at cackle grested Harry Wharton & Co. as they came up fo the stile, and five heads were turned as one. * Bunter ! *

“ I say, you lellews, I"'m ready to go with you ! ';hgrinnad Billy

to get away—as you did before, too—it
was you let him go last time!
Daneco stepped back, with a sneer on
his face.
“¥ou may think as you please, of
course,” he answered. "I am quite in-
different to a schoolboy's opinion.”

And he walked back to his van, satis-
fied that Bill Huggins would not be cap-
tured that night, at all events.

“Look here, this isn't gn-ud enough !”
growled Johony Bull. *I've got half
& dozen bruises from that brute, and
he ought to be run in!”

Wharton stepped to the door of the
van. He tried the handle and found it
locked inside.

“You all
called out.

Bunter grinned. He could afford to
grin now.

“Right as rain,” he answered. "I
hope he’s got away—I mean, I hope he
hasn't! Has he?” ‘

* Your manager Dance butied in, and
he got away!” snapped Wharton.

“QOh, good!”

“What 7™

“]—1 mean, bad—very bad!” stam-
mered Bunter. *“I—I'll speak to Dance
in the morning. Bure he's got clean
away P

“Vas, he's gone!” growled Wharton.
" And we're all pretty well knocked
about m::mpiing with him!”

“He, he, he!”

“Ju that a laughing matter?' roarad
Wharton, greatly incensed.

" Yes—I[—1 mean, nol Awfull;' SOTTY,
and all that! You fellows ain’t mu-h
ood at scrapping, are youl! The fact
is, 1 was just coming out to handle
him mysslf! I could do it all right!”

“We'll give you a chanoe if he comes
back again, then!"” snapped Wharton,
and ke left the caravan.

The Femous Five returned to bed -

right, Mr. Whiffles?” he

erry. (8ee Chapler 10.)

fealing mnaidershlj{ shaken up and
knocked about; Bill Huggins was not
ail easy proposition even for five sturdy
fellows. But they slept again at last;
and Billy Bunter, eafe behind a locked
door, snored away comfortably until
the RBeplember sun was shining once
more over the fields and meadows of
Hampshire.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Himsell Again !

e SAY, you fellows ™

I Wharton jumped—he could not

halp it. The greeting was so

exactly like that of Billy Bunter

of Greyfriars, that he could hardly be-

lieve that it was My, Whiflles who was
epeaking.

As & matter of fact, it wasn't! DBut
Bunter wes cnce more safely encased
in tho garments, the wig, the moustache,
and the beard of Montgomery 5t. Leger
\Whiffles, and to the eyes, at least, he
was that world-famous showman.

Harry Wharton & Co. had finished
breakfast, and were e:-:-miderin%‘ making
s start for Eastwood House. he Bosa
had breakfasted also—amply; and he
rolled ug to the Famous Five and inter-
rupted them without ceremony.

“1 say, you fellowe! 1 understamd
that you want a day off to go and play
ericket with the 3t Jim's chaps 7" said
Bunter.

“"There’s no gquestion of a day off,”
answered Harry Wharton  curtly.
“We're not in your employment, Mr.
Whiffes, ™

*0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“We're going to see our friends at
Eastwood %—le}u&&,” said Harry., “We
ghall be back by dark, if you still want
us to travel with the circus. If you
don't, say =o, and we'll stay away.”

*“0f courze, I want you, old chap,”

Bunter. *° Where did you spring from ? '* ejaculated Bob

said Bunter. " You'rs rather a boaat,
but that brute Huggins may come back
again.”

“ Look he}'e, why don't you have that
man gins run in, Mr. Whifflest”
demanded Johnny Bull gruﬂily.

“ Because that would spoil the whole
game, you ass—I—I mean, becaunse—
because—"'

“What pame?

“Nothing! I-I'm not going to have
him run mm because—because 'm too
tender-hearted. Never mind Huggins,”
said the Boss haﬂtﬂi+ “Look here, T'm
letting you fellows have & day off :

“Rubbish ! interrupted Wharion.
“You're doing nothing of the kind.
We're going to Eastwood House. We

can do s we plemse.™ :
“Oh, don’t so jolly touchy,” said
Bunter. “You always were so jolly

touchy, Wharton. You were touchy whea
you came to (Greyfriare, and you've been
touchy ever since™

“How the thump do you know what
I waa like at Groyiriars? demanded
the captain of the Remove.

“I1—I mean—I] mean, you can have the
day off ; it's all right. I—1 hope you'll
have a ripping day. You can slart at
ten _o'clock.”

“We're going to start before that.”

“Now, look here, I want you to stay
hera till ten,” said the Besa "I'm
going out for a bit. You can stey tid
ten and then you can do as you jolly
wall like.”

“Oh, all right?

“That'a settled, then,” said qlre Boea.

He went into his ceravan, picked -ip
5 packed bag, and left again. Bag :n
hand, the Boss walked away from the
circua.

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced nfter
him rather curiously. :

As it seemed gquite probable that Bill

(Continued on page 16.)
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Huggins was still in the neighbourhood,
they were surprised to sco Mr. Whiflles
oing out on & walk by himself. Neithar
%}id thev understand why he wished
them to remain in camp till ten. How-
ever they were willing to obliga the
Boss in that small matter, and they
waited. :

Billy Bunter grinned o fat grin as ne
rolled away across the ficld and passed
throngh & gap in & hedge and dis-
appeared.

He was not unmimdful of the fact that
Bill Huggine might still be somewhere
in the nﬁing. but he did not intend to
go very far as Mr. Whifles. His trip
was to be continued se Billy Bunter.

At a distance, screened by the hedges
from the ecircus, the Bose entered a litilo
coppice. Thers, safely out of sight, we
unpacked from the bag the clothes he
had worn when he left Greyfriars.

Quickly he stripped off tho ‘striking
attire uf%kiantgﬂmcry 3t. Leger Whiffles,
folded the clothes, and packed them :n
the bag. On the clothes he placed the
wig, tho beard, and the moustache.

Then he fastened the bag, and hid it
carcfully under a bush,

His next proceeding was to dress him-
self in his own clothes. Once more he
presented the customary aspect of the
Owl of the Remove,

All he retained of Mr. Whiffles was his
remarkable tie-pin, and his magnificent
gold walch and chain. Bunter had a
woakoess for personal adornment, and
ho did not see why he should part with
sll his finery.

He blinked at his reflection
pocket-mirror, and grinned.

Aszured that nothing—execept the
jewellery—remained to  associtate him
with Mr. Whiffles, Bunter rolled out of
the coppice.

It still wanted five minutes to ten,
when he rolled out into the road, by
which the Famous Five had to pass fo
reach Easthorpe,

There he sat on & stile, to wait for
the Greyiriars fellows to come along.

He chuckled at the siﬁhb of five youth-
ful figures coming up the road from the
dircetion of the circus.

Harry Wharton & Co. had left the
camp on the etroke of ten, and started
cheerfully en the walk to Eastwood
House.

They were looking forwerd to the
meeting with Arthur Augustus and his
friends, but assuradly they were not
looking forward to, or expecting, a meet-
ing with William George Bunter of
Greyfriars.

“ He, he, hal"

That fat exclamation greeted them sz
they came slong, and fve heads turned
RS OFe

in &

“ Bunter [

“My hat!®

“1 sa% vou fellows, I'm ready!"
prinned Billy Bunter, slipping from the

#tila and joining the Famous Five in
the road.
“Where did you spring
Bunter?” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“He, ho, ha ¥
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from,

“And what are you doing here?’
demanded Nugent.

“Bht I'm going to Eastwood House
with you fellows, of course!™

“How the merry dickens do you
know we're going jo Fastwood House 1
exclaimed Harry VWharton

“He, he, ha!™

“Chuck cu.ﬂkling " roared Bob, “ You
fat bounder, you've got a cackle so like
old Whiffles' that any fellow would
swear it was the same.”

“He, he, he!”

“Why, he's got Whiffles’ tie.pin on!”
exclaimed Frank Nugent. “Have you
met  Mre,  Whifles this morning,
Bunter #"

“He, he, he!" cachinnated Bunter
He really could not help it; the mystifi-
cation of the HRemove fellows enter-
tained him so much.

“That’'s Whifles’ watch and chain,
too,” said Bob, “I'd know that cable
anywhere, Have you been borrowin
Whiffles” things, like you do the fellows
things as Greyfriars, Bunteri”

“He, he, he!"”

“Blessed if I make this out,” said
Harry. *“ Bunter hasn’t been at the
circus all this time, or we should have
seen him. I can’t imagine how he's
turned up here all of a sudden. How
did you come hcre, Bunter?”

“We're wasting time, old chap,” said
Bunter. “You always were & fellow
for jawing—like & sheep's head, wvou
know; nearly all jaw. We don’t want
to be late for the ericket maich with the
=t Jim's chaps.”

“What do soun asbout the cricket
match ¥” roared Bob. “How do you
kIrl]?n;Er anything about our affairs at
all?

“Oh, Whifflaz told me all about it™
satd Bunter, with a fat grin. “Ha
mentioned that I'Arey had invited me
along with you fellows. Of course, he
would naturally want to see me, a3 I'm
his pal. Come on.”

The Famous Five looked at Bunter,
and looked at one another. It was true
that D'Arcy had said that Bunter waa
to come, too, if he was on the spot—

and here he was, on the epot. Billy
Bunter's fascinating sociely never
seemed to give the pleasure that he

naturally expected it to give. Still,
there he was, and the chums of the
Remove felt that they had to make the
best of him.

“0h, come on!” said Wharton. And
they started along the road again, the
Owl of the Remove rolling along with
them.

“1 say, vou fellows,” said Bunter, as
they walked through the wvillage. “I
suppose I'Arcy will be able to lend us
some things for the cricket”

“That's all arranged,” said Harcy.
“But you don't come on in the ericket,
fathead. You can’t play oricket.”

“That's what I'm coming to,” said
Bunter firmly. "I want thia clearly
understood before we get to Eastwood
House. When we're at Creyiriars,
Wharton, we let you swank about as
cricket captain—

“What "

“We let you throw vour weight about,
nnd all that,” said Bunter, blinking at
him. "That's all very well; but we
ain't at Greyiriars now. We're meetin
an aristocratic old friend of mine, an
playing ericket with his house-party.
Well, i the circumstances, I want you
to get it into your head that the less you
throw your weight about the better.'

“Why, vou fat, cheeky villain—"

“I want you ito leave thiz cricket
mafch in my hands,” explained Bunter.
“It"s only a friendly game; but we want
to beat the B$. Jim's chaps, all the
same. We want Lord Eastwood to see

that Greylriars fellows know somathing
about the game. There's such a thing
a3 keoping up appearances. See? So I
want you to stand down and leave the
thing in my hands. You ecan swank
again when we get back to Greyfriars
next term.”

Harry Wharton breathed hard and
deep.

“Ain't he a bute? said Bob Cherry
admiringly. “Ain't he a prize packeb?
How they must love him at home—and

how nice 1% would be if he were there
now !

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Bump him " suggested Johnny Bull.

“The bumpfulnesa iz the proper
caper,” agreed IHurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “The morefulness the mercier-
fulness.”

“1 say, you fellowsg——"

“Dry up, Bunter [” said the captain of
the Remove, “I don't want to kick vou,
I;ult if you talk any more, look ocut for
it 1

“{h, really, Wharton——"

“Shut up 1

“1 can jolly well say— Yarooocogh!”
roared Bunter, as Bob Cherry pently
1{::?.1':}?5-:1 himi with his boot. “ Beast!

w

“ Have anolther 7 asked Bob. * You've
only got to go on wagging your fat chin,
old bean.”

“ Beast |

Billy Bunter did not wag his chin any
more on the way to Fastwood House.

o —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Unpleasant for Cardew !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY

A greeted his Greyfriars friends

with his usual urbanity, but

with a gravity of countenance

that they noticed at once. He hardly

seomed to notice that Bunter was with

them ; much to the fat Owl's irritation.

D' Arcy ovidently had something on his
mind.

“*¥You fellows will be sowwy to heah
that & wathah wotten thing has hap-
pened,” the ewell of Bt. Jim's explained.
“Cardew—you know Cardew—he was in
our team last time wo plaved Cwey
fwiahse—"

“1 remember him,” said Harry. “He
didn't come to the cireus with you last
night.”

“MNo: he stayed in to finish a book he
was deep in,” said Arthur Auvgustus
“But it appears that he followed wus
later, {0 come to the circus aftah all.
He was knocked down and wobbed by a
foahful wuffian on Easthorpe Heath,”

“That's rotten! Hurt much{”

“Well, he makes out that it's nothin’
much, but, as a mattah of fact, he is
wathah damaged, and has a pwize nose,”
gaid D'Arey. “The patah iz wathah
wowwied about if. here’as a police
inspectah heah now, seein’ Cardew, and
takin®' the particulabs. Of course, 1t
won't make any difewence to our match
to-day; only Cardew will have to stand
out.”

“What rotten luck ™

*Yaas, wathah!®

“ Have they got the man 1" asked Bob.

“"No: but Cardew has given a full
desewiption of him,” said Arthur
Augustus. " Fwom the descwiption, it
seems to be a feahful wuffian who passed
us when we were goin' to tho cireus,
neah the woad where we met you fellows,
You may have seen him—a vewy hefry
beast with a bwoken nose.

“ What ?” exclaimed Wharton.

