


g OUT TO BEAT ALL PREVIOUS RECORDS:

ANNUAL TREATS'!

Every vear many thousands uf. boves and girls engerly await
the appearance of the famous *"HOBBY " and ""HOLIDAY **

Annuals, and every year these grand volumes get BETTER
and BETTER.

SEPTEMEER lst is the publication date, so now is the t'me i
to give your order o the newsagent for thete popular books, |

“Every Boy's HOBBY Annual” is a book which should be
in every home. It treats in en interesting and informative
way of practically every hobby under the sun. Maodel Rail-
ways, Amatenr Mechanies, Wood-work, Wireless, Stamps,
Photography, Metal Work—all these aubjects, profuscly illus-
trated with drawings, photographs and diagrams, are to be
faund in thiz handsome wolume.

A real tressore howse of knowledge o the boy whe wants
-0 know what to do and how te do it
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Then there i3 this world-popular story boock—
#The Greyiriara HOLIDAY Anpoual.” ‘Whata
treasursstrove of atories, artieles, and eclour
plates it contains Hours and havrs of deligheful
reading! ALL wour favourite schoolboy char-
sctera appear in this champion annual, teo, which
s snother Temson for its popularity, Onee you
have looked inside this book wou will realise what
a prize you beld

% * B o .. Mmoo

This year wil ace the appearance of an ENTIRELY

HEW KIND OF AMMUAL, that will make an
instaptancous sppeal to boye and girls of all
ages. Jtis the “NEW NATURE BOOK o
the only one of s kind on the markst

Whoe deecsnt lowe to read abeut wild life in
the woodlands, of the wonders of Wild Mature

in the Forests and Jungles, and of the lives |
and babits of our birds?

This wonderfol MNew Book abounds in unigue
sories and photes of wild lfe Tn ol s
aspects, and #ts contributors rank among the
jaremost Matoralists in the World:

Here is the book for which yéu have been
waitiog
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Hﬂtﬁ:"f& BULH, ond BLUFF have brought BILLY BUNTER the adventure of his life,

WHIFFLES' CIRCUS he's the BOSS! How's he worked it 7

W - ™ yd
| — !

%z

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Beastly Ior Bunter!

b EORGEL"
G “Heve, guv nor.”
“Bring round my horse.”

“Yes, guv'nor.”
Billy Buntor stood in the doorway of
Mr., Whiffles' caravan, in tho encamp-

ment of Whiffles’ World-Famous Circus
on & Surrey common. )

It waa A& suony August morning.

Greyiriars 8chool had broken vp for
the summer holidays, and Greyiriars
fellows wero scattered porth, south, east,
and west.

Many and various were the ways in
witich Greyiriars fellows were spending
their holidays. But the most remark-
able, undoubtedly, was the way in which
Billv DBunter was doing it.

A few weeks before, Bunter had heen
gquite undecided about that wvacation,
Upon one point, of course, he had becn
decided—that he wasn't going home [or
the holiday. Bunter Court, glorious aa
that palatial residence was, accordiig to
Bunter’a deseriptions, had no attrac-
tions for him. Bunter Court waz a last
regource,

But fascinating [ellow as Bunter was
fellows in the Remove never scemed
keen to bag him for the holidays. On
such oceasions, Bunter was usually the
bagger, not the baggee, as it wers,
Lord Maunleverer had shown a strong
diginclination to take him slong to the
Towers.  Hasrry Wharton & Co. had
declinad the honour without thanks.
The Bounder. whe was going abroad,
had only laughed when Bunier
remarked that he thought of going
abroad also. Even Poter Todd, when
Bunter had told him that bhe would
E{'nhabiar give him s look-in, had warned

m to make his will first.

There was no run on_ Bunter for the
holidays, nobody wanted to get in early

At Gregfviars Dillyls waoncnlity,
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te avoid the erush, and as the vacation
drew near, it had roally locked as if
William George Bunter would be re
duced to the painful necessity of gumf
home with ‘arnm% of the Becond,
There's pno place like home; which
perhaps, was the reasen why Bunter
preferred other places.

But fortune had smiled on Bunter in
the most unexpected and remarkable
Nanmner.

He had wondered how he would spend
that holiday, wondered rather anxiously,
aa the time drew near.

But in his wildest dreams, hs had
naver pictured himsolf spending it at a
circus, and as the circeus boss.

That was what had happened.

A atrange chain of events had led up
to that extraordinary situation. Even
now, Bunter could hardiy believe that
it really had come off.

But it had!

For there he was, standing in the door-
way of the bluc-and-red caraven, af
Whiffles* World-Famous Circus, dressed
in the remarkable clothes of Montgom-
ery bt. Leger Whiffles, adorned with the
flowing nut-brown wig, the waxed
moustache, and the pointed beard, that
had been wont to adorn Mr, Whiffles,

To all appearance, he was Me. Whiffles.
Indeed, by this tims Bunter himself
glmozst believed that he was Mr.
WhifHes,

He had become =0 wsed to playing
the part, that it surprised him, every

now and then, to remember that he was
W. G. Dupfer, of the Greyfriars
Remove,

Billy Bunter looked round him in the
sunny merning, at 1he caravans and tho
tents, the great circus tent with its
streaming flag, end grinned with sptis-
faction at the happy thought that he
was monarch of all he surveyed, and
that his right there was none to dizpute.

He had Onished breakfast—or rather,

A rollicking fine long
completeschoolstory
of Harry Wharton &
Co. of Creyfriars
dealing with the
further exciting
adventures of Billy
Bunte: in his new
role as Boss of a
Circus.

By
Frank Richards.

soveral broakiasts owe alter another.
All the circus had noted how wonder-
fully Mr. Whiilles’ appotite had im-
proved of late.

Now ho was going for s ride.

He had learned that it was Mr.
Whiffles’ usual customn to ride in the
morning, and My, Whifles' own steed
was now at his disposal.

Riding was one of the things that
Billy Bunter fancied he could do really
well. Thore were, in faet, vory few
things that he did not fancy that he
ecould do well He often told the
Hemove fellows how he backed Hory
stceds—at home at Bunter Court, And
it was at lenst true that he had ridden
8 donkey at Margate without falling off,
Also he had ridden a donkey at Black-
pool without falling off.  After theso
wild equestrian exporiences, Bunter was
convinced that he was “some ™ harip-
man. Now he was going to ride Mr.
Whilfles’ stecd, and he was looking
forward to that ride with choery cou-
fidencea.
“Here vou aro, guv'nor"

Ceoarge Mix bmught the horse round,
!ﬁiﬁllnd antd bridled, all ready for the
23,
Butter doscended the
CATAVAD,

George held the horse's head, and tho
animal stood very quict. Bunter blinked
over him through his big specincles. In
theory he liked a steed with some spirit
in him. In practice, he rather proferred
a horse that bore & resemblanes to a
sofa. M:. Whifflos' horse looked quist
enough. After all, it was easy enough
for any fellow to ride. You cm]é;' had
to get on the gec.gee’s back, and stay
there. The drawback was, that there

was no brake. But that couldu't be
helped.

Billy Bunter climbed into the saddle,
Tae Magxer Lisrantr.—No. 1,072
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rather as if he climbed up a fence. How- clutching hold of the mane for dear life,

ever, he got there, _

Sitting 1n the saddle, with his feet 1n
the stirrups, the reins in his fat hands,
he felt =ery safe and comfortable, It
was a3 easy as winking. He rather
wished that a fellow sitting on a horse
was not quite so far from the ground.
Btill, he was not going to foll off.

“Hand ‘me my whip, Georgs.”

“'Hre, guv'nor.”

“Let him go.”

George let him go.

Billy Bunter gaw the horse a amart
flick, and started.

He trotted cheerily across the common
to the read, . _

There, in one direction, lay the nlliﬁa
of Wharton Magnus, in the other, the
town of Redgate. Punter decided to go
through the village. He rather hoped
that Harry Wharton & Co., who were at
Whartan Lodge, would ba out that
morning, and would see him witch the
world with noble horsemanship. They
wouldn't know it was he, but at least,
the beasts would gee that he could ride.
Home of the circus peoElz:- stared after
him as he went. They had not noticed
hitherto that the guv'nor rode like a
sack of potatoes. They noticed it now.

“This is all right!” murmured
Bunter, az he trotted, He gave his
steed & cut with the whip, perhaps to
snow him that he had a master on his
back,

The horse broke into a gallop.

“0h!" ejaculated Buntes.

It was not his intention to gallop. The
earth moved by too quichly in =such
circumstances. k

He dragged on the reina.

"Whoa!” gasped Bunter.

The horse did not “whos.” Perhaps
hs wanted a little exercise that fine
morning ; or perhaps, he knew that he
had a rider on his back who could not
handle him. All the circus accepted
Bunter as Montgomery 8St. Leger
Whiffles; but they were only humans,
The horee knew better. Bunter’s riding
ttyle was enough to enlighten him.

“Ow! Stop, you beast!” roared
Dunter, tugging at the reins frantically.
He was already out of sight of the

circus, elattering along s broad country
road. The red roofs n? the village wera
ahead. “8top! Hold ont h, my
hat! TYou beast, whoal”

The horse tock no notice whatever.
He stretched his legs in a gallop, and
the universe rushed past Bunter at an
alarming rate,

"“Oh, dear! gasped the Owl of the
Remove. * The—the beast loocked quiet
enough! Oh, erumbs! I-—I—I— think
I'll give lhim his head.”

The horze had already taken hiz head,

Bunter's whip flew f.hmugh the air.
His hat sailed away on the brecze. His
nut-brown locks—or rather, Mr, Whiffles’
nut-brown locks—8oated in the wind!
Fortunately, they were more Grmly
secured than the hat. They floated in
the wind, but did not part company.

“Oh crikey 1™

Bunter swayed and rocked wildlir. Ha
took ‘a lizt to port, and then a list to
starboard. n either side of that
wretchet] horse, the earth seemed jump-
ing up to meet him. He let the reins
go and clutched the horse’s mare, Jt
was probable that Mr. Whiffles’ horse
was unused to that style of horeeman-
ghip. It seemed to startle him. He
galloped on faster than before.

There were shouts in the village street
n: Bunter came careering in, Chickens
few wildly acrosz the streat, narrowl
escaping sudden death. Peopls jumpaﬁ
out of the way, and shouted end roared.
Bunter did not heed them. He was
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bumping up and down in the saddle—
which seemed to be hitting him viciously
as hard a3 it could.

His face .was buried in the mane,
whn:;th Ihrussl_&d off hfia spectacles, '%h?.

acles disappeared into spacs; bDu

ﬁplf;tar had no time to think of them.
He had no time to think of anything.
His fat brain was in & whirtl, With a
wild clatter he went through the village,
and out upon the open road beyond.
This was quite unlike riding the donkey
at Margate. It was such a ride as had
never n ridden since the days of
John Gilpin. On and on and on—and
it was fortunate that Bunter was too
dlu_‘ri' and confused to wonder what
would happen 1f he met a motor-car.

Clatter! Clatter! Clatter!

“Yarooch! Help!” yelled Bunter, as
he sighted a cluster of figures on the
road. “Help! Fire! Murder! Help!
Yarcoooooh [*2

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Removltes to {he Rescunel
¢ ALY0, hallo, hallo!®
ke
“The estoemed and Iludi-
crous Whiffles [

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Grey-
friars RHemove, were walking inio the
village that morning. They were etill
at a little distance from 1, when &
wild rider came careerimg out of the
village street, and thundered down
towards them. The clattering of the
hoofs and the weird aspect of the rider,
drew their attention at once.

.They recognised the Boss of Whiffles'
circus at a glance,

They had been at the ¢ircus, which
had camped within a mile of rton
Lodge., They were rather interested in
Montgomery St. Leper Whiffles. For
one reason, his voice was_remarkably
like Bunter’s fat squeak. For another,
thay believed that he knew something
about Billy Bunter’s strange disappear-
ance from Greyfriars just before the
end of the term. They were still of
opinion that Billy Bunter had gone off
with the ecircus; though why he was
thers, and what ho was up to, they
could not guess.

The Famous Five of Greyiriars

stopped, and stood looking at the on-
coming horsernan. They grinned at the

sig}'sh

_ The rider, hatless, his hair blowin
in the wind, his fat hands clutching a
the horse’s mane, was a sight for gods
and men.

*Is that a circus stunt 1" ssked Johnny
Bull. “Or ig the giddy geegee running
away with him "

_The rider’s voice answered that ques-
tion ; Eelling frantically for help ax he
char down on the gnmnuﬂ ive.

“We've got to stop him 1™ said Harry
Wh%xi‘tinm rud b

“The stopfulness is the proper caper,™
agreed Hufre-e Jemset Rallzjl Eﬁﬁ;‘h. Eﬂﬂut
the speedfulness of the esteemed horse
is terrific.”

It was not an easy task to stop the
ranaway. The horte was pgoing full
gallop now, and evidently did not in-
tend to stop if he could help it. He
seemed to have forgotten that he had
a rider on his back at all.

The juniors jumped out of the way
as the horse thupdered down on them.
But Harry Wharton, with great activity,
grasped at the dangling reins and
caught them,

o was torn onward by the rush of
the horse, and almost dragged from his
feet, and his arms felt as if they were
being jerked off.

But he held on hard, and the horee

swung round, trampling on the grass
by the roadside, end halted.

Bump !

Bunter had wanted the horse to stop.
Very much indeed had he wanted 1t
fo & ‘But the sudden stop took him
quite by surprise. He pitched hoadlong
out of the saddle,

Before he knew what was happening,
he was eitting in the grass, roaring,
the horse trampling wﬂdFjr within a few

pecea of him,
Ow! Help!

“Yarooogh !
roared Bunter,

The danger was past, but Bunter did
not realise it for the moment. Ha
yvelled and roared.

Harry Wharton drew the horse to a
rosdside fence, and secured the reina
to it, The runawey was a prisoner now.
Then the juniors gathe round the
chismounted horseman.

“All serene now, Mr. Whiffles,” said
Bob Cherry, with & chuckle.
“¥ou sat down rather hard,” agreed

“ Beast 1™

Yooop |2

£ Ehz:u_

“Ow! I'm hurt!”

“"Owl Beast! Wow!"

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
erry

., Not only was Mr. Whiffles' fat voice
just like Billy Bunter’s, but his ex.
pressions were tha. same, And his
ratituda for services rendered wes on
& seine scale.
“You silly ass, Wharton!” howled
Bunter,

-F#E?‘Dh?aa'}?ﬂ

“Couldn't you stop that beastly horee
without p:iteiing age off, jrua aili.y
chemp "

“Oh erumbs!™

“You silly idict

“Is that the way you say thank yon,
Mr. Whiffles1” asked the captain of
the Greyiriars Remove.

“Yah! Go and eat coke!”

“The thankfyloess of the esteemed
Whiffles 18 not terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jemset Ram Einﬁh, with a grin.

*0h, really, Ink :

1 “1 say, Mr. .Whiﬁﬂa, are you any rela-
tion Billy Bunter?” asked Frank
N‘l}gent. etaring at the fat showman.
“You've got his voice to a * T "

“Don't be an ass, Nugent! Ow! I'm
hurt] Lot you heasts care, standing
round grinning like a lot of Cheshire
cheese—] mean, Cheshire cats! Wow!
Ow! Where's my spocs?”

Bunter glared round in search of his
big spectacles. He had left them some-
whera in the village street, nearly a
quarter of a mile %ehinﬂ.

“Y say, you fellows—?"

“Good-bye, Mr. Whifles.”

“Don’t go, you beasta! Find my
speca,” roared Bunter. “I can't sco
without my besstly specs, can I7 Look

for them! Even you silly dummies ought
to have sense enough to Gnd & pair of
gpece.”

“We might lock for them, if
weare asked nicely,” said Bob ﬂﬂarrjh

“1I say, you fellows, do find my specs!
I—T'll give you free pasees for the circus
if you find them. Oh dear!”

Bunter staggered to hia feet.

He was rather winded, and rather
bumped, but nct really muchk damsged.
But the lozs of his C8 WAS & Borious
matter, With them, Bunter was a pood
deal like an owl in the daylight. With.
out them, he was quite at a loss.

Harry Wharton & Co. good-naturedly
gﬂp&&dad to look for the specs. Mr,

hifles’ manner could not be considered
good, but they could feel for a middle-
aged, short-sighted gentleman who had
lost: hia specs. Certainly Bunter was not
likely to find them, even had they been

Wa
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at hand. He necded them to ses them
with, which made the matter difficult.

But the Famous Five of Greyiriars
bunted in vain for the missing epecs.
They searched through the grass, and
rooted along the road, but nothing was
to ba seen of the spectacles.

They spent & quarter of an hout in
the eearch, while the fat gentleman
sat on the fence and rested,

“MNothing doing,"” said Hu:__-% Whar-
ton st last, *“‘Sorry, Mr. Whitfles, vou
must have dropped them along the road
some distance off, I fancy. Can't sce
3 ﬁl%n of them, -

“¥ou silly chump !™

“Look here—-"

“¥You frabjous ass !

Wharton looked at him.

““Come on,” said Bob Cherry. *“Time
we gol going,”

“Don’t go, you silly idiots!” howled
Bunter.

“Ta-ta, old bean!” said Bob.

“Y say, you fellows, hold on!
here. How am I going to get back to
the circus?™ howled Bunter.

“13 that a conundrum?’ asked Bob.

“ Beast !

“"He must bo & relation of Bunter's,”™
zaid Frank Nugent, with conviction,
“He's got his voice and all his funny
little tricks. Just the same manners,
too—if they can be called manners.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Look

. "Bunter nevor let on that he had rela- ho

tions in the c<ircus business,” remarked
Johnny Bull. “But that would account
for hie going away with the circus, ss
we know he jolly well did.”

*Bo it would,” agreed Bob Cherry.

*1 say, you fellows, don't jaw,"” said
Bunter. “ You fellows are like a sheep's
head—nearly all jaw, you know. K
your cackle for the Remove passRge.
say, if my specs are lost, what am I
gowng to doi™

by Wharton’s grip on his collar, Billy Bunnter
grabbed at the horse and scrambled up. A jerk at the
reins, and the siesd whirled round and dashed away up
nggins, coming up with a rush, narrowly
escaped & kick from the hind legs, as the ‘horse dashed
(See Chapler 6.)

“The answer is a lemon,” said Bob
Cherry humorously,

“Beast! Look here. I can’t ride that
horse back—I mean, without my specs.
% sl%';ili bave {0 get some more specs.

13,1}

Harry Wharton smiled.

“I'll tell you what,” he said. “One
of us will ride to the circus on this horse
and fetch you some specs if you like, if
{ﬂu:‘vﬂ got apother pair at home, Mr,
W hiffles.”

“0Oh, don't be an ass|
for toflee!™

“How the thump do you know
whether I can ridé or not?’ demanded
Wharton.

“*1—1 mean——'

“Well, what the dickens do
mean 1"

“Well, you look such a silly ass, you
know,"” said Bunter, *You'd fall off to
begin with, Besides, that's a beastly,
wild, savage horze.”

“The horse is all right., It's the rider
that's no good.”

“You cﬁzekr asg!” :

“Well, do you want one of us to fetch
yvour speca or not?” asked Harry im
tiently. He was gattinf fed-up with
Mr, Whiffles. “If you like I'l fetch
them while you wait hore.”

“How can I wait here whila you go
twenty miles, you ckump? howled
Blll'ltﬂﬁ. “My other glasses are at

me.
“Eh? The ecircus isn't half a mile
from here.”
“0h, I—I mean—" .
Ili[unﬁm‘ri a-tul:l:z:re:il. e s R ;
8 DAG & Eeconda pAIr ol spectacies, O
which he waz now in dire need; but
they were at home, not in Mr., Whifflea'
caravan home, naturally, but in Billy
Bunter's own home—the Bunter villa,
which, in Bunter's vivid imagination,
was dignified by the style and title of

Fou
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Bunter Court. And the Buntor villa
was certainly twenty miles away.
“Did we come out for & walk or for
a conversazigne!” asked Johnny Bull
“Oh, really, Bull—"
““Well, what can we do for you, Mr.
Whifles?" asked Wharton.

Bunter tried to think it out. Someo-
how or other he had to pet that pair of
spectacles from home, That was certain,

“I'll telephone,” he exclaimed at
last. “Sammy will send them to me if
onae,”

“Sammy " exclaimed all the juniors

baﬁether.

I—1 mmean,” Dunter stammered
again, “I—1 mean, I—I'll telephone
to—to this is, I mean— Look here,
Wharton. I'll come along to the Lodge
and use the telephone. It's only a few
minutes’ walk.” ]

“You seem to know all about it”
said Wharton blankly. How Mr.
Whiffles knew anything about hia home .
Was & mjfstr:r!y to him.

“Oh, really, you know— Look
here, we're wasting time. One of you
fellows lead that horse. I don't want to
him—I mcan, I can't lead him
without my specs. Come on !V

And Billy Buntor started up the road

towards Wkharton Lodge, 1ea'rin% the
Famous Five etaring after kim in blank
astonishment.
THE THIRD CHAPTEIL
Just Like Bunter !

13 ELL, my hat!” ejaculated

Wharton. The coolness of

Whifles fairly took  his

breath away.

Evidently the fat gentleman was taking
it for granted that he could use the
telephone at Wharton Lodge if he liked,

Tae Magwer LiBrart.—No. 1.072.



6

INTRCDUCE A NEW CHUM TO THE *'MAGNET' TO-DAY!

THANKS!

zad equaily for granted that the juniors
wore going to give up their morning
raible and accompany inm, one of them
lvading the horze. Such coolness in
Hilly Bunter would not have been sur-
I'”Fm%; in fact, it would have been
guite like him. But in a comparative
stranger like Mr. Whiffles it was very
surnrising indeed, )
“Ie's a relation of Bunter’s,” said
Bob Cherry. *“EHe's got his voi his
fuany ways, his manners and customs,
and his cheek. MMust be an uncle gr
mmﬁthin’fﬁ. and Bunfer was keeping it
14

darlk, t's why the fat bounder
cleared off with the c¢ircus. Bunter
rmust have fold him about vs. He knows

all about us as well as Bunter does. I
eay, what are we g{:ing to do, Wharton?
Walk back with him

Harry Wharton laughed.

“May as well,” he said. “Ie’s in a
Lit of a fix without his goggles, and it's
up lo us to help him 1 we can. Dut
GF all the cheek—" .

“0f all the chesk—" said Nugent.

“The cheekfulness iz terrific!

Harry Wharton unhitched the horse
and mounted it. Mr. Whiffles' horse
had played fantastie tricks with Bunter
an hiz back, but he tried no tricks with
the eaptain of the Greyfriars Remove.
Wharton could ride, and it was easier
to ride the horse than to lead him. He
waiked the steed after Bunter, the other

%mi-nrs walking along by his side. Billy
unter blinked round at them.
“I say, you fellows, come on! i}!}]{!

Wharton weon't know me—I mean—
“To you mean my uncle?” asked
Harrr;r,

“Yos, geal™

“Then don't speak of him like that,
Mr. Whiffles, please.”

“Oh, rats! Leook here. Come on!
I"ve got to make Sammy bring me my
specs, and the lazy little beast won't
hurry—vyou know Sammy.™

“Dio yvou mean Sammy Bunter ™

“Eh? Oh, yez—no. No, I—i mean
another Sammy,” stammered Bunter.

