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Gorre Jnke #he
CHfice dooss!

Always glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a
line fo the following addiress : The Editor, the ** Magnel
Library, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Fleetiway House,
Farringdon Steeet, London E.C4,
should be sent
clo “Magnet," 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

NOTE. -All Jokes and Limericks

a8 uch as
wo  appreciato his
rattling fino  serial.
It's Harry Whartan's
turn now. Listenin
to him :

“Chums! Idon’t
know you “all, of
course, but I think
you know mo and the
rest of us at CGrey-
friars. I am not only

aking for myself,
Bl}fft- for the whols
buneh of us—inclad-
ing Coker and Wil-
linm Georpo ! May

wisheg

ta

FEEL very much like starting off this, you have as good a timo this Christmas

* Here we are again !’
as tho clowns in tho Christmas
puntomimes say ! For hero wo are

again at our special Christmas issue—and
when you've glanced through it, 1'm aure
you'll agree that it really is a bumper
Christmas issue, and just tho kind of
nurnber which von will enjoy roading while
you are sitting over the five, with the wind
howling outeide, and the snow—I1 sincerely
hope we'll get plenty of snow this Christ-
mas—whirling around the countryside
and making the hills just right for tobog-
ganing or sledging in the morning !

Christmas without snow and ice ia like
strawberry jam without straw-
herriea! 8o here's to it, chums,
and here iz my wish to each and
every one of you this Yuletide :
A Very INerrp Chiistmas and
a Prosperous and Happy New

Year!

It's an old wish—but it's a
genuine ome, chums, and I
don’t think I can say anything
better than that !

What's more, I'm not the
only one whe wants to wish
vou sll the best this week, for
I have some good wishes and
kind re 8 to pass on to
you. Hero's the first—and it
comes from Frank Richards,
who will eertamly wld to the
merriment of your Christmas
with his first-rate yarns of
the chums of Greyfriars.

Frank writes :

* May I take this opportimity
of wishing all my readers the
oldest and truest of wishes ¥

May their Christmas be all
thuy wish it to bo! May they
have heaps of good things, and
avery  enjoyment  that it is
possible to have., And in the
New Year—well, I'll try to do
my bit to sce that they don't
lack yarns that I hope they

chat with ;

will enjoy t "
Franlk’s hopes will bo real- ;
ised.  We—that means you

and I—have been aequainted
with  Fravk  Richards long
enough to know that he won't

a8 we hope tohave.  Bunter asks mo to
add a special messape from him.  He says
ho hopes that all your festive boards will
be groaning under the weight of all sorts
of good things.

Next, pleasa ?

DICKY NUGENT—FORWARD !

Here ia his *' effushion ¥ :

“ Deer reedors and jentlemen —~With
my hand on my hart [ wish to eggepress
my hopes that you'll all have plenty of
tuck this Chrismas., I wish I could atand
you ull a jolly good blow.out, but, unfor-
chunitely funds are low as it Jeeves me at

reciprocate his pood | hoys' periodicals,

Wo've gut four extra
pages tlus week, and you'li notico that I
have commenced a new feature denling
m verse with prominent Ureyfriara char-
acterd. 1 think vou’ll like this new feature,
aind you'll alae like the other things which
1 have got up my sleeve for you,  Make no
mistake about it, chums, the Macxer has
becn the finest boys' paper on the market
ever sinee if appeared—and it's going to be
even finer in the future! )

I haven't any room this week for any
of ** Mr. X's Fxplanations,” but you won't
miss those, beesuse vou'll find an inter-
esting article on tricks clsewhero in this
imsue, U've potspace for one reply  howover
and hero it is:

WHAT IS A *“PRAIRIE OYSTER ”?

Tom HMopg, of Whiltstable, wants to
know. Whilstable is famous for iis oystors,
but Tom eays it doesn't provide the
“ prairie”’ varigty, Well, here's the yarn
about this particular form of nourishment :

Many years ago, threo mon were on the
prairie, hundreds of miles from the gen-
coast, and one of them fell very ill and,
in his delirium asked for oysters.  His
partners knew that if they could supply
oyslers, thore was a pood chance of him
getiing better, but the question was how
to provide them in tho middle of the
prairie ¥ Then one had a brain-wave !

He procured somo prairie
hen's oggs and put the yolks
into s glass, sprinkled them
with t and pepper, and
added a little vinegar. These
he gave to the sick man, who
accepted them as oysters and
immediatoly bogan  to  get
better. Bince then “ prairio
oystars "' have been wellknowu
a5 a restorative.

Time for a joke? Yea,
WelH, bere's ona for which
Guy Embleton, of 41, Nut-
browne Hoad, Dagenham,
Essox, has been awarded one
of this week's useful pocket
Enivea:

Private Seroggins was get-
ting into hot water on parade
of his uniidy ap-
pearance.
“And look at your face,
man! *’ snapped the sergeant.

vislwmas

lGvectings

TO ALL HIS READERS

let us down ! His best is good

enough  for us—and he has

never yet given us anything that wasn't
his best !

Let me take another dip into my post-
bag. This time it is John Brearley who
wants to extend to you what our American
cousing eall “ the glad hand.” Here is his
letter @

“I'm a newcomer to you MaeNET
frifows, but I hope we're going to be the
Lest of pals. The Editor tells.me you like
my yarn—well, that's the best thing an
author could hear ! 1 want to wish you all
the best of good things, and to hope that
the friendships I am making now will be
ones that will last a lifetime. The boest of
luck to you ail 1™

And,

SPEAKING ON BEHALF OF YOU

FELLOWS,

I ecan assure John that we heartily
T'RE Mac¥ET LiPRany.—No. 1,139,

present. 8o here’s hoaping that you’ll
all have as inuch poekit money as 1 hoap
to wangle out of the pater this Chrisinng.™

I reckon those are as many greetings as
I need to pass on to you, but I would just
like to add that all our authors and artists
and the whaole of my staff, too, wish to
associate themselves with the above, and
to thank all readers at home and abroad
for their loyal support during 1929, and to
express the hope that during tho coming
year the MagNer will go on from triumph
to triumph, and that you chaps will keep
the jolly old flag flying 1.

GLANCE through the pages of this
A issue will show you that we
intend to

START THE NEW YEAR WELL
and give you the best possible value of all

** You haven’t even shaved!"

**1 have, sir,”” answered
Seroggins., * 1 shaved this
meorning."”

‘“ Nonsensa ! '’ growled the
sergeant, **' You'vea growth
of about three days."*

' “*Well, sir,”” answered the

private, ** I lathered myself,
but as there were six of us
using the same mirror il’s
quite likely I shaved another
man’s face!”

Naturally you can't all be
winners—but  while you are
drawing up your list of Now
Year resolutions, it wouldn’t boe a bad ides
to resolve to got one of these prizes. They
are worth having ; and you all know the old
saying : ** If at first you don’t aueceed—"?

Harry Pancott, of 3, Edmund Street,
Droyisden, Manchester, wina a useful
prize, too—a leather pocket wallet, for
the following clever Greyfriars limerick :

There's a master, Paul Poniifex Prout,
Wheo is very obese, there’s no doubt,
His ample proportions
Writhe and twist in contortions
With spells of rhenmatics and gout.

Borry, boys, 1 haven’t any room this
week to deal with all the querice I have
received, but wil do my best to mnswer
them next week,

YOUR EDITOR.



HERE'S A CHRISTMAS “STORY CRACKER” WITH A SNAPPY BIG BANG!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Looking for a Pal!

UNTER looks bucked!”
remarked Bob Cherry.
Harry Wharton & Co.
smiled.