"You've seen him?" Hlsad D'Arcy.

“Yes, rather—it's Huggins.”
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“ Bai Jove 1" : . Dbis rightful place when the danger of match, in the cires,” he remarked
“We saw the man only a litile while Huggins was removed. Onoce DMr., tentatively., " 'With vou feelin’ so vewy

¥

before we met you,” snid Harry. “He
dodged away across the heath. He came
back to the ecircus last night after Mr.
Whifles. It must be the same man whe
robbed Cardew. Look here, we can help
the police to get after him. We can fill
in the description, and give his name.™

“"More than that,” said Frank MNugent.
“If it's Huggins, they ecan nab him b
keeping an eye on the eireus—he's fol-
lowing the circus wherever it goes lo gt
after Mr. Whillles. ™

“"Bai Jove! This 1s wathah luckay,™
said Arthur Aupustus, “The inspectah
chap 1s speakin’ to Cardew in the
libwawy now, with my patah, Pewwaps
you fellows will come in and tell him
what vou know about the man.”

“ ¥es, rather.”

“The ratherfulness iz forrifie.”

“1 say, you fellows, T don’t know any-
thing about him,” exclaimed Eilly
Buntar, in alarm. “I say—"

“We know that; don't bother,” said
Harry.

The Greyiriars fellows ifollowed
D’Arcy to the library of Eastwood
House; but Billy Bunter rolled after
Wharion and caught him by the sleeve,
Harry shook off the {fat hand im-
patient'ﬁ;f.

“Don't bother now, Bunter,”

“Look here, you listen to me!™ ex-
claimed Bunter. “It's important. Hold
on & minute and just listen.”

“Well, what is it7" demanded Whar-
ton, lingering behind to hear what the
0wl of the Remove had to say.

“Look here, you just shut up about
Huggins, see?” said Bunter, in s low,
cautious volicea, dare say it wasn'r
Huggins at all who bashed Cardew—"

"%t. certainly was Huggins; though I
don’t see how you know anything about

EE ]
:

him,"” =aid Harry.

Bunter grinned,

“Well, %[ do know something akout
him,” he answered *More than you

do, in fact. ¥ know all about the man.”

“Then you'd better come and tell the
inspector what you know."

“No jolly fear! Look hero, I don't
want that man Huggins run in,” said
Bunter. “TUnderstand that! You shut
up about him! Cardew shouldn’t have
been such & fool as to gel into & row
with him. Blow Cardew! You just
shut up about Huggins, and let him
alona 1%

Wharton stared blankly at the Owl of
the Hemove. He was too astonished to
epeak. I'hat Mr. Whiflles and the
manager, Dence, desired the roffan to
remain at liberty, he knew, though ha
could not guesa why. But it was amaz-
ing to find that Billy Bunter sharod
their desire on that point.

“What d3 you mean?”’ gasped Whar.
ton at last. “ Have you gone off your
piily rocker, you fat dufer 7

“1 mean what I say!” grunted
Buntor. * You let Huggins alone. Your
job is to keep him away from the circus
—not to get ?nim run in. It would spoil
everything. Just mind your own busi-
ness, see?”

“1f you're not wandering in your
tdiotic mind, 1 can’t make you out,”
gaid Harry, “But I'm going to do the
vary best I can to get that brute run in
for knocking & Bt. Jim's man about.
Now shut up 1™

“Look here, you beast——"

“zo and eat coke "

Whartea hurried afier his friends;
leaving Billy Bunter in the hall of East-
wood House, in a state of great dismay.
Only too well Bunter was avare that the
real Mr. Whiffles was keeping a wary
eye open, ready to return and resumae

Huggins was safely “run in,” Bunter's
carcer ag boss of the c¢ircus wes at an
end. He could only hope that Mr
Huggins had cleared out of the neigh-
bourhood. out of the reach of arrest.

Thae Grevfriars fellows found Cardew
inn the library, with Lord Eastwood and
the police-inspector. Cardew looked a
rather sorry sight. His nose was
swollen; one of his eves was blackened,
and there weve. several bruises and cuts
on his handsome face. It was plain that
Bill Huggins had “bashed ” him with

considerable vigour.

He grinned rather ruefully at the
Famous Five. Cardew hated to be
seen in such a state, and he hated to be
the object. of sympathy. The whale
position was intolerable to him. Al the
more fo. that reason, he was determined
that the footpad should be brought to
justice; that was bhis only solace. For
what Huggins had rebbed him of he
cared little; but he cored very much for
the spoiling of his pood locks, and for
the fuss that was inavitable,

Lord Eastwood was
troubled; though he greeted the Grey-
friars fellows wery urbanely. And he
was evidently rlad to hear that they had
help to give in securing the footpad.
The police-inspector was equally pleased
and he took down all the details that
the chums could give him, with great
attention.

There was no doubt, when notes were
compared, that the footpad who had
robbed Cardew, was Bill Huggins. That
e had fled from the vicinity was fairly
certaing hut that his wengeful pursuis
of Mr. Whiffles left his trail open to
pursuit was assured. On that point In-
spector Minles waa very attentive. It
appeared probable __

ave and

JF

wotten, old bean

“I'm oot feelin’ rotten,’
curtly.

“You are lookin’ dweadfully wotten,
old chap.”

“You are always so complimentary,
Gussy,” said Cardew. “Tact is your
long suit,™

“ ¥Yaas, wathah; f{ellows genewally
wegard mo -as a fellow of tact and
judgment,” said Arthor Augustiua inno-
cently. “Pewwaps you do not feel so
wotten as you look, old fellow.”

" Perhaps you are not such a7 ass as
uﬁ gecm | remarked Cardew thought-
ully.

“Bal Jova! Weally, Cardew it

“Let's get going,” said Levison hastily.
“Cardew can sit in a deck chair and
watch the game.”

“I'm wquite abls to stand, thanks”
said Cardew. " Although I lock such
an object, 1 anr not really on my last
legs.™

*J shall insist upon your sittin' down,
in a vowy comfortable chair, with lots
of pillows, old bean,” gaid Arthur Avg-
ustus. “ Bar Jove! don't walk away when
a fellow’s zpeakin’ to you, Cardew. I
8 Bai Jove! he seems to be deal.
I wondah whethah that thumpin' has
affected his heawin' Pewwaps 1 had
bettah insist on his geein' a dociah.”

“Do—if you want him to give you an
eyo and a nose to match hiz own,”
agreed Jack Blake.

" Weally, Blake—"

“{3h, come on,” said Levison, " we
shall never get going at this rate.”

“Wight-ho, deah boy.”

And the party proceeded to the cricket
ground,

{Continued on neéxt page.)

¥

said Cardew

that when the circus
moved on to a dif-

forent  neighbour-
hood, Huggins
would renew his
attempt  on  Mr,

Whiffles—and if that
was so0, and a watch
was kept on the
circus  wherever it —
moved, Mr, Moles
was very likely Lo 4

gob hiz man.

When the inter-
view wWas over,
Harry Wharton &
Co. felt that they
had helped a great
deal towards bring-
ing a dangerous
ruffian  to justice,
which was very
satisfactory to them,
whatever it might
te to Billy Bunter.

{lardaw cama ouf
of the house with
the rest of the
party. Ho was
deeply chagrined at
having to stand out
af the ericket: but
he obviously waz in
no condition to
iﬂasu He madas

ight of  his
damages; but his
face was very white
except where the
bruisca showad
black. Arthur
Augusius gave him
a sympathetic tap
on the shoulder.

"Pewwaps we »
wught to cut the

ATH

LETES

TRAIN ONIT

/
¥ There is half a cup
of English full cream

milk in every

CADBURY
BIG MILK
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
W.E.H.—L-B ;W-

& SAY, you fellows——"

E “Shut vp, Bunter.”

“But I say—"
“Cheese it!"

“The talkfulness of the esteamed Bua-
ter is too terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset
Ham Singh., “He goes on for ever like
the preposterous little brook.” _

“1 want to know whether I'm opening
the innings!” roared DBunter.

“Fathead ' :

Apparently Bunter was not opening
the innings,

Harry Wharton & Co. had been ae-

commodated with necessary things from
the ample supply of Arthur Augustus.
The flannels into which Bunter had
squeezed himself seemed on_ the point
of bursting. But, judﬁmg the [at
smirk on his face, the COw pf the
Remove was quite satisfed with his
appearance.

he 8t. Jim's team consisted of three
Shell fellows, six of the Fourth, and
Wally and Reggie Manners. Levison
minor offered his services to the visitors,
and was mocepted. That made seven,
including Bunter, and four membors of
the Easthorpe village team, who were
employed on the estate, were added to
meke up the number, Greyfriars batted
first: and Billy Bunter did not open
the innings; he was booked to close it
with a duck’s egg. Cardew leaned onthe
trunk of an old elm to watch the game.
Ho was feeling extremely “rocky,” but
he was determined not to be an invalid.
As Levison went on to bowl against
Harry Wharton, Bunter rolled away to

join Cardew. As he was last man, he
waa not likely to he wanted for some
time—indeed ho wus, as a matter of

fact, not wanted at all. 8o he decided
to bestow his fascinating company on
Ralph Reckness Cardew.

“Rotten bowling, what?”" remarked
Bunter, as the captain of the Greyfriars
Remove knocked the ball away, and

grossed the piteh with Bob Cherry.
That was Bunter's tactful way of be-
ginning, Levison was one of the best

junior bowlers at St. Jim’s, and Car-
dew's speeial chum. Cardew gave him
s look.

“Think s0™ he grunted.

“Not like the way we bowl at Cray-
friars,” said Bunter. " You should sce
me bowl! Not that I'mm likely to get
a chance in thia matech—there's a lot of
jeanlousy in cricket, you knowj; those
fellows hate being put in the shade by
a really good man”

Cardew did not answer; but moved
away frem the elm, and took up his
position under another tree.

Bunter blinked at him;
after him.

"Feelinﬁ E’jolI% seedy, what?” he re-
sumed. ou look & regular picture,
and no mistake ! Your nose—he, he, he ™

Cardew moved off again; and this time
Bunter kept in step with him. The
egound of his own volce was always music
to Bunter’s ears, though to other cars
it lacked charm.

“Tricd beefsteak for your eye? he
asked., “My word! what an eve! Sorry
I wasn™t on the spot when that rufhan
handled you.™

“Same here,” said Cardew. “I should
!m-.;f-:: liked you to have had some of

if.

“Ek! I mean, I'd have Frutcctnd

ou,” explained Bunter, "I1'd have
inugﬁed the fellow spinning. Why didn’t
you !

No answer.

“Yon 3t. Jim's fellows aren’t much in
the scrapping hne, are you?” said Bun-
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and rolled

ter. “ A Greyiriars man wouldn't have
got knocked about like that, Cardew.
Sorry to see you leoking like a hospital
caze, My bat! Look at them—that's
three! Does that chap Levison think
ha can bowlt”

“Levison's one of the best at St
Jim's,” said Cardew, breathing hard.

“Oh, I dare say! All right for St
Jim's, no doubt,” agreed Bunter. “ ¥You
am'g much of o school at games, are
youl”

Cardew walked on, and jgined the
waiting group of batsmen. Bunter fol-
lowed him, rather puzzlied, not realisin
that the delights of his conversation Imﬁ
palled on the 5t. Jim's junior.

“You fellows busy ¥ asked Cardew.

“EBh! Only watching the batting,”
answernd Jolinny Bull, turning his head.

“1f you've got & minute to spare——"

Certainty.”

“Then would you mind killin' Bunter,
and buryin' him somowhere in the
park?” asked Cardew. “ Or, if you objcet
to that—though I don't see why you
should—will you muzdde him, or knock
him down an’ sit on him?”

And Cardew limped away again;
lua.\rm;[z Bunter blinking after him, and
the other fellows grinning. Even Bunter
realised that, for somp inexplicable
reason, Cardew was fed up with his
cheery conversation.

“I say, you fellows,” eaid Bunter,
“that chap’s & cheeky cad! I say, what
rotten batting! Does Bob Cherry really
think he's batting, or is he giving an
iunttation of a windmill, or Swedish drill,
or what?

:' Shut up, Bunter.”

“They call that runoing, I suppose,”
went on Bunter, as the batsmen crossed
the pitch. “Crawling I should call it!
I say, you fellows, put a bit of speed
on—don’t chuck the grine away! DBuck
up! Don't erawl! I say—yarocoocogh !
Bunter ended with a yell, as the business
end of Johnny Bull's bat clumped on
Mr. Whifles' watch chain and he sat
down suddenly.

After which, it was some time before

the dulecet tones of the Ow! of the Re-
miove were heacd again,

As a anatter of fact, both.the batting
and the bowling were very good, in spite
of Bunter's strictures; and the innings
was well fought out. DBut when lact
man in was called, Billy Bunter buckled
ot his pads, and rolled on, with the
alr of a fellow whoe was going to show
tho whole universe who was who, and
what was what Now there was a chanco

for some real ericket to be scen; and

Bunter was glad to obsorve that Lord
Eastwood had walked down from the
house to give the game a look-in. Te
liad arrived just in timo to see Bunter
display his erickeling powers.

Bunter took up his position with a
straddle that did full justice to his
E}!dg}' bgure and fat little legs. Tom

LerTy g t!-gEli at him, and smiled. Ha
did not think that this batsman wes
likely to last long. .

“Go and put paid to him, Gussy!"
he said.