=i

“I've never heard of Sammy Bunter. the rates like & fellow whe knew hia

Who is ket

“Why the dickens ean't vou own up
that iﬁ'ﬂu'ra 8 relation of the Bunter's "
growled Johony all.  “It's  clear
enough, Mr. Whiffles.”

Mr, WhifHes grinned.

“The=—the fact i5, I'm & relation,™ he
said. “I'm Billy DBunter's father—I
mean, uncle. Hiz unele, you koow.
That's how it ie.” .

“And Bunter's at the cirens all this
time, just as we thought when he
ﬂggﬁmd off from Greyiriarsi™ exclzimed

“Eh? No—yes—nothing of the kind.
I've never seen him in my lifa.”

" Vou've never seen your own nephew
in your life?” roared Bob.

*Dh, I—I—I mean, you'd better get
off that horso, Wharton. You'll be
falling off in a minute.” )

! & Fet off when I fall off,” =amid
Harry, laughing. ]

“Well, don't blame me if you break
vour- neck, You ecan’t nide for toffee,
any more than vou can play crickef!”

“Oh, my hatt®

“Bot of silly fatheads all round,” said
Buntor. “That's my opinion, if you
want to know it."

And Bunter tramped on again, the
juniors t'allawm? him, But for the out-
ward aspect o Mr, Whifiles, which
completely and totally disguised Billy
Bunter from all knowledge, the Famous
Five certainly would have thought they
were dealing with the Owl of the
Remove. As it was, they readily swal-
lowed the explanation that Mr, Whiffles
was Bunter's uncle, The family re-
semblance was striking—not in looks,
but in manners and customs. But for
‘the fact that Mr. Whifles was—or
seomed to be—sa middle-aged gentleman,
the juniors would uwndoubtedly have
told him what they thought of him and
his manners. As it was they smiled
cheetily and followed him uE the road
to Wharton Lodge. The Lodge was
snon reached, and Bunter rolled in at
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way about there. Dunter breen
at Wharton Lodge often encugh in
holidays. Four members of the Co.
stayed at the gates, one of them holding
the horse, while Horry walked up to
the horse with Mr. Whiffles.

Colonel Wharton met them on the
drive and glanced very curicusly at the
{at gentleman. His nephew explained
how matters stood.

“By all means,” said the colonal
ccurteously, “You are very walcome to
usa the telephone, eir. Take Mr.

Whiffles to the housd, Harry.”

This way, Mr. Whiffles,” said Harry.

“Think I don’t know the way?”
grunted Buoter, as he followed tha
captain of the Remove,

"Eh? 1 don't see how you could.”

“I—I=1 mean, of—of course, I don’t!
That's what I really meant to say,”
stammered Dunpter,

Oh ! snid Wharton.

The door stood open, nnd Le led Mr.,
\‘:.fhlﬂins into the old hall of the Lodge.
The telephone was in & Little room open-

ing off the hal; and Mr. Whiffics
started towards that room at once,
Wharton sta ring afber him. It was

ahsolutely innxgtmabia how Mr, Whiffles
knew where t telephone was, in o
house that he was supposed never to
have entered before. Bunter oppened
the door of the telephone cabinet and
went in, and then blinked round at tho
captain of tha Remove

“I say, Wharton, sheer off |

“What

“You get away from this door. Beel
What I've got to say oo the phone is
private,”

Wharton coloured.

“If you weren't old enough to be m
father, Mr. Whiffles, I should punc
your pose,’ he said,

“Eh?" DBunter was %Tmi, at the
moment, that ha looked old encugh to
be Wharton's father. *I—I say, what
are you getting your rag out for? Just
like vou, snapping a fellow's head off,
You all over!l”

“Vou'd better get to the telephone,”
said Harry, and ho walked across the
hall, leaving the widlh of it betivecn
him and Bunter.

Billy Punter gave him a suspicious
blink, went inte the telephone cobipet
and shut the door carefully behind him.
Then he picked up the receiver and
asked for & number. IL wes a trunk
call,. and Bunter had to wait. He

opened the deor again, and blinked out
into the hall, Wharton was at & dis-
tance.

%11 say, Wharlon—""

Wharton looked round.

“Did you hear the number I asked
fort” demanded Bunter.

“0f courso not!"” snapped Har

“Tt  waan't Redgate 10177
Bunter cautiously.

Wharton stared at him. He was aware
that Redgate 101 wea the telephone
nurmber of Mr. Bunter's house 1n
Surrey. Bunter had made that fact
known at Greyfriars.

“Mothing of the kind, you know,"
gaid Bunter, blinking at him,

“No business of mine, Mr. Whiffles,”
said Harry, half-laughing. The man-
ners and customs of Mr. Whiffles un-
doubtedly wero remarka;bl{_hlike unto
Billy Bunter's. The more Wharton saw
of him the mora that was horne in Em
his mind. Fatoous fibbing was & chief
characteristic of W. G. Bunter, and
avidently of this fat gentleman also,

“If you think I'm te-laphﬂning to
Jammy Bunter you're mistaken, that's
all1” added the fat pentloman, as if

‘said
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to clinch the matter. “I don't even
know his telephone number. Beei”
Harry Wharton laughed.

“'Hiaaami if I see anything to cackle

at. |—

The bell rang and Bunter popped in
again and shut the door sfter him. He
grabbed the receiver.

“Hallo! Is that Redgate 101 Is
that Sammy "
“Is that you, Billyt" It was the

voica of Bessie Bunter. *'1 eay, you're
not coming home, are you "

imeM

LE] E:md IH

cht lH‘

* Brute 1 _

“Look here, Bessie, tell Bammy to

come to the phone. I want to spoak to
Sa;irrémy. Buck uwp! It's impertant.”
&I

my's in the garden.”
“Well, call him!’ anﬁppEd Bunter.

“1 don't suppose be'll come when I
tell him it's you.”

Bunter breathed hard. ]

“Look here, Bessie, it's _nwfu'l];r 1i-
portant—irightiully important! I'm in
a fearful fix 1"

“Sammy wouldn’t lend you anything,
Bosides, he's stony.”

“*'Tain't that!"” howled Bunter. "I'va
got lots of money—tons !

“Then you can send me that five shil-
lings you owe me,” ssid Miss Bessie
E?’?tu promptly. * Don’t bring it, send
i

“ Brute 17

“I—I mean, I'll send it st once,
Bessie. I'lh send it off by the next post,
old girl] Call Bammy!”

“Wall, I'll call him, but I don't sup-
pose he'll come,”™ said Bessie., And
there wes silence. Apparently Miss
Bunter had gone to ealk Samuel Bunter,
of tho Second Form at Greyiriars, now
enjoying his holidays at the Bunter
home. And BEilly DBunter waited
anxiously. There was the sound of a

voice on the phone, and he ejaculated:
“"You've pt me waiting, you
beast I"
& l”

It was & feminine voice, in indignant
tonos.

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter.

“Will you bhave another three
minutes?” asked the feminine veice, in
1y tones.

he young lady at the exchange

seemed oross.

[1] Dhl ml?'

Bunter did not care how many trunk
calls piled up, of course. He did not

have It:dpaj the telephone bill at Whar-
ton ge. He stoed clutching the
receiver and waiting, wishing from the
bottem of his heart that he were near
enough to Sammy of the Second to stir
him into activity with a brotherly kick.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Sammy !

“ HAT you, Billy?"
I It was Ssmmy Bunter's
voice at last.

“Yes, you little fat beast ™
gasped Bunter. “What have you kept
me waiting all this time for? 1 aay.
Sammy, I want you to do something
for me.™

“Oh, T know that,” said Sammy
cheerily. “ ¥You wouldn't have rung up
if you didn't. Bure you don't want
to msk how I am, and how I'm enjoying
the hols?™

Sammy was pleased to be sarcastic,

“0Oh! Yes, of course! How are you
enjoying j'nur.gelf, Sammy ¥

¥Fine |” sald Sammy. “You can't

imagine how nice it ia at home now,

Billy! You'd stay away oftenor if you

knew 1™
“¥Wou cheeky little beast!™

& "FI that all 1" astked Sammy. *Goed-

T

“Hold on!” gasped Buntser. “I say,
Sammy, you must do eomwething for
me. Tll pay tha expenses.’

“What with1” asked Sammy.

“I'va got lots of money now.”

“Whosa 1"

“I don't want any of your Becond
Form cheek, wou little beast! Look
hera, I've lost m}r specs.”

“He, he, ha !’

SBammy DBunter scemed to find some-
thing enteriaining in that. Brotherly
love was not highly developed in the
Bunter clan,

“You know where to find m
pair in my room, Sammy.
must have them!
them to me.™

“Catch me!"

“T'1l lend you & quid, Semmy, T
stand you a feed when you get here—as
much cake &8s you cap eat—and ice-
creama.”

“‘Chat sounds all right.” said Sammy
Bunter. " Where are you? How am
I to get there? The pater said you
were in Sussex,”

“I'm in Burrey now, near Redgate
—the other eide of Redgate—less ithan
twenty miles. You ecould.bike it—-—"

"1 can see myself dl}.'il'i?‘ it 1"

“Well, there's trains.

"What about the fare?®

“T'il pay the fare when you get here.™

“That's all right; only railway fares
have to be paid in advance,” chuckled
Samimy.

“ Woell, you little beast, can’t you pay
the fare mnd trust me to square when
you get hera?"” demanded Bunter in-
dignantly.

“No jolly fear! Besides, I haven't
the tin. My last bob went on ice-creams
this morning.”

“You guzzling little pig!”

“Well, I i#ike that!” said Sammy.
“ What about you? Talk about guzzling !
Of all the guzzling porkers——"

“Never mind now, SBammy. Look
hore, take a taxi”

“Take a taxi twenty miles!” yelled
Bammy-

“¥Yes, old chap. Expense doesn't
matter! I'll pay at this end=—sea 1™

o4 H-E:,. hﬂ, he!?

“What are vou cackling atl"”

“Your little joke! He, he, hat*

“I mean it!” hooted Buntor. *I toll
ou I've got tons of money—as much as

lika!™

“Gammon I

“It's trusl” howled Bumtor.

“Held up a bank?” asked Bammy

socond
gimply
I want vou to bring

sarcastically. “You csn't have hecome
s cat burglar! You're too fat. Is there
such a thing as a pig burglar? That
would boe about your mark!”

“Look hera, you cheeky little
rotter——"

“Will you have another three
minutes?” came the feminine voice,
mten:uptmg.

“Eh! Yes! Blow you! 1 mean, yes!
Bammy, you'rs running up a bill here,
with your silly burbling! Look here,

take a taxi, and bring me my spees, and
don’'t lose a minutal™

“Oh, come off!" said Bammy. “It
would cost pounds!™
“Tounds are nothing to mel” said

Bunter loftily. ‘' When I want money, I
s:mn{?y have to ask my manager!”
“Your what?"” howled Sammy.
#T=I meoan——" Bunter realised
that Sammy wanted a ot of convincing.
Sam knpnew his elder brother so well.

A -

Bammy had no objection to taking a
taxi ride for twenty miles. What he
objected to was being leit with the taxi-
man to pay st the end of those miles.
Bunter wunderstood that he had to
reassure Bunter minor on that im-

rtant point! “Look here, Sammy!
've got a job—a sort of job—at &

circus [

“ Whiflles’ Circus 1" exclaimed
Bammy. “Then you did clear off ‘with
the circus when you scooted away from
school? 1 say, Quelchy says that you

won't bo allowed back next term [

“Blow next term! Blow Quelchy!
Look here, I've got x job at thqa ci-.rc?gn.
and ['m rolling in pufi”

“In the menagerief” atked Bammy.

"Don't be a cheeky little beast!
Bring me my specs, and I'll stand the
taxi fare here and home again, sad
stand you a topping feed—sea?”

“ Well, if it's gammon, I shall have to
let the taximan tackle the pater when
I get back,"” said Sammy, "ﬁe will stop
it out of your allowance next term.”

“That's all right!” said Bunter. *I
keep on telling you I've tons of money-
You cught to be glad to come and see
me, your caly bmthar; Hammy.”

“80 I am, if you've got tons of
money,” said Sammy.

“"You're & mercenery little boast,
Sammy., I mean, all right, old chap.
Come thmuih Bedgata, and keep on;
you'll find the e¢ircus pitched on s field
nesr YWharton Magous—the village near

Wharton Lodge, vou koow. fo
Mr. Whifos " )

“Well, I'll do it,” said Bammy., 1f
you're gammoning, it will bag ajlrl your

allowance next term.”

“That's all right! Start at onece
Mind you don't forget to bring the
speca.”

“Right-he!”

“You ought to gel over here in an
hour or so. Ask for Mr, Whiffles, and
don't mention me. You'Hl eea a big
blue-and-red caravan. That's mioe.
Make haste, Bammy "

And Bunter rang off, taking no heed
of & fominine veicd which wes asking
hin agein if he would have =another
three minutes.

He rolled out into the hall, feeling
relieved and satisfied. Hes blinked
round for Wharton. Without his speca
Bunter's surroundings swam in & haza-

“Where's that beast got to—*
“"Hallo! Finished . Whifles 1™
“Yes," grunted ﬁunm«-. “1 may, I

auevau old Wharton——"
“You suppose what "

“I mean, I suppose Colonel Wharton
won't mind letting me have the car back
to the circus?!” asked Buoter, blinking
at the captain of the Remove. “I'm
fed-up with that horse, snd, of course,
I can't walk.”

Wharton gazed at the fat gentleman.
His breath was almost taken away.

“Well?” spapped Bunter. *You'ra
not dumb, I suppose? Ask your unele to
order the car—sce "

“1 shall ask my uncle nothing of the
sort,” sa2id Wharton ourtly. *“The
eponor you start walking, Br. WhifHes,
the better!™

“h, really, you beast——"

“That's enough ! eaid Harry.

He walked out of the house, and
Bunter, with an aggry grunt, followed
him. They rojoin the juniors who
wern waiting at the gates.

“That's voor horse, if you want fe
lead him home, Mr. Whifles," said
Harry. " Good-bye!”

“One of you kidz can load him back,"
said Bunter. *“I'll tip you hali-a-crown
for your trouble.™

“(Oh, go esnd eat coke Harry

TEe ¥er LiBmAmry.—No. 1,072.
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Wharton's patience was wearing rather

thin. .
“ 11! make it five bobl® .

“*Cheeso 1t1"

FE EE.E.Ht- I:'.l

Bunter rolled out at the gates.
#Hallo, hallo, hallo! Yhat about

this geegee?” called out Bob Cherry,
whao was holding tho horse.

“ Blow it, and blow youl™”

Bunter did not mesn to trust himself
with that geegee any more- Ho rolled
away towards the village, leaving Bob
Cherry holding the horse and the Grey-
friara” juniors stariog at one another.
Montgomery St. Leger Whifflea cer-
tainly would not have been so reckless
of the horse; but what became of Mr.
Whiffles horse did not concern Billy
Bunter very much. He rolled away
regardless, and the juniors were left
stending.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Asking for It !
MIL DANCE, the manager, stared

at his boss as tho latter came

rolling wesrily home. DBunter

blinked at him maroscly.
Walking on & hot August dag Wi
tiring, and Bunter was tired; and, as a
natural result, hfa.d-t!:mperad. more-
over, the loss of his big specs was dia-
comforting, It was irritating to have
to wait till SBammy arrived with the
other pair from home, and it was annoy-
ing to have Sammy coming at all,
Altogether it had not been a successiul
morning, and Bunter was very cross.

“Where's the horse?” asked
Dance. i
Bunter blinked at him. When

Bunter was without hiz specs all faces
wera the same ta him—jusb blurs.

“Don't stk questions!” he snapped.
(et & leman-squash, George, and buck
uH;Eh & 5

“I'm thirsty!” enapped Bunter, "Ii
you want the sack, George, you've only
pot to hang about like a stuffed cl:?mmy
when T give you an order—seel i

“1'm not George, you fat idiot!" said
Dance. “Have {Iﬂu Jost ;F_our spectacles I

Bunter gave him a blink .

“Oh! Yes! Tell George to bring me
g lemon-squash.”

“ But where's the horse?”

“RBlow tha horse! I preferred to walk
back 1" ) ) "
* Look here, if the horse is los

#Bather the horse! I can lose m
own horses if I hike. I suppose. Min
vour own business, Dance! end Gau}-_na
with that lemon-squash, and shut up.

Bunter rolled into the blue-and-red
caravan, and sat down to rest. He wae
in & had temper, and bad no politeness
to waste on ﬁr. Dance. Dance's eyes

linted sz he moved eway. It suited
%a.nca to have Bunter playing the part
of Mr. Whiffles; the unserupulous
managzer was feathering bis own nest all
the time, though Bunter did not realise
it. But every now and then Dance was
oppressed by an almost irresistibla
yesrning to take the guv'mor by the
seruff of the neck and shake him tll
his toeth rattled. He resisted that
yearning; but he felt that it would be
too strong for him some day.

George brought the lemon-squash, and
Bunter sipped it and scowled. Heo was
tired, and he had had & heavy bump
when he alighted from the horse. And
he wanted his specs, and he had a mis-

iving that S8ammy DBunter would not
%urr along with them. .

Hg had Impressed upon Sammy the im-
portance of haste; bul he knew Sammy.

Tae Micxer Lisrary.—No. 1,072

It would be quite like Bammy to leave it
fill after lunch., Bammy was greedy.
The thought of lunch, however, cheercd
Bunter. Cooking was going on, and
pleassnt scents were wafted to him es he

sat in his van. Wherever the ecircus

moved, sincae Bunter had been in contreol,
the commissariat bad been run on a
lavish seale. Bo far as tuck was con-
cerned, Billy Bunter was having the
time of his life. As he thought of that
the smiles returned to his fat face.

His misgiving with regard to Sammy
was justified. o tezicab came buzzing
from the direction of Redgate.

Dinner-time came round,
there was no Sammy.

Still, dinner was a great comfort—sa
very great one. DBunter ate, and was
happy. Afterwards be took a nap, and
the eircus was entertained by a deep,
rumbling snore from Mr, Whiffles’
caravan, And when the long, long nap
was over there was tea and cake, Still
Sammy had not appeared in the ﬂﬁ'l:]g.
Tho afternoon porformance at  the
circus was now on. Dance, in charga
of the ring, and strains of music cama
from the big tent, and the galloping of
horses. Bunter rolled out of his ven
and blinked across the field towards the
road, Motor-cars whizzed by in the
distanee, but nons stopped et the
pircus. No taxicab came with Sammy
and the speass.

“Beast|” growled Buntor.

He walked down to the road at last,
and stood blinking along it in the direc-
tion of Redgate. That was the way
Sammy would come—when he came.
Evidently he was not hurrying himself.

Bunter walked slong the road towards
the distant town. Sammy could -not be
long mow, even if he had stayed at
home for lunch and a rest afterwards.
It occurred to Bunter that it would he
a good idea to meet Sammy before he
arrived at the cireus. Sammy was an
inquisitive little beast.  That sort of
thing ran in the Dunter family. Ha did
not want Sammy to spot how matters
stood at the cirews. If SBammy dis-
covered the state of affaira there, it
would be just like him to stick, and
not go home at all

S8ammy, as Bunfer sadly reflected,
was always on the make. ‘Ea diffarent
from his brother Billy. It was much
botter to keap him away from the
circus. The only real use Bammy was
was to bring Dunter the much-needed
gpecs.  Alter that the sooner he dis-
a.p][:mnrad into space the better. DBunter
rolled along the road, hoping every
moment to spot the taxicab coming
along, with the exasperating Bammy
in it. Even without hiz specs he would
know Sammy as soon as he saw him.
The eircumference of the Bunters
leaped to the oye, even a short-sighted
ayea.

Helf a mile from the circus Bunter
reached 8 spot whera two roads
branched. On a patch of grass in the
middle was & signpost, which told
which was the Redgate road—to every-
body but Bunter.. Bunter could not
read the zign.

In the grass at the foot of the post a
ronghly-dressed man was lying asleep,
with a battered hat over his face.
logked like a tramp. DBunter halted
quite close to him eand stood blinking
up at the sign. It was no uwze. The
lettering on it was only a blur to
Bunter. He blinked at the man slesp-
ing in the grass. A tip to the tram
would work the oraecle, and Bunter ha
money in his pockets these days.

“Here, you wake up!™ called ount
Bunter, stirring the man in tha riha
with his foot.

The man grunted and awoke.

snd still

He threw aside the battered hat and
sat up in the grass and stared ad
Bunter,

Then an_ extraordinary expression
came over hia face,

It was not s pleasant face. Ii was
beetle-browed, with & square, stubbly
jaw and a broken nose,

Those details were lost on Bunter.
At the present moment the face was
to him a misty blur. That this shabby
tramp was Bill Huggins, the rufian,
who had vowed vengeance on Mont.
gomery St. Leger Whiffles, did not
oceur to him for & moment. He had
almost forgotten Bill Huggins hy this
time, though he was aware that 1t was
the terror of the broken-nosed ruffan
that was keeping the real Mr. Whifiles
in hiding away from the ecircus.

“My eve!"” murmured Huggins, star-
ing blankly at the fat unﬂﬂigan? whom
be, like all the world-famous circus,
believed to be Montgomery St. Leger
Whiffles.

“I say, my man, tell me what's on
this signpogt, will you?" asked Dunter.
“I'll stand you sixpence.”

“My eye!” repcated Mr. Huggins,
staring at Buntor, as if the fat face with
its waxed moustache fescinated him.

Bill Huggins eauld scarcely believeo in
his good luck. He was hanging about
the circus, waiting for s chance at tha
“guv'nor ” who had sent him to “three
months hard.,” And here was the
guvy nor walking right into hiz hands
on a lonely road. '%he fercoity in Mr.
Huggins' battered countenance would
have terrified Bunter could he have seen
It.

“Do you hear me?" gaid Bunter
irritably.  “I'vo lost my specs and
can’t read the sign. Seel"

“Oh, my eye!" said Mr. Huggins.

Bunter sl:ﬂ.ftend &

. He had heard that expressive expres-
sion before, and the wveice sounded
familiar to his ears.

He blinked at BMr. Huggins with a
startled blink. i

a

“I—I—1 sar,
Bill Huggins grinned and rose slowly

who are yout"
stammered.
to hia feet. DBunter backed away in

on are, Aare you, guv'nori®™
grinned Huggins. * king riqht‘ into
a man's 'ands—what? My eyel”

“Oh ¢rumbs!” gasped Bunter.

He knew who it was now. His faf
knees knocked together. He blinked at
Bill Huggins with his little round eycs
almost starting from his head. Ol

w

“]—I—] say— Oh dear!
You! Oh my hat! I say—"

“Btrike me pink, if this ain't luck!™
chueklad :Elh.t-l Huggilim._ ﬂlta dessay
you've 18 ers arter me,
Whiﬂie:.guﬂut therl;&e ain't sny peelers
‘ere now, 'Ere's the bloke you sent up
for three months. Now I'm jest going
to smash you into little pieces, WhilHes!
I'm going to bash Sﬂur nose through
the back of your 'ead!™ :

“ Yarocoogh 1" .

Bunter jumped away as Mr. Huggins

advanced on him witk & ferocious
grin. He made a desperate rush to
eSCADE. _

Tramp, tramp, tramp! came the

P}FMT footsteps of Mr. Huggins behind
im.