The Famous Five, of tue Greyfriars
Remove, were in the qued, in break
that morning, when Billy Bunter rolled
out of the House.

There was an
Bunter's fat face.

The grin extended almost from ear to
ear; and behind his biz round
spectacles his little round eyes twinkled.

Undoubtedly Bunter looked bucked—
uncommonly bucked.

Something out of the usual had hap-
pened to cause that happy satisfaction
to dawn in the fat visage of the Owl
of the Remove.

Bunter blinked round him, spotted the
Famous Five, and rolled across to them.

“I say, you fellows—" he
began.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said
Bob Cherry cheerily. “What's
the jolly old news? Has your
postal-order come at last?”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Bomebody asked you for
Christmas?” asked Frank Nugent, with
a chuckle.

Bunter blinked at him.

“(Oh, really, Nugent! A dozen
follows at least have asked me for
Christmas; my only difficulty is that I
hardly know how to make & sclection
from such a crowd of invitations.”

Whereat the Famous Five smiled
again. For some time past quite a
number of Remove fellows had heen
carefully leaving themselves out of Billy
Bunter's arrangements for the Christ-
mas vacation.

“It's not that,” said Bunter.
fact is I'm in luck "

“The luckfulness must be terrific, to
judge by the grinfulness on your pre-

osterous  countenance!”  remarked

Iurree Jam:et Ram Singh.

expansive grin on

“The

L

“There's maths this afternoon, with
Lascelles; French with Mossoo; and
beastly Lnglish literature  with

Quelchy !” grinned Bunter. * Well, I'm
cutting the whole lot.”

“Quelchy let you
exclaimed Johnny Bull.

I‘Y'es.ll

“0Oh, my hat!”

“And I'm looking for a pal,” said
Bunter,

“ A pal?”

“Yes, I've got leave—and
take a friend.”

“QOh.t!”

The Famous Five regarded William
{leorge Bunter with renewed interest.
Had Bunter starled discussing the
Christmas holidays, and his arrange-
ments for the same, probably the chums
of the Remove would have stood not
upon the order of their going, but gone
at once. But this was a much more
interesting matter. A fellow who had

"

classes?

off

leave o

They all thought Quelchy’s present was
a Christmas pudding: And so it was until
some practical joker changed it fora . : . ?

leave from classes, with permission to
take a friend, was—as it were—a fellow
to be encouraged.

There were studious fellows in the
Greyfriars Romove—fellows who realised
that they wero at school to learn things.
But there were few who were really
keen on mathematies with Lascelles,
French with Mossoo, and even English
literature with Queleh. Few—very few
of the Remove would have refused an
opportunity of giving a clean miss to
maths, French, and ?iieratnre for the
day.

“DBut how ?* asked Wharton.

“My Uncle George is ill,” explained
Bunter, beaming.

11Eh?l!

“And I'm going to see him. Bit of
luck, what?”

A Humorous, Fine Long Cmnpleté Christmas Story, featuring Harry Wharton & Co.,

the Cheery Chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

LRl

“For you or Uncle George?
Bob Cherry.

“1'{‘1. ha, ha!”

“Qh, really, Cherry—-

The Famous Five chuckled. Evidently
Billy Bunter was thinking more of kis
leave from classes than of the malady
of his unfortunate Uncle George. From
Bunter's point of view apparently,
Uncle George's illness was a sheer stroke
of good fortune.

ashed

3

“Couldn't have happened betler,”
went on Bunter cheerily. “It's going lo
be beastly in class this afterncon—

putrid, in fact. I get out of the lot.
lipping, what?”

« Gratters!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“The gratterfulness is terrific!”
“But what's the matter with your

uncle 7 asked Nugent.

“Fh? I don‘t know—he's ill—got
something or other,” said Bunter
vaguely. Evidently Bunter was not

bothering about what was the matter
with his avuncular relative.
“Heo's staying at Folkestone
now for his health, and I'm
going over to see him. I get
the whole afterncon. '
pater fixed it up with Quelch,
I've got leave to go—and
take a friend. Quelchy’s just
{old me. Now I'm looking for a pal.
1 can take any chap I like.”

The Famous Five exchanged smiling
glances.

Billy Bunter, as a rule, was not a
sought-after fellow in the Remove. But
there was likely to be a run on Dunter
as soon as this news got out.

“Now, I've always been pally with
you fellows,” went on Bunter, blinking
at the FFamous PFive.

“Have you?” murmured Johnny
Bull. )

But nobody denied the soft impeach-
ment. A trip to Folkestone, instead of

maths, French, and literature, was
attractive—even in the comi‘}ny of
William George Bunter. On this occa-

gion most Remove fellows would have
been willing to be claimed s pals by
Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,139,

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



4

Billy Buntcr—positively for one occasion
only, so to speak.

“T thought of you, Harry, old chap,”
sa’d Bunter affectionately.

“Good man ! eaid Wharlon.

“You'd like to come#*

“Yez rather!”

“Well, one good turn deserves
another,” said Bunter generously, “and
as I'm coming home with you for the
{hristmas holidays——"

“Hh

“Deaf?” asked Bunter.
I'm coming home with
Christmas holidays——" *

“But yow're not!” objected Wharton.

Y (0h, really, Wharton—""

“N-0-T—not !” added the capilain of
thie Remove, in order that there should
be no misapprehension on the subject.

“You can ring off, Wharton—I'm not
{aking you to IFolkestone with me this
afternoon,” said Bunter coldly. “You
needn’t try to push in—T'm simply not
raking you. As a matter of fact, my
nnele’s slaying at a rather high-class
place on the Leas, and I shall have to
Lo rather particular whom I take. On
~ccond thoughts, you would hardly do.”

“I"athead !”

“That’s enough! You're crossed off
the list,” said Bunter decidedly.
“Franky’s about the most decent of
tlis lof, and I think I'll take him. As
I'm coming with you for Christmas,
MNugent—"

Nugent chuckled.

“But you're not ! he said.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You can go and eat coke, Nugent!
The Jot of you can go and eat coke!”
said Bunter, with a disdainful blink at
the grinning five. “I've got plenty of
friends in the Remove—plenty of
fellows who'll jump at a chanee like
this. You lot can swot at maths, and
French, and literature, this afternoon,
and be blowed to you.”

And with that, and a sniff, William
(ieorge Bunter rolled away; leaving the
Fumous Five chuckling.

“I said, ‘ as
you for the

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Puzzle—Find the Pal !

[ oDDY, old fellow 1
E “Stony ™ said Deter

I:L{:onica}iy.
*Oh, really, Toddy—'

“Nothing to lend " said Peter Todd,
siiaking his head.

“1 don’t want to barrow
anrthing of you, you silly
a=51"” hooted Bunter.

“You don't!” ejacu-
lated Toddy.

“No, you chump!”

“Then why did you
call mo old fellow?”
asked Toddy.

* Look here, don't be a
silly uss]” said Bunter
peevishly. “I’ve had a
wonderful stroke of luck,
Toddy | My Uncle George
18 ill at Folkestone.”

“QOh. my hat!”

“I've got leave to go and see him
this afternoon, and take a friend with
me. I thought of you at once; came to
look for you to ask zou the very first,
old chap!” =aid Bunter affectionately.
“You being in my study, you know,
;zgl_d my best pal, I {huuggt of you first

ing.”

Peter Todd regarded Bunter with sur-

rise. He could bave understood

unter's effusive friendship if Bunter
had wanted to borrow something. But
If Bunter did not want to borrow any-
thing, why the effusive friendship?
hat was rather a mystery.
THE Maicver LieraRY.—No. 1,139.