“"Yaas, wathah!™

Arthur Augustus was only 8 change
bowler, with none of the deadliness of
Levison : but he was more than egual to
a batsman like Bunier. Not that he
haed much chanee of hitting the wicket,
which was almost wholly screened by
Bunter's podgy legs.

He did hiﬁ%?&ﬂtu The ball came down
and Bunter whirled his bat in the air,
and suddenly leaped from the earth
with a I:Enrrigu vell,

“Yaroooh "

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry.

“How's that, Conway—I mean, how's

that, umpiah? ecalled out Acthur
Aungustus. _—
Lord Conway, who was umpiring,
grinned.
“Out!” he answered, “Leg before.”
“Yooop! Beast! Ow!™

;‘3}{&, n, hat" .
unter blinked round him, and took
up his position ageain, and blinked along

thﬂ[t?::j I?e-. 1" he hooted. *Play!”
“Oh, cwikey!” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus,

““Ha, ha, ha!" yelled all the juniors.
“You're out!” roared Beb Cherry.
“The innings is over !
“"Tain’t ! hooted Bunter.
% Log bet howli ¢
: efore, vou howling ass—out!™
“Rot ! That-rﬂwa.u a wide! s=aid
Bunter. “D'Arey chucked the ball—
he doesn't know how to bowll My leg
wasn't anywhore near the wicket.”
“Fathead! Umpire's given you out !”
“Blow the urmpire!”
“Ha, ha, hai!"

Lord Eastwood stroked his chin, and
gazed a2t Bunter. He was seeing some
unusual cricket, as Bunter had intended
that ha should. But he was not over-
come with admiration, az Bunter had
expected. His lordship did not seem
to know what to make of Bunter’s style
of -play. : ;

“Vou're vut, kid,” said Lord Conway
good-hurmouredly.

* Rubbish 1™

“ Bunter, you fat idiot—" shouted
Harry Wharton, in great exasperation.

“Shut up, Wharton! I'm waiting
for that ass D'Arcy to bowl,” said
Bunter. “I decline to be out, after &
silly dummy chucking a ball at me and
calling it bowling.” ]

“Qh, give him another ball,” =zaid
Tom Merry, almost weeping with mirth
at this sample of Greyfriars’ cricket.
“Giive him another, Guasy.” _

“Y weally do not mind,” said Arthur
Augustus. "If nobody objects, I will
give him a ewash on the othah leg.”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Rilly Bunter blinked at the bowler,
hut thiz time there was no danger of
“log before;” he stood well away. He
stood so well away that his bat missed
the leather by about a yard when 1}
same, and his wicket was spread-eagled.
Bunter blinked at it wrathfully.

“How's that, umpiahl”

“Out!” eaid Lord Conway, laughing.
“ Are you satisfied now, Bunter, or deo
vou want to be out egain?”

Bunter grunted. . .

“Oh, call it out!” he said. “I'm not
used to this sort of bowling—if 1 13
bowling! Absolutely rottent”

However, even Bunter admitted that
he was out, theugh he nghpparrad to
consider that the fall of

“I'm not

is wicket
was due to something peculiarly
rotten in the bowling. The innings was
over, and there was an adjournment
for Iunch at Eastwood House.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Bowls !

OM MERRY and Arthur
Augustus D'Arey opened the
innings for B8t. Jun's after
lunch:  Billy Bunter rolled

down to the feld with the Greyfriars
fellows. .
Bunter had planned to astonish the
natives with his batting, but it had not,
eomehow, come off. It was hard cheesp,
because even that beast Wharten could
not prevent him from batting as he
was in the team. The beast ecould
prevent him from bowling, so Bunter
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had no chance of showing off his
wonderful powers in thut line. He had
offered to bowl, and had been thank-
lessly refused; he had urged Wharton
to let him bowl, and hed been told to
shut up; he had pointed out that, if he
did not bowl, the game was as good as
chucked away, and found that the
cali)tain of the Remove was more than
willing to take the rish.

Bunter was no longer Boss—though,
undoubtedly, he felt as bossy as ever,
He was not in the least inclined to

o T

Arthur Augustus D’A
with a terrific yell.

before [ **

exert himself in the field. As a matter
of fact, he had doine not wisely, but
too well at the luncheon table. What-
aver Bunter was like as a cricketer,
thers was no doubt that he was really
distinguished as & trencherman, and he
Lad tucked in regardless of the Flimsoll
fine. So, far from feeling inclined to
chase an elusive ball, Bunter was feel.
ing strongly disposed to curl up in the
thade and take & nap.

“1 say, Wharton, where do you want
mea to ficld?” he asked snappishly. 1
den’t see that it matbers much, as
you're chucking the game away.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ It doesn't matter much, certzinly,”
he said. “You field like & stuifed
dummy in any case

“Look here, what am I to dot”

“Keep out of the way,” suggested
Bobk Cherry.

“Beast ¥

“Oh, go into the long-field,” said
Harry indifferently, “or go to Jericho,
or go and eat coke, just as you like™

Bunter snorted.

“Mind, I'm ready to bowl, if
like,” he said. “If you want the thing
to be over short ahd sharp, I'm your
man. A couple of hat tricks—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, have your own way,"” sneered
Bunter. “I say, Tom Merry, you're in
for an essy thing. There’s one good

you

bowler here, and the fellows are so
Lli;it]}li;% of him that they won't let him

“0h, my hat!" said Tom.

“Weally, Buntah—" remonstrated
Arthur Augustus,

“Where did that chap dig up his
manners?” asked Monty Lowther, aside.
“Why don’t the other fellows muzzle
him ¥

“(Goodness knows,” zaid Blake.

“Go in and win,” said Bunter dis-
dainfully. “You don't know much

| o
I ]
g,
e

"HH-,III,]IH!“

about ericket at St. Jim’s, but, unless
you're a set of hopeless duds, you'll pile
up runs off the bowling you'll get
here.”

“ My esteemed and idiotic Bunter—"

“VYou shut up, Inky! You think you
can bowl! Your howling is enough to
make a donkey cacklr!”

“I have no objection to the esteemed
Bunter cackling,” said Hurree Singh
mildly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry whispered in Wharton's
ear.

“Jet the fat idiot bowl an over!
Those S8t. Jim’s chaps might think
there's something in his gas. This 1sn't
a school match, you koow.”

Wharton frowned, but he nodded.
He was feeling strongly inclined to
run Bunter off the field at the end of
a bat, but such & proceeding was nof
feasible, in the circumstances, Eastwood
tH_m:sa was not Little Side at Grey-
riars,

“(ive DBunter the ball, Inky,” he
gaid. “Let him try his luck.”

“Now that’s sense,” said tho Owl of
the Remove, beaming. “ That's some-
thing like sense, old chap. Inky's not
bad for a change bowler, but leave the

wiﬂkut-ﬁettiug to me! That's my
advice.
“1'11 ask for your advice when I want

it, fathead! Get onl”

.

]

Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy stood up to
the bowler, with a smile on his aristo-
cratic face. After Bunter's exhibition
as & batsman, D’'Arcy did not think he
wasa likely to shine in the bowling line,
Indeed, the Owl of the Remove could
not see the length of the pitch very
well, even with the aid of his g

E;Em:{:ncles. 8till, Bunter had no lack
!n] dmnﬁden-:c in his powers. B Never
ad.

He took a little jerky run, and his
fat hand shot up with the ball in it

I l
Foe
¥

sent the bhall down, and Bunter whirled his bat in the alr. 'Then suddenly he leaped from tha earth
“ Yarooop ! ** How's that, umpiah ? * mﬂa?ﬂuub ﬁmyig ]“ Qut ! " grinned the umpire. ** Leg
e er 12

and the ball, of course, left his palm
at & moment not intended by Bunier.
Where it went he did not know, until
a fiendish yell from Bob Cherry, in
the field, apprised him.
How Bunter landed that ball on the
side of Bob's head was s mystery.
" Certainly he could not have done it
had he desired to do so. In that caze
ha would have misted Bob by yards.

It was the unfortunate circumstance
that Bob was yards and yards away
from Bunter's objective that did it. As
Bunter's ball was bound to go nowhero
near the point aimed at, obviously 1t
had to go somewhere else, and Dob
Cherry's head was the somewhere.

“Whoooooop !

Beb Cherry  leaped clear of the
ground, clutching his hapless head in
both hands.

“Ow! Oh, my napper! Yooop!
Ow ¥

“Oh ecwumbs!” ejaculated Aribur
Augustus.

Billy Bunter blinked round.

“1 ‘say, vou fellowa! Where's that
ball "

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow! Oh, my napper!
Wow ! gasped Bob Cherry. “You fat
villain! = You've nearly brained me!
Yow-ow! I'll pulverise you!”

Tre Maguer Lprarr.—No. 1,074,
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“Here, hold on!™ reared Wharlon,
wm alarm.

But Bob Cherry was too exasperated
to hold on. He wanted vengeance, and
he wanted it badly. He made & rush
at Bunter, who blinked at him in alarm
and surprise,

“J—I—1 say!" gasped DBunter.
“Weep off! I say—— Yarooogh! Oh,
my hat! Keep him off! Help!”

“Ha, ha, ha'!"

Billy Bunter Oed for his life. Alfter
him went Bob Cherry, raging. The rest
of the ficld roared with laughter. Tom
Merry stood at his wicket almost wecp-
ing; Arthur Auwgustus like s fellow in
4 trance. The St Jim's crowd yelled
cncouragement to the runners.

“{i0 it, Bunter!”

“Put it on, Cherry }”

“Tiravo Y

“1la, ha, hal"

Buuter was not much of a sprinter as
s rule. But there were times when he
could sprint, and this was one of them.
He knew the weight of Bob Cherry's
foot. He had been there before, so to
speak. He fairly flow.

“Bob !¥ shouted Wharton, as they
raced off the field, both going strong.

Bob Cherry for once turned a deaf
ear to his captain. He put on a spurt,
and came within kicking distance of
Bunter,

There was & fearful yell from the Owl
of the Remove a3 the avenging foot
landed.

* Yaroooch 1"

William George Bunter
headlong in the grass, roaring.
Cherry glared down at him as
roared.

“Get up, you fab villain! I want to
kick you again *

“Yow! Besst! Wow

“Will you get u%?“ yelled Bob.

“Ow! Nol ow! Yow! Keep
off ! Wow!”

“Then I'll jolly well jump on you!”

“Yarooop !”

Bunter got up in & great hurry, and
ran for 1t. A lift from Bob's foot
helped him on his way, and he fled,
veliing.  Dob, with a very red face,
returned to the ericket-field, But
Bunter did not return. In many
matters Bunter never hknew when he
hiad had crnough, and wanted more. On
this occasion he knew that he had had
enough, and did neot want any more.
He vanished from sight, and did not re-
appear.

Dob Cherry found all the ericketers
in convulsions when he returned.
Monty Lowther remarked to Manners
that if this was the way Greylriars
p!a?'ad cricket they cught to be deing
it tor the front page of & comic paper,
¥ut gravity was restored at last, and
the gamoe resumed, and the Greyfriars
fallows demonstrated that they were not
cricketers in the style of Bunter by
beating the 8t. Jim's men by a hand-
some margin of runs

Billy Bunter was not seen again. He
had realised that he was not, somehow,
popular at Eastwood House, and he had
8 keen dislike for Beob Cherry's heil
foot at close quariers.  Bunter shoo
the dust of Eastwood House from his
feet, and rolled away to the coppice
where he hed left Mr. Whiflles' clothes
hidden in the bag; and, having
r.:han%ed, he rolled back to the circus,
Whiffles once more. There he indemuni-
fied himself for his many grievances and
wrongs by hectoring the circus hands,
ind sacking George once more, and dis-
posing of a tea to such an extent that
it must heve made a serious inroad inte
Mr. Danee’s cash-boz.
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sprawled
Bob
lie

jar
&

After which he retired te the blue-
and-red caravan, where he snored in
peaceiul slumber—a slumber from which
he was doestined to have a rather start-
ling awakening.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Astounding Discovery !

e HERE on carth’s Bunteri™
tf Dob Cherry asked that
guestion a3 the chuma of
the Remove walked back
across the heath in the dusk of the
September . evening.

“Echo answers, where ! said Nugent.

“The wherofulness is terrific 1"

“The fat bounder eeems to have per-
formed another of his va.nishing; tricks,"”

said Harry Wharton. *“It's jolly
queer |
Billy Bunter did not matter very

much, it was true; but the Famous Five
could not help feeling perplexed.

Bunter had appeared mysterioosly
from nowhere in particular that morn-
ing. Now he seemed to have vanished
into space.

That he had not turned up at East-
wood House for tea was rveally remark-
able. Bunter was unreliable and un-

unctual in all other matters, but he

ad never been known to miss a meal.

He must have tea'd somewhere, and
anywhere elss he presumably had to

2y for his tea, and it was quite unlike

unter to pay for anything if he could
help it.

Bunter had ecome, and DBunter had
gone, and both his coming aud going
wore mysterious,

“I suppose nothing's happened to the
fat duffer?” said Johnny Bull, *“He
can't have fallen in with Huggins, like
that chap Cardew.”

“Hug_gina has cleared off from this
quarter,” said Bob. 1t stands to
reason ho wouldn't heng on here, with
the police hunting him all over the
shop. We shan’t see him again till the
circus has moved on.”

“But what's become of Bunter?”

