


By “REFEREE.

Gur contribuder is ont fe fell you the sccrols of the Feoler Siars’ success.
Last week he deall with Dizie Besn's Y tricks o' the trade.” This wwerk
ke throswes Nght on the methods adepled by Alcc Jackson. Ewddersficld's

" football ficld go, there sre differ-
-ences of opinion. a3 to who iz the
‘greatest player—the waster-—of

tife . moment, ﬁ 14 i .that - somgo

readers of the Maoxer will nol agree
with mbe:ovee some of -the ‘masters |

»hafl seloct for Lreatment in ihese notes,

But, while thc foregoing is tive, thore
is one position on the foothall feld
to-day over which there is. a unammiy
of opinion as io who s tho hest p'iljﬂ'.

Whe is {he best ontside right in tho

game ? Having asked that quesiion, I

wait  for the snswer—and 1n sy

wnagination I <an hear it coming in &
mighty chorus of voices, The answer is—

Alee Jackson. e pinﬁ for Hodders.

fictd Town, cf coursd, but he is more

than a Huddersficld player.  Scotland
vhooses him  for her - International
matches, and poople &it up and teke
nétiee whenever he ‘s perlorming.

They have, need te, for Jackspn  is
worth moting, and man? of his methods
are worth copying. 3o famous i» he that
vou probably know noarly as much
about him as I do. So 1 am nob going
to usc up much pace in telling vou
what he ha: done.

Alec at Wembley !

I do want yvou to take your miinds
back, however, Lo & ceriain match be.
tween England and Scofland, played at
Wembloy last April. Scotland won by
five goals to one, gziving England the
biggest whacking she has bhad in an
International match for donkeys’ years.
Of those five gosls which went to
Scotland’s eredit, Alec Jackson scored
three

It is not & unigae ‘cat for one man (o
score three goals in an Internationsl
match, but Alec Juckson's feat was a

S(.I far as ost positions on the

record, because never. in a  previous
gamo botween England and land
has an outside-wing man scored three
goals

ﬁfﬁ m\;ﬁgh ar two .f:;enl':;' Jnﬂm was ot
€ y i, & BCO a
against B];:ﬁ:hum Rovers in the Eg
inal. Huddersheld didn't win, sod
Alee was dr
lenst dcne his bit.

Coatrol the Ball?
The first big reason, Farhnpﬁ, why
Alec Jacksos hzs {or the last few years
beent the meat feared, and the wost
‘talked-about footballer, is that he bas
had wid: expenience, and 1s expen: .
That mag. l:e.nd funnily to yom, 'E:ut
iy bavisg exporienes and being
experienced are not nearly the same
thing. There are people who have
exparience, but teara little. There ars
Tre MAGRET Lieranr.—Ne. 1075,

eappointed, But he had at

others who lcarn the maximum from
¢very experience. Alec Jackson is
a the latter.

He learnt Lis football in Scotland, be.
eaust, as I lave meotioned, he 13 of
thang they taach: thair ,I-m"“ﬂ:ﬂ'ﬁ.'i*mi‘:.‘

ng !
ia to control the ball, wigl wa taught

GUEF FOUNR lish footballers the sama
Yesson firet. - Too many of our Eoglish
logds aro put into faiely pood i

tepmy before they have really learnt to

control the bali, and some of them never
really learn how to do thia

Then Alec, with ihe spirit of ad-
venture m him, went {o America to see
what the foothall out there was like.
It didn’t suit him {oo well. There ia
rather’ . too much mugh-and-tumbla
about it. Not thai Jackson shirks a
He can hold his
tﬁfndi foothall ag a gome
L1

tackle or a charge.
own. But he f
of ‘brain,’ not’

brawn; of skill tather J

§ St

than of physical strength. Bo he came
back to Seotiand, and then signed on for
Bt e Ggmi the mmasps il

i & man i
E:hqu the finest bit of work evee dona
: the club.

Taking a Risk?

The great trouvbde with many Beottish
fonthaliers whe come to Bogland is that
they have not the pecemmary pace for the

gm.a as played below the border. They
izve the hall eontrol, but take too long
in doing “things. Jacksom doesn't
sacrifice ballcomirol on the altar of
spead. I'Ha'__:llm_ gpeed to his ball
control.  Hénce, in & great measurs,
the secret of his success.

He simply refuses to be bound by con-
ventional idess. 1 told wyou that he
scored three %uuls for Beotland againat

ngland in the last Inter-
national match, Strictly
npuk_ing, it is not the out-
mee-rig t‘ngﬂb to score
oals. But Jackson doesn't
ook at it that way. In
other matches he has
seared three goals, too,

ﬁ mg:nmi I remem
well, the mona
e i arked Tomn e
outside-right. & Ao
the first goal from the inside-left posi-
tion; the second from the inside-right
position; and the third from the centre-

[Morward position,

It is a risky thing for & foothaller to
leave hiz allotted position on the freld.
You know that #s well .as I do. But
this is the gecu!mnty and the particular
geniuvg of Jackson. He is often out of
position, and yet he is always in his
position when he'is wanted there.

Not for Jackson the slavish huggin
the touch-line 0 much practised by
many wingers. He can ; along the
touch-line at top speed. a cmn also
deliver a neat centre from thers, But
when tm a chance to cut im and
shoot, J takes it. Also, when he
soes the ball coming over from the laft
wing, he slips in towards the middle of
the Beld. By wandering—seientific
wandering—Jackson lures his **shadows™
into had positions.

I don’t: want to emphasise too much
the goal-scoring side of Juckson's play.
He is 20 snocessful s & team man becanso
he shoots at goal himself when there iy
no pal in a better position for shesting,
and ho passes when is & pal in o

beiter position.
Jackson bas “‘got there™ and gets
ightferward

thero because he is h‘: o 3

, i . :

conventions. He has zkill in
plenty, bouwdless enthusiasm,

;mx:‘:ﬁ'mty-tn learn, -and the never-say-dia

=pd



700 GOOD TO LAST ! Anyone but Billy Bunter could see with
Monfgomery St. Ecger Whiffles, proprietor of Whiffics' World-Famous Circus, couldn*t lasl indefinilcly.

Rhalf an cye that kis amazing imposiure of Mr.

Nut

Bunfer can’t see Deyond the 1ip of his nosc. although he sports an outsive in specs |

£ phid

5 I .:'"': 4
.'-!FI: J?*‘-’

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mr. Dance Objects !

ARRY WHARTON came cut of
H the tent in the camp of
Whifles World-Famous Circus,
in the early September
morning. Early sz the hour -was, the
camp was astir snd  buzzing with
activity, The big tent had becn struck,
and was in process of packing. All
hands were hard st work, getting ready
for the road. The World-Famous Circus
was sbout to move Cn once moro.

Only one perzon in the circus camp was
still inactive, re%;:ming peacefully in the
embrace of Morpheus. That one was the
Boss, From the blug-and-red caravan
proceeded a deep and reverberating
gnore, the outward and visible sign of
the inward invisible Bunter.

“Hallo, heallo, hallo! Bab Cherry
came out of the tent. “ They're moving
on this morning.” 3

“And we're moving on, too,” said
Harry. “Not along with the ecireus,
though."

Bol glanced at the Boss' caravan.

“Bunter's still asleep!” he eaid.

“We'll wake him up!”

Johnny Bull end Frank Nugent and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came out.
That morning the Famous Five of Grey-
friara were to leave the circus, though
the question was not yet sciiled as to
whether Billy Bunter waz to go with

them. Bunter, who had played so long

the rumﬂrkuhfﬁ part of Wr. Whiffes,
Boss of the World-Famous Circus, was
extremely unwilling -to guit.

Dance, the manager, came over to the
Famous Five. Mr. Dance was very busy
that morning, having all the work of
shifting camp on his hands. Bunter was
Boss, %uh the only *bossing ' he did
was in the shape of throwing his weaight
about; work and retill:mnsuhﬂ:ty he was
willing to leave to his monager, Mr.
Dance was nok only busy, but he was in
a bad temper—a common state of mind
with Mr. Dance, no doubt owing to the

of

many disappointments met with in his
elusive pursuit of winners. Moreover,
Mr. Dance did not like the Famous
Five, and did not approve of their
travelling with the circua.

“Oh! You've turned
grunted. .

“Phe fturn outfulness iz tereifie,”
assented Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Now vou're up, you may as well
lond a hand,” said Dance. “There's
plenty to be done, snd you needn't loaf
about. If youw're travelling with the
circus, you may as well earn your keep.”

“Wa're not travelling with the
cireus,” said Harry Wharton curtly.
“We're chucking it to-day.”

“In the esteemed circumstances, the
chuckfulness is the proper caper,” re
marked Hurree Singh.

“Oht" The manager was
teken aback. * ¥ou're goiog?”

“As goon as we've had a word with
Bunter,” answered Harry.

Dance started.

“With whom?*

“ Bunter."”

“1 don"t understand--——""

“T'l make it clear, then,” said
Wharton coolly. “We've found out
what's moing on in this ecircus, Mr.
Dance.  Last evening we met the real
Mr. Whiffles, and he told us. The fellow
wha's snoring in that caravan is not Mr.
Whiffles at all. It's Billy Bunter—got
up a3 Whiffles, You knew it all elong.
Naw wa know it, and we'ra clearing.”

Dance gave the caplain of the Grey-
friars Romove a very unpleasant look.

“You can clear as soon as you like ™
he answered, “and I shall be glad to sec
the last of you,"

“You'll see the last of Bunter, too, if
he_has.sense enough to come with us™
zaid Wharton, *What's going on here
is something 2 good deal like a swindie,
though Bunter hasn't brains enough to
understand it. We're getting him out of
it if we can.”

“You'll mind your own business 1"
znid Dance.

cut ! he

rather

£ oo -
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A Rousing Extra-long Complete
Story of Harry Wharton & Co.

Greyfriars, dealing with

Billy Bunter’s last few days with
Whiffles’ World-Famous Circus.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“We're making this our business, old
bean,™ said Bob %herr}- cheerily., **Any
ohjections "

_*Yes1” snapped Dance. “Go if you
like, and the sooner the better. It wa-
against my wish that that faut fool
brought you here. You will go without
waking Bunter.”

“Rats ! retorted Bolb

“The ratfulness is terrific!”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Dance’s cves gleamed ab the juniors.

“1f you want to be thrown cut of
this eamp——" hc began.

“Oh, chuck 16! said Johnny Bull un-
ceramoniously.

“We're poing to take Bunter with us,
if he will come, Mr. Dance,” saiwd Harry
Wharton quictly. “I hope he will huve
sense enough, You've got him here
pretending to be Mr. Whiflas—whil:
you run tho circus. Bunter's a [ool,
but we're not fools, and we can see your
little gnme plainly enough. You're
handling the cash while the real
Whifles is nway and Bunter iz plaving
the giddy poat. You're not getting =
Greyiriars ?&!Iﬂw to help you in your
roguery, if we can help it.” .

A Wo fear ! said Nuﬁeut cruphaticalls.

Dance clepnched his hands.

All the time the Greyiriavs chums hadd
been  with the cireus, the rascails
manager had feared that they migu’
loarn the true state of affairs. INow
they had learned it And he was well
aware that he could not deal with Tlur:x
Wharion & Co. a3 with William George
Bunter. DBunter's fatuousnese was ull
his own, not shared in the least by othex
Ciroyfriars juniors.

Herry Wharton turned away from
Dance, and approached the steps of the
blue-and-red caraven, once fhe dwelling
of Montgomery St. Leger Whiffles, now
the refuge of the Owl of the Remove,

He staggerod back os Dance grabbed
him 1'::nughl:r by the shoulder.

The manager
aside.

Tue Macuer Lasmary.—No. 1,075,

said

swung him angrils
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“Jiands off 1 shouted Wharton, his

ayes blazing.
“Keep clear of that van!™ snarled
Dance. *“Get out of the camp—tho

sponer the better., DBut I forbid you to
go to that caravan.” ] :

“Forbid_as much as you like,” said
Harry. "I'm going to wake up Dunter,
and speak to him before I go.”

“You'ra not ™

it-Rﬂtﬂ EH

Dance made a stride towards the van
and planted himself at the steps.
Lvidently he intended to use force to
keep the Greyiriars juniors away from
ihe Boss. Dunter was essential to the
manager’s schemes; without a supposed
Mr. Whiffles in the circus he could not

ossibly carry on. FFor Bunter personally
ﬁa_hnd a deep and intense dislike, but
Bunter, the DBoss, was very fa.lunbalejn
him, and he did net intend to part with
the sham Me. Whiffles. )

e tand Lack!” he snapped. *“Give
nie any trouble, you young rascals, and I
will call the hands to throw you out of
the camp! ™ -

“1 fancy not,” prinned Bob Cherry.
#“Yeou don’t want the cireus hands to
know wha's in the taravan ™

“Stand aside, Mr. Dance,”
Wharton curtly.

Dance did not eczll to the hands.
Evidently he did not want them to Lear
what the schoclboys could have teld
them. But he raised a clenched hand a3
the juniors came to the steps of the
van,

“Btand back!” he snapped.

said

{-IRats !J?
Harry Wharton came on, and the
Gnrage manager struck at  him.

Wharton knocked up his arm with a rap
that made Mr. Dance gasp.

The next moment, the mahager was
grasped by the Famous Five ond tossed
aside like a bundle. _

He sprawled in the grass, red with
rage.

Apparently, he had not supposed
that the schoolboys would venture to
handle him. He was enlightened on that

oint now. The chums of the Remove

ad no respect for a man whom they
more than suspected of being & design-
ing rascal.

Wharton stepped up to the door of the
caravan and knocked.

Dance rose to his fect. .

He could not venture to call on his
men to deal with the Famous Five in
the circomstances. Obviously, he could
not deal with them alone. He slunk
away, leaving them to their own devices,
If they suceeeded in persuading Billy
Bunter to do the sensible thing, his

amne was up. But he still had hope
ﬁa iliz abysmal obtusepess of the Owl of
the Remove.

B, ey, —

THE SECONDy CHAPTER.
To Go or Not to Go !

ILLY BUNTER snorad.

B The knocking at the door of
thea
him.

Bunter had an important question to
seitle that morning; but Bunter was not
the fellow to meet troubles halfway.
Mo question could be so important as
having hia sleep out. Bunter would
have snored on till ten o'clock, at least,
had he been left to himself.

But he was not left to himself.

MNow that they knew the true state
of affairs at the World-Famous Circus,
Harry Wharton & Co. were anxious to
be gone. They were not in the least
inclined to wait till Bunter had had

his alei? out,
Tae Micner Lisnany.—No. 1,075,

caravan did not awaken

Bang! Thump! DBang! Thump!
Bunter still snored.
He snored on regardless till the

Famouz Five put their shoulders to

the wheel—literally—and shifted the
CAravan.

Tha van gpave a wild lurch, and the
slecping beauty awoke all of & sudden
as he was pitched off Mr, Whiffles’ bed.

There was a wild yell in the van.

“ Yaroocoh

*“Fhe esteemed Bunter iz awake!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

* ¥Yow-ow-ow ! Whoop !

Evidently Bunter weas awale.

Harry Wharton thumped at the door
Agaln.

* Bunter

" Beast 1"

“Open the door [

“ Rats I

"We'ra poing "

"Gao, u.nc{; be blowed !" roared Bunter.

“You fat duffer! Are you coming
away with us, or not "

“No!* yelled Bunter,

“That does it,” sald Johnny Bull
“The fat chump is his own master.
And I'm blessed if I want his company !
Let's clear I

Harry Wharton hesitated. Certainly
Bunter was his own master, and had a
right to get into any scrape he liked.
But the captain of the Hemove was
loth to leave him to it.

" Look here, Bunter 1 he called out.

“Bhut up, you silly chump! What
will my employces think if they hear
you calling me Bunter, you fathead?”

" Are you coming ¥

“No ! howled Bunter.

“iWell, good-bye, then!
going

Harry Wharton stepped away from
tha door.

A moment later the door of the blue-
and-red earaven was thrown open, and
Biily Bunter blinked out thr-:-ugi'l his
big spectacles. INot that his nearest
relation would have recognized him as
Billy Bunter. The ample nut-brown
wig, the waxed wnioustache, and the
pounted beard that had once belonged
to ‘Mﬂllf-i{_.'rl'l'm['j’ St. Leger Whifles, dis-
%Luse@ im: beyond all recogrition,

niy in hiz extensive ciccumference did
he resemble the Owl of the Remove.

“1 zay, you fellows ! he squeaked.

" GFood-bye, Fatiy!™

“1 say, you fellows, don't go!” ex-
claimed Bunter., “You can't leave me
in the lurch like this, you know.”

“Come with us, then,” said Hearry.
“We're going back to Wharton Lodge
to wind up the vacation. And you ean
came, if you like”

Benter sniffed.

“Cateh me! You fellows stay here!
Look here, T'll put vou on my salary
list! Y1l make Dance pay wou
handsomely.”

" Fathead !

“Bupposo that villain, Huggins, gets
after me again affer vou gol?” sald
Dunter. “I1 engaged you as my body-
puard,. as you know jolly well, to Imgp
that clla.ngu.rmls beast off. ou can’t
chuek me now.”

“We thought you were Mr, Whiffles
then, wou fat fraud,” seid Harry.
*And Hugging iz after Whiffles, not
after you. If you take the wool off,
and put on your own clothes, Huggins
won't worry you."

“T'm keeping thiz up till the end of

Weao're

the wvae,” =eid Bunter asitively.
"Wh);: I'm living con the fgt. of the
land heral”

“A pig n clover? grinned DBob
Cherry.

““Beast I

“Toock here, you fat duffer, we're
going [  exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“You rcan como with us i you likes
Yes, or noi”

“You ain't going without your
brekker, 1 suppose?” exclaimed Bunter,
in astonishment.

brekker in

“We can get some
Easthorpe. We're going at onco. Can't
you understand that what you're doing
15 prectically a swindle ¥ exelaimed
Wharton impatiently. “ We can’t have
a hand in it.”

“Oh, really, Wharton !

“Let's cut!l” said Johnny DBull

“1 say, you fellows, stay on for
brekker, anyhow ! said hunter. “ You'll

be ill if you miss your brekker. “I—
I'm anxious about you.”

“ Fathead !

“I am, really,” urged DBunter. *We

can’t part like this, you know, such old
gala a8 wa are. I'll tell George to got

rekker at once, and then—then ['ll
think it over. You can’t expect a fcllow
to think anything out before brekker.
Be reasonable !

Harry Wharton paused. He wanted
to give the fatuous Owl of the Remove
every chance to get out of the extra-
ﬂl.'deE }}nmtmu inta which his fatuous-
ness had landed him.

“Well, we may as well stop for break-
fast,” he eaid, at last. * Dut that's the
limit, Bunter.”

* George!” bawled the boss.

George Mix came hurrying up to the
blue-and-red caravan.

“Yes, guv'nor!”

“ Brekker !” ordered Bunter. “ Quick !
Lota of it! Don’t lose time !

“ ¥Yes, guv'nor "

George [ost no time: but Bunter was
out of the van before breakfast ap-
peared. In the circumstances Bunter
realised that he never would be allowed
to have his sleep out, 30 he made up
hiz fat mind to it, i ablutions did
not i:ee:ﬁ him long. At Greyfriars
Bunter had always got slong with a
remarkably small allowsance of washing.
As boss of the circus he had reduced
ablutions to & very tiny minimum,
That, in DBunter's opinion, was some-
thing like & hoeliday. -

“{ieorge, where's that 1diot? Where's
that lazy slacker?” bawled Bunter.
“"George, I'll sack vou! Where's my
brekker 1" :

“Coming, guv'nor.”

To George and the rest of the cirens
the Owl of the Remove was still Mr.
Whiffles, monarch of all he surveyed.
To the Famous Five ha was simply
Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove—
merely that and nothing more. George
hurried up with the breakfast, which
was laid on a table outside the blue-
and-red caravan, al fresco. DBunter sat
down to it without delay-—delays, pro-
vaerhiglly, dangerouz—and Buouter never
last time when a meal was toward.

“J say, you fellows, sit down!™ he
said, with his mouth full. “Make a
good brekker!  This iz better than

gu'd get at Greylriars, or at Wharton

dge, either. This iz as good as we
get at Bunter Court.”

“Betfer, perhaps® grinned Bob
Cherry. i
“The betterfulness 18 probably

terrific.”

Certainly the breakfast was good.
Money was running short in the circus.
All ealarics and wages wore in arrear.
The takings were good: but the cash
was in the hands of Mr. Dance, and
was expended chiefly for the benefit of
certain  bookmaking pgentlemen, who
viewed with enthusiasm Mr. Dance's
ceaseless and hopeless attempt to back
winners. But even [or the noble pur-
pose of raising the wind to back losers,
Mr. Dance never ventured to cut down
the food supply. Only so long as the
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As Harry Wharion sirode up io the van the enraged circus manager struck at him. Wharton knocked up his arm, and the
next moment Dance was grasped by the Famous Five and tossed aside like » bundle. He sprawled in the grass, red with

World-Famous Circus was a land How-
ing with milk and honey would Bunter
hava consented to carry on as M,
YWhiffles, and provide the rascally mana-
or with the screen he needed to hide

15 rescality.

Bunter's fat face grew very good-
humoured az he proceeded with a Gar-

antuan meal. He had missed some

ours of sleep: but that breakfast really
was worth it. Bunter's fece cxpanded
in smiles.

The Famous Five were finished long
before Buntor. They waited with un-
concealed impatience for him to get
through. But Bunter was in no hurey.

“Lock here, Bunter——" sald Harry
Wharton, at last.

“Leave it till after brekker, old
chap!” said Bunter. "I say, try that
jam! It's ]-:-l!ﬁ gnud jam "
© *We've finished.”

“Try the cake! It's & ripping cake!™

" Bother the cake "

“Well, what about the jolly ?" urped
Bunter, “You've got roomn enough for
a plate of jelly. E‘he fact is, you fel-
lows don't eat enough, That's why
you're such a skinny lot. If you want &
figure like mine, you will have to tuck
in & bit more, I can tell you.”

“Oh, my hat!” _

“Not that I eat much,” said Bunter.
“1 always say that enough is as good
as a feast. Dut 2 fellow wants enough.
I never ge-t. encugh at Greviriars. 1
lost weight there last term. I've got it
back sinee I've been with this eircus,
Look here, tuck in again! There's lots!
I never was mean. Shove that jar of

wrath., (See Chapler 1.)

jam over this way, Bob! Hand me
that tablespoon, Franky! Good!”
Bunter proceeded to wind up his
breakfast with the jar of jam, helping
himself from the jar with the table-

spoon. His fat face beamed over the
jam jar. He was cheery and sticky
and happy.

Harry Wharton & Co. rose from the
table, They were not disposed to wait
till Bunter had rcached the bottom of

the jar.
“Mow, then, DBunter—" began
Wharton. .
“Bhut up, you ass! George will
hear,” said Bunter bastily.

" HBother George! Look herge——"

“George !” bawled Bunter.

*“¥es, guvnor.” _

“You can clear! Go and help with
the packing up! Don't slack round
here like a stuffed dummy.”

George departed.  Billy Bunter, still
busy with the tablespoon and the jam,
blinked at the impatient jumiors over
the jar,

“1 say, you fellowa! I want you to
stay on! Look what a brekker you've
had. You stand by me, and—"

“Fathead ! We're poing,” said Harry.
“You'd better come! Mr. Whiffles is
keeping an eye on the eircus—"

“1 know that!” Bunter grinned.
“But he's jolly well afraid to come back
g0 long as that man Hugpgins is loose.
Huggine keeps him off., It's as safo as
housges. You fellows stay here, and
keep Huggins away from me—without

getting him run in, of course. That
will make it all serenc.”

“Huggins will be run in pretiysoon,”
said Harry. “He's wanted now for
robbery with violence, since he bashed
that 8t. Jim's fellow, Cardew. Can't
ou see that the game iz up for you
erel”

Bunter shook his head.,  There are
none 50 blind as those who will not sce,
and Bunter certainly did not want lo
see that his game was up as boss of the
World-Famous Circus. )

“Naothing of the sort,” he said
obstinately. I dare say Huggins will
dodge them. He's an artful beast. And
g0 long as he's free, Whiffles i3 alrand
to comae back to the circus, and it's all
serene. Only I want you fellows to stay
on, to sce that the beast doesn't bash
me, taking me for Whiflles.”

“1f we come on Huggins again, we
shall collar him, and hand him over tu
the police,” said Harry. “He's got o
answer for what he did to Cerdew.”

“Plow Cardew! Tle ain't a Groy-
friars man, apyway,” said Dunter.
“What does that ass Cardew mattcer!
It's me that matters.”

“You fat chump!"” said Beb Chevry,
“Can't you see that while you're playing
at being Mr. Whiffles, that rogue Dance
is running the circus ond bagging tho
cagh #"

“Well, that’s all right,” said Bunter.
“The circus would have to shutl'l.:lp g-h:::r!h
while that funky old Whiflles is hiding
away, if I wasn't here o kelp Dance

Toe Maguer Lisnsiny.—Nog. 1,075,
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carry on. Dance is earnin .
That's

he bags, by running the show.
bow ho looks at it.”

