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THE DARKER
SIDE OF THE

NAVY!
Coaling-day  aboard »

battleship not oil driven,.is
a murky business. The
band's job is to ™ keep up
the morale” with lively
tunes ard shanties. This
photo shows men warkin

under the grim muzzles o
the 13-inch guns of H.M.5.
Marlborough, one of the
last huttieghipa now using
thiz kind of fuel., Coaling
15 carried out at the rate of

{} tons per hour !

fiddid iSRG NEN SN RRENEENANERE

WOOF-WOOF! CLUCK-CLUCK!

Could anything be more incongrusus? A big
Alsatian wolfdog making pals with a2 small chicken |
Yet these extraordinary things happen ; and, as in this
case, the results are often gaiightful. In the picture
on the left we see Betty, the Alsatian. playing with

Molly, the chicken,

Ik EFFsrEEEETA RN EEN

WHAT IS IT?

One of the most remarkable sights to be seen duning
the winter sports in Switzerland 55 the ski-ing contest,
where competitors leap off hillsides and fly thiough
the air, to land in the valley some hundreds of feet
below. It must be a most exhilarating sensation for
the competitor himself ! Photo shows one just ™ taking
off during. the Morven Cup contest, at Dhrmpia Lacﬂp,
5t. Moritz. You will gatn an i1dea of the tremendous
distance he has to fall i? rou laok at the tiny figures in
the right-hand corner ﬂ% the picture!




BILLY BUNTER'S BOLT!?

Barging a Form-muasgler over, and then bolting from detention wnder Lis very nose. iz

almoat as bad as bwisling the {ail of & pavliculerly ferocious lHon—when thal Forpr-inasier happens fo iz M

Threlcle !

ments that are destined to provide im with the advenfurce of his lifel

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Enter Mr. Whiffles !

HUME, thump, thump!
! Ta-ra-ra-ro-ra!
Thump, thump!

Bong!

*“What the merry dickens—"" ejacu-
lated Harry Wharton.

Thump! Dong!

1 say, you fellows!” velled DBally

Duonler. “It's & eircus!”

“Sounds more like an earthguake!”
remarked Bob Cherry.

Thump, thump! DBang, bang! Toof,
toot ! Ta-ra-ra-ral

It was guite an unaceustonied sound
in the old quadrangle of Greyfriars

The thumping of na big rum
mingled with the strains of a cornct
and a trumpet, and the trampling of
many hoofs, the rolling of many
wheels, :

It was morming break at Grexlriars,
ancd all the fellows were out of the
Form-rooms,

There was o rush to the gates of
4] 17l i

Remove {ellows poshed, and Third
and Second Form  fags roshed. and
Shell fellows ruzhed. Scniors of the

ety

£ 17 "/i
e

» Wharton &

Fifth and Sixth did
not rush to see the eir-
ens passing the school.
Tiey were too digni-
fiecdd to appear to iake

much interest in  cir-
Cuses, Still, they
strolled in  the samo
direction. That ter-

rific uproar, growing louder and louder
25 it cane up the road from IFriardale,

wwoke overy ocho of the ancient
buildings of Greviriars. Had classes
been  on, clusses  undoubtedly  would

have been interrupted. Had examinn-
rions been- on, certainly many fellows
would have lest marks. To the Lower
Sehool, at least, a ¢ireus was more
attractive than clnzses or exams. Faor-
runately the school was at leisure now;
and the fellows were able to swarm
down to the gates.

Thump, thump, thump! Bang, bang!
Fnt-n-to-tat!

A gigantic elephant lumbered up,
with a ¢lown scated on his back, beat-
ing the drum. For a great distance

down the vroad, behind the
clephant, the - procession  extended.
Th"."h‘ﬂ Wire CaOravdalis, men on I'Il.'.ll'ﬁ-l‘..‘-"

back, aml men on foot, gay banncrs
and streamers, elephants and  camels.

The gateway of Crevitiars  was
crammae  with feliows, deeply iuter-
ested.,

“T° say, vou fellows, t's Whiffles
Circus ™ zaid Billy Bunter. “I've seen
their posters up.  Theviee going fo

give a show at Courtheld.”

“Halt

The word ran along the line.

A large caravan, gatly painted and
aderned with stresmers, halted. opposite
the guteway of Ureyinars.

With a buzzing and a brampling and
a crowding, the long procession came
to o slop.

“Thev'ee calling here.” romarked
Bob Cherry. “What price asking the
Head to let them give a show in the
guagd ¥

“Ha, ha, La!”

The juniors chuckled at the idea of
a circus performance 1n the scheol
guad. Such a suggestion appealed
strongly to the Lower School; bunt it
vwos not likely to appeal to the Head.

But it wias evident fthot the cireus
had some business at Greyviriars. From

¥Yel Bunier is guilfy of these offences, and as a resuit, e finds Idmaelf blundering infe finrther cnlonigle-

The first of a magniﬁcént new series
of school stories, dealing with the
Exciting Adventures

Co:,
By FRANK RICHARDS.

of Harry
the chums of Greyfriars.

S

the big, peinted carnvan a fat pontle-
man alighted, and came towards tle
gateway, over.the wide stretch of pracs
that separated it fromn the highwar.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at 1hat
pentleman with interest,  They could
puesy that he waa the circus proprictor.
and wondered what he was ecomiug to
the school for.

The cireus gentleman was worth &
second glance.

He was a short man—remariably
short=—but what he lacked in the peor-

pendicular he made up in  the hori-
zontal, His ctreumference was
generous—rather  resermbling  that  of

Billy Bunter of the Remove.

His plump little noze, in the middlo
of a fat, smiling face, was adorned b
o pair of gold-rimmed pince-nez. 1His
clothes were of a light grey, with a
well-marked vertical bluc stripe, no
doubt to give an effect of the height
that Nature had denied him. Tho:-
clothes were cut on gencrous lines; bus
the plump person of the eircus gentie-
man filled them to their fullest limits.

He wore his hair rather long anid
cutrly=—almost a mane of nut-brow
hair, A zilk hat, with an unusualls
wide and eurly brim, was set nn tho:e
ample locks, His {fat c¢hin  waa
adorned with a little pointed beard:
and a long moustache, with the end-
waked upwards, adorned his upper
lip.

Arviving at the school gales. the fu:
gentleman swept off his silk hat, wish
a stately bow, to the smiling crowd
there.

The fcllows could not help smilins.

The fat gentleman's manner wuos
most impressive; but he was not so tell
as some of the juniors, and so his ins-
pressivencss hed a rather droll effect.

“CGentlemen,” said the ecircus pro-
priclor.  *fthis is, I think, Gres
frirz ¥

“Right on the wicket,

Harry Wharion.

“Allow me to introduce myself—
Montgomery 8t. Leger Whifles, pro
prictkor of  Whilles World-Famoi-»
Clireus! T have called to see the Head-
masker, Take me to your headmuoster,”

“h, my hat!

“Ha, ha, hal”

Tue MacxeT Lisrary.--No. 1,008

sie!™  said
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“I—I say, is Dr, Locke expecting
you, sir?” askedl Johnny Bull.
“Probably not,” esid Mr. Whiffes,
“But I have brought my circus this
way, on purpose to call upon the head-
master of this scholastic establishment.
I degire to call the attention of the
young gentlemen of this—this academy
of learning, to the atiractions of
Whifles’ World-Famous Circus! Every
afternoon and- evening for a week we
ive regular performances on Court
eld Common. The show is unrivalled,
the prices of admission moderate,
Owing fo the c¢rush of business
whqrglﬂr we If&c:i thI-a df“’i“ ltrst ia
enfir BULFPET . eslra 10 s=ee
“Be Take me to him!”
Mr. Whiffles rolled onward. Mr.
VWhiffles being almost as broad as he
was Iunf’ his motions rather resembled
’ of a barrel.

The crowd in the gateway parted to
admit AMr. WhifHes,

There were grinning faces on all
sides,

The junicrs hoped that the Head
would come out to see Mr. Whiflles,
They were intensely interested to be-
hold a meeting  between that remark-
able gentleman and the headmaster of

Grﬁr riars.
r, Whiffles rolled in.

On ecither side of him, and behind
him, the Greyfriars fellows crowded,
lmampm-.nymg him towards the House.
- Gosling, the porter, stered at him
from his lodge. Gosling had an 1im-
gﬂresamn that it was his duty to turn

ck such & remarkable visitor as this,
But Gosling had no chance; the crowd
was too thick for him. He stared in
disepproval.

Mr., Whiffles blinked round through
his gold-rimmed glasses, :
chortled the

This way, sir!”
Bounder,
“Come right in, Mr. Whiffles!”
“Jolly glad to see you at Greyiriars,
m'ﬂ
“Hear, hear!”

“1 say,

2

you fellows, the Head will be
waxy——"

“@mhut wp, Bunter!™

“Come on, Mr.. Whifles!" |

“Quelchy’s staring out of his etudy
window |¥ chuckled Frank Nugent. ¥ He
looks surprised.”
_ "And npot pleased!™
Wharton.

“The pleaseinlness in his esteemed
ludicrous countenance does not appear

murmured

to be terrifie,” remarked urree
Jamset Ram Singh.

o Hﬂl} hﬂi. h:ll.l"

Mr. Quelch, the master of the

Hemove, did not look pleased, that was
o fact. He lpoked astonished, and he
looked horrified. The din of the circus
at the gates fell inharmoniously upon
Mz, Quelch’s scholastic ears. e
sight of the resplendent Mr. Whiflles
rolling across the quad gave him a
shock. Mr. Quelch stared—or rather
glared—irém his study window at this
amazing apparition, and then disap-
peared. A moment more, and "he was
whisking down the steps of the house.

“What—what— what——"  ejaculated
Mr. Quelch,

And he fairly blinked at Mr. Mont-

gomery St. Leger Whiffles, as that
gentleman reached him, halted, and

took off his silk hat with a aweeping
bow.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Exit Mr. Whiffles !

€4 IR, I am honoured to meet you !”
said Mr. Whiffes,
“* What—what—-"
Mr. Whiffles looked up
amisbly at Mr. Quelch. .

Mr. Quelch looked down blankly at
Mr. Whs ;

Never had the angelar Remove master
looked so tall and angular as he did now,
facing the circus gentleman. Tt was
rather like a meeting between a tortoise
and a giraffe.

COLOURED METAL MODELS FREE'!

E'_irerjr copy of this week’s MODERN BOY

will contain a Big, Coloured, Metal Model of
the Trans-Canada Limited, the Famous Rocky
Mountains Express Train.

A Magnificent Meodel,
given away with a Magnificent Paper!
ASK FOR

MODERN

PRICE
zn.

BO

FREE GIFT NUMBER. NOW ON SALE.
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- this school !

“What—what—" repeated Mr. Quelch
helplessly,

“I am honoured to meet the Head-
master of this—this scholastic establishe-
ment ! said Mr. Whiffles.

“1 am not the headmaster!” mapped
Mr, Quelch, “I am a Form master!
Kindly tell me at once what this means,”

_“1 should like to see the headmaaster,

sir I smid Mr. Whiffles. "My business,
sir, is with the proprietor of this
academy.”

“The—the what{"

“The proprietor, sirl®

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Apparently Mr. Whiffles was under
the impression that the hesdmaster was
the proprietor of Greyfriars School, as
Mr. Whiffles was of the World-Famous
Circus, .

“Bless my soul!" said Mr. Quelch.
" You—you cannot pee Dr. Locke. Dr.
Locke, I am sure, does not desire to
see you. Kindly explain st once who
¥ou are, and what you want here.”

Mr. Whiffles produced a moroeco card
ccase, and extracted therefrom a card,
which he presented to the Hemove
master. ;

Mre. Queleh gazed at it,

Tt bore the ‘style and title of Mr.
Montgomery 8t. Leger ' Whiffles, Pro-
prictor of Whillles’ World-Famous
Circus,

“Dear me [™ said Mr. Quelch.

“That is my ecard, air,” said Mr.
Whiffies, “No doubt you have heard of
Whifles' World-Famous Circus! We
have performed, sir, to every crowned
head 1 E

urope, and innumerable un-
crowned beads. Wherever we piich our
tents, sir, we do business to capacity.
Our sttactions include—""

“My dear sir——"

* Mumbo, the performingelephant—"

& S.I.I.' F1 ]

“Neobby Mobbs, the funniest clown in
thf-s_umvers&_”

“Texas Bill, the celebrated broncho
buster—— !

0 n my word ™

“Tomasso Tomsonio, the King of the
Trapezg——->""

“Mr. Whifflea—"

“And npumerous other aitractions.
See small bills. The free list, sir, is
contirely suspended. But special cards
of invitation will be sent to the master,
sir, of this scholastic establishment. The
‘young geptlemen will be beartily wel-
come, at the usual prices of admission.”

“ Really, Mr. iffog——"

“In order, zir, that the bovs of this
—this learned academy may see for
themselves what the World-Famous
Circus is like, I proposs to process
round this play-ground—">

* This—this what 1

“ This play-ground,” said Mr. Whiflles,
“ With your permission, sir, 1 will now
instruct my procession to enter at the
gates, Nobby Nobbs leads the pro-
cossion, upon Mumbe, the performing
elephant, If you desire, sir, I will allow
Mumbo to lift you in his trunk—"

“Wha-a-at "

“A very agreeabls and entertsining
cxperience, #ir, and sbsolutely ealo,

Accidents rarely happen.”

“Hs, ha, hs ™

“Upon my word ! gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Thig—this is—is—is most extraordin-
ary! Sir, you must not introduce your
—-your procession into the precincts -of
Such a proceeding is ugn-
heard-of. Absolutely unheard-of, mir.
Nothing of the kind can be allowed.
Bless my soul!”

“And why nof, esirf? asked Mr.
Whiffles warmly. “Why should not the
proceseion, Eir, procosa round this play-
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¢t Siz, 1 am honoured to meet the headmasier of this—this scholastlc establishment ! ** said Mr, Whitfes,
Mr, Quetch looked down blankly at Mr. Whiffles, while the clrcus-gentleman looked up amiably at the Remove master.

am not the headmastar 1 ** snapped Mr. Queich.

ground, in order to display the attrac-
tions of the World-Famous to the young
gentlemen of this scholastic establish-
maont, sir?”

“Impossible, sir! Kindly leave at
onca—kindly do nothing of the sort!
Upon myv word ™

g?r, Whiffles sniffed.

“I take it, sir, that gi*-:m nr)rq
proprictor of this academy,
“Kindly call the proprictor.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Here comes the Head!” murmured
Bob Cherrv. “Hers comes the giddy
proprictor.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Dr. Locke came out of the big door-
way of the House, with o startled and
shocked expression on his [ace. Mr.
Quelch turned to him, Perhaps he was
rolicvad to turn over Mr. Whiflles to
the headmaster.

“What—what ~what is all this, Mr.
Quelch?” exclaiimed the Head. * What is
all this dreadful uproar? Who is this
person?” .

Mr, Whiffles answered for himself.

*“Montgomery 5t. Leger Whifles, sir,
proprictor of Whiffies' World-Famous
Circus, sir! Delighted {o make your
uwoquaintance, sirl I take it that you are
the proprictor of thig olastic
academy.”

“I-1 om the headmeaster, certainly,”
gasped Dr. Loeke, “DBut what—what—
what——" )

“Then vou are cordially invited, sir,
to witness the first performance of the
World-Famous, this EH!TIE}I&B’, Bir, on
Courtfield Common,” said Mr. Whiffles.
“The Royal Box, sir, will be placed at
vour disposal. No cha.rrfc, sir, for the
sdmission of so distinguished a scholastic
gentleman™

not the
ho said.
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*I am a Form master !
(See Chapter 2.)

“Dear me!” said the Head. "I—
I—I thank wou, sir, but—but I fear,
sir, that I have reached an age when a
circus performance no longer appeals
to me. Geog-good-morning, sir,”

It is my desire, sir, to process round
this play-ground, in order to displa
the attractions of Whiffles® World-
Famous to the youths of this celebrated
academy—-=—""

The Head gasped.

“Impossible 1

“ But, sir——""

“Impossible! I—1—T am much obliged
te you, Mr., Whifles! PBuot it is quile
out of the guestion ! 'Good-morming, sir.”

“Yeory well, sir,” saad Mr. Whiffies,
“Tut if you do not desire the whole
procession, sir, no doubt vou would like

ta  see Mumbo, the perflorming
elephant—-=" )
“No, sir! Not in_ the least. Pruy

retire immediately, sie.”

Tramp, tramp, tramp !

“T say, you fellows, he's coming in "
shricked Billy Dunter.

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“Oh, my hat ™

Without waiting for .the instructions
from Mr. Whifflez, Nobby Nobbz had
turned the clephant in at the gates.

With- o tramp that almost shook the
quadrangle, Mumbo came thudding in.
The Head and Mre. Queleh gaged at him
in horror.

“Take—that—take that dreadful
animal away at onece, sir,” sluttered tho
Head.

Gosling, in groat indignation, rushed
le oppose the entrance of Nobby MNabhbs,
He planted himself in the path of the
clephant, and brandished an indignant
fist at the grinning clown on the great
ahimal's back.

-sald

II[

¢ What—what

Kindly tell me at once what this means 1 *

LN ]

“'Ere, sou” roared Cosling. “Tala
vour "ock! You ‘ear me! Wot I sayvs
is thiz "ore, you ain't allowed in ‘ere,
vou ain't! You "ook it

The next moment there was a fearful
vell from the school porter. The lon
trunk of Mumboe w !ip(?ed out, an
eurled round the horrified Gozling. Hae
jumped away too late.

“0Oh, mv hat ! gasped Bob Ulierrv.

“LBless my soul' said the Head, io
horror.

Gosling’s voice could be heard all over
Greyiriars School, as he wa: swept off
his feet in the elephant’s trunk.

“Yarooh! 'Elp! Police! *Elp!”

“Release that man ar cnee, =irl”
shouted Mr. Quelch, in consternation.

“He won't hurt him, sir,” said Mr,
Whitles, reassuringly. “ Muwmiko thinks
this here is part ©f the show, sir, that's
all. Acecidents hardly ever happen when
Mumbo takes a man up in his trunk,
sir, -He hardly ever forgets to put him
down safe, sir.”

“(ood heavens." gasped 3Mr. Quelei.

Gozling, with earth and skr spinuing
before his dizzy eyes, yelled and roares
and wriggled.

Cell Lhim offi

“'Elp!  Stop Lim!
:EI !u
Mr. Whifles rolled back to the gates
“ Now, then, no larks, Mumbo!™ L
nhidingl:r. “You put the mus
down, Deon't you tread on him!”

“Yarcoogh'!” roared Gosling.

He secmied quite alarmned at the sz
gestion of being trodden on by the
elephant. :

Mumbo obediently lewered the dizzy
porter, and set him safely on his feer.

Gosling stood for & momont oiipiutm-
ing. Then he bolted into hix lodge. i
TEE Macxer LiBRABT.—No. 1,009,



6 INTRODUCE A NEW CHUM TO THE **MAGNET" TO-DAY! THANKS!

A—

foor :lammed, and a bolt was heaed to
choot home, Gozling had had enough of
the efephani at ¢loze guarters,
“Ha, ha, ha!l"
7 gaid Mr,

“ Gentlemen— Whaffles,

turning  to the convulsed crowd of
Greyirars fellows, \
i Hip—sir! [ insist upon your taking

vour immediate departure!” hooted Mr.
Queleh, who had followed the cireus
%r-*:m]-:a‘:lan down to the gates. “You
Licar me, 3iv! Inmediate _

“Keep vour hair on, =ir!” said Mr,
Wihiffes pgenialiv. “We're going on!
=t poing, Nobbr.”

The big elephant lumbered out of the
rateway, much to Mr. Quelch’s relief.
Te had a strong objection to elephants
at close guartevs, oven though Mr
Whiffles had assured him that accidents
wWore rave !

“Gentlemen,” ropeated My, Whiifles,
“1 ‘ope I <hail see you all at the cireus,
al*crioon aind eveming, gentlomen! All
are weleome'! Bring your sistérs and
vonr cousing and your aunts! Ahiffies’
Voorid-Famous, gentlemen, is a ‘igh-
1encd performance, to which any youn
pentleman could bring his father an

Lis  grandiather! Gentlemen, good-
morging i’ _
“Praval”  roared Bobh  Chory.

[ER

L I_'}H'Ef: {-hﬂg:'; for WhifBes!
“ Hurrah ™

“Silence:”’  hooted My,  Quelch,
“Goling, clewe the gates! Where 13
Gosling? Wingate—Gwynne, kindly

¢lore the gates!  Bless my soull”

Banz, bang'! Rat-a-tat-tat! Thump!
Blare! With 2 buree of emphatic music
Whies? World-Famous Cireus wound
wp the road, on itz way to Courtficld,
leaving the Greyfeiars fellows yelling
with merriment.

There were smiling faces in ihird
lezszon that morning. Alr. Whiffles' vizit
had been enjoved by all the Lower
Sehool, ar least, even if Mr. Queleh und
the Head had not shared their enjoy-
ment. And there waz hardly & fellow at
Greviriars who did not make up his
mind to vizit Whiffles' Circus during its
stav at Courtfeld,

Wheilier  Montgomery St Lege:
Whifle: had planned it or nok, his visit
to  Greyfriars had been extremely
effecrive in the way of advertisement.

- Ty =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Bob |

dtem '\ goingl®
E “And T

“Janmte here!” .
“The samefulness is terrifie
Y zav. you fellows, I'm going! I sy,
T'm geing to take a box! They've got
boxes, von know—cheap! Ten-and-six!
Baox for four! Now, which three of
vou chaps wonld like to whaek out that
ox with me®"

(11
[ ]

That question was addressed by
William George Bunter, seemingly to
deaf ears,

Nobody enswered Bunter.

The .fellows in the Rag were discuss-
ing Whiffles' Cirens, and almost every
fellow oxpressed hiz intention of
visiting it.

Mr. Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles
had zuceeeded in attracting the atten-
rion of all Crerfeiars by his remarkable
visit to the schopl. The little {at
gentloman with the long, eurly hair, the
wated moustache, the pointed besard
the striped cheeks, and the bell-brimmed
eilk hat, had made the fellows chuckle;
but he had impressed himself upon their
minds, which, doubtless, was his
asinte object, Everybody, or neatly

Tee Macxer Lisparr.—No. 1,060,

sveryhody, was going to the cireus at
Courthield, at the ecarliest possible
opporlunity. ]
P'I'}'i say, yvou fellows, who's whacking
out & box with me?"” asked DBunter.
“Don’t all speak at onece!”

The Removites did not all speak at
onee.  'Lhey did not zpeak at all, o far
as Bunter was concerned,

“I =ay, you fellows—" roavzd
Bunter.
“Shut up, Bunter!” said Pﬁfﬂ*l‘n Todd.

“I'm going to have a box— ‘

“On the ear?” asked Toddy. “That's
where youw'll get one if you keep on vell-
ing, fathead!™

“T'm going to have a box at lhe
cireus ! hooted the Owl of the Remave
indignantly, “You ungrateful beast,
I'm mviting you o share my box with
me! Talk avout gratitude!™

“Bogked the box vet?” oshed TPobor
sarcastically.