“Zoodness knows I

“1 can't make it all out” Harry
Wharton said thoughtinlly. “It looks
as if Bunter is somewhere about the
circus all the time, the way he shows
up at odd moments. But he can't be,
or wo should see him about. There's
something mysterious about it.”

“It's fishy,” said Johnny Bull. " The
whole thing's fishy. Why doesn’t old
Whiflles want Huggins run in, and
why does the manager, Danee, want to
let him go when we nail the brute?
Something's going on behind the scenes,
and it locks fishy to me, end I'm begin-
uing to think that we'd better get out
of the whole thing."

“1 was thinking the same™ confessed
Wharton, “only we've agreed to stand
by old Whiflles till the end of the
holidays, at any rate"

“He hasn’t kept his agreement with
us,” grunted Johnny Bull. * He agreed
to pay for repairing the bikes that his
blessed clophant trampled on, and he
hasn't paid the bill, and he doesn’t jolI¥
well mean to”

“Well, weo've saved expenses by
travelling with the circus, so we can 1%,?'3
the bill ourselves,"” said Harry. “We
can got the bikes scnt on to the next
town, and keep them with us.  After
Huggins 1s eoliared, old Whiffles won't
want us any more, and we can clear.”

“He doesn’t want Huggins collared.™

*“Thaet won’t make any difference now.
Heo's got to snswer for what he's dono
to Cardew, and the next time we lay
hands an the brute we'll meke jolly sure

of him, Whiffles or no Whiffies,” said
the captain of the Remove. “I know
that Inspector Bloles means to keep an
eyo on the circus, and nab Huggins
when he gets after Whiflles again, so
it's not likely to be long before the
brute is under lock and key.”

“It's fishy, and Bunter's mixed up in
it somehow,” said Johnny Bull “I
don't like it at all. 1 like to seo where

I'm going.”

“Well, we can't wery well give
Whaflles the gn-bi i
_ “Hallo, hallo, ballo! Is that another
olly old foolpad?” exclaimed Bob
herry.

in the decpening dusk a figure had
emerged from a clump of furze on the
heath, and stood in the footpath, wait-
ing for the juniors to come up,

The Famous Five locked at him es
they advanced. He did not look like a
footpad; but in that lonely place, after
what had happened to Cardew the night
before, they were on their guard.

The stranger was a litcle fat man—
not so fall as any of the five jumiors.
But what he lacked vertically he made
up horizontally, = He was as fat as
Billy Bunter or Montgomery 8t. Leger
Whiffles.

He was dressed quietly in  black,
and wore a bowler hat jammed down
tight on his round head. His face was
clean-shaven; or at all evenis looked
clean-shaven. In point of fact, it wes
one of those smooth f[aces on which
bair is unwilling to grow. Little as the
chums of Greyfrisrs suspected it, it was
the face of Monigomery 8t. Leger
Whiffles himself—whose wig and beard
snd moustache and clothes and cirous
wora all, at present, in the possession of
William George Bunter,

The little fat gentleman held up &
podgy hand, as the juniors drow near,
and they stopped. He blinked at them
through gold-rimmed glasses,

“Hallo, ballo, halio!” said Bob
Cherry cheerily. “*What do you wantt?"”

“Just a word with you,” eaid a fat
voice,

“Two if you like—or oven threa!l™
answered Bob.,

“You schoolboys are ?t)ing back to
the cireus?” asked the little fat man,
blinking at them in the dusk.

“1 don’t see how you kmow—but we
are,” answered Harcy Wharton, “ What
about it7" .

“What are you doing at the circus
at all?” demanded the fat man, with
e tone of indignation in his voice.

“Eh, what? That's our business, I
suppose, "’

“Nothing of the kind! I've beon
keeping an eye on you, and on the cir-
cus, and on that villainous impostor {*
snorted tho little man. “You young
rascals—-"

“Whati"

“PDon't deny 1t The little man
wagged a fat finger accusingly at the
astonished junicrs. “You're staying at
the cireus to guard that villain”

“What villain?' gasped BEob.

“The villain who calls
Whifles " said the little man.
dastardly impostor—-=1"

“The—the what?”

“The villainous impostor, who 18 no
more Whiffles than you are! ¥You are
in the plot with him!"

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at the
littla fat man blankly. They wondered
whether they had fallem in with a
lunatic, But he was evidently in deep
earnecst.

“What on earth do you mean?"”
demanded Wharton sharply. “What
plot are you talking about? Who are
F“?”

himsalf
“The
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Bunter made a grab at the wig, missed his footing, and rolled out of the van.
off his beard and Nugent jerked away the waxed moustache.

The littlea man peered at bim,

“You mean to say that you know
nothing of the plot??® he dermanded.
“You do not know that the man whe
calls himself Whiffles i3 an impostor,
and not Whiffles at all t®

“My only hat! Neo fear.”

“You do not know that the manager,
Dance, is in the plot with him, keeping
up tho deception so as to keep his hands
on the cash-box ! roared the little man,
growing more and more excited,

“(Great pip!”

“¥ou do not know that yeu are help-
ing in a deception—in a swindle!”
yvelled the little man.

“Oh, draw it mild,” said Bob
Cherry. "“If you're wandering in your
mind, old bean, go and wander somo.
whers slse.”

“Ha! You do not know! The
villsinous impostor hes taken you in!
Mow you kvow, will you leave the cir-
cus, and let that dastard—that impostor
—got his deserts?”  The little man's
manner was dramatie. “Leave him 1o
his fate! Leave him to Huggins.”

“Well, my hat? said Nugent, “ What
the thum g

“Lock here, my man,” said Harey
Wharton, “if there’s anything in this,
make 1t clear. We're travelling with
the circus to guard Mr, Whiffles
against that man Huggins whom he
sacked some time ago and szent Lo
choliey for piliering. Mo harm i that,
1 supposzg ¥

*1 tell you he is not Whifflea ! roared
the Litle man, *I tell you he i3 on

mmpostor. ™

“What uviter pot!” said Bob Cherry.
YIf he 1sn't Whiflea, where 2
Whiffles 1"

The li:tle man struck himself on the
breast, more dramatically than ever.
“Herel” he answered.

“What1”
“I am Whiffles!”

{See Chapter 15.)

“Poor chap—quite potty!”  said
Johnny Buli.

“The pottifulness 13 terrific.”

“1 tell you I am Whiffles!” shrieked

the little man. ™I tell you that that

villainons nmpostor  stole my  clothes,
and—and other things, when I was
bathing.*

“Great Beott [

Harry Wharton gave a start. He
remembered that he had more than sus-
pected that Mr. Whifles wore & wig
and a false beard and wmoustache. Thoe
stranger’s amazing story was possibly
true, at all events.

“But if you're Whiffles, as you say.
why are you ielling us all this, instead
of dencuncing that chap, and kicking
him out of the cireus? demanded the
captain of the Remove.

Mr. Whiflles blinked eautiously to
right and left, intoe the shadeows of the
heath, as if in fear of some [uwhking
figure in the falling darkness.

“Because of Huggins!”
hoarsely.

“1 don't see—"

“Bo long as that villain Huggins
is free, I must remain n hiding !
panted Mr., Whiffles, “and so long us
I vemain in hiding. that villainous im-
postor and his confederate, Dance, keep
my cireus in their hands™

"“Oh! My only uncle Christopher!”
ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Mean to say

ha sand

you're hiding away from ugzins
because you're afraid of him?”
“He—he 13 such a dangerous

"

rufian—

“Well, of all the blessed [unks1”

“I may not be & very brave man—->="
mumbled Mr. Whifiles.

““The bravefulness does not seem
terrifie,” chuckled Hurrca Jamset Bam
Singh. “The white-liverfulness 13 very
great.’

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at the
excited little man. The truth was
dawning on their minds now. The

As he sat and roared, Harry Wharton pulled
Then they gave a yell of amazement, ** Bunter [ »

Boss' desire for Huggine to remain at
liberty was explained, if this stranger's
tale was true. Only s0 long as the
pusillanimous Mr. Whifles was fright-
ened away by Huggins, ecould the
deceplion be carried on.

“My only hat!" exclaimed Johnny

Bull. "I knew it was all fizhy! DBut
have we really pot landed info a
swindle 7"

We'll jolly well have it out wilth
Whiffles when we get back to the cir-

cus, aoyhow,”  exclaimed  Harry
Wharton wrathiully.
“Leave him to Huggins!"” cxclaimed

the little man.

Wharton looked at him.

“You secir to he plaving a rather
low-down pgame, Mr. WhiHles—if yo.i
ary Mr., Whiffles,” he said. “You'ro
leaving another man to take your
rizks,"”

A willainons  impoator,”  snapperd
Mr., Whiffles, “I did not ask Lim to
steal my clothes and—and other things
~and my name! It is a plot between
him and thar scoundrel Dance. They
are runmng my circus, and spending .y
money. While I——"

“While you're skulking out of sight,
because you haven't the IJE.ICJ!{ of a bunny
vebbit!” said Johnny DBull, gruffily.

Montgomery 8t. Leger Whiffles
coloured. He was not, as lie had
admitted, o brave man. In fact, he was
the very reverse of a brave man, 7l
mere thought of Bill Huggins and Lis
hefiy fists made cold shivers run down
the spine of Montgomery St. Logec
Whiffles. He had the grace to i
ashamed of his want of courage; bus
there 1t was, and he could not %]I}][} it,
Until Hugpins was safe belund prizon
bars, Mr. Whiffles dared not resume his
vightinvl name end place.

“Well, if this 1s true, we're done wih
the circus,”™ sald Harry Wharton, “Weo're
certainly not tsking part in & scheme

Tae Macrer Lisriry.—No. 1,074,
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like that. I the man is an lmpostor,
we're done with him. Who is he?”
“1 don't know—I only kinoew that he is

& villsinous impostor,” said -+ Muy.
Whiffles. “Let him be bashed—"
i Whﬂt ?H

“Let Huggins bash him—smash him—
anything! It does not msatier. He
doserves it! Above all, let Huggins be
taken by the police! Once he i3 safe in
the stone jug, it is all right for me.”

“Jf that man is an impostor, wo're
done with him, and we shan’t remain in
the cireus,” said Harry. *‘But if you're
telling the truth, come back to the cirous
with us." ]

Mr. Whiffles shook his head.

“MNot till Huggins is safe—"

“0Oh, rotl You're calling the fellow
names, and making use of him all the
time,” exclaimed Wharton, “to take
vour danger off your own shoulders,
Youw're & good bit of a worm, Mr,
Whifles! If you don’t choose to show
the man up, it's not our business to do
:0; but certainly we shall get clear of
him if he is an impostor. You can go
and eat coke!” ]

Wharton turned to his comrades,

“Come on, you fellows! The sconer
we see the Boss, after this, the better!”

And the Famous Five, much asion-

ished and perturbed by the _Etn.rﬂing
news they had received, hurried on to
the circus.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunier 1
NOBRREREBEERE!
5 That unmusical sound greeted
the cars of the chums of Groy-

friars, as they arrived at tne
blue-and-red ecaravan in  the eircus
camp.

Evidently the Boss was there,

It was yot early in the evening; and
the usual circus performance had not
ended, Strains of musie echoed from
the big tent, and the buzzing of a large
andience., Mr. Dance was in charge of
the show: Mr. Whiffles had retired to
his van to rest. No doubt Bunter felt
that he needed & rest after his exploits
as & cricketer,

Wharton knocked at the door of the
van, and received only a snore by way
of reply. He tried the door, snd found
it locked, as he expected. After the
previous night’s happening, the Boss
was not likely to leave it unlocked when
he took a little nap.

“We've got to see him,” said Harry.
““T'his matter won't keep till the morn-

ing, you fellows!"
“No jelly fear!” said Johnny Bull
emphatically. “If that man on the

heath wak tolling the truth, the sooner
wae get out of this the better. And I
believe he was.™

Bang, bang, bang!

The juniors knocked loudly at the
van door. But the knocking did not
seem to disturb the sleeper within. He
snored on regardless. ;

“My only hat!" said Bob. “Rip Van
Winkle isn't in it with the Boss! Never
knew anybody sleep so sound, except
Billy Bunter!™

Bang, bang, bang!

2till the slecping beauty did not wake,
Wharton went to the van window: but
it was closed and fastened ihside. It
must have been very hot and stuffy in
the van; but Bunter did not care how
stuffy it was, so long as it was safe.

“Mr. Whifleal” roared Bob Cherry
through the keyhole. “ Whiffles, Whiffy !
Whiff | Whiff! Whifi 1™

But there was no reply,
Bunter's stentorian snora,
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#WEhift the van!™ suggested Nugent.
“We can do it, all shoving togethor,
That will wake him all right.”

"Good egg "

And the Famous Five braced them-
selves to the task, and rolled the van
along over the rutty ground, It
bumped and rocked, and they heard a
velp from inside, as the sleeper was
pitched nearly off the bed.

“Yow-ow-ow !

Bunter. was awake, i

Wharton knooked at the door again.

“Mr. Whiffles!” he shouted.

“Beast 1"

“We want to spenk to youl”

“Go and eat cokel!”

“It's important!” said Harry.

“Yah! Go and eat coke! Bhut up!
Fathead! I say, you fellows, what's
happened to this van? It was moving.”

The juniors looked at onc another.
The amazing resemblance of the Boss'
voice, and mode of speech, to Billy
Bunter's, had often struck them before,
But they were more struck by it than
SYEr NOW.