Todd

“Whosaysthewish-bone?"

“Your uncle's Le?" asked
Toddy.

“Yes—laid up.”

ill, is

“And he wants to sce you?' asked
Toddy, more and more surprised. “ Has
he consulted his medical man about

it 7

“Elli"

“1 mean, jsn't it likely to make him
worse?’ asked Toddy.

“Look here,” roared Bunter, “do yon
want to come, or don’t you?! You get
out of maths and French and English
literature 1f you come.”

“My dear man, I'll como with both
feet!” said Peter. “A trip to Folke-
stone beats classes Lollow—even with
a Bunter along, and another Bunter at
the end.”

“Well, the pater's fixed it up with
Queleh,” said Bunter.  * Uncle George
is anxions to sec me, you know. You
can understand that.”

“Blessed if T can!” said Toddy.

“OFf course, he's frightfully fond of
me,’’ said Dunter. *“Ile’s going abroad
for the winter, and the pater wants me
to sce him before he goes. Naobody
knows where Uncle George is going to
leave his money; ond ihe pater doesn’t
want him to forget his nephew. I—I
mean—what I mean is that Uncle
Georgo being ill, it will be a comfort
{o him to see me, and that’s why the
pater {honght of it. See!”

“1 sec,’”” assented Peter,
whole thing, in fact.”

“We shall get a jolly good spread at
Folkestone,” went on Bunter. *“ Uncle
George has {mts of money, and he’s sure
to do us well.  Ho may be a little sur-
prised at fivst; but, of course, it will be
a pleasant surpriss—="

Y Surprised ¥’ repeated
“Doesn’t your uncle know
coming 1"

Bunter coughed.

“Well, you see, Tnele George is a
bit grumpy; and if the pater had put
it to him he might have kicked,” he
explained. “The idea is that his fond
niephew hears that he's ill and putting
in a few days at Folkestone before he
goes abroad, and 1ushes over to see him.
See? You have to be a bit tactful with
an uncle who's got money.”

“1 see!” chuckled Peter.

“The pater thinks it may turn out
well,” said Bunter. * Anyhow, it will
keep me in Unecle George's mind. They
have lots of accidents on French rail-
ways; and if Uncle George got smashed
up in an a(-cidcnt,"it would be awful

“1 see the

Toddy.
you're

“It would!” assented
" Deter.
“I mcan if he hadn’t

made his will in the proper
way, you know.”

“Oh |” gasped Peter,

“So I'm going to give
him  this pleasant sur-
prise,” said Bunter, “It's
bound to please him, The
pater thinks so and 1
agree with him. The
pater’s fixed it up with
Quelch. But there's one
thing he’s overlooked.”

“Ah!” said Peter. He
was beginning to see light.

“He never mentiondd anything
the railway fare,” said Bunter.
a bit thoughtless of Lim."”

“Or a bit thoughtful!”
Peter blandly,

“It's rather a steep fare first-class
from herc to Folkestone,”” said Bunter.
“My idea is that if I take a pal on this
topping trip, he can lend me the fare.
One pgood turn deserves another, you
know.”

“I know | agreed Peter.

“That’s why I thought of you, old
chap—"

)

(&M

ahout
It was

remarked

THE MAGNET

“Because you wanted me to pay the
faret”

“Nunno! Pecause you're my dear
old pal,” said Bunfer. “T say, I'm
getting a lift as far as Courtfield
Station in & car—the Head's car.

Quelehy’s going 1o Courtfield this after-
noon, after lunch, and he's using the
Head's car—he often does, you know.
2o he said he would give me a lift io
the station. Rather decent of Quelchy,
what? Well, you'll get the lift along
with me if you come, Peter.”

“I'll come in a jiffy—"

“Good !

“If they'll give us a free pass cu {he
railway——"

o EI]’!,

“My fnancial resources,” said Pcter
solemnly, “are limited, owing to a
temporary tightness in the money
market. Can we get to Folkestone for
fourpence-halfpenny, the two of us?”

“Of course not, you silly ass!”

“Then I'm afraid it’s no go,”” said
Toddy regretfully. ‘It was rather an
oversight on your pater’s parf, Bunty,
to forget to mention the farve. It will
prevent you from iaking your best pal
with yon in this affectionate visit fo a
loving uncle. Hard on you, and hard
on him—but such is life!” added Peter,
with a sad shake of tho head.

Billy Bunter gave an angry sniff.
“You silly ass!
he snapped,

“Here, Smithy !” shouted Peter Todd,
as tho Bounder cf Greyfriars came in
sight on the path under the eclms,
sauntering with Tom Redwing. * Here,
old bean, here's a chance for you !”

“Eh, what?" ¢sked Vernon-Smith,
coming up.

“Bunter's looking for a pal—"

“He will have to look a
farther,” grunted the Bounder.

“Oh, really, Smithy—""

“You don't catch on,”* said Pefer.
“Bunter’s had a etroke of luck; his
uncle’s ill A

“What?”" cjaculated Redwing,

“These occurrences ares regarded as
strokes of luck in the Bunter family,”
explained Peter, “You see, it gets
Bunter off classes, 2s he's going to see
his uncle and cheer him up with a
glimpse of his affectionate and fascinat-
ing countenance. His pater has for-
gotten to send the railway fare—but has
remembered to stipulate that Bunter
may take a pal with him. Verb sap.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I was Bunter’s best pal a few
minutes ago,” continued Peter. *“But
since he has learned that I have ouly
fourpence-ha’penny we are scarcely on
nod ing terms. Chance for you, Smithy,
as you're rolling in filthy lucre. You
get a lift in the Ilead’s car to the
station, a happy journey in Bunter's
company, a meeting with another
Bunter at the end, and you eut maths
this afternoon.”

“1 say, Smithy, old chap, I'd be glad
if you'd come,” said Bunter, blinking at
the Bounder. “The fact is T was look-
ing for you to ask you first.”

The Dounder grinned.

(1]

Go and eat coke!

little

“Thanks—I  prefer maths!”’ he
answered.
‘“Beast 1"
Billy Bunter rolled away, still in

search of a pal.

During the remainder of morning
break Bunter was rather busy. All the
Remove heard of what was on for the
afternoon, and there was no doubt that
Billy Bunter was “persona grata” to
an unusual extent in his Form,

Fellows who would have walked half
a mile to avoid half an hour of Bunter's



SPECIAL CiRISTMAS NUMBER

company now realized that Bunfer was
not, after all, such a bad fellow—when
he had leave to take a friend away with
him for three whole Tessons.

But thers was, so to speak, a fly in
the ointment.

Friends almost rained on Bunter; hut
every fellow, when Fe learned of that
unaccountable oversight of Mr., Bunter's
in forgetting to provide the railway
fare, moderated his transports at once.

When the Remove went back to their
Form-room for third school Billy Bunter
had not yet found the ral he wanted.

Fellows who felt that they could have
stood Bunter for the sake of an extra
holiday did not feel that they could
stand two first-class return tickets. That
was too much of a good thing.

It looked as if that afternoon’s leave
was going begging—indeed, it looked as
if William George Buater himself might

“ How awlul it would be, Todd, if my uncle got smashed up in an
accident before making his will in the proper way !’ said Bunter.

not be alle to take ndvantage of it, and
that his uncle at Folkestone might be
deprived of the pleasure—or otherwise—
of that happy surprise visit from
William George.

The expansive grin had faded from
Bunter's fat face. The Owl of the Re-
move no longer looked so wonderfully
bucked. He looked worried, and in
third school he gave even less attention
than usual to Mr. Quelch and the valu-
nble instruction imparted by that
gentleman.