“Very likeiy; but that isn’t bow the
law would lock at it,” said Fraok
Nugent. It would be called a swindle,
Whifles couid prosceate Dance for what
he 18 doing.” ;

“Well, e won't, so long as Huggins
frightens him away.”

“Huggins will be nabbed soon.”

“Well, I suppose 1 can carry on all
right until he's nabbed, anyhow,’ saia
Bunter. *“You fellows stand by me so
long as it lasts, and then I'll take you
all to Bunter Court and give you a
glorious holiday., You haven’t been io
Bunter Court yet. Youw'il meet all the
nobs—-" _ .

“I suppose it's mo use trying to geb
sy sense into your silly head, Bunter,

enid the captain of the Remove. ™ Look
here—we're gmnF. Will you come with
us, and go while the going 1s

ood?
Youll get into serious trouble i% you

slay on. Chuck it up and come.”

“Ng fear! You fellows stay on,”
urged Bunter. “I'm not giving up all
thiz for nothing. Stay  another
woek—"

“We're going now.”

“ Another day,” urged Bunter.

“ Fathead 1"

“Thaep vou can jolly well go and cat
coke,” oxclaimed Bunter wrathfully.
“You're ungrateful, that’s what's the
inatter with you. I'm fed up with you!
Get out of my cireus, and be blowed.”

And the Famous Five, leaving the
Bogs still busy with the jam, got outb.
The die was cast |

i, b

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Road !

o EADY ! snapped Dance,
R Billy Bunter blinked at
him.

He was ready to take the
road, if it came to thet. He wes pre-
;m.reél to travel, so !ﬂn% of course, as
ho could travel sitting down. He was
not hmlini disposed to walk, after the
enormaous breakfast he had tucked away
inside Mr. Whiffles’ erimson waistcoat
with yellow gpots. A rest on the bed in
ihe h‘{ua-and-red caravan was ap invit-
ing idea, whila the cireus procession
wound on through the high-roads and
by-roads of Hamphire. But—— There
was & “but.” William Gnnrgg Bunter
was in a doubtful frame of mind.

Hiz body-guard were gone. It had
been a stroke of genius, Bunter con-
gidered, to enlist the Famous Five to
travel with the circus, and keep off the
redoubtable Bill Hupgins, So lonp as
they had belicved him to be the genuine
Mr. “Whiflles, the Famous Five had

layed up, snd more than once they

acf dealt faithfully with the vengeful
ruffian who was haunting the track of
the circus, watching for a chance to
“hash®” hiz old boss. But now they
knew who the supposed Mr. Whites
was, they had “chucked ¥ it; and Bunter
was left once more on his own., Ewven
in the daytime he feared the thought of
the vengeful Huggins; and after the
day would come the night, when danger
would threaten. DBunter did not often
look ahead, but he could not belp doing
B0 TIOW. ins haunted his
thoughts with terror. Ile had had
several narrow escapes from a terrific
“bashing® that was intended for the
showman he was impersonating, and he
knew that next time he might not
escape.

Tue Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,075

“They're gone, Dance,” he said
dismally,
“ Al the better,” growled Dance.

“That's all very well,” said Bunter

wartnly, ' But suppose that beast
lliuggum turns up again. What about
that ¥*

*¥ou must take vour chance of that,
Me. Lilly-Bunter-Whitles,” said Dance
coolly. " You can't expect to live on
the fat of the land for nothing.”

Bunter glared at him. He was not
disposed to take his chance of a “bash-
ing,” if he could help it. And he did
not see why he shouldn’t live on the
fat of the f:md for nothing. In [act
that was exactly what he wanted and
what he had always considered hiz due.

“I've a jolly good mind to chuck it
up,” he snopped. “ After all, it can’t
last much longer, anyhow. And it ain't
safe. Thoze fellows make out that you're
not honest, Dance. They think you've
got your fngers in the cash.”

Dance stared at him. He was well
awere of Bunter's obtuseness, and had
marvelled at it. DBut he could not help
wondering what Bunter supposed he
was playing this peculiar game for,
excepting {or the purpose of getting his
fingers into the cash. Cartainly, he
was not doing it for the pleasure of
Billy Bunter’s society, fascinating as
that douhbtless was. )

“Oh, don’t be a fool,” he said
brusquely. *“Get into the caraven, if
you're coming, and if you're too lazy to
walk."”

“I don't want any cheek, Dance! So
Jong as P'm heve, I'm boss of this show,
and don't you forget it! ¥ can jolly
well tell wvou I'm going ito cut, 1if I
ain’t safe from that beast Huggins. He
will be following the circus, same as he
did before, I know that, MNow those

‘A

fellows are gone—"

“You can hide to-night in a haﬁ;agu
van or in a packing case, if you like,”
said Dance sarcastically. “ Anyhow, if
you're coming, get into the van—we re
starting. We've got a long tnip to
make to-day; the next stop i3 in the
next county,”

Dance turned away, and mounted the
horse he was to ride in the procession.
George Mix stood ready to put up the
steps of the blue-and-red caravan when
the Boes was inside. Slaney was already
mounted in the driver's seat,and taking
the reins of the horses.

“Getting in, guvnor!” called out
Geovge.

Bunter made up kis mind, and clam-
bered into the van. He was uneasy in
his fat mind; which was nel surprising
now that his bodyguard had left him.
The geawine Mr. Whillles was fright-
encd away from his own circus by his
dread of the truculent DLill Buggins,
and Billy Bunter was not gifted with
ipuch wore courage than the far circus
proprietor. Strongly he wes tempted to
“out,” and go while the ing was

od, as Wharton had advised him.

ut he could not make up his fat mind to
abandon the pleasure of “"hossing ¥ the
eircns ; still more was he reluctant to turn
his back on the Heshpots of Egypt. And
Danee’ sugrestion, sarcastic aos it was,
had given him an idea—why shouldn't
he hide in some inaccessible corner
after nightfall, and &0 elude the venge-
ful Hugging if be came? Thera was
comiort in that thought to <h: fat Owl,
aa he rolled away in the blue-and-red
caravan in the circus procession

The willage of Hasthorpe was left
behind. and the procession wound alone
the country road, past the gates of
Eastwood House, the home of Arthur
Augustus D’Arey of 8t. Jim's. Bunter,
sitting in the caravan, blinked at the

red roofs of the old house showin
through the trees of the park, an
frowned. He had visttcd that mansion
with Harry Wharton & Ceo., and had
not been treated there with the respect
that he felt was his due. There had
been a cricket match, and D'Arcy &
Co., instead of gazing at Bunter's cricket
with awed sdmiration, had fallen into
convulsions of mirth, No doubt it was
merely envy—still, it was annoying.
Bunter hed cleared off without even
staying to supper. So his fat brow was
morose as he blinked st the park gates,
end became still more morose, at the
sizht of thres Bt. Jim's juniors standing
there—Levison and Clive and Cardaw,
wembers of I'Arey's house-party, Dut
his frown changed to a grin as he
stared at Cardew. Cardew, the dandy
of the 5t. Jim's Fourth, had a black
eyve and a swollen nose, and his asprot
entertamned Bunter. Bill Huggins had
recently handled Cardew severely, hav-
ing replenished his exchequer by rob-
bing the 3t. Jim's junior. It was likely
to be some time before Cardew
reg:;wemd from Mr. Huggins' handling,
I say, you fellows ! g outed Bunter.
. The three 8t. Jim's fellows wero look-
ing towards the passing circus. They
started as the Boss hailed them from tha
open door of the blue-and-red caravan,

Bunter waved a fat hand
o fo them and

“I say, Cardew, whers
up that aye " he yelled.

Cardew stared at him blankly, 1ls
would not have been surprised at such a
hail frem Billy Bunter of Greyfriars,
but from Mr. Whifles, the boss of the
World-Famous Circus, 1t was surprising.

o iﬂrh——wl';&.ti" he ej&.cuf!ated.

ou oo a perfect picturo!®
chuckled Bunter. *1 say, your face

would take the booby prize in
show any day I” L el

“¥You checky old az:!™ exclaimed
Cardew,

“I say, Levison! wellad Bun

“Well, what hava i’ﬂu got i.gt?; to
me, Mr. Whiffies ¥ asked Ernest vi=
son, rather grimly,
th” Have you tﬂldl your pals at St. Jim's

at you were sacked from Greviriars ?"
squeanked Bunter. Peapl s

“What "

“He, he, hel™
_ The caravan rolled on, the 8t Jim's
jumors staring after it blankly, Billy
Bunter grinned at the astonished faces
of tIE;E thrf}eh

“Give YArey a message from me!™
he selled. *“Tell him ]'m'f a silly stuffed
dummy, will you, and he can’t play
cricket for toffee!™

“Well, my hat!” said Clive,

“Tell Tom Merry he's & howling ass,
and tell the rest that they're a2 lot of
footling duds,” added Bunter. “As for

ou three, youw're a set of rotters, and

‘d get down and lick you if I had time.
Yah!"
~And Bunter rolled on in the van, feel-
ing & little better now that he'd told the
5t. Jim's fellows what he thonght of
them. Levison & Co. could only stare
after him i1n amazement. That unex-

cted outbreak on the part of Mr.
Whifilezs dumbfounded them.

The eirens rolled on, and Eastwood
House was |oft far behind., Billy
Bunter settled down on Mr. Whillles'
bed for & morning nap. Naps were
always welrome to Bunter, morning,
noon, or night. Indeed, with the neces-
sar¥ wakeful intervals for meals, he
could have napped wvery comfortably
from early morn till dewy eve,

It was quite pleasant, rolling slong
the high road in the rummbling daravan,
tha warmth of the weather tempered by
the breeze that walted in at open door

did you pick
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and window. Billy Bunter slept the
sleep of the just, prepared to nap Wll
lunch-tima came round. Buf his pap
wasg not destined to last so long as that.
There came & rutty lane about an hour
later, and as the van jolted over the
ruts Bunter was violently bumped and
awakened, He sat up, and another jolt
knocked his head against the side of the

van, and he gave an angry yalp.
The next moment Bunter’s bullet head
was projected from the window t{f EE
e

caravan, and he was yelling
driver,
“You beast!”
“Hallo, guv'nor!” said Blaney, look-

ing round from the horses, T
“You're bun'lpin% me, you silly idiok!
rpoared Bunter. How's a fellow to
sleep when he's jolted about like that,

you born dummy 7"

“Can't 'elp it, guv'nor.”

“Drive siower, you fathead

*“Oh, don't mind;" said 8laney.
“Crawl if you like, guv'nor!t"”

It was not a respectful reply; its want
of respect perhaps being due to the fach
that wages were in arrear in the World-
Famous Cireus. However, Slaney slowed
down the van, with the result that the
long procession behind was thrown into
confusion. Dance came riding up with a

scowling face.
“Get a move onl!” he shouted.
down for "

“What are you slowin

“"Guv'nor says slow down, sir.”

“ Drive on faster, you fool [”

Billy Bunter’s head came out of the
window again. He glared at hig mana-

T,
ger Mind your own business, Dance!™ he
roared. 'veé ordered the man to drive
glow. Do as I tell you, Blaney, or I'll
sack you!”

“Look here—"" roared Dance.

“Bhut up!” said Bunter.

His head was withdrawn into the.van
again. So long as Bunter was boss he
was boss, and he was not going to have
any mistake made about that. Mr.
Dance scowled and snapped his teeth,

“Fall out with the van, Blaney,” he
said. “Fall to the tail-end, and then
you can dri J

!:H'

drive as slow as you like.’

“Orlright,” said Slaney. .

The van pulled to the roadside, and
the procession passed it. Then Slaney
pulled out again, and the van brought
up the tail of the circus procession. It
lumbered on slowly, the circus drawing
farther and farther ahead, & circum-
stance of which Bunter was blisstully
ignorant, as he sank once more into the
hoppy realm of drenmland.

b

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

& TRIKE me pink [*
S It was Mr. Huggins who mada
that remark.

Heo skulked out of sight behind
a clumyp of trees by the roadside, and
watched the circus procession on  the
dusty road. The World-Famous Circus
was o dozen miles from Easthorpe when
Mr. Huggina‘ sour glance fell on it once
more, and he scowled at it blackly.

Mr. Huggins had not lingered on the
scene of -his latest exploit in the foob-
pad line. Robbery with viclence was a
serious matter; and Mr, Huggins, wha
had done three months’ hard for pilfer-
ing when in Mr. Whiffles' employ, was
not anxious to do three years at Dact-
moor for his attack on Cardew. Anxious
as ho was to get to olose quarters with
Mr. Whifiles he lost no time in puttin
ten miles or so between himseif an
Easthorpe, ]

At that distance Mr. Hupgins felt
fairly safe; and,  baving tramped all
night, he glept the morning away in a

clump of trees, and was awakened
towards noon by the noise of the passing
circus procession. It was his intention
to put s still prester and safer distance
between himself and Easthorpe; but he
did not intend to lose track of the travel-
ling circus. His many failures to get at
Mr. Whiffles had not discouraged him,
but rather whetted his appetite for ven-
nceE.

. "Bqahi‘rl:f " his old Boss was = fGxed
idea in Mr. Huggins' mind. He was
nob in other respects a bashful man; but
when he was offended his thoughts
naturally ran to bashing. Many times
had Mr. Huggins bashed, not wisely but
too well; but the bashing he intended
for Montgomery 8t. Leger Whiffles was
to be a record, Mr. Whiffies had sent
him to hard labour for stealing. Labour
Mr. Huggins abhorred, in any shape or
form; and hard labour he specially dis-
liked.
_ He stared at the cireus procession as
it passed, looking for the blue-and-red
cargvan that belonged to the proprietor.
Thet van was generally toward the
head of the procession; but now M.
Huggins' watching eye missed it from
its accustomed place. Mumbo, the ele-
phant, led, with Nobby Nobbs sitting on
his backy and all sorts of wehicles fol-
lowed, with riders among them, and he
saw Mr. Dance among the others. But
the blue-and-red caravan was not to he
seen, and Hugging was puzzled. If was
not till the long procession had gnng by
that he caught sight of the familiar
blue-and-red caravan in the distance
down the dusty road, coming on slowly,
far behind,

“Btrike me pink!™
Huggins.

He had intended to follow the circus,
keu?mg to lanes and byways, out of
ublic view, and hoping to find better
uck after nightfall at the circus camp.
But as he stared at the caravan crawl-
ing slowly along the road his intention
changed.  On his right the procession
was winding out of sight; on his left,

repeated  Mr.

A yr

the blue-and-red caravan was coming up
at 8 crawl. By the time it reached him
the rest of the circus would be far out
of sight and hearing, and the country
lane was a lonely and unfrequented ono.
It locked to Mr. Huggins a3 if his
chance has come unexpectedly. If Mr,
Whiffles was in the van—as, naturally,
he would ho—he had offered Bill
Huggins a chance by dropping behind in
this way. Only the driver of the
caravan was there to help him, and Bill
Huggins was prepared to make short
work of the driver if he intervened.

The trampling of the procession died
away up the lane, and the blue-and-red
caravan had not yet reached the spob
where Bill Hugginag skulked sand
watched, .

He remained in cover, his eyes glittor-
ing at the slowly-approaching van. The
garavan came abreast of the elump of
trees at last, and Blaney drove on, with-
out a glance in that direction. And as
the van crawled by, Mr. Huggins
stepped out into the road behind ik,

Luck had favoured him at last, and
seomed determined to favour him still
more, for the door of the caravan was
wide open, and from within cama the
sound of the deep, reverberating snore
that Mr. Htllggins knew.

He grinned.

“Strike me pink! If this ain’t fuck {*
he. murmured.

He followed behind d‘[‘.-hﬂ Gﬂ.l:it"i'n_-l!,
easily keeping pace, and peered 1n.
Two nights %HE‘DI‘& Mr. Hug%’mﬁ had
penetrated into that ven, and had been
surprised to find there a fat schoolboy
instead of the showman he - sc:uti;ht,
But now it was broad daylight, and he
could sece into the caravan and make
sure that his destined victim was there
before he gave any alarm.

Opne glance inte the van was enough.

Stretched on Mr. Whifles' bed was &
fat form encased in the remarkable
clothes worn by Montgomery St. Leger

(Coantinued overleaf.)
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Whiffes, known far and wide where- speak., Ie could only gaze at the THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

aver the World-Famous Circus moved.
The nut-brown hair, long snd curly,
the pointed beard, the waxed mous-
tache, were equally well known. That
thosa adornments were artificial, and
had been borrowed hﬁ Billy Bunter, Mr.
Huggins naturally had no idea. The
B-c:-saglay there enaring under his eyes—
the Boss who had sacked him, and sent
him to the residence he called the
“gtone jug.” The hour of bashing had
struck.

The van was moving slowly, and it
was easy for Mr. Hua‘glqa to clomber
in as it moved. The driver was jog-
ing on drowsily, quite ignorant of the
act that the caravan now had two pas-
sengets instead of ome: If all went
actording to plan the bashing would be
over before the driver could intervene
—if he wventured to intervena at all.
Mr, Hugging was willing to bash him,
too, if he did. But for the moment his
thoughts were concentrated on the bash-
g of Mr. Whillies.

The sleeper did not awaken as he en-
tered the van. Bunter, good ot few
things, was good at sleeping. He could
have slept through an earthguake.
When Bunter was taking & nap after
e substantial meal the erack of doom,
had it occurred, would probably only
have made him stir Gtfully in  his
slumber. Unconscious of danger
Owl of the Remove slopt en.  And &
sweet smile played over his face as he
dreamed of & espread in the dormitory
&b Greyiriars.

Mr. Huggina gazed down on him
rloatingly.

His ﬁﬂlll‘ had come. The van rum-
bled on, the driver half-nodding in his
zeat in front in the warmth.of the
Soptember meorning, unconscions of
what was happening  behind him.
Bunter snored on peacefully. The rosd
was deserted ahead; but Mr, Huggins,
looking back, spotted o littls car in the
distance. His heavy et was clenched
to awaken the Boss with a terrific bash,
but at the sight of the little car he
pauzed. It was safer to let the car
pass beforec beginning the bashing.
And evidently the Boss was not going
i wake and take the alarm.

He watched the car impatiently.
The caravan was crawling, and the
glowest ear should have passed it very
quickly. But the little car in the dis-
tance seemed to be crawling, too.
Huggins stared back st it with lower-
ing brows, wondering why a meotorist
should be crawling along at a snail's
pace. There was only one man in the
car—a man in black, in & howler hat,
who was driving, & man with a smooth,
hairless face, s fat as that of Mont-
gomery St. Leger WhifHles, but destitute
of any hirsute adornment. For several
minutes Mr. Huggina waited for the
hittle car to come up and pass, But it
still kept its distance. nd Huggins
lost patience at last. He was not going
to lose this chance of bashing ¥ the
Bosa. And if that motorist intervened,
g0 much the worse for that motorist.

Huggins turned back to the sleeping
figure on tho bed. He clenched his
huge hand, and then unclenched it
again, and grasped the sleeper by the

collar of hiz coat, and dragged him off
the bed.

Bump!

" Oooosoop M

Billy Bunter awoke as he landed on
the floor of the caravan. He sat there
dizzily, and groped for his spcetacles.
When he %mmeﬁ them on his fat little
nose and blinked at the towering figure
of Bill Huggins, Dunter's fat heart
almost died within him. He could not
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reatening rufian in  horror. The
figure that drew Priam’s curtains ab
dead of might, and told him that Troy
was on fire, did not inspire such horror
as Bill Hug&ina inspired in the breast
of William George Bunter. Like a fat
rabbit, fascinated by a serpent, Bunter
sat and gazed at the ruffian. ]

“'Hra we are agin, guvnor!” said
Huggins, with [ferocious jocularity.
“Glad to see me, what? Me, what you
gent to the stone jug! Me, what you
give three months' ’ard! What?”

“{Ow ! gasped Bunter.

“Git up and take your medicine!”
rinned Mr. Huggins, “I'm pgoing to
gash you proper[ I'm going to knock
our blooming nose right through the

ack of your blinkin' "ead, guv'nor!
You "ear me? Git up, and take 1t!”

The ruffian gras Bunter by the
collar, and jerked him to his feet.

‘Then Bunter woke to sudden activity.

Tha extremity of fear lends a kind
of courage. The attache ecase in which
Bunter's own clothes were packed lay
close at hand. Hardly knowing what
he did in his terror Bunter snatched it,
and smote wildly at the stubbly, bristly
face of BRill Hu%p;ina.

The unexpected blow sent the ruffian
baekwards. He sat down with startling
suddenness.

Fartunately, for Bunter, }hﬂuih un-
fﬂrtunatﬂ{l for Mr. Huggius, he sat
down in the doorwsy of the wvan, just
over the edge. )

MNaturally, he did not remain there,
having no visible means of support,

The next instant he was sprawling on
his back in the road, having lande
there with a terrifie erash.

Mr. Hugginz: gasped wildly, with
every ounce of breath knocked out of
his burly body by the shock.

Bunter bMnked at the open doorway,
dazed and dizzy. could scarcely
balieve in hiz gpood luck. But the
ruffian had fallen out of the van, and
Bunter was alonae. :

He leaped to the door, slammed it,
and locked it.

Then hiz bullet head was projected
from the zide window, and he howled
to the driver:

“Quick! Do you hear? Drive quick!
Gallop 1” ]

Slaney glanced round dmwmi{i In
the heavy rumbla of the wheels he had
heard or heeded no other sound. a
gave tho Bosa an uninterested stare.

*Wat's thett" ha yawned.
“Quielk " shricked Bunter.
—faster ! Gallop 1™ i
“Ketch these ‘ere 'orses galloping
with this ‘ere van behind, and your
weight in it " grinned EIE-I‘:E:;. .
'm being

“ Faster

"“Vou idiot! Quick!
murdered !* yelled Bunter, “That
beast, Huggine—— Quick! Drive on

faster I

“You hordered ma to go slowl”
chjected Slaney.

*Quick, you Faster I
howled Bunter. ;

““Thizs ’ers van won't go gquick, and
well you know it, guv'nor,” answered
Slaney calmly. “But if you've changed
your mind, I'll get & move on. "Owlin
ene thing at & man one minute, an
another thing another minute I

Slaney cracked his whip and jerked
his reins, and the caravan rumbled on
more rapidly. Bunter fastened the win-
dow and sank palpitating on the bed,
in terror every moment of hearing Bill
Huggins hammering &t tha doorn

At that moment the Owl of the Re-
move wished from the very boittom of
his fat heart that he had taken Harry
Wharton & Co.’s advice and gone while
the going was good.

dummy !

Whiffles on the Track ]

€ £l

H “Hallo] Hallo]l Hallol?
“Hil Stopl”
Hoarry Wharton & Co.

st:‘:rlpé)ed.
o Famous Five were sauntering at
a leisurely pace along the lana to
Basthaorpe. hey had left the circus
camp, and were done with the World-
smous Circus and the sham Mr.
Whiffles, for it waa that world-famouns
gentleman who hailed them.

A little car was drawn up under a
clump of beeches by the sido of the
lane. In the littla car sat an extremely
fat gentleman, almost as broad as he
wes long, refreshing himself with zand-
wiches and bottled heer. Ha was
dressed quietly in black, and wore a
bowler hat jammed down on his head,
and a pair of goldrimmed pglasses.
Although the juniors had seem Mont-
gomery St. Leger Whifiles more than
once, thiz fat -gentleman would have
seemed a stranger to them had they
not known who he was, He was the
genume Whiffles, minus the ample nut-

rown wig, his waxed moustache, and
hiz beard. His smooth, fat face, with-
out & trace of hair upon it, was very
difficult to recognise as that of the show-
man., Indeed, they would not have
thaught of recognising him had they not
been aware of his identity. This was
tho men who had warned them that the
pretended Mr. Whiflles wae an impostor,
and so led to their discovery that it was
Billy Bunter who was Boss of the

cireus,

“Hallo! Hallo! Halla!” said Bob
Cherry genially. *Top of the morning,
Mr. Whiffles !

“Hush I” exclaimed tha little fat man,
with a Fearfu] glance round him as if he
foared that the beeches: mnd hawthorns
had ears.

he juniors chuckled. The fat gentle-
man's terror of Mr. Huggins had some-
thing ludicrous ahbout it in their eyes,
Cortainly, Hill Huggine was a very
tough customer, and one drive from his
hefty fist might bave had serious results
for the fat little man, Buft the idea of
a man hiding away from his own circus,
gkulking in concealment, made them
smile. Obwvicusly, Mr. Whiflles was not
of the stuff of which herces are made,

“Not that name [” breathed the fat
little man. “Hush! If—if that villain
should bhe at hand—"

*Ain't you jolly well schamed of
yourself, Mr. Whiffles " asked Juhm:ﬁ
Bull grufly. “Haven't you as mu
pluck as & bunny rabbit

Mr. Whifles did not answer that ques-
tion. No doubt the agswer would have
been in the negative, had Mr. Whiffles
told the truth.

“Hava wyou schoolboys left the
cirens?” he asked.

Yes,” answered Wharton.

“¥ou are no longer %-uardin that
villain—that dastard—that rascally im-
postop-——*

“0Oh, draw it mild,” said Harry.
“That impostor, as you call him, is &
fat duffer who hasn’t sensa enough to
know what he is up te. It's your
.manager, Dance, who is a rascal, and
really at the bottom of it.”