“Not exactly hooked it,"” said Eunter.
“I've been disavpointed about a postal-
order. But I suppose it will comne te the
same thing if you book the box end I
square afterwards,” .

“Cheese it!” roared Peter Todd.

“(Oh, really, Toddy=——"

“Zhut up, Bunter [V

“We'll make up 8 parly lo-morrow,”
said Bob Cherry.” “ Last half-holiday of
the term; jolly lucky the circus cane
along this week. Old Whiffles 13 worth
Iﬂ:::k:mg at, without the rest of Uie
show.’

“Ha, ha, ha" .

“It will be terrifically entertaining 1o
watch tho esteemed Whiflles whiffling !V
remarked Hurrce Jpmset Ram EmgIL

“Y zay, you fellows, vou won't sce
Whifles if you in the afferncon,”
said Bunter. ~ ﬂﬁ Whiffles only shows
up in the evening performances. In's
znother manager 1 the afternoons. It
savs so on the bills.,” ]

“Well, we can’t go in the evening,
that’s a cert,” saig Harry Wharton.
“JIt's the matinee, or nothing. W
shall have to give Whiffles & miss if he's
only a night-bird. Bob places will do us
for to-maorrow, you chaps.”

“The bobfulness will he
cnough,” agreed Hurree Singh.

Billy Bunter sniffed. .

“J'd rather do the thing in decent
stvle,” he said. “If my postal-order
comes to-morrow. morning, you fellows,
I shall have a box.”

“Eche answers ‘if '!" remarked Bob
Cherry.

“And 1f it doesn’t come,” hooted
Bunter, I shall expect one of my-pals
to lend me ten-and-mx !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cyes, oyez, oryez!" roared Peter
Todd, in the manner of a town-crier
making a public anneuncement.
“{*hance for Bunter’s pals, if any! Any
of Bunter’s pdls here present are re-
quested to stand forward.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” L

There was a roar of laughter in the
Rag, but nobody stood forward -te eclaim
the distinction of being Bunter’s pal—at
the trifline cost of ten-and-six.

" Where's that pal ?" roared Peater,

“The wherefulnesz 13 ferrifie!”

“Ha. ha. ha!™

“Well, if you fellows are poing to he
mear ” said PBunter, “I can only say
I'm disgusted at you; and I can jolly
well tell vou, Poter Todd, that when my
postal-order comes I shan't lend you
an::thmg.“

“That's all right; T shall be getting
my Od-Age Pension by that time !

“Ha. ba, ha!”

“Peast!"”

“You'll hava to he satisfied with a
bob seat, just like 2 common mortal,
Bunter,” said Frank Nugent, laughing.

Food

“Thanks, old chap!”

1ok

“Jolly decont of you to offer to stand
me e bob.seat, Nugent, You're not so
mean as these other [fellows,”
Bunter. “ Much obliged ™

Nugent stared at him.

“Th! I wasn't offering—'

“0Dh, really, Nugent! I hepo you're
not going to back out, after offering to
stand me a bob seat at the circus!” said
Bunter reproachiuliy. *“The fact is, I'm
rather short of money, and I can do
with it. You may as well hand over
the hob now, in tasze you forget.” And
William George Bunter extended a fat
paw.

Nupent pasped.

“Well, E‘ly hat! You deserve it for
your cheek!” he said, and he tossed a
shilling into the fat paw.

“Thanks, old chap,™ said Bunter, *If
my postel-order comes in time, I'll let
vou have a seat in my box. One good
turn desorves another, you know, 1
ray, you fellows, are you having a tax
to Courtfield to-morrow? I don't mind
telephoning for i for yon.”

“Would you mind settling with the
driver, too*” asked Bob. *“ I so, wo'll
have the taxi. If not, net!™

“I think the notfulness will be terri-
fie,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh, with a chuckle.

“Well, it's a jolly long walk, in this
hot weather,” said Bunter. *“I heard
Temple of the Fourth say he was going
in a taxi. If you fellows are walking if,
you ncedn't expect me to come with you.
I shall go with Temple,”

“¥ou won't come with us I exclaimed
Bob Cherry, in dismay.

“Not if you walk,”
firmly.

“QOh!. Unsay those eruel words!” im-
plored Bohb.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You silly ags——*

“"Well, it's going to be warm to-
morrow,” ssid Harry Wharton., " But
1 think I'd "rather walk than ride, in
the circumstances, That is, if Bunter's
quite sure we shan't have his company
if we walk.,”

“The walkfulnesz will be an estesmed

boon and blessing, in the ridiculous efr-
cumstances,” chuckled Hurree Jamset

said

said  Bunter

Ram Singh.

[13 Ya.-:h [u

With that elegant rejoinder, Billy
Bunter rolled away. He left the crowd

of juniors discussing the circus, and look-
ing over some of S'IE “small bills” des-
cribing the same, which some of the
fellows hed brought in. All the neigh-
bourhood was being cireularised by the
enterprising Mr., Whiflles, and every cir-
cular bore a picture of Montgomery 8t
Loger Whiffles himself, in full war-
paint, as it were. Mr. Whiffles obvicusly
was & gontleman whe was extremely
pleased with his own appearance; which
undoubtedly was a rather remarkable
O,

Billy Bunter rolled out into the quad
with a satisfed grin on his fat face!

Bunter had been determined to visit
the circus, like most of the other fellows.
But there had been a difficulty in the
way. Bunter's celebrated postal-order,
long expected, had not yet arrived.
Bunter was in a state that was not
new to him, but disagreeable all the
zame; he was stony. e lowest price
of admission to the circus was one shil-
ing. Now Bunter had succeeded in
“touching” Nugent for a shilling! BSo
all was calm and bright!

But slas for Bunter !

As if by instinct, his footsteps led him
across to the school chop ! At the school
shop there were ice creams,
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Ice creams, on & hot summer’s after-
noon, wers grateful and comforting. OUn
the threshold of Mrs. Mimble's little
establishment, Bunter hesitated long.
But the sttractions of ice creams were
too much for him. After all, it was
not till the next day that he wanted to
go to the. circus, -gj" that time some-
thing might turn up. Other fellows

might be ‘‘touched” for bobs. His
pstal-order ight come!  Anyhost,
nnter was mpot the fellow to meet

troubles half-way,
_He rolled into the school shop. Two
sixpenny ices disposed of Nugent's zhil-

ling.

: _P%fter which Bunter reolled back to
the House in ‘& thoughtful mood. He
found the Famous Five in the Bemaove
passage.

I say, you fellows,” he said. *1I say,
I'tn nﬂt-”askmg vou to lend me another

bo
"Good I* said Nugent. "It wouldn't
Aly use”

“But it looks as if I shan’t be alle
to go to the circus after all,™ said Bunter
sorrowfully. “I—I gave that o a
blind beggar, you fellows. The or
chap loocked so pathetic, 1 couldn’t
resist it. Of course, if you cared to lend
me another bob, it would be all right.”

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at
Bunter.

.The Owl of the Remove was short-
sighted, and his hii &p@ttacie:: did not
seem to make much difference. Ko
déubt that was the reazon why he was
unaware that several of the juniors had
ﬁﬂn him devouring the ices in the school

1P,

“You—you—you gave that bob fo a
hLmld tbeggnr 1* ejaculated Bob Cherry,
ﬂ- &5 Fil L]

“¥es, old chap! Can’t help being
generous and charitable,’” said Bunter.
“It's my way, you know! If I have to
suffer for it, I must, that's all! Still,
if vou care to lend me another hob—"

“Well, my hat!” said Boh.

“1 daresay it was reckless of me,”
vonfessed Bunter. "I'm always doing
these generous thing:. You see, the poor
man asked for help. Directly he saw me
ha came up and asked me—he knew I
was the sort of chap to make self-
gacrifices, you know."

“Directly he saw youl" Thowled
Johnny Bull.

“Yes, old chap! He could zee in my
face that I was <he man he wanted--
generous and all that—"

“A blind man could see all that in
vour face!” ejaculsted Nugent. * Eome
blind man!”

“Oh! Al!
mered Bunter.

“You fat fibher——"

“I—I mean, he wasn't blind, he—he
—he was dumb!” gasped Bunter. *I

I—I—] mean——"" ztam-

meant -to say dumb! I—I wonder what
made me say blind? I really meant to
say- he was dumb! A poor dumb
beggar, you fellows—awiully pathetic!
He thanked me with tears in his eyes
for that shilling.”

“Thanked you ! shrieked Bob Cherry.
“Dic the shoek restore his speech ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

fI=I—I mean——"
that he had done it again.
mean———"'

“¥ou mean that he was deaf, per-
haps,” suggested Bob Cherry, “or do
vou mean that you blew the bob on ices
—as I saw you doing ten minutes ago®”

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

“Ha, hs, ha!l"

“Bump him!”

“Here, I say, yvou fellows—yarooooh !
roared Bunter.

Bump!

. The E‘qmnus Five strolled away, leav-
ing William George Bunter sitting in
the Remove passage, struggling for his
second wind,

Bunter realized
1 I___"I

i |frm—

THE FOURTIT CHAPTER.
*Ware Beaks !

R. QUELCH, the next morning,
M glanced over his Form wiﬁ'n
approval, _

o was pleased with them.

Mot a fellow in the Remove was late;
all were there before Mr, Quelch himself
arrived. But that was not all. Every
fellow was quiet, orderly, attentive, and
hung on his Form master’s words, as
if they were pearls of wisdom falling
from the lips of Henry Samuel Quelch.
Every fellow who was cglled on to con-
strue, showed up an unususlly good
““W‘ﬂp”

There were fellows in the Remore,
such as Mark Linley, who were always
keen on the acquisition of knowledge.
Now all the Lower Fourth seemed to
be equally keen. This was a state of
affairs that pleased and gratified 3Mr.
Quelch. It was exactly as it should
have been—but as it seldom was! Mr.
(Quelch was a keen and wary gentleman;
often described by his Form as a downy
old bird. But he was not a suspictous
gentleman, and so he did nobt suspect
that this remarkably uniform good be-
haviour on the part of the Remove was

due to the proximity of Whiffles” World.

Famous Circus.

Datention that afternoon would have
been a terrible blow to an%‘ Remove
tnan. The bare possibility of detention
was unnerving. Fellows who Ipathed
Latin, and would have been glad to
begin the study of history at the rﬂ-iﬁﬂ
of George the Fifth, now took the
deepest possible interest in the classie
tongue of Horace and Caesar, and were

Eh?ﬂ}ed in the reign of Queen Elizi:
eth.

Had Quelchy been in one of his tan-
trums—unot uncommon—he would have
had no excuse for detaining a fellow
that afternoon.

=0 far from being in a tantrum, how-
ever, Mr. Egm-ln:-h was very genial. A
well-behaved and aitentive class like this
was enough to.make any Form master
genial,

Bunter had a narrow escape in the
history class, Bunter’s knowledge of
history was dim. He did not hate history
as he hated Latin, or loathe it as he
loathed maths. He had eonly & mild
dislike for it. On the present cccasiom,
however, Bunter was prepared to be
mnterested.  Anvthing, even instruction
and the absorption of knowledge, was
better than the risk of being detained
that afterngon. When Mr. Quelch asked
Bunter who succeeded Queen Elizabeth,
he did not doubt that even Bunter
would be able to reply. Fellows were
suppozed to know their “kings and
gucens” before they got into the Lower
Fourth at all. But Bunter—though will.
ing to do his best, hesitated.

‘Come, Bunter,” ssid Mr, Quelch
genially. “¥ou can tell me what
monarch came after Queen Elizebeth ™

“0Oh, yes, eir!” said Bunter confi-
dently.

“Well, who was it, Bunter 1™

:’ Philip of 8pain, sir."

“Whati" cjaculated Mr. Queleh.

“But she wouldn’t have bun, sir!™
aclded Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!l™ shrieked the Remove,

Mr, Queleh gazed at Bunter. The
Remove yelled; they could not help it.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated M.
Quelch, “Silence—silence I ]

The merriment died away quite sud-
denly. Fortunately, the outburst did
not make-Quelchy cut up rusty. He
was smiling.

“You misunderstand me, DBunter®
spid the Bemove master. Bunter's evi
dent desire to please placated the Form
master. "1 :iig not mean ‘ came after’
in that absurd sense of the expression.
Give me the name of the monarch who
succesded Queen Elizabeth on  the
throne. "

“0h! said Bunter.

Here he was at & loss. Any fag in the
Sccond Form could have told him, but
no fag of the Second wasz thero to do
so. Skinner, from behind Bunter, eould
not resist the opportunity. In a whispey
heard only by Bunter and fellows closs
at hand, he gave Bunter the informa
tion.

“Bolomon !

Had Bunter gnus-ed to reflect, even
Bunter wonld have realized that thar
waz not quite right. But Bunter did
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not pause to reflect. He was too anxious
ta get on the right side of Quelchy that
gnorning. ]

“Bolomon, sir!”™ he said prompily.

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“What ' he hooted. _

“Bus-sussus-Bolomon, sir!” gasped
Bunter, reslising that something was
wrong, but sticking to his guns.

“You absurd boy 1"

“Oh, =ir!” gasped Bunter.

“Your crass . ignorance 1is really
astounding, Bunter. You will write out
from your book the names of all the
queens and kings of England from the
Norman Conquest.”

T D'ﬁ' !l:l

“Y shall expect that imposition to-
morrow, Bunter.”

“Oh!’  Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter, in
great relief. .

S0 long a5 Alr. Quelch did not expect
it that afternoon it was all right. To-
morrow could take care of itsell.

Second lesson passed off peacefully,
and the Remove weat out for break.
Only third lesson remained before they
were free for the day, and the Lower
Fourth meant t0 be an exemplary Form
in third lesson. It was worth it, to
make sure of getting off for the circus
that afterncon. It was, as Bob Cherry
remarked, a bit of & strain, but it was
safer to give Quelchy kis head.

“You beast, Skinner!” said Bunter,
when the juniors were out of the Form-
room. “You mught have got me
detained. The least you can do now is
to lend me a bob to go to the circus.”

“Ay dear chap,” said Skinner, “I'd
lend you my last farthing rather than
let you miss the show.” )

“Skinner, old chap, I always liked
yvou,”” said Bunter, beaming. " Hand it
over, old feﬂuw.; ; ¢ T

Skinner groped in his pocket, place
a coin in Bunter's fat hand, and turned
awsy. Bunter blinked at the coin. It
Wwas & very =mall one,

“ Here, yvou :illy ass!"
“What's tins "

“What [ said I'd lend you,” answered
Skinner, over hiz shoulder. “ Ay last
farthing, old fat bean!"

“Beast!” roared Bunter.

Skinner walked awaw, chuckling. Ap-
parently his last farthing was all that
he intended to lend Bunfer.

The Ow! of the Remove blinked round
for the Famous Five. They saw him
coming, and started to walk very
quickly. Bunier accelerated, and the
chums of the Remwove put on  szpeed.
Bunter ran, and the Famousz Five
trotted. They went round the quad at
gquite a good speed.

“Here we go round the mulberry-
bush ! zang Bob Choerry.

] Hﬂ-, hﬂr ha..i"

“1 sar, you
Bunter.

Five pairs of deaf ecars were turned
fo him. Bunter put on & spurt, and the
Famous Five sprinted.  Bunter had too
much weoight to carry for & footrace,
and He had to give it up. He ztopped,
gasping for breath, and shook a fat fist
afrer the hilarion: five,

“Beast: "' he roared,

The bell rang for third lesson, and the
Remaove trooped in. Again the Remove
bung with deep attention wpon the
pearls of wisdom that fell from the lips
of Henry Samuel Quelch. Again Mr.
Queleh was highly pleased with his
Form, and never realised in the least
that he awed tieir good behaviour to
Montgomery Bt. Leger Whifles. At
the end of the term, with the strain of
s term’s work behind them, and exam-
inations on hand, Form maesters were
liable to be touchy and irritable. Mr,
Queleh was no exception. But the

Tae AMaicxer LiemsRy.—XNo. 1,069,

yvelled Bunter.

fellows—-" yelled

touchiest Form master could not have
failed to be pleased with such & Form
as the Bemove in their present state.
When the Yime came for dismissal, Mr.
Quelch dismissed his class with the
utmost geniality. And the Remove
bresthed more freely once out of ¢
Form-room. The strain was beginning
to tell on them.

“Thank goodness that's over!”. said
Bob Cherry. ,

“The thankfulness is terrific!”

“1 say, vou fellows——" squeaked
Bunter: .
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bun for it!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Beasts!” velled Billy Bunter, as the

-Famous Five ran for it.

And when the Remove went in fo
dinner, Bunter was still in a bobless
state, so to speak, .and getting worried
about it. Fortunately, the worry did
not affect his- appetite, and he ate
enough for three or four, as usual.

— - —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Findings Keepings !

b EMPLE, old chap!”
I Eacii.Reg‘imﬂd Temple, of
the Fourth TForm, regarded

Bunter of the Remove with a
lofty, superb, and supercilious stare.
Temple of the Fourth did not like
“old chap ' from Bunter.
Temple of the Fourth was a lofty
youth. The best-dressed fellow in the
Fourth—the fellow who knew, as fow
fellows did, how 1o lie a necktie, and
an authority upon the correct shade of
silk socks. Temple affected to ignore
the existence of the Remove, and of all
that Form, Billy Bunter was tho least
worthy of Temple's lofty notice. So
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B o it Al
Cecil Reginald Temple Jooked at Bunter
a3 if he were looking through him, just
as 1f Bunter were not there.
“1 say, old fellow——"
Apparently deaf, Temple turmned to
walk away. Bunter, apparently, did
not exist for him.
Bunter rolled after him.
Bunter was not easily discouraged.
He was aware that Temple, who did
everything in style, had booked seats for
the circus that aftermoon. Temple,
Dabney & Co. were going into the half-
crown reserved ecats, and they wera
going in a taxi. Bunter was prepared
to swallow any amount of supercilious
swank from Temple on the ofi-chance of
getting a seat in that taxi, and admis-
sion to the circus at Tamgale's cxpense.
“I say, old chap, don't walk away
when a fellow's speaking to you, you
know,” urged Bunter.  Look here—"
“Hook it!" said Temple laconically.
“ Oh, renIl;.‘, Temple—"
o Elhl.lt' 'I.lp! J‘
“The fact is, old fellow—-""
“Roll away, barrel!"
“1 say, vou know—"
Bunter grabbed at Temlpla‘s sleeve,
Cecil Reginald Temple shook off
Bunter's hand. Then ho deliberately
took out his handkerchief and wiped his
sleeve where Bunter's fat fingers had

rabbed. It was true that Bunter's fat

ngers were grubby, but they were not
20 %ad as all that.

“You s.illf chump!”’ hooted Bunter.
“Think a fellow wants a seat in your
rotten taxi! Go and eat coke! I
wouldn’t be found dead in your cheap
taxi! I'm going in a car. % dare say
you’ll bilk the driver, tool™

o
oy

.-

<% son, of the Fourth,

Ceecil REE’iuald frowned. -

= lﬁlt off,” he snapped, “before I kick
you

But Bunier, reslising that there was
nothing doing in the way of a hit and
a cheap seat, felt that there was nﬂmipg
to be lost. bf{ telling Cecil Reginal
what he thought of him.

" ¥ou take care, if ;;-:}ﬁ‘re going to the
eircus,” he hooted. ™ You may pet col-
lared there! They mayn't let you get
away. If you get mized up with the
monkeys, they mayn't be able to sort
you outi™ '

“Why, you cheeky Tfat =sweepl!”
exclaimed Temple, in great wrath, and
he smote Bunter in righteous indig-
nation.

“Tﬂrﬂ-ﬂﬂﬂghlu .

Temple turned to walk away in
stately digmity., It was Temple's ill-
luck that the Femous Five were walking
close st hand. Bunter sat down under
Temple’s indignant smite, with a ter-
rific roar,

“Yow-ow-ow]l T suy, you fellows,

rescue ! Yl.mn-u%hl I sa 4
The Féamoua Five wera not deaf to
that call, Fourth Form Iellows wero

not allowed to smite Removites at their
own aweet will. With one accord, the
chums of the Remove collaréd Temple,
and sat him down beside Bunter, with
a terrific concussion. It was Templo's
turn to roar.

“Yoop 1"

“I say, you fellows, rag him!"
howled Bunter. “Bump him! Scrag
him! Rag him! Jump on him!*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou cheeky cads!™ yelled Temple,
secrambling up, and he hurled himself
in towering - wrath at ihe Removites,
" Back up, yvou men!”

Dabney, and Fry, Scott, and Wilkin-
rushed to their
leader's aid. For some minutes, thera
was quite & lively scrap., Bub the
Famous Five were hefty fighting-men,
and they drove the Fourth-Formers
back. Billy Bunter was left alons, sit-

ting and gasping.
“Cave!” yolled Bob Cherry, suddenly,
as Mr, Capper, the master of the

Feurth, appearcd in the offing.

And the serap suddenly ceazsed, and
the Removites fled 1n one direalion,
whils the Fourth-Formers scudded off
in another,

BiHy Bunter picked himself up. He
also picked up & small oblong card from
the ground where Temple had sat down
a few minutes before. There was a fat
grin on Bunter's face.

That card bore the inscription:

Whifles' World-Famous Cirens,
1. No. 25.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bunter.

William Geﬁﬁ Bunter thrust that
card into his pocket, and deparied [rom
the spot at a good speed,

His problem was solved.

There was no need to “touch ™ any
unwilling lender for a humble “bob.*”
Bunter had a reserved gesat for the circus
now.

True, that ticket belomged to Clecil
Reginald Toemple. That, however, was
a trifle light as air to William Cecrge
Bunter.

A meticulous regard for the rights of
property had never been one of Bunter's
weaknesses.

Besides, this was & capture from the
enemy, in a sense. Temple had floored
him. Bunter felt that he was entitled
to spoil the Egypiiens, as it were. A
fellow who floored Bunter could not
expect Bunter to pick up his circys
tickets and mind them for him. That
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“ 8o you're the funniest ciown In
the drum at the cirens entrance.

* The funniest ass in ihe universe i just golng in.

was asking rather too much. Findings
were keepings; and s capture from tha
ehemy was justifisble; and Temple was
a cheeky beast—and above all, Bunter
wanted to go to the circus, and had not
the wherewithal to pay for admission.
For all these reasons, Bumier's con-
pcience was easy on the subject of an-
nexing that ticket. On that subject, his
fat conscience gave him no tro
gver. As a matter of feet, Bunter’s
eonscience was seldom troublesome. He
ket it in remarkshly gln-ad order. Like
ah elastic band, it would always stréfch
a little if réquired. -
‘Bunter’s ‘fat face .was bright and
cheery as he rolled into the House. He
gave the Famous Five a cheery blink.
“1 say, you fellows—-"
“Jult off,” zaid Bob Cherry. "“Look
here, Bunter, i ‘vou're really stony;
we'll see it we can scrape up & bob for
uu‘!l
fen minutes 'ago, that offer would
have come to Billy Bpnfer as a boon
and a blessing. Now matters were diff-
erent. PBunter had a half-crown ticket
in his pocket, and-could afford to despise
shilling seats. S
He promptly turned up his fat little

o5,

“Thanks,™ be said loftily. *“Dut I
:hgnﬁﬂg} care to go into the bob seats.”
refer & reserved seab. I could
scarcely stand at the entrence, pushing
jn with & crowd of common people,”
eaid Bunter.