But Mr. Quelch was very easy with
Bunter in that class. He attributed
Bunter's troubled looks to concern for
his ill uncle—which showed that even a
“downy bird” like Quelchy was not
quite a thought-reader. Bunter, all un-
consciously, rose in his Form master’s
estimation that morning.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Lift!

EAR old chap—"

“Eht”

“Do come, Harry, dear cld
fellow.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

When the Remove came out after
dinner that day the Owl of Greyfriars
hooked on to the captain of the Form
at once.

His affectionate mode of
and the anxious blink that he
bestowed on the captain of the
Remove, showed that Bunter
was in sore straits for a pal.

No pal, in fact, was of much
use to DBunter, unless he was
provided with the sinews of
War.

That great chanee of cutting
classes for the afternoon had

address,

hawked down

been
the Lower Fourth, and had found no
takers.

Two first-class return tickets, Court-

fairly up and

field to PFolkestone, ecost money, more
money than most of the fellows were
disposed to expend on a trip in Billy
Bunter's fascinating company.

Iellows who would have been pre-
pared to stand their own fare, jibbed
at standing Bunter's, too. Railway
farez were high, and funds, in most
cases, were low,

No doubt it was quite a bright idea
of Mr. Bunter's to send his son to
visit Unele George while that ill gentle-
man was at Folkestone, and keep the
avuncular relative in mind of his
nephew, especially with a view to the
proeper making of wills and possible
accidents on French railways. But,
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realty, Mr. Bunter ought to have made
some arrangement about  the railwa;
fare. That was left to William Georgs
himself, and W. . was in his usual
state of impecuniosity.  Thoughtfully,
Mr. Bunter had stipulated that William
should be allowed to take a friend with
himi.  No doubt he supposed that
among Willlam’s many friends thevo
existed one who would be able and
willing to shell out. If so, Bunter had
not found him yet.

That was why he hcoked on to the

captain of the Remove so alfectionately.
Wharton was in possession of the neces-

sary cash. True, he was a beast,
Bunter had to admit that. But, then,
all the fellows were beasts, except
Bunter.

“You see,” explained  Bunter,
“vou're the fellow I want. Imme-

diately Queleh told me I had leave T
theught of you. I thought at once how
yvou'd enjoy it, old chap. Lovely trip,
beautiful sea air, splendid feed when
we get to my uncle’s. Fine, you know.
You'll come?”

Wharton hesitated.

He was quite willing to cut classes,
willing to forego thd joys of maths,

French, and English literature. But
e
“ As for the Christmas holidays,” s3id



Bunter, with
ehan't be zb
Lodge.

dignity, “I'm sorry I
le to come to Wharton
I'm going home with Mauly.
Sorry I shan't be able to sea you over
tha hols, old chap, and all that, but
[ shall have a better time at Maule-

verer Towers. And, after all, a
fcliow’s bound to think of himself
sometimes. Never mind that. Look

here, will you come to Folkestone this
afternoon?  About the railway fares.
I'li settle up out of my very next
postal-coder.’

Wharton chuckled.

“Blest if I see anything to cackle at!
I'm expecting a postal-order to-
norrow—-""

“Oh,.T'll come!” said Harry good-
naturedly.

“Good !" said Bunter in great relief.

At two o'clock, when the Head’s car
came round for Mr. Quelch, Billy
lnnter was waiting on the House steps.
Ilarry Wharton came out and joined
bim. Barnes, the chauffeur, stood by
the ecar, waiting for the Remove
master to emerge,

Bunter hlinked round into the House.
AMr. Quelch was not yet in sight.

“I say, wo don’t want to- lose the
frain.” said Bunter enxiously. “Wa

don't get much time at Folkestone, any-
ow, I really think Quelch might buck

up.’

“He koows the time of your train,”
said Harry. “Tt will be all right. It
was jolly decent of Quelch to offer you
a lift.”

“That's all very well, but he oughtn't
to keep a chap waiting!” grumbled
Bunter. " Quelcﬂy's rather a beast.”

Wharton coloured uncomfortably.

Bunter was expressing his opinion of
Quelch, quite regardless of the fact that
the chauffeur was within hearing.

“Do shut up, old bean!” murmured
Wharton.

Sniff | from Bunter,

“What does it matter if a blinking
cheuffeur lhears me?” he answered.

Barnes, who was a well-trained
ﬁoung man, did not move a muscle as
@ heard himself described as a blink-

ing chauffeur. But Wharton felt ex-
tremely uncomfortable,

“If you don't shut up—" ke
breathed.

“Rats ! said Bunter. “I'll say what

I jolly well choose, and you ecan put
that in your pipe and smoke it, Whar-
ton! I'm taking you on this trip, and
vou caf’'t come the Form captain over

THE MAGNET
%lmt up yourself |?
“Look

me, I can tell you.

“T'1l jolly well

*“Oh, cheese it ! said Bunter.
here, Barnes!”

“8ir,” said Barnes,

“How long will it take you to geb
to Courtfield Station in the car?”

“That depends on the speed, sir,”
said Barnes gravely.

“Eh? I know that, you ass!”

“And the speed depends on Mr.
Quelch, sir, who will give me my in-
structions,”

“I don't want any cheek from you,
Barnes,” said Bunter, frowning.

“0h, sir!”

“You should be respectful when you
are speaking to a gentleman, Barnes”

“Thank you, sir! I will remember
that when I am speaking to a gentle-
man,” said Barnes, with a slight stress
on the last word.

Bunter frowned.

“These chauffeurs are a cheeky lot,”
he said to the captain of the Remove.
“If 1 were the Head T'd sack that
chap.”

“Do dry up. Bunter.”

“Shan’t! T'm not the fellow to take
cheek from persons in employment,”

(Continued on next page.)
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said Bunter loftily. “The way the
lower classes carry on these days is
something sickening. Rotten, 1 call it!
I shall certaiwnly speak to the Idead
about this fellow's manners.”

“I'athead !

“Look here, Wharton—"
. “Oh, dry up!” exclaimed Wharton
impatiently.

“Shan't! When is that ass, Quelchy,
coming out?” growled Bunter. * Like
l|ii§ (;'lleck to keep a fellow waiting like
thiz.”

A sudden grin dawned upon the
bitherto impassive face of Darnes.

It was caused by a view of Mr,
Quelch in the House doorway and the
expression on the~Remove master’s face
as he heard Bunter’s words.

As the two juniors had their backs to
the doorway they did not, for the
moment, observe Mr. Quelch. DBut
Bunter observed DBarnes’ grin, and 1t
irritated him.

“Look here, my man, what are you
grinning at?” he demanded.

“Was I grinning, sir ?” asked Barnes,
grave agaln at once.

“Yes, you were!” snapped Dunter.
“And I can tell you that I'm not
stunding any cheek from a blinking
chauffenr, Barnes. Any more of it,
and I'll speak to the Hcad and ask
him to sack you.”

“Indeed, sir.”

“Yes, indeed!” snapped Bunter, and
Le turned away from the chauffeur with
a disdainful sniff. “Look here, Whar-
ton, wo shall lose the train at this rate!
Suppose you cut in and hurry up that
old ass, Quelch.”

“Bunter !

“Ehi"

Billy Bunter jumped almost clear of
the step.

“Bunter ! How darve you!”

“0Oh crikey !”

Billy Bunter blinked at his Form

master in dismay and horror as Mr.
Quelch, in hat and coat, eame down the
steps. The expression on  Henry
Samuel Queleh’s [ace wasz almost blood-
curdling.