“The rascality of the esteemed Dance
is terrifie,” said Hurree Jamset Fam

Singh. “1It is a3 terrific as the white-
liverfulness of  the  preposterous
Whiffes. "

“YWhy the thump don’t you go back
o wour ecirems and turn that duffer
out?” demanded Johany Bull. “If Hug-
gins comes after you, you can have kim

-

rup in, or geb police protection,™
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* Qit up ! * roared Huggins.

** I"m going to knock your nose right through the back of your head ! ** The ruffian grasped

Billy Bunter, and at that the fat junior woke to sudden activity. Snatehing up his attache case, he smote wildly at the stubbly

face of Bill Huggins. The unexpecied blow sent the rufan sprawling backwards into the dusty road.

Mr, Whifles shook his head ‘

“How can I have him run in, until
he has done something to be run in
for?” he demanded “And what he is
gn-u?ig to do ia to bash me. What's the
%m of sending him to chc:l:-;ei; after he's

ashed my nose through the back of my
head?®"”

“ Bomething in that,”
MNugent laughing.

“But he's wanted for something elss
now,” said Wharton. “He's wanted for
robbery with viclence on Easthorpe
heath. The police are looking for him
now, and they're bound to get bhim.”

The little fat man's face briEhtanud,

“Oh! Good! What has he done?”

Wherton told him of the attack on
Cardew of B3t 1

said Frank

| Jitn's, Mr, Whiflles
rubbed his fat hands together with great
satisfaction, Apparently he had mno
sympathy to waste on the vietim of the
attack. It was good news to him that
Mr. Huggins had transgressed the law
to such an oxtent that he would be safa
for three years or so when once he was
cau%hh
“Splendid 1™ he ajaculated.

“Not for Cardew " grinned Bab.

“Eht What? Nol supposs nob,”
nFread Mr. Whiffles, * But—splendid !
It they get him for that, all will be
¢lear. As soon a8 1 hear that he ia
taken, I can go back to the circus at
onca! T have been following the circus
all tha time—keeping an_eye on it!
Baveral times | have scon Huggins! He
does not know me—Iike this !ggHa e
_The juniors grinmed. Nobody was
likely to kpow the present Mr. Whiffles
who had kpown him in his_glorious
state of hsiriness of old. i3 own
natural aspect was 8 uomg!eta disguise,

“Has the circus moved on?* asked

Mr. Whilles.

“It was gﬂiﬂﬂ' to shift when weo left,"
answered Harry.

“Which way does it go?”

“Into Wiltshire, I think.™

“Good! I shall pick it u
easily enough., If that villain Huggins
scceeds in bashing that rascally im-
postor, all the better. 1 hope he will
succeed. You are sure the police sre
after him?”

“"¥Yes; and wa've told them about the
brate following the circus,” said Harry,
“go they know where to look for him.”

Montgomery St. Leger Whifles rubbed
his fat hands again. He was hearing
good news that morning.

“Good! Bplendid! All is ready for
my return, once that dangerous scoun-

again

drel is in chokey! Good! Fine!”
Mr. Whiffes glanced at a portmanteau
that lay in the little car. In that port-

manteau was a new outfit—wig, and
beard, and moustache, and clothes: all
{lreigamd for the moment when Mr.
Whiffles, like the king in the ballad
should come into his own again. An
Mr. Whiffles felt that the hour was
drawing nigh, owing to Bill Huggine'
peculiar mode of earning & livelihood.

Harry Wharton & walked omn,
leaving Mr. Whiffles to finish his sand-
wiches and his bottled beer.  After
which, Mr, Whifles started up his car,
and got into motion.

For days and days Mr. Whiffles had
been hanging on the traces of the travel-
ling circus, hoping to hear that Bill
Huggins had *bashed” the impostor,
and had been safely run in for that per.
formance, Now his arrest seemed prob-
cble, cven without the bashing of the
impostor. Mr. Whiffles wae 1n prent
tﬁirits as he tooled the little car alon

e road, and soon picked up the trac
of the World-Famous Circua.

When the blue-and-red caravan
drupgadr behind the circus precession,
Mr. Whiffles slowed down, barely crawl-
ing along the road to keep the van in
sight. And when Bill Huggins suddenly
invaded the caravan by the rear door,
Mr, Whiffles gave a jump.

“Huggins "' he gasped.

-

{Sez Chapter 4.)

Then he grinned and edged the car
a little nearer.

He knew who must be in the blue-
and-red caravan, and it seemed now
that the long-deferred bashing was
spout to take place almost undor his
cyes. Mr. Whifles’ feelings towards the
impostor were deeply nimical. He
soiilgd with pleasant anticipation of his
impersonator ”g-::-ing}i‘:hmugh" it at the
ferocipus hands of Mr, Huggins.

Ho it was Cfi.ll.tﬂ a dizappoiniment o
him when Bill Huggins tumbled back-
wards out of the caravan and landed in
the .road.

The ceravan_rolled on more rapidly,
leaving Mr. Huggins sprawling esnd
gasping wildly in the dust,

TOh! ejaculated Mr. WhilHes.

Huggins sat up in the road, staring
about him  dizzily, Me Whifles
_}nmmﬂd on his brakes. He wes safe
rom recognition; but the mere sight
of Bill Huggins sent cold shivers down
his spine.  Hugging staggered to his
feet, limping and gasping, and Mr.
Whiffles turned his car into a side lane
and promptly vanished.

P e ]

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Cardew on the Warpath!

L OU fellows needn't corme.”
i “QOh rot!”
“ Rubbish [
Three fellows were ecaled cn
o grassy bank in the leafy lane, and
their voices reached Harry Wharton &
Co., a3 the Famous Five sauntered along
after their meeting with Mr. Whiffles.
The voices were familiar to the Grey-
friars juniors, and they paoused and
looked round. L
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bt
chaps!” said Bob Cherrcy.
@ c¢hums of the Remove had rather
THe Maicner LiBrarY.—N0. 1,075,
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expected to fall in with some of Arthur
Augustus D'Arey’s house-party.  The
three they had fallen in with were
Levizon, é]iuu, and Cardew of the 3t.
Jim's Fourth. An argument aiptmmd
to in progress among the three as
they sat on the grassy bank with three
strapped bags lying beside them.

Levicon of the Fourth waved & hand
to the Greyfriars fellows, as he sighted
them. Levizon, who had once been a
Greyfriars man himself, was always glad
to ece hiz old schoolfellows.

“left the eircus? he asked. “"Wae
eaw the procession this morning, and
didn’t see you men in it.” :

“Yes—we're done with the giddy
World-Famous,” said Beb Cherey,
taking a seat in the grass, " We're off I”
He glanced at Cardew. " Btill feeling
a bit crocked, I suppose?”

“Not at all,” answered Cardew non-
chalently. “Right as rain] But I'm
feelin® a trifle annoyed about this eye
and this nose!” '

"More than & trifle, I think," grinned
Bidney Clive, "Cardew's made up bis
mind to trail down that man Huggins
like o giddy Chingacheook, you fellows.”

“That's what we're arguin® sbout,”
remarked Cardew. *I'm goin' after the
man who gave me a black eye and a
prize nose. I've got a sort of yearniu’
to see him landed in . chokey.”

“ Quite natural, in the circumstances
said Harry Wharton, “We'd be jﬁlllj
glad to help get the brute under lock
and key ™

“"The gladiuiness would be torrifie.’

*Only theze asses,” gaid Cardew, “in-
gist on ecomin’ alonp with me, and I
don't want to muck up their holiday.”

“You've left D'Aroy's ?Iuc then §"

“Yes,” said Levizon. "I Cardew’s
going, we're going. What he thinks he
could do to Bill Huggins on his own,
I don’t quite know; but we're not letting
him go after that ruffan without hes

3. 5o we've said good-bve to Gussy
or the present, and hers we are. We've
got time to kill, so we're spending it in
arguing.”

“You see, the circus travels at about
the rate of a tortoise,” said Clive.
“We've lots of time to catch it up ny
the time it stops at its next pitch. That
man Hugpgins, if he 13 after i, isn't
likely to show wup there in the day-
light.”

“No: he's a jolly old night-bird!”
grinned Bob Cherry. “He scems bent
ol hashin%- Whifflos: though, 83 =
matter of fact, Whiffles isn't with the
gireus ot all. That's why we've left
We found we'd heen taken in Ly a

iddy impestor. The real WhifHes is
skulking out of sight of Huggins; and
{nu’d never guess who's rigged up in

in piddy whiskers in his place.”

“Nobody we know?" asked Levizon,

puzzled.

“Yes, rather! Billy Dunter!”
TWhat?”  exclaimed the ihree St
Jim's fellows, in chorus.

“Fact!” said Wharten, *It's rhe

qucercst thing you ever heard of, That
howling ass Bunier got 1nto a row with
our Form master just at the end of the
ternt, and cleared off from Greyiriars.
It seemed certain, from a lot of things,
that he had pone with Whiffles' Cireus;

but he conldn't be found thera Now
we've [ound him."” :
“Oot up as  Whiffles!” chuekled

Nugent. “It seems that Whiflles riggad
himself wp in a wig and beard and
moustache, and was never scen without
them. From what we learn, Buntar
bageed the lot while he was
bathing—""

“Ha, ha, bal” o

“And he had the neck to rig himself

Tae Micxer Ligrary.—No. 1,075.

Goodness knows what

up as Whiffles, and butt into the circus
a3 boss,” said Johnny Bull. “He's just
YWhiffles' butld—they're both the shape
of a cask—-"

“By pad!” said Cardew. *“What a
game M .
“How it would have turned out,

mg after Whiffles, and Whiffles, being

funky ass, gave Bunter a chance.
Vv hifflea iz frightencd away by Huggins,
and he's lying low.”

“What a giddy herol” chuckled
Cardew.

“Well, all his pluck could be put into
B i‘-hmtn!:-te}I leaving lots of room for a
finger I'"" chuckled Bob Cherry. “ We'veo

gnc:dneas knows; but this man Huggins
e
&

seen him two or three times; he's keep-.

ing on the track of the circus, hoping to
see Bunter bashed, and Huggins fun in
for bashing him. Jevver hear of such a
gamea "

The 3t. Jim's juniors chuekled. Billy
Bunter's amazing way of spending the
summer wvacation struek them as comioe,

“Wa found it all out last night, and
we've cleared,” said Harry. * Bunter
refused to come away; be hasn't semse
enough to go while the going’s good.™

“But iz he carrving on that game
without being spotted by anybody at the
circus?” asked Levison, in amazement.

“The manager, Danecs, is in the game,
or he couldn't have dona it,” said Har
“1 fancy that johnny has hia fingers m
the cash-box, and is jolly glad to have a
sham Whiffles there, instead of the real
article, for that reason.”

Levizson whistled.

“That's rather serious for
when it all comes out,” he said.

“The fat chump can't understand that,
I don't like leaving him at the circus,"
gaid Wharton.,. “"But he wouldn't come
away, Whiffles will back when
Huggins is arrested; and it will be
serious enough for Bunter if he’s still
there then.. And Huoggins will be faken
goon, that's a cert™

“"Ho jolly well will®™ said Cardew
between hiz teeth. “You [ellows said

Bupter

that he was following the circus
wherever it wenb——-"
“That's so; sticking to it like glue.”

“That's what gave me the idea,” said
Cardew. “We're following it, too, and
we're going te nail Huggins as soon as
he shows up there. At least, I am, and
Ehii.lm’fcllnwa inzist on comin’ along to

alp.”

“I'm not sure that the three of you
could handle Huggins, i you came on
him,” zaid Harry. “We'vo tackled him
mors than once. and he gave the lob of
us plenty to do. He's frightfully hefty."

“We'll try,” =rid Cardew.

Wharton looked thoughtiul

“ .00k here, we're at a loose end,” he
sald. “We expocted to stay with the
ecireus fill the end of the vae, and ic's
got another week to run. We don't feel
comfortable about leaving that idiot
Bunter there, playing the poat and get.
ting inte trouble. We might joim
forecp.”

“Good
brightly.

“Fight of vz can walk all over that
ruffiar, hefty as he i3, if we %et a chance
:'3.[; hilm,” said Bob Cherry. "Jolly good
idea ET)

“And if we get Huggins, we can give
Bunter the tip to clear,” said Harry.
“"He will know the game is up when the
way is open for Whiflles to come back.
may happen to
him if Whiffles catches him there,
&r&s&eddinhjlis ﬂlﬂti'ma and wearing his
wig and thingg—*"* :

kHa, ha, hal"

“By gad!” exclaimed Cerdew. "1
understand now why that fat johnny

-

egx!’  ezelaimed Levison

slanged us when the cireus passed us
this marnin’. I couldn't understand old
Whiffles callin® us pames! 8o it was
Bunter! You fellows mind if we punch
hia nose next time we see him?"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Punch it as much 22 you like,” he
gaid, *Wa don’t want him vun in for
impersonating old Whiffles; but & jolly
good hiding would do him good!™

“We'll make a walking party of it,"”
seid Levison. “The weather's %olha' to
be good, and it will be ripping!”

And 20 it was arranged to the general
satisfaction, Five Greyfriars nn§ three
&t. Jim's juniors took the road together.

ere was ample time on their hands,
for the slowest walking-party made
botter speed then the lumbering circus
procession.

In sunny Heptember weather it was
pleasant to ramble by leafy lane and
Etmy footpath. Cardew, the fastidious,

ad not forgotten his dislike of traval-
ling in o crowd. But circumstances alter
cases, and thoe heftiness of the truculent
Mr. Huggins made the new recruits
more than welcome,

It was certain that if Mr. Hupgins
was.run down there would be a terrifio
scrap  befora he was cecured. And
Ralph Reckness Cardew was grimly

ry. determrined to secure him and hand him

over io juctice. He had already for-
gotten, or almest forgotten, the valuables
of which the rufian had rohbad Lim.
But he eould not forget a blackened
eye and a swollen nose. Ha had resolved
that Mr. Huggins should be behind
prison bars before his eye resumed its
natural hue and his nose ite accustomed
shape.

_The walking-party Junched at a way:
side innm & good many miles from the
home of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. It
was easy enough to F-iuk up the trail of
the World-Femous Circus, whith, natur-
ally, atiracted attention wheraver it
passed. The party had a lift on =
country bus route in the afterncon; and
when they left the bus they learned that
they were only a coupls of miles behind
tha circus,

“Hallo, halle, hallol"” exclaimed Rcb
Cherry suddenly, as the juniorz wore
gzmading along a shady lane over the

rder in Wiltaﬁim.

A dittle car was coming along the lane,
and the juniors recognised the fat man
in black who drove if.

“That's Whifflez!" ejaculated Nugent.

“The m&-and-anli Whifflas—without
his hair ¥ chortled Bob Cherry. “The
jolly old bird is on the same trail.”
_The cer slowed down, and the fat
little man hailed the juniors.

(13 Hi !”

_He blinked at them through his gold-
rimmod glasses, and recognised them.

“Oh, you againl!” he exclaimed.
“Hove vou seen the cireus? T've lost
track of "

“Wa've seen & bill in the last village,
Mr. Whiflles,” said Harry, with a smmle.
““ Your eircug is giving & show this cven-
ing at Grecnoaks—that's sbout a couple
of miles from here.” )

“Good " said Mr. Whiffles. "1 have
geen Huggins! 1 saw him this morn.
ing—he is not far away, I think!{ Hal®

r. Whifles drove away, the juniors
gtaring after him curicusly. DBilly
Bunter's pr m%! that summer
vacation wera remarkabls, but the pro-
cecdings of Montgomery St Leger
Whiffles were more remarkable still.

“What n game!” said Cardew.

Under the setting san, o hitle later,
the walking-p&rhi came in sight of the
circus camp in the distanco. BStrains of
musio reached their ears, from the big
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Hurres Singh turned on his electrie toreh.
at the figure struggling beneath Cardew’s weight. ** What | *
exclaimed Levison.

tont where the evening performance was
about 1o commence.

“That's the show!” said Bob Cherry.
“ Bunter's there, as large as life! And
if Ili-Iuggrina gets after him again to-
I”-E t"""—'”

"I hope he will!"" eaid Cardew. *I'm
a3 anxious to see Hugginz as Whiffles s
not to seo him!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors did not spproach the
circus. They stopped at the village of
Greonoaks for supper, and it was at a
later hour, under the September stars,
that they made their way in the
direction of the circus cawmp, hoping
that the truculent Mr. Huggins would
turn up onee mors that night, and ready
to deal with Lim faithiylly if he did

R ST

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter

ILLY BUNTER was worried.

B It was & beantiful September

evening; the sun setting 1in banks

of purple and geld, bright stars
cownng out in velvety sky But the
beautics of Nature did not appeal o
Williamm George Bunter.  Sunsets  wiud
stars were nothing to him. He was
thinking of Bill Huggins as the night
fell, and the more his thoughts dwelt on
that redoubtable gentleman the more
worried he felt Hiz narrow escape that
morning had ieft the (twl of the Remove
with jumpy nerves.

It had been the narrowest of all bis
escapes That time Mr. Huggins had
vory nearly got his man. Bunter bad
palpitatod in the earavan, in dire terror,
untidl it had rejoined the cirens
procession.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo !
“ My hat |
*“It’s Bunter ! ** *““Ha, ha, ha ! "

Fortunately, Mi. Huggins had been
too severely damaged by the heavy fall
on the hard road to take up immediale
pursuit; he had disappeared once more,
But Bunter bad & fear, only too likely
well founded, that, under cover of
darkness, Mr. Huggins would turn up
again like a bad penny.
lDﬂl.":H more, for about the twentieth
time, Bunter was tempted to throw u
bossing the circus, discard the outwar
semblance of Mr Whiffles, and go while
the going was good.

But he could not make up his fat mind
to do it, Where, outside the World-
Fomous Cireua, was he to live hike o pig
in clover, 1n a land Howing with milk
and honoy? Where else was he to find
an unlimited supply of tuck, for which
ho had to pay nothing? To the Owl of
the Remove the World-Famous Cireus
was 4 sort of fat Lubberland—the land
of heart's desire—~for Bunter's podgy
heart desired little more than ample
tuck and ample sleep, and an allowance
of ewank. Only az boss of the cirens
eould he swank: only as Mr Dance’s
puppet could he live on the fat of the
land. Bunter Court, with =il its
glories. was small beer In comparison.
Montgomery St. Leger Whiflles had

iven up his eircus, temporarily, to elude
Ar. Huggins; but en M. 5t L.
Whiflles had his bank account to draw
upon, and the fat of the land to live
upon while, he lay low, Bunter, Hf he
gave up the cireus, had nothing. That
made a lot of difference. As the
shadows lengthened Bunter grew more
and more uneasy; but every timg he
almost made up hiz mind to bolt he
remembered that ample supper that was
due {ater. and unmade it again.

“Beastal” said Bunter, a dozen times
at least.

This isn*t Huggins ! ** exelaimed Bob Cherry, s
You've bagged the wrong man, Cardew 1’

(8ee Chapter 8.)

He referred to the Famous Five. 8o
long as his bodyguard was there to pro-
toct him all was well. Now he had. loat
s bodyguard; and he shuddered to
remember how narrowly he had escaped,
only that morning, having his fat little
niose limocked through the back of his
bullet head.

There was loud music, and the gal-
loping of horses, from the big tent. The
evening show was going on, Dance act.
ing as ringmaster, utterly indifferent, as
Bunter reflected bitterly, to the shadow
of pertl that hung over the Boss like
the sword of Damocles. That beast,
Dance, did not care whether he was
bushed or not—did not mind at all if
Huggins hammered him to small pieces,
s0 long as there was enough left of himn
to earry on, and enable Dance to carry
an with his dishonest fingers in the cash-
box. All that Dance was thinking of
was getting a good audienee and plenty
of takings. DBunter was cortain that be
was not thinking at all about the most
important individual in the universe—
W. 3. Dunter.

Sleeping alone in the blue-and.-red
caravan that night, with nuhndi'.' on tho
watch, was impossible. Hefty sleeper a3
he was, Bunter felt that he would not be
abla to clese his eyes, in such eircum-
stapces. Ewven if he curled up in soine
ohscure cormer in the eireus camp he
would not feel safe. As the shadows
deepened. the truculent foce of Bill
Hupging haunted him like that of an
ogre.  Billy Bunter's powerful brain
did not generally work actively—indeed,
thore were times when it did not seem
to work at all. But the Owl of the
Remove was doing some hard thinking
now, He was thinking even while he
ate hia supper that evening—a most un-
usual performance on DBunter's part,

Tue Maexer Lisrart.—No. 1,005,
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Generally, at meal-times, he gave his
whole attentron to the meal. But the
throatoning face of Bill Huggins camo
even between Bunter and & veal-and-
bam pie. It seermned to scowl at him
from the depth of a jar of jam; 1t
lowered at him from a plate of jelly.
At supper he ate scarcely enough for
four or five fellows. The lj;nught of Bill
Huggins was taking away his appetite.
But bis unaccustomed mental exercises
had produced results. PBunter knew
what he was going to do that night.
After supper ha mlﬁad to George Mix,

" Georga !’

 ¥es, guv'nor,” said George.

“You'va been in the village,
George "

“Yes, puv'nor.™

“There's an inn there, 1 suppose?™

“"The Peal of Bells, guv'nor,” said
George. “'Ome-brewed ale, sir.”

George smacked his lips. Apparently
George's visit to Greenocaks had been for
the purpose of sampling the liquid
vefreshment sold at the village inn,

Home-brewed ale ‘was one of the few
forms of refreshment that did not appeal
to Billy Bunter. But he was interested
in the mmn.,

“How far 13 it from here, George?”

“Ten minutes’ walk, sir. This 'ere
ficld 13 only a step from the village
street, sir,” answered George,

“Good! You can po, George.”

George was not sorry to go. DMr
Whiflles, in these days, required much
more walting upon than Mr. Whifles of
old, and it made George tired:

Bunter, left alone, went into the blue-
and-red caravan.

He locked the door carefully and cur-
tained the window. Then he procesded
to strip himaelf of his borrowed plumes
and dress in his own e¢lothes, which he
took from the attache-case.

Mr. Whiffles' belongings he packed
into the bag.

Then bhe opened the door of the van
and peered cautiously out.

MNobody was in sight. The perform-
ance in the big tent was still going on,
though it was drawing near its close.

The coast was clear.

Billy Bunter—in his own proper
person, resembling Mr. Whifflez only in
his cireumference—stole down quietly
from the van and started off.

As DBilly Bunter he had nothing to
foar from Mr. Hugpging, cvon if he met
him. As Billy Bunter he could not
oCeupy & caravan in the camp, but the
village inn at Greenoaks offered a safe
shelter for the night. That was the
masterly scheme that had been cvolved
by so mmch brain fag.

Bunter stepped out quickly, He
wanted to get clear while he had the
chance. It was easy cnough, and in a
few minutes he was outside the circus
camp, and tramping, bag in hand, across
the field.

In the distance, through s screen of
trees, he ecaught the twinkling of the
jights of the village. Ten minutes’ walk
wonld bring him to the inn, where it
would be casy to engage a room for the
mglhl.- and m the morming he would
walk back to the circus camp, stopping
in soma thicket by the way to change
back into the clothes and wig of Mr.

hiffles, The night would be safe and
tranquil; and it was such a jolly good
idea that Bunter wondered that he had
never thought of it before. He resolved
that on all future occasions, so long as
he was boss of the show, the World-
Famows Circus should always camp
within easy walking distance of an inn.

He passed under the trees to reach the
lane, and found himself in darkness
under the thick branches, Thick foliage
shut out the ‘?l:mmar of the stars, and
Bunter paused to blink about him. As
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he stood there blinking he heard a rustle
in the thickets close at hand, and
staried, the thought of Bill Huggins
leaping instantly into his mind. He Wwaa
ng  lon Mr. Whiffles, the special
object of the ruffian’s vengeance, but he
remembered what had happened to
Cardew, and he did not want to meet
Mr. Huggins at all.

The thicket rustled again, and Bunter
made & sudden rush to get through the
dark trees into the open.

From the darkness a shadowy figure
loomed :ilﬁi and the next moment Bunter
went with a bump to the ground, and
the bag few from his hands. He %M*ﬂ
& stifled howl of terror as his fat face
rubbed into grass roots and a knee was
planted in the small of his back.

"Grﬂuﬂ-pi:'hi"

“Got him "

* Yow-ow-ow "

e P

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cardew’s Catch !

i ISTER ANNE, Sister Anne, do
S you see anyone coming?"
yvawned Bob Cherry.
“Bhurrup, ass!”

“The shut-upfulness is the proper
caper, my esteemed Bob, Your esteemncd
and terrific voice can be heard at a pre-
posterous distanee.”

Bob Cherry chuckled and yawned
again.

“If you're fed-up, you can get back to
the inn,'™ said Cardew. “ 1I'm stickin’ it
l}l.'lt,.”

“0Oh, same here!" said Bolb, “ What's
the odds, so long as you're happy 7 But
if the Huggins bird deesn’t show up to-
uif;ht.—n‘ 3

‘He will show up, soconer or later,”
said Wharton. _

“Mo need for you fellows to sit up anid
watch,” said Cardew. “The man hasn't
blacked your eye or ornamented your
nose, I'm watchin' for him ¢ill L get
him, but you fellows——" .