“My hat! I could swear that that
was Bunter in the van!” said Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry—""

“It's PBunter! Are vou there,
Bunter i

“ Yes—mno—ceoriainly not! Go and eat
coke!”
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“Look here. Open the deor, or we'll

jolly well roll the van over I exclaimed
Bob Cherry. “We've got fo see you.
I suppose you're not gone to bed yet,
bother youl”

“I'm having & nap, you beast!”

“Well, chuck t!”

“Beast 1"

“Over goes the caravan if you don't
show up!” said Bob GhErrj;r deter-
minedly. “Take your choice.”

_“Yah! Beast! TI'll sack yout”
hooted Bunter. “Owl!l  Let this van
alone, you rotters! I'm going to open
the door, vou beastsi®

_ And he opened it, and stood blink-
ing down at the Famous Five, with a
fat, wrathful countenance. Harry
Wharton & Co. looked at him. He was
Ar., Whifles, to all appearances. The
man on the heath certainly was not My,
Whiffles in appearance. But if certain
cutward adornments had been trans-
ferred from one to the other, that would
:u:cnunt for 1k, if the man’s tale was
rue,

“Well, what de yon want?” hooted
the Boss angrily. “ What do you mean
by waking me up, you beasts ¥ I'm tired
after playing ericket!®

“You've been plaring
ejaculated Nugent.

cricket

“Lh!
business.™

“We want to ask you a question, Mr.
Whiflles,” said Harry Wharton quietly.
“We've just met & man who says that
he is Mr. Whiffles, and that you are an
impostor.”

Bunter jumped.

“Oh, crumbs! Is that beast hanging
about the circus, as well as Hugpgins ™
he exclaimed in alarm., “I thought he
was & long way off.”

“Oh! You admit it, then

“Nothing of the kind. I'm Whifles,”
sald Bunter promptly, “That man yon
met 13 & spoofer. 1 dare say he'd like
to make out thst this hair and beard
are false, and that I collared them
while he was bathing. Don’t you be-
lieve & word of it. It's all bunkum 1™

“The bunkumifulness is & boot on the
other leg, in my esteemed opinion!”
grinned Hurree Jamspt Ram Singh.
“ My excellent chums, this fat merchant
15 & prepostercus spoofer [M

“0Oh, really, Ink 4

“The man makes out,” continued
Wharton, “that he's leaving you to i,
because he's afraid of Huggins, and
won't come back till Huggins 43 run in.
Is that why you refused to have
Huggins run in1”

“Exactly—] mean, not at all! AMMind
your own business|” stammered Bunter,
"You're jolly inquisitive. You always
wera [

“Werknow where wa stand now,” said
Johnny Bull., “This fat bounder 15 a
fibber, but he hasn’t sepse emough to
tell a good fib. The other man is
Whiffles, end this chap is a spoofer!™

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Plain enough,” said Harry Wharton.
“YWell, we can't have a hand in this,
h:}fri Wheoever-you-are; we're clearing
ﬂ' I.!I

“I-—I say, you fellows, you hﬂ.n% on!l"
exclaimed Bunter, in alarm. " You're
my body-puard—you've E-::t to keep that
beast Hugging off, you know." .

“ Wh?i* can’t you have Huggina
arreated i

“ Because that beast would come back
~=]—I mean—="

Yes! Mol Mind your own

“ And you still make out you're
Whifflea t” roared Bob Cherry.

“Eh! ¥esl Certainly!”

“And isn't that a wig on your

nap er " demanded Bob. :
fE‘crta.inIy not! Growa there,” said
Bunter. “ You see—" _

“T dol!” chuckled Bob, making =
sudden grab at the amgrla locks of Mr.
Whiffles, and tugging. The ample locks
came off in his gra.si, revealing a
round, cropped, bullet head.

“ Yaroooh " roared Bunter.

Without those overflowing, curly locks
the faco of the Boss was strangely
altered, In spite of beard and
moustache, it approximated much more
to the wellknown aspect of Billy
Bunter. The juniors gazed at him in-
eredulously,  Bunter made o rab at
the wig, missed his footing, and rolled
out of the van. As he sat and roared,
Harry Wharton pulled off the beard,
and Nugent jerked away the waxed
moustache.

Then they knew!

“ Bunter ™

“Billy Bunter "

“@Great Christopher Columbus!™

They stared at him in stupefaction.
Billy Bunter had been found at last—
in the person of the Boss whom they
had believed to be Mr, Whifflee.

“Bunter ¥ said Bob GherrLda:ﬁdly-

“Owl say, you fellows, I—1
ain't Bunter! I—I mean—— Oh denr!
Gimme those things!” gasped the Owl

(Continued on pege 28.)
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Introduction
on page 24.

The concluding chapters of our grand detective adventure story, featuring Ferrers Locke
and his boy assistant, Jack Drake!

“Speak up, of . . 1"

T ET our .companiona will not
Y sbandon us without & thorough
zearch which n!i‘fhl.‘- extend in-
to weeks,” eaid Jack. “In
that time they will find the entrance to
thiz cave.” .
“Oh, fool, that you are said
Chelmers harshly. “ They will never
fnd it if they search for a year. I tell
you none could find it unless they knew
the secret . A y

“Bat, 1 say, old ﬂhn.gjp:e,” chimed in
Beverley, “you cen't jolly well kid me
that you and your precious pals can
stay hers for any length of time! Dash
it all, you'll have to emerge some time,
and then you'll be pinched—what?

“Wa have provisions here to last us
more than a year, if necessary,” replied
Chalmers grimly, “We can stay here
indefinitely, none suspecting our exist.
ence. 1 tell you all this in order that
you might realise the hopelessness of
your positiop. Any searchers on the
1sland, finding }
of human oecupation, will withdraw
sooner or later, presuming that you, n
the darkness, must have taken a false
step and fallen into the sea.’

“Wait & minute!” interjected Feder-
kiel. “What if these two boys fired
their guns when they wére attacked ¥

“Yes," said Chalmers slowly, “a good
cint  that, my Federkiel. Bring
gta.hihumi hera !

Federkiel guitied the cave to reappear
within & few moments, followed by the
fellow who had first spoken to Jack
when the recovered consciousness.

“Ah, Stahlhemm,” said Chalmers,
“were any shots fired by these boys
whilst  resisting u.tta.cE by your
servants i

“Yes,” replied Stahlheim. "1 was
some distance away, but I distinctly
heard shots fired,”

“But you sre sure, are you not “—

there was an anxious note in
Chalmers’ voice—"that your servants
wera not followed by snyone to the
pecrot entrance of this cave?”

“1 am perfectly certain that they were
not followed,” replied Stahlheim em-

131

not the slightest trace Ch

phatically. *“ When my servants had
Fassnd through with their prisoncrs, 1
ipgered behind. MNo one approached
no one was anywhere near at hand. Of
that I am convinced.”

"¥Yet the zounds of the shots would
have attracted the attention of the com.
panions of these boys,” said Chalmers,
albeit his wvoice gave token of his
relief at what Stahlheim had said.

Stahlheim smiled and shook his head.

“My servants move quickly, and in
silence,” he said. * Anyone sattracted
to the scene of the shooting would find
nothing there when they arrived, save
just the darkness of the nmight. No,
vou cen rest assured my servants were
not followed to the secret entrance*

Jack was listening to the conversation
in puzzled silence. Why did Chalmers
continually ssy “your secrvauts” to
Stahlheim ? %hy ﬁid he not say " my
servants,” for ohviously Stahlheim was
one of his men? Thorefore, any servant
of Stahlheim would be servant of
almers.

It was the harsh wvoice of Chalmers
which broke in on his thoughts—a
voice which had become suddenly
menacing. ]

“Listen to me—youn two!” he said,
turning his masked face towards Jack
Drake and Beverley. *“As I have told
vou, I am quite secure here i this
cave. But I am going to sek you one
question. If you answer it you will live.
If you refusze, you will die—horribly !

| Ferrers Locke
and JACK DRAKE
in another great [

adventure |

next week! F

He paused and leant forward in his
chair.

“There ia one men I want!” he said
passionately. "%ne men I some day
mtend to get! hat man i3 Ferrers
Locke. Iz he on this island 7"

“You can find out!™ retorted Jack,
whilst Boverley shook his head and
chirped.

“Nothing doing, old bean! Baetter
ask us another—what?”

“¥ou mean you refuse to answer?”
demanded Chalmers harshly.

"¥Yes, we will not answer any ques-

tions at all,” replied Jack doggedly.

Without warning all  sell-control
slipped from Chalmers. With an ocath
he Jeapt to his feet and rushed at Jack.
His long, Mpnrin%ﬁngau curled sav-
agely round the boy’s throat, and he
shopk him in a paroxysm of fury.

“ Answer my question, curse you!” he
screamed.  “ Answer my question, or,
by thunder, you'll not live an hour!”

“ Bteady, man—steady 1™

The man in the surgeon’s overall had
jumped to his feet and gripped Chal-
mears by the arm.

“Steady, mao!” he repeated. * You'll
kill the boy, and deieat your own
ends !

“Leave me alone, Cheam !” shouted
Chalmers. “I’ll choke the truth out of
him

He shook the helpless huﬁ savagely ;
but the man addressed as Cheam pul eé
resolutely at those clutching fingers on
Jack's throat.

“Stop it, Chalmers!” he panted.
“EBtop it, man [*
Something of sanity r2emed to return

then to Chalmers. Ha dru;i}pad his
hands and wheeled on Federkiel.

“Go on to the island and see what
vou can discover, Federkiel !” ha said

hozrsely. “Dawn will have broken by
now; but be careful. Don't let anyone
sea you,”

“I'm not & fool!” replied Federkiel
stiffiy , and quitted the cave.
Chalmers wheeled on Jack.
“I ghell give you one more chance
to snswer my gquestion,” he said, in &
THe Macrer Lisrary,—No. 1,074,



2t WONDERFUL FOOTBALL AND DETECTIVE SERIAL STARTS NEXT WEEK!

quivering voice. “And if you refuse the
alternative is——"

He broke off. -

“Yes, the alternative is?" croaked
Jack: for he could still feel the effect
of Chalmers' fingers on his throat.

“7 will show you!” replied Chalmers
gratingly. :

He turned to Stahlheim, .

“RPring your servants here!” he said.

Stalilheim nodded and departed with
his silent tread. Jack and Beverley
sat wondering what was going to hap-
pen. Minutes passed, then Stahlheim
returned. And behind him shuffled two
of the most terrible creatures Jack had
€vVer seen.

Stahlheim’s Servanis |

T a sharp word from Stahlhcim
A the two creatures came to &
halt and stood motionkess.
“Great pip!"’ gasped DBever
ley ; and his veice was shaking.

Jack was silent, staring at the two
Things which stood there so silent and
go motionless, There was about them
gomething so utterly horrible that the
boy felt the cold hand of fear touch at
hiz heart for a moment.

They were human, yet not human,
those Things. Each was about the
height of a man, but possessed of a fer-
rific breadth of shoulder and arms
which reached almost to the knes. The
massive shoulders wera  strangely
rounded and bent. .

They wora grey turbans on their
heads, and long, loosely-fitting coats of
the same material which reached well
below the knee, and which were tightly
buttoned at the neck. Beneath the
long coats thiey wore looze and baggy
trousers gathered in ai the ankles, and
their feet were enclosed in Hat, soled
gl A, .

'Ip' eir hands were ]glova-i, but it was
their faces which held the boys’ horri-
fied gaze. They were faces deathly
vellow, and utterly void of emotion or
expression. There was no movement o
the ‘thin, almost colourless lips; and no
twitching of the nostrila of the Hat,
squat noses, Only the eyes showed that
these were not the faces of dead things
—little black eyes which glanced neifher
to right nor to left, but were fastened
on Stahlheim with unwavering gaze.

“You see them, boy?" Chalmers
voice was a purr. “Two of the most
faithful servants in the world.”

“What—what are they?"”
Jack. . i

“Ah, ask Stahlheim that!” replicd
Chelmers. “He found them, and made
them what they are.”

He rose to iis feet and crossed to-
wards the Things; but Stahlbeim put
out & hand and stayed him with a
gesture. And Stahlheim's eyes never
left the two creatures who stood gazing
at him in mute paticnce.

*“Bieady, Chalmers ! he said. “I do
not trust Marx. He wasz hit by & bullet,
and his temper is uncertain,”

“But you can handle him?" ques-
tioned Chalmérs sharply. '

“Yes, can handle him,” replicd
Stahlheim. “But please keep your dis-
tance. Ma.g' I suggest that you resume
your seat?

Chalmers retraced hiz steps to his
chair and sat down. Not once did the
creatures glance towards him, or, 1n
fact, shift their gaze from Btahlheim.

“What do vou want me to do, Chal-
mers 1" asked Stahlheim, his eyes on

the two horrible Things which were his
BEIVants.

“"Bhow these two [ools the strength
Tae Magner Lssary.—No 1,074.

gasped

umphantly.

which lies in those armas” said
Chalmers.

Stahlheim nodded and streteched out a
hand. From a near-by table he took a
large, bronze bowl. It was so heavy
that he could scarce lift it with one
hand.

“Marx " he said sharply.

One of the creatures stirred restlessly,
and its long arms began to swing slowly
like great pendulums.

“Marx ¥ repeated Stablheim harshly.