“PBunter, you dared to say

“0Oh, no, sir " gasped Bunter.
didn’t! I—I wasn't! I—I mean——

“T will deal with you later for this,
Bunter. I have no time now. But I
shall certainly not allow you to enter
the ear, Bunter, after your unexampled
insolence and impertinence.”

l

o« T—TI

"

“QOh, really, sir! I—I dido't—
wasn't—never—"" stammered Bunter
incoherently.

“Enough I”

Mr. Quelch stepped into the car.

Barnes closed the door on him and
drove away

Bunter stood blinking after the car.

“Oh crumbs!” he gasped.

“Well, you've done it now, you silly
chump !” said Harry.

“That—that—that beast isn't givinpg
us a lift!"” gasped Bunter “Oh dear!
Better telephone for a taxi, Wharton,
quick!”’ .

“My dear man, you're taking me on
this trip, as you've just said! 'The
taxi is in your department.”

“TLook here, Wharton—"

“Fathead! We shall have to walk,"”
said Harry. “I ecan't afford taxicabs
to the station, and I jolly well know
you can’t. Come on.”

“] can't walk!" howled Dunter.
“It’s two miles by the short cut.”

“We'll cut round by Hogben Grange,
and save a bit,” said Harry. *That's
the shortest way. Better start, if we're
going at all.”

“We shall lose the train—"

“You've lost it already, fathead, by
cheeking Quelch., Look here, are we
going or hot?"" demanded Wharton im-
patiently. He was more than half.
repentant by this time that he had

agreed to share that trip to Folkestone.
Even maths were rather preferable to
W. G. Bunter,

“I"m not going to walk!” growled
Bunter. “If you won't stand a taxi
to the station, Wharton, I jolly well
won't take you, so there.”

“Donc!” said the captain of the
Remove promply; and he turned away.

Bunter blinked after him.
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GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES!

Here’s the first of a series of poems
dealing with the popular schoolboy
characters at Greyfriars.

No. 1.—HARRY WHARTON.

I1E praise of Wharton 1 proclaim
To all the British nation;

Who has not heard of Harry's
name
And brilliant reputation?
A splendid type of schoolboy he,
Faithful to all his vows, end,
As MacoNET readers will agree,
A fellow in a thousand!

First of the Famous Five is Le,
By virtue of his qualities;
He lacks Bob Cherry's bubbling glee
And love of japes and jollities.
But thén, you see, he is beset
By cares and duties numberless;
Were I in Wharton's shoes, I'll bet
My nights would zll be slumberless!

Upon his shoulders falls the job
Of keeping law and order,

So that the wild ¢nd wayward mob
Shan’t overstep the border.

Skinner and Sidney Snoop and Stott,
And cads of that variety,

Are down on Wharton quite a lot,
And taunt him for his piety.

Upon the spacious playing ficlds
He proves a very giant;

His dauntless spirit never yields,
He's dashing and Jefiant.

Iis forward play is keen and clcan
(Spectators cheer like thunder!),
Ile shows the dash of “Dixie " Dean,

The Evertonian wonder!

In Amateur Dramatics, too,
This cnterprising fellow
Finds lots of skilful work to do—
He sometimes plays “ Othello.”’
Or else will take a leading part
In “home-made ” rlays by Penfold;
As samples of the playwrizht's art,
They beat old Shakespeare's tenfold!

[Mere's to our Harry! All admire
This lion-hearted leader,

Whose exploits never fail to fire
The soul of every reader.

Wao love him, for he plays the game
With pluck and capability,

And “Magnetites ” will cheer his name
In chorus—with agility!

7

“I say, Harry, old cnap, don't walk
away while a fellow’s talking to youl

I say, I'll walk to the station, of
course! It will be a pleasure to walk
with you. old fellow.”

“ Look here—" said Harry
reztively.

“Come on, old fellow, we're wasting
titne if we'vre going to catch the next
train,” said Dunter ‘Do come, dear
old chap.”

And the dear old chap, feeling thaf
he was for it, came!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not Hospitable !

ECEMBER as it  was, and
approaching  Christmas, the
weather was fine, and there was
a glimmer of sunshine on the
windows of the train that ran south-
ward from Courtfield Junction to
Folkestone. The journey wasz not a
long one as the ecrow flies, but railways
in the beauliful county of Kent do
not imitate the fight of the crow.
There was what Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh had described as terrific round-
aboutfulness in those railways, so,
although the distance was not great,
the ground covered was extensive, and
the time taken was wvery considerable.
It was cold, but bright, and Harry
Wharton would have liked the trip well
cnough in more exhilarating company.
PBunter’s company could not be called
exhilarating.

The Owl of the Remove groused ozt
of the way. He was tired From walking
to the station, and Wharton had taken
third-class tickets—two deep grievances
for Bunter. Wharton explained that it
wouldn't run to first-cluss, to which
DBunter retorted peevishly that he could
have borrowed it from his [riends, and
added that he might have borrowed a
little extra while he was about it, to
provide some refreshment on  the
journey. To which Wharton's rejoinder
had been  the ancient and classic
monosyllable “Rats!”

Fortunately, Bunter fell asleep after
a time, and lLis deep snore formed an
unmusieal accompaniment to the rattle
of the train.  Wharton watched the
landscape from the window, and then
read a newspaper he had bought ak
Courtfield. t was the “Courtfield
Cazette,” and there was news in it—
which seldom happened. Of late there
had been o series of mysterious and
remarkably successful burglaries in the
neighbourhood, among them an attempt
on Greyfriars School, the only one that
had been a failure.  Since then, the
mysterious eracksman who had chosen
that spot as the scene of his activilies,
had been at work again.

This time it was Chunkley's
Emporium, at Courtfield, that had been
entered in the night and mysteriously
plundered. As an item of local news
it was of some interest to Harry, and
he read through the long account that
was given of the affair.

That it was the same cracksman who
had robbed Popper Court and several
other places, and attempted to rob
Greylriars was fairly clear. Tf he had
left” any clues behind him, they were
not good enough for Inspector Grimes
and the local police. The paper stated
than an experienced detective from
Seotland Yard was called in to the aid
of the local police, and Wharton hoped
that he would have good luck.

FEvidently, as the paper stated, the
mysterious eracksman was living some-
where in the vicinity; his depreda-
tions had now extended over several
months, at irregular intervals, and it
was plain that he was a man who knew
the neighbourhood well, and had had
opportunities for studying it closely.
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It was rather interesting to Wharton,
for some of the Greyfriars fellows sur-
mised that the mysterions marauder,
who had failed in his attempt on the
school. might come back some dark
uignt and try again.

laving read through all that tho
“Courtfield Gazette” had to say on
{he subject of the enterprising burglar,
Wharton laid down the paper and re-
simed looking from the train window,
4ill the train at last ran into Folke-
stone Central.

Then ho shook Billy Buuter by the
shoulder to awaken hun,

Y Wake up, fatty !”

“ 0w ! ceggo!”  mumbled  Bunter.
O ain't rising bell!  Lemme alone.”

“Folkestone, fathead.” .

“Oh!” grunted Bunter. “All right!
You needn’t shako a fellow like that,
you beast! I wasn't aslecp!”

Bunter rubbed his cyes and
jammed his spectacles on his
fat little nose, and followed
Wharton from the train. e

“Call o taxi, old chap,” he )
said as they left the slation.

“Fathead ! )

“Look here, Vs getting
dark already, und we've got
no time to waste,” said
Bunter peevishly, "

“Then the sooner you leave off using
and start using your legs
L

sour chin
the better.

*“ Peast

Aund they walked. X

wosing the train at Conretlield had
made the juniors late, added to the
“round-aboutfulness ™ of the rm}w‘u_v
and the slowness of the trains. Tho
winter dusk was already falling on
Folkestone. Lights were glimmering
in the town and on tiwe Leas.