In a few moments he felt the grasp-
ing hand of the ruffien at his shoulder,
In shear terror ha collapsed in the road,
and Mr. Huggins, going too et to
stop, stumbled over him abd went head-
]nnﬁ, There was a roar from Hu%gms
as his bullet head banged on the hard
high road. :

iunt-ar usually did not move quickly.,
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Mr. Huggins darted across the grass, and sprang at a fenee to clamber over it. But he was not quite quick enough. Befors

he could clear the fence Bob Cherry l&d#pﬂhhm The

But tircumstances alter cases. Now he
was on his feet mgain with the speed
of lightning.

Hugging was gprawling in the road,
howling out expressive expressions.
Bunter gave him one wild blink, and
darted into a grassy path leading into
the wood beside the country gﬂ;{ﬁ He
knew that ho had ne chance in a foot-
race with the ruffian, and he had some
vague idea of elimbing a tres. He bolted
into the shady bridﬁz-path, and there
was & shout.

* Look out!™

" Ow "

Bunter, narrowly escaping & collision
with a horseman who was riding down
the path to the road, rolled aver in
the grass, roaring.

"%nw—nw! Help

* Great Scottl” ) .

Harry Wharton reined in the horse
and stared down at the sprawling
igure in amazement.

{1

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

i€ Y hatl Whifles|”
M Harry Wharton stared at

i,
“Yow-ow! Help!”
“*“What's the row now, Mr. Whifflea?"
asked Harry.
“Grooghl Helpl"
“I'm bringing your horse back as you
didn't zend for him," Wharton ex-

plained.  “¥ou jolly nearly ran into
me.’

“Yow-ow-ow! Help!"

Wharton looked round in astonish-
ment. He could zee ths white road
stretching past the end of tho bridle-

*“ 0w [ * he roared.

path, but for the moment Bill Huggins
was not in sight. Wharton was on his
way to the circus, to take back the horso
Mr. Whiffles had left behind. It was
quite a good horse, for a fellow who
knew how &0 ride, and Wharton had
taken a rathor round-about way by the
bridle-paths through the woods, which
was mora sgreeable than trotting along
a high road haunted by cars. It was
fortunate for William George Bunter
that he had done so.

Bunter staggoered to his fect

“1  say—— Help! That beast
Huggine— Oh dear! He's sfter me
again, Who are you? Help!”

There were hoavy, trampling footsteps
onn the road and & hoarse, shouting

voice,

“He's coming!" gasped Bunter.
“Help! Oh crumbs! Ow!™

- Ugl” _exclaimed Wharton, ®s_he
caught sight of Mr. Huggins. The

rufian came plunging from the sunlit
road into the shadf: path.

Wharton knew him at once as_the
rufian from whom the Famous Five
had rescued Mr. Whifles a few days
before,

With his comrades to help him,
Wharton would have tackled him will-
ingly enough. But his chums were
pleying tenniz at Wharton Lodge, far
pway. And the captein of the Remove,
sturdy as he was, would have been help-
less in en encounter with the broken-
nosed ruffian,
spare, and Wharton acted quickly.

“Mr. Whifflez! Quiek! Jump up!®

“Eh? What! Help ™

Wharton leaned down and grasped
him by the collar,

* Get on—quick I

Huggins
% Chapier 9.)

There was no fime to ¢h

came down from the fence with groat

“Oht Ow! Wow!”

Terror sharpened Buntor's wits. He
Ernbhﬂd at the horse and scrambled up,

elped by Wharton's grip on his collar.
He sprawled across the horse behind
Wharton, who whirled the steed round,
and dashed away again up the bridle-
path.

He was only in time. Huggins,
coming on with & rush, narrowly
escaped a kick from the hind lege aa
the horse dashed awsy.

There was & vell of wrath from Me.
Huggins, and he rushed in pursuit,
But the galloping horse very soon left
him ind.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow I came from
Billy Bunter #3 he sprawled and
clutched and gasped for breath. “Oht
Ow! Wow! Yow-ow["

Wharton ghnmd back. -

Huggins had disappeared irom sight
in the winding path through the wood.
Ha slackenad speed.

“All eerene now, Mr. Whiffles,” he

said.

“Yow-ow-ow! Keep oen! Get back
to the circus!” ?aspe Bunter. *"Don't
stop! Ow! Help! Eeep oni®

Harry Wharton laughed, and rode on.
He knew all the paths for miles round
Wharton Lodge, and he picked one that
led in the direction of the circus camp.
When he came out on the road at last,
the circus tent was in sight, and the
music reached his ears. He pulled in
o horse.

“ Here's the circus, Mr. Whiflos,” he
said. “You're all right now. Better
get down. You don't want to arrive io
this style.”

“Bure he's gone!™ gaspod Bunter.
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“He’s a mile off.”

“Oh, geodl Oh, dear!”

Bunter slid to the ground, ;

“I—I say, stick to me till I get inl*
he gasped. “That beast may turno u
again! It's all Sammy's fault! F
punch his head! Oh, dear!”

“ Any old thing,” said Harry. ]

He dismounted and took the reins
over his arm, leading the horse to the
circus  camp, unter limping and
ing by Eia side. Wharton looked

&
Et im, and started, and grinned.

L | 585, Mr. Whifles—"

“Don't jaw! Let's get inl” gasped
Bunter,

“Hadn't wou better put your
moustache straight firss?”

“Eh1"

“It's a bit sideways,” grinned
Wharton. I thought I'd mention it

before you show up at the cireus.”
“0Oh!" gasped Bunter. .
He grabbed at his moustache. Wig
and beard, fortunately, were still in
place, but the waxed moustache was on
one side of DBunter's fat little nose.
Bunter set it riihh. ‘
“T—I pay, this—this i=n't a false
moustache, you know I he gasped.
“Isn't it 1" ejaculuved Wharton,
“Nunno! Nothing of the kindl
And if you think I'm wearing a wig,
vou're jolly well mistaken.”
“0h, my hat "

“Nothing of the sort! Moustaches
g-x-ggo like this sometimes, you
know.

“ Do they ™ stuttered Wharton.

“0Oh! Yes! Besides, mind your own
business! I suppose I can stick on a
moustache if 1 like, and a beard too if
I want to. Not that I'm doing any-
thing of the kind, you know.”

“Ohl* said Harry. g

Bunter rolled on hurriedly to his van.
There was a roar of checring in the hlﬁ
tent, which was crowded by tho loca
inhabitants. A man came up to take
the horse from Wharton. Bunter rolled
into his caravan, gasping for breath,
On the road, at a little distance, a taxi-
cab stopped, and a fat youth rolled out
of it, staring towards the ecircus tent,
Wharton, as he sighted him, recognised
Sammy Bunter, of the Second Form at

Greyfriars. Then he locked into the
blue-and-red caravan.

“Mr, Whiflga—"

“Grooogh |* .

“I'm going back thru-u%h the wil-
lage,” said Harry. *“Would you like

ma to eall in &t the police:station and
tell them about that man Hugginm
The sooner he's run in the better.

“Oh! Vez! Do!" gasped Bunter.

“ Right-ha 1"

YWharton walked away towards the
road. The taxicab was waiting by the
roadside, and Sammy Bunter was
h]inkin?‘ round him through the big

ectacles that were so like William

eorge’'s. He stared at the captain of
tha ove, and called to him.

“Hallo! I say, Wharton—"

“Halle, Bammy!” said Wharton,
stopping.

“1g thizs Whifles’ Circusi”

“Y'EE\."

“Good | Been Billy about?

“Rilly! No! Iz he herei”

“Well, ha said he was” answered
Bammy. "That would make me think
he wazn't, of course, only I know he
must be. Ha told me to aszk for Mr.
Whiffles’ caravan. Know where it ia?”

“There it is," said Harry, pointing.
*“The blue-and-red ome yonder. Mr,
Whiffes is there, but I don't think your
major is”

“Well, he must be here somewhere !”
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said Bammy. “He's got to pay for the
taxil I suppose Whiffles knows?”
And Bunter minor rolled on towards
the blue-and-red caravan, and Harry
Wharton, in 8 very Wﬂnﬂﬁrlﬂ% frame of

mind, walked away to the village.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sammy Sticks!

T H, doar! PBeast! Oh, crumbs!
O™

Sammy Bunter grinned.

As he approached the blue
and-red caravan, & familiar voice
reached his ears. Bunter, in a bresth-
less state, was spluttering in the van,
ignorant a3 yet of the [act thet hia
minor was in the offing.

“Ow! Ow! Groogh'! Beast! Oh,
dear |

Sammy chuckled.

“1 say, Billy 1" he called out.

Wharton had told him that Mr.

Whiffles was in the van, but not Bunter
of the Remove. Evidently, howaver,
Bunter Major was there now, ss Sammy
could hear his familiar duleet tones.
Bunter, in the van, gave s jump as he
heard his minor's voice.

“Oh1” be gasped. “Is that you,
Sammy 1"

“Yes, old bean.”

" Got the specs?”

“Yes, rather, Billy [*

Sammy Bunter clambered up the
steps into the van. Then he blinked
round him in amsazement. A fat man
who looked fifty years old, with a nut-
brown head of hair, & wared moustache,
gnd a pointed beard, sat gasping in the
chair. Mo one else was visible. In the
ponfined space of a caravam there was
no room for concealment. for a fellow of
Billy Bunter's ample proportions
Sammy blinked round him in wonder.
Billy was there. Xe had heard his
voice, and Billy had answored him. Yeb
ha was not thera! It really was enough
to startle any fellow.

“[—J—1 say—" stuttered Sammy.

“(tive me the specs | prowled Bunter.
“You've kept me waiting! Why didn't
you come at once, you lazy little fat
bounder ¥

“I—1 say, whero's DBilly?” gasped
Bunter minor.

“Eh? Oh!
not here!”

“Wha-a-at "

“ He—he's gone for a walk, you
know 1" gaspﬂg Bunter. “Give me the
Epecs, I've been waiting for them all

ay.”

Mowhere! He=he—he's

“You've been wailiog?”’ gasped
HSammy. )
“¥Yes! You know I can't ses with-

out them, you fat idiot! What did you
keep me waiting for? demanded
Bunter wrathfully, “It was all your
fault I nearly got killed by s fearful
ruffian| Oh, dear! Where's the speca?”

Sammy, with a dazed face, drew a
spectacle-case from his pocket, and
ssad it to the fat men in the chair,
ammy’s brain seemed to be turning
round and round. This fat man was
asking him for Billy's specs with Billy's
voiee. 1t was like some strange dream
to Sammy Bunter. He had seen Mr.
Whiffles when the eireus was near Grey-

“That's better I he said.

Bammy gazed at him in & trance.

Mr. Whiflles blinked at him through
Bunter's = len,

“You little fat rotter!”® he seid.
“I've & jolly d mind not to pay tha
taxi now. SUppose you came in &
taxi 7" ,
“Yes!” gasped Bammy, wetill in &
france,

“1 told you to come at once, you laz
little slacker! I've a .}uﬂg good min
to punch your head for keeping me
walting like thia!” spapped Bunter,
“You always were an inconsiderate
little beast, Bammy 1"

Sammy could not spesk.

He ocould only stare.

Obvieusly, it was his brother Billy
wha was talking to him. There was no
doubt about that. There couldn’'t be.
But what was his brother Billy doing
with. the outward semblance of Mr.
Whifles? Where was the real Mr.
Whiffes, if Billy was here in his cara-
van got ug]:z like him? What did it all
mean, anyhow! Sammy’s fat brain was
in & whirl of bewilderment,

“Billy |” he gasped, at last.

Bunter started. He had forgotten for
the moment the part he was playing.
Bunter belonged to that class of per-
sons who proverbially ought to hava
Eﬂﬂd memories; but sometimes have

ad memories, and thereby get into
difficulties.

“0Oh,"” gasped Bunter, "I—I—-I—"

“Billy ™ ropeated Sa arrot-
like i:\xﬂiIr his aﬁammwt. "rl'.’-illP, oh,
crikey—Billy ! You, Billyl”

“I'm not Billy f"' gasped DBunter.
“Don't be a silly idiot, S3ammy! How
could I be Billy when I'm Whiffles 1"

*You—you—you're Whiffles [ articu-
lated Sammy.

“Yes, of coursel The boss of this
circus,” answered DBunter. * Anybody
here can tell vou I'm Whiflea ™

“0Oh, erikey!” said Sammy.

“How much was the taxi?"” asked

Bunter. “I'll give you your fare back,
of course Baminy. And & quid over.
I've got lota of money now. I'd have
stood you & spread if you'd come
earlier. Mow I won’t! The sooner you
get off the better. You'll be late back,
Bessis will be anxious about you.
You'll hardly got back before the pater
comes home from the City, anyhow.
Get & move on [¥

Sammy did not get & move on.

He sat down on the bed-ottoman in
the ecaravan, and blinked at Mr.
Whiffies with wide-open, staring eyes.

“What's this game?” he gasped.

“Game!  ‘There's oo gamel I'm
Whifes [

“You're Billy I"
B";IY?GE young ass! Do I look like

1

“ No, you doa’t,” said Bammy. “ Not
& bit Jike him. But you're Billy. You

know you are! How did you get your-
self up like that?” e

“] dide'tl I—1I wasn't!
Whiffles| Look here, Sammy, you get
put! Bessie will be wondering what's

become of wou”
“&he won't. Besides, if you're
what do you know about

I'm

W’hi_‘l':El-Em.llls
Bassia 1’

“0Oh, I-I mean,~—that is, I—J-—"
stammered Bunter, “I—I don't know

friars. He knew Mr. Whifflez again anything about Bessie, Of—of course, I

at once. PBut what did Mr. Whiffles don't. Never heard the name.™

want with Dilly's 2 ¥  And what “He, he, hal”

was he doing with Billy’s woice?  “Don’t sit there cackling, you fat

Sammy almost fell down in  his little beast! Get out of it ¥

astonishment. “I'm jolly well going to kpoow what
Bunter ﬂﬁ-&:}ed the case, took out the this game is!” said Sammy. *You've
lasses, and jammed them on his fat, got a wig on, Billy.”

ittlo nose with great relief and I haven't!” gasped Bunter. *No-

satisfaction,

thing of tha sort! Don't I keep on
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ﬁaliiug you I'm Whiffles? I'm the boss
aerae!™

*Oh, my only Aunt Sempronia [” said
Sammy. "This beats it! You're Billy,
E‘?t up as Whiffles! Great B}p!

here’s Whiffles all the time? hg
i3 he letting you do it? Is this the jo
you told me you'd got?”

“MNo. Yes xactly. I—1 say
Hammy, it's time you were off. Vou'll
be late home.”

Sammy chuckled.

“What about teal” he asked.

“Tea! You can't stop for tea, old
chap! Look here, I'll walk down to
the taxi with you and sece you off.
Think of Dessie worrying about what's
become of you, Sammy.”

“She won't worry,” eaid Sammy

cheerfully. “If I don’t get back to tea
she will have all the cake. That will
suit her.”

“Dut if the pater comes home and
finds you'rs still out—""

“He won't mind. In fact, he's asked
me twice if there isn't any friend of
mine at Greyfriars who'd like to have
me home with him for part of the vac.”

“But the mater, old chap. Think of
the mater. I'm surprised st you,
Sammy, making your poor old mother
anxious like this.

“That's all right. The mater told me
thiz afternoon that 1f I didn't make
Icss noise in the housa she would ask
Dr. Locke to keep me at school over
next holidays.™

Sammy seemed to have an answer
ready for all objections. Billy Bunter
glared at him wrathfully. He had had
a misgiving that Sa.mmi;r might stick,
That misgiving was fully justified.
HSammy was sticking.

“Look here, Sammy, you've got to
clear !” hooted Bunter, quite forgetting
in hiz wrath and excitement that he was
supposed to be Mr. Whiffles. *I'm fed-
u%:- with you, sce? I quite enough
of you in the term at Greyiriars, if you
want me to speak plainly, see?”

Ssmmy chortled.

# Ma.kmﬁcmuut you're Whiffles, and

talking about the term at Grayfriars,
Oh, my hat! You tell lies jolly bedly,
Bill;r, considering all the practice
vou've had.”

L

“[—I--1 mean—- ;

“Never mind what you meen,” said
Hammy cheorfully. *I'll tell you what
I mean. 1 mean to have tea here.
You've got on to a good thing. Well,
I'm on to it, too. Whiifles paying
you to do this?” i .

Bunter glared at him. In the eir-
cumstences, it really did not seem use-
ful to maintain that he was Whillles,
Even & credulous [ellow could scarcely
have belioved it. And Samuel Dunter
was anything but credulous.

“No,” he gasped—*1 mean yes
That ig—" :

Sammy nodded sagely.

“] sea! Whiflles wants to kuep out
of sight for some reason, and he's got

ou to atick here pretending ggu'ra him.
Yhat's the game?! Somebody after
him for money!”

“No, you young assl™

“Not the police after him?!” asked
Bammy “Has be done anything?”

“MNo " hooted DBunter.

“Well, he must have some reason for
letting you play this etunt,” =said
Bammy. “I can't make it out.”

* No bizney of yours, you prﬁin little
beast! Look here, Bammy, the fact is
you're in danger if you stay here,”
said Bunter.

Sammy winked, :

“1 mean it! I'll tell you the whole
truth,” said Bunter imprmwa}!y.

“1 don't suppose you could if you

tried,” remarked Bunter minor. “Still,
go 1t, and get as pear as you can!”

Bunter lowered his voice -:Etuf.imtsl{.
“That man hiffles iz in fearful

danger,” he seid. ™A irightfuIﬁ ficree,

ferocious murderer 15 after him.

“Oh, my hat ! :
[ He'y .iding away in fear of his
life,” continued Bunter. “I'm taking
his place to face the danger. ¥You know
my pluck.™

“1 do!" assented Bammy. “You
could put it all in a nutshell, leaving
plenty of room for a full-sized nut.”

“¥You cheeky little fzt monkey! 1
think it shows my pluck, when I'm tak-
ing 6ld Whiffles’ place and facing this
fearful danger for him, while he stays
in hiding,” said Bunter. “I've had
two narrow escapes already. Not that
I care, of course. Danger doesn’t worry
me. But I'm worried about you
Sammy. I don’t want you to share my
fearful danger.”

“"You mean you don’t want me to
shate the loot?” asked Sammy.

“No!" roared Bunter.

“Well, I'll tell you what,” said
Sammy. “I'll help you face the dan-
'grEt:';J I’'ll stand by you, and back you
U
B You'd run away like a rabbit”

“Well, so would you. We'll run in
company.”

o Ecu::k here, Sammy—"

Sammy settled himself comfortably.

“ You'd better go and pay that taxy,
Billyt It will be running up all this
time. Then wo'll have tea.”

Billy Punter gave his minor a long,
expressive look. Expressive looks were
wosted on Sammy. He simply grinned,
and gave his elder brother another fat
wink.

Suppressing his  feelings, William
George Bunter left the wan, and pro-
coeded to pay off the taxi-man, Sammy
remained grioning in the van.

As Billy Bunter had feared, he was
sticking ; and for the present, at least,
there scemed no hope that he would
como unstuck,

THE EIGHETH CHAPTER.
Bunter Explains [
HO'S thist”

Dance, the
asked that question, staring

at Sammy Bunter.
The afternos.: shov. at the circus was
over. At a table set by the steps of
the blue-and-ved caravan, Mr. Whiffles
and Sammy Bunter were at tea, George
Mix, whosa special duty it was to wait
on Mr. WhitHes, was kept very busy.
Almost as fast as he was able te put
supplies on tho table, they disappeared
under the anelaughts of the two Bunters.
Sammy's fat face wore an expansive
and beatifio grin. This was life! He
had suspected that Billy was on a_good
thing! But he had never dreamed that
it was such a thing as this. Un-
limited tuck appealed to Sammy as
strongly as to his major. If Sammy
had Eeen resolved to stick before tea,
he was doubly rcsolved as soon as he

saw that tea, and started on it
What it all meant, SBammy could not
o33; he concluded that Br. Whiffles
ad somo pereonal reason for keeping
out of sight, and had equared Billy to
take his place, Anyhow, he was satis-
fied with matters as he found them.
Billy obviously had power to order all
he wanted=—the lavish epread on the
tablo proved that, That was enough for
Sammy. The most devoted of brothers
could not have stuck to William George

1
manager,

.

more devoledly than Sammy Bunte:
meant to stick to him now,

Dance stepped by the tabls, snd
starod at the fat fag. He had never
seen Billy Bunter in his own prope:
persen, so ho did not recognise the re
semblance, except in the matter of ¢ir-
cumnference.

“0Oh, just a pguest,” he answered.
“Sammy's staying to teca., He's going
home after tea.”

Dance looked hard at Sammy.

“A - Greyfriars schoolboy % gﬁ

“Yeos. Pass the jam, Sammy.’

“Here you are, old man. I'm not
going home after tes,” said Sammy.

‘I've come to stay with you, for a bit,
old E!'ﬁau.”

a really, Sommy——"*

Dance glanced round. George had
gona to the refreshment ient for more
supplies, and was cut of hearing.

“Does he know——1" he muttered, in
Bunter’s ear.

“That'a all right,” sald Dunter.
“Bammy will keep it dark. Don't you
worry, Dance. This is my manager,
Sammy. He knows! Nobody clso knows,

: asked.

50 mind you don't jaw.”

“Right-ho, Billy, nlld bean,” grinned
Eammf', with his mouth full.

“Call me Mr. Whifles, you fat
dummy.”

“I'll call you anything you like, old
chap, so long as you etand me spreads
like this,” eaid Sammy amiably, *1
say, I saw Wharton of the Remove when
I came here. Doos he know?

“No, you ass! Not a word to those
beasts.™

“Look here, this woa't do,” mutterced
Daneo.

Bunter blinked at him,

“Mind your own bizney,” he answered.
“I'm bose here, nin't 11"

Dance sot his lips. Hs was about fo
speak again, but checked himsalf, 21

obby .Nobbs, the clown, eanmie up.

“Man wants to see you, guv'nor,” he
said to Bunter. "A policoman from
the willage.”

* Oh, good,” said Bunter, "Tell him
to come along.™

Mr. Nobbas went away, and Dance
stared aftor him. A fat and rubicund
village policeman was waiting near the
circna tent.

“What doea this mean ! asked Dance.
“What is a constable coming hero for”

“I told VWharton to send him," sstd
Bunter. “That man Hugginsg got after
ma again this afteracon. I'm geing to
have him rum in.”

“You fat foo! 1" he hissed. "8end the
man away."

“ Oh, don't bo a silly ass,” said Bunter.
“De you think I'm going to have that
fearful ruflian waylaying me every day?
No fear.™ )

“You born idiot! If Huggina is run
in, Whifles will come back,” hisacd
Dance. *It's only his frar of Huggina
that is keeping him away."

“0Oh, my hat!” DBunter had forgotien
that very obvions consideration. "“Oh!
Fiut I tell vou that man Hoggins is
dangerous] He——"

“ 1o vou want Whiffles to come back
and kick vou outli®

“Oh! No! But—"
“Well he's just waiting for Huggins
to be got out of tho way,” snarled

Ilance. “ As soon as that happens, you'll
see him here,”

“0Oh, crikey ™

Billy Bunter’s hand, with = jam-tart
in it ﬂtus]]etli half-way to his mouth,
He blinked at Dance in dismay. Sammy
went on with his tea; but he was listen-
ing with both his fat ears. He was
tearning things.
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“But—but I can't bave that wvillain
Huggina after me you know,” siam-
mered  Buater. “He’s too  joliy
dangeroua,” ]

“If you don't send this man away,
the game's up,” M Dangce. ava
gﬂiﬁ;l?, sense, pnd a little pluck, you

He said no more, as the village con-
stable was now at hand. The plump
policeman came up to Mr, Whiffles,
touching his helmet.