“My esteemed fatheaded Banter—"'

“ All very well for you Iellows,” said
Bunter, in the same lofty tone, * You
I don’t 1'"

I'Ill.-s{' like !
“Plegss

: {f, you fat chump!”
gaid Bob Cherry.

o what-

rtht universe, are you ¥ ** sald Coker, pansing to address
“* Snure you don’t mean the funmiest ass ? ** ** No, sir,’’ answered Nobhy Nobbs cheerily.
right on 1" *‘Ha, ha,ha 1" roared Bob Cherry. “* One for

Keep
you, Coker [ ** (See Chapler 7.)

*1 am gmnIg into the reserved m’ata;
you fellows. a%::pan to have & ticket,’
said Bunter. “If you're geibg in with
the bob' crowd, I'd rather you didn't
recognise me if you sea me there,
fellow has to draw ihe line.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“PBut, I'll have the bob, =all the
pame,” added Bunter, hastily, rather
Iate. “I don't mind—"

“Yoir jolly well won't, you iIat
frump ! smid Bob Cherry. “Go and
eat coke.”

v ¥ Oh,- really, Cherry——"

“Rats 1™

Thé famous Five walked away, loav-
ing Williara George Bunter regretting
his haste. Undoubtedly, it would have
been more judictous to annex the
“bob ™ before turning on his |lofty
disdsin, - But it was too late for that
now.’ Harry Wharton & Co. walked
cheerily down to the gates, and started

for Courtfield common and the circus.

A pood many other Greyfriars fellows
wore already taking the same route.
“I say, Toddy,” called out Bunter,
as Poter Todd came down with Russell
and Ogilvy, “what about a taxi?”
“Nothing sbout & taxi, old fat bean,”
angwered Peter. “If you don't want to
walk, I'll roll you along like a barrel,
if you like."
- "Heast " _
Peter Todd and hia friends went out,

just as Temple and Dabney of the
%_'nurth cama m. Temple looked round
with a ferocicus eve, and spotted
Bunter.

“Here he is1®

 Oh, rather 1"

“MNMow hand over that ticket, you fat
rotter 1" roared Temple.

il

a rémark to the elown beating

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Alas for Bunter !
BILL".E’ BUNTER jumped.

He was quite unswara that

anyone had seen him, from a

distance, picking up that circus

ticket,. Omce more the limited range

of the Owl's vision had becn his un-
doing.

“I—I say 1" he stammered.
“Hand over that ticket!” hooted
Temple. “Don’t say yow've not got it

—Dabney zaw you pick it up.”
*Oh, rather,” said Dabnev.

“I—1 mever—I didn't—I—I wasn't
» gasped Bunter. "1 =ay, ryou
fellows, you're mistaken! You can't

expect me to give you mr ticket
Temple.”
“Your ticket!” hooted Temple.
“Yea, rather,” said Bunter warmly.
“Why, 1 know it's my ticket by the
number, HRow One, Beat 25, Bee?”

“That settles 3, you fat burglar!
That's the number of my seat.”

“0Oh, really, Temple——"

“ Hand it over, or I'll up-end Fou and
shake it out of you !" roared the captain
of the Fourth.

Bunter backed away warily. )

“] say, vou fellows, no larks,"” he said,
“If you've lost m bicket, Temple, you
can't expect me to give you_ mine.
Perhaps you haven't lost it! Feel in
your pockets.”

“You fat chump—->7"

“It's no good calling a fellow names,
Temple, because {ﬂu‘ve lost a ticket.
Look here, you fellows clear offt I've

ot no time to waste, It's {ime I started

or the circus.”

Tar Maoxer Lisgary.—No. 1,069,
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“Give me that ticket!” raved Samuel Quelch agreed with Bunter that master hear that, But in the siress of
Temple. findings wero kecpings. cmotion e spoke rather too soon. He
“J—1 haven’t any ticket, vou knew, “Upon my word!"” exclaimed Mr. jumped as the Remove master whisked
I—I'm going to pay for admizsion when Quelch. “You young rascal 1 ack into the doorway,
I get there.” “Oh, loy' 1™ “Bunter! What did you say 1"
“You've just told uws the oumberl® “You are an unscrupulous boy,  “Oh, lof !V gasped Bunter, “I—I-1I
hooted Dabney. Bunter !” didn’t call you a beast, sir! I-—I

“Collar him, Dab !

* J—e]—~1 mean-—"

“{h, rather!™

“Here, leggo!” roarcd Bunter, as the
two Fourth-Formery collared him. I
say, you fellows—yaroogh=-help—rescie !
Yooop !

“What! What is thiz disturbance !

Alr, ﬂ,ualch, with frowning DLrow,
whisked upon the szcene. " Teomplel
Dabpney! Bunter!™

“Oh!” gasped Tomple,

The two Fourth-Formers released
Bunter as if ho had suddenly beecome
red-hot, Bunter staggered away zpldt-

Lering.

“Ow! Wow! Yow!”

“Bilence ! snapped the Remove
master.  “ What Eﬂes thiz mcan? 1

heard what you said, Temple. Do you
mean to say that Bunter has something
belonging to you?™
“ My ticket for the circus, sir!™ gasped
Temple, “I dropped it in the qﬁad, and
that fat villain—I—] mean DBunter—
picked it up, sir.”’
have picked

Bunter, if yon un

Temple's ticket give 1t to bim  in-
stantly 1 rapped out the Remove
master.

*“It’s mine, sir [ gasped Bunter,

“It's mine!™ roared Tewnple.

“I saw bim pick it wup!” hooted
Dabney.

Mr., Quelch frowned portentously.

“Silence! Bunter, hand me the ticket
in question, and I will decide the
matter, At once!™

Bunter uuwiliinlglr drew forth the
circus ticket.. Still more unwillingly he
handed it to Alr. Quelech. Bunter had
a2 feeling that that beast, Quelehy,would
decide against him, He felt hitterly
that he never did get justice from his
Form master,

“*Now, Temple, what was the number
of your ticket?” asked Mr. Queleh.

“Number twenty-five, row one,- sir,”
said Temple. “It's next to Dab's, Dab.
ney's got the next seat, sir.”

“What was the number of vour ticket,
Bunter?"

“Row one, seat twenty-five, =ir,™
replied Bunter promptly,

Mr. Queleh lgnhe perplexed.
“Theze people ean scarcely lhave
issued two tickets bearing the same

number,” he said. *This i3 very extra-
ordinary. It would appear that one
- of vou bers iz claiming a iicket that
does not belong te him. I must investi-
zate this matter very thoroughly. Where
did you obtain your ticket, Temple I

*1 got it yesterday, sir, after class—
three tickets, for Dabney, and Fry, and
me. ‘Twenty-four, twenty-five, and
twenty-six,” said Temple.

“YWhere did you obtain this ticket,
sunter ¥ '
“I—I—T—"

“* Answer me Y
“He picked it up in the quad!™ said

Temple wrathfully. “1 dropped it, and

Dabney saw him pick it up.”

Q: ll's htha];t the case, Bunter " asked Mr,
elch, his brow growing very grim.
HI—I—I may J'::E.'e pii:%ed it 11}51, sip,”

stammered Buntee, “But—but that

doesn't make out that it's Temple's, zir,

Finding's keepings, sie!”

“What 1" roared Mr. Quelch.
“Fuf-ful-findings keepings!"” pgasped

Bunter, quite dismayed by the expres-

sion on his Form master's face. That

expression did not indicate that Henry
Tee Magyer LidraRI.—No. 1,069.
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“Oh, really, si0—"

“Take vour ticket, Temple !

Alr, Quelch handed the disputed [:tllil‘ﬂv
perty to Cecil Reginald, who thanked
him very politely and walked away with
Dabney.

“T—T1 say, sir, I—I want that tickes
to go to the cireus, sir!” stuttered
Dunter, in dismay.

“Bunter! How dare you? It was
Temple's property. Bunter, you are a
most unserupalons boy ! If 1 did not
believe that you are as stupid as un-
serupnilous I should eane you.”

YL gaszped Bunter,

Ile was rather glad that his Ferm
master believed that he was a3 stupid
as unscrapulous,

“What you have done, Bunter—or,
rather, attempted to do—amounts to
actual dishonesty !"” boomed the Remove
master.

“Oh, really, sir—"

“As vou have acted dn  this un-
serupulons manper for the purpose of
viziting tho cireus at Courthield, Bunter,

I forbid you fo go to the circus at all ™
zaid Mr. Quelch’ sternly.

“Oh, lor' 1" -

“You will be detained for the after-

noon, Buntep——"
i t”

“And I trust, Bunter, that this will

L]
!

be a warning to you!” said the Remove
master.

“I—I say, sir—"

“Enough! Follow ma[”

“DBut—but 1 can't be detained this
afternoon, sir 1" gasped Bunter,

“What?"

“You—you see, sir, I want to go io

ithe cireus. ™

“Bilence 1" said Mr. Quelch, in a
formidable voice. “Follow me to the
Form-room immedigtely, Bunter !”

Bunter quaked, and followed the
Remove master 1in the lowest of spirts,
It was not the first time that that bad
old maxim, findings keepings, had
landed the Owl of the Remove into

trouble. .

“You will be detained until six
o'cleck, Bunter,” said Mr. Qucleh
grimly. “1 shall set you a detention

task, in order that your time may oot
be wasted.™

“0Oh, dear!™

“If your task is not completed by six
o'clock, DBunter, I shall cane you.”™

“Wow [V

“Rilence 1™

Mre. Quelch proceeded to prepare a
detention task for Bunter. The Oxwl of
the Remove watched him  with lack-
lustre eves. This awful misfortune was
overwhelming. All his good behaviour
of the morning was ger waste, as
matters had turned out. He was not
to go to the cirens. He was to sit in
the Form-room grinding out a deten-
fion task! It was no more than he
deserved—in fact, it was less.. But that
knowledge was no comiort to Bunter.

“There! You will now set to work,
Eunter. I Ehnll;mt,pect that task to he
completed by six o'clock, If vou leave
the Form-room before 1 return to
release you from detention, Bunter, I
shall cane you with the greatest soverity.
Bear that in mind.”

And Mr. Quelch, frowning dackly,
swept out of the Form-room,

" Oh, dear!™ gasped Bunier.
“ Beast ™

Bunter did not intend to let his Form

wouldn't, sir! I'm too Tespectiul to
tell & Form master whet I think of him,
Sir. am, really, sir!”

Mre. Queleh picked up the cane from
Dis desk,

“Bend over that form, Bunter!”

“0h, erikey !

Hovish |

“Yaroooh 1"

Mr. Quelch left the Torm-room again,
leaving ihe Owl of the Rcmove

wriggling.
* Beast 1V o
Bunter had to say it, but this time he

whispered it.
] b |

It's the

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
One for Coker!
1}

H Whiffles bird 1"

Bob Cherry made that re-
mark as the chums of the
path across Courtfield Common,

In the distance they could see the
great circus tent, with a banner over it
it were camped many caravans and
other vehicles, and horses were tethered
on the commaon, and dogs ran about and
cifcus procecded the strains of music,
wafted on the wind, snnouncing to all
whotn it might concern that Whiffles'
begin, From all directions across the

rassy common, people were heading
or the big cireus tent—fram Courtfield,
and ' Redelyffe, and other quarters.
Judging 'by appearances, the World:
Famous Circus was going to do good
_ The WhifRes as Bob rather
irreverently called Mr. Montgomery 8t
Leger Whiffles, cama quite suddenly on
sauntered towards the cirens. Mr,
Whiffles tecognised them at once; it
was his business to have a good memory
zilk hat from his curli: locks, and gave
the juniors a bow, verything about
Mr. Whiffles was & little exaggerated,
sonnding the loud timbrel, so to speak,
in booming the attractions of his show.

“ Food-afternoon, young gentlemon!"
“I tako it that you are going to visit
the circns, what ¥

“Right on the wicket,” assented Bob.
gentlemen,” said Me, Whiffles. "I will
not say I hope you will have a good
time. I know you will have a good

ALLO, hallo, halla!
Remove turned from the road into the
streaming in the summer breeze. Near
barked. From the direction of the
World-Famous Circus was just going to
and Friardale, and Woodend, and Pegg,
business.
bird,

the chums of the Remove as they
for faces. He halted, swept off his
doubtless-from the habit of continually
said Mr. Whiffles, with great affability.

“¥ou will have 8 good time, young
time. A visit to the World-Famous

Clircus 1a an education in itself. Nobby
MNobhs, " the funniest clown in the
universe, will make you roar. Bamison,
the strong man, will make you gasp.
Tomasso Tomseonio, the serobat, wall
make you stare, You will enjoy your-
sclves”™

“The roarfulness and the gaspfulness
and the starefulness will be terrifically
enjoyable,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. -

My, Whiffles stared. Mr. Whifles had
had many strange and varied experi-
ences, but he had not come across a flow
of gnfliah like Hurrce Jamset Ram
Smgh's belore,
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“Oh! Ah! Yes! Exzactly!” he revealing his ample nut-brown locks to row here, Coker!”™ And he grabbed
gasped the sunshine, bowed, and rolled on lis Horace Coker's arm.

“But you won't be there this after-
poon, Mr. Whiffles,” said Nugent.

“Na, sir,” said Mr. Whifles. "I take
the evening performance; in the after-
noons my place is taken by my subordin-
ate, Mr. Dance. - By the way, you you
gentlemen are no bt well acquaint
with this neighbourhood?  You can pro-
bably direct me the nearest way to the
river Sark "

“Hasily " =aid Har Wharton.
“Keep on by tho footpath over there
and follow it through the wood and it
will teke you on to the towpath. Less
than half a mile.”

“Thank you, sir.” said Mr. Whiffes,
“Y am told that there is a secluded spot
where one may stim. Swimming is my
favourite diversion .and exercise, To

way.

The chums of the Remove smiled as
they resumed their walk across the
common, ‘They rather liked Mz,

YWhifles, though they could not help
smiling & little at that exuberant
gentleman.

Bang, bang, hang!

Nobby Nobbs wes beating the bhig
drum outside the circus tent. His voica
reached the schoolboys as they came up.

“Walk wp, pgents! Walk wup!
Whiflles World-Famouns Circus is about
to begin! Walk up! Walk up!”

Bang, bang, hnnf!

People were already crowding in.
From the interior of the big tont came
a blare of music. Crowds of Greyfriars
fcllows had arrived, and among them

: 'L.I'TB a jolly good mind——" hooted
Eri
“Come on!” said Greene of the Fifth,

catching Coker’s other arm.

H herg——*

“Lend a hand, vou follows ! said Bob
Cherry.

uﬂhﬂ.? " i
The Famons Five were directly behind
Coker & Co. They charged; and Coker,
as he roceived that charge, went head-
long into the tent, There was a roar
from Hornce as he landed.

Leaving Coker of the Fifth sprawli
the Famous Five paid their shillings
passed in and went along the seats.
They wore gone by the time Coker of
the Fifth serambled wup, breathing
vengeance,

The big tent was filling fast. Horses

This lasting souvenir
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that, I believe, I owe my splendid
physique.”

“Oh1* ejaculated Wharton. “Ahl 1
see 1" He had not noticed Mr.
Whiffles’ splendid physique, If it was
splendid, it was undoubtedly on a very
small scale. “¥You'll have the place all
to yourself this afterncon, I think;
e}'eryi:ﬁdf seems to be geoing to the
circus.

“That is usual, sir,” said My "Whifdes,
“We draw the whole n&ughhuurhm:ld
wherever we pitch cur tents)’

“You can get sea-bathing if you.go
on to Pege,” suid Bob Cherry. *It's
only a couple of miles.”

Mr. Whifles shook his head.

“8Hea-bathing I do not care for,” he
answered, “A quiet, secluded spot on
the river, undor the shade of the trees,
far from the madding crowd—what?
That iz my taste. Young gentlemen, 1
bid you ghmd-afternmn 1

Mr. Whiffles swept off his hat egain,

—]
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were Coker & Co. of the Fifth. Horace
Coker pawsed to address a remark to
the clown beating the drum at the
entrance.

“80 you're the funniest clown in the
universe, are yoni” said Coker.

Nobby Nobbs looked at him.

“Yes, sir! That’s me! Walk up!”

“Well, wyou look it1” said Coker.
¢ Bure you don't mean the funniest

ass?'"" Horace Coker was pteased to be
humorous.

Mo, sin” answered Nobby Nobbs
cheerily, “The funniest ass in the
um:[::l:-rsa is just going in. Keop. right
O

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“One for you, Coker!”

~ “Why, the fellow's cheeky!” ex.
claimed Coker, greatly incensed by that
reply from M. Hohgs. “I've a jolly
good mind—"

exclaimed
“Don't get into a

“Here, you come on!”
Potter of the Fifth.

Coloured metal model, accurate in detail,
of Captain Malco m Campbell's famous
“Blue Bird” racing car, which hurtled
over the Daytona Beach in Florida at
the amazing speed of 206.9 miles per hour.

ON SALE
WEDNESDAY
AT ALL

:

alloped round the arena, a: a pre-
iminary to the performance.  Coker
loocked round for the Removiies when

he got in with a vengeful cve. Fortun-
ately Colker & Co. were in the half-
erown seats, at a distance from the
juniors. Bob Cherry waved a cheory
wsnd to him,

“Hallo, halle, halle, Cokes!” he
bawled.

“Yoiu cheeky young sweep.”™ roarcd
Coker. .

“For goodness’ sake, den't kick up a
shindy here, Cioker ! implored Potter,

“Shut up, Potter!"

“ Look here—"" urged Grecne.

“Shut up, Grecoe!™

Potter and Greene shui up. Coker
was standing the seats that afterncon. se
Potter and Greene had to stand Coker.

“T say; Coker!” roared Bob., Bob
Cherry was in exuberant spirits—not an
uncommon state for Bob to hg in.

Tae Macxer LiBrart.—No. 1,009,
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“Shut up, you cheeky fag!”

“Have apn ippic, Coker 7 asked Bob,
taking one from his pocket.

Coker disdained to answer that:
Coker was not the fellow to munch an
apple at a cireus, _

“gilence gives conseut, doesn't itI”
said Bob to his comrades. “ITl let
Coker have this apple.”

Whiz1

Therc was & roar from Horace Coker
as he caught the apple with his nose.

“0Oh! Ow! Wh-whoat—="

“Ha, ba, ha!” roared Potter and
Greene involuntarily.

“Why, I'll—=TI—I"11—"

Words failed Coker. EHe fielded the
apple and hurled it back at Bob Cherry
with .an infuriated hurl. .

Coker was not good at these things.
The apple missed Bob by a yard or

moTre.

But every bullet has its billet. That
apple had. It Hew over the junioers in
tho shilling seats and whizzed over the
arena gnd landed on the chin of & man
in evening clothes with a long whip
under his srm—evidently the Mansger
who was teking Mr. Whiffles’ place in
ihe afterncon performance. Thers wad
a startled yelp Irom Mr. Dance.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob.
“Coker's done it now!”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Mr. Dauce glared round for the
nggrcﬁs:-r, The professional smile had
faded from his face as the apple smote
him, and ho had quite a savage and ill-
tempered look. Coker, with a very red
face, =at tight; and, fortunately, Mr.
Danece did not spot him as the fellow
who had hurled the apple. He mIEE
looked as if he might have used the whip
under his arm had he discovered thg
offender.

There was a buzz in the big tent as
the clephant, Mumbo, lumbered in,
The porformance was be%inning:

“Have another apple, Coker?” called
out Bob Cherry.

Caker of the Fifth cluborately 1oox no
notice, though mentally he promised
Robert Cherry all sorts of things later
at Greyfriars. Failing to draw Coker,
Boh sat down.

“Don't =ee Bunter here,” he re-
marked. “He's big enough to be seen
—sideways, at least. Hallo, hallo, hallo!
There's Wibley ! Scen Bunter, Wibi”

Wibler grinned.

M He's detained! Quelehy got after
hine for zomething and herded him into

the 2F'vl;!nrm-':‘::I-r:-l‘ra. 1 faney he bagged

ano:her fellow's ticket and had to shell
out,”
B“lil'u.et like Bunter I grinned Johnny

“ Poor old Bunter!” said Bob. “lIle
will niizs the cirews, after alll”

The chumz of the Remove sittled
down fo waich the eirenz. Apparently
Billy Bunter was to miss the show. Bug,
1z & maziter of fact, the Owl of the
Remove was deostined to arrive at the
cirvenz—though in circumstances of which
Harry Wharion & C7. never dreamerl.

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter’s Boit !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
w groanod,
It was a deep and disinal
groarnm.

Life was not looking bright to William
George Bunter. He zat in the Remove
Form-room, with a clouded fat face, and
grogned.

Really, it was too bad! It was not
only too bad, but it was intolerable,
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‘his mind—such as it was,

Bunter mado up hiz fat mind that he
was not going to stand it

Almost all Greyfriars had gone {o the
giveus that sunny half-holiday.” Bunter
wanted to he at the eireug, too. Sheer

. tyranny was keeping him away. Bag-

ging another fellow'a ticket was o tritle
to Bunter; but it was just like that beast,
Quelchy, to make a fuss about a trifle,

Bunter had not touched hiz detention
task. Latin- verbs did not appeal to
him. He loathed them at the hest of
times.
hated them. He could not and he
would not touch that task. Instead of
settling down to work, Bunter thought
it out. _

As he was not going to do his task,
thers would be trouble, anyway, when
Quelchy came to release him from de-
tention. As there was going to be
trouble anyway, ht might as well “haok
it ¥*—on the principle that it is no worse
to be hung for & sheep than for a lamb,

Sitting through that hot afterncon jn
a stuffy Form-room was impeossible.
Bunter was not ing to stand -it.
Quelchy might not fnd out that he had
hooked it. ‘Even if he did, there weas a
licking coming to Bunter for leaving his
task undone, and Quelchy couldn’t give
him two lickings st once. He couldn’t
bae gated for half-holidays, because this

aftornoon was the last hali-holiday of

the term. - In a fow more days the vaca-
tion would begin, and ho would be quit
of Quelchy for quite & long time, 50 1%
didn’t matter whether he was n
Quelchy's black books or mot.

Bunter thought it out, and mede up
_ He was going
to break detention, .
- Having allowed s guarter of an hour
to cla to give Quﬁhhy time to settle

down in his study, Bunter left his scat,

and tiptoed cautiously to the door of
tho Bemove-room. Mr.
shut that door behind 4im, and Bunter
listened intently for some.minutes be-
fore he opened it. There was no sound
in. the corridor cuteside, )

Most likely Quelchy was in his study.
True, he might wander along ilo seo
that Bunter was still there. ut that
was a chance that had to be taken, if
Bunter was going to the circus. And
he wis going.