“0Oh, rot!” said Bob. “We're all in
the game,” ]

Eight juniors were lying at their ease
on the thick grass, in a thicket of trees
on the edge of the circus field. The
musie from the distance told that the
show was not yet over, though the hour
was growing late.  Faintly through the
branches overhead came a glimmer of
starlight, But it was too dark for the
schn{fhu 3 to see one another, except as
dim shadows,

Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent and
Siduey %Iim had gone to sleep, their
heads pillowed on their arms.  All the
others fellows were drowsy, excepting
Cardew. Cardew had never been more
awake or alert. The ache in his
blackened eye, and the pain in his
swollen nese, perhaps zccounted for it.
Sa long as that ache and that pain con-
tinued the dandy of Bt. Jim's was likely
ta econtinue implacable towards the
rufian whe had handled him so severely.

Harry Wharton & Co had taken up
their position in the trees at a late hour
in the et'ening, but before the circus
closed down. They had every reason to
beliove that Bill Huggins would be
lurking about the circus camp that
night, and they did not want to lose a
chance of falling in with him. Indeed,
it was 23 likely as not that when ho
came, he would lurk in those very trees
to watch the camp belore entering 1t,
and they would hear him coming.
Later, it was their intention, when tha
circus was asleep, to approach meora
closely to the camp and separate, keeping
watch on it at various points, and any
fellow who sighted a nosturnal intrudar
was to warn the others by a whistle.
Granted that Bill Huggins turned up at

all, 1t szeemed fairly certain that the
arty would succeed in getting hold of

im.

Cardew's only thought was to get the
ruffian into the bands of the polico for
the punishment he richly deserved. But
the Ifamous Five were a little concerned
about Bunter. Fatuous and exasperating
as the Owl of the Remove was, they
most certainly did not want him to be
““bashed * by Mr. Hugﬁins. A bashing
from the hefty fists of Bill Huggins was
an extremely serious matter, and any
fellow who received such a bashing was
likely to be a hospital case for some time
afterwards, Bunter no doubt deserved
a good licking for his fatuous folly, but
such & bashing ss Bill Hugging was
likely to give the pretended Mr, Whifflea
an altogether too much of a goud

Ning.

Bob Cherry yawned again deeply. He
was as kecn as the other fellows on
protecting the Qwl of the Remave from
a bashing, and on getting Mr. Huggins
into the place where he properly be-
longed. Dut it was difficult for Bob fo
keep stil for any length of times
immobility was not 1n his line.

“After nll, he ain't likely to come
along before the cireus closes down, you
know,” Bob remarked at last.

“He might,” said Levison.

“Tha mightfulness i3 a possible

robability,” said Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh. “Wa might hear his esteemed
footstepa at any prepeosterous moment.”
. “And if he comes along and hears us
jawing, He may possibly guess that he's
bein' watched for and clear!™ suggested

Cardew sarcastically.

THI%h‘t, O king!” yawned Bob. *1
think I'll go to sleep for a bit.™
“Good 1" said Cardew. “I suppose
you don't talk in your sleep}”
“Shut up, -::a!éi chap!” murmured
Levison.

Bob Cherry did not answer Cardew’s
sardonic  remark. Ho was geod-
tempered, and he could make allowances
for a fellow who had s disfigured nose
and an eye as black as midnight. Cardew
was irritable and touchy, but Bob,
fortunately, was neither and, as it takes
two to make a duarrel, no querrel was
made. Pob Cherry stretched his long
limbs in the grass, pillowed his head on
hiz arm, and slumbered peacefully. The
night was warm and fine, and slumber
came pleasantly and easily in the decp
grass under the trees,

“No reason why you men should keep
awake,” said Cardew. *“We shall ha
awalke nrost of the night if we're going
to watch the camp as we've arranged—
and a little sleep now will be all to the
good. T'm keepin’ awake.”

Cardew was taken at his word. In a
{ew minutes more, seven members of the
party were sleepine or dozing, Ralph
Reckness Cardew ro0ze to his feet and
stood leaning on a tree close hy the
narrow grassy path that ran under the
trees. He was more used to late hours
than the other fellows, and the
throbbing in his discoloured eye con-
duced to wakefulness.

Heo listened to the sounds: from the
circus tent in the distance. The show
would be over soon, and then the night-
waitch would begin in earnest. But the
straing of musiec were still wafted on the
night breezes, when Cardew was
conscions of a sound near at hand.

He started, and listened intentls.

There was a movemant under the
trees.  Something, or somebody, waa
stealing cmuticusly along in the thickets
and the decp shadows. Cardew's eves
gleamed in the darkness.

It had oceurred to him alrendy that
this thicket was a very likely place for
Huggine to choase for cover when he
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came. Who else could be stealing along scowled blackly at William George them, : troubls in

thore, alone and cautious and stealthy?
rdew drew a deep breath, and set his
teeth.

From the shadows, a shadow loomed,
dimly seen. Cardew moved, and a
branch near him rustled, and at the
sound the shadowy figure broke into a
sudden rush. ]

With the spring of a tiger, (ardew
was upon it. The shadowy figure went
headlong under his sudden attack,
crazshing down face foremost in the
grass, and in a second Cardew's knee was
planted in its back.

. “Got him!" yelled the Bt, Jim's
junior.

“Halle, hallo, hallot™

“ Who—what——"

“This way " shouted Cardew. *‘Bear
a hand—quick! I tell you, I've got
him.”

Harry Wharton & Co. werp instantly
awake and swarming to the spot. They
could barely see Cardew, but they made
out that he was kneeling on the back of
somebody who was gasping in the grass.
Heady and willing hands were laid on
that somebody.

“0Oh, what a little bit of luck 1" gasped
Bob Chorry.

“The luckiulness is terrific ¥

H-E_utl him tIJ

“Grooogh!” came from the m:umpl-uli
figure under the mob of juniors.
“QOooch! Moooooch! Wooooooeh 1"

“We've got him safe!” exclaimed
Nugent, with his grip on a pair of fat
anrs. *'Btrike a match, somebody 1"

Hurres Ramset Jsm Singh produced
ann electric torch. He turned on the
light, and revealed the crowd of juniors,
with the struggling, wripgling, gasping
form almost hidden beneath them,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! This isn't
Hutrrgins I" exelaimed Bob Cherry, He
could not see who it was yet, but it was
clear as soon as the light was on, that
tha short, podgy figure was not the burly
Huggins.

“What?" panted Cardew.

-“My hat! You've bagged the wrong
man, Cardew ! exclamed Levison.

“Rot!" snapped Cardew,

“It'e not Huggins!™ exclaimed
Wharton. “More like—oh, my only
summer hat!™ he ejacolated, as a fat
and furious face was lifted from the

rass, and two little round eyes blinked
uriously over a pair of spectacles that
had slid down a fat little nose. * Ha,
ha, hat”

" Bunter {" shrieked Bob Cherry.

“ What?"” roared Cardew,

*“Ha, ha, ha! Bunter!™

“Groogh! Gerrofi! I say, you
fellows—oooch ! Gerroff a fellow's neck |
Beasts! Ielp! Yooocop!™

“Ha, ha, ha ! reared the juniors.
. They released the Lreathless, splutter-
ing Owl of the Remove. Soven of the
party were roaring with laughtrrr—nn'l r
Cardew stared at the fat junior wit

angry eyves. Billy Bunter sat up and
splnitered Wﬂﬂif;y i
“0Ow! Beasts! Grooogh! Wharrer
you piling on a fellow for? Where's my
hag? Grooogh! Beasts! Oh deart
Ow 1"
“a, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if T can see anything to
cackle at—ow! Groogh! I'm win%le&!
Ow L. What silly azs iabbed & knee in my
bark? Wow 1™

“ Cardow,” chortled Bob Cherry. * He
took- you for Huggins! Oh, my only
Uncle Christopher! Ha ha, ha!

“The szilly idiot! Ow! Wow!
hurt! Groogh!”

“¥our catch, Cardew,” chuckled Bob
Cherry., “The catech of the season!®

*“*Ha, ha, ha!”

And Cardew, with a crimson face,

I'm

Bunter, who sat in the
and gasped and gaspe
never leave off gasping.

msz zand gasped
as if he would

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Only Bunter !

ALPH RECENESS CARDEW
did not =speak. The other
fellows shouted with laughter;

they really could not help it

Billy Bunter had developed a habit of
late of turning up unecxpectedly in un-
expected places. But certainly he had
never turned up so unexpectedly as now.
And Cardew had been so certain of s
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man—he had never doubted that he had
“got ' the redoubtable Hupgins—and
he had, as it wore, landed a minnow
instcad of a whale. There were many
things that the [astidious Cardew dis-
liicmi and chief among them was appear-
ing ridiculousz; and he could not help
feeling a little ridiculous now, The
lavghter of the other fellows was not
music to- his ears.

The crimson faded out of his face,
leaving it dark and sot. Ernest Levison
gave him a glance—he could not seco
Cardew's face in the deep dusk, but he
knew his chum's uncertain temper, and
guessed what his silence and stillness
mesant. Levison cortainly did not want
any quarrel between his old friends and
his new.

Bunter sat and gasped and spluttered.
The Famous Five were still laughing,
and Clive laughed as heartily as any of

But Levison, sensing t
Cardew's sullen silence, 1‘1::[1g dlemt also.

“YWell, this is some catch,’”™ said
Johuny Bull. “Blessed if T see how a
¢hap could take Bunter for Huggins,
even in the dark. There's rather B
difference in longth.”

“Cardew must have measured Bunter

fidu;wa;;s,” suggested Dob Cherry.
‘Sideways he's abput as  tall &y
uggins™
“Ha, ha, hat™
“The sidewayfulness of the pre-

%ﬂ.&tamua Bunter is terrific,” chuckl
urree Jamset Ram Singh. “ But now
we have caught him, my esteemed
chums, what are we going te do with
the absurd and fatheaded Dunfer?”
“Can’t hand Cardew's catch over to
Inspector Moles, as we intended,” said
Harry. Wharton, laughing. “ Mr.
Moles doesn't want Buntor.” '
“1 sav, you fellows,” gasped Bunter—
¥l say, “?hﬂl‘&’s my bag? dropped
my bag when that born idiet grabbed
hold of me. I say, I thought it was
Hurging in the dark! Ow!” -
Thers was a fresh vell of laughter.

“They took one another for
hﬂlﬁﬁins‘.“ shricked Bob, “O0h, my
BL:

“Ha, ha, hat™

“T1 want that bag, easts I howled
Bunter. *It's pot all my things in it !"
I can't chanpge back without that bag!”

“What are you up to now, you fab
bounder " asked Harry. “Why aren’t
vou got up az Whifles, a3 usual? Have
vou chucked it after all ¥"

“No jolly fear!” said Bunter
promptly. “1 say, you [ellows, don't
let it out to everybody. Those Bt.
Jim's chaps will hear you—"

I

“They know already, fathead!
vou're not playing iffles now, what's
your little game ?” demanded Dob.

*I'm going to the inn for the night,”
explained Bunter. “I'm fed-up with
that beast Huggins rooting round my
van. I've got Whiffles' things in_the
bag, and I'm going to change in
the morning. a1

“Bort of game of Box and Cox!¥
chuckled Bob. *“You're DBunter at
nig??t, and Whifles by day. Is that
ik ¥

“That's it. Rather a wheecze—what "
said Bunter. “I wish I'd thought of
it before. It's a jolly good stunt! You
see, by davlight that savage beast won't
show up, and at night thera won't be
any Whiffles if he does! I say, you
follows, what are you doing here, any-
how ¥

“We're after Hu f,‘iﬂs."

“Then you can j{ﬁ y well clear off and
mind your own business!” cxclaimed
Bunter warmly. “¥You let Huggins
alone. I'm safe from him now, now
that I've thought of this stunt; so I
don’t want him touched.”

“What you want, old fat bean, doesn’t
matter the least and weeniest-teemest
Little bit in the wide world,” answored
Bob. “Huggins ia going to be bagged
for robbing Cardew and busting up his

features.”
“Plow Cardew ! What on earth does
Cardew matter?” demanded Dunter.

“He's only & St, Jim's fellow.”
*“Ha, ha, ha!” :
“You Jot Hugging alone” s=aid
Bunter., “ Huggins 13 jolly useful. He's
keeping that other beast, Whiffles, off.
Leave him alone.”
“ Fathead ! said Harry Wharton.
“We're after Hoppins 1™
“ And we won't ba happy till we get
him ! said Bob.
(Continued on page 16.)
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*And
Bunter,” said _
turned into a fat owl egain, you'd better
stick to it.™

“Rats!
anapped Bunter.
feet at last. "I say, you fellows, whereo's

yvou'd better

keep clear,
Harry.

“MNow you've

Mind your own business[”
He serambled to his

that bag? It went somewhere when
that zilly chump grabbed me. Find it
for me.”

“My dear chap, we're minding our
own businecss,” chuckled Bob., " Find it
for yourself, old fat man.”

Billy Bunter blinked round anxziously
through his big spectacles. The attache-
case contsining Mr. Whiffles” outfit had
flown from his hand somewhere into the
bushes in the darkness, when he went
down under Cardew's tackle, It was
not easy to find in the dark—indeed, it
was quite impossible for Billy Bunter
to find it. But to leave it unfound was
also impossible, from Billy Bunter's
point of view. Without the contents of
that bag he could not change bhack into
the Boss of the circus, and it certaioly
was not Bunter's intention to abdicate
from that high position.

“1 say, you fellows, help me find that
bag ! hooted Bunter. “T can't go back
to the gireus in the morning without it !

“All the better,” answered Harry
Wharton. “You've done quite enough
spooffing at the eircus, Bunter. 1tz
hiﬁ-h time to chuck it.”

Boast |

Bunter grui&& wildly about in the
darkness for the bag.

“1 say, Inky, you've got o torch!™ he
howled, “Lend it to me to find that
ba:!g,, will you, you rotten beast—I mean,
old chap?”

“"Thoe answer i3 in the estecmed
negative, my absurd Bunter. It is
Eniﬁcaliy hetter for you not to find the

ag.

“Mind your cwn business, you rotter!
I suppose I can do as I jolly well like 1"
hooted Bunter,

“Certainfully; and the same applies
to my esteemed self,” chuckled the
nabob. "“The esteemed torch will
remain in my excellent pocket.”

“Look here, Bunter, nobody here is
going to help you keep up your
eposfing,” smid Wharton, “In fact, if
we see the bag we shall collar it and
keep von from Ela;'.'mg the giddy goat,
whether you like 1t or not. If you
haven't sense enough to keep out of
trouble, we'll keep you out of it.”

“"Tct's collar Bunter, too, now we've
got him,” suggested DBob Cherry. “We
can tie him up to one of these trees for
the night—"

“Good egg!”

" And chuck him into a train in the
morning, labelled for Bunter Court—
wherever that ig—"

“Hear, hear ™

“Hallo, hallp, hallo] He's going 1

Bunkter was going—and very fast!
Abandoning the search for the missing
bag, William George Bunter scuttled
away under the trees_snd vanished.
Apparently he did not want to be kept
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till morning, and then consigned to the
ratlway labelled for Bunter Court.

“ Going—going—gone !” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

Billy Bunter did not slacken speed till
he reached the village. But there was
no pursuit, The juniors had no inten-
tion of wasting time on Bunter. Bob's
suggestion had been merely humorous.

The strains of music from the circus
had died away now; the show was over.
In the distance the -sounds could be
heard of many footsteps crossing the
field to the road as the audience dis
persed. The hour was growing late,

“Well, we've mads one catch,” said
Bidney Clive, with a grin. “If we getl
Hugging to-night, it will be a good thing
fﬂr&’:’ﬁat fat duffer not to be able to show
up again &8s Whiffles in the morning.

“ Only we'd better take care whom we
catch next time,” said Bob Cherry.

And there was a chuckle.

“There's been enough row to warn
Huggins off, if he's within & mile of us,”
said Cardew’'s voice, with a snecr in it

“1 suppose it was awfully amusin’, and
you Greyiriars men couldn’t help bein’
tickled. Tl leave you to enjoy the
joke,"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What—"

“Clardew ¥ called out Levison
anxiously. _

There was no answer, save a rustle in
the darkness. Ralph Reckness Cardew
Was gone.

The juniors peered at one another in
the gloom under the trees, i

“What's the row?” asked PBob, in
surprise. “Has Cardew cleared?”

“T—Y think s0,"” muttered Levison.

“0Oh, my hat! Did he get hiz little
back up?” asked Bob. “Didn't he
think it was rather funny, bagging
Bunter instead of the Huggins man?”

“ Apparently not,” answered Levison,
rather dryly.

“More duffer he, then,” said Bob.
“Tf he wants to get his silly back up,
let him. I’'ve no special use for sulky
asses.”

Levison made no reply to that.

“(Oh, he’ll turn _up =all right later,”
said Clive cheerfully. *The circus has
closed down now, you fellows; it's time
we got on the wateh.”

Wharton moved through the trees and
logked out on the open field where the
circus was camped. The audience were
gone, and the lights were being ex-
tinguished. He could see nothing of
Cerdew. But he waz not concerned
about him. If the St. Jim's fellow chose
to sulk, Wharton was ready to leave him
ta it till he got over it. One by one the
lights went out and the juniors watched
till the last one had gone.

Then they left the trees and
approached the quist camp. Where
Cardew had gone they did not know;
and, excepting perbaps Levieon, cared
little, Seven juniors took up their
positions at various points round the
sleeping camp, prepared to watch for
the possible coming of Huggins till the
dawn lightoned the eastern sky. And
they hoped and expected he would
come.

— fr— R

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Trapped !

ARDEW stood in the shadow of &
q tent and listened.
No doubt Cardow’s back was
up when he quitted the other
fellows. He was in a state of dee
annoyance, and had hs remained wit
the Greyfriars fellows it was very

probable that there would have been a
“row. ardew’s temper never was
very trelizble, and it was less reliable
than ever in his present frame of mind.
But the 8t Jim’s junior was not think-
ing merely of sulking when he cleared
off on his own. Heniaﬂi been thinking
since the absurd capture of Billi_ﬂunﬁr
in mistake for Huggins, and his cool,
clear brain had evolved a plan which,
in his present mood, he hed not chosen
to confide to the other fellows.

Harry Wharton & Co. had circled
round the circus camp, taking cover
here and there. Cardew was inside the
camp, and he stood in the shadow of
& tent and listened. By thai time tents
and ocaravans were duiet. All were
sleeping. Cardew listened for a few
minutes, and then left the shadow and
moved on, locking abbut him cautiously
in the glimmer of tho stars.

He was looking for the blue-and-red
caravan, which belonged to Mont-
omery Bt Leger Whiffles, and had
n occupied by Billy Bunter sinca
that fat and fatwous youth had played
the part of Boss of the circus. As
Bunter was gone for the night, the
blue-and-red caravan would be empty,
but that sircumstance, of course, would
be unknown to Bill Huggins. I-fuggim,
if he came, would naturally maks for
that van, expecting to find the Boss
there. Cardew's plan was founded on
that probability.

It was not difficult to Bnd the van.
It was the largest caravan in the circus,
painted bright blue and red, picked out
with gold. It had been designed by
Mr., Whiffles to catch the public eye,
and it caught Cardew’s eye easily
encugh in the starlight.

Softly and sliently the 8t Jim's
junter crept to the van and reached it
He mounted the step, opened the door,
and looked in. ithin all was dark
and silent, and it was evident that the
van had no occupant,

Cardew stepped into it.
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From door and window sufficient star-
light glimmered into the big van to
light his movements. Te stopped be-
gide the bed that had once been occu-
pied by Mr. Whiffles, and had lately
afforded repose to William George
Buunter., The bed was unoccupied now,
and Cardew, gathering wvarious articles
from about the van—a rug, an over-
cont, and other things—proceeded to
make up & dummy in the bed. .

In & fow minutes the bed looked as if
it contained a sleeper.

Cardew’s next proceeding was to
change the key to the ouiside of the
door, and set the door wide open.

Then he left the van.

He did not go far. He slipped under-
neath the van, and there, in complete
concealment, waited.

Cardew was not patient by nalurej
but he was patient now. Ha stretched
himself on the soft grass under the cara-
van, his head on his artn, his cyes wide
awake and watchful.

It was past midnight new, and the
night was wvery still.

rom tent or caravan, near at hand,
Cardew could hear the sound of the
steady breathing of sleepers in  the
stillness.

He waited. . .

He began to feel drowsiness creepin
over him; but he did not think o
yielding to it Huggins was almost
cartain to come. The circus was pitched
many leng miles from Easthorpe, where
the rufian who had attacked Cardew
was being searched for. So long as the
World-Famous Circus had remained on
its old pitch, it waa likely that Huggins
would keep clear of it, for, undoubtedly,
he had cleared off from the neighbour-
hood for safety’s sake. But.at nearly
twenty miles’ distance it was another
matter. And Mr. Whiflcs had said
that he had seen the ruffian on the
road to Greenoaks. He was certain to
gome, unless he had given up his vonge-
ful intentions towards Mr. Whitles,
which was very improbable indeed.
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An hour passed, and another. Car-
dew was sleepy, but still awake and

watchful. And a soft and stealthy
fnuud rewarded his watchfulness a
ast.

He peecred out from behind a wheel of
the caravan.

For some minutes he could zeo
nothing, but a moving shadow caught
his keen eye at last,

His heart beat faster.

In the dim starlight a burly figure
moved softly, and stood listening by
the steps of the van,

“Btrike me pink 1V
Cardew heard the whispered ejaculn-
tion, and grinned in the darkness under
the van.

He did not stir or make a sound.
It was Huggins! And if the juniors
were on the watch ocutside the eircus,
it was evident that the rufian had crept
past them undiscovered.

For long minutes Hugging remained
standing where he was, listening. He
was, 1o doubt, puzzled Ly seeing the
van door wide open at night, and pro-
bably doubted whether Mr. Whiffles was

in the van at all, in consequence.

But there was a creak at last as the
heavy ruffian mounted the steps, and
peered into the caravan.

He stood there for a full minute, his
head bent in at the open doorway, peer-
ing into the dpsky interior.

A ferocious grin overspread his stub-
bly face_ as he made out the form of a
sleaper in the bed.

There was no sound of snoring, such
as Huggins had heard on previous
oceasions when he had sought Me.
Whifles. But there was a sleeper there
—his eyes told bhim that.

Softly Huggins stepped into the van.
With hardly a sound he approached the
bed, and grinned gloalingly down on
the still form there.

Cardew crept out from under the
caravan, :

How many moments it would take
Huggins to discover that the bed con-
tained only & dummy Cardew did not
know; but a very few moments were
enough for the St Jim’s junior.

The earavan door slammed shut,

Huggins, with his hand already
grasping at the figure in the bead,
turned round with a gpasp of surprise.

Click !

Tha key turned in the lock.

" Strike me pink ! pasped Huggins.
He made a spring to the door. He
heard the sound of the key being with-
drawn 23 he shoved savagely at the
door. It was locked and fast, and tiee
ruffian knew that he had been trapped.
Ho whirled back towards the bed.
“You've got me, guv'nor, ave you?"
he enarled. “Well, if you've got me,
I've got vou, and now you're going

through it, you ara ™

His savege grasp dragged at tho
gleeper. DBedelothes and dummy were
dragged off the bed together.

Bill Huggins stared at them, almost
in stupefaction.

“8trike me pink ! he stubtered.

BMr. Whiflles, avidently, was not theve,
Nobody waa there, except Huggina.
He had been tricked and trapped.

With a roar of rage the rufian hurled
himself at the van door.

The whole caravan shook under the
ghock : hut the door held fast Mre.
Whiffles' van was of stout construclion.
And Bill Huggine had little =iore
chance of breaking out of it than out of
hiz late residence, the stone jug.

And outside the earaven Cardew was

shouting now: ]
“This way! Back up, St. Jim's!*

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Caged Bird !

ARRY WHARTON started. and
H listened. He was seated ou the
shaft of & baggnga cart, half-
nu:-n:IudI::u;;;‘5 though determinad fo

keep awake., Watching the circus ail
through the night for Mr. Huggins had
seemed quite a %lmd and easy stunt
when the juniors had planned it in the
day time. But practice, as so cfien
happens, was not so simple ms theorr,
After midnight all the juniors hed *»
struggle against sleepiness, and one o
two of them, possibly, succumbed to
it. An hour of watching in the silent
night seemed to contain more han sixty
minutes=-pearer sixty thousand, in fact.
It scemed to Wharton that the long
night never would pass, and the ztuns
that had seemed so excellant when 16
was planned grew less and less attrac-
tive with every long minute. The com:
ing of Bill Huggins would bhave bzen
a welcoma rolief, if only to vreak 'he
mopgtony. But the monotony . as
broken at last at about two in the motn-
ing, and it was broken suddanly and
emphatically. From the sleeping cir-
cus came a shouting voice which Harry

recognised as Cardew'’s, and in the
silence it rang and echoed far and wide.
“This way! Help! Back upl

Back up, 8t. Jim" "

Wharton jumped up.