Bunter announced  that he  was
hungry. Wharton was ready for his
tea, too, though that was a minor
matter. But tho prospect of a gorgeous
epread at his uncle's residence cheered
the Owl of the Remove.

“Uncle Georgo is sure to do us pretty
well,” he told Wharton, as they walked
t> the Leas, “He's rolling in moncey,
you know! Toms of it! Bags of it!
And he's sure to bo glad to see me,
what 1"

“I suppose so, as he's asked you to
come all this way to sce him,” answered
Harry.

“Eh? Ha doesn’t know I'in coming,”
answered Bunter.

“I)-d-doesn’t heo?”

“No; it's a surprise visit,” explained
Bunter.

“QOhl”

This wag the first Wharton had heard
of that triﬁina'wdsta.ﬂ.

“You see, pater thought of it,”
Fx%lamcd Bunter. “But Uncle George
is bound to pleased at his pephew

rushing over to sce him when he's ill,
ain’t he? 'The pater thought so.”

“But your pater might have told
Uncle George you were coming,” said
Harry.

Bunter chuckled,

“Uncle George is a bit grumpy,” he
cxplained. *More likely than not he'd
have sat on it if Le'd known.”

"Ohl"

“You sce, it's a surpriso visit—a
B]aasant surprise  for him,” said

unter. “I shall say, ‘Dear Uncle
George, I heard that you were ill, and
rushed over to see how yon were.” That
will touch him, won't it?”

“Hem !”

“Well, it's bound to,” argued Dunter.
The fat junior seemed to be a little
troubled with doubts himsclf as they
drew npearcr to the vesidence of Mr.

George Bunter. “Ie’s sure to be
pleased—a loving nephew coming all
this way, regardless of expense, you
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know. The least he can do is to siand
us @ jolly good tea. The pater thinks
that if Uncle George saw more of me
he would be certain to put me down
in his will for something deeent. He
could hardly hel likins me if he saw
much of me, could he?

Wharton did not state his opinion on
that point,

“Here's the place,” said Bunter at
last.  “The Limes! Come on! Look
here, after tea we can get a trot along
the {ront and go to tﬁe pivtdres—we
can get back as late as we like—wo
can easily spin Quelchy a yarn zhout
losing a train or something, =cc?
dare say you never thought of that”

“T  certainly mnever did,” agreed
Ilarry.

“You wonldn’t,” said Buutes, © Yon
haven’t much brains, old chap. We
might have had a jolly alternoon Lere
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Here's an amusing joke to tell &
your chums during the Christras
festivitjes. Ls

THINKING OF OTHERS !
The man In the dock was look-
ing particularly doleful. ‘' Please
be lenlent with me, your wor-
ship," he sald addressing the
maglstrate, ** | have a good many
dependent on me for their sup-
port this Christmas. It would be

. only fair to consider them.'' A
light came Into the magistrate's
eyes as he listened to the plea.
‘“ Children 7" he Inquired, with
a touch of kindness in his voice.
The prisoner shook his head.
“ No, your worship. Detectives I

Robert Ashdown, of 210, Bexley
Road, Erith, Kent, has been
awarded one of this week's
MAGNET pocket knives for the

above winning cffort.

if that beast Quelch hadn't refused to
give us a lift in the Head's car and
made us lose our train, and if you
hadn't been too mean to stand a taxi,
old chap. 8till, we can make an
evening of it. Uncle George is bound
to Hand out a good tip. Let's get in;
I'm frightfully hungry.”

The juniors mounted the steps of the
Limes. ad Bunter rang a peal on the
bell. The Limes wuas a private hotel,
or boarding-house—of which thero wero
many in the vicinity., It was not a
sumptuous-looking building, and from
the lower regions came a strong smell
of cooking which hinted that dinner
was in the coirse of preparation some-
where below, Bunter sniffed at that
scent, like a war-horse snuffing the battle
from afzr.

T'he door was opened by a hall porter,
who, on being informed that Dunter
had calleo to see Ius uncle, Mr. Georzo
Bunter, looked doubtful. It appeared
that M:. George Bunter was suffering
from ‘dyspepsia, and was kecping his
room at present., However, the porter
requested the visitors to wait in the
hall while he went up to Mr. Bunter's
room.

.The juniors were kept vather a long
time waiting in the hall. The porter
returned at last.

“Mr. Bunter thanks you for calling
ty inquire after Lim, sir—"

THE MAGNET

“Bhow us up,” sa1d Bunter,

“But he does not feel well enough te
sce a visitor—"

“Eh?”

“And he advises you—"

“What 1

“"To return to your school without
delay—"

i Oll !l]

“As it is so late. That is all, sir,”
said the ball-porter politely,

Bunter blinked at him.

“But—" he gasped.

“That is Mr. Bunter’s meszage, sir.”

“Look here!” gasped Bunter., “ You
go back and tell him—>

“1 am sorry, sir—"

“You go and tell him that—"

“Mr. Bunter has forbidden me to
tuke sny further message sir.”

YO gasped Bunter.

The hall-porter opened the
door

Harry Wharton, stepped
out. Bunter followed him
slowly.  The -door of the

Limes closed on themn,
Not a word was spoken till
they were on the Leas again.
Ther Billy Bunter gave a
Jdeep groan.
0w, T'm {}nghl.'nli_v hungrsy
Harry Wharton gmiled.  That sur
prise visit to Mr. George Bunter bad
not beem u wuccess.  Perhaps Mr.
George Bunter was sware of the exact
vielue of his nephew’s affection for bim,
or perhaps  dyspepsia had bad a
deteriorating cffect on his temper and
bis manners. At all events, thero was
evidently nothing doing.
“Owl!” groaned DBunter. “I'm
famizhed 1"
Ho blinked dismally at Wharton.
“I say, old chap, we shan’t get that
spread, now—-"
“Looks like it,” agreed Wharton.
“But I know a jolf{;good place where
wo can ger a fead—and I'm

ing to

stand you a topping spread,” said
Bunter. “I’ve brought you here, and
I'm going to see you througl. Ve'll
have a tip-top spread.”

“Good 1” said Harry.

“It's up to we,” said Bunter. “I'm

not the fellow to let a pal down, I
lope. The only difficulty is that 1've
been disappointed about a postal
order——""

" 0]'. 1‘!

* Bo you will have to lend me a pound
temporarily—"

“I've got eightcenpence.”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “I—J—TI've
only got a penny. And—and that’s a
I'rench onel Oh dear 1”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Come on, old fat bean,” lie said.
“We can get a snack each for one-and-
six, and then we'd better get back to
Greyfriars.”

Billy Bunter groaned his way along
the Leas.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Late Hours !

1" never rains but it pours.

E T'hat is an ancient saying, which
often scems to be horne out by
facts,

Billy Bunter had been enormously
bucked that morning by the news that
his uncle was ill, and that his patcr
considered it a good opportunity for
him to show Uncle George what an
affcctionate nephew lie was,

But Bunter was not bucked now He
was far from bucked. Everything, in
fact, had gone wrong, in one way or
another.

Quelchy, instcad of giving him that
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promised lift in the
Head’s car to Court-
field, had left him to
walk, and was going
to be very cross when
Bunter saw him again.
The train had been
lost, and the juniors
had reached Folke-
stone very late—too
late for an afterncon
by the sea Uncle
George had not played
up—there had been no
hospitable greeting—
worst of all, no spread
end no tips. A frugal
meal tor eighteen-
pence the two had not
satisfied the cravings
of Bunter’s inner
Bunter. He had con-
sumed the lion’s share,
it was true, but thaf
was a mere drop in the
ocean comparcd with
what he wanted to con-
iume.