The creature shuffled forward a step
hesitatingly. Then, as though gaining
confidence, it advanced shufflingly to
where Stahlheim was standing. Jack

and Beverley watched fascinatedly.

Stahlheim held out the bronze bowl
towards the creature, and it took it in
its gloved hands, Not for an instant
did its eyes leave Stahlheim’s face.

" Quetschen—crush ! rapped Stahl-
heim sharply.

The ereature felded it arms round
the bronze bowl and hugged it cloze to
its chest. It commenced to sway on its
feet, and from its lips came a low,
moaning croon,

“Quetschen ¥ repeated  Btahlheim
sharply. * Quetschen—crush:”

The creaturs loosened its arms. The
bowl fell with a thud to the carpet.
With an oath Btahlheim snatched up a
long thonged whip from the table,

“Crush!” he snarled; and the long
thong whistled through the air to wrap
itself wviciously round the massive
shoulders of the creature. Once, twice,
thrice, that wicked thong cut deep;gl'.
The Thing cowered away, then stooped,
end gathered up the bowl in its arms,

Panting, Btahlheim stepped back. He
held the whip raised, ready to strike.
But slowly, remorselessly, the ereature
pressed the bowl ti%‘ht y against his
chest. Ha bent almost double as
tighter and tighter his encircling arms
pressed on the bowl of bronze. grunt
came from his lips, and he swayed side-

¢ ways exerting all his strength.

rack!

The hemvy bowl had smashed into
pieces beneath the terrific pressure of
those arms. Dropping the whip Btahl-
heim stepped quickly forward. Croon-
ing strange wor he patted the
ereature on the shoulder. There waz a
relief in his every gesture which was
not lost on Jack.

“You ses, bov!” said Chalmers tri-
“You see the strenpth of

R R N Y N N Y Y AT AT W ¥ e Ve

READ THIS FIRST.

After ovevooming innumerabls difficuliies and
dangers, Ferrers Locke, fhe celebrated Balker
Streel defective, succeeds in raiding the strong-
hold of Black Mickael—the modern Caplown
Kidd, toho kas been lorroriging the twesfern peg-
board of South America—and captiring his gung
of sea-creoks, But the chief pirale eludes the
agree of the {nw and makes avay with Federkiel
Kis pilol; to another secrel lair. A fter o careft
inresfipation of the pirate's stronghold, howersr,
Ferrere Locke discovers clues of the wicwauﬁ&u!s
of his lulest hiding-place, ang forthwith sefs out
in search of @ in o seaplane with kis boy assislant,
Jack Drake, Afler mony hours {n wir, they
reach their destination, ¢ deserled, vocky coast on
which there 45 no sign of habilaltion, Leaving
Jack ang the pilol, Beverley, fo keep d on
the machine, sefs ouf fo Beoul for signe,
Whilst he 18 owoy Droke and Be are

altacked by two tpus and horrible jorms,
oYercome and to o secrel cove which i3
undernealls the sem, It pirover fo be Black
Michael's hiding- . Witk the pirale ove
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refickes fo answer the questione of Blaek Michael,

wohich infuriates the pirate. ™ If mallers Lifils,
howpever, wohom your mmﬁ::;iﬂm are,” he hisses,
“ oF where they are, for il never find you
nar Enot the jate I have in um!ofag'au o
(Now turs back to page 23.)

those arms—arms which bore you and
your friend to this cave as though you
wera habiles.”

Jack nodded dumbly.

“I will give you just three minutes to
answer my question,” went on Chal-

mers, “If you refuse then those arms.
shall wrap themselves round you, and
break every bone in your body before

they hnally crush the life out of you,
Da you understand ¥

“Yes, 1 wunderstand,” replied Jack
hoarsely.

i | EmTﬁlad of that,” went on Chal-
mers, “There are lots of guestions I
might ask you. In the first place I am
wondering how you escaped from the
Angatau. SBecondly, I am wondering
if those poor fools on Lost Island have
yet been captured. But these things I
can discover at my leisure. What 1
wish to koow at the moment is this.
Is Ferrers Locke on this island, and, if
not, where 15 he 7"

Jack was silent.

“1 will give vou three minutes to
answer that question,” continued Chal-
mers. And if you refuse you know
the consequences.

Jack licked dry lips.

“1 do refuse,” he reEIie& steadily. 1
will tell you nothing.”

Chalmers did not answer. He had
pulled & watch from his pocket, and hia
eyes behind the white, linen face-mask
were Axed on the dial.

“One minute ! he said suddenly.

Jack writhed in his bonds, but he
knew he was tied without any Lope of
freeing himself.

“Two minutes!” sald Chalmers
harshly,

“You murderous brute!” burst out
Beverley wildly. “By Jove, you'll

‘}?1!]1? well pay for this, you blackguard !

“The three minutes sre up!” ecut in
Chalmers eoldly. “I will nsk you just
onceé more. Is Ferrers Locke on this
island

“1 won't tell youl” shouted Jack.

"Wou can jollr well find out, you
rotter I
“Very good!” replied Chalmers
coldly.

He rose to his feet and turned to
Stehlheim.

“Let them have him!” he =aid.
“Perhaps when they've finished with
him his chum will spealk out.”

ke

Brave, Looke ]

TAHLHEIM nodded, and, touch-
ing on the arm the creaturs
which he called Marx, he pointed
towards Jack Drake.

“ Quetschen—cerush!  he
" Quetschen—erush 1™

The creature furned its head and
stared at Jack. Then slowly, horribly,
it ziarted to advance towards the boy.
Its armsz went out in front of it some-
thing after the fashion of a wrestler pre-
paring to grip his opponent.

On it came, step by step, its head
thrust forward, its little black, glitter-
ing eyes fixed on the boy., Jack it
back a groan; but his face was white,
Onece the creature halted and stared af
Chalmers who stood almost in ifs path.

“ Back, man—back1” whispered Stahl-
heim urgently.

And Chalmers stepped hastily back.

Foot by foot, step by step, the hor-
rible th continued its advance on
the boy. Jack watched it fascinatedly,
Beverley was writhing i1n his bonds,
shouting wild words at Chalmers. Then

crooned.
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Ferrers Locke was looking for some secrof enfrance when the whole slab of rock swung back a few feet, and who should

appear but Federkiel,

after what was but seconds, but what
seemed ages to Jack, the creature
'l;g:a.ched hitm and paused in front of

im.

There came to the boy's nostrils that
same foul and fetid smell which he
had been consciois of when he and
Beverley had been captured. He stared
in horror at the vile, yellow face so
close to his, then closed his eyes as he
sawy the arms of the creature coming
glowly out to enfold him in their crush-
ing grip of death.

E[e was conscions of hot and fetid
breath on his fzee and he felt sick to
hiz very soul with the horror of it all.
The groping arms were around him
now, and he could fecl them tightening.
He bit his lip savagely to keep back a

lI, for his nerve was almost st the

reak:n%‘-pmnh

Beang! .

Tha sharp bark of an automatic
echoed through the cave, Bimul-
taneonsly there came a deep-throated
snarl of rage from the creature tower-
ing over Jack. Releasing its grip on
the boy it wheeled with eyes aflame.
Chalmers stood directly behind it.

Jack, opening his eyes, saw the
creature clutch savagely at Chalmers
with another anarl of fury. He henrd
Chalmers shriek just once, then go limp

in those powerful, crushing arms. Stahl-
heim leapt forward with whip upraised.
The creature wheeled on him, its little
eyes blazing with passion. Too late
Stahlheim saw his danger. He dropped
his whip, Eanking frenziedly at his gun.
But the Thing he called his servant was
on him before he could
Weapon.

Jack clozed his eyes with a shudder,
He was conscious of shots echoing deaf-
eningly through the cave, then hizs world
went glﬂﬂk about him, and he drifted
into merciful uneonsciousness,

He¢ opened his eyes to find himself
lying on a settoe with someone bathing
hiz faca with water. He blinked, then
whispered incredulously:

“Guv'nor, 15 1t you ¥

“Yos, Jack,” replied Ferrers Locke,
with & grim smile. “But I was almost
too late. I got here just in time.”

“But how, guv'nor? Chalmers said
this cave lay under the sea” said
Jack weakly. :

“It does,” replied the detective. 1
went back to the seaplane when I heard
your shots, but you and Beverley had
vanished. I could do nothing till dewn,
and then I followed a trail of blood—
there was a drop of it every few vards
—tifl it ended abruptly againat a wall
of rock.”

raise Lhe

Locke had him covered in 2 moment !

(Hee this page.)

“Yes, go on,” said Jack.

“It seemed to me that the trail led
right into the rock itself,” continued
Ferrers Locke. “1 was looking for
some secret entrance when & whole slab
of rack swung back & few feet, and who
should appear but Federkiel !

“¥es, Chalmers sent him to investi-
gate,” said Jack.

“Y had hiin covered before he could
go for his gun or dodge back,” went on
the datective. “I Jeft him up there,
handeuffed, and followed winding steps
down into thiz cave. I got hero just
when that brute was going to grab you.
I fired, wounded it, and in blind [ury
it turned on Chalmers, who was
directly behind it.”

“But what was it? What was the
brute !*” asked Jack. "“It—it didn't
zecm human.”

“It was nearly human, Jack,” re
plied Ferrers Locks grimly. “It was a
huge orang-outang trained F Stahlheim,
who was once the most brilliant anthro-
pologist in Burope. He worked with
Freville Cheam whom have seen
here, and it was on thosa apes thai
Freville Cheam Erutimd his plastic sur:
and carrie

ger out hiz experiments.”
“'}n what way, guv'nor?” .
“He experimented 1n skin-grafting

Tez Maigner Lisrary.~No. 1,074,
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and facial alierations. That accounted
for the masks which the brutes wore.
Those masks were really dressings for
wounds which were not quite healed.
1t was n horrible fancy or whim on
Stahitheim's part to dress them up as
he did.”

“And did the—the thing kill Chal.
nters ! demanded Jack.

“%Yes, Tt killed him in a second—
broke his back,” replied Ferrers Locke
grimly, "It got Stahlheim as well in
its maddened rage. I shot the other
one before it could do any damage.”

" And what of Freville Cheam "

“He gave no trouble at all. He was
utterly unnerved. He is at the moment
showing Beverley where Chalmers has
the bullien stored, There's not a bit
of kick left in him.”

“Then the whole gang's broken up,
and the leader dead, guv'nor?” said
Jack,

“Wes, it i5 all over now, lad,” repliod
Forrers Locke guietly. “ We will zend
Beverley bhack to the Hawk with a
messnge, and when a cruiser comes hera
tec take over the island and clear up
the mess we will return to England—
and home.”

Jack lay silent for a few moments.

“But how did you know Chalmers
was here, guv'nor?® he asked, at
length.

“1 found & book in his quarters,” re-
plied Forrers Locke, “which gave me
the clue, It was ‘The Art of Plastic
Surgery,” by Freville Cheam. T knew
Cheam had disappeared from New
York., I put m:;seP in Chalmers' place.
What would be the first thing such a
man as Chalmers would require before
returning to civilisation ?™

- WA 1

“ A thundering good disgpuize!” said
Jack promptly.

“Yes, a permanent disguise,” replied
Ferrors Locke. “In other words, =a
facial operation whereby hizs features
would be completely and permanently
changed. Freville Cheam was the man
who could do it. And I found Freville
Cheam's book in Chalmers’ room. That
was the connecting link, but not such a
thin one when one remembers Cheam
had wanished, and that Cheam was not
a straight fellow. Thea in the book I
found the following fipures.”

Ferrers Locke took a slip of paper
from his pocket, and wrote the figures:
S0—8=611813.

“At first I eould make nothing of
them,” he went on, "and then I sud.
denly got the selution. By taking the
50 to represent the latitude 50 line, a
study of the chart will show that the
eighth island below, or south of, that
line i3 Yarac. This is borne out by the
figurea which come after the eqguality
sign, for they spell Zarac if you take
6 to be the letter Z, and 1 to be the
letter A, and work on that principle.
Chalmers cbviously thought it essential
to keep some note of where he was to
go to earth finally, and be operated on
by Cheam. That explains the linen
mask he was wearing. Cheam has been
working on him, and the mask was
necessery to hold the grafted skin in
F]ﬂﬂﬂw”

“And,” said Jack slowly, “if we
hadr't got him he would have been able
to go anywhere he liked when his face
ha.crbeen alterad by the skill of Freville
Cheam, and none would have recognised
him as Chalmers.”

“QOr sz Black Michael,” replied Fer.

!l.ll HEERRS AP AR AR A AR CEAY EE SN PRSI AN FN AR NA NN R RS FAEE RN A F AR SRR R A i'-

Jhe

d-_‘_-l.'
-
i

adventu re.

next Saturday’s

.l-l T ettty e R rr R T DT L PRSP I I PO TN R IR TP R LTI Al PRl

A Brilliant New Football
and Detective Story —

Two minutes to go and the match between Sparsdale Athletic and the Arsenal
looks like ending in a draw. Looks like it, until Harold Wentworth, the speady
Sparsdale winger, races along the touchline, beating the half-backs with ease.
S{:tr:tatnrs are clamouring for the goal that will give the Athletic victory ; cheers
of encouragement echo across the ground
happens ! Just what that is and how Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake b
involved in_one of the greatest mysteries of modern times 1s vividly described
in the opening chapters of next week's grand new serial of football and detective

Make certain of this treat by ordering
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rers Locke quietly. “Well, he i3 dead
now, lad, and our job is done. I don't
suppose you'll be sorry to sce denr old
Londen again {™

“You t I won't puvinor!" ex
claimed Jack, “But I won't lorget the
Lord of Lost Island for some time.™

“ ¥es, you will,” said Ferrers Locke,
with a smile, “for we'll have that
holiday  which thiz case caused us to
forego.”