He did not feel at_all sure that
Cardew had spotted Huggina. Maore-
over, it een arranged that a
whistle should be the sigual, and thab
tha watech should be kept outside the
radius of tho camp. But Cardew was
shouting for help, and Wharton wvur-
ried at once in anawer to the eall. The
sound of Cardew's voice guided him,
and he ran into the anca,mﬁmant. LIMONgE
tents and vans and stecks of gooda,
And the sound eof voices and footztens
told him that his comrades were hurry-
ing towards the same spot.  Other
voices joined im, too, from :tartled
sleopers suddenly awakened.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" bawled the
powerful voice of Bob Cherry. “Whero
are you? What's up?”

“This way!” yelled back Cardew.

Harry Wharton was the first to reach
the blue-and-red caravan, guided by tho
shouting of the St. Jim's junior; but
Levison of the Fourth was enly a second
behind, and Bob Cherry was a good
third. The rest of the party came scara-
pering up from various directions.

They stared at Cardew 1o astonish-
ment.

He was seated on the steps of Mo
Whiffles’ caravan, and had m;_mn-rl to
shout as the jumiors camie panilng up.
He was alone, and locked cool and nu-
disturbed. e gave the newcoimers a
nonchalant nod. ] o

“{ook here, what's this game!
demanded Bob  Cherry mdlgnautlr.
“What are you doing here, Cardow 7"

“Qitkin’ on these steps.”

“What on earth were you yelling
for 7" exclaimed Johnny Bull. "I can's
506 a.n;,.'thinf; of Huggins.

& I";ELt-llt‘-E.l ¥ RE

“Jg this a lark?” asked Nugent
hotly.

“The larkfulness is not ilhe proper
esteemed  Cardow,”  said

caper, my :
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh reproach-
fully. “If the execrable Huggins is

anywhere near, he must have taken the
alarm.™
“ e has!™ soid Cardew, with a nod.
“ You've scen him " exclaimed Clive,
“(Oh, yeal"
taken the
course,” zaid Baob.

“And he's of
Tue Maiguer Liprany.~M0. 1,073,
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H%li !”
“Well, of ell the silly assea—"

“Same to you, old bean, and many of
them," answered Cardew urbanely.

All his sulky resentment was gone
now, in the hour of success. He was in
& cheery and mocking mood, and guite
good-humoured. : .

“Cardew,” said Levison, “if you've

scen Huggins and given lim the
ﬁ-Iﬂ-l‘lﬂ.—— ] ‘-

“Just that, old bean! Does 1t
matter 7"

“ Matteri” hooted Bob Cherry. “ 1 sup-
pose it matters, as wo've been staying
up all night to watch for the brute, If
he's cleared off, what's the good of
watching for him "

“Is that & tonundrum ?*

“0h, don't be & silly ass, if you ean
help it!"™ snapped Bob. * Next time we
watch for Huggins, if we ever do, we'll
do it without any help from 2t Jim 5.

“Thera won't be any next time,”
ﬁ;wu&d Cardew. * You see, I've caught

ins"”

Hﬁ;au ht him I"" exclaimed Wharton.

"Prﬂﬂlﬂﬂt IH

* Then wgm is he?” demanded Bob,
staring blankly at the St. Jim's fellow.

“Not in my waistcoat pochet,”
answered Cardew calmly. “I've locked
him in the van. [ thought he'd be saler
in the van!™ roared
Levison. y

Cardew held up his hand. _
; ‘;lL!and him your ears!” he said
ightly.

rorm the interior of the van came &
sudden terrific erash. Bill Huggins had
been rooting about for something heavy
to “bash * open the door of the van.
His thoughts still ran on basming,
though it was not now the featurcs of
Mr. Whiflles that were to be bashed. Ha
had found a stool, and, using it as @
club, he beat on the interior of the door.
The crash of the stool meeting the door
was almost deafening, and from the door
came a groan as it almost burst ander
the smite.

“0Oh, my onmnly hat!" gasped Bob.
“Mean to say he's in the van?”

“Yeas, and gettin' a little annoyed, Lo
judge by the shindy,” drawled Cardew.
“He will break out, sooner or later; and
we'd better stand round to eatch lam
when he dropa.”

“Oh, my hat!"” ejaculated Whartcn.

Crash! Bang! Crash! came the siool
on the groaning door. A panel burst
through with a scatter of splinters,
Then there was a how!l of rage biom
inside the van. The last hefty smite
hed smashed the stool, and the pieces of
it fell round the enraged Huggins.

“Gottin’ emphatic, ain't he?” yawneld
Cardew. “1 believe he will be in a very
excited state when he gets out.  Better
get hold of somethin' to tap him on the

na.fpgar.“
‘Sure it's Huggins in the van™ askod
Bob. “You seem to have caught some-

body ; but some of your catches are a bit
off-zide, you know.™

“Strike me pink!"™ came a roar from
the van. “I'll smash tho lot of yer!
1’il knock wou &ll silly if you don'u lct
me out of this here van! ¥You 'ear me,
vou Whiffles?"

“That's Huggina!” chuckled Nugent.
“1'd know that sweet voice anvwhere”

Crash, crash! Bang! Crash!

Mr. Hugging had f{ound another
weapon, and the caravan window Hew
out in small fragments. Huggins' bu.lct
head was put out of the orifice. and tl.2
atarbight glimmered on hix batiered
features and his broken nose. He glai -’
furiously at the crowd of sehoolboya

“What a beauty!" remarked Cardew.
“That's the nice man who han 'led me
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and cleared out my pockets a fow nights

ago. I'd know him among a hundred
othor gaol-birds. Good-avenin’, DBlr.
Huggins !

“Hirike me pink—""

“We've got him!" szaid Bob Cherry
cheerfully. “You're a bit of an ass,
Cardew, but you've done the trick this
time. "

“Thanks! You're more than a bat, if
you don't mind my mentionin' it,"
answered Cardew urbanely, “But I

think we've got him. There's enough cf
us to handle him when he splinters Mr.
Whiffles' wvan, as he seems bent on
doin®."

* Yes, rather ™

“¥ou let mo out of this 'ere, you
Whifflez!” roared Bill Hup;g:i_ns. “I'll
hash your face t-hrnugh the back of your
‘ead! You 'ear mel"

*“Mr. Whiffles 1sn’t here, dear man,”
answered Cardew coolly. “ It was I whe
rigged up that dummy in his bed, and
locked the deor on you. Lon't you
remember me? You've got my wateh
and chain about you somewhere.”

~ Huggins glared at the St. Jim's
junior. Hea recognised the schoolboy
whom he had beaten and robbed on the
heath near Eastwood House.

“Youl" he snarled. “I'll give gnu
some more, and wuss, when I got "old of

ou. You jest wait till T get out of this
ore van!"

“ Waitin®, dear man!"

Huggins disappeared from  the
window, and there was a erashing at the
van door again, Stout as the door was,
it shook and ereaked and groaned, and
it was clear that the entrapped ruffian
would not be long in breaking out.
Harry Wharton & Co. gathered in a
group at the door to be ready for him.
Thers were enough of them to handle
Mr. Huggins, desperate as he was, and
they did not mean to give him a chance
to bolt.

“We've got him safe,” said Levison,
with satizfaction. *“Tha circus people
will help us eollar him, if we want
help.”

“I'm jolly sure that Mr. Dance
won't,” grinned Bob Cherry. *1 dare
say the others will. Anyhow, we don’t
need help.™

Crash, crash, crash! rang in deafening
uproar from the caravan, By this timo
the whole camp was awakened, and men,
dressed or hai?adreased, gathered on the
spot. A erowd eircled round the blue-
and-red wvan, listening to the uproar
made by the entrapped and enraged Mr.
Huggins. Dance, the manageor, came on
the spot with & dark and frowning brow.,
He kfiew Huggins' voice. and knew what
had hﬂ.ppﬂnﬁg before he reached the van.

He pushed his way throngh the crowd
of juniors gathered at the creaking
door: and Harey Wharton, 28 he saw

who it was, coolly shoved him back, and
Mr. Dance suddenly sat down in the
frrass,

el il e

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Held by the Enemy !
7, ANCE scrambled to hiz feet, red

with rage.
Harry Wharton eyed him
eoolly. He guite understood
the rascally manager's motives for desir-

ing that Huggins should not be taken.

The discovery of the real identity of the

“Tlozs " had enlightened him on  that
oint. But he did oot intend to allow
ance to intervene.

“What ddoes this mean?" panted
Dance. "What ere you schoolboys
doing here? Who gave you leave to
come back !

o Nahnd}‘i old bean,”
Cherry. “Wa just camel

Lar

answered Bob
Ain't you

pleased to see our nice faces once
more !

“What do you mean by kicking up a
disturbance here in the middle of 8
night?"” shouted Dance. “Leave this
camp at once!”

“We'll leave it fast enough when
we've got hold of Huggins,” said Harry
Whaﬂt{m contemptuously. “He's in that
VAIL.

“That is no business of yours."

“Bosh!" said Bob Cherry, *Like-
wise, rata!" ‘
“The ratfulness i3 terrific, my

esteemed and scoundrelly Dance” =aid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ The exe-
crable Huggins belongs to us.”

“I say, gents, i1z the guv'nor in that

thare van?" asked George Mix.
“Only Huggins,” said Beb. “The
jolly :::fd Boss cleared off long ago.

e'ro going to escort Huggins to the
police station when he steps out.”

Crash, crash, crash! )

“You men will lend a hand, if wa
need it1" asked Harry Wharton, looking
round at the cirous men. e will put
up & Gght.”

“What-ho!" answered Nobby Nobbs,
the clown.

“¥You will do nothing of ihe sorti”
roared Dance. “I1 forbid you to iuier-
fere! I order you schoolboys to leave
this camp immediately |*

“Order away!” said Rob Churry
cheerfully. “We shan’t take any
nolice. E-ut. keep on, if it amuses you!
It's a free country!"

“ You're trespassing here!"

“So is Hupgins,” chuckled Bob.
“We'll go along with the other giddy
trespasser.”

“It’s nothing to you if a tramp lfrnnl_u

into & caravan in this circus,” seid
Dance, biting his lip. “I can manage
my own affairs, and Mr., Whiffles doea
not want your interference. I will deal

with that man myself.”
“ Like you did before—by letting hiin

bolt,” esid Harry. “You're not get-
ting another chance at that, r
Dance.”

“If you do not go, I will order my
men to throw you out!” shouted Dance.

“ Look ‘ere, sir, that blooming hooli-
gan came 'ere to bash the guv'nor|”
remonstrated George Mix, “If the
guv'nor had been in_that van, look
what he'd hfva got! That bloke wanta

runni !

"Hgﬁi your tongue!” _

“0Oh, draw it mild, Mr. Dance!” in-
terposed Samson, the strong man of
the circus. “You don't ?want that b1 ate
to get away, I supposei”

Dancg gritted hEu teeth. He could
not admit that he wanted Mr. Huggins
to gel away. ;

“1 don't want interference from a
mob of wandering schoolboys,” he
snarled. “I'm manager of this circus,
and this is my business. 1 will not
allow them to interfere.”

“ Allow me & word!” drawled Car-
dew. “ Youn citeus can go to pot, Mr.
Dance, if that's your name! And you
can go along with it!  That man,
Huggins, iz wanted for robbery with
violence. I'm the fellow he robbel,
And you can see what he's done to my
eyve! T'm goin’ to give bhim into
custody, and if you interfers to help
him get away, you'll be prosecuted!™

Dance breathed hard.

“1 shall not let him get away, .nf-—uf
course,” he said. ~ “But I insist om
taking charge of this matter myself.”

“You can insist till you're black in
the face and it won't meke any differ-
ence,””  retorted Harry harton.
“We're going Bz soon aa we get hold
of Huggins, Aod we're not going



EYERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIGC
TWOPENCE.

19

before !
us |

“ You impudent young rascal !

“0Oh, shut up!” said WWharton

unceremoniously.

Crash| Crash! Crash] A part of
the door Hew out, with the lock
What remained hung

We're taking that brute with

attached to it.
loosely to the hinges.

“Took out!™ roared Bob Cherry.
“He's coming !

“ Buck up, Greyiriars!”

In the doorway of the caravan, open
now, Huggins stood, his baitered face
erimson with fury, his eyes burnin
under his beetling brows. He graspe
& fragment of the broken stool in s
muscuiar hand. Evidently he was
about to leap out, and make a desperate
attempt to fight his way clear through
the crowd. ﬁa locked a desperate and
dangerous ruffian, snd some shrank
back before his menacing glare. Dut
the Famous Five of Greyfriars faced
him steadily, and shoulder to shoulder
with them stopd the three 3t. Jim':
juniore. And there was plenty of help
iur them. Samson the Strong Man
towered over the juniors, and he alone
was fully & match for Bill Huggine.
And with him were Nobby Nobbs, anmd
Tomasso Tomsonio, and half & dozen
other hefty fellows. Dance, anxious as
he wes to see the ruffian escape, could
soarcaly order the ecircus men to let him
do s0; neither would they have heeded
such an order. The mapager backed
away, white with rage and dizmay,
realising that he was beaten.

“Look outl

“Collar him 1"

The crowd swayed and shouted as
Bill Huggins leaped from the wvan,
brandishing the leg of the stool.

But the ruffian’s desperation availed
him nothing. i

He had no chance to strike a single
blow. Hands grasped him on all sides,
and he went down, atruﬁglmg furiously.

For several minutes there was a heap
of struggling, sprawlin gasping
figures on the grasa. Bill %fugg*ma’ Was
at the bhottom of the hedp, raving
and yelling. But hands grasped him
his limbs, his eclothes, hia hair, an
his ears, were all grasped tenaciously.
And Bamson the Strong Man had a
herculean grip on the back of his nech.
Hefty as he was Mr. Huggins had not
the ghost of a chance, and he was aver-
come at last, and lay pasping and ex-
hausted under his captors.

Cardew drew a length of whipeord
from hia pocket, and eoclly and
scientifically bound Bill Huggins' mus-
cular hands together behind his back.

Then the ruffian was jerked to hia
fect.

He stood unsteadily, gasping for
breath, and with all the truculence
taken out of him, for the present, at

least. :
"(Father round, my infants!” said
Bob Cherry breathlessly, but cheerfully.

" Keep hold of the brute!

Beady to
take a little walk, Huggins?"

“Garocogh 1 gasped Huggins.
“Oooch ! rrrggﬁh 1*
I don't speak German!™

1] S-'D'I‘f l
said Hﬂﬁ politely. "Or is it Russian?
Anvhow, get a move on [”

1I.gilh. eight juniors round him, several
of them heolding on to him, and his
hands securely bound, Bill Huggins was
not Im & position t0 ratke objections.
e was told to march, and he marched.
Harry Wharton & Co. marched him
triumphantly out of the eirens camp,
and some of the cireus men choekred
them as they went, Mr. Dance did not
cheer ; he scowled blackly. Bob Cherry
called cut a cheery parting word to the
MARAEOT.
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Mr. Whiffles stared down at the group ol juniors and their prisoner in surprise.

‘** How dare you make this disturbance in the middle of the night ! ** he roared.

“ All serene, Mr. Whiifles. We’ve got Huggins ! ™

yelled the saireus proprietor.

“Look out for the Whifles-bird now,
Plancey! You can expect him to cowme
whiffing in when he hears of this”

“Ha, ha, hal"

Mr. Dance was already thinking of
that, Erc long, he knew, Mr. Whiffes
must hear of Huggins' arrest, and that
meant tha return of the enuine
Whilles. How long it would Te. Bir.
Dance did not know; but it was not
likely to be very long, he knew that,
And then he would have to account
for the takings of the circus while it
had been in his hands—takings which
had passed into the hands of many and
various bookmakers, in Mr, Dance’s
untiring but unsuccessful hunt for win-
Ners. sfore Mr. Whillles came bach.
it was Dance’'s cuc to bolt—that w=s all
that was left for him now. His reflec-
tions were not pleasant as be retired
to his van apain—not to sleep much
again that eventful nizht.

But the chums of Greyfriars and St
Jim's were satisfied, if Mr. Dance was
not. And 1n an imperfect world it waa
impossible to satisty everybody. They
marched Bill Hugging o the gal_rl and
into the road, and in the direction of
the villapge ui’ Greonoaks, where they
hoped to Lo able to wake up & villa
constable, inte whose official hands be
could be consigned.

“ A prisoner, do you mean ? **
amazement at the burly form held by the juniors.

“ You'va got Huggins ¢ »
He bliinked In
(See Chapler 13.)

"They'll tell wa et the inn,” said
Levison. " And when we've got shot
of him I shan’t be sorry fo get to bed,
for one.™

“Same here,” yawned Nugent.

“The somefulness is terribke.”

And eight uleeE;:r juniors, and one
ruffian, wide awake and mutlering ex-
pressive and  disagreeabla words,
arrived in a body at the Peal of Bells

e Wy

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Whiflles Himsell Again!

NOCK! Rnock! Knock!
Montgomery S5t Leger \Whaf-
flea prunted.
Knock! inock!
Grunt !

Mr. Whiffles, taking his case in his
bed, was annoyed at being awakened at
three o'clock in the morning by & lond
and persistent bknocking &t the inn
door. It wasn't what a tired, middle-
aped gentleman had a right to expect,
at a quiet little inn in & quict Jittle
Wiltshire village.

Avpother guest at the Peal of Bells in

the next room to Mr. Whiffles had
elready disturbed hun considerably.

Tue Macuer Lirary.—No. 1,075.
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That puest—some person unknown fo
Mr. Whiffles—was anoring stertorously
—anoring as if for & wager. The par-
titions between the rooms at the old
inn were not thick, and tnet snore would
have penetrated the thickest partition.
Twice already had Mr. Whitles been
awakened by that hefty snore, und each
time he had tapped angrily on the wall
a3 a signal to the snorer to cease from
troubling, and to let the weary be at
rest. But the snore went on regardless.

Mr, Whiffles had grown, as it were,

hardened to the snore, and slept. Then
be was awakened by that lﬁug and in-
gistent knocking at the deor. Heo sat

up in bed and frowned wrathfully. It
was too bad. There was no doubt
'Eh{;twar that it wes altogether too
E [ ]

EKnock! Knook!

Knock |
below outside. fama. foom

iteid Snors came from the
roomnm ﬂ.djﬁmltl% Mr. WhifHes’' sleeping
apartment. Taken betwean two fires

this, eleep was out of the question
for the world-famous Whiflles.

He blossed the knockers, and he
blessed the snorer. Perhaps “bless ”
18 not the word, but, whatever was the
verb, Mr. Whiffles was emphatic about
it. He bad had a long day out in his
little car, tracking the World-Famous
Circus. He had put up at the Green-
oaks inn &t a rather late hour, and he
was entitled to balmy slumber. Like so
many of us in this troublesome universe,
Mr. Whifles was not getting what he
deserved.

Mr, Whiffles had been dreaming, in
his brief spells of slumber, of hearing
of the arrest of Bill Huggins; of:seeing
that “truculent person tucked away
safely at Dartmoor for three years:
of returning to his world-famous circus,
of kicking out the impostor there, and
laying a malarca cane round the person
of Mr. Dance, the manager. Twice or
thrice that snore had awakened him
from thiz blissful vision: and now it
had fled for good. But he had not
dreamed that the unknown person wha
was snoring was that very impostor
who had played his part at the circus;
any more than Billy Bunter dreamod
that the genuine Mr. Whiffles was in
the next room to him. And certainly
Myr. Whiiles did not dream that the
knocking at the inn door proceeded
from a party of schoolboys who had
the redoubtable Mr. Huggins a
prisoner in their hands. Had he been
aware of that, the disturbance would
have been as sweet to his fat ears as
etraing from the lute of Orpheus.

The innkeeper, evidently, was not in
a hurry to answer the knocking at the

door. He was not accustomed to ad-
mitting guests at three in the morning.
Harry Wharton & Co. had engaged

roome at the inn; but they had gone
cut and not returned. And guests who
came back gt three a.m. were likelir to
apply long for admittance at the village
int.

Knock, knork, knock!

_ Doubtless the innkeeper slept through
it peacefully; at all events there was no
sound or sign from him  But Mr.
Whiffles did not and could not sleep:
and he jumped out of bed at last and
crossed to the window., His intention
was to tell the late-comers what he
thought of them from the window, and
threaten them with the police if they
did not go away, or at least keep
guiet,

It was a night-capped head that Mr,
Whifles put out of the window. In
his antmmttenu the showman had a
complete outfit for resuming his old
accustomed aspect; but while he waa
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dodging Bill Huggins he never ven-
tured to put it on. Still, Mr. Whiffles
was sensitive on the subject of his bald-
ness; very sensitive. And during the
day he never removed his bowler hat
lf. he could help it: and at night a
nightcap concealed the broad and
shining surface that, in its natural
state, bore a striking resemblance to the
harvest moon. An angry face, sur
mounted by a nighteap, therofor

logked down on the group gathere

before the door of the inm,

“Bilence there!” hooted Mr. Whiffles.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo1”

“How dare you make this disturb-
ance in the middle of the night, and
wake me up!” roared Mr. Whiffles.

“Did we wake you up?” asked Rob

herry.

“You did!” snorted Mr., Whiffles.

“And does it matter 7" continued
Bob.

“What? What?®

"1 mean, are you anybody in particu-
lar?” inquired Bob, with great polite-
ness,

“Why, you—you—you—m"m

“I know that chivvy,” said Johnny
Bull, staring up at the smooth, podgy
faco in the starlight. “That's Whiffles,”

“Whifflez 1”7 exclaimed Bob.

“The esteemed and preposterous
Ef]’u%es 1 said Hurree Jamset Ram
ingh, :

Mr. Whiffles put on his spectacles,
and stared again at the group below.
With the aid of his glasses, he recog-
nised the Grevfriars juniors,

“Ohl Youl!” he exclaimed.

“Iattle us, old bean!" =aid Bob
Cherry.  “Like to come down and let

us in, Mr. Whiffles, as the innkeeper
seems deaf?™

“"Hush! Not that name—-"

“All serenc!” called up Harry
Wharton. *We've got Huggins.”

“What!” roared ﬁir. WEIEEE.

“The gotlulness s terrific, my

esteemed funky Whiffles !

“You've got Hugpins!” yelled Mr.
Whiffles,. “A prisoner, do you mean ?”
He blinked at a burly form close by
the porch, with its hands behind it, and
two of the juniors heolding its arms.
“Is—is—iz that Huggins?”

“That’'s the jolly old hooligan!”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “We've got him,
safe and sound, with his paws tied.
You can come down, Mr. Whiffles; we
want to know where the village bobby
lives, to hand him over.™

“(zreat Secott!™

Mr, Whiffles' eyes danced behind his
spectacles. He was not sorry now that
he had awakened to hear this glorious
news, The capture of Bill Huggins,
with a charge of robbery and viclence
to answer for, and two or three years
in the “stone jug * ahead of him, weas
what Mr. Whiffles had happily dreamed
of. Unlike most dreams, thiz one waa
coming true!

“Oh, pood!” gasped Mr. Whiffles.
“Bplendid! Fine boys! Young herces!
Good boys! Hurrah!”

Bill Hupggins, scowling  blackly,

stared up at the face above. Ha
remembered having seen that face, but
he did not recognize it as Mr. Whiffles',
He had only known Mr. Whiffles’ face
with its hairy adornments,

“Btrike me pink! growled Bill
Huggins. “You hlokes gone off your
blooming onions? That ain't old
Whiffles, that ain’tI”

“That's all you know, old bean!™
grinned Bob Cherry. “You don't know
Whiffles with his beauty unadorned!
That's the merchant[”

ZThat ’im!” gasped Huggins. “Then

where's his blooming whiskers, and his
blinking long hair like a blinking mop,
what I '

“You ses, those jolly old ornaments
werp  semi-detached,” explained Bob,

with & grin.

“Strike me pink!® grunted Bill
Hu%’;gma_. “If I'd knowed—"

“Coming down, Mr. Whiffles 1" called
out Harry Wharton.

“Yes! Certainly! Wait & minutel
Immediately! Splendid!” gasped Mr,
Whifles, “Ohk, good boys, pood boys,
good boysl”

Mr. Whiffles withdrew his night-
capped head from the window, and
hurriedly dressed, He hummed s tune
as he dressed. All was serene now: the
const was clear; the clouds had rolled
by; the king was coming iato his own
again, -Mr. Whiffles, 1n gpite of his
distirbed slumbers, was as light-
hearted as o schoolboy. He lighted his
lamp, grinned at his reflection in the
looking-glass, and danced a few steps
in his glee, with the airy grace of an
elephant. Then he dressed hurriedly,
but with care.

But hoe did not dress in the quiet
black clothes in which he had travelled
in his car, and arrived at the inon. The
danger was over now, and the need of
concealment was gone with 1.  Mr.
Whiilles’ pgorgeous nature was once
more able to expand, like a sunflower
in the sumn.,

He unpacked hiz big portmanteau
taking out a suit of astriped checks, and
i r_:nmsun-a;;[wtted waistcoat, and a bell-
brimmed smlk bhat, and a gorgeous tie
—an outht exactly resembling that
which Billy Bunter had worn as Boas
of the circus, but rather newer and

brighter. He &almost purred as he
arrayed himself in  those striking
garments, Too long he had blushed

unseecn, and wasted his sweetness on
the desert air. Now he was once more
arrayed like Solomon in all his glory,
only a little more so.