The fat junior opencd the door at last,

and blinked out into the passage. I
was deserted, and he stepped out.
Bunter drew a deep breath. He was

going to the circus, e still lacked the

prica of admission.

the performanca would be beginning.
An asiute fellow might be able to crec
round the tent, and insinuate himself
inside under _tiw edge of the canvas
That was not & new experience for
Bunter. He had patronised a circus
before this in that nexpensive manner.
His difficulty was to get clear of the
school, and ge;_ resolved to make & rush
for it. Scudding swiftly down the cor-
ridor, scudding out of the House,. scud-
ding down to the gates—he would be
gone in & minute or a litile more.
Bunter breathed hard. The way wes
open—and one rapid rush would deo it.

He started,

Like a charging hippopotamus, the
Owl of the Remove raced down the
corridor.

Crash ! .

He had réalised that there was a
chance that Quelchy would come back
to sce if he was getting on with his
task. That chance materialised.

Bunter rcached the corner of the pas-
sage from the Form.room just as .Mr.

uelch reached it from the other direc
tton, from his study.

On & half-holiday, he simply

3 ﬂlll"lf

Queich had

But that was not
an insu?arabla difficulty. By that time
i

Mr. Quelch suspected that Bunter in-
tended to bolt. But he did not suspect
that the fat junior would be vharging
round that corner like a bull

He discovered that sll of a sudden.

Crash! Bump!l

“Ow " gasped Bunter.

“Oh " gpluttered Mr. Quelch.

Bunter reeled against the wall. Mr

ueleh sprawled. A charge with Billy

unter's weight behind it was some-
thing like that of a battcring-ram. The
Remove master fairly crompled up
under ik, ; -

H0Ow! Oh, goodness gracious!” splut-
tered Mr. Quelch, “Wheat—what—what

—— Goodness gracious, what—"
Ho aprawled dizzily.
Bunter gazed at hun in Locror.

Breaking detention was-a serious matter.

Inocking over a Form master waz a

much more sericus mostter. Bunter's
eyes. almost bulged throagh his big
glasses 1n horror at what he had done.

e leaned 'on the wall and gesped
helplessiy. ]

"Mr. Quelch sat up. His gimlet eyes
turned on Bunter, .‘Eherﬁ was a deadly

leam in those. gimlet eyes, a gleam
that maddé Bunter queke.

“Bumter,” gesped Mr, Quelch—
¥ Bunter, you—"

“Ow 1™ gasped PBunter,

What would happen to him when Mr.
Quclech got his second wind  he knew
too well. . Terror lent the fat
jumor wings. He dodged round ihe

orm master and Hed for his life.

Mr. Quelch staggered up.

“ Bunter, stop at once! Bunter, do
ou hear? I command you to stop!
.{"ﬂu young rascal, stop! Bunter, I
am going ' to chastise you with the
wtmost severity ! Stopl” :

Bunter was not a bright youth, but
he was too bright to stop at that
moment, Mere prudenca wauld have
urged him to give Quelchy time to cool
down, even i!glw had ti}m:ght of stop-
ing. DBut he did not think of stopping.
E[a did not think at ail. He tore on,

Footsteps scunded behind him. Ih
nity, in ordinary circumstances, wou
have restrained Mr. Quelch from giving
chase to a flecing juntor. Dut the cir-
cumstances were not ordipary. Mr.
Quelch was hurt. Ho was sore.  He
had reached a time of life when it was
impossible to be butted over headlong
without feeling the effects severely,

He was hurt, and he was miore enraged

than, hurt. He was very nearly foam-
ing at the mouth. Dignity “was thrown
to the winds. DBunter tore on, sod after
him rushed the Remove master.
Bunter darted out of the House and
rugshed for the gates. After him darted
his Form master. They flew across the
vad, both going strong.
e Gosling !g shrieked Mr. Quelch,

William Gosling, sunning himself out-
side his lodge, turned his ancient head
in a leisur way. DBunter flaw past
him and vanizhed out of gates. It was
oo lats for Gosling to stop him.

Mr. Quelch did not stop to tell Gos-
ling what he thonght of him and his
jeisurely movements, There wag no

fime. He rushed out of gates alter
Bunter.
“Dunter! Btop !”

The fat junior had been about to stop
and take breath. That infuriated voice
behind him urged him to fresh efforts.

He flcw up the road.

“Loder!” shricked Mr. Quelch.

Sauntering slong the road was Loder
of the Sixth—ahead of Bunter. Leder
stared. _ .

Mever had Loder beheld such a sight
—a hatless, crimson-faced junior fleeing,

& crimson-faced Form master rushing
on his track with his gown sailing ouk
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“ Bunter | Biop |’ shrieked Mr. Quelek, That infuriated volee behind the fat junfor urged him to fresh efforts, and he

falrly flew up the road. *‘ Loder [ *

The Sixth-Former sauntering along the road ahead of Bunter, stopped, turned round,

and stared in astonishment at the strange slght. (Sec Chapter 8.)

behind him

in the wind. Loder
blinked.

But h> understood that he
was to stop Bunter.

£ GWE h Iur!‘EI’

Binter halted for a moment. ‘The
road ahead was closed—the road that
was the way to the circus, though even
Bunter would hardly have thought of
going to the circus while Mr. Quelch
was sprinting close behind. Bunter was
not quick on the uptake; but Bunter
could act quickly at times—such times
as this!

With Loder in front, and Queleby in
the rear, Bunier had little cholce.
turned from the road and darted into &
footpath that led down to the river,

Loder rushed and grabbed too late,
Bunter, panting and pu ﬂ'E and blow-
ing, féw on, turned into the tow-path,

and raced on desperately up the bank

of the Bark. 1
My, Queleh stopped, reeled against a
tree, and- panted. _f-fis._ scholarly face
streamed with perspiration. "
B

“Toder! Grooogh! Loder!™
gpluttered. .

“Yos, sirt” said Loder, concealing a
grin. He was making mental notes, for
a description of this remarkable scene
in the Sixth Form studies later.

“Loder, that young rascal—that—that
Bunter, has brul{en de@enﬂﬂn—g;‘mugﬁ!
Loder, kindly follow him and bring him
back to the school. Use forcel EBrning
him back! Do not let him escape you!
Go at once! Oooch!™

“Oh " said Loder.

It had been Loder's intention to drop
in at the cireus that sfternoon, Loder
did not relich the task sget him. Loder
wes not & dutiful Ipmfect; but he de-
sired to stand well with the masters,
snd it was scarcely possible to refuse.

“Very well, sir,” he answered, “I'll
got him ¥

*Thank Loder!

you, Groocogh !

Lose no time! I—I will follow when
—when I have—oococh !—recovered Y
breath a little! Go at once! Oocooh!”

And TLoder of the Sixth sprinted
ﬂ%}ﬂﬂg the tow-path to take up the
chasa,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s -Lucky Find !

ILLY BUNTER blinked back over
B his shonlder. i
On his left was the shining
river, rippling and murmuring
through the reeds and rushes. On his
right was the wood, deep and shady,
with many little grassy paths running
up froim the tow-path to logt among
tha trees and ferns. Behind him, on
the tow-path, was the figure of Gerald
Loder, running; and further back, the
angular form of Mr. Quelch, followin
at & more moderate pace. Bunter gasped.
“Ow! That beast Loder! Wow!"

Bunter was mot much of a sprinter,
but no doubt he epould have distaneed
s middle-aged gentleman not accustomed
to athletice. 13ut he had no chance of
distancing Loder. The Sixth-Former
was cortain to run him down—absolutely
certain, Bunter had a start; but Loder
gfttha Sixth was coming up hand over

L.

“Oh dear!

Bunter rolled on, pufing and blowing.
He was not thinking of the circus now.

He was thinkinig only of escape. The

expression on Loder’'s face was not en-
f,'agi . Tha bully of the Sixth did not
ike chasing about on a hot afternoon:
and he logked as if he intonded to in-
demnify himself as soon a3 his grasp
closed on the fugitive Owl. And after
Loder had done with him, there was
Quelchy, whe also had strong emctions
to express, The prospect was appalling.

Bunter dodged into & woodland path,
and ran.

He left the {pa-th, and dudsbw.ad through
thickets and ferns and brambles, in hot
and breathless haste. Escape was his
only thought., Somehow or other he had
to get away from that beast, Loder, and

that other beast, Quelchy., Nothing else
mattered at present.
Speed could not save him—but in the

wood it was easy to dodge,
no scout to pick up a trail.

Bunter, breathless and fagged out,
dropped at iast into a thicket, and rested,
He screened bimseif from sight, and lay
palpitating.

era were footsteps cloze at hand.

Bunter erouched lower,

Footsteps and voices! The beasts were
st hand—though evidently ther did nos
goe Eim.

“ Have you found him, Loder!”

“Neo, sir.”

" He cannot be far away.”

“Hiding somewhere, I thivk, sir.”

““HBearch for hira, Loder—search for
him! 'The wretched bov, I am sure,
13 planning te go to the circus, againss
my express orders, Kindly search for
him without losing time, Loder.”

"-'.II.FEH-I,. Eif !Jl

“Bunter, as he crouched in
heard & rustling and stirring in the
wood. He breathed more freoly as the
sound drew farther away.

Hea ventured to rise to his feet at last,
and blink round him. Through the
ngemngs of the trees he could see the
shining river. Out on the river was a
shining spot that reflected the rays of
the sun. Bunter blinked at it, puzzled
to know what it was, for some moments.
Then he realised that it was a bald
head. There was a swimmer in the
water, and his head was as bare of hair
a3 & billiard ball. Loder's voire camo

iConfinued on pege 10.)
Trae Macxer Lismary,—MNo. 1,069,
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suddenly to Bunter's cara; he was hail-
ing the swimmer.

“"Hallo! You there! Have you seen
n boy along the tow-pathi” .

There was no reply from the swimmer.

He struck out for the further side of
the river, as if desirous of avoiding
observation. !

Loder grunted, and tramped on, still
searching for Dunter, his temper grow-
ing worse every moment, as Bunter
could easily guess.

“0h, lor'!” groaned Bunter.

He rather wished that he had re-
mained in the Form-room. Detention
was not ao bad as this! But it was too
late to think of that now.

There was silence round him in the
wood, there was a chance of geiting
away along the tow-path. Xe knew
where to strike the footpath that led
from the river to Courtfield Common,
it onlv the way was clear. The cireus
iﬁht ba a possibility after all.

a.

crept cautiously towards the
stream. But before emerging into the
tow-path, Bunter put his out, like

a tortoise putting its head out of its
shell, and blinked cautiously to and fro.
He drew his head back quickly. In
il:ﬁbldiﬁtance an angular figure was
Fisiole,

“Beast !" gasped Bunter, as he popped
back inte cover. -

Mr. Quelch, apparently, was watching
the tow-path, while Loder searched the
wood along the path. Bunter guaked.
Escape was cut off : and at any moment
the Sixth-Form prefect might fall upon
him. He groaned dismally.

There was nothing for it but to keep
in cover: and Billy Bunter plunged into
s thicket. He siumbled over something,
and grunted.

Then he stared.

It was & silk hat he had stumbled
Over.

Bunter hlinked. .

In that little thicket, the swimmer in
tho Sark had eﬁdentlﬁ deposited his
clothes, when he changed into & bathing-
costume, out of =sight of passers-by. A
bell-brimmed silk hat, a suit of checks
with vertieal blue stripes, a fancy waist-

aat, lay there—and they seemed vaguely
%ﬂiu toc Bunter. e was sure that
he had seen those clothes before some-
where. He remembered all of 2 sudden.
These were the striking garments of Mr.
Montgomery 8t. Leger Whifflea, pro-
prietorof Whiffles' World-Famous Circus,

Bunter was perplexed for some
moments.

Thesa clothes, beyvond a doubt, be-
longed to Mr. Whiffles, But the

swimmer in the Sark was bald-headed;
his head reflected the rays of the sun
from an absolvtely bare surface. And
Me, Whiifles wore his hair long,
But the mystery was explained the
next moment, az Banter's blink fsll on
ToEE Mag¥ET Lipmrary.—No. 1,060.

2, Wsomo articles that had tumbled out of
- the silk hat when he stumbled on it

“0Oh!" gasped Bunter.

He grinned.

An ample wig, of nut-brown curly
hair, lay there; and in i, a little
pointed beard, and a moustache with

curled-up waxzed ends

Billy Bunter chuckled.

He forgot, for a moment, his danger,
in his interest in this remarkable
discovery,

Evidently, Montgomery 8t Leger
VWhiffles was not the natural- owner of
that ample head of hair he sported.

MNe doubt he was the legal owner.
He had bought it and paid for it. Mr.
Whiffles’ ample locks were a wig!

“(Oh, my hat' murmured Bunter.
_Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles fan-
cied himself as a man with an ample
head of hair, o mounstache, and a beard!
But he happened to be one of those
men whose natural crop is sparse.

Neither beard nor moustache would
grow on Mr, Whiffles' smooth face. But
where nature had failed, Art had come
to the rescus.

No doubt Mr. Whifflea had once had
hair on_his head, though nature denied
it ta him on his chin and upper lip.
But it had gone; and its E}uce had
been supplied by the skill of the hair-
dresser.

Pmb&bi{qthis accounted for the fact
that Mr, Whiffles did not care for sea-
bathing, and preferred s quiet and
secluded spot, far from the ntaddi
erowd! He could not bathe in his arti-
ficial hirsute adornments, that was cer-
tain. Once the adhesive gum was wetted,
wig and moustache and beard would
have floated off. It was rather hard on
Mr. Whitfles, who was keen on swim-
ming. But there was no help for it;
only in guiet” and secluded spots, such
as this, did Mr., Whifles venture to
disport himself in the water.

Billy Bunter blinked out of the thicket,
across the stream. Far across, close to
tha epposite bank, he canght a glitter
f;ﬂﬂ:} ?ée wateri ﬂzd knew that it was
the bald pate o ontgomery Bi, Legoer
Whiffles. Mr. Whiffles was Eka&pinggga
far away as he could, until these un-
welcome intruders had clearod off from
the solitary tow-path. '

Bunter sat down, and eyed the pos-
sessiong of Mr, Whiffles,

The swimmer's clothes were at his
mercy !  And the idea germinated in
Bunter’s fat brain of changing his Etems
for Mr. Whiffles’ clothes, and thus
escaping.

His eves glimmered behind his big
spectacles at the thought.

Mr. Whifflas was scarcely half an inch

taller than Bunter. Sideways, he was

about the same. clothes would fit
Bunter almost perfectly. And if the
beasts who were watching for Bunter
saw him emerge in mch garb, surely
they would not koow he was Bunter,
and he would be able fo walk away
in security. He debated it in his fat
mind. - It he could cover up his face
sofmehow, it was a3 safe as honses, He
might hold a handkerchief to his face,
like a man with & cold. But—-—

Then he suddenly chuckled.

Wig and beard and moustache were
all there! He had only to stick them
on, to be Mr. Whiffles to the life.

“HE-,. hﬂ, hﬁ[u 1

Bunter heard a distant rustling in the
wood. er was gearching the foot-
paths for him, Bunter could imegine
with whbat feelings. He remained as
quiet a3 a startled rabbit till the rust-
ling died away again. Mr, Quelch was
still on the towpdth., Mr. WhifHes—un-
willing to display his shiny scalp to the

e rer—

public gaze—was still on the other side
of the river., Billy Bintor made up his
mind fo it. Any other fellow, whatever
his own difficulties, might have hesitated
to deprive & swimmer of his clothes, and
0 leave him in an extremely uncom-
fortable: and uneviable position. But
congiderations- of that kind did not
trouble the Owl of the Remove. All his
thoughts wera concantrated on one indi-
vidual--W. . Bunter,
He grabbed up the striped trousers
and started. But, ample as were Mr,
iffles’ garments, Bunter found that
he could not get them on over his own.
In circumfercrice he ran Mr. Whiffes

very close, Ha had to change hi: own
clothes for those of Mr. Wﬁﬂlﬂm and
that ha proceeded o do,

Some fellows, bagging & bather’s

clothes in this way, would have been
quite pleased to leave their own in
exchange. Not so Bunter. He had no
desire whatever to part with a seuit of
Etons. Certainly, Mr. Whiffes would
have looked very remarkable in Etons.
They would have fitted him, no doubt;
but the contrast between the school-
boy’s ciothes and Mr, Whiffles' bald head
would have been very etriking, Still, it
was probable that Mr. Whifles would
have been been glad of them, when he
found his own clothes gone.

Bunter, howaver, was not bothering
about Mr. Whiffles. He had his bath-
ing costume, anyhow. And, for-
tunately, it was a very warm day. Tt
was probable that the loss of his wig
would trouble Mr, Whifles even more
than the loss of his clothes. But, again,
Bunter had no time to worry about
that. This discovery was & atroke of
the purest luck for him, whatever it
%1 I'E be for. Montgomery 8t. Leger

s,

In a few minutes, William George
Bunter was attired in Mr, Whiffles'
clothes, and his own were rolled up in a
bundle. That bundle he ecrammed into
a little attache.case that lay in the

razs, and in which, as he guessed, Mr.

hiffles had hrnug‘ﬁt— along his bathing
costume. In that attache.case was a
hand-mirror, which Mr. Whiffles would
hg.vqneeded' for the proper adjusting of.
his hirsute adornments. Bunter sjugk it
in a forked bough, and proceeded with
his further disguise, with the aid of the
mirror,

On the wig and the moustache and
the beard were little adhesive patches,
which had only to be damped {o make
them stick. Bunter knew aﬁ shout this:
ho had come across such things as a
member of the Remove Dramatio
Society. He fitted the ample wig on his
head, and his own crop of hair com-
pletely dizappeared under it. Ho fixed
the waxed moustache on his ulahpm_- lip,
and the little, pointed beard on his chin,

He almost jumped at his reflection in
the glass when he had finished.

It was not the face of Billy Bunter
that looked back et him; jt was the face
of the proprietor of Whifles' World-
Famous Circus.

The only difference was that Mr.
Whifles wore gold-rimmed glasses and
Bunter's had rims of steel. He counld
not, -of course, adopt the circus gentle-
man's glasses, a3 could not ses
through the lenses. But that was only
n.detail, In all other respects he was
Mr. Whiffles' twin, His fat cheeks end
podgy little nose wera very like those of
Mo, {Vhifﬂus, and the wig, the beard,
and the moustache did the rest. Bunter
himself could hardly believe that it w
not Mr. Whiffles who was blinking a
him from the lnnku;Fﬁglaaa.

He grinned cheeri il.

He had not the slightest doubt of get-
ting olear in this rig. Once safe at &
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distance, he ceuld chenge back. Then
ho could. go to the circua. By the time
ho raturned to Greyfriars hc hopad Mr.
Quelch would have cooled down. Any-
% O Rodet would be Hone with, Bunter
was inning to think that he was-in
lnck, after all, that afterrioon.

- He put Mr. Whiffles’ silk hat on the
curly TE; it fitted him almost to a hair.
Then -

the river again. Mr. Quelch was pacin
at a distance. The bald sealp sti
pleamed from the water on the ather
side of the Bark. From behind Bunter
came a rustling, and a muttering, angry
voice. Loder was not far off.  Billy
Bunter drew a déep Breath. - His fat
heart palpitated with fuck; but that
rustle in the wood decided him. Loder
was close at hand, and it was neck or
nothing.

_ Taking his courage in beoth hands, as
it were, Billy Bunter stepped out of the
thmkutlg inte the open towpath, and into
the full view of Henry Samusl Quelch,

———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Gelting Away With Ii !

R. QUELCH frowned.
slancing along the towpaiil
' as he observed a movement in
the thickets that bordered it,
he had expected, or at least d, to
see Billy Bunter emerge—to fall into
the hands of vengeance.

Instead of which, he saw a little, fat,
bearded man in striped cheeks—a man
he had seen once before, or believed he
had, and did not liké or approve of.

He frowned, and sniffed impatiently.

He wanted Bunter, and he had no
uze for Montgomery St Leger WhilHles.

Certainly it did not occur to him that
the stri suit, the fancy waisteoat, tho
silkk hat, the nut-brown wig, tho mous-
tache and the beard of Mr. Whiffles
concealad the Owl of the Ramove,

Had he known that the bald-headed
swimmer across the river was Mre
Whifles, even then he would not have
ﬁunlpecfed that this was Bunter. But he
did net, of courze, know that the
swimmer. wag Mr. Whiles. He had
lzst seen Mr. Whiffles with a thick head
of hair. The billiards-ball. scalp that
shone from the Sark bore no resem-
blance whatever to that.

Bunter hesitated on the towpath.

Hs was ready to bolt hack into .the
wood at a sign of Zuspicion from Mr.
Quelch, though it would vory likely
heve been to bolt inte the arms of Loder
of the Bixth.

But thers was no sign of suspicion
from Mr. Quelch,

Al Mr. Queleh saw was & fat circus
man, with an attache.case in his hand,
and there was nothing suspicious in that,

He frowned, he sniffed,” and he turned
aside, to stave up one of the little grassy
paths 1n the wood, and to call out to
Loder, -

Bunter breathed hard and deep.

He had to pass Mr. Quelch, to get
along to Courthield common, and he had
thoiught of retreating in the othor direc-
tion, back towards the school, But he
felt that it was not necessary now to
waste time, Boldly he rolled on wp the
F1ver.

“2ic! Excuse me!™ Ay, Quelch,
struck by’ a sudden thought, turmed
back from the wood, and addressed the
fat gentleman as he came by. ““Will
youl %a kind encugh to tell me H you
have seen & schoolboy lwking in the
weod or along the towpathi”™

Bunter stopped, slmost gasping for
breath. He '.fld not trust himself to

TuEE Mao¥ET LiBRARY.—No. 1,069

e blinked out of the thickets to

5pet:!111r. He pointed back slong the tow-

“You have seen him 7" exclaimed Alr.
Guelch.

Bunter nodded.

“In that direction ™

Another nod.

- " A schoolboy—a very fat and some-
what clumsy and unwieldy boy,” said
Mr. Queleh, in order to leave no roomn
for a mistake. “A short, fat, clumsy,
unwicldy in spectacles¥”

The fat gontlemman glared at him
thrmgh the very epectacles to which
AMr. Quelch was alluding. The deserip-
tion Mr. Queleh gave of Bunter might
have enablad anyone to recognise him—
except Bunter. The Owl of the Remove
did not recognise the deseription at ail,
To describe a well-set-up, good-locking,
sturdy, distinguished t'l:'l'i:::]w like Bunter
as a fat, unwieldy, elumsy schoolboy was
manifestly absurd. It was snnoving,
tog. DBunter did not lhke it. Billy
Bunter turned his back on Mr. Quelch
and marched off.

away up the river on another person,
niay be better imagined than described.