“Mr. Whiffles?” he asked.

*That's me,” sard Bunter.

“ Master YWharton, of Wharton Ludﬁa,
called on me thiz afternoon, sir. a
infgprmed me that I was wanted here.”

“0h! Did he? gasped Bunter.

“A case of assault and battery, I un-
derstand, sir,” said the constabls, takin
out a mnotebook. “A man name
Hugging——"

4 0h ™ ed Billy Bunter.

“If ynn'ﬁaﬁ?m me the detsils, sir, and
a description of the man——"

Dance gave Bunter a fierce look of
warning. Sammy contentedly munched
jam-tarts, Bunter sat blinking in dis-
may. He wea terrified of Mr. Hug%i{m
—as frightened of him as the real Mr.
VWhiffles was. But he realised that Hug-
ging, dangerous a8 he was, was all that
stood between him and the return of
Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles, and the
sudden end of hie carcer as a circus
bogs. Had Mr. Huggins been et hand,
at that moment, Bunter would not have
hesitated, Bul Mr. Hupgins was not at
hand, the danger was nol presaing.
On the other hand, the advantages of his
prezent position were very clear so lon
&3 he could make it last. Fuuk swaye
Bunter in_ ome direction; greed in
another. The latter won.

“The—the—the fact is—" he stam-
mered.

“Yea, sir!® the wvillage constable
weited the end of his pencil. Cases of
assauit and battery seldom came his
way, in the quiet Surrey village, Ha
1ﬁasdquita keen t:f:;i get-on the track of
the dangerous ruffian, of whom Harry
Wharton bad told him.

The—the fac* is, there—there isn't
any Huggina!” gasped Bunter. He had
made up hie fat mind.

“Eh

“ Mothing ¢f the sort,” eaid Bunter,
;FE’TM beard of such a man in my
ife,

The constable looked puszzled.

“But Master Wharton told me you
had sent him to me, sir,” he objected.

“Did hal"

“He did, sir. I understood—*

“I—I expect ha as puiling your leg,”

said Buater “You know there—these
Elﬂnn!“hajul Always playing practical
jokes,

“What? D» you mean that you did
not send Master Wharton to me this
afternoon? excleim.d the constable.

“0Oh!l No! Nothing of the sort
Who's Wharion?! I don’t know the
name,” zaid Bunter.

The constabla closed his notebook with
& snap.

“Then I've como here for nothing,”
he grunted.

“ Exactly. Good-afterncon.”

*¥You are sure, Mr., Whifles—1p

“Oht Quite,™

“I shall spenk very plainly to Master
Wharton about this,” said the justly-
incensed villaga policeman,

"I should,” sgreed DBunter.
his check, pulling your leg like that!
Thess cheeky schoolboys want licking!
That's what’'s the matter with them.
Hotten practical jols, I call it!”

The policeman grunted, and stalked
away towards tb: village, He intended
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*Like.

to apeak very plai to Master Whar-
ton, of Wharton Lodge, on the subject
of that praetical joke. His time E&d
been wasted. His time, 1n a constabular
sense, was ngt very valuable; but the
village policeman of Wharton Magnus
was also a gardener, and his time was
valuable as a gardener if not as a con-
stable. He departed in wrath.

Bunter grinned.

“That’s that!” ha remarked.
the cream puffs, Sammy.”

“1 say, Wharton will be waxy!”
grinned _éam*.uﬁ.

“Let himl Fe's a cheoky rotter, any-
how. I say, these cream puffs sre g
gin’t they? Havce some, kid?”
Bunter hospitably.

“I say, can you really order anything
you d;c:i ¥ like here, old chap®”
asked Sammy.

“¥es, rather: I'm boss!" said Bunter
[-:-fm;. “"You car cleak, Dance! I
shan't want you "

The manage- cleared.

“Thet's how I handle ’em,” said
Bunter, with fat sstisfaction, “When
I'm boss, I'm jolly well boss, and don't
you forget it. I've got them feeding
cut of my hand.”

!le

said

wel

“Bu: whera's the real Whiffles?”
asked Bammy, in wonder.
“(Foodncss knows! I don't!®

“But won't he come back 1"

Bunter chuckied.

“He's tao lmlll:: afraid ci that bheast
Huggins | i he had my pluck, he
would be all right. But he Lasn't, you
know,”

“Must be s funky ass, if he's got less
pluck than you, ¢ld chap,” zaid Bammy.

“Don’t be checky, Erﬂmj"_ What
train are you catching after tea?”

“I'm not ealching any trains, thanks,
old fellow, I'm elaying with you.
This %}-uh iz good I'll send a message
homae,

“Now, look here, Bammy! I'm in
fearful danger here” said Bunter im-
pressively. "1 can't let you in for it.”

“That's all right. I don’t mind.”

“Well, I do'” roared Bunter,

“Rats! Paszs the icecream.”

“Do you want me to order some of
my hands to slin: you out on your neck,
Ba 1" asked Buniter darkly.

“1 don't mind, old chap When I toll
them you're no' Whiffles, they won’t
sling anybody out,” emid ﬁamm;;r ehenr-
fully. “I say, the pater don't know
you re doing this stunt, Billy. What
would he say, do you think 1~

Bunter breaihed hard,

“Of course, you can stay on if wou
like, Bammy,” he said, “In fact, I—-I'll
be glad to havae youn. [ hope I'm an
affectionate brother.”

“1 hopa so0!” assented Sammy. 'It's
never too late o mend.  As you're
Evgmg orders here, tell that chap to
bring some more ice-creams. They're
jolly ggod—and cheap, toc. I'm going
to enjoy staying with you over the
holidays, Billy. Fancy anybody enjoy-
ing staying witl: youl He, he, hal”

And Bammy stayed.

The next day the circus moved om,
and SBammy Bunter moved with it. A
second bed was fixad up in the blue-and-
red ecaravan, and when the World-
Famous Cirens camped at night, two
deep snores instead of one proceeded
from the carava.: belonging to Mont-
gomery Ht. Leger Whiffles.

THE NINTE CHAPTER.
A Row on the Road!
i LORIOUL weather I gaid Bob
Cherry cheerily.
“Terrificl’ agreed Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh.
“Hot !” said Johony Euii-

“The warmfuin.
comiorting,”
Tt was a bl

wl ie grateful and
saic Hurree Bingh,

lazing August morning, and
even the junior from India’s coral
strand found it warm enough,

Five cheery cyclisl: rode away from
Wharton ngm- tn the sunshine. Every
bike had a carrier, laden with the neces-
sities lor campinz-out. The Famous
Five of Greyirinrs were going on a
oyoling tour o % week or two, cycling
by daj, campin ou. at night. And, if
weather conditions permitted, as seemdd
likely, they expectec to enjoy it.

Four facea .n the cheery Co. were
bright; but Harry Wharton had ratbher

a tooughtiul look,

He was thinkipg of Mr, Whiffles—
inimically.

The viﬁnga constable had come up to
the ledge, indignaot. Colonel Wharton
had been eanpmoyed by the statement
that his nephew had played an absurd
practical joke or the cols represenia-
tive 2f law and order in village,
Wharton, greatly astonished, had ex-
plained how the matter etood, His
uncle was eurprised, but satisfied; and
a pound note slipped into the constable's

hund satisfied the representative of law
and order.

But the captain of the Remove was
extremely irritated with Mr. Whiffles.
He had gone to the circus field to fell
him 8o, bus found thst the World-
Famouz Circ: kad already taken the
road. The next day the chums of
the Remov: were due to start on their
cycling tour, snd now y wera start~
ing. But Wharion bhad a sfrong desire
to tell Mr. Whifflez what ke thought of

him.
“Wa may bha on that dashed
f]i?m _:aig?lind g g[rt.nnt rema]fked, B3
¥y pedailed cheerily along the sunny
road. “I'd like to see that man
Whiffles again, and say something to
him. He's ns right to mako me out
an idictic practi:al joker.” 1

“Blessed if I seo his resson,” said
Bob. “1 suppcw he must want that
man Huggins run in."

“I should think so. The man's aftet
him to bash him."” said Harry. “He's
in danger of getting damaged so long
as that ruffias 1= loose. 1 can’t make it
out. If we come across him sgain, I'll
jolly well tell him what I think of him,
the cheeky old azs.”

“We may hit the circus again,” said
Nugent. “They've gone westward, and

wa'ra heading west. What s jolly
dag 3

Ripping " ]

Mr. Whifla. and bis sins were dis-

missed, as the PFamous Five oycled on+

ward by the sunny country road.
They had covered six or seven miles

when Bob Cherry suddenly ejaculated:
“Hallo. halin hallo 1™

“What ™

“The jolly oid Huggine bird ™
chuckled Bob.

“0h, my hat'?

A roughly zlz.. man shesd of the

eyclists had tuined in the road to stare
at thern as theay cam: up

They knew the bectlo-browed face
and broken noze at orc:. It was Bill
Huggins.

Evidently be recogn.eed them also,
for he gava them & black scowl as he
stared at them,

“That's the man,” said Harry Whar-
tonn. “Looks ws 11 he's following the
vircus, It must. have taken this road.”

“If that oid fathead, WhifHles, had
played up, and made a charge against
the man, we could collar him now, and
hand him over,” remarked Nugent.

“We could,” agreed Harrg. 3kl
we don't specially want the job. Give
him a migs.”
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The bunch of cyclisis rode on, taking :. Enﬂirh];i%i” shouted Johnny Bull 8 Dgng.ﬂﬂ}r! Grocogh! Strike me——-
o Gxd E]g'?l" M?‘DI-DIE?DI:I:{E ha "

tramp in the road DBut as they passe
him Bill Huggins al._taq:fsed and picked
up a flins from the side,

*“Whooop I*' roarcd Bob Cherry, s he
caught the whizing Bint between his
shoulders. Evidently M». Huggins was
in & revengeful moad.

“Why, the rotter—* sxclaimed
Nugent.

Whiz! Whis

“Look out:@:

There was a heap of flints by the
roadside, placs. in readiness for road
TepAIr. r. Huggina had plenty of
ammunition, axd he sppeared to be

rather a Efﬂ'd shoi.
Whiz, whiz, whiz!

“Let's get back,” panted Bob. "By
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Jove, I'll bu'st his nose over egain for
him! I—-" ) ]

Mr. Huggins was hurling fint after
Eint:i e:tpdceting thﬂt cyclists to put k[]m
E and cecape out of range 43 quickly
nﬁhe;; could. Tnstead of which, they
whirled round their machines in the
wide road, and camo charging back at
Mr. Huggins, The bikes fairly flew.

Mr. Huggins stayed only to hurl one
moro stone, which narrowly mm:;d
Wharton's head, and then ran for it
Fle darted across the grass by the road-
side and sprang at a fence to clamber

over it. DBut he was not gquite quick
enpugh. Bofore he could clear the

fence Bob Chorry was off his bike and

had grnsPr:d his ankles.

Mr. Huggine came down from the
fence with great velocity.

“QOw!" roared Mr. Hupgina, “Birike

mo pink1”

On the other sido of the road was a
decp ditch. Leaving their bikeas in &
heap, the Famous Five grasped the
sprawling ruffian and yanked him mcross
tha road. Mr. Huggins did not go
willingly. He roared and howled ob-
jections as he went. But with fve
sturdy schoolboys grasping his lags and
putting ell their beef into it Mr. Hug-
gins had to go.

Bplash!

“ Oacoooch " .

Mr. Huggins went headlong into the
ditch. The ditch iwas deep, but in the
hot summer weather there was not mueh
water in it. Thers was plenty of mud,
however, and a good allowance of green
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coze and a considerable quantity of
stinging nettles,  Mr. Huggins sprawled

in the ditch, half-submerged, hiz hands

elutchin ‘Wiidlj" at stinging-nettles, and
his vc-icga raised like unto that of the
Bull of Bashan. Bob Cherry gave him
a shove with his foot to push him right
under, and there was a fearful guggling
gurgle from Mr., Huggins as he
disappeared. _

“Thera!™ gasped Bob. “That will
do him good !" . ]

“*The goodfulness will be terrvific.”

The juniors returned to their bicyeles.
As they mounted in the road Mr., Hug-
gins crawled out of the ditch. Ie pre-
sented a foarful sight. Mud cloaked
him from head to foot, green ooze clung
lovingly round his bull-neck, slime
masked his unprepossessing features.

He gurgled and spluttered wildly as he
crawled out.

Harry YWharton & Co. rode cheoril
on their way. Mr. Huggins was left
gitting by the roadside scrapiog him-
gelf. Ho had s lot of scraping to do;
and his language at he scraped would
have excited the envy of the Army in
Flanders of olden time.

THE TEKTH CHAPTER.
Leli Behind !

ILLY BUNTER woke. ,
B As it was about four o'clock
on & sunny afternoon it was
hardly a time for any fellow to
be asleep—excepting Bunter.

SHORT SINGA-
in which this

20
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But Bunter had lunched that day not
wisely, but too well.

After a lunch that would have mado
several substantial dinners for anyone
clze, Bunter naturally wanted a nap.
Like o boa-constrictor, he retired into
the shade to sleep off the cffects of his
feod. The bed-ottoman in tho red-and-
Blue earavan wns guite comfortable
wheon the van was halted or when it was
going over & smooth road. Bunter slept
and snored peacefully as the leng circus
procession wound on its way by high-
rond and leafy lane. But all the roade
in Surrcy were not smeoth; some cf
themn were Ubumpy. The travelling
cireus had just struck a very bumpy one.
That was why Bunter awoke.

He awoke suddenly and puinfuﬂ‘\l;.
The van had Eix-en s sudden bump
(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

over a de.nF rut, and it lurched wildly.
Bunter rolled off the ottoman,

Bump !

It was not far to the floor of the van.
Bunter had not far to travel. But the
journey was swift, and the stop sudden
and hard.

“¥Yarooooh IV

Hitherto, the rolling of the wheels
had been accompanied by a deep and
regular snore from the van—iwo snores
mingled in one, in fact, as Bammy was
zleeping on the other bed. So far us
lunches were concerned, and naps after
lunches, the Bunters were very alike—
it was & case of two souls with but a
single thought, two hearts that beat as
one. Now the snoring 51Etﬂde-nlly ceased,
and was replaced by & wild vell.

Bunter rolled on the floor yvelling.

“Ow! Wow! What the thump—
Oh! QOooop!”

He sat vp dazedly.

On the other ottoman Sammy Bunter
sat up, clutching hold to save himself
from rolling over.

The van geve ancther lurch over
another rut, and Sammy pitched off,

Between the two beds in the van,
roomy az 1t was for a caravan, there was
very little space. What space there was
Bunter filled as he sprawled on the
Ropr, Bammy fell towards the foor,
naturally; but he did not reach the
floor—Billy was in the way. Falling on
Billy was quite unavoidable. Sammy
fairly erashed on him.

“Oh ecrumbs ! gasped Sammy,

“Yarooooch ! rearcd Bunter.

Billy Bunter had broken Saminy's
fall. To ]udgi? by his yells, Bammy’s fall
had also broken Billy Bunter.

“Ow! Gerroff!"” shricked Bunter.
“¥ou fat idiot! Ow! You're squash-
ing me! Oh, my hat! Gerroff ¥

gnmmy scrambled up. But another
lurch of the van caught him before he
could get ashore, as it were, on the otto-
man. He rolled back on Billy with a
shock that drove necarly all the breath
out of liim.

There was an agonised gasp from the
fat junior underneath. Billy Bunter
squirmaed. ;

“Groooogh!  Gerroff! Ow!  You

fat little idiot, will you gerroffl”
Semmy did not answer and he did not

get off. He was winded, and he
sprawled helplessly. _
he van gave another lurch, and

another. Sammy scrambled up at last.
He rested a knee on Billy Bunter's
waistcoat—or, rather, on Mr. Whiffles'
waisteont—and  raized himself Tlreath-
lessly. Dunter pave a gasping howl.
Had Mr. Whiffles been inside his own
waistcoat it would not have mattered.
But Billy Bunter was inside it, and it
mattered very much indeed.

“ QOoooooooch 1 sgueaked Bunter,
Sammy clambered back on his otto-
man. Bunter lay in the narrow aisle
between the two beds and gasped and
Ep!uttered. He sat up at last and ad-
ressed Sammy.

Tag Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,072,

“¥You fat dommy 1"

‘*Oh, cheeso it!” gasped Sammy.
“I'm hurt! I've banged my clbow on
something! Ow ™

“It was my eye!” shrieked Bunter.

“He, ho, het”

“You ecackling young chump [

“He, he, he!” Bammy scemed to
derive comfort from the circumstance
that Billy's eyo was more damaged than
his own clbow.

Bunter staggered to his feet. 1o
stood and glared at Sammy with a most
unbrotherly glare.

_ ¥I've a jolly good mind to give you a
olly good licking, you clumsy fat littla
rute !” he roarcd. ;

“Go it!" eaid Sammy. “I'll jolly
soon have that wig off you I

“Oh crumbs!" gasped Bunter
caravan gave anot lurch amf
down on his boed,

He bounced up again, his fat face red
with wrath. His sudden nawakening
from his afternoon nap had not 1m-
proved his temper. When Buntor had
eaten enough for thren or four fellows
it made him genigl; when he had eaten
enough for six or seven it made him
crabby, Even William George DBunter’s
inside was not made of elastic,  Iis
stowage capacity was vast, but it had
its limit. There was a large pie inside
Bunter, which was a pic too I:nuch;_ it
was doubtful whether the pudding
which had preceded the pie was not a
pudding too much. Anyhow, he was
crabby.

He lurched to the door at the back
of the caravan, and, holding on care-
fully to the doorposts, glared out. The
door was wide open to let in what cool-
ness thero was that hot afterncon. Out-
side the sun shone down brightly, and
the air was thick with dust kicked up
by many hoofs and many wheels. The
circus had turned off the high-road and
was ascending a rather hilly lane that
was broken with sun-dried ruts. Bunter
had to hold on for hiz life as the caravan
plunged and pitched on its way.

“ Danee ! he roared.

The manager was riding a horse ab
the side of the procession, which was
led by Nobby Nobbs on the back of
Mumbo, the elephant. Dance stared at
Mr. Whiffles, and rode closer to the
Van.

T Well, whatt"” he snapped.

“I've been woke up!l”
Bunter.

“What about it 1"

“What about it?" repested Bunter.
“You silly chump, I've been pitched
over! T'm hurt!”

“Ia that all?™

“¥You—you cheeky chump! What are
we coming this way for?” roared
Bunter., “Why couldn’t you stick fo the
high-ma.d -y

*We'ro heading for Greenleaf.
That's our next stop, and we're dus to
perform there tonight!”  snapped
Dance. “Did you expect them to lay
down a special road for yout"

“Don't be cheaky ! roared Bunter.
“1 want a nap! See? I'm going to

as the
he sat

snorted

have a nap! Stop hers ¥
- "What "
“Btop the whole blessed szhoot!™

roarcd Bunter., “Call to them to EtﬂEI
I refuse to go a foot farther! See?™

“ Look here——"

“Shut up! I don’t want any back-
chat from you! Who's boss of this
cireus, I'd like to know ?™

“Wo can't stop!"” hissed Dance.
“We've only got time to get to Green-
leaf and set up the tent for the show
this evening 1"

“That’s my business 1

“We shall miss giving a show——"

-

“ Miss it, and be blowed! Do as I
tell you, or I'll jolly well sack you on
the epot!” roared Bunter. "II'FI jolly
well show you who's the boss of this
circus| Got thati”

"1 say, guv'nor,” called out Tommy
Thompson, who was Tomasso Tomsonio
when he was in hght: and spangles on
the high trapeze—"1 say, we Enﬁn‘t
any time to spare if wo're giving a show
at Greenleaf to-night !"

Bunter glared at him.

“Whe asked you to bult int” he
roarod.

“0Oh, draw it mild, guv'nor 1

“Bhut up 1
T]:‘Mjr word 1

ompson.

He shut up.

Bunter turned his attention to Dance
again. The manager was gritting his
teeth, his face red with anger. With-
cut completely spoiling his own game,
the manager ¢ould not refuse obedience
to the fat personage whom all the rest
of tho company believed to be Mr.
Whiflles. But he was feeling the strain
of Bunter severely. Desides, it was
necessary to get on to the next pitch;
the pay-box was an important considera-
tion. If the cireus could not perform,
obviously the money would not come ip,
Bunter was blind to that consideration,
and to every other, at the present
moment.

“Now, you listen to me, Danco!™
shouted Bunter, “Stn}: here! We rest
for an hour! If wo're lates, T don't
care & rap! ¥You'll do as [ tell you, or
Fli sack you on the spot! T'll show you
who's who and what’s what! Don’t
answer ! Just shut up, and do as you're
told !

“Look here, Mr. Whifleg——"

. “8hut up! Tell the man wheo's driv-
ing this van to pull off the road! Wea
stop here! That's final 1

Daneo controlled his feelings with
difficulty. The word was passed along
the line, and the long processjon
swayed to a halt. PBunter's van was
backed off the road under a clump of
trees, and the horses taken out of the
Lraces.

“I'l show *em ! growled Bunter.

“Jolly good idea!™ yawned Sammy,
for once in sgreement with his major.
“A fellow wants his nap out!”

“I should jolly well think =ol*
snarled Bunter. "I'll let "em ses who's
boss ! I'll sack the lot of 'em! Cheek 1

He sottled down on his bed again.
Bammy settled down also. In the still-
ness of the van it was easy to drop off
to sleep once more. In two minutes the
Bunters were snoring.

As he dozed off, it never cecurred to
Bunter that perhaps his lordly orders
were not being carried out.

As a matter of fact, they weren't,

If he noticed, as dropped into
balmy slumber, that thers was still a
sound of hoofs and wheels, he sup d
that the noise was made by the vehioles
stopping - or shifting, If they halted
thers, they had to get off the road:
they could not block up the lane to all
othor traffic. Bunter had no doubt that
all was well.

Probably he would not have slept 2o
peacofully had he been aware that the
circus procession was still winding on
its way, leaving his caravan marconed,
as it ware, by the roadside.

That was Dance's idea.

If Bynter wanted to stop and sleep,
he could; Dance had no objection to
offer. In fact, it was & relief to be rid
of him for & time. The new boss of the
circus was necessary to Dapce, and he
certainly did not want to part with
Bunter altogether. But the less he saw
of him the better he liked it. ITe passed

murmured Mr.



EVERY
SATURDAY,

THE MAGHNET LISRARY.

PRICE 1
TWOPENGE.

T S T N

s brief order along the line, and the
procession rolled on.  Billy Bunpter
could sleep as long as be liked. In the
meantime, the circus travelled on fo
Greenleaf, several miles farther on.

The rolling of wheels and the thud.
ding of hoofs died away. The baggage-
vans ab the teil of the procession dis-
appeared.

ilence fell on the countryside snd
the leafy lane. The circus was gone,
and in the van by the roadside the two
Eunters slept and snored.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Camping Out |
1 HAT about camping " asked
W Bob Cherry.
"The campfuloess is a

wheezy good idea 4 assented
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Let's " sagrecd Wharton.