He grinned gleefully into the glass as
he arranged a flowing, curly, nut-brown
wig—the replica of the one long worn
bi.- Billy Bunter. He chuckled as he
placed in position a long waxed mous-
tache. He chortled as he affixed to his
fat chin a pointed beard. The glass
gove him the reflection of the Whiffles
of old—the Whifles of the World-
Famous Circus!

He was ready at last, and he
descended the stai lamp in hand,
Harry Wharton &r%ﬂ. had ceased to
knoek; but they were waiting wvery
impatiently, wondering what was Leep-
ing Mr. Whiffles so long. They, cer-
tamnly, would not have required so long
to dress. But dressing, with Mr,
Whiffles, was not a rapid operation; it
resembled rather assembling the parts
than merely dressing. Btill, he was
finished at last; and he come down
lamp in hand, followed by the echo of
Billy Bunter's deep snore, and passing
another snore on his woy down, from
the room where the innkeeper was still
peacefully reposing.

Chains and bolts rattled off the inn
door, and Mr. Whiffles threw it wide
open, and held up the lamp.

Bill Huggins made 8 movement.

“Hold him!” gasped Mr. Whiffles,

“We've got him all right!” grinned
Bob Cherry.,

“3Strike me pink—"

“Bhut up, old bean”
“Youre doand in this act, you know.
Why, what—— My hat!” He stared
st the restored Whiffies. " Oh crumbsl
Richard's himself again, you men!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

paid Bob.
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Mr. Whiffles coloured a little. He
did not like the schoolboys being aware
that his hirsute adornments were, as
Bob Cherry expressed it, sémi-detached.
But that could niot be helped; and Mr.
Whiflles hoped that he would never see
them again, at all events. It did not
matter much if these schoolboys knew,
8o long as the dread secret was not
known at the World-Famouns Cirous.
That mattered very much indeed—to
Mr. Whiffles.

“Well, hera we are sgamm!” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “Now, Mr.
Whifiles, if you know where to wake up
the villaﬁﬁ mpuhcmnan "

Mr. Whiffles eyed Huggins nervously.
Even with hiz hands bound, and in the
grasp of the juniors, the ruffian had
not lost his terrors for Montgomery 3t
Leger Whiffles. And the look on Bill
Hupgging' hattered face showed what ho
would have dena to the fat gentleman,
had he been able

“ All safe, Mr. Whiffes,” said Cardew.
“We've got him—and we're goin' to
give him in charge for robbery with
viglence. We only want to find a harm-
tess and necessary bobby.”

“He would be :carcely safe in the
village policeman’s cottage,’ said Mr.
Whiffles. “We cannot be too careful
with such & dangerous ruffian—such a
fergcious hooligan—such & desperate
desperado——"

HStrike me pink—"

“I have my ecar here.” said Mr.
Whiffles. “I can get the key of the
shed—the car is garaged in a shed—ho
cin be taken to = safe place In the
nar_:” - " = gy B

“Good!” said Cardew. *Rippin’ in
fact! We can run him back to Eas-
thorpe and hand him over to Inspector
Moles, who is hunting for him. if you
will lend us your car, Mr. Whiffles !’

“T would lend a hundred cars for
such a purpose | grinned Mr, Whilfles,
“We cannot make too sure of him! I
will get 8 rhan frome somewhere to drive
—I—1 would prefer not to drive the car
myself—I—I have business here——"

‘There was & chuckle from the juniors,
They were well aware that Mr. Whiffles
did not want to trust himself anywhero
near Huggins, secure as he was.

“That's all right."” said Cardew. *I
can drive a car, Mr. Whiflles. You can
leave that to me.”

e Gmd l]l

Mr, Whiffles took down the key of the

shed which was used as a garage at
the Peal of Bella, und came out of the
inn. Bill Huggins eyed him a good

deal like a wolf, :nd the showman edged
carefully away from the ruffian as he
agzad. A few minutzs later, the car was

eard starting up, and 1t ran lightly out
into the street before the inn, with Mr.
Whiffles at the wheel. He stopped and
alighted. and waved a fat hand to tha
Ccar.

“At vour service, gentlemen!™ said

Mr. Whiffles.

Cardew stepped in and sat down in
the driver's seat,

" What aboat DLed?¥ asked PBob
Cherry.

“Blow bed 1™ answered Cardew. “I'm
ain® to hand that brute over to
nspector Moles nefore I po to bed.
I'm goin’ to make sure of him.”

“Good "  ejaculated Mr. Whiffles.
“Right! Good boy!™ _
“Well, there ism't room for the lot

of us in that car,” remarked Harr
Wharton. “It will be rather a pinc
for you three chaps, with Hugging.”
“We can take care of the brute; we
shall keep him tied,” said Levison.
“ Now wo've got him we shall go back

to D’Arey's place for the rest of the
vac.™

“That's so,” egreed Clive. “We've
done the job.”
“Pack in,” said Cardew. “You can

put the Huggins bird on the Hoor and
keep your feet on him. Then there will
be just room for you fo pack into this
exhaustin seven.”

“Hﬂ, hﬂ’, hﬂ. Eu .

“8Strike me pink——" Mr, Huggins
appeared to object. DBut his objections
were overruled meoremoniously.  Mr
Huggins wag forcibly packed into the
car, his hands stiil tightly tied, and
Levison and Clive took their places.
Cardew waved iz kand to the gmtlfi
of Greyiriars juniors and started.
Levison and Clive called out good-bye,
and the car glided down the village
street, and Cardew tock the road for
Easthorpe. Harry Wharton & (o, and
Mr, Whiffles watched 1t out of sight,
and the last sound that came back to
themn, mingled with the whirr of the car,
was the powerful voice of Bill Huggins
requesting some pPerson or Persons un-
known to strike him pink.

Mr. Whiffles Takes Control !
M ONTGOMERY S3T. LEGER
circus field in the sunny early
morning, with an expansive
Montgomery 5t Leger Whifflcs was
fecling good that morning.
and all was calm and bright. :
The sights and sounds of the circus
like the old soldicr who “smelt the
smell of the barracks.”
George locked rather curiously at the
gUuv nor.
little neater and cleaner and brighter
than of late. But there was some subtle
miore respectiuily than nsual.
“"Good-morning, George!™ said M
Fine morning, George, what 7"
“¥Yes, guvnor,” said George.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.

WHIFFLES strolled inte the

smile on his fat face.
The king had come into his own again,
were pleasant to Mr. Whiffles, whe felt
“Mornin', guv'nor!” said George Mix.
The DBoss looked the same, only a
difference, and George touched his hat
Whiffles genially. *Good-morning !
“Jt's good to he back, George,” said

Mr., Whiffles. “I—I—I mean, it's a
lovely morning, George. Where is Mr.
Dance?™

“He ain't up yet, siv,” said George.
" Arter the row ‘oro last night, sir——"

“Oh! Yos! Exactlyl Go and call
Mr. Dance, and sell him that I want to
zcn him at once.”

“Yes, guv'nor.”

Myr. Whiffles walked cheerily to the
biuc-and-red caravan. He found that
orgeous vehicle somewhat in a state of
isrepair. The signs of Mr. Huggins’
brief occupation leaped to the eye. DBut
Mr. Whifles did not mind that. ITe
did not mind spything that morning.
My, Whiffles was in o happy mood—and
indulging in happy anticipations. He
was going to deal at last with Mr,
Dance as he deserved. )

With the impostor who had been im-
personating him, he could not deal
The Greyfriars juniors had told him that
the impostor was no longer at the cireus,
though they had not told him who the
impozstor was. Mr. Whiffles regretted
that he would net be able te kick that
wrotched impostor out of the World-
Famous Circus,  Still, it would be a
consolation to kick Dance out.

Perhaps, he reflected, it was all for tha
best, With the impostor gene, the whole
story could be kept dark, and Mr.

A

WhifHles was very anxious for it to be
kept dark. s did not want the cireus
company to kuow the real nature of his
imposing  nut-brown  locks, his mag-
nificent moustache, and his beautiful
beard. The :mpostor, of course, knew
the secret, but he was gone. Danco,
evidently knew tt, but he was going.
MNobody else knew it, and Mr., Whiffics
carnestly desired nobody elsa ever 1o
know,

Mr. Whiffles cntered bhis van, and
locked round the interior. The malacea
cane he had left in *he van, long weeks
ago, wasg #till there. Mr. Whiffles picked
up that cane and swished it in tha air.
He liked the fecl of it in his hand as he
dwelt wpen the tdea of Mr. Dance
getting the feel of it on his rascally
back. It was going to be a happy
MOrning.

Mr., Whiflles left the van again, cane
in hand. George came back, with a
covert grin on his face.

“Mr. Dance says you're to wait, if

you want to see him, sir,”
“Wlat!”  roared Mr. Whiffles.
“What "

~“1le zays he sin't time for you now,
gir,™

Mr. Whiffles turned purple.

But he realised at onee that Dance
supposed that he still had to deal with
the impostor. He had net guested, of
eourse, thet the genunine goods had re-
turned to the circus so suddenly aud
swiftly. No doubt, he expected to see
the real WhifHles soon, but he did not
look for him at sunrise.

“The impudent rascal!” said Mr,
Whiffics, “I'll teach him! I'm going
to sack Mr. Dance, George.”

“Are you, gltw'nur?" said Georgo.
This was more .ike the Whiffles he had
known of late. Bunter had been rather
given to bestowing the order of the
sack. Bunter had sacked George him-
self at least six or sevem times.

“Yeal” said Mr. Whifles, *I find
that he is dishonest, George. He has
been cooking the accounts. I have a

good mind to proscente him. But—hbnt
for certain reasons, I shall not do =n
He is a rascal, George.”

“Oh, guv'nor!” raid George.

Mr, Whiffles walked across to Dance's
van, making George a sign to follew
him. He banged on Dance's door with
the malacea.

“Dance ! he chouted.

“Get away, you fat fool!” came the
manager’'s volce from within. " Don’t
bother me now."

“¥ou rascal !” roared Mr, Whifffes.

““ Foogl 1™

“¥ou scoundrel 1

Mr. Dance opened the door of the
van, and glared out at Mr. Whifles.

The guv'nor's wvoice was loud and
wrathy, and was heird all over the
circus. A dozen pairs of eyes were

turned on him already. .

“What do you mean by this!" hissed
Dance.

“Come out of that van!" snovted Mr.
Whifles. ““Razcal! You ero discharged!
SBacked ! Kicked out! Understand?”

“You fat fool!” )

“(George!” voared Mr, Whifflcs.

“Yeoz, puvinort” pasped Geovge.

“Get into tha van and pitch that
rascal out on his neck 1

“0Oh, my cye!"” Lasped George.

Dance, with a face erimson with YAge,
stepped out of the van. Ile was quiie
at a loss to understand these proceadings
on Bunter's part—still supposing that it
was the sham Mr. Whiffles with whom he
had to deal. :

“ Now, you idiet——"" he said, between
hiz teeth.
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“filenca, you disrespectful rascall!
Get out of this circus!” roared Mr.
Whifles, “I will have your things
sent after you, Do you want me to ask
sng" to render your accounts before you

Dance stared at him. .
“What do you mean?- What—-
“What have you been doing with the
takinga ¥ hooted Mr. Whiflles.
 Phe—the—the takings?” stammered
ance.
D“ Yes, you roguel Think yourself
lucky that you're not given into custody
for pilfering! Take that!”

Whael: !

“{Jh!" roared Dance, as the Malacca
cano came across his shoulders with a
r@aﬁdingll ‘-'-'l;mﬂk. i N

i crikey!"” gas eor

“ Are =ﬂ5|.rr. u?aﬂg?’ :rcll-ug Dance.
il’“!'h},' I__ _'I__'_'_'I'II

Whack, whack, whack! .

“Talke that!” roared Mr. Whiffles.
“ And  that—and that—and  thatl
Rascal! Pilferer! Confederate of im-
postors! Take that—and that!™

Mr. Dance took them—he could nob
help it! He took them right and left,
du&igmg and jumping like 2 kan?a.mu ta
escaps tho rain of wrathful lashes—
without being able to escape them.

“Take that—and that—and that!"
Mr. Whiffles was short of bresth, and
he gasped wildly as he whacked. But
he continued #o whaek with great
energy. “Go! Get out! If you are
here in ten minutes from now, I wiil
send for a constable and give you in
charge! Take that—and that!

The truth dawned upon Mr. Danco
then. It flached into his mind that this
was not—could not be—Bunter! He had
wondered whether Mr. Whiffles would
hear the news that day and return. He
realised now that MMr. Whiffles must
have heard the news overnight, and
had retorned! It was the penuine
Montgomery 8t Leger Whiffles who was
whacking his with the malacea. He
understood at last.

Whack, whack, whack!

Dance made & furious rush at the
circus proprietor under thoe whac’hmg
cane. He fmd to go, he knew that, an
ho knew that he was lucky to go without
being placed in custody. DBut he could
not resist the temptation of giving the
genuine My, Whitlles just one before
he went, .

“Yarooogh!” roared Mr. Whiffles, as
the menager hit out and he sat down cn
the hard, unsympathetic earth with a
jarring bump.  “Ow] Help! Beize

im, Georgel Knock him down! Kick
bim out! Yow-ow-pw!”

“0Oh crumbs!” said George.
“8end for B constabla !
Mr. Whiffles, “I'll prosecuta him, after
ail! TI'll charge him with embezzle.
ment! I'll— Groogh!” ‘
Dance was about to follow up his
attzok, but at thosa words he paused.
He did not want to eeo a constable that

morning.

Instead of proceeding with assault and
battery on Mr. Whiflles, therefore, the
manager darted inte the van, grabbed
up a valise, hastily crammed a feow
tﬁyinga into it, snatched wup his hat,
and jumped out again. By that time,
however, Mr, Whifles had got his
second wind, and was on his feet. He
made a rus_h after the manager, the
malacea uplifted.

Whack, whack!

“Owl* yelled Dance. “Keep off]
Wow ™

He broke into & run. Mr., Whifles
broke into a run after him. As he ran
ke let out his foot. There was = howl
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spluttored

from Dance as he received the impact,
and he went ﬂ:,rmf. ‘
“Thera!™ gasped Mr. Whiffles. " Now
lake thet—and that—and that!®
And Dance scrambled up and fled
under & rain of blows. r. WhifHles
stopped at last, completely winded by
his exertions. He was-pufing and blow-
ing a3 he returned into the camp under
the amazed stare of ths whole ecircus
company. But he waa {eching better.
Dance was gone—the impostor was
gone. Montgomery St. Leger Whillles
was once more lord and master of the
World-Famous Cifcus, ana he gave
breathless orders to pack up and take
the road, S
Billy Bunter was still snoring in his
room &t the Peal of Bells when the
circus fook the read. Ha was guite un-
conseious of the fact that he bad finished
with the World-Famous Circus, But ha
had! As the long procession wound
away by the high-road and byroad
Mr. Whiffles sat in the blue-and-red
caravan, and smiled. The king nad
come into his own again: and so far as
Montgomery 8. Leger Whiffles was con-
eerned, nt least, everything was for the
best in the best of all possible worlds.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Good-bye, Bunter !

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. wero
down rather late to breakfast
that morning.

They had lost a good deal of
sleep over night, and they made up for
it in the early hours of the morming. It
was ten o’cloek when they gathered to
breakfast at the inn.

A telegram was handed to Wharton
at breakfast. It was from Levison, and
announced that Mr. Huggins had been
gafely handed ovaer to Inspector Moles,

“So that's that!” said DBob Cherry
cheerfully, as he cracked his second
¢gg. “1 suppose the Whiffles bird lias
flown back to his nest! I wonder whero
that fathead Bunter 157"

“Wa shall have to find him before wae
go,” said Harry. “He can't be far
away. Even Bunter will be able to
undorstand that he can’t go back to the
circus again.

“Whiffles will give him 2 warm ra-
ception if he does!” grinned Bob.

‘The warmfulness will probably be
terrifie!” y :

The Famous Five had salmost finished
breakiast, and were discussing Lhe
question of looking for Bunter, when a
fat gure relled into the room. Now
that they were done with the ecircus and
My, Huggins, Harry Wharton & Co. in-
tended to return to Wharion Lodge. In
& few more days it would be necessary
for them to dispersa to their homes Le-
fore the new term began at Gresfriars
School. But they agreed that Bunter
had to be found first and warned to keep
clenr of Whiffles' World-Famous Circus.

A fat volee interrupted the discussion,

“1 say, you fellows!”

“Oh, my hat! Bunterl"”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Then the {af
idiot was here!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“What are you dmn? up s¢ early,
Bunter? It's only half-past ten."

“0Oh, really. Cherry—"

Bunter came to the table and sat
down. Hs was ready for breakiast—
more than ready.

““I'll have a snack before I go,” he re-
marked, helping himself. “I shall get
8 bettor brekker than this at my circus!
Still, T'll have a snack.”

“You won't get soy brekker at the
eirgus this morning, old fat mani”
chuckled Bob Cherry. * Betier make the
best of thial™

“ The game's up, Bunter,” said Harry,
“Hugginos is in chokey, and Mr. Whaffles

has gone back to the circus. If you
go there again, youw'll find r.
Whiflles 1"

“What?"” gasped Bunter, "Gam-
mon "

“Fact!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Rats "

“You fat chump!” exclaimed Bob.
“Whiffles was hers, at the ion, last
night. He lent Cardew his car to take
that man Huggins away, and then be
went back to the eirous.”

“Rot 1" snorted Bunter. *“Yon can't
pull my leg like that. I know you
fellows never were so particular about
telling the truth as I am, but this is a
bit steep. DBoshi™

“ Look here, you fathead—"

“QOh, cheese it]” said Bunter. *I
know youw're envious, and you'd like to
gpoil my vae, if you could, Dry upl”

The juniors stared at Bunter. The
Owl of the Remove was unwilling to
believe that his boss-ship of the World-
Famous Circus was at an end. Dunter
had & great capacity for believing what
he wanted to believe, and disregarding
what he did not want to believe.
Apparently he had made up his fat mind
that the game was not up yet.

“1 tell you, Bunter—" said
Wharton at last,

“Oh, can it!"” said Bunter. “You've
wanted to get me away from my circus
all the time. TYou're envicus! ~ That's
y.rha.t;.;g the matter with you. Pass the
Ao .

“Well, we've warned wyou," gaid
Harry.

Bunter winked a fat wink.

“¥You can't stuff me, you know,” he
remarked. “I'm wide—jolly wide!™

“The widefulness is terrifie,"” grinned
Hurrce Jameet Ram Bingh: “but the
fathoadedness is also great.”

“(h, really, Inky—*"

“Well, we may as well get going,”
gaid Harry Wharton, “You'd better
come away with us, Bunter, T tell you
it'e all up with you at the circus.”

“{zammon "

“Oh, and eat coke, then! Come
on, you Iellows,” said the captain of the

Remove. " Qur train goes af eleven,”
“1 say, you fellows!” howled Bunter,
as the chums of the Remove left the
table, "I gny—"
“Well, what, asa? Are vou coming
away 1"

“No fear! You fellows pay for this
brekker before you go,” said Bunter
“Pay for mine. I'll settle up next term
at Greyiriars. I think I mentioned that
I was expecting a postal order—"

“Oh, my hat!"”

Harry Wharton settled the account ar
the inn, including Bunter's, and the
Famous Five left, and«walked to the
railway station. Bunter refused to
budge, in the belicf—or, at least, the
hope—that the game was not up ai the
World-Feamous Circus. Besides, he had
not finished breakfast yet. 8o far, he
had enten only encugh for three, and
had hardly taken the keen edge off his
morning appetite, the Famous Five
had no choice but to leave him to it—
and they left him to it. .

That afternocon the Famous Five
arrived at Wharton Lodge, where they
forgot Bunter.

S| p—

THE BIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Up!
g, ILLY BUNTER  finished his
=% broakfsst that fine morning at
his leisure. He rolled out of
the inn at last, and rolled awuy

down the village street towards the
circus field.
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He blinked into that field, with a Whifles; he was anxious fo pass it on. followed himr up  strappin hard,
stavtled blink. ! . It really was obliging of Bunter to turn Bunter Hew across the road, and made »

Having made up his mind that the up like this, in time to take it. wild jump over a stilo ko escape. He
Co. had been pulling his leg, he had ex- “I say, what does this 'mean?” landed on the top bar of the stile. As
pected, of course, to see the circus en- demanded Bunter, unconscious of the he ciung there, gasping, his little fat
campment there 23 hoe had loft it thﬂughts in Dance’'s mind. “Where's legs thrashing the air, he was nicely
All he saw was a wvacant field, with the cireus?” laced to receive what Mr., Dance had
8 few bottles and tin cens szprinkled “Lzone!™ cen saving up for him so long,
about, and some straw futtering in the *"Without you?" asked DBunter, Whack, whack, whack, whack!
brecze, The oircus was gone. uzzled, “I thought you'd gone on and  “ Yarooogh!  Help! Whoooooop!™

Bunter blinked, and blinked again.

“0Oh erumbs!” he ejaculated.

He could scarcely believe his eyes, or
his big spectacles, for some mements.
But the circus was gone. It was, as a
matter of fact, o good many miles
away by that timae.

Bunter frowned darkly.

“That beast Dance!”™ he ejaculated.

Bunter zaw it all. Dance, instead of
waiting for him, as he ought to have
done, ﬁad taken the road and left him
behind, as he had done on a previous
occasion, as Bunter well remembered.
The circus had gone on, leaving Bunter
to follow, as had happened once or twice
alroady in Bunter's career as Boss. With
decp wrath Bunter realised if.

He rolled into the trees to lock for
the lost bag. In the daylight it should
have been casy to find. But it was not
to be found, Buntor honted high and
Bunter hunted low; but the lost bag
did not come to ]igi:tt‘ That puzzling
circumstance was casily sccounted for.
Wharton had told Mr. Whifles about
the bag, as it and its contents belonged
te Mr, Whiflles, and the circus propris-
tor had locked for it and recovered it
before the ecircus moved on. Mr.
Whites, naturally, did net want to
leave such things lyving about.

Bunter was not aware of that; but he
became aware of the fact that the last
attache-case was no longer there. He
rolled out of the trees again, warm and
perspiring frome his exertions, and pink
with wrat

He had to follow the circus in his own
proper person, if he followed it at all,
and he was determined to follow 1.
That beast Dance would have to see him
through somehow; for if the game was
up for him, it was up for Dance, also.
The first thing was to discover in which
dircetion the World-Famous Circus had
travelled after leaving the pitch. Bunter
rolled back to the road, to look for some
native of whom he might make inquiries.

A man was seated on a grassy bank
by the road, with 2 bag beside him. He
waa occupied in rubbing various parts of
his person, as if he had lately received
injuries all over him. As a matter of

fact, he had, for it was Mr. Dance.
Mr, Dance wasz stil. feeling seversly the
cffeots of the Malacea cane, which the

guv'nor had laid on not wisely but too
well, The Owl of the Remove, quite
;_nnwara of his identity, rolled up to

LNl

1 say, did you notice which way the
circus went!" asked Bunter,

Dauce looked up.

“Oh!" ejaculated Bunter.

He recognised the one-time manager of
the World-Fomaoas Circus now.

“You!" said Dance.

“¥ou!" said Bunter,

Dance rose to his feet.  He had for
goiten Bunter; he had had more im-
portant matters to think of. But he was

lad to see him again. He had no
urther use for the Owl of the Removo;
the gama of spoof was up. Still, he was
very glad to see him. All the time that
Bunter had been at the circus Dance
had persuaded himself that, when he had
no further use for the Boss, he would
give him the thrashing of his life.
Bunter often inspired feelings of that

kind in people with whomn he came in
contaci.
Dance smiled grimly at him. He had

had a severe thrashing from Mr.

eft me behind, as yvou did hefore, you
cheeky beast! But what "

*8o wou don’t know what's hap-
pencd ¥ said Dance, with an unpleasant

grin. “That old fool Whiffles has come
huc'};t. I'm sacked! You're game's
u

“Oh orikey!” gasped Bunter.

He blinked st Dance in dismay. Con-
viction forced itself into his fat mind.
Dance evidently had been kicked out of
the circus. Montgomery St Leger
Whitles was in command again. With
the genuine Mr. Whiffles in control of
the World-Famous Circus, there was no
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room there for the sham Mr. Whiffles—
even Billy Bunter could understand that.

“Oh crumbs!” said Bunter. “0h
dear !

“I'm glad to =zee youl” grinned
Dance. “I'va ot  something for

you, Mister Billy Bunter-Whifiles, that
I'va saved up for you for a long time—
all the time that you were swanking and
throwing your weight about, you fat
oyster! Now you're going to get 261"

# =1 say—"" pasped Dunter.

He jumped back. He did not like the
expression on Mr. Dance's face. It
reminded him, at that moment, of the
countenance of Bill Huggins.

Mr. Dance fﬂl‘k_ﬂd_ the sirap from his
bag and doubled 1t in his hand., Dunter
did not need to ask what he was going
to do with the strap, With a gasp of
dismay the Owl of the Remove turned
and ran for it.

Whack, whack, whack!