THE END.

STARS AND THEIR METHODS !

Wontinued from page 2.)
Dixie's Secret!

Low down and away from the goal-
keeper seems to be always Dixie's wnain
idea in taking a shot. Quite a fair
percentage of his goals last season saw
the baell go through off the goalpost.
This shows how completely he was
utting the ball away from the goal-
keeper. “The art of successful shoot-
ing,” &0 he has said, “lies in putting
the ball where the goalkeeper is not!”

Lastly, he recognises that the liead,
as well as the feet, should be used in
scoring goals. The goal against Arsenal
which enabled him to heat Camsell's
record--the last goal of last season—
was scored with his head. The ball
came across from the wing. A jerk
of the head sent it sailing into the net.
He watches the ball right on to his
head—a thing which isn’t easy, but
which must be learnt,

Now let us sce if we can sum up
our answer to the question of why
Dean is the best centro-forward in the
world, He is well-built; can shot with
either foot; can also dribble; is a
master of the art of position play; is
quick off the mark in a sprint, and alsp
plays with his head. Perhaps I ought
to add that he is teetotal and a non-
smoker,

Dixie Pulls Through!

During the summer of 1926, Dean met
with an accident while motor-eycling
which nearly put an end to his playing
career. Alany people thought at the
time that i1t had actually done so, and it
was almost a miracle that he recovered
s0 ¢completely from his injuries. When
he was taken into hospital it was found
that he had both jaw-boncsz broken, his
skull fractured, and his cheekbone alzo
broken, not to mention pumerous cute
and bruises.

Thanks, however, to the great ecare
which Dean received at both the hospital
and the nursing home, he was soon on
the way to recovery, and & month or
two afterwards he had a trial run with
the Everton reserves at Huddersfield.
It was a very wet day, and the ball
became as heavy as lead: during the
match Dean's friends were calling out
to him not to head the ball, fearing he
might susfain some injury if he did.
But Dean tock the risk, and greatly to
nia joy found that ho could head the
loather as well as ever.

Soon after this game Dean was back
again in the DBEverton frst team, and
thence cnwards he has never looked
back, going on from triumph to
triumph, untii to.day he is justly
deseribed as the “world's best centre-
forward.”

Next Week :
ALEC JACHSON—

Hudderstield's Speedy Outside-Right.

;-ftt:ruaﬂun; o I;r'l'h
Aten : nd and Abrosd, Dla. Roblm;
dusiralia and Kew -l Wi o

¥rinted snd published every Saturday by the Propilstors, The Amalgsmnsied F ‘he ¥
m-;lutnu ﬁaun. 2 don. B, Rr??iuliﬂ'nﬁ-hgrﬂim:a

FH-H'léﬂ
<« Masatd. GQordon & Gotob

pa Sirect. London

E. C.4,
. IoF mx

momths, Hols agants Tor Bouth

Africh : The Cantval i agol
« Ltd. ; and for Osoada; The Lmperial News Co.. Ltd, (Canade).— Baturday, Septembor 15th, 1928,

Houwse, Farr

dab Strest, Jondon, E.(014,
Canadinn

ageaing Fost, Subsorlption
Wews Agency, LLd T



TAKE YOUR CHOICE, CHUMS, OF THE WORLD'S BEST! 21

You'll See ‘These Popular
Annuals on Every Bookstall!

mmmmmm

" Every Boy's HOBEY Annual ™ iz a book which should be
in every home, It treats in an interesting snd informative
way of practically every hobby under the sun. Model Hail-
ways, Amateur Mechanics, Wood-work, Wireless, Stamps,
Phetography, Metal Work—all these subjects, profusely illus-
trated with drawings, photogriphs and disgrams, sre to be
{ound in this handsome velume,

b A real tressure housc of Knowledge for ‘the boy whe wants
i to know what to do snd hew ta do it
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Then there is this world-pepuler story boak—
“ The Greylrisrs HOLIDAY Annual,” What a
irensure-treve -of stories, articles, and colour
plates ‘it contains | Hours and hours of delightiul
reading | - ALL wour lavourite schoolboy thlr-'
acters appear in this champion snnual, too, which
is manother reason for s popularity, Once yaud
have looked inside this bock you will realise what
& prize you hald.

1
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This week secr the appearance of an ENTIRELY

NEW KIND OF AMMUAL, that will make an
instanlonecus appeal to boys and girls of all
ages. It iz the " NEW NATURE BOOK "'—
the only one of its Lind on Lthe market.

Who doesn't love to read about wild life in
the woodlands, of the wonders of Wild Mature
in the Forests and Jungles, snd of the lives|
‘and habits of our bhirds? ’

This woenderful Mew Book abounds in unique
stories snd photes of wild Lfe in all ite
gspects, snd e contributers rank among the
{oremost Naturalists in the Waorld

Here iz the book for which you have besn
waiting [
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i CHUMS OF THE CIRCUS!

Iﬂ_u_rrmnuﬂi from page 22.)
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of the Remove. ' Suppose they sce we
like tihis—they

S il wen't  believe I'm
TEUS D

“¥You spooling. fat willain!” roared
Bob Cherry, “You're -Bunter—Billy
Bunter ail the timel ‘That accounts
for your funoy vanishing tricks! Are

you going to make out that vou're still -

Whiffles ¥ .

“Yes -— no — oh  dear!”. Bunfor
scrambled up and plunged headlong
into the van. “Chuck those things in,
do vou bear® I won't want to be seen
without them, you beasts! Oh dear
' Dugter!™  smid Harry  Wharton
blankly. “That fat spoofer! "Llo think
that he's been ‘pulling our leg all this
time, and loughing iu his sleeve—="

“He¢, he, he!™ :

“We ovpht to huve spetted him,”
safd  Jobnny  Bull. “We kept on
noticing how he talked like Bunter, and
lots of things., Only—"

“Fancy Bunter having the nerve for
a game Yike this!™ said Nugent. * You
fat chump, don't you know it's a
ewindfe "

“Nothing of the sort?™ oxclatmed
Bunter iﬁgigtmlttij. “I ain't stopping
Whifles from coming back, if he likes,
am I? I'm facing his danger for buu,
because—hecause I'mm so plucky, vou
know.™

“Well, vou'll want your pluck, as
vou'll have to face it on your own aflter
thie ™ said Harry Whartton., “We're
gotting out ™

“1 =av, vou fellows, don’t go! I—
T'll ptt you on my salar: list!” gasped
Bunter,

*“13» wvou think we'd touch Mr.
Whillles® money, you [at fraud? You
way be put in chokey [ov touching it
vourselt.”

“I  haven't touched it!” roarcd
Bunter.  “The eash 13 entirely in
Dance’s hands.  I'm afraid he's dis-
honest—in fact, I've told him so. But
I hope I'm a perfectly honourable
chap.”

“Great pip!”

“I"'m used to carping criticism from
vou fellows!" said Bunter smrnfullﬁ.
“You don't understand a really high-
minded and honourable chap hike me.
I know vou're not quite so particular
ag 1 am."”

“Well, we're particular enough o
clear off, now that we know what's
going on ™ said Harry, laughing. “If
you've got the sense of & bunny rabbit,

Bunter, you'll chuck up this game, ang
come away with us herc and now.™

“T'in kecping it up till the end of the
vae. - . Look what grub @'in gelting
hera?” .

-"HE.. II'I-H; hﬂ.!_}:l

“Bleased ¥ [ zee anything to cackle
at. That's jolly important.  Look here,
you bensts, throw these things into the
van., 'Taw't your business, anyhow ™

Wharton hesitated o moment; then ke
ithrew the wig, the beard, and iha
moustache ioto the van, 2o long as the
genuine Me, Whifles allowed that extra-
ordinary umposture to be kept up, ik
was not the Luysincss of the TFamnous
Five to intervene. :

“¥You'd belter cowme away, Bunter™
b sald.

"IEut:s!" 2

LR L L EQHIE"-_.:

* Beast ¥

“You fat idiot!” :

*Look = here!” Bunter  blioked
cautionsly from the van, " You can't

go—you've got to keep Huggins off!

Seo 1" ; 3

*We'll stay till morning, and give you
# chance to chuck up thiz game,” said
the captain of the Rémove. “Jf you've
got as wuch sense as a guinca-pig, you'll
coing away I the wornng. nyway,
we've going., That's final I

“1 say,, you Eellows——"

The caravan door slammed, and was
locked again., Harry Wharton & Co.
went to their fent. |
{hat he waz safe for that night, at
Jeast, under the earve of his body-guard,
was soon snoring again. But it was
long before the Famous Five slept.
The amazing discovery of the missing
Owl of tho Remove, In the person of
the supposed BMr. Whiffles, was too
startling to be scon dismissed. The
Boss was snoring long before the chumns
of the Rimove. turned in. .

“We'll give him a chance to chuck 1,
and come away with as in the morn-
ing,” soid Harry Wharton. “If he's got
the sense of a rabbit, he'll come. If
uot, we =hall Lave to leave him to it.™

And  that was  settled  when tho
Famousz Five went to sleep.  IbE re-
mained to be seen whether William
Geovpe  Bunter had "tho-sense of a
rabbit.

Trobably he haduo't!

THE EXD.

(Iity's the sart of chap who likcs 1o
make the most of @ .good thing, bul
surely 1"z high time now that he "dis-
appiared ™ from Whifles' Cirexs. You'll
sercam with fawghier when yow read
“Fhe Oreder of the Boot MP"—acat week's
Frenlvinrs yarn.)

DBunter, satisfied:

The St. Sam’s Sharpshooters !

{Continued from page 15.)

sifent.

woodeh
: “Your
father's gratest wish 13 to see you win
the Crackpott Cup, and, by hook or by
crook, you're going to do it, He has
even promised me a feed in the Skool

Crackpott coward and was;
“ Just get this into  your
noddle,” went on thse Head.

tuckshop if you win—not that that
affects me in the slitest degree. My
motives are above such paltry consid-
dorations as froe feeds, of course!™

“(¥h, of course, sir " mermered Crack-
pott nervously.

! “Nevertheless, Crackpotl, for your
fathor's sake, T am 'anxious to scp you
get the covveted trofy. And gel it you
shall! Savvy?”

“1 savvy, sl

*“Yory well, then!, For the remainder
of the tiine between now and next week
vou must practiss like the very dickens,
Crackpott. I will act as your coach
m:.rs&lg- Every time you scorp a bull I
will give you your dew praise; Bui
when you miss [ shan't hozzitate to use
my birch freely!”

Crackpott let out a mirgerable howl.

“Oh déard But I don’t want to win
the Cop, sir]l And I can't scorc bulls-
eyes for toffy [V

“&o much the worse for vou!” oried
the Head savvidgely. “ But enuff of this

talk! Drosecd with your practiss at

ﬂnw-!l‘?‘ = & H
Crachpott  gioamed and prosasded.

And fur the next hour the St. Sam’s

Rifle Range farely echoed with the un-
forchunit Fourth-Former's yells as the
erool birch descended again and agein
on hiz trowsls, :

By tho time bie rifle practiss was over
Crackpott hartily wished that rifle-
rvauges had nmever been invented., But
Dr. Birchemall was rubbing hia handa
gleefully as he returned to the Skool
House. Troo, Crackpott had not wmade
much progress that evening, But the
Head had unlimited confidence in the
conching powers of his bireh, and
plready ho saw himself Lhaving the feed
of hia life in the old tuckshop it Ceneral
Crackpott’s expense !

THE EXD.

{(Dr. Borchempll's « wily ofid -bord, ton'd
fie, chums? Somelioy or another Gi"mk'
potl’s simply got fo win that eup. Fou'll
el how D, Irchemall tries to “5&
things ™ for him e next week's jolly
story, entétlod ;™ Shooting To Winn!")
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GIGANTIC SWINDLE BY A HEADMASTER! SEE NIXT WEEK'S

STORY OF THE HEROES OF ST. SAM'S!

Jpe

ST San

&/ Dicky NueenT, ] wml_

Here's another Dicky Nugent ‘' shocker’” which will provide

A R S

A

you with many long laughs.

IL.
£ RACEPOTT wanted, in the
ﬁ ,_w"nm__qm mn“i..._u_ [+ E..mp._u::.u_.uma
inding, the page, poking his
head m..._.,.u the ,ﬂm_u.wﬂw Forin
rootmn.

“Very well, Binding! Hop 11" said
Mr. Lickham: then, turning to the class,
42 roared : * Crackpott, stand fourth!™

Erackpoit of the Fourth, an insigniffi-
aart junior, whose only claim to fawme
was that he wus the son of Cencral
Crackpott, the famous soldier, immme-
jatcly quitted his place at the bottom of
tho elass and stood next to Stedfast's
desl.

My, Lickhiam glared mﬁcimnmmw.