It was late in the golden afterncon.
The chums of the Remove had that
pleasant tiredness which follows a day
spent taking things easily in the open
air in fine weather. They were wheel-
ing their machines now on a rising road,
and they stopped at a point where a
deop, shady, leafy lane branched off
and can up ints the green of the downs.
Ir was a boautiful, shady lane, with a
broad belt of grass on either side of the
sun-baked traeck, and looked iempting
to a party who were already thinking
of camping,

“This will suit ws!” remarked
Johnny Bull. "“We shall find zome
jolly little nook along thiz lane.”

Nugent glanced up at a signpost at
the corner.

“* Four miles to Greenleaf,’ * he read
out. “We'll find a good place long
before we get to Greenleaf,”

their

The five juniors wheeled
machines up the leafy lane. It ran be-
tween wide, green fields bordered by
hedges and trees. In  places the
branches met across the road, forming
& pleasant shada from the hot sun, It
was rather a relief to get off the open
rood and away from the dust.

“If we spot a farmhouse we'll get
milk and oggs,” remarked Franpk
Nugent.

But they did not spot a farmhousa.

There seemed to be no habitaticns
within sight of the lane, It ran through
pasture-land, with nothing of life 1n
sight eave a few cows in the distance.

“Hello, halle, hallo " exelaimed Bob
suddenly. “Somebody caravapning
here 1”

The juniors paused to look at the
halted vea by the wayside under the
branches of two or three ancient elmas

* Why, that's old Whiffles’ caravan!”
excisimed Harry Wharton.

“Bo it i2! T knew it now! You
wouldn't forget that colour scheme in
& horry ! chuckled Bob. “The circus
ha: passed this way "

“And left Whiffles behind, it seems!”

“Chanee to tell him what you think
of him ™ grinned Nugent.

" Liztan I* ssid Bob.

From the van came the sound of deep
BnOting.

“Reminds me of the jolly old Remove
dormitory !” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“YWouldn't you swear that that was
Bunter's snora?”

“Yes, rather.”

It was rather puzzling fe see Mr.
Whiffles' van halted by itself, with no
sign of the ecircus anywhere near at
hand. It was, as Frank had remarked,
a chance for Wharton to tell Mr.
Whiflles what he thought of him. But

by that time Wharton had dismissed
Mr. Whiffles' offences from his mind.

“Let's get on,” he said

Bob Cherry leaned his bike against
the van, mounted the etep, and gave
a sudden roar.

“Hallo, hallo, halla1* he bawled.

It was only Bob's playful iittle way.
Even after a long summer’s day ou the
road, his epirits were still exuberant.

Bob's voice was a powerful one. Pro-
bably powerful as it was, it would nos
have awakened the Bunters at niﬂxt.
when they were really fast asleep. uk
now they were only taking an afterncon
nap—which had lasted several hours
since the circus had pone on and left

them. That terrific roar did awaken
them.

Bunter sat up.

“Eh! Beast! ’'Tain't rising-hell ™
ha gasped.

roared Baob,
Bunter's

halle 1™

“Hallo, hallo, £
ammy

“Why, 1it's Sammy !
here, you men!”

might have bheen the lot of them lo-
ather; probably it was,  Anvhow,
there was no doubt that Bunter wa:s
& little out of sorts. and a good deul
out of temper. He sat up and glared
roupd him, and grabbed ap a sodo
siphon., which was among the many
things that were in readinesa in the
van in case of hunger or thirst—two

droubles that baunted Dunter incess-
antly. ]
Squish ! Swizrzzz! Swash !

“Oh!™ roared DBob.

The jet of soda-water caught kim
fairly in the eye suddealy. & stag-
gered back, lost his footing, and rolled
off the steps of the van. He landed on
the grass with a bump.

* He, he, he!”

Bunter rolled off the bed in & hurry.
Se far so good; but he had apprehen-
sione as to what might happen pext.

(Continued overleaf.)

£ M;" hat 1™

Sammy Bunter
sat up. He rubbed
his eyes and
E‘rinned at Bob

herry in the door:
Way.

“¥ou joined the
giddy eircus,
Sammyi” asked
Dob, staring at the
fat fag of the
Second Form  at
Grayiriars in
wonder.

“Ha, he, hal"

“Beast!” roared
Bunter. *“What the
thump do you mean

AT

by waking me up,
Beb Cherry? DBlow
vou i

Bobh stared at
him, and grinned.
Bunter waa, of
course, still in the
guise of Mr
Whifflea; but his

beard had shifted a
little to the other
side. The chums of
the Bemove already
knew that Ar.

Whiffles' hirsute
edornments were
artificial ; though

they were far from
suspecking that
thoese adornmoents
covéred the identily
of William CGeorgze
Bunter of the Grey-
friars Remove.
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“Horry, old
bean!" said DBob
cherrils. *“Only my
little joke !

" You silly idiot!”

“Bame to vou,
Mr. Whiffles, and

many of them," =aid
Bob.

Billy Bunter
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He reachad out of tha door of the
van, grabbed it, slammed it, and locked
it. Then he slanmued the little window
and fastened 1t. Then he felt safe.

Bob Cherry scrambled to his feet. He
was not much hurt by his [all on the
thick grass. But he looked excited.

“Crocogh!” Bob dragged out his
handkerchief and mopped his streaming
face. ** Why, the cheeky old ass—"

“Ha, ha, Ba!"

“You asked for
chuckled Jolmny Bull

“The askiuluess was  terrifie, my
absurd chum,” grinned Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singl. "%‘ha esteemed and ridi-
culous  ‘hiffles did
waked up.”

“I've a jolly good mind to mop him
up!” roared Bob.

“He, he, he!” came from the van.

Come on,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. " We don't want s row with
Whifes. "

“You kids clear ofi 1" yelled Bunter,
[rom the van. “TI'll order my men to
kick you out if vou hang about here.”

“You fat old donkey!” rcared Bob.

“Oh, come on " mig Nugent.

Bob Cherry grunted, and came on.
The juniors wheeled their bicyeles up

lane, end the caravan was left be-
hind. Bunter major and minor settled
down to finish their interrupted nap.
They were snoring again almost before
the Famousz Five were out of hearing.
Bob Cherry continued to mop hiz face
with one hand, wheeling his machine
with the other. He did not, for the
moment sce anything comic in the
episode, though his comrades scemed
to find 1t rather entertaining

“Here's a place that will swit us”™
said Herry, coming to o halt at & spot
about & hundred yards from the cara-
van, which was out of sight in the leafy,
winding lane.

It wus m very pleasant spot; a stretch
of prass beside the hedge. The sun was
sotting, and a golden glow lay over
lanes and hedges and fields. The bikes
were packed under a tree; bags and
bundles unpacked, the kettle filled from
the water-bottle and sct on the spirit-
stove. It was soon singing cheerily,
and the tea was made, and poured tuto
tin cups, with condensed milk for want
of better. The juniors zat round in the

rass, and ate bread and ecliccze, and
ward-boiled cgegs, and ham, and cake,
with the healthy appetite given by the
open air and strenuocus exercise,

“Jolly 1" said Bob.

“The jollifulness is terrific!™

“Ripping [ said Harey Wharton,
with a deep yawn. -All the party were
tired and ready for sleep.

“1 say, it'e jolly queer Sammy Bunter
baing along with the ecircus,” said Dob.
“Can’t make it out.”

“Well, we kmow Billy Bunter was
there,”” said Harry. “We haven't seen
him thers, but he's thers all right, 0ld
Whiffles iz o relation of their’s, that's
plain enough. 1 zay, I'm sleepy I

“Same here!” .

“The somefulness is terrifie.”

“Well, we shan't be disturbed here,”
paid Johnny Bull, “Might be on a
deszert island, for enything we can see
of the giddy inhabitants, We're all
rig:ht if it doesn’t rain.”

*1f it rains, we'll trot back and ghare
old Whkifles' wvan!"” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“He, ha, ha1” . .

“QOh, it’s not going to rain™ said
Harry. “It's rained all it ean this
summer ; T don’t believe there's any left.
Turn in—what 7"

Teg Macxer Lisrary.~No. 1,072

it, old chap”

not like being

“¥os, rather.™

And the campers turned in; with the
choery sssurance that they were not
likely o bo disturbed in that quiet,
secluded spot, But that assurance was
ill-founded. They were going to be dis-
turbed, and in a very startling manner.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Stranded |
ILLY DBUNTER sat up and
E yawned, ;
Then he blinked round bim.

It was desp dusk in the cara-
van. Dunter had had & good sleep.
Now he had had enough sleep, and he
was hungry again. The effect of the
pie, the pudding, and the many ofher
things had worn off. Dunter was ready
for supper., He was rather uzﬂugl hy
the silence aronnd him. ‘I'be circus
camp was not generally silent. So far,
Bunter had no suspicion that the circus
had gone on to Gireenleaf, and left his
van behind. Such cheek on the part cf
his manager naturally did not ocour to
his fat mind. But he was puzzled.

He rolled off the bed and blinked at
Sammy in tho deep dusk. Sammy was
still fast asleep and snoring—just like
him, Bunter reflected. Fat and !n:.;-—
nothing like his brother William
Gearge. Bunter stooped and shook him,
not genkly.

“Here, wake up, you fat frog,” he
grunted, *“Are you going to sleep all
round the clock?” )

Sammy opened his eycs and blinked,
and groped for his spectacles, and
jammed them on his fat little nose.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw!” he remacked.

“Oh, stop yawning!” gaid Dunter irri-

tably. “For poodness’ sake get up, and
don't be such & lazy little beastl
Blessed if I can make this out! I

can't hear a sound!["”

“T'm hungry,” remarked Sammy.

“Are you ever anything elsel”
snecred Dunter. “MNever saw such a
gugzling bttle pig! I'll sack George for
this—he ought to have called me.  It's
getting dark, 1 want my supper. I'm
famished. They can't all have gone to
sleep without my having bhad my
supper. That's impossible.”

Bunter groped to the door of the van
in the glooni.

He waos Lpc:rr.ut-n:*::m:].

Unless the hour was very late, and
the circus had gone to slecp, he could
not account for the stillness He un-
locked the door and peered out. Onl
the dim, leafy lane and dimmer Gelds
beyvond the hedges met his gaze.

“George I he howled.

Tcho answercd “Oeorge
there was no other answer,
Bunter breathed hard with wrath.

“T'H sack him!” he snorted.

“1 say, they can't bave gone on, can
they ¥ asked Bammy,

“f course naot, fatheadl I'd sack
the lot if they did! They're further up
the lane, I supposo!™ grunted DBunter.
“(o and eall George, Sammy.”

“BRatal" . .

“If you want to be kicked out of this
van—" roared Bunter. ;

* You're wasting tim2, old man,*” said
Sammy. “1 can tell you I'm hungry,
Looks to mo as if they've gone on”

“0Oh, rot!” growled Bunter.

Dut he had a misgiving, and he hur-
ried out of the van. He rolled a little
way up the lane, hut thero was no sign
of the circus. He rolled down the
fane, and there was still no zign. His
fat face was red with wrath as he

But

and

-

rolled back to the wan. It was only
too clear now that the cirous had gone
—no doubt the evening show was on in
the big tent at Greenleaf.

#I—I—TI'll sack *em " gasped Bunter,
“I'll sack the lot! They've gone on
and left us behind! Me, you knowl
The boss—Ileft behind,”

Bammy yawned.

“Woell, T suppose wo can follow on,”
he said. “Even you hnow how to
drive a van, DBilly.” -

“¥You silly owl! There ain’t any
horses,” hooted Bunter, “The horses
were taken out when we stopped.”

"Oh crumbs !

“That beast Dance—I'll sack him!
I—I'll punch his head! We'ro stranded,
Lucky there's some grub in the van!”
gasped Bunter. “I believe that villain
wouldn’t have cared if we'd beon left
without any grub. Get up and light
the lamp, Sammy.”

“Don't you know Low " to light a
lamp ¥ inguired Eamm{,;a

“If you're going to a lazy litile
beast—"

“ Well, evervbody says I'm like you,”
said Bunter minor. “’Tain't my fault
—it's & misfortune,”

Billy Bunter lighted the lamp., From
the window of the wan illumination
streatned out into the summer night.
Bunter’s little round eyes foirly
gleamed with wrath behind his big
spectacles. He was stranded miles be-
hind the circus—his circus—and theve
was no moving the wvan till horses
were sont back for it. To walk several
miles, by dark and unknown lancs, was
out of the question. And very likely
that beast Dance was laughing in his
sleeve all the time. Very likely ho was
glad to get rid of his boss, and his
boss' bossy interference with the show.
And even for this unexampled cheek
Bunter wasn't able to sack him, be-
cause Dance knew that he wasn't Mr.
W hiffies,

Still, matters were not so bad as the
might have been. There was & gmﬁ
supply of grub in the van. Bunter
always saw to that. Now he bad cause
to be thankful for his forethought.
Hod he been stranded thero without

grub——  Bunter shuddered at the
thought. It was an unnerving
thought. Fortunately, metters were not

so bad ag that.

Bainmy waa alreedy beginning on &
cold pie. Billy Bunter proceeded to
negotiate & cold fowl ndoubtedly,
matters might have been worse.

As a matter of fact, they were going
to be worse, The twe Buantors wera
gtill at their supper—too busy even to
talk—when the silence outside the van
was broken by heavy, tramping foot-
stepa.

“Therc'a somebody 1*
Bammy, with his mouth full.

"I suppose that rotter Dance has
sent mmn'ﬁmd{ back!”  growled
Bunter. “I'd jolly well sack that cheeky
beast, only—only——"

“Onl you can't
grinned Sanmy.

*Shut up, and don't be cheoky "

The heavy [ootsteps in the lane came
to a sudden halt. Whoever it was that
had come tramping uwp from the high-
road bad halted, quite near the vam.
Suddenly & voice was heard, in tones
of astonishment :

“*Strike me pink!”

Bunter jumped,

Hoa knew that voice.

Unfortunately, his mouth was full of
cold chicken st the moment. Some.

remarked

sack him™
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Tired

thing went the wrong way. Bunter
spluttered wildly.

“Groogh! Oocooch!”

The footstepa came across the grass
from the lane, heading for the wvan
under the elms. Bunter, still splutter-
ing, turned an eye of heorror on the
open door. In the doorway was
framed a helty form, and two gleam-
ing eyos stared in over a broken nose.

“Btrike me pink!" repeated Bill
Hupgins, "It's the guv'nor! This "ere
iz luck [

“Groogh! Ow! Qooch!” spluttcred
Bunter.

Sammy stared at the newcomer.
Bill Huggins was o strenger to him, a3
ot. But the sight of a scowling, lower-
ing tramp in that lonely spot was suffi.
siontly terrifying to Sammy. :

Bill Huggins, with a horrible grin,

t a foot mnside the van. Billy Bunter,
in sheer desperation, seized a bottle of
lemonade from the table, and hurled it
It smote Huggine full on his elready
damaged nose, and, with a roar, he
went backwards off the van. As he
crashed to earth, Buntes leaped to the
door, grabbed it shut, locked it, and
shot to the bolt. Never in all his fat
eareer had the Owl moved =o swiftly.
Then he collapsed on the bed, gasping
and spluttering.

“Who—who—whoe iz 7" stuttered
Sammy Bunter,
“0Ow! Huggins! Oh dear!”

There was a fierco dragging st the
caravan door. Then & heavy, clenched
fist beat on it.

“Whiffles ¥ roared Huggins, “I've
gut voul! I'm arter youl {)P-an thia
erc door before I smash it in.’

“Ow! G-g-g-go awayi”

gasped
Bunter,

iy e
ust g , pouring out the
Just Jolly uﬁ!;leﬁ in Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. (Sce Chapter 11.)
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Bang!

“G-g-gp-go away | J—=1—I'm
Whiffles!” groaned DBunter.

Crashi

“0Oh dear!” gasped Bunter.

“Oh crikey!” squeaked Sammy.

Supper lay unfinizhed on the table.
Bunter major and minor gazed at ome
another with scared cyes, while the
ruffiasn outside beat furiously on the
door of the van.

not

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Awiul ]
i I, jiminy!" groaned Billy
0 Bunter. )
He sat on the bed quaking.
Tha proverb etates that

after the feast comes the reckoning., It
was like Bunter to enjoy the f{east
without thinking of the reckoning. Now
the reckoning was at hand. He was
stranded in the carevan in & solitary
spot, and round the caravan prowled
Bill Huggins—his appetite for ven-
geance whetted by the crazh of the
bottle on his nose.

Reanlly, Bunter might have expected
trouble. He knew that Montgomery
St. Leger Whiffles was kecping awa
from the cireus for fear of Ei
Huggina and his threatened vengeance,
Having assumed Mr, Whiffles' identity,
Dunter had naturslly incurred his liabi-
lities as well as his asezets.

Each time he had encountered Mr.
Huggins, DBunter had resolved to
“ghuck * it, and go while the poing waa
good, Each time that the danger waas
past, hie had been tempted to keep on.
Mow he repented from the botiom of
his heart that he had not “ehiucked 1t."
MNow it was too latel

ugh their exertions, the Famous Five sat round on the grass to eat. ** Isn’t
agreed Wharton.

=
R e

“ The jollylulness is terrific ! »

Having banged and thumped on the
door, and found it tno stout to break
in, Bill Huggins prowled round the van.
Tlis face suddenly appeaved at the little
window. The window was, of course,
too small for Huggins to force a way
in. But the sight of his face there scnt
a shudder through Bunter from head
to foot. He gezed at the threatening
face stonily, like a fat rabbit [ascinated
by & snpake. Huggins glared into the
van,

“I've got you, Whiffles I he hooted.

“Ow! G-g-go away "

“I'm going to smash you up, Whiflics !
I'm the bloke you sent to three months’
‘ard 1

“Ow ! groaned Bunter. “ Why didn't
the beasts make it six months? Ow "

“You're going to git it jest where

you live, you are, Whiffles!” said Bill
Hugging ferociously. “I'm going to
knock your features right through the

back of your blinking "ead 1"

“(Zo away !” moaned Bunter,

“'Era, yvou !” said Hugrins, glaring at
the petrilied SBammy. “You open that
there door, and I'll let you ‘ook it!
Sco? Hutherwize I'll smash you up
along with the old bloke! Bharp’s the
word 1™

“Q0Oh dear !” gasped Eammy,

He conld not have cheyed Huggins
if he had wished; Lo was glued by
terror whers he sat.

“ It won't take me long to bust in this
‘era wvanl” grinned Huggins. Mr.
Huggins had s hideous and terrifying
grin. “You wait!”

The battered face dizappeared. The
two Buntera heard the rulfian groping.
Ho reappeared at the window with a
length of branch broken from a tree,

Tre Macxer Lirnany.—Ng. 1,072,
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Crash! Crash!

The window flesw into pieces, glass dnd
sash, Huggins reached s long, powerful
arm insido, and the knobby stick just
missed DBunter as he squirmed out of
reach.

“Ow! Keep off ] Help!” !

“Tll 'elp yer I growled Huggins.

Billy Bunter turned out the lamp.
There was darkness in the caravan. In
the darkness the stick thrashed to and
fro, the two terrified Bunters keeping
out of resch. Billy Bunter tried to
pull himself together. Even & worm
will turn, and from sheor excess of
terror Bunter found a little desperate
courgge. Tho ruffian ceased to thrash
about with the stick, and, grasping the
window-frame, made a fierce effort to
force himself in. There was too little
zoom for the passage of his bulk, but
the possibility of his squeezing in electri-
fied Bunter. Ho grabbed np a soda-
siphon and made a jump at Huggins.

Crash !

There was a from

fearful rcoar

Huggine as the siphon crashed on his:
hen%‘g

He ¢lid back from the window
in a great hurry.
“0Oh 1" gasped Bunter.

Wild howls came from Huggins in the
darkpesz outside. He was hurt. There
was no doubt that he was hurt.

Far some mioutes there was peace.
The siphon dropped from Bunter's
nerveless hands. Ha waited in terror
for the mext move from the ¢nemy.

“0Oh dear ! Perhaps he's going now ™
breathed Sammy.

Buntor groaned. He could not be-
lieve that Huggins would go. He would
have given all Mr. Whiffles' possessicns,
with Mr. Whiﬂiﬁs thrown m],‘k flnr
Huggina to ut it was unlikely.
'Ihftg Erﬁh Er? h;: bullet lﬁa:d_t had
stoppe ugging for a fime, but it was
nntp likely to have had the effect of

lacating him. His voice could be
Eeurd'na he rubbed his head, growling

with & growl as blood-curdling as that
of & tiger. Bunter quaked as he
listened.

“Oh, you silly ass!” breathed Sammy.
" You've got me into this, you dummy !
You burbling chump! If you'd told
B__ ¥

“Jt's that beast Whiffies' fault!™
moaned Bunter. “ He's keeping away
En p1;rpnsa and leaving me to this! Oh

E“ El

“Tell him you ain’t Whiffles!” hissed
Baminy.

*I'va told him! He won't believe
me !” moaped Bunter. “Owl I wish
I'd never scen that rotten cireus! 1
wish—""

“Here he comes again!™ gasped
Sammy. )

Mr. Huggins avoided the window
now., No doubt he had had enough of

soda-siphons at close quarters. The two
shivering Bunters heard him clambering
over the roof of the caravan, evidently
soeking an entrance there. They lis-
tened in terror.

Crash! Crash! Crash! .

But the roof was stout, and resisted
the blows Mr. Huggins rained on it
with his stick. Suddeniy there was a
slithering sound, & yell, and & heavy

nmp,
“0Oh ! gasped Bunter. “He's fallen
1"

“1f he's broken his neck—" breathed
Sammy. , - .

Thoe voice of Mr. Hugging, raised in
sulphurous ]an%unge, indicated that his
n was far from broken. He was
heard to scramble to his feet.

Thera was another respite; the fall
fromx the roof of the caravan had

Toe MacgxeT JasRARY.—No. 1,072,
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damaged Mr. Huggins a little, though,
unfortunately, not permanently. Then
he was heard prowling round the van
again. Bunter had read of tigers
prowling round Indian villages at
n%g‘lht. and this borribly reminded him
of if.

“If he'd only go awey !” he moaned.

Mr. Hupgine obviously did not intend
o gﬂ away. Ha wrenched at the door,
and tho caravan almost rocked. The
Bunters listened, with their hesris in
their raguths., But the door held fast.

“Oh dear! I wish 1 was st home!’
mumbled Sammy.

“Don't 11" gasped Bunter.

“I'l 'ave wou, Whiffles ! roared
Huggins. “You wait till T get sowme-
thing to bust in this 'ere door! You
jest wait 1™

* Beast [ moaned Bunter.

Huggins' foolateps were heard reced-
ing. wre was gilence, but the haplésa
Bunters knew that he was not gone.
He was searching for something where-
with to burst in the door. As soon as
he found a log or a large stone he
would come back. And then——m

“Oh, you =illy idiot, Billy ! groaned
Sammy Bunter.

“*Pain't my fault, you fat dummy!
It's Whiffles'! He thinks I'm Whiffles I
gaapuci Bunter. "If he'd only believe

wasn't Whifles——"

He broke off with a gasp. Dunter's
brain, 28 a rule, worked slowly—when
it worked at ali. But under the stress
of terror his intellest developed
activity. Buoch as it was, it was work-
inﬁ- at full pressure now.