“ Yaroooh!™

Even as Mr. Whiffles had done unte
the manager, so the manager did unto
the Boss. Bunter fled wildly. Dance

roared Bunter.

Whaek, whack, whaek!

*Yow! Help! Fire! Murder!™

Whack, whack!

Bunter rolled over the stile, landed in
& heap, picked himself up, and Jed fren-
tically across the fields, Mr. Dance
grinned after him, feeling eomforted.

Bunter was several fields awey before
he stopped. o pu:{?ed in breath and
rolled on dismally, He was glad to get
away from Dance, and he realised only
too clearly that he had better keep away
from Mr. Whifles. Bossing the cireus
was 3 thing of the past. '1'Ee Boss had
fnllen from his high estute, and great
wis the fall thereof )

It was an hour or twe later that
Bunter, sadder if not wiser, limped into
a tramn for home. Home was now his
vefuge; but, from the expression on his'
fat face. he did not scem to be dwelling
with ecstasy on the glories of DBuuter
Court.

It was, 1 fact, a doleful and dismal
Bunter that left the train at last, and
rolied wearily down the road to the villa
which, in Bunter's fertile imagination,
was & magnificent mansion, but which in
cold veality was a detached villa—merely
that and nothing more,

His brother Sammy met him at the
doar.

" You're for it!” grinned Sammy.

“Heast!” said Dunter.

he pater's in no end of & wax,”

¥ Baap-p-rep 1M

“"William [ came a fat voice. “Ts
that you, William ¥ Come here, William.

__have something to say to you,
William 1"

Wiliiam came dispiritedly.

Me. Bunter eyed him severaly.

“Have—-have you misced me a lot,
parer " asked Bunter,

“Eh—what? Why should I miss
you?" asked Mr. Bunter, in surprise.

£ D]‘I E”

“1 have something sevious to =ay to
vou. William, so please do not talk non-
sense,” said Mr. Bunter.

L1 Dh !:II

“1 have recoived a letter from your
headmaster at Greyiriars, referring io
the new term and your return to the
school

“ It appears,” said Mr. Bunter, “that
Dw, Locke, in view of your having left
school without leave at the end of the
last term. and left him in ignorance of
vour whercahouts, and for ﬂtﬁer offences,
hias docided that vou will not ba allowed
to retien to the school for the coming
term. "

[1] U“? ]H‘

“You will not, therelore, go back to
Greviriars—""

“ e M

“7 shall find you a place in my
office o

“{loooh 1™

“\Where you will be set to work—-"'

T w'ﬂ"l"u' il:l

“ And where I hope you will be worth
the trouble you will give!"™ wound up
Myr. Bunter,

Billy Bunter made no reply.

He couldn’t!

Many and many a time had W. G.
Bunter landed himself tn trouble. Man
and many a time had he got out of 1t
somehow. But this time it really looked
as if it was all up with Bunter!

THE ERD.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Warning !

1 HEY won to-day, guv'nor!”

E Ferrers Locke smiled st his

young assistant's enthusiasm.

“As I expected,” remarked

Forrers Locke, *“And the escore was
J—1. Tf Sparsdale—"

Jack Drake sat bolt upright in hbis
chair and the newspaper he had been
reading dropped in his lap,

“"How on earth did you know that,
guv'nor?” he inquired, his boyish face
aglow with astonishment. “I hadn't
mentioned the Sparsdale Athletic, or the
score.”

The famous detective smiled.

“You haven't mentioned them aloud
I will admit, but for the lsst five
minutes your lips have [ramed the
words ‘ Sparsdale Athletic’ and ‘3—1.
Added to that the expression on your
faco has been one of gratification at
Sparsdale’s suecess. You should control
your emotions o little better, my lad.”

“Well, I'm blessed!” c¢jaculated
Drake, then his face broke into =
mischievous grin. “T tell you what,
guv'nor. I'll bet you a dozen doughnuts
to a .Havana cigar that you can't tell
me the top goal-scorer to-day
_ Ferrers Locke wagged an admonish-
iog finger at his assistant.

“Betting is a bad habit,” he said.
“But I'll take that cigar——"

“That's a go!™

“Four goals was Lhe highest score of
any individual player to-day, my lad,”
said Ferrers Locke easily.

“0Oh, my bat! You're right 1"

“And Dixie Dean of Everton,” wenk
on_the detective, “was the scorer!”

Jack Drake gaped at his chief in open-
mouthed amazement.

“ But how on earth did you know that,
puv'nor ¥ he asked. ™ Why, the paper’s
only been here five or six minutes, and
it has never left my hands!"”

Ferrors Locke nodded.

“Quite long enough for an observant
person,”  he remarked, pulling con-
tentedly at his briar, “ You sce, your
paper was [olded, but the Stop Press
column was visible. True, the news was
upside down, but reading mattor
that is upside down iz not a diffieult
feat. You try it!”

Drake eved his chief in undisguisoed
admiration.

#There's not much you den't
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uvr'nor. I wish I used my giddy optics
the youw.” )

“Practice makes us perfect,” said
Locke laz.il;u “But there, unless I'm
mightily mistaken, is our mutual friend,
Inspector Pyccroft.”

Following the detective's remark
there came to Drake’s ears the sound of
heavy {footsteps, A moment later the
outer door bell rang and Bing Bing,
T.ocke's Chinese servant, moved softly
elong the passage to answer the sum-
DTS,

"“Evening, Mr. Locke!”

A tall, burly individusl in & lounge
suit and & bowler bat in his hand,
tramped into the cosy sitting-room. It
was Inspector Pyecroft, of the C.L.I. at

Scotland Yard. His rugged features
were red and cross-looking., Evidently,
something had happened to disturb

Inspector Pyecroft's usual equanimity.
Without waiting for the formality of
being asked to seat himself, Locke's old
friend plumped himself into a handy
armchair and wiped his heated brow.

Locke watched him, a slight twinkle
of amusement lighting up his steely-
grey eyes.

“Trouble?” he gueried, after a pause.

The C.1.D. man grimaced.

“Chief's on the warpath,” he grunted,
“A week ago, he gave me the job of
running fo earth the gang that has
been plaguing the society nobs for the
past couple of months. But I'm blessed
if I know where to start.”

“Clever gang ™

Pyeeroft grinned feebly. )

“Cleverer than I am,” he admitted.
"They simply swoop down when and
where they like. No clues, no finger-
prints, no—no—no anything ! he added,
with a helpless gesture.

Drake grinned at the helpless expres.
sion on the C.LIIY man's f[ace, but he
was gravity itself as Pyecroit suddenly
glared at him.

“What arve you grinning  at, you
voung monkey "

“Was I grioning?’ asked Drake
demurely.

He fixed a mild gaze on the frowning
face of the inspector, but his eyes
twinkled and, unable to withstand their
boyish impishness, the C.I.D. man's
foatures broke into an expansive grin.

“Well, young Jack, hore, knows what
I have =ome for,” said Pyceroft frankly.
“] want your help—7"

“That's easy,” said Locke. “Drake

and I have have been taking a rest cure
after the strain of the Lost Island case
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and a couple of months down by the
sen has recuperated mwe, but left me
strangely fed-up with inactivity. T'll
certainly give you & hand with the job.”

“{Zood man!”

Dirako, who was peering out of the
window, suddenly gave a start.

“There's that fellow Wentworth "' he
exclaimed.

Ferrérs Locke looked significantly ab
Inspector Pyecroft.

“Jack’s gone a trifle weak in the head
over the Sparsdale Athletfq," said the
detective. “He's eertain in his own
mind that they'll win the cup.”

“Ho  they will,” exclaimed Drake,
“ Look at their record already; only lost
one match. And that chap Wentworth,
the outside-right, ia as good as Alec
Jackson of Huddersfield.”

Inspector Fyecroft snorted. It was
many years since he had bestowed any
interest on Soccer.

Drake, still peering out of the window
at the stalwart figure of Harold Went-
worth, touched his chief on the arm,

“That's funny,"” he said. * Went-
worth's passed this door three times—
just as if he were going to call here,
and then thought better of it. He's
gone now.™

Ferrers Locke was not impressed. Ha
was keen enough on Boccer, for he was
an all-round athlete and had won his
Soccer blue at Oxford, but naturally he
did not give such free rein to his
enthusiasm as Drake.

“I see no reason why this fellow
Wentworth, if it was he, should want
to eall on me,” said Ferrera Locke,
Then turning to Inspector Pyecroft:
“Where was the gang's last crib "

“Park Lane,” said the C.I.D. man.
“Good haul it was, too; something like
twenty thousand quid in diamonds and
platinum, I—" r

He was mterruf}ted by the ringing of
the telephone bell, ;

Locke took up the receiver. _

“TFerrers Locke I came a hoarse voice
over the phone., “Rightl If you want
to live a bit longer keep your nose out
of our business!"

The detective smiled grimly.
“1 haven't the pleasure of your
acguaintance,” he said easily. “DBut |

have no doubt as to the nature of your
business—""

“(Clurse you. I know that that fool
Pyceroft hos come round to youw. It
isn't difficult to know why. Well, you'd
better not meddle in our business or
you'll be a goner in double-quick time."
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“Thanks for the tip,” replied Ferrers
Locke coolly, “But for your informa-
tion and that of your estimable fricnds,

I'm going to meddle, as you call it
right away!" .
His caller rang off with a savage

imprecation and Locke, replacing the
receiver on the hooks, turned to Inspece-
tor Pyecroft,

“Unless I'm mightily mistaken, that
message was {rom the gpang you wore
speaking of a few moments ago.”

Inspector Pyecroft started.

“They were kind enough to inform
me that if T meddled in their business
I was & gone coon! A compliment o
a way, you must admit.”

The C.LD. man’s face {fell,

“Then I shan’t be able to count on
your help, Locke?” _

Ferrers Locke smiled grimly.

“On the contrary, you can couni on
my full services,” he replied. “I'm
used to such threats; they serve to
make a case interesting. Dut try one
of these Havana's, old man; 1 can
thoroughly recommend them.”

And & fow moments later the cosy
sitting-room was a haze of bluc smoke
through which could be seen the thought-
ful, iutellectual face of Ferrers Locke,
the rugged features of Inspector
Pyecroft, and the youthful head of Jack
Drake as he bent over a press-cutbing
file busy putting in their proper places
the news paragraphs of its day relative
to crimes solved and unzolved.

No one locking in just then would
have thought that the life of Ferrers
Locke had been threatened, for he
looked a picture of repose as he pulied
contentedly at his Havana.

Yet the threat was not an idle one, as
future events were destined to prove.

—mn

THE SECOND CHAPIER.
At Dead of Night !

OOM ! . ;
B Intermingled with the occa-
sional purring of the cars that
traversed the quietude of Baker

Streat came the :;r:rident. tones of a near:
!:-3 olock as it chimed the hour of mid-

m&‘ht. 1
hen all was still.

Fervers Locke, still fully dressed
despite the hour, smiled grimly. His
briar was well alight; he was content.
None would have thought that peril
loomed in the offing. In the ordinary
course of events the famous detective
would have been deep in slumber at
that hour, but instinct upon which Locke
had relied so often, now served him
well.

Watchful as a eal, as quiet as 2 mouse,
he waited, his keen ecars attuned fo
every minor sound that disturbed the
silence.

He moved ever so siightli gz o faint
gound from helow stairs creaked through
the house; he smiled somewhat as Jeck
Drake—{rst asleep in an adjacent room
—bespoke his presence by reazon of his
youthful snore, ) '

The detcctive had not waited in vain.

Faintly came the soft tread of rubber-
soled fect. Someone was mounting the
stairs !

Locke’s hand slowly travelled to his
jacket-pocket. It nestled on o loaded
automatic that reposcd therc.

Creak, Creak!

Three hours had passzed since Inspector
Pyecroft had taken his leave. Why
Locke ex a visitor—an unwelcomo
visitor at that—could only be explained
h%l tLat instinet which prompts & man to
whom peril iz a common occurrence to
be ever on the alert,

Ureak, creak!

Those muffled sounds at lost ceased.
Followed an almost inandible noize as
o key was inserted in the lock of the
outer door of the Hat,

A few seconds, and the door swung
opert. A tall man, droszed in sn ulster,
with a felt hat pulled down well over
his forehead, crept in.

“Good I

The word escaped him in a whisper
as he stood there, watching, waiting,
his hand gripped fast round an auto-
matic. Then, apparently assured that
his intrusion had occasioned no alarm,
he moved forward.

Ag if he were well nequainted with the
geography of Ferrers Locke's rooms, the
intruder padded softly to Locke's bed-
room. And az he went ho turpned the
key in the lock of each apartment he
passed I

Ferrers Locke stiffened in the arm-
chair, heard the click of the sitting
room door, and murmured something
under his breath. He had not counted
on the foresight of his visitor.

With equal quietness of movement the

FERRERS LOQCKE, tha celebrated Baker
Sirest detective, who is taking a vary

active part In this great new serial. You
will follow the adventursa of this master
criminologlst with great enjoyment.

deteetive rose to his feet and ercssed to
the door.

It waz locked !

Meanwhile the nian in the ulster crept
on. His hand felt {or the lock of the
detective’s bedroom, It gave to his
pressure without a sound. o

The daor swung open, slowly, sigmii-
cantly.

The man in the ulster peercd into
the room like a tiger about to pounce
upon 1ts prey.

A shatt of meonlight trickled in
through the window, lighting up the
Jacobean bed, the figure of a slecper
between the sheets—a sleeper who did
not stir.

Slowly, menacingly, the right arm
of the midnight visitor was raised. The
moonbeams flicked colourfully on the
polished blue auwtomatic which was
directed straight at the figure lying so
still between the sheets.

“Easzier than I thought !’ muttered
the man in the ulster. “Ferrers Locke,
this is your last moment.”

A hinger curled round the trigger of
the automatic. Then—

Crack! Crack!

Two death-dealing messengers sped
from the blue muzzle of the automatie,
straight at the sleeping figure.

As 1l not content that he had accom-
plished his fell purpose the mian in the
ulster drew trigger again,

Crack !

“ Farewecll, Mr.
Locke ! he hissed.
warning !

e moved forward
shadow, to witness
landiwork.

With a savage gesture he tore away
the bedelothes that concealed that still
figure which hed been his target, end a
torrent of invective left his lips on the
imstant.

The bed contained only a bolster!
At the same moment came the up-
ratzcd volce of Jack Lrake, The sounds of
the shots had awakened him. In &
bound the youngster was st the door
of his bedroom. He plucked wildly at
the handle, but it refused to budge,
“Guv'nor !

Ferrers Locke did not respond. At
that moment he was censuring himsclf
for his pegligence in underestimating
his foe, but st the same timme he was
busy. His bunch of skeleton keys was
at work. It was a new experience for
the detective to pick his own lock, but
at last the wards gave to his r-
at last 1t gave to his perscasion. .f: a
run. he made for the deor of his bed-
rooum,

Click !

His hand felt for the electric-light
switch and the room was flooded with
light. The detcetive saw the man in
the ulster before he himself was scen.

“Puc up your hands!™ he exclnimed
grimly.

“Youl

Crack! Crack!

With a snerl of rage the man in the
ulster whipped round and fred peoint
blank at the detective. In the space
of & split second, Locke's automatic
spoke too. A bullet sped by his head,
mussing him by the fraction of an inch,
and buried itself deeply in the wall.
At the same time o cry of pain
cscaped the man in the ulster, and his
weapon dropped from a nerveless hand.

“A ncar thing,” said Locke ecasily.
“You can count yourself lucky that it
was your wrist I aimed for and not
vour hogrt!"”

The man in the wulster clasped his
wounded wrist and backed to the wall,

“Stand  still!”  commanded Locke.
“The next time I shall not be so
lenient I'

Hiz keen eyes sought to study the
face of his asseilant, but the felt hat
still hid effectively the man's features.

" Guv'nor 1™ It was Jack Drake's
volce, eloguent of alarm and anxiety.

The youngster had forced the lock
of his door. He burst into his chicl's
bedroom like a cyclene. Ferrers Locks
half turned to say something to him
gnd the man in the ulster took full
sdvantege of his tempeorary respite.
With the-swiftness of light he snatched
up & water jug and flung it straight at
the glowing electrie-light bulb,

On the instast the room was plunged
in darkness.

“The window!” pgasped Ferrers
Locke. *“Hold the door, Jack "

With revolver at the ready the
detective rushed to the window. Drake
Backed to the door,

. I“W:-!Fru ia2 he, guv'nori™ he gasped.

His words ended in & moan as &
fist tock him clean to the jaw. Dwrake
felt his scnses leaving him, but for all
that he tried desperately to hold his
assailant.

Thud !

THe Macxer Lisrarv.—INo. 1,075,

Ferrers Meddling
“¥ou had your

like a grim
the fruits of hia



26

DOES YOUR PAL READ THE " MAGNET™?

o

Another fist landed like a steam
hammer in his dazed face and he knew
no more. Without o sound he sank to
the foor. And over his recumbent
figure dashed the man in the ulster,
regardless of the fact that he now pre-
sentted & full target to Ferrers Locke as
the moonbeams fell across his figure.

Crack |

It was o snop-shot that the defcctove
tock in that momentary g}impma, and it
just failed to find a billet Mext
moment the man in the ulster was dash-
ing down the slairs, a trail of crimson,
flowing from his wounded wrist, mark-
wmg his paszzage,

The whole thing had happened in a
maitter of scconds, Ferrers Locke,
racing hard at the heels of his assistant,
heard the front door slam. In feverish
haste he toro at the handle and
wrenched the door open. IHe had a
glimpse of a car ronning alongside the
kerb; saw the figure of the man in the
ulster jump into 1t; heard the thunder-
ous acceleration of the car as its driver
stamped hard on the gas—and next
moment it was roaring away through
the night, the smoke from the exhaust
successfully hiding the number-plate.

“Done I panted Locke.

For the space of two seconds he stood
at the doorway of his rooms, staring
grimly at the rapidly disappearing car.
His first thought was to pgive chase.
And then he remembered Drake,

Biting his lip in his vexation, Locke
mounted the stairs and returned to the
bedroom.  Drake was still sprawled on
the earpet in an unconscious heap.

Bang! bang!

There came the sound of heavy blows
on & door as Bing-Sing, Locke's sor-
vant, strove to leave his bedroom. The
nolse of the fracas had awakened him.
It was the work of a moment for Locke
to turn the key of Bing-Sing's room,
The Chinese eyed him in mingled
horror and relief.

“Me heard shots he exclaimed.
his usually impassive face expressive of
hia anxicty. “YWhat has happened,
Mistls Locke 1

But the detective did not waste time
in cnlightening Sing-8ing  just then.
He rushed hack to his own bedroom,
gathered up Drake in his arms, and
carried the lad inte Eingvéing‘ﬁ
lightc-d room,

“Bmelling salts!™ he rapped out, and
the Chinee moved off swiftly, to return
in less than a minute with what the
deteciive required.

“Knocked out!” Locko.
“Poor old Drake " ]

He jammed the bolile of zmelling
zalts to lis assistant's nostrils and ot
last had the satisfaction of sceing him
stir.

“Oh, ecrombs!” murmured Drake,
Llinking wp inguiringly into the detec-
tive's face. “Where am [¥”

[LE
:

mutterocl

“Take 1t quiethy, my lad,” said
Locke, “You'll be all right in a
moment.” ;

Bing-Sing, quick to be of use,
aouched Drake with o sponge of cold
water.

Drake sat up, blinking.
i "d ] 3 ¥ oM
IDnd he get away, guvnor?
Locke made a primfice.

“He did. Slipped  through our
;'m ers like an eel, But how do you
cel 1Y

Drake smiled—or rathier tried to.

ﬂ'FinE!ﬂ

“"Good lad,” s#aid Locke
“You're a plucked 'un v

Tre MaicsET men'f,—!}?n. 1,075.

feelingly.

In the s{pampi five minutes Drake
was himself again. There was a bruisc
voder hiz eye and an ache 1n his jaw,
but he mad'g light of them.

“Whoe was he, guv'nor?" he asked.

Ferrers Locke shook his head.

“Haven't the foggiest notion,” he
returned. “DBut the villain drcﬁpucl
his revolver, perhaps that may afford
a clue”

With Drake he mado his way te the
bedroom, now fully lighted, for Sing-
S1ng in his uswal thoughtful fashion,
had replaced the broken bulb with a
new one. The revolver lay where it
had fallen.

With great ecare, Ferrers Locke
picked it up, what time Drake gazed
in horror at the bolster in the bed
which showed three bullat holes in &
radius of less than o couple of inches,

“The murderous brote,” he ex-
claimed wrathfully. “Why, you'd have
been dend 83 & doornail if you'd been
sleaping here, guv'nor.”

Locke smiled slightly.

“Quite frue,” he admitted. “I'm
afraid I underestimated my man. Yet
his automatic may belp us to even up
accounts,”

Drake locked interested.

“8o you mean you've discovered a

clue, guv'nor?*
l Ferrers Locke's face was expression-
EES8.

“Perhaps—and perheps mnot!” he
replied noncommittally.

] . p—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sparsdale v, Arsenal |

OR, the space of five minutes,
Drake watched his chief exam-
ining the automatic the man in

was put safely behind the bars for
SCVEN CALS.

Locke clapped his assistant on the
back,

“Good for you, my lad. I'm glad to
see that your memory is improving.”

Drake was thoughtful for tho
moment, e=carching his mind for a
name that hovered on the tip of hia

tongue, so fo speak, but failed to
miaterialise. His persisteney won in
the end.

“I've got it, guv'nor,” he exelaimed
suddenly. “The name of the chap in
the Maxton gang who got the short sen-
tence of three years was Clifferd Margan.
That means he's done his time, %ut
does 1t mean necessarily that Morgan
was our late visitor?"

“It does not,” said Locke. “For
this gun might have passed through
scores of criminal bands sineo the days
of the Maxton gang. Btill, it is a
starting point, And we must
remember, too, that our late visitor was
well acguainted with the lay-out of the
Hat. Tomerrow, my lad, we must get
on the trail of Mister Clifford Morgan
and give bim a look in, TIi'll he your
job to look uwp all references to him in
our index before brekker. Now off
to bed I

“"You don't think we shall be dis-
turbed again, guv'nor?”

Locke smiled grimly.

“Not to-night, my lad!” he said
erisply, “In any case, I'm going to
take & apell in the sitting-room. I've
one or two things to think over.”

He smiled genially at his young
assistant and turned on his beel. But
Drake did not retire to bed to slecp.
On tho contrary, he was so wide awake
that he entered the study and devoted
two hours of the night to hunting up
all references to Clifford Morgan. His

tha ulster had left behind him, ]ab

ﬂlthﬂutih the youngster fgathered little
from the set expression of Locke's fage.
Certainly, it masked effectively the
activity of the detective’s brain,

At such times as these, Drzke knew
the futility of asking questions. He

-Lust waited, therefore, for hiz chief to

reak the silence,

Locke turned in his direction and
handed him the automatie.

“Have a good look st it, my lad.™
Drake locked long and intently at
the weapon. His bovish face wrinkled
in per ﬁ::{it}f as he handed the aunto-
matio back.

“Well 2’ gaid Locke. ¥ Do you notico
anything about it ™

“Blessed if I do!* exclaimed Drake.
“It's an automatic—that’s all!®

“That’'s what I thoupghit at first,”
sald the detective. “But a second
glancs told me a lot, and 2 glimpso
of the registered number of tEe g
clinched the matter.”

“Meaning—" began Drake,

“That this automatic was once
mine ! declared Locke.

“Great Scott!” ;

Ferrers Locke smiled grimly.

"Four years ago, you will remember,
we woere tralling the Maxton gang.
They were daring enough to burgle
this very flat. True we interrupted
their merry little game, but one or two
things were lifted. This automatic was
one of them.”

“But we followed yp the Muxton
erowd, guv'nor,” said Drake, “and
shoved 'em in elink eventually.”

“Wa did ™

“Whet's more,” said Drake refice-
tively, “the gang, with one exception,

abours were not wasted. When Locke,
hours afterwards, came into breakfast
there was a tabulated sheet of infor-
mation all ready for him.

“Tast football season he got a job
83 pgproundsman to  the Sparsdale
Athletic, did he?” muttered the detee-
tive, as he perused the index.  “I
wonder if they took him on again this
year¥™

“If he behaved himself there is every
reason to think that the Athleiic would,”
ventured Drake.

Locke smiled as a sudden thought
siruck him.

“1 think your reasoning iz sound
enough, my lad. Now we'll combine
business with pleasure. The Athletio
are playing at home to-morrow—their
Saturday fixture.”

“With the Arsenal!™
Drake.

Locke nodded.

interrupted

“What do you say to stopping fo
watch the game, my lad? We'll Ef-'xunt
round for Mister Clifford Morgan after

the match.”

Drake's eves glistened. He couldn't
have been offered anything better.
Sparadnle Athletic versus the Arsenal
would be a game worth watching,

“I'm on, guv'nor!"” he smiled joy-
ously, :

*Then it's settled,” said Locke, and
he devoted the rest of the time to
breakiast.