The rcturn journey
to Greyfriars started,
with Bunter suffering
from an aching void
under his  extensive
walstcoat. A connee-
tion was lost, and
there was an hour’s
wait for a train, and
when at last he
juniors were in the
train for Courtfield the
nour was very late in-
deed, Bunter was
frightfully hungry and
snow was beginning
to fall. The fine day had turncd
into a windy cold night, and there
were whirling snowflakes on the wind
that howled past the train. Snow,
certainly., was seasonable so near to
Christmas, but it was none the more
welcome to Bunter on that account.
When they got to Courtfield there was
a long walk ahead of them, and after
so many delays, lost connections, and
slow trains, it looked as if they would
not arrive at Courtfield much before
midnmght.

The whole thing had been a dismal
wash-out. and Buntar really wished that
his unele hadn't been ill at all, as the
matter had turned out !

He was tired, cold and hungry, and
sleepy. Wharton also was tired, cold,
hungry and sleepy, but fortunately that
did not matter

When the train reached Courtfield at
lust, Buater was fast asleep and had
to be woke up. He woke up in an
exceedingly bad temper.

It was the last train in; lights were
being extinguished in the station as
the juniors left it. Courtfield High
Street stretched before them dim and
silent. Only the street lamps glimmered
—not a single window showed a light.
No cabs remained on the stand, even
if the juniors rould have taken a cab,
which was impossible. The combined
funds of the two were now reduced to
Bunter’s French penny.

Burter stood and blhinked dismally
into the sleeping town.

“Oh dear !” he groaned.

“Let's get a move on,” said Harry.

“I'm tired.”

“Well, we've got to walk it—no good
hanging about.”

“T'm hungry.”

“0Oh, come on!”

* Beast 1"

“For goodness’ sake get a move on,
Bunter ! exclaimed the captain of the
Remove impatiently. “Do you know
it's turned twelve?”

i Yuh !‘}

“We shall have to wake up Gosling
to let us in—""

“Blow Gosling 1™

“Quelchy will be sitting up for us—"

“Blow Quelchy !”

“Ho will be in a terrific wax! Come
on !)J‘

“Beast I

Harry Wharton siarted The Owl ot
the Remove got into motion at last, and
followed him Their_footfalls woke
ghostly echoes in the silent street, and
Bunter peercd uneasily at dark corners.
A policeman passed them with heavy
tread and flashed his lantern on them.
They turned from the Hizh Street into
the lane over Courtfield Common, and
Bunter blinked in dismay at the shadowy
stretches of furze and grass upon which
light snowflakes were settling.

“I—I say, Wharton—"" he gasped.

“Come on 1"

“The common ain't safe at night,”
said DBunter. *“There's tramps M

“Bother the tramps | Come cn "

“And footpads 2

“ Bless the footpads! Get a move on.”

“Well, I'm not going to be robbed
to please vou ! hooted Bunter.

“You fat idiot, the tramps and foot-
pads won't bother about your French

enny.”’

“Well, there's my gold watch,” said
Bunter. “That's worth twenty-five
guineas. It was a present from one of
my titled relations.”

“T'll buy you another if you lose 1t,”
said Wharton cheerily. “You can get
them at old Lazarus' for three-and-six!”

** Beast "

“Are you coming, you ass? We
shan’t be home till the milk in the
morning at this rate!”

“Well, look here,” said Bunter.
“What about telephoning to Quelch?
In the eircumstances he ought to send
the car for us.

“I can seo him domng it,”
Wharton, with a chuclle.

]

»

sald

“Be respectful when speaking
gentleman, Barnes,”” said Bunter.
will, when I am speaking t=a gentleman !**

o a
s

said the chauffeur.

“The llcad lets Queleh use his car

when he likes,” urged Bunter. *““Quelch
could send that cheeky cad Barnes in
the car to fetch us, if he liked.”

“Jathead! Come on!”

“You could telephone, and telt Quelch
that I've fallen ill—tell him T've
sr_ra.in,ed my spinal column, or some-
thing of that sort. Something serious
enough to make him send the cur.”

“Chump!”
Harry Wharton walked on, and
Bunter groaned and followed him.

Wharton turned from the main road
across the common into a deep and
shadowy lane.  Billy Bunter gave an
alarmed squeak. )

“Look here, that ain't safe!
keep to the road.”™

Let's

“This lane saves half a mile, fat-
head! The snow will be coming down

in tons soon  We've got to get on.”

Bunter groaned and followed on.

The lane followed a park wall,
muntled with ivy, that bordered the
grounds of [Hogben Grange. It was an
extremely lonely lane at night, dark and
shadowy and silent, and Bunter shud-
dered with dread as he rolled through
the gloom.

Every shadowy corner, every clump
of trees, was peopled with ruffianly
tramps to Bunter's uncasy eyes.  But
fearful as ho was of darkness and
shadows, Bunter did not heed Wharton's
constant urgings to buck up. He was
tired, his fat limbs quaking with
fatigue. Progress was slow. Wharton
began to wonder whether they would
reach Greyfriars before daylight.

It was understood that the juniors
wonld be back late, after such a
journey. But it was not understood that
they would be anything like so late as
this, Undoubtedly Mr. Quelch would
sit up for them. Wharton eould picture
the expression on his face as he sat up,
and it spurred him on, But it did not
spur Bunter on. The Owl of the Remove
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dragzed on s fat limbs more and moro
slowly, and at last he stopped.

¥ Larton stopped and locked back.

Y Come on!" he said.

“1I'm tired ?

“ Buek up!”?

“YWorn out!” said Bunter.

“Cun't be helped. Buack up!”

“iieasy! It'sall your fault,” groaned
Bunter. "1 can’t take another step
without « rest. Oh dear!”

“Oh erambs!” said Wharton,
“Yslow this Glthy snow!® groancd
ter. R
ook lere, old chap—

“Beast ! —

“Wae vo only got ancther mile,” urged
Wharten,

“'m onot going to take ancther step
without @ rest. Leave me! Leave me
to perish in the snaw!” said Bunter

bitterty.
*Pathead ™
Bunter tottered to the park wall,

where the thick, overhanging ivy gave
eome shelter from the falling flakes. Ho
sat down, and leaned against the wall
under o mues of thick ivy, mantling
above. . :

Wharton stared at him impatiently.
But there was no help for it, though the
mental picture of the expression on Mr,
Quelch’s face was unnerving. He sat
down at the foot of the wall beside
Buster, realising that he was glad of a
rest himself. Bunter leaned on the wall
and groas

“ You—you haven’t got any chocolate
ahout you, Wharton?” he asked.

N "

“I'm frightfully hungry. Not a stick
of toffee?”

“No."

“ Beast!"” e

“'m rather hungry, toe,” Wharton
remarked. .

“0Oh, don't grouse!” said Bunter.

14’y bad enough without you co‘!np]um-
ing all the time, I should think.

“Oh, my hat!"”

There was silence. )

The silence was broken in a ratlier
startling manner. On  the lonely,
<hadowed lane that ran by the park wall
there was a footfall. It was a quict
footfall; indeed, it had something
stealthy about it, but in the deep silence

of the night it was stavtling.  Billy
Bunter gave a start. 2o
“1—I say!” he breathed. *That—

that—that's a tramp—a footpad—a—a
murdever, perhaps! Oh dear! Quiet!
Keop guict, for goodness’ sake!”