“What the dickens are you deing of,
Crackpott? Didn't you hear ma ardor
yvou to stend fourth "

“¥es, sir. Isn't that what I'mm
doing ! asked Crackpott. " Jolly i3 at
the hrst desk, Fearleas at the second, and
Stedfast ot the tihurd, se I'm standing
fourtl !™

“Ha, ha, ha!™ vellad the class,

“Bilence!” roared Mr. Lickham above

the din. aﬂumﬁuﬂﬂaﬂﬂ yvou're the most
hopeless duffer in the Form. You've got
no more branes than this toff m

chewing! When I say * fourth ' I mean
‘fourtly.’ not *fourth,’ you silly young
ass! Now buzz off to tho Head's studdy,
whaore 1t scome you are wanted. And, if
you take iny iip, you'll stuff some exxer.
cise books in vour trowsis!®

f
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-

“Thank yon, sir!™ mermered Crack-

tt, as, in fear and trembling, he
wrried to obey the dread summons.

The Fourth resoomed their normal
oggsistencs again; and Crackpett, with
slow, lagging footstepa, sprinted alon
the deserted passidges of the Skoo
House until he reached the Head's
studdy.

Outside that dreaded apartment Crack-
pott m_m._._ﬂ@_m...mb and, summoning up all his
curridge, tapped timmidly on the door.

Crash!

“Trot in, fathead,” eiame s command
froma  within, in the deep, skollerly
axxents of the Head.

Crackpott entered, and found, grately
to ‘hiz joy, that, instead of wearmg his
customary [eerce acowl, Dr. Birchemall
was grinming all over his dile, and
engeged In friendly conversation with
Urackpott's pater, General Crackpolt.

“Ah, Crackpott!” he eggsclaimed.
“*Your father is honnering me with one
of hia rare vizzita, you zee. Ha eggs-
prossed a wish to sce you, so 1 imme-
jately sent for you.”

“Thank wou, sir!” said Crackpott
gratefully. " Hallo, dad1™

" Good-morning, my son!” barked
the old soldier. *And how are you get-
w.:._ﬁm_. on with your lessons "

“Oh, not so bad!” answered Crack-
pott, & little dewbiously. “My Form
master told me this morning, anyway,
that he's never in his life met anvbody
who did mathymatticks like I do.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared General Crack-
poit and the Head together.

“And I'm getting on well in sport,
too, dad,” went on Crackpolt 1nno-
sently., “I scored a lovely goal in the
practiss match yesterday. As it hap-
pened, it was spainst my own side, hut
it was & fine Maﬂn..r all the zame!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And now, what about wour rifle-
shooting, my bor?” asked General
Crackpott, his eggepression suddenly
becoming sorious. “ You know when
yvou first startad at St. Sam’s I told you
I should eggspect you to become a

Ny

i

marksman worthy of .
your name. What have
you done about it

Crackpott hung his
head.

“Not much, I'm
afraid, pater. You soe,
they den't encurridge us2
much to go 1n {or shoot-
ing at 3t. Sam's—"

“What | Don't  en-
surridges riflashooting "
hooted General Crack-
pott, his face going
purple  with rage. ~Is
that troo, Birchemall

“I'm afraid it is, sir,”
answerad the Head re-
luctantly. " Y ou s0e,
I’'ve slways thought that
danjerous weppons
should be Lkept out of the
hands of meer boye, in
caga they might be
tempted to imitats the
aotivvities of the cow-
._E_H__ on the pictures!”

“Ratts 1™ snorted the
fiery old General skorn-
fully. "'Every skoolboy
should learn how to use
& gun, sir. The Battle
of Eton was won on
the playing-fields of
Waterloo, as the w:ui
trooly observed. If you decline to teach
rifle-shooting at St. Sam’s, I shall take
my boy away, sirl?

“Oh crumbs! Pray don't do that,
Gleneral Crackpott!” gasped the Head,
farely dismayed at the n_:_nmn,mna of losing
u..nnam Crackpott’s skonl fees, "1 assure
you am all in faver of rifla-practiss.
When I was at Oxbridge I was a regu-
far dab at it myself, and even to-day,
during m ».p.gmnmuw houra of studdy, T
occasionally suck a bullsaye ™

“I'm glad to hear it!” grunted the

weral, calming down a little, ™ Per-

aps, then, you’ll be willing to put rifle

shooting on the Bkool Carrickulum
here§"

Dr. Birchemall nodded without the
slitest hezzitation.

“I agreo to your sujjestion most
hartily, (General Crackpoit,” be said. *1
will ses that a Shoo! Rifle Range is
established at once—even sooner, if it
can be arranged!” .

“Brave!" cried the General, beaming
delitedly again, “In the circs, of corse,
I shall certainly allow my boy to stay
on at 5t Sam's, and 1 shall fully eggs-
pect you to make him a fGret-class shot. "

amm“ do my best,” grinned the Head
simmply. “No mean van do more.”

“ And look here,” continewed the old
millitary jentleman, as & sudden brane-
wave sbiuck him, “ 111 tell you what T'H
do. Just to set the ball rolling end
encurridge the boye to go in for marks
manship, I'll put up a cupt™

“"For the beys to shoot at i

“MNo, siv, for the boys
te competa for 1" roared
ﬂ_muﬁ.mw Crackpott. “ The
best shot in the skool
gets the cup. Savvy 17

“Oh, I see! Not a
bad .__._._Emnmu either,” re-
marked the Head, with
a nod. * Very well, then,
gir, consider it done. I'll
have the giddy range
fixed up right away, and
I'll teech the boye of
St Sam's to shoot, or
perrish in the attempt.
Rely on me!”®

“1 will,” said General
Crackpott as he rose to
go. “And now, one last
word. It's the gratest
wish of my life to see
my boy a champipn
marksman, If he by any
chance _Em__w_a:u to win
the cup, I'll stand you a
faand 1n the tuckshop,
Birchemall, strike me
pink if I won't!” -

The Head opened his
eyes wide at that state-
E!..m. : -

“Grate pipl o
really me ww m__#."u: he
asked.

L | -m-ﬂm."uﬁ

“ A real feed, with doe-
nuts, and cream-puffs,
and stake-and-kidney
pies, and jinjer-pop "

Genaral Crackpoit
grinned and nodded.

“Good enuff, then!"”
eried Dr. Birchemall em-
fattically. ™I promise
you that withont a
ehadow of doubt your
son shall win the prize
now, General! Alveddy
I feel that I am hart and
sola in the bizziness!
Crackpott, you will re-
main with mea after your
father has buzzed off,
and I will instruct wou
in tha elementary
principles of rifle-shooting.”

“Good egg!" chuckled Crackpott
senior. " And now I'll Jeave you to get
on with the washing. Ta-ta. sir!
Cheorio, my son ™

General Crackpott then buzzed off.

And that was how it was that rife-
shooting  snddendy  acheeved  such
remarkable popularity at St Sam’s.

e Sag—

II.

ANG! Crash! Bang!

m The Bt. Bam's IRifle Rang:e
echoed with the roar of many an
ancient muskit.

Events had moved rappidly since
{zeneral Crackpott's vizzit to St. Sam’s.
Within & cupple of days an old out-
butlding, which had not been used since
Fewdal times {when it had served as &
bow-and-errow range), was converted
into & minniture rifle-range. The Skool
Armoury had been raided. and every
suitable weppon taken from it. M.
Justiss of the Fifth had been appointed
muskit instructor. And now &—E,ﬂc_ﬁﬁr
Form were having their first practiss,

Bang! Boom!. Bang!

The din was simply terrifick. Grate
clonds of smoke rolled across the range
from the deadly woppons, and Mr.
Justiss had to hop about like a cat on
hot brix to find out where the targets
wera being hit,

“A little higher, Jolly ! he roared,
“Just a little higher, and you'll score a
bull, withcut a doubt. MNow, fire!™

Baug!

| ¥
.

* Yarooooooo

Ay, Justiss leaped wildly up in the
g, u.__u:.:._m with pane, as Jack Jolly's
cartridge landed 1 his anatomy, The
master of the Fifth hadn't allowed for
the fact that Jack Jolly's gun had seen
bettar days, and aeted rather erratick-
ally now.

“Wooooop!” he roared in aggerny.

“That better, sir¥"’ asked the kaptin
of the Fourth innosently.

"Ha, ha, ra!™ roared the Fourth.

“Oh erikey ! I"'m punctured ! groaned
Mr. Justiss. “Pray cggscuse me, boys,
while I report Eo »ﬂn Shool Samny’
torinm.:”’

" Right-bo, zir1"

Mr. Justiss staggered away to the
door to obiain medical advice. Dr
Birchemall, uaforchunitly, was just
coming 1n &t the same motment, and
hashed right into him.

Crash !

i Mungnna_ua_u

“ Woooooop !

Claspad in affeckshunate embrace, the
twe whirled round and landed on the
hard, unsimperthetick floor with a con-
eussion that shook the building.

“Yarooooo! You slumsy idiot!”
howled the Head, sitting up and jingerly
feeling himself to make sure that no
bones were broken, ™ Where the thump
do vou think you were going?"

“Dw-wow! To the aannyterium, sir!"
groancd Mr. Justiss  “Oh erikey! I'm
injured all over!™

“"Good job, too!" snorted Dr. Birch-
emall, getting on his fect again, * Buaz
off quickly, and dou’'t come back,
either !

“But I __““_..E_..:m.f. I was to be muskitry
instructor, sirf

“You can consider yourself sacked
from that job on the spet!” roared the
Head savvidgely. “1 herchy appoint
myself to the vacant post. Now get out,
Justiss, before I order these juniors to
sling you out on your neck!™

“0Oh dear! Very well, sir,” gasped
the master of the Fifth:; and with that
he quitted the reom.

“Now, boys,” cried the Head, survey-
ing the Fourth with & vicious scowl, U1
want you to remember that I am boss of
the range now, and what I say goes!
In the first place, I have plezzure n
announcing that an open competition m
marksmanship will be held next wesh.

._:

(Zeneral ﬁnﬁnrma:_ has kindly prezzented

a magsive gold eup guaranteed to be
worth at least three-and-nincpence, tg
boe given to the boy who makes the
highest score out of ten shots.™

“ Hooray!™ cried the Fourth egg
sitedly.

“Those who wish to practiss must con-
fine their practiss to this range,” went
on the Head. " Nohody will be zllowed
to use the rifles in their studdies or
dormitories, Finally, 1 should strongly
advize you all not to entertain any hope
whatever of bagging the trofy, as 1 have
alroady discovered in your Form a
trooly marvellous shot who will un-
doubtedly win it with the greatest ease.
I refar to Crackpott, the remarkable son
of the donor of the cup IV

T Oh, grete pip!" mermered the
Fourth, king at Crackpott in ser-
prize.

If the Head had named Frank

Fearless, or Jack Jolly, the Fourth counld
have understood it ut that he should
p_ﬁmﬂﬁa Crackpott capable of winning
anvthing but a ticket of admission to a
home for idiots was certainly eggstra-
ordinary! Natcherally, they didn't
know anything sbout the reward which
Dr. Dirchemszll had been promisoed if
Crackpott won, or they would have
underatood.

“Crackpott,” continued Dr. Birchem-
all, has a positive jeenius for scoring a
bull every time, and I am quite sure
that nobody else in the Skool stands an

earthly sgainst him. Just to illustrate
what 1 mean, I'll get him to fire a fuw
sample shots, Take this rifle, Crackpott,
and show them the kind of opposition
they will have to face!™

Crackpott took the rifle with grats
reluctance, for he knew jolly well that
he was really a fearful dud at shooting.
However, thare was no getting out of
it, s0 he stretched himself out on the
mattress in front of the Head, and took
careful aim at the target at the other
end of the range.

The Fourth looked on with grate
interest, eggspecting to see a remarkabla
display, And they were nof disap-
pointed.

Crackpott’s first shot went through
one of the windows at the aside of the
building. His second smashed & window
on the other sida. His third was a bolls-
eye on the next target but one! And
finally he came within an ace of killing
Fossil's eat, which had been watching
the scene from a perch up in the
rafters,

The Fourth velled with derision.

“My giddy aunt! What & shol ™
cried Jack Jolly.

“I could do better blindfolded ™
grinned Frank Fearless.

“Silence!” roared the Head, who was
farely nashing his tecth with rage at the
mizzerable eggshibition his prottegy had
given. “Crackpotit 13 a littic oft-culler
to-nite, that ia all! Possibly he feels s
bit nervous in front of so many. I think
perhaps all the rest of you had hetter
clear off, while thiz jeenius has a littla
quiet practiss on his own.”

“0Oh crumba! Bub we hoven't finished
yet. Half of us haven't practissed at
gll, sie!™” protested Jack Jolly.

“Take five thousand lines (or dispert-
inence I thundered Dr.  Birchonaill
ferociously. “And buzz off at once! 1
will stay and soopervise the range,
while Crackpott practisses.”

_“But—" began Frank Foarless
indiggnantly.
“Bilence, Fearlezsm! Another word

mﬂEﬁwa&ﬂmw.n:.n_ﬁ,__ma.nuﬁ:w__m:
Fou _.E_.L for merey 1"

The Fourth-Former hastily quitted
the range, leaving the enraged Head
and the tremohing Crackpott on their
own.

When the door had slammed behind
the last of them, Dr. Birchemall cama
closo to Crackpott, and glared at him
with a glare that almost shrivelled him
up.

“Wretched boy!” he hissed, “Is this
al] the return I am to get for spending
my valluable time teaching you how to
alm mﬂﬂwmm_ﬁm:

{Contitued on page 28.)
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