I've got it!"” he stuttered.
“What #* panted Sammy.
“I'H show him 1 2in’'t Whiffes I

Bunter dragged open the attache
case in which his own clothes were
packed. With a ragiditjr that was quite
unlike William George Bunter, he
stripped off Mr. Whiffles' clothes and

ut en his Etons, which had lain packed
in the attacho ease ever since he had
run away from Greyfriars, Wig and
beard and moustache came off tn hot
haste, Clothes and hirsute appendages
were stacked hurriedly in the bag.
Bunter, like Richard, was himself
epain. He had worked in the dark, but
now he relighted the lamp. He wanted
Huggins to sce into the van pow. Ho
wanted him to see with his own eyes
that Montgomery 5t. Leger WhitHes was
"“fvihm'h 1 lighted, certainl

en the lamp weas lig certalnly
no trace of Mr. Whiffles remained in
the van, All that was left of him was
packed in the aitache case. Sammy
Bunter blinked at his major.

“Oh 1" he gasped.

“Hea's coming back I

Mr. Huggins' heavy footateps were
heard approaching the caravan agsin.

He was breathing hard, as if carryi
something heavy. ﬂuntm: blink
cautiously from the breken window. In

the starlight in the lonely lane he
sighted Bill Huggins approaching the
van with & heavy log on his shoulder.
Hugging dumped down the log by the
step and ipa.t on his hands,

“J—I—1 say—" called out Bunter
in quavering tones. "

“You jest wait a minute, Whiffles!
Only & minute, old covey 1"

“]—T1 zay, Whiffles is gone!™ gasped
Bunter.

“Gammon I

“Look for stuttered
Bunter. .

Huggins came round to the window
and glared into the lighted van. He
saw two Bunters instead of one, but he
did not see Mr. Whifiles. He glared at
Billy Buntor blankly.

voursalf 1*

“You! Where did you spring from?®"”
he snarled.

HI_I___I____H-

“Whera's old Whiffles ¥

“IHe—he's gone!” gasped Dunter,
“ He—~he—he went, you know ! Jumped
out and—and holted 1

“Btrike me pink! And 'ow did fou
get ‘ere?” demanded Huggina, with a

terrifying glare at the Owl of the
Remove,
“I—1I just got here—I—I got hers just

-—just as WhifHes was ‘umEing out !”
gasped Bunter. “He—he—he's gone!
He—he ran up the lano—like—like any-
thing-——"

IIudggi'Ha glared at him, and glared
round the van. That a gentleman of
AMr. Whiffles' eircumference wae con-
cealed anywhere in the van was impos-
sible; there was po room for the con-
cealment of cven a gentleman of single
width, Yet the ruffian had been out of
sight of the blus.and-red caravan only
& few minutes.

“I—=1 was coming along,” gasped
Bunter. "“1—I saw this van n.‘mi—anﬂ
stopped, and=—and saw him jump out.
See? He—ho ran up the lane. I—I won-
dered why—"

“Up this 'ere lane!” demanded Mr.
Huggine. Puzzled as he was, be could
see that Montpomery 8t. Leger Whiflea
was not in the van. *'Ow loog ago?”

“Not more than two minutes," pasped
Bunter,

“I1'tn arter him! If I 'ad time," said
Mr. Huggins feroeciously, “I'd bust in
this 'ere van and smash you two fat

blokes into little pieces. But it's
Whifflea I'm arfer. Sure he went up
tha lane "

“Yeos,” gasped Bunter. “Certain I

“If 1T don't find "im I'll come back
and smash you!" growled Mr. Huggins,
and he retreated gnm the window.

“0Oh, crumbs! That’s done it!"
gasped Bunter in relief, as he heard the

heavy footsteps of the ruffian receding
up the shadowy lane.

“0Oh, crikey!” moaned Bammy, *Is
—is—is he really gonet™

Afe, Hl:i;gilm was really e. His
footsteps died away. In hot haste, Mr.

Huggins was rushing up tho lane in
pursuit of an imaginary Whiffles. The
situation waa saved, and Billy Bunter
sat on the bed and wiped the perspira-
tion from his brow. Suddenly, from the
distance up the lane, came wild sounds
of strife, Mr. Huggins could not pos-
sibly have found ﬁﬁmtgumerj' 3t. Leger
Whiffes thero. But ovidently he had
found eemeone.

He had.

As he charged up the lane in the deep
shadows Huggins almost ran into &
dim form, p,r.g, with a chortle of glee,
he seized upon it and bore it to the

ground.
“Got vor, Whiffles I™
What Became ol Whiffles !
i QUNDS like & row !" remarked
S =
“Tha rowfunlnesas is
terrific ! observed Hurree Jamset Ram
lane had nwa.ﬁmmd. They had gone
to sleep in their blankets with the as-
t. But the uproar down the lane,
though it was 8 hundred yards distant,
wcrul%l

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cherry.
“What on earth—"
Bingh. ) .

The camping party in the Grecnleaf
purance that they were not likely to be
disturbed in that guiet and solitary

have awakened the Seven
Sleepers of Ephesus, and it very quickly
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roused the Famous Five from their
droams,

They sat up in their blankets and
listened. Banging, and crashing, and
a shoufing voico reached their ears,

That some eort of & row was going on

wad olear. But what sort of a row it
was was more difficult to guess.

- #Tramps, having a i.ml;r, most
likely,” opined Johnny Bull, *8o ln.zﬁ
n.a]:. oy don't come this way it's
right.”

‘HQounds lke somebody frying fto
snash in somewhere,” remarked Frank
Nugent,

arry Wherton listened intently.

“That row's going on at Whiffles
caravan,” he smid. “I wonder if we'd
better ocut aloog .and ses®

“Blow Whifflea!”™ growled Bob
Cherry. “I'm fed up with Whiffes!”

“It's somebody banging on the wvan,
all right,” remarked Nugent, as the
crashing noise was resumed. “Look
here, we don’t want to get mized up in
Whiffles' rows, Harry.”

“Let 'em rip 1" said Bob.

“The ripfulness is the proper caper,”
assented Hurreo Siogh. “The estecmed
and execrabla Whiffles can go and eat
ooke !*

The juniors sat and listened. If Mr.
Whiffles was mixod up in some shindy
they were not keen fo bave anything to
do with it. But a sudden thought
Bashed into Wharton’s mind.

“Might be that roffian, Huggim, after
old W%'iiﬂia& again!™ he saq.

“Well, it's his own fault,"” grunted
Bob. “He could have the man run in
if he liked."”

“That’s s0,” asseated Wharton. “He
made out that I was playing the goat
when 1 sent the bobby slong to see
about Huggins. Still—*

The captain of the Remove rose and
stepped out into the road, looking down
th lT‘lill;l;r lane towords the spot where
the caravan rested. .

Mr, Whifflee' conduct in refuming to
have the ruffianly Huggins “run in ™
was a mystery to Wharton. But if the
proprietor of the World-Famous Circus
waa in denger he did not like the idea
ot lesving him to it. Under the shadow
of tha dve:hnnginf treca all was dark,
and Wharton could see nothing. But
the din had died away at last,

There was a twinkle of !igl]:ill: through
tha-dark trees and hodges. He guessed
that it came from the window of the
blue-and-rad caravan. Tha lamp had
been lighted thers. Wharton listened.

He thought he could detect a faint
sound of voices from the distance. DBut
tha shindy, whatever it w was
evidently over. Tt had not laste 1““.?*
thoughi it had been ooisy enough while
it laxted. Suddenly, through the deep

gshadows, came & sound of-hurrying
feet and deep breathing. Bomebody
was running up the lana. Wharton

strained his eyes in the gloom to dis-
cover who it was. A moment later he
knew, as a heavy body bumped into
him, and he was grasped in muscular
arms, and the voice of Bill Huggins
hissed in his ear:

“Got yer, Whifes I¥

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Wharton.

““ (3ot yer this time, Whiffles!" roared
Bill Huggins. *“You ain't getting away
this "¢re time! FPIlI—"

“Rescue | yelled Wharten,
struggled with the ruffian,

”gtriku me pink! It ain't Whiffles!”

“RBack up, &re.yt'riaﬂ!" -

Four juntors Jeaped from their
blankets and rushed to the spol. Bill
Huggins was grasped on all sides and
dragged io the ground. In the dim
Itht‘?ight- the juniors mled on him and

as he

il i R R e ]
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down the

held him there. Huggins struggled, and
yelled, and roared. ;

“Let & bloke go! I'm arter Whiflles!
I ain'g no trouble with you coveys.
Let a bloke alone 1

With o terrific effort Hug‘gms

wrenched himself loose and scrambled

awey. Panting for breath, he rushed

on up the lane, the juniors staring after

him blankly,

G];;Wha.t the thump——"" gasped Bob
rry.

“ 1t Fw‘.vas Huggins!” panted Wharton.
“Whiffles must have cut out of the van,
and Huggins thinks he came this way.
He didn’t, or he would heve passed
us. The brute took ‘me for Whifles—"

“WWe'd hetter get along to the van and
sea what's happened,” said Nugent.

The Grayfrizrs juniors ran quickly
ane. ugginsg' heavy foot-
ﬁopu died away in the opposite direc-

ion as he rushed on in pursuit of the
imiaginary Whifflea.

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived at the
blue-and-red caravan. The light
streamed [rom the broken windew.
Thera was no sound of alarm, but
voices could be heard in the van. The
juniors crowded round the little window
and Harry Wharton leoked in. There
WAS & 3&!]’.’

“Ow! He's como backl
you beast!™ _

“Billy Bunter ?* yelled Wharten in
amazcment.

“Oh! I—I thought it was Huggina!'
gasped, Bunter. “glaa that beast gone?
Where is he "

&r Hﬁ‘i‘s E_"

“Oh! Good! _

“What are you doing here?” shouted
Wharton. aw did you get here at
all, you fat freaki"”

"Sh, really, Wharton—"

“Billy Bunter!" ejaculated PBob
Cher~y, staring in er Wharton's

Go away,

Oh, dear!"

shoulder. “Both the bleszed DBuntora!™
“] knew that fat bounder was with
tha eireus all the time,” said Johnny

Bull;

“The knowfulness was terrific!
But—=>"

“Where's Whiffles, Dunter?” ex-

claimed Wharton,

Billy- Bunter blivked at him. Sammy
Bunter grinned.

“ Whil-Whif-Whiffles 77
Bunter. :

“Yoay that man Huggine is after him,
Where 18 he? TInd ﬁe cut out of the
van and scoot for it?"

“Oh, 11;&& Exactly |

“He, he, he!" contributed Sammy.

“And how did you get here, Fatty?
You weren't in the van when we passed
it a few hours ago.”

etammered

“He, ha, hal” ]

“What are you cackling at, you fat
imaga 1™

“Youl™ said Bunter cheerfully.
“Your {ace, you know! What do you
expect, with those features?™

“'Why, vou checky fat porpoise—"

“Bure that beast Huggins iz gonei?"
asked Bunter.

*“He's gomne lane
Whiffles.”

“He, he, he!®

“Whifiles must have gone soma other

up the after

way, though; he never passed us,
What mre you cackling at?” roared
Wharton.

“He, he, he!”

“I supposo he's not likely to find
Whiffles in the dark,” said Beob. “If
he does, I'm sorry for Whiffles !

“He won't find him!" chuckled
Sammy. “Whiffles is sll right! [He,
he, hel™

“Let’s get back to our camp,” said
Johnny Baull. .

“1 say, you fellows=——" oxclaimed
Bunter.

THe MAgreET LiBEART.—No, 1,072
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“Woell, fothead? _ .

“] say, that beast Huggins said he
would come back if he dido't cate
Whifflee—and he won't cateh him—"

“How do you know he won't?’

cd %G* h‘ﬂ,cﬂlﬂ 1'“' h i

“You cackling chum

“Hea, he, I:m]‘Ec I do ﬁnnw he won't "
said Bunter. “He won't find Whiflles
in a hurry! He, he, hel I say, you
fellows, you stop here in case bhe comes
back. Ho's jolly dangerous, you knn::r.
Hea's got his knifo into me, the 1

“Into youi" eaid Harry.

“Yeoa: ho thinks I sent him to three
months’ hard—"" :

“Ha thinks you did?"” said Wharton

blankly. “He thinks Whiffles did, you
:FEE'?EW' raiher, he knows Wh:%en
[Ln 8

"HB, hﬁr ha 1™ ‘ .
“There's something here that I don't
catch on to,” eaid the captain of the
Remove, staring hard at Bunter.
“Look here, wvou fat, frabjous freak,
what does all this mean? What are you
doing here in Mr. Whiffles' caravan?
And Sammy, toa? I can't make it
]

ut!

“He, he, hal”

“{}E: come onl” gaid Johnny Bull.
“We're missing our sleep; and I'm
fed-up on Bunter's cackle!”

“Y say, you fellows, stop heral” ex-
cloimed Buriter. *You can camp beside
the van. See?! Keep guard all night.
One of you stay awnke all the time.
Hoal”

Apparently the chums of the Remave
didpﬁpl:ﬁ: “m:i';.“ At all events, the iden
of remaining awsake all night to watch
over Bﬂl& unter did not appeal to
them. hey iurned away from the
caravan and walked up the lans to their
camp.

“There’s somethi in thia I can't
catch on to” said Wharton. “0ld
Whifles and the Bunters are up to
somothing, but I'm blessed if [ cen
make out what!”

The mystery was foo deep for_ the
Famous Five. They gave it up and re-
turned to their blankets.

In the cyclists’ camp and in the blue-
and-red caravan the remainder of that
eventful night passed Lpauufu!l;nlr.
%Iumn*gvhm int_ti!im d.;;k dtutantu Bill

uggine was still secking Montgomery
St. Leger (Whifles—without oven the
remotest chance of finding him.
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THE FIFTEENTH ﬂﬂﬂm
A Problem for Georgel

HE thudding of hoofs and the
E jingling of harness awakened
Harry Wharton & Co. in the
sunny morning.  They sat up
end glanced round them, Down the hilly
lane from tha direction of Greenleaf
came two horses, with George Mix sit-
ting on one and leading the other,
George gave the schoolboys a cheery
nod and a grin as he passed, and the
watched him wind down the lane wit
the horses towards the caravan and dis-
appear from sight. .
“They've sent back for Whiffles'
van,” remerked Bob Cherry. * Wonder
how it came to be left behind!” .
“Whiffes won’t be there,” said
Harcy. “I wonder what became of
him? Turn out, you chaps; it's a Jovely
morning."”

The campera turned out in the early
sunshine. Meanwhile, George Mix
trundled on his way and reached the
halted caravan lower down the lane.
He whistled s he came in sight of it
and mnoticed that the window 'was
smashed in.

¥rom the van came the deep snore
to which George's ears had become ac-
customed since Billy Bunter had
assumed the identity of Montgomery
8t. Leger Whiffles. !j‘.’%eurga backed the
horses to the van and traced them, and
then banged on the door.

“*Wake up, guv'nor!”

Snore | ‘

Goorge grinned. Leaving the door,
he took the horses’ heads and led them
out inte the lane. His guv'nor was =2
hefty sleeper, but George opined that
he would wake up as soon as the van
started up the hilly lane and rocked
over the sun-baked ruts.

He was right. The lurch of the van
hurled Bunter off his bed, and he woke
up with & roar. Sammy woke up at the
same moment with a howl.

“Ow! It's moving!”

“That beast again!” gasped Buopter.

“ Help |

The van stopped, and QGeorge's face
grinned in at the window.

“All right, guv'nor! Mr, Dance sent
me back for you with 'orses,” eaid
George. * Mr. Dance expected you last
ni%ht,_ sir; hs says he thought you'd
walk in, sir.”

“The cheeky beast!” roared DBunter.
“T'1l sack him! Leave this van alone,

you fool ™™
“Wha-a-atT"” pasped George. He was
staring blank] Eintu the van, Hea saw

two Eulﬁﬂrﬂtt ere; %1::. f:i’-, aswli‘ﬂiﬂlﬂ:-
ed, Meontgomery ger 08,
Ee‘i%hﬂ-whnt—hmv—— My word I”
oo e < T gotin
unter angrily,. “I'm n g up
set.d 3?3 id?nti Wait till I you I'm
ready
- *Who are you, I'd like to know?’
demanded the astonished G

van alope!"” roared

eorge.
“What1

“Where's Mr. Whifllea?”
“Oh" ga Bunter,

Bunter had turned in without takiog
the trouble to resume his disguise.
MNow he presented his own npatural
sspect to the eye—the aspoct of a com-
plete stranger to George Mix.

*Where's the guvnor? exclaimed

QO T e,

““Oh dear! I—J—T—"

“You've done it now!" grionned
Sammy.

" Shut up, Sammy [¥

“Yook ‘ere," said George, “where's
the guv'nor? That's what I want to
know. And who are you, fatty? That's

S

what I want.to know, too What's haan
going on 'ere! The window's broke in,
and the door marked all over. What's
up? What's "appened to the guv'norl”

“Mind wour own business!” snapped
Bunter.

"I fancy this 'ere is my business,'™
said George. “1 want to know what's
‘appened to my guv'nor?! He ain’t
come back to the cirens, I know that;

and he ain't 'ere. Well, where is hel"

“Fiﬂd uutl"

“ He, he, he!” came from Sammy.

“Look here,” said Bunter, * Euu; clear
off! Bea?! Come hack in two bhours for
the van. Then X'll be reads.”

“Think I'm taking orders from youl”
enesred George.

“T'll sack you, you cheeky rotter—"

“Will youl” grinned George. L |
don’t see 'ow, fatty.”

mean——" .

“Well, Mr. Dance sent me for this
’ere van, and I'm taking it back to the
circus,” said George.

“I tell vou—'

“Oh, ean it1” said George rudely.

Puzzled-—as he might well be—at
finding a fat schoolboy in the van where
he had expected to find Mr. Whiffles,
George turned awsy from the window
and went to the horses’' heads again.
He lod them up the lane, and the van

rolled and rocked after them. It

rumbled past the camp of the Famous

Five, nn&p Bob Cherry hailed it cheerily.

“ Hallo, hallo, helle!l Good-morning,
B"i!l* I”t“l
at |

The caraven rolled on, George tramp-
ing at the horses’ heads, leading them.
Bunter blinked cautiously out of the
window. The van was on its way to
the cireus camp at Greenleaf; and if it
arrived there with Bunter still in_his
own proper person his career as boss
of the circus was at an end.

During the night, while Mr. Huggins

rowled like & tiger round the wan,
Eunt&r had wished from the bottom of
his fat heart that he was anybody but
Montgomery 8t. Leger Whifflas.

But in the supny morning matiors
were Jdifferent.

As usual, the danger that had passed

faded from Bunter's mind, and the
needs of present  occupied  his
thoughts.

The chief need was breakfast.
Supper in the van had finiched the
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The sight of Bill Huggins® face at the little window sent & shudder through Bunter from head to foot.
gazed at the threatening face stonily, like a rabbit fascinated by a snmake.

“Ow! G-g-go—go away | ** moaned Bunter,

young minor Sammy and

‘Whiffles! ** hooted Huggins.

rovisions there.

reakiast.

The most important matter within the
wida limits of the universe, therefore,
was breakiast for Bunter,

Only as Mr. Whiffles wes there any
brenkfast for him.

That settled the matter,

Having ascertained that George Mix
could not possibly sco into the van while
he was leading the horses, Billy Bunter
stripped off his Etons and hurriedly
encased himself in Mr. Whiffles’ clothes
ONce more,

ﬂtii'u-st.ing: wig and moustache and
heard was s rather more difficult matier
with the van rocking and bumping over
& rough road.

However, Bunier succeeded at last.

Sammy Bunter watched him with a
grinning face.

“Keeping it up, what!” he asked.

“Don’t jaw!” spid Bunter erossly.
Ilo stacked away his own clothes in the
attache.gaze, and blinked in the looking-

Nothing remained for

ilass that hung over the bed. *That's
all right.”
“1 say, that chap knows Whiffles

wasn't in the van,” said Sammy. “How
are you going to cxplain

Bunter sniffed.

“1 never explain to underlings!"” he

said loftily. T
o 1in

“0h, ,my hatt it
I'l! sack bim as soon as

fizh

“Tot him!
look at him."

“Well, you've got & neck!” said
Sammy.

“Brains !” said Buntor, “That's what
it is—brainal! If you had my hrains,
Sammy—--" .

“I'd apply for admission to & home
for idiots!” said Sammy,
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Billy Bunter disdained to make an
reply to that remark. Being now, to all
outward appearance, Mr. Whifiles again,
he zat dewn to wait for the arrival of
the van at the circus camp. He was
still annoyed at being awakened so
carly. But the prospect of breakfast was
a consolation.

The van recked and rumbled on. It
turned on to grass at last, and frem the
window Bunter had a view of the circus

camp. The bluec-and-red caravan came
to a jerking halt, Then Georgc's voice
was heard.

“Ar. Dance, sir!”

From the window Bunter saw the
manager coming towards the wvan.
There was a grin on Dance’s face. No
doubt he was amused by the *hoss”
having had a night out.

“*Somethin's "appened to this *ero van,
sir,” (George was saying. “It's been
hanged all over, and the winder's busted
in, and Mr. Whiffles ain’t in it. That
fat little cove is there, and another fat
cove jest like him, sir, but Mr. Whiffles
ain't there”

“What?” exclaimed Danece.

The door of the van was thrown open
from within. Dance stared at the door-
way. So did George.

Goorge's eyes almost bulged out of
his astonished head as the fipure of
Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles appeared
in the doorway of the van. eorge
could not belizve his eyesight.

“You—vou there, guv'nor? he
gasped. "“0Oh crumbs! Oh scissors!
*Ow did wou got there, guv'nor? Yom
wasn't there. And—and where's that
fat bloke what wae there?™ _

“Don't stand there burbling,” said
Dunter. “Go and get my breakiest,
and sharp |

/S

Hg held on to hig

“I've got you now
(See Chapler 13.) : ’

“It's the guv'nor!” said the dazed
George. *“It's the guv'nor or his bleom-

ing ghost. But ‘ow——"
"Do vou want the sack? hooted
Bunter. "Breakiast, sharp! I'm

hungry ™

George almoest tottered away.

“What does this meani” asked Dance,
“* What—"

“Shut up!”

“But what—"

“Bhut up!” roared Bunter. “I'm fed-
np with you, Dance. I've & jolly good
mind to sack vou. Shut up and clear !

Mr. . Dance shut up and cleared.
George, looking like a man in a trance,
spt out the breakfast for his guv'nor.
How Mr. Whiflles had gob into the vamn,
and what had become of tho “fat cove 2
he had seen there, were decp mysteries
to George, George could not make head
or tail of it, and the guv'nor, cortamly,
was not likely to explain to George.
George was left to wrestle out that
mental problemr unaided. But George's
dizzy amazement did net worry Billy
DBunter. DBreakfast eclaimed all his
attontion. DBreakfast was ample, and
Bul:ltitnr's appetite was smple, so all was
well.

The wild happenings of the nig’.'rilt
passed from Bunter's mind as he
travelled through mountains of toasty
hills of rashers, and knolls of kidneys.
Life was once more worth living, and,
Whiffics or no Whiffles, Huggins or no
Huggins, the World-Famous Circus waa
stitl Bunter's Circus.

THE ENI.

(" Bunter's Dodyguard IP=that's nexd
week's Greyfriars yarn 8 & real freat,
Fon't misp i, chums, whatever you delf)
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# slippery as an cel , and as

as a fox

iz Chalrners, alins Black Michael,

Bul Ferrers Looke Tias swworn o bring

this madern Caplain Kidd to fusHee—and it"s only o matter of Hme now before ke slips the bracelets on his " man ']

THE LORD OF LOST ISLAND!