Treading water, Mr, Whifles shouted

“Hit Btop !
Blighter! Stop!™

Bunter did not ato&

An anxious blink behind showed W3
that Mr. Quecleh had diaaﬁpenred gound
a curve in the towpath, where th
winding river turned. Loder was
swallowed up by the woods. :
Whiffies came swimming back across the
river with long strokes. On land, Mr.
Whiffles resembled a barrel in his
motions, but he was very active in the
water, and he came swiftly. Bunter
broke into & run. A bald head and two
fiery eyes glittered from the river, as
Mr. Whiffles swam furiously across.
Dut. the Sark was wide at that point,
and the current fairly strong and, gocd

frantically.

Thief ! Yillain!

(Continued on next page.)

Mr, Quelch stared
after him, He had
not approved of Mr,
Whifles at Grey-
friars, .and he =
proved of him still
laas now. He
thought his mauners
shocking.

However, he had S
learned what he P
desired to know—
where - Bunter had
been seen. Heo hur-
ried down the tow-
path in the direction
winted out by the

at gentleman. He
called to Loder as
‘he went; but the
tired and exasper
ated Loder was still
beating the wood
for Bunter, and did |
not hear—at least,
did mnot apswer.
Loder was yearning,
by this time, to get
his hands on Bunter.
Had he succecded in
collaring "the faf
junior, little of
Bunter would bave
been left for Mr,
Quelch.

But PBunter was
safe from being col.
lared now. Ho hur-
ried up the towpath,
with a fat grin dis-
%&;‘ed between Me.

hififles’ beard and
Mr. Whiffles' waxed

ey,
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Bunter started.

“Hil Stop!
Youl”

It was & zhout, or,
rather, & ‘frantic

ell, from the river.
unter blinkey
across the water.

He had forgottes
Montgomer &6
Lopor Whifiles,. Buag
ho was rolling u
the fowpath in full
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when he suddenly
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his hat,- his hasair,
antd hizs heard and
moustache, walking |

Sent
val.
Carria.
small
funded if

) ONLY 2/6 A WEEK
Brand New 1828 Covent
Models, Fully Guarzntesd,

on 15 Dﬁ}l‘f BIODTO-
Packed free Pl;nd .
paid. Ooly a \E
posit. Money re-
digsatisfad.

Write to-day. Istablished

A o B
| G*mfu

ovanTry. Lvo)FREF



18

READ THE TOPPING GREYFRIARS YARN IN THIS WEEK'S **POPULAR™)

swimmer as Mr. Whifles was, he was
some time gettmg across, and then the
corrent had carried him down, while
Bunter was going up.
i By tt:ia Ei_met }fhed-::i‘rnqs gent‘ijen}an had
r £ imsell, dripping and panfin
th:ffgh the rushes to the tuwpntﬁ:
Bunter had vanished into the footpath
that led to Courtfield Common, and was
going at a trot,

Mr. Whiffles stood on the bank,
streaming with water, gesticulating
and almost raving,

The sound of a footstep startled him,
It was only Loder rooting ahout in the
bush, But it was enmough for M,
Whifles. He wore quite & nice bathing-
costume, but the top of his head
reflected back the rays of the sun like
& mirror and, in that state of beauty
unadorned, as & poet would say, M.
Yhiffles abjected to being seen,

Nobody at the cirens—so far as he
knew—even suspected that his hair was
false—not & member of the public
dreamed of it-—so far as he knew. To
be seen hairless was the greatest blow
that could have befallen Mrp, Whiffles
Yanity was his little weakness, He
turned towards the river and dived in.
Anyhow, it was impossible to overtake
the thief the villain, the blighter who
had annexed his clothes.

The thief, the willain, the Dblizhter
might have taken any of a doren paths
UF from the bank through the woods,
all of them eq}‘xialiy unknown to Alr,
Whifflee. All Mr. Whiffles could do
was to keep his shining =zealp out of the
publie wview: and that he did He
plunged into the river and swam away.
Secn from a distange, he could not be
recoguised as Montpomery Eb. Leger
Whiffles, and his bald head nught be
supposed to be anybody’s hald head.

_ With feelings too deep to be expressed
in any known language, Mr. Whiffles
sWwam.

His first thought—naturally the frst
thought of any gbald gentlernan whosc
wig had been feloniously abstracted—
was to keep out of sight, till he could
think what to do.

But when Me. Whiffles tried te think
out what to do, he was at & loss. There
was nothing to do

He could not remain in the river fov
ever. It was impossible for him to
begin his earser again, in middle life,
as an amphibian He could not, on the
other hand, leave the river. Even it
he could have walked abroad in &
bathing-costume, he could not walk
abroad minus hiz hair. That was
impoasible.

As it was impossible to remain per-
manently in the river, and impossible to
leave 1t, Mr. Whiffles was hemmed in
between two impossibilities; a  most
imenviable situation for any gentleman.

Bunter might have felt rather
concerned  and  worried abont the
hapless position in which he had left
Mr. Whiffles, had he been acewstomed
to wasting his valuable thoughts on
others,

Fortunately, he wasn't,

t

Buniter trotted alon
blinking _over his shoulder several
times. No fal gentleman with shining
scalp was to be seen in pursuit. Thete
was no sign of Mr, Quelch or Loder.
It was all right for Bunter! As 1t was
all right for Bunter there was, of
course, mnothin to  worry abeut.
Dismissing Mr. %\'hiﬁes wholly from his
mind, Billy Bunter rolled on, his spirits
rising at every step, and rolled out at
last on Courtfield Common in quite a
cheery mood.
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the footpath,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter ai the Circus |

1 gma, UVNOR
G Billy Bunter started,

He had come to a halt on
the wide, grassy common. In
the far distance he could see the banner
that floated over the summit of the big
eireus tent, and etrains of more or less
harmonious musiec reached hiz ears on
the summer breeze. Bunter was
considering where to look for a place
of concealment, in which he could
change back into his own clothes and
resume his own identity. He had
adopted Mr. Whiffles’ outward aspect
to escape pursuit, and now he had left
pursuit far behind. To changa into his
proper person again, and get to the
circus, was the pext item on the pro-
gramime, The Eer.[m"mahcre, probably,
was half over by this time, but that
made 1t all the easter fo sneak into the
big tént under the canvas flap. That
was what Bunter was thinking of, when
a inan leading two horses came in sight
round a clump of hawthorns, and
touched his hat and addressed him as
guv nor.
Bunter drew a hurried breath.
Obviously, this was a ecircus man.
Cbviously, too, he took Bunter for Mr.
Whiffles, 25 indeed, he could hardly fail
to do.
To keep up the game was imperative,

The cireus man looked rather a rough
fellow. But the nicest and best-
mannered circus man would certoinly
have collared Bunter without ceremony
had he known that the person beioro
him was a schodlboy who had bagged
his employer’s clothes. Tt ‘suddenly
rushed - imto DBunter's mind that he
might be accused of stealing those
clothes! He had not thought of that
before! He might be run in! Bunier
felt a cold thrill down hiz spine at the
thought.

The cireus man had stopped, with
the two horses. There were many horses
altached to the circus and thesa iwo,
apparcntly, were being led [ariher off
to pasture. Bunter would have been
pleased to see an earthquake enguli the
circus man and his horses, But no such
cataclysm was likely to cccur on Court-
fu:-]d ommon, and DBunter had to face
i out.

“(h!” he gasped. “Yes! Whatt”

“'Ad a good swim, guvinor?”

“Oh! Ah! Yes. Fine!”

Bunter noticed that the man looked at
him, and wondered for &n awlful insfant
whether her was spotted.

But there was no suspicion in the
cirens man's face. No doubt he had
noted that his guv'nor’s voice was a
little different from usual. The rest of
hima wasg quite the same as usual.

“I've been wanting to speak to you,
sir, if you’ll allow me,” said the man, in
a very civil tone.

“Oh! Yes!® :

“1 never meant to give Mr. Danee no
offence, sip!™

“0Oh! Didn't you?” gasped Bunfer,
wondering whe Mr. Dance might
possibly = be.- No doubt somecone
connected with the eireus.

“MNo, sir! Mr. Dance is rather a "ard
man, sir!" .
“Ah! Yes! Quite!™

“If vou'd ask 'im to look over it, sir,
I'd take it kindiy.™

117 Dh !ll

“'Tain't that I can’t get another job,
sit,” said the man, “But I don’t like
leaving vou, guv'nor. That's what it
is] There ain't & man in the circus
wi]lijug to leave & guv'nor like you,
gir !’
Bunter grinned.

Evidently Mr, Dance was gomeone in
suthority in_ the circus, and he had

iven. this chap the sack. And this

ap knew what was Mr. WhifHes' little
weakness, -and was Hattering him as he
supposed—to get the order of the sack
rescinded.

That grin on the fat face enconraged
the circus man. He did not know its
-Ausa,

“P'raps you'll kindly ask Mr. Dance
to lock over it, sir,” said the man.
“I'd take it very kindly, guv'nor.”

“Certainly I” said Bunter, “I'll msk
h‘:rxﬁ—‘T mean, I'Nl tell him. That's all
r] ‘l?‘

E:‘Tb.mallr you kindly, sir! There ain't
a gentleman like you in the business,
sir, in the 'ole kingdom ! gaid the circus
man. “It's & plessure to work for you,
sir, if you 'don't mind my saying so,
guv'nor "

“Not at all,” said Bunter. He was
guits confident now, and his mancer
was genial and patronising. Bunter
liked civility and gaitery, even if they
were intended for somebody else. “I'll
zee to it!. Rely on mel Let's see,
what's your name, my man?"

The man blinked at him,

“You've forgot my name, guv'nor?”
he ejaculated involuntarily. ,

Bunter breathed hard. It was a slip,
but Bunter carried it off with an zir of
fat importance, very like that of the
genuine Mr. Whiffles.

“Mvy good man, you can't expect me
to remernber the names of all the hands
I ﬂn.‘}plﬂy, ? he said loftily.

“Very good, sir! Name of Slaney,
E]. it

1
I.
Yeos!

*“QOh! I recall it now,” zaid
Bunter calmly. “I'll speak to Mr.
Dance, Slaney ! That’s all right.”
*Thank you kindly, sir.”
“Not at all, my good fellow, not at
all!” said Bunter. And he rolled on,
glad to escape.

Ha rolled towards the circus, realising
that Blaney would be surprised if he
proceeded 1n any other direction. He
stopped at & clump -of bushes, that
looked like a favourable spot for chang-
ing, out of sight. He blinked round,
and jumped as he saw the circus man
in the distance following him. For =&
second, Bunter's fat heart stood still.
Ha saw hime=elf suspected, discovared,
denounced, run in for stealing clothes
ﬁwm: s bather—and his bleod turned
cold.

The next moment he recovered, as he
saw that Slaney was not hurrying, and
not looking in the least susi::mush Tha
man was simply walking back to the
circua after placing the horses to graze,
and natur he had taken the same
direction as Bunter.

The fat Owl of Greyiriars relled on.

Slaney was not suspicious, but he
would have become extremely sus-
picious, it was certain, had Mr. ifflea
disa%p&ared into & clump of bushes, and
a[ aﬁ oolboy in Htons emerged instead
of him.

There was nothing for it but to keep
on,-and Bunter kept on, slowly, with the
result that the circus man drew nearer
and nearer.

Bunter was on nﬁeu gronnd now, past
the last of the bushes, and there was no
cover to dodge into, unless he changed
his direction entirely, and walked away
fiom the circus altogether.

Three or four hands belonging to the
show were loafing about, while the
performance was on in the big tent,
and they all touched their hats very
msseeuu ly to the new Mr. Whifles—
evidently seeing no difference whatever
hﬁ!l;ween the new Mr. Whiffies and the
o

Bunter acknowledged the salutes in
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a lofty way, quite like Mr, WhifHes'
own. When 1t came to swanking,
Bunter did not need to play a part, he
had only to ke his matural self.

More and more encouraged at passing
muster 1n this way, Bunter rolled on,
no longer thinking of changing back
tite Etons. Why should he not enter
the circus as he was? Half & dozen
imen wha knew Mr. Whiffles had seen
him, and obviously taken him for Mont-
gomery St. Leger himself. He realiszed
that it would be quite fafe to walk into
the tent as the cireus boss; indeed,
much safer than attempting to ereep in
under the canvas flap, with s¢ many
eyes about to spot hum.

Bunter grinned at the idea.

It was risky, perhaps! Byt one of
Bunter’s missions in life was to ex-
ciplify the truth of the ancient proverh,
that Tools rush in where angels fear to
iread. DBesides, it was only a choice of
risks that he had. If he was spotted
changing out of Mr. Whiffles' clothes
into his own, there was irouble to be
looked for. If he was spotted sncaking
in under the tent Map, he could expect

trouble. Matters having gone so far,
it really was safer to keep on as Mont-
comery St. Leger Whithes, than as

William George Bunter,

Bunter rolled on, and reached the
cavavans camped at a little distance
from the big tent. He easily picked
ont the %:)rganuﬁlrrpainted van from
which he had zeen Mr. Whiffles alight
at the gates of Greyfriars the previous
day. hat, undoubtedly, was Mr.
Whiffles” van—DBunter’s van now. The
caravan was painted in a rather striking
scheme of blue and red and gold, doubt-
less to catch the public eye when Mr,
Whiffles - was “processing.”  DBunter
glanced round and beckoned to Slaney.

“Here, my mgn!”

“Yes, guv'nor.”
Slaney hurried ‘-Ll?. Being under the
order of the sack from Mr. Dance, he

was very anxious to propitiate Mr.
F'Hii*i”ﬂasz:u.F ¥

*Put that attache case in my van.”

“ Buttingly, sir.”

Slaney took the attache case from
Bunter, and carried it into the blue
and red van, as Bunter expected. Bunter
was tired of the weight of that attache
caze, The circus performance could not
last mote than another hour or so, and
Bunter considered it unlikely that tho
real Mr. Whifles would, in that short
space of time, obtein & suit of clothes
from anywhere, to enable him to return.
Bunter had plenty of timo to ses the
rest of the show, and leave, before there
was any likelthood of tho cireus pro-
prietor showing up.

Bunter rolled round to the entrance
of the tent.

It did not occur to him, for tha
moment, that the circus bosz would ha
more likely to enter from the back,
where the performers went in.

But, a3 a matter of fact, Mr. Whifles
sometimes went “in front” in order to
sit with the audience, and see how they
were “taking' it. So there was nothing
unusual in his present proceedings.

The man in the ticket box saluted
Bunter respectfully, Buater gave him
a patronising nod.

“Er—how's Thusiness g:ﬂing #*  hae
acked. He was-feeling quite equal to
playing his part now, and making a
venture,

“ Nearly full, sir,” said the man. “Lot
of schoolboys ‘ere from the big school
near Friardale, sir.,”

Thera was a burst of hand-clapping
from within the tent.

“Thompson’a getting ihe ’ands, sir,”
said the ticket man.-

'.._.

Having atilred himself in Mr, Whiffles” cloth
moustache on his upper lip, and the iitile pointed

S o ]
h‘?"‘"ul‘? \

SRS

S

?
o

o

Billy Bunter fized the wax
on his chin. He almost

jumped at his refloction in the glass, when be had Onished, (See Chepler 9.)

But Bunter did not know what “"get-
ting the hands” meant, neither was he
aware. that Signor Tomasso Tomsonio
was, in private life, Tommy Thompson.

“Oh! Ah! Yes!” Bunter assented.

He rolled in, . -

An sttendent touched his hat to him.
Bunter remembered that Mr. YWhifHlcs
had meniicned a Royal Box in speak-
ing to Dr. Locke.

“Here, my man!” he said.

“* Yes, sir.”

“* Anybody in the Royel Box 1"

“No, sir; vacant to.day.”

“Take me there!” commanded
DBunter. ; .

The attendant blinked at him. Per-
haps he ected Mr. Whiffles to know
his way te his own Royal Bex,

Bunter realised thet he had made
another sh A fellow couldn’t think
of everything at once. At all events;
Bunter couldn’t. Again ho resorted
to the high hand, and again he got

away with it

“Don’t stand gaping {here!” he
snapped. “Do as you're told!”

“Ohl Yes, sir!"” gasped the atten-

dant.

He led the way to the Royal Box.
That box, when Buntee reached if, did
not appear wholly worthy of its grandi-
loquent title. 8till, it was the best box
in the tent, though its walls were only
of canvas. There was a comfortable
chair, and that was
wanted, after hizs many exertions that
warm afternoon. He sank into the

chair with a gasp of relief.

what Bunter:

“1 suppose you can get refreshments
in here!? he said.

i Eh?”l

Tho attendant quite jumped. Tn-
doubtedly, he expected Mr. Whifes to
know whether he could get réfreshments
1 Ill.‘} OWIl CIréus. ..

Bunter breathed hard. Ho scemed 1o
put his foot in ik

n'i

“I—1 mean—" he stammered.
—1 mean—look here, I want & lemon
squash! Trot it slong! If you want
the sack, say so.”

“Oh, sir! Yes, sir!"” gasped ihe man,
"Iess'n & minute, Mr. Whiffles.”

“Hurry up, then,” growled Bunter.
“1'm j_nin' thirsty after—after—after
that swim.”

“Yes, =ir”

The attendant hurried away. From
hehind & canvas wall Bunter heard an
agitated whisper; the attendant hed
doubtless forgotten that canvas walis
were thin. ;

“The old covey's come back in =
Llinking bad temper, Bill.”

“ "Umour him, George,” =aid another
voice, “'He ain’t a bad zort when he's
vumoured.”

Bunter grinned. . )

In less than the promised minute,
George was back with the lemon »quash,

“Anything else, six?™

“No, George.” Bunter knew tha
nan's name now. You can hook it."

“Oh! Yes sir.”

George hooked it. And Buouter
settled down luxuriously in the comforts

Tee Magxer LIBRART.—Ne. 1,080,
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sble chair in the Rujrnl Box, = m ius
lemon equaszh, and watched 51&

Heo was at the circus after ild- And
-he was sceing the circus in wvefy dis-
lmgmshed and mmimtab!a CIrcim-
stanoes, ﬁ:mmh mig ht rage at Grﬁ-
!nua—ﬂr Whifles might rave in tle
River Bark. Bunter dtam:md both of
them from his fat mind. The present
was onough for him, and the future
could take care of iteslf. RBilly Bunter

p&md lemon squash, watched show,
m folt very satisfied with himself- m-:i

hings generally.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Going Sirong 1

HIFFLES has come
remarked Bob Cherry.

He glanced at the canvas

E ey compartment = which was
dlﬁg;f‘wd by the name of the Royal Box.

rton followed his glance.

Lolling in a comfortable, if not
elegant, aititude in the armchair in the
Royal Box, was a short, faé figure that
was very familiar.

In Etons' it -would have resémbled
Billy Bunter of the Bemove. In checks
and fancy waistcoat, pmntad. beard and
muuatlcha and nurljr wig, it stood forth

Meontgomery Bt. Leger Whiffles.

“Hea emiling at ua." said Nugent,

and he fava ' dteeriugrm back at the

is !

fat gentleman in the

That fat geniloman cerisinly was
smiling.

Bunter had spotted the Famous Five,

and wus looking towards them, and he
prinned as he wondered what they
would have thotght had they guessed
that he was William George Bunter.

Obriously they did not guess any-
v oy o B B
evaryone e o wWas ery
Leger Whifes.

The last turn was on now. Samson,
the Strong Man of the ctrcus wnrhfilnp:
terrific weights, and performing
foats of strongth to astonish the natives.

Billy Bunter drew Mr, Whifles' big
gﬂl& wabch from Mr. Whiles’ waistcoat

t, and glanced st it. It waa nearly
ﬁw. n"u-'lnc!: For 'a moment Bunter
wondered * what . hbad become of Mr.
Whiffles, and whether he was possibly
on his way baek to. circus, Buat he
dismissed the idea. He had left Mr.
Whifftes nothing but a bathing-towel,
Wrapped in that towel, it was un.
hlm]:.r that Mr. Whifles would walk
home. It was much more likely that he
would wait till dark, at least, before
be ventured to walk abroad in the light
attire of a bathing-suit and a bathing-
towel. Dn the hesch at Margate sue
attire might muster: but in the
rural region Clourthisld, a gantlnmau
m utt:red raf %re&i; risk of baing “run

v the ice, Bunter comsidered
thut Hr ifles was safe till .dark.
That gave Bunter plenty of time. He
was eo satisfied with his success in

Iaying the part of the circus boss that
ﬂe was in no hurry to part with his
horrowed plumes. Like the ass in the
llg:m s den, Bunter wanted to play lion

s long as he conld.

Mnrmver, he was getting hungry.

This was a serious matter—much
more serious than the unknown fate of
Ar. Whifflea.

Bunter had bagged a lemon-squash
simply by giving the m:dar for it to an
nb&aqumus attendant. Now that he had
had time for reflection, he reslised that
he could = d- himself much mare
extensively th:m ﬂmt All that was
required was nerve. Bunter had plenty

of nerve when there was no danger, and
Tee Macxer Lizmapy.—No. 1,060,

people out.

HGW there seemed no danger. D]lang-
ing back . into his omn proper person,
and *geiting away, was & problem he
had not. yet solved. Now he dismissed
that p em. . Ha was gmng to con-
tinug as Whiffles, and make the most of
it, The very least it would be warth
to him wasg a feed in- Mr. Whiffles” van.
Bunter grinned cheerily it the prospect.
The last turn over, the band b&gnn to
discourse sweek musm, to play the
began to ty, and

crowds filed along ‘towards Ea exits.
Bunter remsined “whore he was. He
considered it. wiser to avoid COM g
into contact with Greyfrigrs fellows, of
whom there w ra dmm resent:. Harry

Wharton & eir way out,
passed before t’!:e Rﬂ al . Box, and
stapped to-speak to Mr. Billy

Bunter eaught: his breath,

“Had a good swim this afterncon,
Mr. Whiffles?” asked Daoh.

“0h, vea!” gasped Bunler.

"Rlppii:tg show,” said Wharton.

“Weo've enjoyed it no end, Mr.
Whiffles.™

“Fine!” said Bunter,

He grinned. ‘There was not the
ahghlmt ﬂuapmmn on the parkt of the
Famous Five, as indeed there could fot
possibly-be. And it cecurred to Bunter
that here was a good

portunity of
:ﬂﬁmp; these beasts what.ng thought of
BT
“1 say, you fellows—->"

The juniors looked at him. That style
of address was go like Billy Bunter that
it rather surprised them from Mr.
Whiffles.

* Look Eem, I'm going to make you
an offer,” said fat man.in the
Royal Box.

4 Eh ?H

“I'm thinking of putling on a new

tum.“amdth]:u%nm nad!u;]y, “I'm

to call- it r

Famous Five ¥Freaks.”
“Wha-a-2t?"

zoing
intette, or the

“You fellows would £ll the hill
splendidly. You with your features,
Cherr —”

ar l-t a

"And our feet, you know—"
rry stared blankly. .
2 End In with his grate.polish
complaxzion,” puﬂue& Bunter.
“My estegmed Whiffes——H

“And Nugent, with his milksop
face—"
“My —my—my milksop facel”

stuttered Frank.

“Yes, ﬁnd Bull, with his face like a
bnlldog

“ What’ that " gasped Jobhony Bull.