JAfter the meal he opened the huge
E:Ie of correspondence that had come
y the morning post, and his keen
eyes  roaming over the  various
envelopes were quick to discern one that
was not stamped. He }:-icke& up the
missive and smiled grimly.
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The envelope was one of good “1 doun’t know about us,” said Lecke, tain {o .win,” sald Drake absent-
quality paper although the varions with emphasis on the last woerd. “But mindedly.
adges amd  the  serawling  hand.  they sowchow dow't like vour luble, Locke smiled.

writing that stood out from i1t hardly
made that good quality apparent at
fiest glance. '

Lecke opencd the Aap and pulled out
a double sheet of papor which also bore
g gencrous nuwber of smudges and the
same scrawling caligraphy, The letier
ran:

“It was a near thing last night and
you pot away with 1t. But next time
there won't %ﬂ any mistake!”

MNothing more than that. Unsigned
—nnaddressed, but it was obvious that
the letter came from the midnighe
visitor.

Locke tossed the letter to Drake.

“Fellow seems o bit peeved about
things,"” said Drake, with a wry grin.
“We shall have to keep our eyes well
skinned for him.”

Lochke nodded.

In the course of his exporvience as a

detective he had been the recipient of
hundreds of letters similar to this one
and had become inured to the threats

““Go_it, Wentworth !**  Encouraging
shouts rang out from all sides of the
:ﬁlmu ground as the Athletic’s outside-

t sped away with the ball. Then a
groan went up from thai vast coneourse
as, opposite the stand, Weniworth was
seen suddenly o stop and drop fn his
iracks like = pole-axed bullock ! What
had happened to him ? (See page 28.)

against his life that they invariabiy
contamed, .

“You note the quality of the paper,
my lad?” he remarked to Dreake, who
was pouring hunself out & second cup

of oe,

“Jolly good stuff,” said Drake.
“Much too d for the chap who
seema to make a hd:-h; aof murder.
Perhaps it’s stolen stuff.

*“ Possibly. Or perhaps our charming
friend 1z in the employ of a master
with plenty of money and a good taste
for decent note-paper,” muttered
Locke, half to himself. * Another cup
of coffee, my lad !

i ing over, guv'nor!” said Drake
cheerily. *“Hallo, hallo, here’s friend
Pyecroft.”

The familiar tread of the C.LIN man
was plainly sudible on the stairs with-
out. A moment or so later the burly
mepector himsell appesred.

“"Morning ! he =maid boisterously,
“ﬁﬂ_] Ilﬂ‘iﬁ‘l” L )

Locke quietly recounted the adven-
ture of the previous night and Pye.
eroft's face grew grim., -

“Bo the dogn ars out to get us, are

I've a beavtifol ring of buollseyes on

my  beolster—and trom my own gun,
tm_lﬂ

“Yes, that's mighty  queer,”  =and
Pyeorelt. " What de von intend domg
picwyy

Locke was silent for s momont,

*Ta-dav, I'm doing nothing,” he eaid
at last, = To-maorrow, Drake and I are
going io a footer watel,”

The CLI.D. man sfaricd,

A footer match?  What on ecarth
Ek- you want to go to a footer match
fort"

“Two  rveasons,”  rveplicd locke..
“Firstly, to sce Spm*sdnfa whack the
Avrsenal ;' secondly, 10 the b of mect-
mg the nice gentleman w dropped

hiz, or rather my automatie last night.”
_ Inspector Pyeeroft scratched his head
in perplexity. .

“And you reckon youw'll find him at
a footer matchiV he grunted.

“It  is - possible—just possible ™
roturned Locke,
The CLID.

bowler.

“Blessed if I can make you out,” he
said, * A footer match., However, you
uzuglly know what you're doing.!’

“Thank you, my dear Pyecroft!™
said Locke gravely,

“Well, I'm off to the docks,” said the
inspector.  “Thought 'd just drop in
beforehand. Cheerio !

“Cheerio, old bean ! sang ou Droke,
and tlie burly inspector departed.

“Friend Precroft deesn't secmw to
think much of our occupation for to-
morrow, does he?” said Locke, light-
ing up his pipe. “And yet at the back
of my mind I fecl sure that we're on
the track!"

“And the Sparedale Athletic are cer

nmian  reached for

his

“Then that clinches the wintlor 12

The following day saw Ferrers Locke
and  Jack Dreake minghog with the
great throng wending 113 way to the
Atlhletic’'s -spacious ground situated
north-east of London.-

In locke's pocket reposed a couple

of twkets. for the grandstand, and

Drake was all eagerness to be there.
At last’ the pair of them wore ilwount-
m%r the staira that led to the stand.
Hcke ran his eye over the crowd
and noticed the heavy frame and the
Liufi features of Samuel Digways, the
Chairman, and Managing Director of
the Athletie. IHo was in conversation
with the manager in the box ect aside
for the special use of the divectors.

From these two. Locke's keon eyer
roamcd - over the crowd noting many
a face that was familiar te bLim.
Drake, meanwhile, kept his ¢ye: glued
on the.passage that ran from tho play-
mg ground to the dressing-rooms,. He
was waiting for the teams lo emerge.

It seemed an oge before the bana
stopped playing and the Athletic
trooped out. A rousing cheer groeted
them, and there was a special cheer
for Harold Wentworth, the star winger,
it which Drake joined with greet
gusto.

T'he  Athletic weére o hefty-locking
side, trained to the minute.

“Up the Athletic!™ -

* Another win to-day, boya!"

Then auother mighty burst of cheer.
ing eoared heavenwards as the Arsenal
eleven came into view, led by that
formidable warrior, Blyth.

Tlhe referce called the captains to
the centre: tho ecoin spun, and the

Tre Maigxer Lmrsny.—No. 1075,
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THE TOUGHEST TEAM in the LEAGUE

A ladeiibeea IPONE prelOns B )

Spavsdale vaptain indicated that be had
cetlod wcorrect]y.

" That's a good 5tart.
Drake delipgtnediy.
m]ra

dbe gamo started with a
tig Arsenal larwards.
a4 welloiled pilede of machinery they
:.wﬁ.pl down the piteh, Lne hali-back
lige wus passed to the accotipauniment
ot storming  cheers f(rony the Arsenal
supporters, byt the threatencd goal did
not matertaliso, tor Holf Wilkios, the
burly Sparddule tight-back, cleared with
a mighty kiek and sent the ball to his
outaide-right, Harola Wentworth was
on 1t ke a Hash. Ho streaked down
the ling i{iko a bare, the bull under
perfeet control at his feet. To Drake's
delight ho cluded the bhali-back who
rished to despoil bim; he beat the
buck with consurntnate ease and was
gcen to contre.

Booooowiph |

Ted Warner, thﬂ Sparsgale pomtre, un
UnpLepossssIng fooling m&wﬂw
withal » [ootballar of e
mcrit, took the pess and with = Lot
iifne kick tigd the Ei!.'t!twﬂ.‘m ol nﬂt-r:h
mﬁ ficst blood fof . alo

cyond a hearty heod clap, Locke
ditt nop join i 1% Commenls ﬁf the
crowd, but Drake did:

“That's the stuft to gmwe 'em!” 133
exciaimed d-‘eirghmdly Y iFood ol _
Wentworth 17 _

It bad been Wontworth's goal really,
and the erowd werg not slow %o sce Ib
and applaud aceosdngly.

First blood to the Athletic, I::ut that
leed was not mmnlamed for tong; two
minutes after the kKick-off tho ual
had drawa level. Thersalter it was =
ding dopg sten with cach side Strgi
ing every musdle and Abrg for $hoe
niastors. but at ‘half-vume the *Mm‘fﬂ

etill one all,

“Jolly good * spid Drake, dog
ingg le inmh'a : “Wﬂ whagl seo some
figtworke. ih the seodid half, BUvinor.
1 say, lock &1 Mr. Bigways. He docshlt

1::;5:5: very pleased with himsolt,

[,mhe lanced towards the directors’
hix a_m": saw the frowning features of
the chairman of the club  He was
reading a letter and it was
thar rhe contents did not piease biizn.

u¥ nor, * sad
Ye've won the

rugh from
WUrkmg like

does,

evident -

“[lere they come, f

There was a stir o thé l."l.'-:F'i'rd as ‘the
Bparsdale eleven came out for the
sccond half, closely followed by the
Arzensl,

Pheep!

The pame was in molion once more.
It was not a matech which would ever
be remembered by the number of goals
ecored, for up to three minutes of the

JAQK- -ﬂ:FI:AH-! Locke’s clever young
assistant, who 'will brave any dangers
for the sake of hls beloved ' guv'nor.'
aé i
:lﬂq hed looked diles notching & win-
::u:nmL Elﬂ dpr- defemilye, work

«un i both sozue. ha k
li:me.’; Lirves %S would be remsin.
tuzrﬂ &

"Halinrﬁr t;ﬂi:n-‘i n'ﬂs "

The. crowd @k —up #7535l as the
Sparsdale out-sids pight wai eesn Lo
take the ball m his stride, -:mﬁ- Eitce.
along the touchline.

“Go i Wentwnrthﬂ

“Good boy!

The' noise was deafeninir People
WETE ﬂhﬂrrmg 1.Ji'11||:1l1|.r+ Wavu‘:g CR PRy {:a.ll

of e gawp - one on githar

e

ing on the Sparsdale man to give them
uet‘nry.

Up in the stand, Drake was exote-
ment personified. He was standing on
his eet his facek alght with
enthusiasm. Even Locke caught pothe.
thing of it, as Wentworth, on whom
the f[ate of the maich now depended,
cleverly beat the two half backs who
rushied to dispossess him snd I'B.E"l.’d pn.

It wanted a inmute to full tiune.

Would Wentworth do 7

Would———

Thera was s sudden groan irom the
crowd 2s Wentworth, who a secand
before had been travellmﬁ at top specd,
was seen suddenly to gp and then
drop in his tracks like a pole-axed
bulloek | The ball trickled on, but the
outside-right lay in a huddled heap o
vard from the touchline in front of the
stand !

The whole thing had happened so
swiftly, so unexpectedly, that, lollowing
the initial groan of dismuy, s deathly
silence settled om that vast concoufrse,

Eyes from eovery quarter of the
ground were fixed on the 1nanimeato
figure of the Sparsdale outside-right.

Mhat had happened to him?

Bhe referce wes the first man to get
. grlp on himself. His whistle shrilled

bringing tho game to a halt, Then,
nwed gby members of the two teams,
hE rushed towards the touchlino,

His own faee blanched az he saw the
deathly lor that had settled over
Whontworth's Hondsomo features; hia
eyes almost started out of their sockets
u3 through the black-and-whito jersey
thore trickled an ominous corinweon
stain.

“Good heavens!™

Next moment ‘the referee was on ane
knee, fwunshiy tearing awa,; the neek
of the jersey. Wentworth's chest was
laid hare. ;

“Shot ! gasped the seferec in horror.
* Good he&m”

Thero was no mistabding that i mAUS
stegam of crimson or % uglﬂ' wlet
woihd from which it flowed - Saman
1 licable fashion, Hrarold Weat-

asorth, the Athletic's stey winger, Had
Eﬁen shot !

(Flere's the beginning af.o frst-clisn
my.g:rry+ boys, which iz gordp o take tell
the eleverness of Fervers Loeke o solve,
SEE. mrm-:f nend- week's trenclant
iivstalment ; foogeg. too, thad | youwr. pal

doesn't ~miz - this. wendorghl. pern of
a;r:mt nrmi dn’fsctur e i.rﬂ'ﬂ!m-‘c !
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TELL ALL YOUR PALS ABOUT OUR SPLENDID NEW FOOTER AND DETECTIVE STORY!

IT STARTS ON PAGE 24!
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There are great doings at St. Sam's this week

The whole school is shooting for a four carat

and one turnip rolled-gold cup.

L

13 00D ehot, sir !

O “Well simed 1"

"{zood old Jack Jolly!”

The _Eﬁiﬁ on .,.m_m 8t.
Sam's Miniature Rifle Hange rang out
in & deafening roar.

it was the day before the grate ghoot-
g competition for the _w.u cup prez-
«entbd by Genersl Crackpott, and the
eotire skool was aggog with cggsite-
ment. The targite were farely beseeged
by ecager competitors, anxious to jm-
prove their marksmanship to the high-
vst possible pitch before the grate day
arrived. And, needless to say, Jack
Jolly, the handsome kaptin of the
Fourth, was well to the fourfront,

Jack had just acheeved the amazing
[eot of scoring half & duzzen "“bhulls ¥ in
sugsesslon, ce the applaws. The
fellows looked on in wrapped amaze-
inent as he riddled the centre of the tar-
pit. He was undoubtedly sireets ahead
of rﬁ_wnnu olse, in fact, some fellows
alreddy were _.n.:__".__u_ eggspressing  the
opinion that it was practically a walk-
over for him.

So clever was Jack Jolly that he
liardly troubled to take aim at all. He
would calmly turn his head round and
talk to his pals while he was firing, and
even then the bullet would land in the
vggsact spot. No champion at Bisleigh
h ever given such & wonderful
performance.

In the midst of the loud cheering the
door of the Rifle Ranga opened, and
s majestick figger in cep and gown
sneaked in. It was Dr. Birchemall
Headmaster of 8t. Sam's, and he had
come to see what sort of a show his
prottegy, Crackpott of the Fourth, was
meaking.

Unknown to the Skool at large, the
Head had made wp his mind that by
fare means or fowl, General Crackpolt’s
son should win the cup which his pater
had prezzented. General Crackpott,
who was as keen as mustard on makin
his son & grate marksman, had Hnﬁﬂmuwm
the Head a tip-top feed in the tuckshop
if young Crackpott suxxceded in win-
ning the trofy, and, with that treat in
view, the Head had spent no end of
time in coaching the boy. But Crack-
pott couldn't shoot for toffy, and even
the e¢rool blows of the Head's birch
hiad not made & lot of improvement in
riinl.

Dr. Birchemall pricked up his ears as

lie heard the cheering.

“Bless my sole | w.oﬂa.n_n.m has avvi-
.E::.ﬂ been doing well,” he mermered.
* Perhaps Crackpott has been displaying
liis treo form at last.”

_Mr, Lickham, the master of the
Fourth, caught the Head's words, and
shook his head.

" No, sir. They are cheering Jolly,”

Tur Micxer Lisrary.—No. 1,075.

Who wins it ?

he eggsplained. “ From what I can see
of it, sir, Jolly 18 poing to break all
records to-morrow.”

“Ratts |” snorted the Head. " Tell
that to the Maroons, Lickham! Jolly
will sing very small, 1 can tell you,
when he sees young Crackpott get
bizzy I

:m_,r_.m pip! Are you serious, siri”
gasped Mr, mh.nr_;ﬂ.r “Burely you are
aware that Crackpoit is the most dod-
dering duffer in my Form at rifle.
practiss 7"

"I am not aware of anything of the
kind I barked Dr. Birchemall. “If I
were a betting man, Lickham, I
wouldn't mind wagering ten to one in
doenuis that Crackpott wins with easo ¥

“Dear me! Then I suppose 1 was
mistaken, sir,” said the master of the
%ﬁﬁﬁ? giving the Head a very queer
ORI K.

Inwardly, he was wondering weather
Dr. Birchemall had suddenly gone off
his rocker, but he didn't mention that,
of corse,

Burleigh of the Sixth, the handsome
and popular kaptin of the Skool,
strolled up just then to releeve the
siluation,

"“Good-evening, sir !" he cried, doffing

his cap with delference. * Everything 18
ready for to-morrow, I presoom 1"
. "To the best of my nollidge and belief
it 15," answered the Head. * How many
of the Sixth sre entering for the Cup,
Burleigh 1™

"“Oh, guite & number of us, =ir!* said
Burleigh. “There's Gunn and Cart-
ridge, and Shooter, and Aimstrait, and,
of corse, myself. Practically all the
._,ummu: shots in the Bixth are having &
ry.

Dr. Birchemall scowled.

“Kindly tell them all, then, that 1
shall be mnmﬂ_.nu_ﬁw.q annoyed if any of
them winl!” he enapped. * ._....#H.__mu
(ieneral Crackpoit prezzented the Cup
I am sure he didn't dream that a crowd
of grate, hulking prefects would be
svvaricions enuff to compete for it!"”

“But the competition is open to the
entire skool, sir!" cried Burleigh, with
a etare.

“That may be, Burleigh, Neverthe-
less, the covveted trofy, in my opinion,
should go to & junior, and if any mem-
ber of the Bixth wins it, I shall have
something to say—and I shall probably
sa d_w__._,.. with -H.,..E“.n_ﬂnnu_.ﬂm st

‘M-m-my hat!” gas urleigh.

“Kindly inform your mumnﬂé_nhmuumﬂ.
tors of my decision,” wrapped out the
Head. *“By the way, the same thing
applys to the Fifth also.”

“T-t-to the Fifth as well?” stuttered
Burleigh,

“ Certainly I"

"Well, this takes«the giddy biskit!”
mermered Durleigh, as he turned on his

heal mad set
out oun hig wn-
enviable mig.
giomn,

Dr. Birel.
emall grinned.
and rubbed
hisbony hands
together with
satisfaction
when Burleigh
had gofe. Now that he had
a wwoesnd his view on the
enbject of Beniors winning the
Cup, nobody in tha Fdth or
Bixth wes likely to make a
gerious  ottempt in  the competition.

By his astute move Dr. Birchemall
had left the weigh a little clesrer for
Crackpott of the Fourth.

But there was still the Fourth to con-
sidder, and, abovo all, Jack Jolly. The
Head =cowled feercely as he saw what &
fuss everybody was making of the kap-
tin of the Fourth.

“Jolly I he thundered.

“Yeu, gir ! cried Jack Jolly, pitching
his rifle into & corner, and standing
upright,

“Come here at once! T want to have
a quiet word with you I

“Two, if you like, sir!” said Jack
Jolly, with a cheery grin; for our
dawntless hero had nerves of steel, and
not oven the tirant of 5t. Sam's could
strike fear into his hart.

“Now, Jolly,” said the Head, in a
horsa whisper, when the kaptin of the
Fourth was standing fearlessly hefore
him. “I want you Lo understand that
under no circumstances must you win
the Crackpott Cup to-morrow I

“ And why the thump not, gir 1" asked
Jack indignantly.

“Because | say 50! hissed Dr, Birche.
mall feercely. * There's no need to go
into details, Jolly, but 1 just want to
make it quite elear that 1t won't pay
you to win the trofy. If by mome
stranga fAuke vyou do so, it will be at
your perril. Bavyy 1"

Jack Jolly droo himself up to his full
rn—m_ﬁ of four-leet-len, end looked fear-
lessiy at the Head.

"No, sir, I don't savvy,” he answered
coolly, " And weather you like it, or
wepther you don't, I'm out for the
Crackpott Cup to-morrow. Ewen tho I
suffer tortcher zftarwarde, I shall shoot

to win [V

“Hooray ! yelled
the crowd, in a sub-
mw_ﬁmn and nervous
whisper.

The Head farel
nashed his teet

v with baffled rage.

“Yery well, Jolly,

V we shall see!” he
eried. "Go in and
win! But, by hokey,
remember that he

laris last who larfs last|"

And with that sinister
threat Dr. Birchemall
swept the entire Range
with & bitter lock, then

gwept oul.
1L,
N the following
o mourni nearly
everybody 1o 8t
Sam®s flocked

down to the Rifle Range
for the grate competition
for the nmwarﬂa__ﬁ up. At
an early hour all the best
places were taken, end,
by the time the Judges appeared, the
Hange was simply packed to suffokation.

The Judges were the Head and Mr.
Lickham. They boughed smilingly o
the roars of epplaws with which they
were greeted.

“Jentlemen, chaps, and fellows!”
roared Dr. .mmnﬁwnni_.__. abova tha din.
“As you are all aware, we have gath-
ered here on this suspicions occasion to
decide who shall win the magnifficent
trofy which & jennerous phillenthropist
hes prezeented. I refer to the Crackpott

* Before we begin, jentlemen, I should
like to warn the more optimistic com-
petitors that I happen to know of one
competitor who is going to lick the rest
into & cocked hat. The name of this
jenius, jentlemen, iz Crackpott of the
Mnﬁ.; Form, son of the donor of the

up.”

“Grate pip!” mermered the crowd,
staring in serprize at that insignifficant
junior, who immejately went the culler
of a pony.

“The reason I am telling you all
this,” said the Head, with & very cun-
ning eggepression on his dile, “is that
I don't want competitors to make them.
selves look riddiculous against this in-
epired sharpshooter.  Bo before we be.
gin I'm going to offer everybody con-
serned the opportunity of withdrawing
from the contest, _..:n_.—. allowing Crack-
pott to win the Cup by & walk-over.

Will sll those in favor, kindly signiffy
in the usual manner "™

The Head looked round the n!mﬂ_n._mn
room, full ting to see a forest
of hands s hmﬁuuﬁﬁ air. But, in-
stead of that, to his fearful shaggrin,
not & single hand went up.

“Very well, then!” he cried, his dile
simply livvid with rage. “You have
all chosen to eggshilut vourselves as
footling duds, not worthy ol wasting
Crackpott's time! 8o be 1t! Get on
with the giddy washing."

And the competitors, as rekwested,
got on with the giddy washing.

Starting with the Sixth they lined up
four at a2 time, and simed at ther
respective targits. All the seniors be-
gan well, but when they turned round
and gaw the Head scowling at them the
romembered Burleigh's instructions, E_m
hurriedly changed their tactix, and
started aiming anywhere but at the
bullseya.

As o result they made a mizerable
eggshibition, and the Fifth were not a
bit better.

Then the Fourih came on the seen,
and immejately a grate change came
over the proseedings. Stedfast, to be-
gin with, droo rounds of mﬁﬂnﬁw ﬂ.
scoring 70 out of a possible hundred.
vory soon after Lovle beat him with a
masterly 80. And then Frank Fearless
ferely brought down the house with a
wanderful m_m

At last Jack Jolly's turn came,

With a cheerful grin on his fizz, the
kaptin of the Fourth took up his
position and fired.

There was & roar of applaws. Jack
had scored a bull frst time ]

_After that our hero didn't trubble to
aun again. He just fired at random, it
seemed, but each shot went home un-
arringly. Only at the last go did he fail
to score a bull, and that waa becaws
someone happened to fall on top of him
while he was firing. Even then he
scored 4 out of a possible 5.

99 out_of 1001 !

Dr. Birchemall, meanwhile, was
almost in a state of appoplexy. To win
the Cup, Crackpott of the Fourth would
have score the maxrzimum figger of
100, Unlesa he could do that, there
would be no feed for Dr. Birchemall.
The Head began to feel absolootly
desprit.

And then in his darkest hour he had a
sudden branewave. If only the targit
was & duzzen yards away, insted of the
regulation 25, even Crackpott wouldn't
hava any difficulty in scoring 100. Why
not? thought the Head suddenly.

Of corse, nothing could be done in

i t ingly funny school tale!
W= praise from his many followers,

DICKY NUGENT lets himself go in this scream-

He'll win great
you bet!

m_..“_.:_._n— Em__n%ur.m n_......ﬂ._.:_wmuﬁ_mn
was shortened, it would have to be in
the dead of nite, while nobody was look-
ing on. But if only he could postpone
Crackpott’s effort until to-morrow thas
difficulty would be overcome,

“By jiminy ! muttered the Head.
;HH-_H & mﬂ —-H

The only competitor left now was
Crackpott. The Head made up his

mind that Crackpott should not shoot
that day.

“8top!" he cried, rushing forward.
Crackpott lowered his gun.
_ "Crackpott, my boy, you are not look-
ing well,” said the Head, with a wink
at the serprized duffer of the Fourth.
“Are you sure-you are fit enuff to fire?”
“1, sir?” asked Crackpott, farely
blinking. *“I'm all right—"
“Bilence " roared the Head, piving
Crackpott a sly kick that made him
yelp with pane. “How dare you eay
you are all right, when you are eryin
allowed in aggerny! Lickham, I thin
Crackpott had better shoot to-morrow!
The boy is obviously unwell |*

And to make the picture look cven
more real the Head gave the unforchu-
mt junior another terrific kick that
made him roar with pane.

“Dear me, how __,._E,W. eggstraordin-
ary ! eggsclaimed Mr. F_mrﬁﬁ. i | -
seemed to me that Crackpott was quite
well until you spoke to him, sir.”

“He 13 certainly far from well now,
anyway,” grinned the Head, giving
Crackpott & quiet jab with a pin.

" Yarooooo ! howled Crackpott.

“There you are!" eried Dr. Birchem-
all triumfantly. “The boy seems to he
in aggerny. 1 think that wa, as judges,
should allow him to fire to-morrow in-
sted of to-day. What do you eay,
Lickham §"

“Very well, sir. I suppose that's only
fair,” said Mr. Lickham dewhionsly.
“Jentlemen! 'The last competitor,
Crackpott of the Fourth, will fire to-
morrow mourning. To-day's events are
over, the winner, so far, being Jack
Jolly with 99. To win the trofy, Crack-
pott will have to score 100."

“What a hope !” grinned tha skool, £s
they dispersed.

For the rest of the day the sole toppic
of conversation was Jack Jolly's re
markable score in the Rifle Competition.
Nobody considered for a moment that
Crackpott could possibly win the Cup
now. But Dr. Birchemall still had his
trump card te play. And that nite he
played it

fLool: out for the concluding story of
this fine series next week.)
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