The Whip Hand |
HYEE. there was -a reason | said

Ferrera  Locke leasantly.

*No, don’t move, Mackaw, I

have you covered. You, also,
Joe 1

The three men stood as though rooted
to the spot, gaping at the Baker Street
detective with astonishment and incre-
dulity in their ayes.

“Put wyour hands upl”
Ferrers Locke. "“Jump to 161"

Slowly three pairs of hands crept
wavering upwards, and, at a nod
from his guv'nor, Jack stepped for-
ward. He drew a gun from the pooket
of Mackaw’s reefer jacket mnd another
from Joc's trouser pocket. Heori was
unarmed,

Not one of the threa szhowed the
slightest sign of resistance in the face
of that gun which covered them
with such deadly menace.. That it was
unloaded was not for them to know,

*Now,” gaid the detective, taking
Mackaw’s gun from Jack Drake, and
substituting it for the empty one he
beld, * ploase sit down |”

“Where in thunder have you come
from?"” snarled Mackaw. “* -1
thuuﬁhl: you were aboard the Anga-
tau !

“8it down!” replied Ferrers Locke
coldly. “I will not tell you againl”

Sullenly Mackaw and Joe seated
themsolves at the table. Henri was
already scated, something approaching
fear in his ayes.

“Bhut the outer door there, Jack™
said Ferrers Locke. “Eeep your back
sgainst i, and don't let anyone inl”

Jack obeyed, posting himself against
the door with Joe's gun in his hand.

“What—what are you zimin’ to dot™

Ter Magyer Liprany.—No. 1,072,

rapped

whined Joo., “We thought you were
drowned in the Angatau, and i

*8hut your mouth!” barked Mac-
kaw. *“Thiz detective’s got the drop
on us. It's up to him to say what he's

to say, ’cos even now I ain't geein’
ust how he reckons on leavin® this
izland alive, with all them Kanakas
sround in our pay around here!”

“1 do not anticipate “T trouble or
ﬂifﬁcult;r whatsoever 1n leaving this
island I"" replied Ferrers Locke calmly.
“Lasten to me, Mackaw. I warned
you that Chalmers—or Black Michael,
if you like—would cheat you. He has
choated you. Already he iz on his way
back to hiz base at Liost Island |V

“What 7" roared Mackaw,

“The pilot, Federkiel, whom you
sent for the ransom money, returned,
and,, as you suggested just before I
butted in, dropped to the water with his
engine awitcheﬁ off so that yvou would
not hear him. He swam to the Anga-
tau, released Black Micheel, and then
opened the sea cocks, leaving my com-
panion and I to drown |

“He opened my sea cocksi” roared
Mackaw, launching himself to his feet,
bis face working with fury. “He did
that, after ¥ promised him his life!
The ungrateful swat!™

“You have & peculiar way of locking
at it 1" commented FKerrers Locke, with
grim humour. “Yes, he was so un-
grateful to you that he cpened your sea
cocks, and your ship went under. The
boy and I escaped in the nick of time!™

Mackaw - slumped heavily back into
his chair, staring at Ferreras Locke with
eyes which expressed both wreth and
indecision.

“What—what if 1 say I don't believe
vou?"” he said hoarsely.

“When dawn comes, and it will not
be long now, you could send & Kanaka
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Jack Drake.

(Introduction
on next page.)

diver down. He would tell you tha
Black Michacl is not in the cabin|®
replied Ferrers Locke. i

*Yes—vyes,"” mutiered Henri, pluok.
ing at his fipu with twitching fingers.
“1 liked not the look of him, that
Chalmers—that Black Michasl. Ah, I
warned you, Mackaw, about—what you
gay—the defying of the law!"

“*You shut your trap!” sparled Meo-
kew, then turned to Ferrers Locke.
“ And what you aimin’ to do with mal"
he demanded.

Ferrers Locke ignored the question
for the moment. addressed himsalf
to Henri.

“Youl"” he said sharply. “Tell mo,

whero is the nearcst wireloss station §*

AL Tapulm Island, m'sieur|” re-
?iiad Henri eagerly. “Yos, at Tapuka.

have had no hand in this business,
m'sieur. I em not against the law,
you know that—you will say that "

“What I will say to the authorities
depends entirely on how you conduct
vourzelf now!" replied Ferrers Locke
grimly. “How far is Tapuka Island
from heret"

“Eighty miles, m'siour! But I have
s boat. I can gend a messago if the
weather holds. My boat, she is fitted
with a motor, and 1 use her to collect
E:-pr? from the little islands around

are 1]

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“The dawn is at hand,” he said.
“You, Mackaw, Joe, and my com-
panion and I will jeave here at once
for Tapuka. Play square with me, and
I give you my word that no harm will
come to you, We will take one Kanaka
with us, Do you agreet™

“ But, yes—yes|"” babbled Henri. *I

“You listen to me, you Britishor|™

am not against the law, and—"
sald Mackaw, “How are you Hguring
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taking me and Joe io Tapuka? Do
we go as passengers, or what?" i
“"You go a3 prisomers,” replied

Ferrers Locke sternly. “'What

authorities will say to you for your
shaere in this busziness I neither know
nor care. Bubt 1t is entirely through

you that Black Michael has escaped!”

“Are standing for this, you
weovil 1" roared Mackaw, wheeling on
Henri. “Are you going to sea this

Britisher take your friends off this
island like this? By heck! Lemme say
just one word to my EKanakas, and he
won't ever live to see the sun risel”

Henr: shrugged his shoulders.

“I am for the law,” he replied.
“¥Yes, I warned wyou. Often have I
warned f'uu, Mackaw, that some day

ot would go too far. Now that you

sve done so you wish to invalve mo
mn thé—whet vyou sgay—consequences.
But no, you will not {*

“Curse you, you're vellow!” shouted
Mackaw. “You're scared! Say, listen!
This Britisher and his boy assistani
won't live two minutes, no matter if
they are armed, if we shout mighty loud
to our Kanakas., Bay, you don't think
them Kanskas 48 going to let him walk
us plumb right off thia izland without
them raisin’ a finger to help us?" .

"Yes, and if we do that a warship
will come here, Mackaw, to investigate,
aﬁnd I will hang as well as you!” said

enri.

“Warship nothin’ | snarled Mackaw.

“MNobody'll ever know anything about
it. Thie detective and his boy will just
disappear. I can keep my Kanakas
guiet.” _

“Ves, whilst you are with them,
mayke,” admitteg Henri. “But some
day, Mackaw, I think one of them will
t.u.l'L and then the warship will come

and wo will hang. No, I am for the
law, and you will not involve me in
what you suggest—the murder of this
detective[”

“Then, curss you

I'll oﬂm the word
to my own Kana
fc-are-f

ship!"

P !ff'l'e.ckaw, leaping to bhis feet.
"Y_;u_’.ﬂ sit down!® rapped Fesrers
Locke icily.

Mackaw glared at the gun in the hand
of the Baker Street detective. .

"You wouldn't dare firel” he said
hoarsely, half imiuiig‘

“1 shall fire if you have not resumed

our soat in two seconds!” said Ferrers

to grimly.

With an oath Mackaw slumped back
into his chair. ;

“Tie "em up, Jack!"” said the detec-
tive. "You can leave Henri’zs hands
frec. 1 will trust him till he makes the
first false move. When that happens I
will shoob him out of hand 1"

“ Indeed—indeed

Hynu_ can trust me,
m"sidur | reqkud enti fervently. "1
am pof a fool.”

At Tapuka !

T was towards mid-afternoon of that
I same day when Ferrers Locke and
Jack reached Tapuka with their
prisoners. MacAndrew, the lead-
ing trader on the island, listened to as
much of Ferrers Locke's story ss the
detective eaw fit to tell him, then
promptly made himself responsible for

o safe custody of the prisoners,

From the wireless station Ferrers
Locke sent out & long message in coda
to the Hegship of the Pacific flest, It
was an hour lster that & roply came
through for him. He decoded it, read
it through, then hended it to Jack. It
was B8 follows:

“Two battle cruisers and airecraft

carrier proceeding to Lost Island. Air-

planes will make exact Iocation of island.

Seaplane will proceed to Tapuksz. Hold

prisoners pending further instructions.
“ FRaSER,"”

“From the jolly old admiral of the
fleet,” commented Drake. *Well,
guv'nor, it seems as though everything
is over bar shouting!"

“It seoms eo, Ja.gk," replied Ferrers
Locke, “Unless the pirates have forced
open a passage they are trapped on the
island, and the warships will collect
em. But ”--and & touch of biiterness
crept into hiz voice—*1 have failed.”

“Failed, guv'nor?” exclaimed the
boy. “Why, the whole gang will be
cleaned up solely through your efforts.”

Ferrers o gmiled, .

“MNot the whole gaog,” he replied
grimly. “The most dengercus of them

all—the leader himseli—has slipped
through my fingers,”™ .
“You mean almers?” said Jack.

“But he thinks that you and I are
dead. Won’t that have given him such
s gense of security that he will have
returned to Lost Island, konowing that
we were the only two who knew the
location of 167"

*“T1 do not think he will have taken
the risk of returning to Lost Island,”
replied Ferrers Locke. “Even if he is
convinced that we are dead, ho still has
to reckon with Mackaw, o sank
Mackaw's ship, and Mackaw 13 guite
capable of concocting some story for the
authorities in which he appears as an
innecent victim of Chalmers. Chalmers
must realise that Mackaw can be a
source of danger to him.”

“But Mackaw doesn't know very
much [ protested Jack.

“He knows enough to make Chalmers
uneasy, I'll warrant,"” replied Ferrers
Locke grimly. “No, lad, 1 think ¥ou
can take it as pretty certain that
Chalmers hes headed for the meinland.”

“ But won't there bo certain documents
and bullion on Lost Island which
Chalmers will want?” ssid Drake.
“ Surely he won’t pass them up without
an effort?”

Ferrers Loacke nodded.

“That is a good point, Jack,” ha eaid,
“But put yourself in Chalmers’ plece
for & moment, If he wishes to collect
certain papers and documents from Lost
Island, his visit there must, of necessity,
be a ﬂe_e.ting one. Now, what explana-
tion could he give his trapped men as
to his lending, collecting his papers, and
shoving off again without delay?™

“Yes, he'd find explanations rather

INTRODUGCTION. _

A avercoming tnnumerable difficulties

mrﬂﬂ-ﬂﬂ'ﬂf#, Ferrere Locke, the celehraled Baker
&tr siloceeds  in

o e s
carr
plana, Al ks pistol's
NWHH, 12 forced o the machine
bt hat to descend again to shortage of
gﬁ;ﬁ. ‘Thus handicapped, e DBaker
e e
Prisoners noatats, o 5
v, ‘uhoto rascally 1kippeh Macka,
readily {aih to Chalmers' lempling bail
of one hundred thousand pounds o the
prica of his freedom. During Federkiel's
kg ot an ek o T e s
g [\ ] (s K
S N e o,
N ¥ a ]
ﬁ'ﬁqm:{m around in the searlane
gneans back lo the Anpaiaw, relecset Black
Michasl, and Uien opens the reacocks,
leaving Ferrers Locks and Drake io drown,
The latter ftoo escape o the shore, and overs
hear Mockaw's friend, Henri, atking why
the seaplone fingers near (he Angaint,
{(Now read on)
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ambarrassing,” adinitted Jack, *“And

he daren’t tell them the truth, that
he's clearing off because he thinks the
game's 1;[;1"'

“No, for if he fold them that they
would most certainly hold him there to
face the music along with themselves,™
eald Ferrers Locke. *“No, I do not {or
one momont anticipate that we will find
either Chalmers or Federkiel at Lost
Islﬂaﬂi. " S

‘But we' et him, guv'nor,” said
Jack confidently. “I—iagdnmn’t show
his face in any civilised country now, or
the %dliﬂ_ﬁ wiﬁ nab himl"”

“Yes, if they can find him,” remarked
Ferrers Locke dryly. “And that mMAy
not be so easy as one would imagine.
It is certain that a man of Chalmers’
intellect must have foreseen that he
eould not go on indefinitely raiding the
shipping routes of the Pacifie. He will
have had plans sll ready for going to
earth somewhere when the crash did
SOEWell, 3 wo d

"Well, if wo don't find the seoundrel
at Lost Island,” said Jack, “we’'ll pro-
bably find some clue there as to whera
we ¢can Gnd him '

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“If you had been Chalmers, lad,” he
asked quietly, “would you have left
tho .ﬁn-h_gv;J best vestige of such a clue any.
whell:lnf - l

“Not i could have helped i4i*
raplied Drake. el Ak

‘No; and I don’t think Chalmers will
have done 8o, either!” said Ferrers

Locke. *If he has ascugad, then we can
lock forward to as difficult snd as
dangerous & trail as we've ever
followad ™

Oft to Lost Island I

HE sun wea setting in a blaze of

ﬁﬂldﬁﬂ glory beyond the distant

orizon seme twenty-four hours

later, when & large twian-

engined sesaplane came thun-

dering towards Tepuka from the south-

east. Circling over the island its nose

went down, and, as the roar of the

angma died away, it landed on the water
and ran towards the b

As it lost way, the pilot, young and
boyish, splashed a sea-anchor overboard,
and dropped into the Hanaks canoa
whichk had shot off from the heach to
bring him ashore.

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake were
waiting to meet him, and, after mutual
introductions, they turned and walked
with him towards MacAndrew's
gquarters.

Beverley was the name of that pilot—
Flight-Licutenant Eric Beverley, of
Number One 8quadron, attached to
H.M. Aircraft Carrier Hawk, And he
was fairly bubbling over with news.

“Yes, woe located Lost Island at dawn
this morning!” he said, with & chee
grin. “The blighters popped at us wit
anti-airersft guns, but it was only &
half-hearted efiort. They chuc’ke-‘f it
‘em for a few
minutes. They hoisted the jolly old flag
of surrender, and six boatloads of blue-
jackets from the battle cruisers went
sshore and took over the island!”

“They had not succceded in blowing
open the channel, then?” msked Ferrers
Locke.

“Well, they'd got enough of the
dobris blown up to permit of ship's bhoats
getting thmugg, but they hadn't cleared
it anything like sufficient to get either
the Seagull or the submarines out|”

“And their loader, Chalmers?" asked

TFerrers Locka quietly,
Ehcf fly in the giddy old

“Ah, that's
ointment [* replied Beverley. "Not a
o and his pilog

gign of the wvillain.
Tug Macgxer Lisrapy.—No. 1,075
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never refurned to Lost Island, I sup-
poge they kiow the zame wes upl”

#1 supposo s2!" murmured Perrors
Locke., gluneing  guizzically at Jack.
¥The pivates gave no trouble, really !

“Noj they saw 15 was useless. What I
racan to say, thanks to you, we had the
blighters trapped hike rats. They know
that reststance was futile.  Their spokes-
man, quite an intelligent chap, named
Von Mauser, who was & submariue
commander, or something, asked us (o

trcat ‘em  lenientiy owing to their
hoving surrendered wore or less
quictly.”
“And did vou fnd any of the
bullion?"
“Yon Alauszer swore that there was

little more than twenty-live thousand
pounds’ worth on the island!” replied
Beverley. * He showod us whers it was,
and, sure enough, there was that sun.
Biue Captain Milvain, who's inh charge
of operations, i3 having the island
thoroughly scarched!™

“And did any eof the pirales venture
an opinion as to where we might find

Chalimers#" asked Fervers ke,
“Mot that 1 kpnow of,” replied
Boverley. “Bot I don’t think Me.

. Chalmers iz particularly popular with
them, They had some rather lurid
remarks to pass about Lis having left
thert in the lurch and saved his own
skin I

“Well, what did the fatheads expectt”
burst out Jack lrake. “Chalmers is as
cunning a3 a snake and hsa the
principals of a skunki They might hava
known that he'd take jolly good care he
was all right when the crash came!™

“ Ves, ho's escaped,” remarked Ferrers

Locke, “and I wonder how many
millions of bullion remained to be
found. We must admit thet if we're
winning on points, Chalmers is nob
knocked out yet, and is, in fact, very
much on his feet!™ . . )

“PBut you'll get him sir!” said
Beverley confidently. ' Just a matter of
time belore wou slip the jolly old

bracelets on the gentleman's wrists—
what ¥ :

“1 hope it will be as easy as your
words cugzpgest!” laughed Ferrers ka.
“But heve we arc st MacAndrew's
bungalow. What were your orderai”

“To place m;,rseif absolutely st your
disposal, sitr!”  replied  DBeverley.
“ After a rpot of brekker—which I'll
have after & wash and brush-up, I'm
quite at your servica!™

“Thoen we'll o back to Lost Izland!™
replied Ferrers Locke. "1 suppose the
cruisers and aiveraic ecarrier are still

lying off there?”

"‘%Ds; clenring up thoe mess and takin
gll prisoners aboard ship!"” replie
Baverley.

It waz an heur later that Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake bade good-byo to
MacAndrow, leavin the fumin
Mackaw and the whining Joe in his
custody. They elambered intoe the
copious rear cockpit of the seaplane.
Beverloy, who had spent twenty mimnutes
in ﬂva&auling the machine, switched
on, and the enginus burst into life with
a shattering roar.

Beverley ran them up, alternatively,
to full revelutions; then, satished that
tirey - were functioning perfeetly, he
opened up the throtile and pressed on
the rudder-bar. The scaplane swun
awav from the beach, heading towards
the open sea. It tore across the waler
with overincreasing impetus, leaving a
long line of creamy foam in itz wake.

Az Beverley pulled on the control
wheel the machine took the air In a

long upwerd climb,. It eircled once gver
Tapuka Island, then sweng towarda the
south-cast, where, far beyond the
horizon, lay Lost Tsland.

All through the eshort night hours the
machine thundered onwards It was
when a faint lichtening of the eastern
gky herelded the coming of the dawn
that Ferrers Locke knew they must be
near their journey's end. Then, as tha
cold, grey iight of early morning cama
flooding in across the desolate sean, ha
saw Lost Island rising stark and zrim
from the waters far ahead.

Mear it lay the grey shapes of two
battle cruiscrs, and the mighty hull of
H.M. Aircraft Carvier Hawk, with its
long flat flying deck glistening white
against the sombre background of the
s0a,

Beverley’s hand closed on the throttle,
and the nose of the seaplane went down.
From ten thouzand feet ho dived to-
wards the Hawk, and, roaring low over
the sguat wireless mast, dropped to the
water and surged close inboard.

The interrogatlon of Von Mauser !
BOARD the Hawk Ferrers Locke
A was conducted to the state-
room of Captain Milvain whilst
Daverley took Jack Drako down
to the ward-reom.

“I am very pleased to meet you, My,
Locke,” said Captain Milvain, risin
from his desk with outstretched hand.
‘It is entirely through your splondid
efforts that this ferrible monace to
Pacific ¢hipping has been brought to
an end. We experienced little difficulty
n t-ﬁ.klni Lozt I:zland as probably
Beverley has told you.”

Yes,"” replied Ferrers Locke. “M
only regret is that Chalmers, alips Blnci

Michael, should have eluded capture.”

“I have guestioned his officers, but
not one of them can throw any light on
where the man. has gone,” said Captain
Milvain. *“Probably fj'r:mu would like to
guestion them yourself.”

Forrers Locke shook his head.

“ Mo, knowing their mentality, I can-
not think they would keep anything back
which they knew about Chalmers” he
replied.  “ And, further, I think the
last thing Chalmers would have done
would be to have taken any onc of them
into his confidence to the extent of tell-
ing him of his future plans.” _

“I egree with youw,” said Captain
Milvain, “Certainly 1 think nothing
would please them better than to learn
of the ca\ptam of Chalmers whom they
bitlerly blame for deserting them. They
know now of his escepe from Tala
Island. It was necessary to tell them
that before attempting to guestion them
n: to Chalmers' present whercabouts.”

Have lf,'ou had any of Chalmers' per-
sonal  belongings brought from the
islandi” asked Ferrers Locke

“No, I gave orders that his quarters
wera to be left absolutely untouched

ending your arrival here,” replied

aptain Milvain., "I thought it hettor I

1 em w.-r{: much obliged to you,” re-
plied the Balker Street detective. * Now
ahout the bullion. How much did son
find on the island altogether?”

“ Little more than twenty-five thou
sand pounds’ worth,” was the reply.
“There must be an enormous amount
missing.”

¢.Huvet :.'nuhqueshinned‘ any cl;E | lfhu
men za to where the missin 1
My el ing bullion

“¥es, but could get little satislaction.
Apparently, after & raid, Chalmers was
in the habit of sharing out, and then

FPrinted znd published
Advertleement ofces :
rales: Inistd snd Abread, 118, T s0Bum; Ge.

Australis snd Kew Zealand: Mepars, Qordon & Gotsh, Ltd,;

every Bacurdsy by tha Proprieicrs,
Tha .ﬁlﬂttmr ﬁmn. Fnrriutr,dun Birest, Loopdon, B.C.4. B

6d, for six monthe. fols aponta for Banth Afric

Bad for Caonada; The lmperial Hews Cog..

transhipping the masjor portion away
from Lnstniﬂlnud by submarine. That
much I have learned, but I have had
littla time 1o pursue the question.”
“Who told you these facta}®

"Von Mauser.”

“Then I will question him hers, if I
may,” said Ferrers 8.

i E}'ertamlg'l” replied the captain, and
pressed a bell on his desk.

In response to hizs orders, Von Maurar
was brought to the cabin under armed
guard. Hg lnocked very pale, but bowed
glifily to Captain Milvain, and seemed
quite compozed.

“Attend to mo, please,” said Ferrers
Locke crisply. "1 wish to know what
was the procedura of Black Michael as
regards the bullion which he looted from
Pacific shipping.”

“ After & share out minongst the men,
the remainder was transhipped to the
mainland hg submarine,” replied Von
Mauser readily.,

“By n submarine from Lost Island,
of course? pressed Ferrers Locke.

“Nol”

“What 7"

"I say, no!” reitorated Ven Mauser.

“Will you kindly explain what you
mean?" rapped the detective,

“Dlack Michael had his own sub-
marine for that particular job,” replied
Von Mauser s;‘:llfunl,}‘. “None of us
knew from whence it carne and none of
us cared to be over inguisitive. It used
to como to Lost Island, load up with the
bullior, which Chalimers claimed as his
share, then leave for scme unknown
destination.”

“Which, you sty, was somewhere en
the :nqlnfnnd]'"

“Which I presume was somewhere on
the mainland ! retorted Von Mauser.

“Who was in command of this sub-
mering "

“I cannot tell you his name. I never
epcke to him.”

"“Can iﬂu describe him 1™

:: No, he was always masked.”

Von Mauser”—TFerrers Locke’s voica

was very stern-""mre you telling me
the truth®"

“Yes, I am!” replied Von Mauser,
looking the detective straight in the
cyes, a hint of defiance in his own.

What have I to gain by lving, now?
I swear I am telling the truth[”

“Yes, 1 think you are,” noddoed
Ferrers Locke quietly. “Can you ftell
me anything about the crew of this
strange eubmarine?”

Von Maeuser shrugged his shoulders,

“You would not believe me if T did,”
he remarked.

:"‘Whal_: do you mean by that "

It was & strange crew, the four
members 1 saw of ik.™

** Btrange

“Yes. A crew with which T would
not have cared to have sailed.”