“ Anid Wharton, with his swanking
nirs, you know——"

“Mr. Whiffles!”

“1- DOTRr SAW such & queer gang, you
know,” seid Bunter. *You'd fairly
bring down the: house as the Five
Treaks, You'd simply have to walk

1)!

on! It would make them yell—what]!

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at -tho
circus 1o surprise, almost in stupe-
far.rtmn Hitherto, when they had

poken with Mr. Wh!lﬂe&, ‘the circus

hc-sa had been courtecus—exuberantiy
olite ahd courtecus, Now he szeemed
F have changed all of & sudden. They
surmised that he must have been drink-
ing. That was the only way to account
for hiz present remarks,
“T'l

“Take the offer,” said Bunter.

g'ul; you on as & star turn, & the Five.

rabjous Freaks. You wounldn't have
to' make up for the patt. You look it.”

“You cheeky old ass!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry breathlessly, with wrath. * What
the thump do you mean?”

- Bhut up ! retorted Bunter,

“Whyr, you—youo——"

“Shat up, I tell you! Yon talk too
myrch ! Th:s isn't the Remove passago
at Greyfriars, Elherryi You have- to
behave reelf herel Anothar word,
and I'll have you kirked ont "

“What?" reared Bob.

“Here, youl!” shouted Bunter to.
Slaney, who bad come into the ring
with several other hands to clear up
after the ddparting audience.

“¥Yeof, guv'nor?” gaid Blaney, coming
up te the box.

“Turn these young hooligans out

“ Buttingly, eir |

“ Kick~them out ! said Bunter, warm-
ing.to the work, as it were, It was tho
first time he had been able to deal with
the Famous Five as he considered they

deserved. Only yesterday, these beasts

had bumped him in the Remove pas
sape. Only

thiz morning they had lefi
him a. dame routid the quad when he

wanted to borrow s miserable shilling.

It was Bunter's turn now.

“‘Elr.tmda you!” said Blaney grufly,
%mmn to hustle the uniors. He
es what the troubls was about,

l:mt his = guv'nor's orders- were his
guv'nor’s orders,
:‘{:}Hmda gn}?mﬁ !I“ |- ed Whnﬂg.
o re 4 or 4, .
Whifles—" o
“Shut up 1"

Y Here, 'outside | exclaimed Slaney.
“Here, Bill, George, Tom, lend a hand
'ere! These blokes sre cheeking the
guv' nor [

“Eick them out!” roared Bunter,
standing up in the box az the wecireus
hands hustled the natunmhad and
enra ﬂd juniors, * Handle them ! Never

mm y-:su hurt them! Just chuck
them ﬂ-ut-'
“¥You cheeky -nld chump 1" roared
Julmnr: Buﬂ you weren't old
emmg er I'd jolly

nﬂh mr silly nose !*
" e, Dot
"'“EI'E. anuugh of that!® Elﬂiilﬂtd

Slaney. “Outside! Shove 'em out,
-:hu s] Cheeking the bossl Outside
them 1
F:ve or six rough fellows were
hust] m%' the Famous Five now.
Naturally, tho chums of the Remove
wera getta -a little excited. As Slaney
grnhbed urtmu shoulder 1o shove
im ‘along, the captain of the Remove

_hit out, and Slaney went spinning along

seats.

"Emk them out {* i;eited Bunter.
There was & breathless tussle, and tha
Famous Fwa, in' guite an infuriated
freme of  mind, were hustled and
bustied -along, and reached the nearnst
exit. . There they were bundled. out, tho
circus hands grinning after them as ﬂm;r

went headlong.

Billy Bunter rolled after the. buxtling
group, grinning with glee. He was
tasting the sweets of power ond
iuthbrlliﬁf now.

He chortled as the dismayed, dis-
hevelled, snd. infuristed junicrs were
bundled heidlong out of the tent.

“He, he, he!”

Harry Wharten & Co. picked them-
aelwsbﬂ{? dizzily. Thm was a very umo-
and unpleasant ending to &
];:rp‘i{’l afternoon at the circus. In
less wrath and indignoation, they
lamd hn.-:k at the circus hends who
had bundled them forth, and at the fnk
gentleman grinning behind them.
They were as astonished a3 enraged;
but there was no doubt they were en-
riged. And round fhe exit pathered
an intérested crowd, mmong whom
were two or three dozen iars
fellows.

e
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunfer Gets His Own Back |

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE, of
‘ the Fourth, grinned.
“Romove fag, kickin’ up a
shindy I'* he remarked.
“(h, rather!” said Dabney.
“What & crew!” remarked Fry.
“DBock uwp, you menl” gasped Bob

Cherry., “Let's get back and mop
them up!™

“The mopfulness is the proper
caper I gasped Hurrea Jamset Ram

Singh. “Let ws make o terrific

example of . the ludicrens rotters.”
“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.
“Hold on!” gasped Wharton. “We

don’t want to start serapping here.

That old donkey Whiffles must be
tipsy. Let's get out.”
L1} [ EEII':L l]ﬂrE 2

“Come on, old chap! Leot's get out,
for dness’ sake!™ urged the captain
of the Remove. “Weo can’t pot mixed
up in a shindy here.”

“Horrid bad form kickin' up a row
at tho circus,” remarked Temple to his
friends, “Just like Remove fags.”

“Oh, just!” said Wilkinson.

“Look here! I'm going to mop up

those cheeky rotters!” roared Bob
Cherry.

“He, he, ha!”

“Look out—here eomes o piddy
prefect I

Loder of the Sixth strode upon the
spat. Beeing Greyfriars juniors mixed
up in & row with circus Jha'qu, it was
Loder's duty te intervene, as a Sixth
Form prefect, And he was quite
pleased to intervenc. Loder had had
a rather profitless afternoon. A ‘whole
hour that he had intended to put in at
the cireus had heen spent rooting
throngh the thickets along the Sark
for Billy Bunter.

Probably the prefect wauld Liave been
rooting there still, had he heeded Mr.
Quelch. But Loder had disappeared
into ‘the  wood, leaving the move
master on the tow-path, and by devious
ways had walked off to the circus—
leaving Mr, ?u{*k‘h to hunt longer for
Bunter if ho liked. And so Loder had
only seén the last few turns at the
circus, and he was annoyed, and in a
bud temper, Ho he bore down on the
Foamouns Five in 8 mood .o deal with
them faithfully,

“Here, what's this?’ exelaimed
loder In his most bullying tone.
“Kicking. np & row here, you young
swoeps "

“No!™ roared Bob angrily. “Those
choeky rothors——-"

“That's enough! Get out of 181"

“Look here—"

“Go back to the school at once!”
snapped der. "I shall report you
to your Form master!”

“Wa bhaven't Lkicked up a row,
Loder!” gasped Frank Nugent., “Thase
heastly ronghs set on ug—--"

“ Rubbish 1*

“Look here, Loder——" exclaimed
Wharton,
“MNonsense! Go back to Greylriars

Now, then!” rapped out
rr,  “Sharp’s the word?!”
With  incexpressibla foelings,
Famous Five moved off, the whole
crowd grinning et them as they went.
As a matter of fact, it waz the best
thing they could do, for they had no
chance in B scrap with a crowd of
rough “cirens hands, and a report of
such a shindy would have caused them
sorious trouble later at Greyiriars.
']:"]'m£I moved off in a towering rage,
Billy Bunter's ecyes gleamed behind his

at once!
Loder.,
the

spectacles at (Gerald Loder. Loder had
given Bunter a lively time that alter-
noon. Now was the time to give
Loder ' a lively time in return—the
only’ chence Bunter was ever likely to
have of dealing with a Sixth Form
prefect.

He grabbed Slaney by the arm.

“Hee that chap?” he gasped.

“Yes, sir,” said Slaney.

“FPurn him off the ground.”

Slaney stared.

. "He ain't domo nothing, guv'nor.”

“He's o bad character,” said Bunter
—"“ a—a—n pickpocket! I—I know him
by sight! Turn him off the ground,
and kick him if he won't gol Hustle
him! Xick him hard! Make an
example of him "

“Just as  you say, gu¥'nor!”
answered Slaney, "and he called to his
comrades, and they started for Loder.

Loder of the Sixth was about fo
walk away, when the circus hands sur-
rounded him and began té hustle him.

Loder stared at them aongrily and

haug{hi[;r.
“Here, k your distance!™ he
snapped.  “What the thump do you
mean? Keep your distanee, vou
rufligns !

“Zhove bim salong, boys!” said
Slaney. “The gnv'nor says he's o pick-
pocket,™

“What?" roared Loder.

“OF you go, vyou young rascal!

“You - ain't picking any pockets’ cre!”
satd Slaney. “Now, then, off with
yon i*

Loder, hustled and bustled by half a
dozen ~hefty fellows, hit out angrily,
and the next moment he was grasp
in half & dozen pairs of hands, and was
being jerked and hooked along, with
arms and legs flying.

“0Ohl Ow! Le | Help!
roared Loder hrffﬁ]lessly.P
Bob Cherry looked back.
“Hallo, halle, hallo! They're hand-
ling Loder now '™ he exelaimed. * Have

thay all gone potty, or what?™”

“Goodness kuows ™

“Berves him jolly well right!™ szaid
Johnny Bull. “I1 hope they'll give him
all he deserves—and that's a Jot.”

“Ow! Holp! Help!” reoared Loder,
struggling frantically.
~ His hat was gone, his necktie stream-
mg out, hiz collar hanging by a single

Police [™

stud, hia eoat split up the hack,
Slanev & Co. were not gentle in hand-
ling him. They had had to act as

“ ehuckers-out efore, and they Lknew
tho businezs. Loder went aleng in a
sprawling, strogeling Lundlo,

“Wharton! Cherry ™ sheiekod
Yoder, as he sighted the Famous Five.
* Here—help—help!*

“1 don't think ! grinued Bob.

“Can’t get kicking up a row here!”
chuckled Nugent, *Loder told us =zo
himself.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Famous Five walked on,
somoewhat comforted.

Loder was hustled as far as the
road, where Slancy & Co. dropped
him, and, having warnced him to clear
off, left him. The hapless prefect
sprawled in the grass, gosping for
breath. Harry Wharton & CSE passed
him and grinned, but gave him no
other attention.

Loder was still sprawling and gasp-
ing and spluttering, when Wingate and
Gwrnne, of the Bixth, came slong the
ma::lﬂ. They stopped to stare at Gerald

ar.

“What on carth’s this " asked Win-

ate.  “Loder! ‘What the merry

ickenz have you been up to, Loder¥”

“Ow! Wow!” Loder zat up in the
grass. “Ow! A mob of those circys
roughs set on me! Ow!?

Wingate stared at him,
Gwynne smiled,

- t have you done, then!” atked
the captain of Greyiriars.

“Nothing !* gasped Loder.

“Eh! They set on you for nothing 1™
exclaimed Wingate.

“Nothing &t all! Suwddenly rushed
on me, like a gang of hooligans, and
—and assaulted mel”

“Lakely story!” commented Wingarte.
“Look here, Loder, it's rottem bad
form for a Greyifriars prefect to
mixed up In 4 row at & circus,
aught to know better.”

“I tell you they s=et
nothing I shricked Loder,

“ Rubbish |,

Wingate and Gwynne walked on,
lofty and contemptuouns. Loder ctag-
gered to his feet, breathless with rage.
As a matter of faet, his explanation
was true, though it sounded highly im-
probablo; but Wingate rather
nafurally beliecved him no more than
Loder had believed the Famous Five.
In & dusty and dishevelled state, Lodcr
started for CUreviriars,

Herry Wharton & Co. stopped on the
common, to make themselves a little
tidy, after tho scrimmage, before going
on to the school. They wera about 1o
resume their way, when there waz a
sound of hurried footsteps behind them,

“Hallo, hallo, halle! It's Temple."

Clecil Reginald Temple, of the Fourth,
came panting up. The Famous Five
stared at him and grinned. Ceeil
Reginald no longer presented his wsunal
elegant appearance., His beautiful =ilk
hat was crushed im, and looked like e
concertina, his collar was hanging loo:e,
and he was covered with dust from head
to foot. His face was crimson, and
streaming with perspiration.

“Hallp, hallo, hallo' You been
through it, too!” roared Boh Cherry.

“Ow " gasped Temple. “Oh! I zay,
they ot on me—"

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Old Whifflos—that fat fool, you know
—came out of the tent," gar;:mtj' Temple.
“I think ho must be squiffy—he came
up to me—groocogh—ow! Came up to
me, and called me & pickpocket—="2

“Oh, my hat!®

“ And told some of his roughs Lo clsar
mn off the common,” gasped Terspie
“They pitched into me—"'

“Ha, ha, hat?

*Tain't a laughing mattor,” volled
Temple, *Look at me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Johnny Duil
“IiI you could only sce yourscil, old
bean, youw'd think it was a leuglung
matter.”

“The man must be mad,” gasped
Temple. * He seems to bave a down on
Groayfriars chaps—I can't understend it!
He won't get any more from Greylriary
to his rotten circus, after this. Ow!
Vitched into me, you know, and chazed
me off like a stray dog—ow 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I've & jolly good mind to go to ke
police-station | But I—I sapposc they
wouldn't believe that the brutes sct on
me for nething."

“Not likely—any more than yecu
believed that they set on us for neil
ing i chuckled Wharton.

“"Ha, ha, ha!’

“That old fool Whifles must Le of
hiz rocker,” groancd Temple.

“Looks like it!" agreed Bob,

In the Rag at Greyfriars, alter tea,
thers was s great deal of excited dis
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custion of the happenings at the civena.
The Famous Five declared, and Cecil
Roginald declared, that they had been
zot Upon by the circus people for nothing
—absolutely nothing. The other fellows
only chuckled and shook their heads. It
really sounded wvery improbable, As
Skinner said, was 1t likely ? Loder was
fclling the same story in the prefects’
room, and meebing with the same in-
credulity from the Sixth. The general
opinion was that it takes fwo to make
# quarrel, and that it was a case of six
of one, and half B dozon of the other,
£0 to speak.

Harry Wharton & Co. had rather
liked My, Whifles. Now they disliked
him  exuremely. But probably they
would have pitied him, had they known
the siination of the genuine gentleman
of that name—wrapped in a bathing-
tomel, skulking in the wood by the
river, amd longing for darkness to fall
to cover his retreat!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Plg in Clover !-

ILLY BUNTER was enjoying life.

B It was like William George

Bunter to pass, at a bound, from

uncasy doubt to over-weening

fidence. JIf he was not in a funk, he was
eire to be indulging in swank.

2o it was with Bunter now. Finding
that the eircus mon—much to his sur-
prize—obeved his orders without gues-
tion—Bunter naturally spread himself,
and gave orders right and left. It was
his-nature to, as it were,

Various beasts had given Dunter
trouble thai dayx. DBunter had got his
own back on those beasts. The Famous
five, who had bumped him; Temple
of the Fourth, who had made him shell
out the ficket that did not belo to
Lim; oren Loder, a prefect of the Sixth,
who had hunted him like a fat rabbit;
all of them had been brought to book.
Had Mr. Quelch dropped in, in seaveh
of Bunter, the fat Owl might even have
ordered hiz retainers to kick out the
Eemove master—Bunter was capable of
anrthing when his head was swelled—
and it was swelled now to an alarming
extent,

Treated on all sides with great respect
az Mr, Winffles, the Owl of the Bemore
almost began to believe that he really
was Mr. Whifd

£5,
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For all practical purposes;, at present,
he was Mr. Whiffies, anyhow, and that
was enough for Bunter. ]

He was in no hurry to part with his
new greatness, So long as the absence
of the genunine Whiffles left him in com-
matid at the cireus, Bunter intended to
exercise his powers to the full,

He had always believed that he was
a fellow designed by nature to hold
authority ;. that he had, like Hamlet's
father, an eye like Mars, to thresten
and command. Now that Le was in a
position of authority, Bunter felt that
things were exactly as they ought to
be, but as they had never hitherto been.
It was like the king coming into his
own !

From the hig tent, Bunter rolled away
to tha blue and red caravan.
mounted the steps of that caravan with
the mir of a proprietor. For the pre-
sent, at least, he was the proprietor.

He was quite interested in the interior
of Mr, Whiffles’ van.

_ It was a very large van, and Juzur-
fously fitted uﬁ. Mr., Whifles, who did
well in the show business, did himself
very well, too, in his quarters, ‘There
was a comfortablelooking bed in the
van, and & little table and chair, and a
desk, and several other things. Bunter
sat down in the chair, and stretched his
fat Iimbs in comfort there.

He was feeling quite at his ease. Mr.
Whiffles’ ample curly wig made his head
feel rather warm, in the hot weather.
But that was a trifle. Bunter would
have stood more than that, for the sake
of what it was worth to him. He felt
sure that Mr. Whiffles would not, and
could not,: return till dark. He had

lenty of time on his hands. It was not

unter's way to look ahcad. He was
booked for a terrific reckoning at Grey-
friars. But that was not at hand yet.
1t was unpleasant to think of, so Bunter
did not think of it. The fat Owl had a
wonderful way of disregarding unplens-
ant things, just as if they were not there,

There was & brass hand-bell on the
table in the caravan. Bunter could
easily guess that this was used by Mr.
Whiffles to summon an attendant when
lie wanted one.

Bunter smote on the bell.

A sonorous jangle ran
For guite a considerable
the caravan,

The man George, who served the
refreshments in the Royal Box, put his
head in at the door the next moment,

“airt” said George.” *You rang,
gir #"

“I did," answered Bunter. “Tea!™

“Very good, sir,” said George.

“Mind, T want & decent tea,” said

- and echoed
1stanca round

Bunter, “If you haven't got the stuff
on hand, get it. Get me a bag of jam-
tarts—"

“ Jam-tarts, sir!” said George.

Bunter gucesed that Mr. Whifles was
not acceustomed to haviog jam-tarts for
iea. As far as possible, it was Buntey's
cue to aet in accordance with Mr.
Whiffles' customs. But there had to be
exceptions. This waz one of the ex-
ceptions. Bunter knew what he wanted
to eat. DMr. Whiffles had sandwiches
and beer for hiz tea. Bunter did not
know that:; bui, certainly he did net
want sandwiches and beep.

“Not lesa than & dozen, George," gaid
Bunter.

“Oht! Yes, sie!"

“And & dozen cream puffs.*

“"Oh! Ah! VYes™

“A four-pound Madeira cake, and a
four-pound sultana cake. dozen
Meringues, and mind the eream is fresh.
Six pounds of strawberries. Lots of
cream, and a jar of ginger. Pot of

jam, - strawberry, raspberry, plum and
apricot, Fresh rolls! Best fresh butter,
Box of preserved fruits. I think that
will do—for the present.”

“That—that—that will do, sir, will
it 7" babbled Gaurgm

“Xes. If you haven't got the stuff
here, send into Courtfield for it. Tell
the man that if he's mere than ten
minutes, I'll sack him.”

“0Oh! Ah! VYes, sirl®

“And bring me something to go on
with,” said Bunter. know you've got
ices and cske here. Bring me s dozen
ices, and & ecake. I'm hungry. And
EEI‘TII& for those -things at Courtfield.

arp.

“Thoy—they will have to be paid for
at Courtfield, sir,” gasped Geoorge.

“Oh! Ah! Yes! Pay for tﬁ:m and
tell me what they come to, later,” said
Bunter carelessly.

; ‘-‘?ﬁpall I ask Mr. Dance for the money,
Bir

“Certainly,” ssid Bunter, wondering
sgain who Mr. Dance was. He did not
care much who he was, or what he w
g0 long as he provided the ready cas
for that extensive feed. That was the
important point.

eorge retired from the van, in a

dazed state. A minute later, a rather
slim, dark man, whose face exprossed
surprise and irritation, stépped up to
the door of the van, Bunter had seen
him in the ring, with a whip under his
arm, .acting as circus master, and he

guessed that he was Mr. Whifles
mMAanager,;
“*Mr. Whifdes!” exclaimed the
mansger,

“Well, what do you want?"

“George Mix has asked mo for money
to send into Courtfield for some cxtra-
ordinary things,” said the manager.
"1 suppose he has been drinking. Jam.
tarts, and cream puffs, and—and—"

_ "Oh! Are you * Bunter stopped
just in time. He had been about to ask
the dark-complexioned man if he was
Dance. He recollected in time that Mr.
Whifles was supposed to know theso
things., “Look here! It's all right!
I've told George—George Mix, what I
want. Hend for the things at once!
Never mind the cost! Pay for them!
That's enough.”

“But, sir—" gasped Mr. Dance,
wondering whether his employer head
taken leave of his senses,

. tEunter thumped the table with o fat
5L,

“Who's boss here?” he demanded.

“Eh? You are, gir!"

“Well, then, do as you're told! 1
pay my mmen to do as they're told,™
snorted DBunter. *“I don't like back-
chat. Make a note of that,™

“Oh yes. Very welll Certainly!
But—-"

“Cheese it1"”

HWha-a-at #" ;

“Cheese it! Ring off! SBend for
thoso things at once. Mind, if I'm kept
waiting you'll hear of it.”

“0h, yes. Right!*

In a dazed state Mr. Dance tottered
away from the caravan., Bunter grinned
with triumph., There was no doubt that
he was in authority here. And he was
going to make his authority felt. Thero
was ne doubt of that, either,

In a couple of minutes George Mix
brought in”a well-laden tray, and Bunter
started on ices and cake. He had
encugh ices and enough cake to make
a fairly substantial meal. But it was
only a snack to Bunter.

“I—I've sent Blaney into Courtfield to
get the—the other things, puv'nor,” said
George. “Ha  won't Ehe ong, sirl!"

*“He'd better not be,” sald Bumter,
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* Kiek them out !** yeiled Bunfer. There was a breathless tussie, and the Famous Five were hustled and bustled along

by the circuis hands to the nearest exif, There they were bundled out. The Owl of the Hemove, in the role of Mr, Whiffles,
was tasting the sweets of power and authority now 1 (Sce Chapter 12.)

“He's gone in the trap, sir. I—I
thought he'd want the trap to get—to
get all that stuff——"

“That's right, George! Iere's half a
erown for you ™

Bunter shoved hiz hand inte his
trousers pocket, where he hed already
discoverdd that a fairly large number
of coing were stored. He tossed George
half a crown quite magnificently.
Bunter could be guite open-handed—on
some occasions. There was nothing mean
about Bunter, when it came fo giving
another person's property away.

“Thank you, sir!” gas SOrPEe.

He retired, leaving Bunter to the
cakes and ices. A slice of cake, then an
ice; then another slice of cake; then
another 12, and 0 on, t1ll the tray was
cleared. It took the raw edge off his
appetite, too, though he was quita ready
for the consipnment from Courtheld,
when it came.

Having fAnished his snack, Bunter
stood an% gazed cheerily out of the open
door of the caravan. He noticed that
a number of circus men were looking
towards the van, Their faces wore sur-
prised and curipus expressions, They
were accustomed to somewhat unusual
manners and customs on the part of
Montgomery 8t. Leger Whiffles. Dut
he had never surprised them zo much as
thia before. Mr. Dance was hoveri
about, looking astonished, perplexed,
and more irritable than ever. As he
sighted the fat Owl at the door of the
van he came up.

“Mr. Whifles—"

“ That man back from Courtfield yet 1"
snapped Bunter.

“N-no. But—7"

“The slacker! I'm hungry! There's
too much slacking here,” said Bunter
darkly. “I'm going to make a change.

Look outl®
Very good, sir! Bul—but

“(h, yes.
thit man, Slaney. I sacked him for

rou know and he savs
you have told him he can stay on.”

“Have I? Oh, yes; I remember.
That's all vight! Give the man another
chance, ™

“He's no good, sir.”

HIsn't he?” said Bonter warmly. “I
can tell you that man Blaney has been
jolly wszeful to-day.™

Bunter spoke with feeling. DBut for
the man Slaney having met him on the
common  Bunter would never have
arrived at the cireus in the chapacter
of Montgomery 5t. Leger Whitles, He
would have arrived as a fat schoolboy
trying to sncak under the tent flap to
sew the cirens “on the nod.” DBunter
felt that he owed a great deal to the
man Slaney. One d turn deserved
another—if the other did not cost
Bunter anything. .

“You keep that man on,” he said. “1I
like that man. One of the best in my
cmpoy. Verv useful man indeed ! That
1%, if he gets back quick with that grub
from Courtficld. If he keeps me wait-
inﬁ ‘Il sack him myself.”

{r. Dance's eyes glinted.

Wy, Whiffles, sir, if you interfere
between me and the hands I don’t see
how I'm going to carry on,” he said
sulkily.

“Don't you?  sneered  Bunter.
“Well, you can take it from me that
I know how to manage my own circus.
You do as you're told—that’s your job.
Keep that man Slaney on. Double his
wages—thera [

“ But—but—but—"

“That's enough! Hock it!"

Ay, Whiles—"

“Hook it!¥-reoared Buntaer.

And Mr. Dance, looking absolutely
dazed, hooked it. He slmost tottered
away from the blue and red caravan.

There was a grin among the circus
hands,“leoking on from a little distance,
Mr. Dance was not popular, having a

cheel, sir, as

sharp tongue, which he used frecly. M.
Whiffies was liked—and liked more than
ever now. The secand edition of Mont-
gomery St. Leger Whiffles was liked
more than the first edition now that he
had set down the manager beforz tho
grinning hands.

There was a rattle of hoofs &nd
wheels; the trap had returned from
Courtfield. Bunter sat down in Mr.
Whiffles” chair with great dl%l:ntrg.
George brought in the supplies. There
was not room on Ar. Whiffiea' table for
all of them. But the supply rapidly
diminished az Billy Bunter attacked the
good things. Jam tarts went down like
oysters, reatn puffs vanished as if by
magic. Meringues disappeared faster
than the eve could follow them. Bunter
used a table-spoon for the jam. Goods
of tlis kind he liked to take on board
in bulk., Preserved fruits went down
after the jam, and strawberries and
cream followed in pursuit, and preserved

inger followed close in the wake of
ﬁm strawberries. DBut there were still
many things left when Bunter felt he
could do no more. He was toying with
cake when he rang the bell for George.
But he could only toy with it. For once
Bunter had had enough, and actually
left something uncaten on the fable. It
was & day of wonders.

The ayes of George Mix almost bulged
from his head as he witnessed the havoe
Bunter had wrought in the supplies.
Where Mr. Whiffles had put it all per-
plexed George. Mr. Whiffles always had
n good appetite, to which, no doubt, he
largely owed his circumference. But
Mr. Whifles hed never performed a
Gargantuvan  feat like this before.
George Mix almost expected to see the

uv'nor burst, all over the caravan.
%untcr had unfastened a couple of the
buttons of Mr. Whifles' waistcoat, His

{Cantinued on page 25.)
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running Blach Michael to earily.

cventually brings his ** nian *' to justice!

THE LORD OF LOST ISLAND!

On the Lagoon !

& AY, my mate hera?” _
S Ferrers Looke thrust hiz head
round the door of the room

: which served the men of
Chalmers' gang &s bunkhouse and
living quarters,

“Beddin' right here, ain’'t he?” he
drawled.

Not ten minutes had-slapsed since he
had switched the light out in Chalmers’
rogm, but none would have guessed
that he was on anything but a casual
mission.

“Yes, mate.” Jack sat up on the
bunk where ha had been lounging,
fL-.LI_:rE dl;izssei “You wontin’' me?

es,

The detective's boy- assistant swung
Liz feet to the floor, and & few moments
later joined his guv'ner outside in the
flarkness,

“Glad you were standing by, lad, as
I told »ow,” whispered Ferrers Locke

urgently. “I'vo got  Chalmers.
There's not a second to lose. Lictten!
Have you located the ammunition
dump ?”

“Yes, guv'nor”

“Good! Can you get a few sticks
of drnamite or some high explosive®”

“Easy! They don't mount a guazd
over the place at nights. Reckon
there's no need here. It's just a dis-
used hut, although there's a lot more
stored in the caves.”

*Then get enough to shift & fow hun.
dred tons of rock!” replied the detee-
tive erisply. “Chalmers has ordered
the subs out, and we've got to stop
‘tm. Get the explosive, and meet me
nt the jetty as soon as you can. Kreep
under cover, and I will give you the
signal.”

“Right-ho, guv'nor!”

THe MaGxerT LiBRARY.—No. 1,069.

Jack pglided away -into the darkntss,
and, turning, Ferrers Locke ran
towards Federkiel's hut. He flun
open the door without ceremony, -and,
switching on the light, crossed te the
pilot's bed and shook the man roughly.

“What is it—what is the matter?"
demanded Fedorkiel, starting into
instant wakefulness.

“The boss has sent this note,” said
the  detective  breathlessly. “Says
you ve gotta get down to your machins,
nihr now "

_ Federkiel snatched the rote and read
it. -

“Yerfluchen und blud!” he rapped.
“What has happencid? Where is he?”

“He ain't in his room,” replied the
detective sharply. " He's cleared !™

The last thing Ferrers Locke wanted
in the world at that moment was for
Fecerkiel to go  searching lor
Chalmers, But the pilot was not one
le guestion orders, and, in that, the
Baker Street detective had read him
aright. -

Federkiel struggled into his - fiying
kit, and shoving the detective oubt of
the reom, slarmmed and lodked the door
behind him. Then he hurried away
towards the jeity. Ferrers Locke fol-
lowed him quietly, till he was assured
that Federkiel was making for the sea-
plane. Then he made tracks for the
rear of Chalmers' hut.

The only lighting of the encampment
was from the windows of the huta,
Chalmers was ing in the black
ahn.dmé- of the building, handcuffed and
pagged.

" Howsting the pirate chief across his
shoulders, Ferrers Locke zet off for the
jetty, making a detour which took him
well ewoy from the beaten track. He

"knew Hed Pete and Von Mauser were

busy, and as he cautiouzly neared the

Ferrers Locke Lot himaelf in for & mighty big task when he undertool: the job of
Byt his bold plans have suoccsedsd so far, end loud will be thé cheers wwhen ke

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

assistant,
dack Drake.

(Introduction on
next page.)
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water's edge, he saw lights
stning in a large cave a few
bundred vards to his left.
Sillouetred in their glow were
the long. sleck black form: of
the  sulinarines, half  sub-
merged. Men were climbing
- on their decks and conning
towers,

Leaving the limp form of
Chalmers. hidden behind an
outcropping of rock, Ferrers
Locke weut in search of =
boat. Once he almost bumped
mto o couple of hurrying
seamen ; but, bevond a surly
ffunt, thiex took no notice of
111N

They were not suspicious, those men
of Lost Island. Why should they be,
when theirs was as snug and a8 im-
pregnable a retreat as one could well
imagine ¥

Ferrers Locke found one of.the Sea-
gull’'s boats moored by the natural, rock
jetty, and, quietly slipping the mooring-
rope from the staple to which it was
fastened, he retraced his steps; towing
the boat behind him,

He had a dozen plausible excuses
should anyone question him, but he was
thankful indeed for the black shadows
of the overhanging cliffs which made
him “indistinguishable from any range
outside a yard or so.

Heachin the spot mnear where
Chalmers %‘ay he whmled softly. Thero
was no response. His brow puckered.
Inwardly airaid of what might have
heppened ‘to Jack Drake, he pulled the
boat inshore and transferrad Chalmers
to it, laying the prone form in the
sterm sheets. He knew he still had a
few minutes’ grace before either Von
Mauzer or Pete would go in
search of their chief, wondering what
was delaying him. When that hap-
pened—

Ferrers Locke's lips twisted into a
lleeting smile. §fis hold plan had suc-
cecded well, so far. By 1ts very bold-
ness lay the chance of ultimate suc-
cess, for the pirates wowld little sus-
pect treachery right iy the very heart
of their stronghold.

JAgein Ferrers Locke whistled softly.
Out  of the darkness came a faint,
sibilant reply. The next moment Jack
Dirake gll_ ed up.

“Good lad!” whispered the detective.
“Did you get it

“Yes, guv'nor.”

_ “Excellent! We've got no time te
lose! Let's get it into the boat!™
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Jack Drake was at a loss to under-
stand what was hsppening, But he
knew that the moment was not one for
questions, His guv'nor would explain
in his own good time. He led the way
to where he had dumped a small pile
of dynamite sticks.

- % Any trouble?” asked Ferrers Locke,
a3 he and Jack Drake placed the stulf
in the bows of the boat.

“Mone! I forced the lock on the
door, It was a good enough lock, but
set in rotten woodwork.”

" Well, in, lad! Mind how wyou
tread. Blaeck Michael iz curled up in
the sgtern sheets!” seid the detective
grimly. .

He pushed lustily with «n ocar, and
the boat shot out from the rocky shore.

The Explosion !

LEARLY across the dark waters

‘ of the lagoon came metallic
clangs from the cave wherein

the submarines were docked,

and an occasional voice raised to give

BD order.

Then suddenly- the stillness was
broken by the shattering roar of
the seaplane’s engine.

*Thank goodness ¥ murmured
Ferrers Locke fervently., "I was wou-
dering if he had obeyed orders!”

The Baker Street detective bent to his
oars with renewed gusto, knowing that
the ercaking rowlocks would not he
heard now sabove the thunder of the
powerful aero engine.

“We're making for the entrance
channel, Jack1” he said. “We'll blow
up the cliffs on each side of it. Enough
broken  rock will fall into.the channel
effectively to block it. That will keep
the submarines and the Seagull bottled

up [*

“But what about wns? demanded
Jack, “We've got Chalmers—as a
matter of fact I believe my boot's been
resting on the blighter’s ear since we
left the shore—but what are we going
to do with him, guv'nor 1

“Take him +with ua, when we leave
the island on Federkiel’s seaplane!”
replied the detective grimly,  “Put
your_ back into it, lad. They'll know
something is amiss when they fail to
find Chalmers!”

Jack Drake bent to his cars, snd the
boat skimmed forward sacross the still
waters. Both the detective and Jack
wara wonderfully it and as hard as
neils, but both were heartily glad when
there loomed up ahead of them the dark
oliffs of the entrance channel.

“ Phew [

Jack reised his blistered hands from
the cars and turned to Ferrers Locke.

“Some pull that, guv'nor!” he ‘said
rupfully. *I—"

Bang! Bang! Bang! g

Three shots 10 rapid succession came
from the further shore, audible above
the humming engine of the seaplane.

“*The alarm signal I mmapped Ferrers

Tocke. "“They've discovered Chalmers
iz missing!  Quick, Jad! Hold the
bost ! *

Picking up a bundle of the sticks of
dynamite * Ferrers. Locke  stepped

ashore and vanished imto the darkness.
In a minute be was back,

“The other sida, Jack!” he said
tersaly, and Jack propelled the boat
ncross to the oppasite cliff.

Hera foothold wes difficult, but
Ferrere Locke, up to his waist in water,
ramraed the remaining sticks of dyna-
mite into a cleft in the base of the cliff.
The. moments dragged elowly
whilst hé buaied himself with the fuse.
Across the lagoon came shouts, and the

a8t -

drone .of Federkiel's ozggina running
with throttle almost closed, 3

A match flared in the detective’s
cupped  hands. Next instant he
scrambled back inic the boat.

“That fuse will give ug ten minutes!”
he said quickly. “The other side again,
Jack! TI’ll light -that fuse—then we'll
pull like blazes ¥

Again the boat shot across the narrow
channel. The detective leapt sshore, &
match flared; then be literally threw
himself into the boat and snatched at
the cars.

“Along the side of the cliffs, lad!”
ha. snapped. “We'll have cover there
—pull for your life!* -

orgotten then was thwa.in of Jack
Drake's torn and blistered hands. He
pulled on the oars as though his very
life depended on it—as indeed it did,
for hurtling rocks might easily strike the
boat. If they could get far enough
away before the explosion oecurred, the
cliffa would afford them shelfer.

Chalmers, in the stern sheets, moaned
faintly and stirred, but neither Ferrers
Locke nor Jack Drake heeded him.
They were bending to their cars like
demons.

Then came a terrific roar. The dark-
ness was split by a vivid flash of blood
red flame. For an instant the narrow
entrance channel was lit up, and Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake had a wizion of
huge rocks and boulders soaring sky-
wards. : ;

Then darkness descended ngain, with
the rapidity of a camera shutter. The
boat rocked wildly on the waves cansed
by' the concussion, while, dying slowly
sway inland, wera the rev ratil
echoes of tm explosion mingled wi
the crash of falling rocks.

The Mesting with Red Pele!

i LL ri%hh lad "
A i 8, Eu?rﬂﬂ‘tI“
“The seaplane, then,
guick ! Wa must make a
detour! - Bear offi to starboard—the
gang will be coming to investigate !
Again Ferrers e and Jack Drake
bent to their oars. The seaplane was
easily located by the still-ruoning
engine. PFederkiel was obeymg his
orders. What had the note from Black
Michael said: * No matter what hap-
peng, do not leave the machine—under
ne clrcumstances must you leave your
maching ™
Suddenly Ferrers Locke stopped
rowing, snd he and Jack Drake rested
on theit cara, A cable’s length or more
to port came the voices of men and the
creak of cars in rowlocks.
The detective leant forward.

W VLV
INTRODUCTION.

Ferrers the Baler Street deloclive, iz
axlled in fo investigate the m fora disap-
ﬁamnm of several lorge vesse Iun:.' with alf

nds i South P & @ M

Enoun ag Profeseor Chalmers, who atswers
in every tay to the deseription of Black Michael,
a pirats who har terrorising the western
setboard of South America, Fervers Locke and
Jack Drake, Rir clever boy dssisfand, disguise
themaselves and set pail for Euenos Aires, Arric-

"Bluck Micheel's strongh clevey
P Dearding i h ¥ i;ﬁ.’?mdiﬁ? i
T Totiug 3 ﬂ'HﬂII'I".H 17 I DEETIRG T
; mi, 1 oroes Chalmert 1o pen a letter
to Feder, his geaplanes , ordering him Lo

. keep hig engine running,
ready for instard lake-off, - After slipping
the Haley detecdivs

“You have your gun, Jack I” he whis-

pered

“Yes, guy'nor!”?

“Then, if necessary, do not hesitate io
use it! VYou understand? We will got
the machine and make Federkiel take
off at the point of the gun! You go
aboard first. I must leave Federkiel to
you !

o {?underatand I

“We won't fail now, J after
baving got so far! LE‘I;"; getagkn'I"

ietly the osrs bit the water again
&nd the boat commenced to forge abead,
Lights were bobbing up and down on
tho shore, and excited voices were
shouting wildly. The black hulk of the

Beagull, deserted and riding at anchor,

loomed up in the darkness and slid past,

The seaplane was very close now
Jack Drake's bleod % led. He
felt somehow that it was ﬂuﬁuﬂ: lap. It
bl 1 e

Aesolutely he put the thought from
it;%;. They Wuuﬁt not fﬁi!—roug Id not

“Where are you going, curse
bellowed an angry E1|.-u:|il]~-:g|,. and lﬂb“-uli
loomed up shead in the darkness,

It was full of men, but the runni
engine of the seaplane had prevm
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake hearing
s approach. The man at the tiller
pulled hard on his lines, narrowly avoid-
ing a collision,

“Look where you're goin’ yourself|”
snarled Locke. *You boatload o' faro-
Jmﬁt swimpm’a T

e pulled on, and Jack Drake guickl
Pigkegu up the stroke, 2 Y

. “Hold on, there!” shouted » voice
from” the other boat. “Who the blares
are you "

It was the voice of Red Pete.

Hank Peters an’ his pard1” shouted
Ferrers Locke in reply. Then, in &
low, urgent voice: -“Pull, Jack|”
;. %ﬁt@p, will youl:’;dhﬂltwed Hed Pote.

at are you headin’ that w
’Wﬂam‘ia ﬂa bin 1** Ll
, Ferrers ko did not reply. Clane
mg':i ::i?a&;] his ui:?ut]'ider, halugrrtha wings
and fuselage ¢ an 2 d
ghostly in the darkne;fp S

“Stop! By hokey, I'll drill you if
you don't stop !*

Red Pete's boat had merged in the
blackness, but his voice came clearly
above the noise of the seaplane engine,

“After them, men!” he shouted.

“Quick, Draket” ed Ferrers
Locke, as his boat bumped against one
of the seaplane’s floats. “Up with
you'! Tl bring Chalmers!*

Jack Drake scrambled up the under-
carriage and, graspin e fusel
ewung himeelf up to the front cockpit,
Federkiel was standing in the it.

“Who are you? What is the matter?
What haz bappened?” he snapped, ms
Jack Drake clambered over the edge of
the cockpit.  “Where is lack
Michael?”

"“He's coming up now 1" replied Jack
grimly.

He could feel the machine mbl{ﬁ as
Ferrors Locke clambered up wi al-
mere slung across one shoulder,

Crack! Crackt

Red Pete’'s gun barked ﬁciu‘ul:ﬂ. _

“T do not understand this!” shouted
Federkiel. *I do not—="

“Then  understand this!™ snapped
Jack Drake, and he whipped his gun
to the pit of Federkiel's stomach.

“Struggle, and I'll kill youl” he

warned grlmlf.
“Right, ack!” pshouted Ferrerm
Locke. “Chalmers 1s safe!™

He leant forward from the rear cock-
pit where he had dropped his prisoner,
Tae MacNer Lispary.—No 1,009,
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and pressed the muzzle of his gun
against Federkiel's temple.

“Take off ! he shouted. “Af once,
ot you're & dead man! We're desper-
ate !

It would have taken a braver man
than Federkiel to have withstood the
pressure of those two guns. o

Federkiel slumped into the pilot's
ceat, and his hand closed on the
throttle, Red Peote's boat bumped
against the float of the seaplane, and
the machine swayed viclently as he leapt
on to it

“Attend to him, Jack! Tl watch
the pilot !'” shouted Ferrera Locke.

With the detective’s gun against the
back of his head, Federkiel opened the
throttle, The roar of the engine rose to
a high, pulsating note, and the machine
commenced to move across the still
wvaters of the lagoon. Jack Drake
wheeled to ward off Red Pete's attack.

A hand clawed at the edge of the
cockpit, and the bearded face of Red
Pcote came into view. He grabbed at
the boy’s reefer jacket. Jack snapped
out his fist, Aush to the snarling face
of the man. He felt it connect with
noze and lips, and Red Pecte gave
a howl of rage.

He loosened his heold on the boy's
jacket and grabbed for his gun. It was
no time for half measures. Jack Drake
raised his arm and crashed the butt of
hﬁs]fmn weaponr down on Red Pete's
ekull,

The mnerveless hand of the man
relensed its hold on the edge of the cock.

pit, and he fell downwards into the
tJarkness.
With the muzzle of Ferrers Locke's

1M again pressing against the back
Eil hi;ghead,pFndﬂrEEielEpullcd on the
contiol stick. The greyish blur of the
water seemed to drop away from the
riachine; and in a steep, upward climb
the seaplane took the air.

The Trader!

T two thousand feet Federkiel

A swung the machine towards

the  west. He had  his

orders from Terrers Locke.

He was to hold that course for fifteen
munutes, then cirele widely.

Ferrevs Locke wished, ig possible, to
pick up the four Chilian battleships.
He had discovered a Verey pistol and
eaviridge: in the rear ceckpit, and ior
sn hour, whilst the seaplane circled,
brilliantly  coloured ‘magnesium  car-
tridges dropped fluring downward: into
L i':ighi.

But there was no response from the
vrev waste of walers below.  Either
the  battleships  had  altered  their
coearse, or, 1f thexy were mn the vicrnty,
taty were ignoving the signals.

At lenpth Ferrers Locke thrust the
b-or pistel back into its rack and gave
Federkiel the order 10 flv northwards.
Through the short remaining hours of
1t night the seaplane roared on its
pow eourss, Federkicl sat gripping the
control, rigid and motionterss 1n his
sear. Hi: eves, protected by goggles,
scared straignt shwead, and his face was
cxpressionless, .

Cheliners, in the rear cockpit. was
con-cious,  Helpless in kis bonds, Le
lad long  since ceased to slroggle.
Teaning againzt the side of the cockpir.
there was a Jook of grim satisfaction in
e rves of Ferrers Locke.

Tiiz. then. was the end. The
e idenee  against Chalmers was coiu-
piefe, Wheon daxlight came they would
land en the water near rome large

vessel Dttéd with wireless. The story
would be fashed to the mainland, and
battleships despatched to round up the
trapped pirates on Lost Island.

Chalmers would pemplete the journey
te the mainland in irens, and there
stand his friel for murder and piracy
on the huigh seas.

Dawn come ereeping out of the east-
ward, The air had become mpproci-
ably warmer during the flight north-
wards. The sun peeped up above the
horizon, tracing a path of shimmering
gold across a sea which changed in an
Ilaﬂlsfant from murky grey to decpest

e,

It was then that Federkiel turned in
his seat. He did not speak, but his
gloved hand pointed to the temperature
gauge on his dashboard. The pointer
was creeping up past the danper point.
The engine was heating up.

Ferrers Locke's eves narrowed. He
knew oo well the - danger of fire,
With anxious eyes he scanned the
horizon and the stretch of szea. Dut
nothing was in sight, not even a tiny
wisp of smoke from some distant ship's
o he ordered E

“Keep going'” he ordered eurtly:
and Fcﬁergi':inlgnﬂddud. Y

The minutes passed. Two men and
a boy watched that ereeping pointer
on the temperature gange; now raising
their eyes to sweep the sea ahead; now
grimly pazing at.that creeping peinter
which might well be heralding the
appiroach of disaster.

“I must go down!”

Federkiel shouted the words, audible
above the roar of the engine. The
pointed could move no further.

“Look, guv'nor I

Jack Drake pripped Ferrers Locke by
the arm and pointed away to star-
board. Tiny, faint, almost indis-
ti_.nguishabl#, was the hull of a small
shap.

"I:'.Uutl vou make it¥ Ferrers Locke
demanded of Federkicel.