“Why you say that?™ asked
Forrera Locke, hiz tve: on Voo
Mauser's face.

Von Mauser looked tbhout
easily.

“The four men whom: 1 saw come
ashore from the submarine,” he said
slowly, hesitatingly, "were—were not
like other men!"

“Will you deseriba asked
Ferrers Locke patiently

“They were always mufficd in heavy
coats,” went on Yon Mauser, “aond
only¥ camo ashore to carry the bullion
to the submarino. They shuffled instead
of walked, and wera very bent of
shoulder, with abnormally long arms.
With coat collars turned up &nd caps
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NOT SO EASY AS IT LOOKS!

Judging by the cheery and conhdent expression on the face
of the gentleman on the right, nothing could be easier than the
job of keeping on your feet while being venked along on top
of the waves at umpteen miles an hour kehind a careﬂﬁng maotor
launch., But Bppcarances are sometimes &E'.’.‘Epﬁ‘."f. Aquun
planing, as this sport is called, demands a great sense of balance,
a considerable amount of nerve, torether with lots of practice
before 1t can be mastered. Pt‘-u!:ah!;.r the expert in our phul:u
is glad that he's got something soft to f2ll on in case of accident,
and it's quite on the cards that he was on his back in the briny
the instant after this snap was taken. The dog looks as if
his motto is * Be prepared,” anyhow |
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News Pars and
Pictures!

ALL THE WORLD
OVER'!

It's a far cry from the beach at
Eﬂgnnr to a street in Shanehai, but
there's one thing they %mve in
common—ijolly old Punch and
Judy. John Chinaman takes as
¥r¢ﬂ an interest in this world-wide
avourite as any English youngster
on holiday at the seaside, as the
Ehnm shaws, But that ¢ld villsin
unfhﬁ youCe I3 raucoira ﬂﬂﬂush
im English ; can you imagine it in
Chineoze 2
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CLEANING DAY AT
THE TOWER!'!

Meost people have paid a visit to
the Tower of London at some time
during their lives, but | wonder
how many of them have taken the
trouble te count the pieces of
armour that make up the wonderful
collection housed in the White

have since gleaned the interestin
information that there are ruu'ng
about seven thousand altogether,
and that each separate picce has
to be overhauled and treated at
regular intervals to prevent rust,
Hegc You sée the attendants with
their dusters and bottles of Brighto
busily engaged in 1mparting that

. l Tower? 1 know I didn't, but ]

little extra bat of polish that marks
the really well-dressed Lknight.
Surplus pieces of armour are sold
to visitors. Here's your chance,
chums

THe BagxET | IBRART.—No. 1.072
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LORD OF "LOST ISLAND!

(lantinwed fraﬁ-.' page 26.)
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pulled well down, xt. was difficult to scc
their facde; but-—"

“Yes, get om, man!"  said Ferrers
Locke, as” Yon Mausor ptum:d

“But their faces werp of p strange
yellow hue, with ' little - ghifty blaek
eves,” continued Von Mauser. “They
were faces which scemed to—to have
died; faces which seemed to pessess

neither lfe nor any e¢motion except in

the eyesl”

“Aud did Chalmers never g:t'ﬁa you
any cxplanation as to who these men
ware I demanded the detective,

“He said once that they were
Asiatics from the wilds of Horthern
Mongolia,” rveplied Vor Mauser. He
said they werc ‘deaf mutes from &
strange and unkiiown roce, and thet
they made excelient saryants. Indeed,
their streiigth was sgormous. . I have
seen once of thom 1t o bullias chest
which it would take four men to hit.”

“1 see,” sanid Ferrers Locke quietly.

“Were uyuu ever aboard the su
marine?
“Never, No one from the island was

allowed to h-ua.r_d her. Bhe was a black

craft: bubt apart f[rom that I know
nothing about her.”

“Her wuwinsked commander
every way, normal?
these other four of whom you speak?”

“No, he appeared to be a normal
man—s Luropean or American, 1
think.”

*And that is all
about thiz submarine
evidently Chalmers’ private
asked Xerrers Locke. " You have no
idea fronmt whence it camo or where it
went. with the bullion

“T swear I have not! I would tell
you if I could!” replied Von Mauser
emphatically.

Ferrera Locke nodded.

“Ope last question,” he said,

Was, .in

you c.nn" toll .mu
which wnas

“Can

you, or anyone else "ii'i"hﬂ was on Loat

Ieland wiih Clhafs . give us any idea

as to wﬂﬂf&hé v BOW ‘ba fﬂﬂnd”“
"I eanpot. o took nons of us.into:

l'm mﬂﬁdﬂniﬂ that eéxtent, With.

our auf:rmarim we never - anticipgted a

capture, and the question of whst we
should do'wers we trapped was never.

seriously, congideded, as we never antici-
pated hem #‘Wdf"

“That 1= tl then, Yen Mauser,” re.
. plied Ferrpes Locke quietly.

Captain ’M:lvnm made "a gesture of
dismassal, Von Mawser we taken

fmm ‘the can m v his gun'rda. When

He was not like

crafe i

M.

the deor had closed on the prizoner
Captain Milvain turned to the Baker
Etreot detective,

“What do you make of this: utrnngﬂ
crew of which Von Mause: wpoke Mr.
Locke? he asked, -

Ferrers Lcur:l:& ahn%d

“Tt mright bo tHat Chilmesa spokeo the
truth when he said they were ﬂh:n.f
mutes from a lost Mongolian race,”™ hé
replied nor-committally,

“"You do not think mT" preﬁsed tho
caphain.

“I. have formed no definite opip
—yet,” rdplied Ferrers Locke. “ r&
can be more than one explapation aa
‘to .just who and what those man werel”

G&ptﬂlﬂ Milvain nodded, and did not
pursne ihe matter -any further Just
then:

*Are there any
whoin you wish. to

more of the men
imterrogate ! he

Eﬁi-:
ﬁ&. I will gma_:hﬂm' now agd. have
looke at Chalmers' gquarlers,” replied
ﬂm detective, .

“I will order-a boat for you at once,

Locke,” replied Capiain thrlm
rising to his feet,

(Will Ferrers Lacke . puceeed in
making any discoverics condtrning E
missing vilbsn, Black Michnel, on
Jaland? See next week's .tﬁnﬂ: long
snslalment af this Fﬂwﬂrfﬂf yﬂm)ﬂ

FALSELY AKKUSED !

(Continued from page. 1.5]

-FI——'——

“Oh, erikey 1"

Mr. Lickham flung a édommizzerating
plarnce at the threer heroes of  the
Fourth, who, bra%¥e as they were,
cowerd af the Head's words.

“Do your worst, sir!" mermered Jack
Jolly, with 4 resimed shrugg. *“We
]».lml:r at all events, that we are in the
right!™

“"You shall suffer for those “ﬂrd%,
Jolly ! roared the Head {furiously,
“and now, back to the camp! Bring
that rabbit along, Licky!” he added,
sotto vocey., “ Half a loof is better tha.n
none, after all!™

Mr. Ligkham obedicntly shoved the
rabbit inte one of the sacks which they
had left under the hedge, and brought
up in the rear of the procession, which
returned do Soorter Magnus.

Their arrival attracted guite-a lot of

gtterition at the St. Sam’s -;Jamp; And
when the news spresd. that Jack Jolly
& Co. were to be flogged for poashing,
tho starving boys of St. Sam's fe t.

nothing but simperthy for the heroes
nf the Fourth.

Simperthy, however, wasor't. much vso
to Jack Jolly & Co. in the ordeal which
they had to face in the Head's tent.

Unfurchumtly, it didn’t leszen the stmg N

of Dr. Birchemall’s ecrool birchrod im
any degree.

Let us - draw a vail ut"-:'r that paneful
seen.  Suffice it to aaw that, altho Jack
Jolly & Co. yelled and howled and

roared in angwish; not & sound cscaped |

their lips. They bore their. punnish-
ment with the fortytude of real heroes,
Later, in the sacred presinks of the
Junior Common Tent, Jack Jolly swore
8 gollum swear. -
“Come what may,” he cried, *1 in-
tend to have my g:dd:. own back rom
now on, my mottc 1s ah I for an I1”
“Mark may words;” went on the kap-
tin of the Fourth, "I fully intend to
rid this c:nm;} nf the tu‘*:ran'.' which is

gl o LS,

making sur l-nrea herﬂ a mluﬂr'h Some-
how or other, I will bring the bully
Birchemall to heal ™

“Hooray ™

“Rely on me, chaps! Before yon are
much older, T'll got you sll you want.
We'll live in a land flowing with. milk
and honey, and the Heed wil cower at
our bidding.”

“Oh, grate pm"’ ;

“Now, bugz off, and leave ma for a
little while,” concluded Jack Jeﬂly *3
want to be alone, to think™ .

~The juniors buzzed off as req.ums'r-nd.
And Jack Jolly sat duwn and ot IHE
branebox to work.

Within & few minnits; a grin hnd
spread over his feetchers.

T Got it1” he eggsclaimed,

" Ho had thought of-a “heezﬁ

: THE' END, il

(Fuat how Jack Jm'!,;.r 8§ 5:-:5;.1:!; u.’;peﬂ-e '
turnx out will ‘be related, in, H-E'#I' wegk's
entidled :
m’j iz
f?t:_a brﬁezyqﬂrfh c.’mma,-:wfmfcrsr pﬂu
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METAL MODEL OF SIR ALAN COBHAM'S HISTORY-WAKING SHORT SINGAPORE SEAPLANE—FREE WITH THIS WEEK'S “GEM"! 13

Here's another bair-raising yarn dealing
with the thrilling holiday experiences of

Jack Jolly & Co., under canvas.

HI
(1 AY I come in, sir ¥
It was Mr. Lickham, the
master of the Fourth, who
poked his head . into Dr,
Birchemall's tent at the St Sam’s Camp
and asked that question.

“By all means, Licky! Trot in and
take & pew,” answered the Head of the
Skool under Canvas jenially, " What's
the matter with your fizs this morning?
You loock the picture of mizzery, old
seout 1

“And no wonder, sir!” greaned the
master of the Fourth, "Since wo have
boen in camp I haven't eaten enuff to
keap a eparrew alive.” ]

Evidently Mr. Lickham was speeking
the trooth, for he looked as pail as pail
could he.

But Dr. Birchemall merely frowned.

“Y trust you are not complainiig
about vour rations, Lickham? Before
I reduced them I went to tho trubble of
insulting a grate diet specialist on the
sihicet, and he assured me that two
slices of dry bread per day, with plenty
of water, zhould be quite enulf for
skoolbors and Yorm masters alike™

“Then I'm afraid I must be an egg:
seption to the jenneral rule, sir,” said
Afr. Lickham moernfully. *“1 can tell
you, anyway, that your bred-and-water
diet is cawsing me io waist away fo'a
shadow of my former self.™

“Tn that ease vou ought to be grate-
ful to me for reducing all that unnetes-
cary fat!” said the Head seveerly,
“Naow buzz off, Licky, and let me hear
no meore of your mizzerable wailings.”

But, to 1ho Head's serprize, BMr.
Lickham, for once in a way, igiared his
master's voico,

Far from buzzing off, in fact, he came
closer to Dir. Birchemall, and a thret
tening look rveplaced the morniul eggs-
pression on_ his dils.

“Ii you don’t mind, sir, I'd rather
stay here,” he eaid, a sinnister note
entering his voice. “But if you insist
on my hopping it, T'Il just buzz off to
Snorter Lodge and give Major Snorter
eome information about the misterious

cher who has recently been pinching
ts rabbits.” : :

The Head recoiled, white to the lips.

“What thae merry dickens do you
meen? he asked, tickling himself slitel
on the funnvbone, so as to force o larl.
“1 know nothing of Major Snorter's
rahbits, Lickham, busi me if I do!”

“ Not you, sir!” sncered Mr, Tdekham,
with Dbiting saveasm, “Why should
you? Of cowrse, the bearded figger n
gown and mevterhoard that leaves the

Camp to gc poaching every day ie your
dubble—or poszsibly one of the WE.F It
counldn’'t be you, could 17"

“ Higeed I hict the Head. " We may
ba overheard [?

“Jolly good job, too!™ said Mr. Lick-
ham vennomously.

Dr. Birchemall threw & glarnce fuil
of fear at the open tent door, and scized
his assistant Gercely by the collar.

“Look here, Lickham. Don't go and
put me in the cart! he cried horsely.
"“As vou have rumbled me, I'll admit
that 1 am the bunny-hunter.”

Lickham,

.nm._iz.wnmmn_umnsmﬁ.ﬁ
with a nod.

“ Dyt mu:.«%ﬂ and blow the galf to
anybody, for Hevven's sake!” implored
the Head. “Whatevver happens, 1 can
never face the scandal of eggsposure,
The world must never know that the
headmaster of Eb Sam’s is a poeacher,
2o just you “E,Ju mun, Licky, and I
promise you you'll get all the grub you

want.” . ]
“Now you're talking, =ir!” eggs
elaimed r. Lickham, w.._w._..::m. is

hands. " Thanks! I'll keep mum.

And in responze to a guite imajinary
invitation, Mr, Lickham helped himself
te a cdeennt lving on the Head's desk.

“¥You see, Lickham, it's like this
here,” ﬁm.wm_..,._u.m#nm Dr. DBirchemall, re-
covering hizs composure and hastily
removing the rest of the grub out of
sight. * For some time now I've heen
worried by the size of the grub bill at
St. Sam’z, nnd that was the recson
which Induced me to knock off some of
thoe luxuries while we were in camp.
Why give the hale skool hutter on ther
bread, 1 thought, when 1 can’t afford
to rpo to the pictures more than threc
times & week myself "

“1 sece, sir,” nodded MAlr. Lickham,
licking tha traces of the demalished doe-
nut from his lips,

“Then, again,” persued the Head
“"why mive them three slices of bread
each, when by cutting the allowance
down to one slice I could afferd to pay
up my arrears of subseription to the
Muggleton Hopscoteh Club?

“ Eggsactly, sir!"” said Mr. Lickham.
“I quite stmperthise with your point of
view. Dy all means cub down the
rations fo the bearest minnimum; n
fact, down to nothing at all, if you fike,
My chijection only beging when you start
cutting down mine !

The Head nodcded.

“Preeisely! Well, Lickham, you will
have no reeson fo complain again, =o
long as you keep it darlk about that
poaching bizziness. As to that, I eggs-

Tur Macxer LaBrArY.—INo, 1,072,

pect yvou've wondering what made we,

the headmaster of & grate publie skoof,
start pinching rabbits?” )

“Weall, 1 must confess I feal & certain
amount of curiosity on the poiot,”
admitted Mr. Lickham, with a grin.

The Head threw out his hands in an
alloquent jesture.

“ Moerly the need for economy, my dear
Lickham, that s all. I simply couldn't
afford enuff grub to keep sole and heel—
[ mean, body and soul—{ogcther. So
as thoy were nice and handy, I started
helping myself to Major Snorier's
rabbita.”

“And wvery nice too, sir!” grinned
Mr. Lickham, "I could just mannidge
a cupple of nice rabbit-pies for to-day's
dinner myself.”

Dr. Bichemall started, and his face
broke into & sudden grin.

“Grate pip! That's & wheaze!" he
eggsolaimed. “Why don't you come
along and belp mo this morning, thent”

“What, me Lecome = acher "
gasped Mr. Lickham. “Oh, how could
mﬁ_: sujjest 1t, sirt 1 have heen a cat

urglar and a forjer, but I draw the
hne at being o poacher, Neo, sir, |
coldn’t do itl"

“Come, come, Lickham, think again !
urjed Iir. Birchemall, *If T could oniy
dezcribe in worde the joys and thrills of
rabbit-catching, I am sure you would
coma like a shot. Besides, thiok of the
rabbit-pies after the hunt has been
brought to o suxxessiul concleosion ™

“H'm! Perhaps you're right,” mer-
mered the master of tha Fourth
thoughtfully.  “Well, all right, then,
sir, 1’1l come.*

“Good eggl” cried the Head enthu-
sinstically, “We'll sport o bottle of
jinjer-pop on the strencth of it, dash
my buttons if we won’t "

"Iy all means, sirl” grinned M.
Lickham reddily.

There and then Dr, Birchemall and
Mr. Lickham toasted suxxess to their
poaching enterprise in foaming jiojcr-
Bop. ]
After which m,wﬂm. icked up o cvpole
of sacks marked “RABBITE." donned
H_EW_ morier-boards, and quitted the
cn

._u.'

IL.
All unknown tos the Head and Mr,
Lickham, thiee walchfu] paira of eyes
wera following them a3 they ecrept

stelthily out of eamp that morning, <%

H?u p.mﬁ. ;::mmma:_uinnmnmﬂauma#
Jolly & Co. of the Fourth.

“'hera he pgoes!” mermered Jack
Jolly from the Co.'s E&Fﬂ.ﬁ?nﬁ behind
a bush. “And old Lickham's with him,
too! Would you beliove it

g I'H—*

“Our own giddy Form mester nothiog

but & common poacher!” snorted
mwmm_._._“__..r “I always said he was a bad
egg 1™

“ Are we going to follow them?? asked
Moarry.

* What-ho ™

And follow them our heroes did.

Through ercol hedges that tore their
clothing to ribbons, up steep, perilous
hilla that would have made the stoutest
hart quake, down fearsome wvalleys
where one slip meant & sudden and
garstly death, they pursewed the tweo
tiggers 1n skolastic caps and gowns.
Many fellows would have chucked it up
in  disgust.  DBut our herocs never
chueked up snything,

At last to their grate relief they per
geoved the following notiss attached to
& hoard in a ficld:

“"RABBIT PREZZERVES.

Anyone pinching rabbits will ke persa-
secuted with all the rigger of the law.
By order. MaJor BxorTtER.”

“This is where the fun heging!” mer-
mered Jack Jolly.

And the kaptin of the Fourth, as
wsunl, was right.

After a cautious lock round te see
that nobody was locking, the Head and
Mr. Lickham ecrept through a hole in

the hedge, and entercd Major Snorter's
ProZierves.

Without an instant's hezzitation,
Jack Jolly & Co. followed them,

‘The St. Bam's poachera had beoen
quick to get to work. As our heroes
cameé on the scen, they saw Jr. Lick-
ham grasping a scared-looking rabbit
by the tale.

Jack Jolly & Co. could not repress
their indignation at such croolty.

“Shame ™ they cried ficreely,

The Eead and Mr. Lickham swung
round, with startled eggsclomations,
arg] their jaws fairly deopped as they
saw who there shaddowers were,

“Jolly 1" eried the Head, in amaze-
mant, “Whal the thump are yvou doing
here ¥¥

“1 think we mizht ssk the same
question of you, sir,” replied Jack
Jolly skernfully. “Ierhaps you can
cugsplain what vou're doing with that
rabbite—""

“Bilence, you disrespective young
cub ! Any more of vour inzolonece, and

What Dr. Birchemall was going to do,

hawever, in the event of any more inso-
lenee, was never known, for at that
moment came a totally uncggspected in-
terruption. Threo burleigh-looking (el
lows, wearing fierce oggspressions on
their diles, rushed up without any
warning, and pointed guns at the entire
St Sam's party!

“Hands up ! they roared menacingly.
_Five pairs of hands shot up like
litening. At the samo time there was a
vell of terror from Dr. Birchemall and
Mr. Lickham, both of whom were
terrible cowherds at hart.

"Bpare usl" howled the Head. “I'll
do anything or anybody if you'll only
spare my lifa! Kill all the rest, if you
like, but pleass don’t touch me*

“Don't shoot me, kind sirs, and you
can have all the wealth I possess!”
quavered Mr: Lickham. “I've got
three-farthings on tne, jentlemen, and
you can hnve every penny of it)”

But the burleigh strangors only larfed
harshly.

“Don’t think you can bribe us with
your [ilthy loocre!™ eried their leader.
“We are honest gamekeepers, and the
enly money we take is the wagcs our
master, Major Snorter, pays us®

At the mention of Major Snorter's
name, Dr. Dirchemall eesed his pleas
for mercy, and changed his tune alto-
gether.

“Bless my sola!” he cried, “Major
Snorter iz a close personnal friend of
nune. Please put your weppons dewn,
my good men, I thought at first you
wore desprit ouilaws. Had I known
you were gamckeepers, I should, of
corse, have acted differently.”

“But wot about that rabbit vore
accomplice 13 still holding ? asked ouo
of the men suspiciously. " Mean to sav
you dou't know anyibing about it7®

It leoked for a moment as if the
Head was corncred, But Dr. DBirch-
emall was never coruered for long. On
thiz ocenzion he had a real brane
wave,

~ "Yes, I do know sometning about it,
if it comes to that,” e answered. 1
am Dr. Birehmall, headmaster of St
Sam’s.  As a matter of {act, I and my
assistant, Mr. Lickham, have been fol-
lowing up these bovs from our camp. [
promised Major SBnorter that I would
find out who had been pinching his rab.
bits, and, sure enmff [ have done so.
There are the gilty partics, cowering
before you—Jolly, Merry, and Bright.
You have my permission to  arrest

them to the ncarest perlice-station to
await their trial.”

“Oh, crikey!” mermered Mr. Lick-
ham, walmost overcome by tha clever-
ness of his supcrior, while Jack Jolly
& Co, fell back a jace, ebsolootly
staggeved by the trotchery of their
headmaster.

“Well, wot have you got to say to
that, young shaverz*” asked the head
gemekecper gruffly.

“Only this—that we are innogsent!”
crizal Jack Jolly, in wringing axxents.
“The guilty ones are there, and wa
were meerly following them up.”

H.__ﬁ._; gamekeeper larfed skeptreaily,

Skoolmasters poaching?  And boys
following them upt? can’'t beleave
that 1™

nﬁm_.. can we!” growled the other two
gamekeepers,

“No. That won't wash, young man.
I shall have to axxept the word of your
headmaster,™

“Oh, grate pip! cried M
Bright in Em.dmum_ 2L 0

“ Bays, thia means chokoy for ust”
mermered Jack Jolly, in a choked
voice. " Dreaking stones in the gour-
n_mm M__u ._..,n.m_.“.:.m _“__E treadmill by day,
an alned in a drear ] ite
fa Shfioc 1 ¥ dunjon by nite.

The head gamekecpe i
ﬂ:mrﬁrﬁ?:____..r por shook hizs head

*¥ou boys lock too young to
m_.ﬂ#.,: he said, :_nnam_.uw_nﬂnmu. I mﬂ__zﬁ
call in the perlice this time. Instead
of that, I'll hand you over to your
headmaster here, and ssk him to give
vou cach & good thrashing. Would that
be troubling you too much, sir?™

"Not at all, my good man!® grinned
the Head, almost dancing with delite at
the happy termination of the bizziness,
“I'l flog them black and blew, with
the gratezt of plezzure 1

“Very well, siv. 1 leave them in your
hands, then”

With that, the head gamckeeper
turned on his hecls and buzzed off, w_u_
lowed by his two assistants.

"Thank geadness van got vid of then,
sie I gasped My, Lickham, mepping his
beated brew. “It was an eggsellens
tdea to pretend you were going to flog
thrza juniors.™

“Pretend 1" echoed the Head, with a
grim chuckle. T aszure yon thore was
no pretence about i, Lickham. T fully
intend to flog these young welps until
they shreek for mersy !

Wontinued en pace 23.)

them at ence, if not zooner, and take