The pilot shoolk his head.

“No," he said: “I do not think sol!”

“Youn must try, then,” smid Ferrers
Locke. Do not cut yvour engine off
till { give the order.”

Federkiel pushed on the rudder bar,
and the  seaplane swung towards the
distaut ship. A tiny wisp of smole
curled up from beneath ‘the engine
cowling. :

“Bwitch off " shouted the detective;
and the thunder of the engine was sud-
denly stilled as Federkiel switched of
and clesed the throttle. .

He pushed forward the comtrol-stick.
and the machine dived. Not a sound
hroke the stillness save the whine of the
wind in struts and fAying-wires.

Federkiel made  periect landing on
the waler. and slowly the machine lost
way ‘and lay heaving on the swell.

“Vou'd better repair the trouble—and
do it quickly!” said Ferrers Locke
curtly. ]

The pilet stood up in the cockpit.
Slowly he pulled off his gloves and re-
moved his goggles. ;

“1 would Tiie an oxplanation of
thas'"" he =aid. in ¢old, even tones,
“Who are yvou?i”

“1 am Ferrers Locke,” replied the
detective.  “Both vou and Chaliners
are under arrest for piracy!”

(Fervers Lacke's Tuel Fees Yeeld good so
far, haxn't ., chums? But the fight 13
not orer yel?  Don’t miss next week's
powerful inzfalment.)

BILLY BUNTER’S LUCK!

(Contireued from prge 23.)
hreathing was rather hard and laboured.
Otherwise, he zhowed no sign of
damage. 'There were some i.'hi:]FE- that
Billy %‘.’vunmr could do really well. Dis-

osing of a spread was one af them.
n_that line Dunter was always an easy
first, and the rest nowhere.

“¥ou can clear the table, George,™
zald Bunter.

George cleared ihe table and departed
like & men in & dream. Buopter leaned
back in his chiair aud breathed hard, He
had done himself well—remarkably well.
Indeed, he almost felt as if he had over-
done it. o

Certainly, he was disinclined for cxer-
tion. He gazed out of the doorway of
the van at the summer sun, sinking
behind Friacdale woods in the distance.
It was lockup at Grevirars now.
Bunter, added to his many other sins,
was missing calling-over. But  the
thought of getting back to Greyfriars
was too unpleasant. Trouble awaited
him there. Trouble could not be put off
too late. His exploits that afternoon
hed earned him, &t the very least, a
Head's flogging. A Head's flogging did
not ettract Bunter back to the school.

Bunter sighed, partly with repletion,
partly at-the thought of how ripping 1t
would be if he could keep this game up.
Life at Greyfriars was nothing to this!

1f only that beast Whiffles, wounld keep
away for good! )

Bunter blinked at the setiing sun. It
would not be dark for a couple of hours
yet, and he had quitec made up his mind
that Mr. Whiffies could not return before
dark. In fact, if he could have dome
so; he would have been at the circus
before this—and he had not come!
There was pleniy of time yet., Bunter
was tired: the stowing away of the
vargo he had disposed of would have
tired any man. He rose froin the chair,
volled over to Mr. Whiffles' bed, and
stretelied himself luxuriously there.

His idea was to take a ligtle nap for
an hour or so. After that he would
consider his future plans.

His eyes closed in slumber.

People who came near the caravan
while Bunter was taking his nap started
and listened. Zome of them fancied, for
a mwoment, that that deep rumbling
sountl was a warning of a thundcrstornu.
But it was not. It was only Bunter's
ENQTE.

The sun descended lower and lower,
and disappeared behind the horizon,
Darkness spread over Courtfield Ceomn-
mon. Lights twinkled from the tents
and the caravans, Lights fared in the
big tent, strains of music were heard,
men moved busily to and fro, preparing
for the ecvening performance. Those
<aunds did not rcach Dunter’s cars.

Tunter was deep in the arms of
Morpheus, sleeping as soundly as he had
over slept in the Remove dormitory.

Bunter had intended to wake before
dark. He expected Alr. -Mnntgr:rmer:.-j:—t.
Loger Whiffles to return at durk. Now
it was dark, aud Bunier, fast aslecp,
ztill snored in Br. Whiffles' van.

Tt Br. Whiffles was wow on his way
ack to the eircus—— ] .
i It wasz to be hoped, for Billy Bunter's

sake, that he wasn't!
THE EXD. .

(¥ouw look out for the neat mﬂgﬂﬁfrfnr
warn in this grand  sevies, entitled
“RUNTER, THE DOSS!™  It's a
winner. ¢hums, 20 meke n  poinf
of eordering wour copy WELL IN
ADVANCE")
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THE FIRST PLANE!

When we compare the aeroplanes
of say, ten years ago, with those
monstérs of the present day, we
realise what strides have been made.
We realise, too, what a debt we owe
to the Wright Brothers, who were
the pieneers ol the aeroplane.
'Their original ‘plane, which was huilt
in 1903, and which 1s shown in the

hotowraph, is now lo be seen in the
gm:th Kensington Science Museum,
where it has been sent as the result
of a dispute with the National
Muzeum .E-.uthm'iliaa it Washington.

MAN'S HARDIHOQOD!

We have all heard of the Ancignt Spartans, who were able to endure
any amount of pain ; we have heard of the Fakirs of India, who are able
to stand or lic upen nails, Here we have a native from Matal, South
Mli::a, who walks across a thii‘t];—fm..l pit of I:urning c'lmrcna}, and then,
not content, insists upon having pins inserted into: his fesh ! Photo
shows him after the pin-pricking process. Mate, alzo, the skewer through
his tengue !

BRITAIN'S
LARGEST
PORT!

As the years have rolled on,
:a has the shipping trade at
Emﬂhampt:}n increased ;  in-
creased enormeusly until 1t was
found that the docks could no
}nnger expedienlf}f cope with
the traffic. And so the docks
Were euten,-cifd. MNow th-‘.‘j.r are
the' largest in Britain, capable
of .accommodating seven large
Atlantic  steamers at  once,
Picture shows an acnal view
of the 'hu.ﬁc part,

)
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A fewof the many
wonderful B.D.V.
Gifts are illustra.
ted in these panels.
The rest your will
find in the Gift
Bosk referred Lo
below.

CAMERA CASE
Excellent walerproof case for
the Rejar Camera. With
lh::ruH:r sling and press-siud

‘.HI COUPONS *

FOUNTAIN
PEN
Handsome, self-filling foue-

l.am pen ;  ld-caral id,
fri lum Iflh:d pib. Sfale
siple of nib when ordering.

100 COUPONS
<

coupons

A beautifully finished, weighty, Bing tank-
type engine., With pnwerfu] spring action
and reverse lever for shunting. Supplied in
L.M.S. or L.N.E.R, colours, 7 ins. long,
3% ins. high. Gauge 0. Will take any curve
at speed. A joy for any boy.

Have vou got a copy of the New Gift Book? Ovwer 300
splendid gifts, for every member of the family—better gifts,
too,and better value. Get all your friends to smoke B.D. V.
~—hetter cigarettes—and give you the coupons. Write for
a copy of the Gitt Book to: Godirey FPhillips Ltd.,
Gift Dept. (Mag.) 112, Commercial Street, E.1.

BASSETT-LOWKE
ENGINES

Ecgle model express locos
maftves, L.M.5., LJ"-I'ER

SR, or G, R Forward,

alerie g slol fevers.

Froeerfuel wpring - melar

mr-hirl:.rnnm f:uujl:' ﬂ' “ .l-l:el: }
cigire and  Tender.

375 COUPONS

@ @
CIGARETTES

‘—just like hand made”

10 for 6d., 20 for 11id., Plain or Cork Tips

(Coupons alse in every packet of B.D.V. Tobacco.
11d. per o0z.)

COMPARE THE VALUES WITH
OTHER GIFT SCHEMES

RACQUET

Littlejohn  Tenniz Eaeguel.
Secasoned  English  Ash.
Excellent qeafity. A fwos=
fuinea !'.:-WLH Siale weight
required,

500 COUPONS

GREAT Gll"l‘Sf - BOYS

No other Gift
Scheme of ferssuch
a wide choice
Gifts. or =uch
splendid value for
[ £r] f-ﬂw ﬂu‘l’.lpﬂ.ltl.

RAJAR
ROLL FILMS

Mo, 6, 2o fit the Rafar
Camera ; No. 25 ta fil any
make uring 3 X 21 in. film.

23 COUPONS

BOY'S HNIFE
Real Scout’s Knife. Fimeate:!
ade, and splicer. Just the
nife for active, out-af-door

50 COUPONS

UKULELE BANJO

Full-size ban j“h'h" Highiy
polished wood bady with metal
band. Fine qua]fﬂ';r vellum
drum.  Sirung wilh good
quality gl sirimgs.  Eanily
toned. Rick, melodiouz {one.

200 COUPONS

JACH HOBBS'
BATS

FPersenally  aulographed
thefamous bairman, Specially
selected willow. -Hendles of
Rnest cane, Silale size when
ardering

500 CQUPQNS

Start C ol lecting YOUR C’aupﬂns NOW

apy..
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Another stirring story of St. Sam’s, written by the budding

genius, Dicky Nugent, of the

I
RASH!
That itimmid Lap sounded on
the door of Dr. Birchemall's
study at St Som's. .

“Trat in, fathead!” yelled the Herd,
in kis deep, cultuved axxents.

Tha door opened, revealing 3Mr.
Yiwkhan,

“I beg vour pavden for intrupling
voir, sir, I'm sure,” said the moster of
the Fourth Form applogetically. *1f
I mite intrude for o second or two——"

“Certainly, Licky! Come vight in!”
said the Head jeninlly. “Take a
pew

AMr. Lickham looked a little sus.

pishusz. It was wnusual for D
Birchemall to waist politenecss on o
Lyleey junior master,

*“Well, zir, T have come wpon =a
wamewhat delicate mission—"" began
Mr, Lickham. “To 'get down to brass
tax, ] want to know weather vou can
advance me the sum of one shilling
from my next weck's wages.” 3

The jeninl lock left Dr. Birchemail's
dile with  surprising  sutddenness. A
ferosions glare ook its place.

“Lend sou a bob? he barked.
“TFrom vour pext week's wages? And
bow do you knew vou're going lo get
any wages next week, may I ask?”

I—1 ithought—" stammered the
masier of the Fourth.

“Weall, don't think, thent
to o a thing that's
pocers ' aparted  Dr. Birehemall,

Never try
bevand your |

“Leod von -2 bob, indeed! What the
mevry diekens do vou take me for? A
ciady finanshall magnet 3"

“Nunnao, siri” gasped the unbappy
Ar. Lickham. “I didn't mean any.
s+ Tonpp—" |

“Well, vou mite have known ihat)
-tk & rekwest was the surest way of |
=tving an ofence!” looted the trate |
scedmazter. “Now, buzz off ! Your
taen pives me a pain, Licky ™

Wirn despair eating inte his vitols
My Ticknam bozzed off,

As he walked back to his study, the
Fourth Form master groaned allowed.

He dared not think what wonld happen

Tree Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,060,
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if he couldn’'t sling somchody for a
Lob pretty soon. Iz plite would cer-
tainly be desprit,

My, Lickham’s troubles were dew to
‘the fact that he had recently been
travelling on the downward path. For
some  littla time the master of ihe
Fourth had been shining as o hold bad
Llade and a gay dog. He had f{inished
up by playing the piddy ox at the
Jolly Sailer in Auggleton, in spite of
the Head's warning that that notorioug
inh was out of honnds. A wild game
of snakes-and-ladders bad led to A
Lizkhaa losing his life's savings—no
less o sum than three shillings and
fourpence. Wob content with that, he
had given hizs I O U for one shilling 1o
Itaptin Snocker, one of the worst cay-
rikters in Muoggleton. Heneo Lis efforts
to raize tha wind.

Boughed down with the wait of his
trubbles, Alv. Lickham ontered s
study. As Lo did so, & sinnister-look-
v fellow, with glittering eyes and a
bluck mustarsh, rose from the arm-
chair,

“{iood-morning, sirT™ ericd the oocon
pant of the study,” blowing a cloud of
cigar smoke into Mr. Lickham®s dile.

“Ivaptin  Bnooker!" %.nmﬁ.mm ilie
master of the Fourth, willhh & shudder.
“Then you have come to demand your
potil of Aesh ™

“Eggeactly 1" agreed  the  kaptin,
bearing his teeth in a croal zrin. “As
yon probably rekolleet, My, Lickham,
I hold your I © T for the sum of ane
shilling. It will pay vou lo pay me,
toot swoet! Shell ont!”

“ And .what HEH_”_E_E if I don'ti™
m....._Lu.hE-.n_m My, Lickham, licking Liz dry
1.

“In that ease,” said Kaptin Snooker,
a very nasty egesprossion coming indo
his dile, I shall iake this T O T teo
vonr headmaster, and see what e has
tr say aboub ib!Y

“Aerey ™  howled M
“lave me time™

“I expect the judge will give vau
that, in dew course,” =aid Kaptin
Snooker, with a sinnical larf. “To the
meantime, 1'11 um.m..,n vou five minutes to

find the hob!

o

Lickham.

Having imparted
{hesa words, Kaptin
Snonker resoomed

hia seat in the aim-
chair, picked up &
comic paper [vom
the table, and made
himsclf at home.

With a hopelesa
shrugg, Mr, Lick-
ham dashed wildly

ont of the study, to run right into Jack
Joily of the Fourth, who was puassing.

“Yarooooh I velled the master of the
Fourth, as hiz chin met the top of Jack
Jollv's head with a terrific bang.

“YWhoooop!" cried Jack Jolly, in
angwish. " Where the thump do you
think you're going, yon idiot?"

“Groocoocoocoh 1" groaned Mr. Lick-
ham. " Leok here, Jolly, that’s not the
way to speak to your Form master!
Tuke a thousand lines! I—I mean—"

Ay, TLackham stopped rubbing his
injured chin, az & sudden brane wave
struek him,

“I mean, don't take a thousand linns
at all,” ho rescomed in much friendlier
axxents. “What 1 really mean, u.ufm.
wnag that I wouldn't dream of giving
vou lines. Tt would be most unjust to
give lines to such a e¢lever chap es
.ﬂu_.umu_-.

. “Grate pip ! mormered Jack Jolly in
astonishment. “ What's the giddy idea,
sip 17

*“Idea?"” cchoed Mr. Lickham, with a
sickly grin. “Oh, nothing, Jolly! As
vou're clever, it's only right that I
should tell you. 1'11 tell you something
clye, too. You're g fine, wpright,
jennerous-harted lad, 23 well as a
clever one!”

“Am I really, zir? pasped Jack.

“YVou are ndead 1 said Mr. Liskham
enthusinstically, “And now, Jolly, he-
fore I forget 1t, can you lend me a bob
till the weaither brakesi™

*0h, ertkey! Well, if you put it like
that, 1 suppose I'd betier,” said Jack
Jolly, with a rooful grin. “Here you
are, sir! Catch!”

Afr, Lickham delily canglit the coin,
and breaihed a gralo sigh of releef.

“Thank poodness!” he gasped. “ Now
von can hook ity Jollv ! 'm gmoing back
to my study

Loaving the somewhat dazed skipper
of the Fourth to hook i, Mr. Lickham
returned to his stody.

“Aba! Tou've got the dibs, then!™
cried  Kaptin Snovler, coyeing iha
Fourth Form master hungrily. “ Hand
aver I

Ve
76%\&\ ﬁ.ﬂﬂr rﬂ?ﬁﬁﬁ much ?

Mr. Lickman
randed over Jack
Jolly's shilling, and
Kaptin Snooker put
it between his teeth,
and hit it savvidgely.

“Feels like a

good one,” he re-
“Well

[\
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Toodle-oo !
: “Half a minnit,
kaptin!” cried Mr. Lickham, a sudden
iey fear gripping his hart. " What about
my 10U
Kaptin Suocker burst into a roar of
mocking larfter.
“Ha, ha, ha! I think I'd better
keap that!” he replied. “I'll call to-
morrow, and see if you can rake up
another bob——and p'r'aps the next day,
and the day after that!”

“Qb, my giddy aunt!”® gaszped Mr.
Lickham limply,

“ Dan't worry ! ecried Eaptin
Snooker, with a Peadish grine Tl

wan't split about that I O U, so long
as you keep on paying me a beb a day.
Ta-tal”

Giving his viktim a playful smack on
ithe jaw that sent him fying into a
corner of the room, the gallant- kaptin
walked oub of the room.

Left to himself, Mr. Lickham rung
Liis hands in an aggerny of despanr. A
holh & «ay! JAore then double his
...n_#nqm__ Mr. Lickban was indecd in the
ioils !

= mmar =

11.

URING the next few days Mr,
U Lickham's uzually cheery dile
way drawn and haggard, and
full of mizzery. His cheeks,
which had always been the culler of a
liectroot, grew white as the drivven
anow, His eyes developed a2 honted
cggsprossion.  Even his ears lost their
customary  spritely  look, and flopped

listlessly from the sides of his napper.

In e ordinary way, Mr. Lickham
wai jenial and jolly in class.  When
lessons grow a bit tame he would rvelait
fnny stories  for the bennefit of the
Iourth.

LBut now all that had mrmnmﬁi.. Mr.
Lickham suddenly became a tivant and
a booly, mhing the Fourth with a rod
of iron. When Frank Fearless turned
up five minniis late he reccived, to his
surprise and indignation, hifty cuts on
ecach-hand. When Loyle threw an ink
pelled at hiz studymate Trew,. he was
wiven [ifty thousand limes. When
Tubby Barrell was found eating lofly
My, Lickham finished off tho tolfy and
lapged the unforchunit fat juntor for
an entire afterncon without stopping.

The Fourth were pained and troubled
at the remarkable diffevence in their
Ifarm master,

“Things can’'t go on  liko ihis!”
declared Jack Jolly to his pals Merry
ek Bright., I ecan't make out what's
come gver Licky 7

“Can't yon? T think I ecan make a
pretty good guess,” grunted Merry, 1
don’t know whether you've notissed, but
all Lickham’s changes of eavvikion date
hack to the nite when we canght him
bregking hounds to go to the Jolly
SBailor.”

“Lirate pip! So they do!” __..mm.ﬂ._ams,“an
Jolly and Bright, in corus. * Then vou
mect—"'

1 meen that it looks es ii something
happened that nite o put Licky in a
bad temper,” said Merey.

“But what the thwinp could have hap-
pened ' asked Bright,

Merry sank his voice to a whisper,

“He conld have lost munny at the
Jolly Bailor,”™ he answeored  grimly.

“Mite after nite foriunes are lost and
won, at snakes and ladders!”

Grate pip, I believe you've hit it ™
cogsclaimed Jack Jolly, “We know it
would brake Lickham's heart to low
tuppence-ha'penny. Ii he lo:t more ‘han
that, titen I can understand why he hos
bacome such a booly and a tirant. He's
venking his feelings on ns!™

“Few!"” whistled Bright, “What u
rank outsider!™

But Jack Jolly
thoughtfuliy,

“Licky's not en outsider &t hare.,” he
sald. “He's week and easily led, that’s
all. To tell vou the trewth, chaps, I
fecl rather sorry for him. In fact, 1
should like to help him.”

“Ratts!" zald Merry. “We did o
best to Wca_u him m:.wm%; last week, and

1

shook hiz lwead

what was the result? He meerly sneered
at vws. "

“Trew enuff. Nevertheless, T =ili
feel like helping him,"” said_ Jack.

“After all, he's master of the Fourth,
and 1t's up to us te look after our own
Form master, 1sn't it?  Think of the
honner of the Form! Think of the jecra
we ahall get from the rest of the skool
it he's chucked out on his neck, witi
shame and ignomminy 1"

Merry and Bright looked grave, Their
leader was putting a new azpect on the
sittuation.

C"Wall, T hadu't thouglht of that,” con-
fossed Bright. “ P'r'aps we'd better do
something, then.” ;

“LEggsactly!” nodded Jack Jolly. “1
anggest we beard the lion in his den.
In other words, we'll go and sk Lick-
ham just what's the maticr and offcr
him the bennefit of our adviee.”

“That's  the ticket!” caid Alerry
cnthusiastically.

The master of the Fourih was sining
at his desk berried in thought when
Jack dolly & Co. rolled into his siudy.

“"Well, and what do you bovs wane?”
asked Mr. Lickham, in a guiet voico,

“We want to know what's the matrer,
siv,” replied the kaptin of the Fourih
baldly. ' During the last few davs
we've notissed that you've becomo a
boolying.cad and a tirant—"

v w..rw_ ™ yolled A,
lewriously.

Lickha:n

“And we've guessad thai it's got some:
thing to do with your visit to the Jolly
woent an Jack fearlessly.

dailor,™

Mr. Lickbham’s dile turned a sickly
pale,

“ Altho you don't deserve it, sir, we've
come to help yvou out of »u.E_. plite,”™
wound up Jack Jolly. *If you'll juse
tell vour uncles all sbout it we'll see
what we can do for you, sir!”

The hostile eggspression dyed out of
Mr. Lickham's eyea,

“That's jolly good of you, beys, I'm
dashed if it ain’t!"” he mermered.

In a few ghaplie scuntences he toll
them of Lis visit io the Jollv Sailor and
of Liz veelding to the fas:sination of
pleving snakes-and-ladders.  Afrer tha,
he painted a vivvid picture of 1he
desprit gamble that ended in 1he lose of
liis fartune.

“Grate pip, siv!” eggeclaimed Jacx
Joliy, when the maszier of the Fourih
had finizhed. “ Yow've boen having o
raff time of it, and no erroer’®

“You're right, Jollv. It'z heen tio
middy limmit!” groancd Mr. Lickhnsar.
“Now, tell me, what would rou chajps
do if vou were in iny place®™

“1 zhould go to the Head:!™ :aid
Jolly.
=" What! Are you potty """ he gacpod.
“SBuarely, Jolly, by this tiwe yon are
aware that Dr. Birchemall iz a man wiri:
a hart of stone. If I go to him T =hall
undoubtedly get 1t where the chicken
got the chepper!” : )

“Don't you be foo sure, sur,”" sald
Jack., “If vou go to him and conless
evervthing, vou may be plezzawly su-
prized to find him quite simperthetieh.™

“Oh, my middy aunt! I must conirs
that such a possibility didn't occur 10
ma!”? said Mr. Lickham, scracching his
head reflectively. “ Look here, then! If
I o and see the Head, will von bevs
eome along to keep up my spirvits ™

“{Certainly, sir!” corumsed the chums
of the Fourth.

With Jack Jolir & Co. [ollowing in
hia wake, Mr. Lickham made a bee-line
for Dre. Birchemall's sankimm!

On the wav, however, the mastor of
the Fourth feared that the Head of 3¢,
Sant’s would po off the deep end wlhea
e hieard iz story.

THE ERD. ;

{You can prepare yoursclf for ancther
Towg lavel when you read the qmusiog
segnel o this yare, entitled: " MK,
LICERFAMS HEPENXTANCE!™ a
awext wreek's MAaGrREY, chomi.)
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