Wharton made no sound. Where the
two juniors sat close by the park wall
they wore almost hidden from sight by
the thick masses of ivy that hung down
over them.  Wharton did not share
Bunter's quivering fear, but he con-
sidered it only judicious, in such a
lonely place at such a very late hour,
pot to attract the attention of the man
whose faint footfalls came to his cars.
It was long past midnight now, and it
was quite possible that the man who was
treading that lonely road in the gloom
was one whom it was judicious not to
moect,

The
Et{!tlpi'l[. .

Against the glimmer of the falling
flakes Wharton made out a dark fgure,
standing, mosionless o few feet away,
looking towards the ivy.

For a moment Wharvtan supposcd that
the man had seen thew, and was looking
at themr. Dot that was not the case, as
lie soon observed.  The man stepped a
little nearcr, and he was scanning not
the spot where the two juniors sat at the
foot of the wall, but the heavy masses of
ivy that hung over their heads. In the
glimmer of starlight that came_throngh
the lightiy falling fakes, Harry Wharton
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footfal came nearcr  and

could see hiz face cicarly. Tt was a
clean-shaven, clear-cut face, with a
square chin, a hard-set mouth, and two
eyes of o decp grey that were very
steady and penctrating.,  Cevtainly the
man did not look anything like a tramp
or a footpad, though what he was doing
there at that hour of the night was
rather mysterious,

Wharton made no sound or motion.
Bunter, his little round eyes wide open
with terror behind his big glasses, stared
fixedly at the stranger, like a [at rabbit
fascinated by a snake.

The man stepped closer to the wall,
only a few fect from where the juniors
sat under the overhanging ivy. He
reached up, grasped hold of the ivy,
and tested it with his weight. Evidently
hLis intention was to climb the park wall
by means of the ivy; and as he realised
that a sudden thrill shot through
Wharton, Who was it that was entering
the grounds of Hogben Gmnﬁe in that
sceret and surreptitious way, long past
midnight? Into the junior's min
flashed the thought of the unknown
cracksman.

Wharton felt his heart throb at the
thought that he was within a few paces
of the mysterious wnight thief whose
depredations had startled the wholo
neighbourhood for weeks past.

He sat very still.

But as the square-jawed man shook
tho ivy, to test its strength to bear his
weight, o little cloud of dislodged snow
particles fell on the two juniors, and
from liil'l)' Bunter eame a stavtled gasp:

“Owl

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Admission !

Uooooch ! gasped Bunter,

“ W

@ There was a sharp exclama-

tion from the man who had
been about to climb the ivy.

He released his hold on the tendrils,
aud leaped back suddenly.

* Who—what 1

1lis voice was startled, if not alarmed.
His penetrating grey eyes fashed at the
juniors, as he stepped along the wall to
the spot where they sat under the over-
hanging musses,

There was a howl of terror from Billy
Bunter.

“Ow! Keepoff! Help! Yarooooh!”

The next instant the man was gone,

Whether he was, indeed, the mys-
terious night thicf, or whether he had
any other motive for eluding observa-
tion, he no sooner discerned the two
schoolboys in the gloom under the ivy
than he turned and darted away, his
footfulls echoing for a few moments on

the snowy road, and then dying to
silence.
“Ow!  Keep off!” Bunter was sfill

howling, when Wharton shook him im-
patiently by the shoulder.

“Shut up, you ass! Il¢'s gone.”

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter. “0Oh dear!
Sure he's gone?”

“Yes, fathead.”

Billy Bunter blinked ronnd fearfully,
The man was gone. There was no sign
of him, no sound from him. So swiftly
had ho vanished that Wharton might
almost have believed that the whole
thing was a dream, a vizion conjured up
by the shifting shadows in the starlight,

But before his eyes still lingered that
clear-cut, cool face, with its piercing
grey  cyes—a  faco Wharton was not
likely to Torget. The face, clear-cut as
a ecamco, the penetrating eyes, the
sauare chin, haunted his memeory. He
knew that if he ever saw that strange
apparition of the night again he would
know him instantly.

“I—I—I say, who—who was it?"
gasped Bunter.

“Blessed if I know."
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“I say, he was going to climb over
the wall, and we—we stopped him.”

“1 think so,” assented IFarr

“He must have been a
quavered Bunter.

“I don't know.”

“Well, he must have been. An honest
man wouldn’t be climbing over the park
wall into Hogben Grange after mid-
night, I suppose. I say, perhaps it's
that burglar who's in all the papers
now!” exclaimed Bunter, that idea
entering his fat mind for the first time.

Wharton made no reply.

Ile was thinking of it; and it seemed
probable enough. That clear-cut faco
did not seem to strike him as the face
of a criminal. Yet what other explana-
tion could there be of the man's
actions? It was plain that he had been
going to enter the grounds of Hoghen
Grange secretly, silently, at an ﬁour
when all were elecping. It was difficult

ghrghr 1

to imagine what honest motive he
could have had.

“I say, he's that burglar!” zaid
Bunter. “We've frightened him. off,
you know. He cleared off as soon as he
saw me, Wharton.”

Wharton smiled.

“Well, now he's gone, we'd Delter
get a move on,” lhe remarked.

“Y'm tired!”

“He might come back—"

“Qh!” DBuniter jumped to his fect at
lhat suggestion. “1 say, come on,
Wharton! Don't sit loafing there, vou
slacker ! For g,:oodncss’ sake, let's get
to the school !’

The two juniors resumed their way—
Bunier's uneasy glances scarching all
the shadows as he went.

The man they had seen had totally
disappeared; but it was quite possible
that he was still in the vicinity, hidden
in the deep shadows.

That possibility caused Bunter fo
make an effort; and he moved rather
more swiftly than a tired tortoise now

Nothing more was seen or heard of the
man by the time the juniors had left
Hogben Grange behind, and were fol-
lowing the lane that led by the grounds
of the Three Fishers, towards Grey-
friars.

They came out in the Courifield read
at last, near the school.

The snow was still falling, but lightly,
the flakes whistling by on the keen wind
from the sea, The hour of one boomed
from somewhere in the distance, and
they came in sight of the old tower of
Greyfriars against the stars.

Wharton whistled softly. It really
was nol quite the fault of the two
juniors; but returning to sechoaol at such
an hour was absolutely unheard-of, and
if Quelch was sitting np it was certain
that his wrath would be at boiling-
point. Tt was likely to be a long, long
time before Bunter had leave again to
visit a sick relative at a distance from
the school.

“Oh dear! TI'm tired!” groaned
Bunter, as Greyfriars came in sight at
last. “Ow! Worn out, you know!”

“I'm rather tired,” said Wharton
mildly. i

“YWell, it’s all your fault! YFor good-
ness’ sake don't keep on grumbling!
Ow! I'm awinlly tried and hungry! 1
say, do you think Quelch is sitting up?"

“Sure to be.”

“Think he’ll give us some supper?”

“More likely 1o give us a licking.”

They stopped at the school gates, and
Wharton groped for the bell, and rang
a peal on it. The bell rang in Gosling’s
lodge; but there was no response.

Faintly from the distance the juniors
caught the sound; but Gosling, appar-
ently, was deaf to it.

(Continued on page 12.)



Here’s a page of amusing “Parlour Tricks” to keep you and your chums merry and
bright during the Christmas festivities !

e
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Bung the Bucket!

ERE'S a game that will instantly liven up, and warm
up, the chilliest collection of fellows ever gathered
together at Christmas-time. You divide yourselves
into two groups—the bungs and the buckets,

The buckets bend down in a line, head to tail, each clutch-
ing the hips of tho bucket in front. The fellow at the head
of the line—bucket number one—has to take the strain,
steadying himself as best he can. The bungs now prepare
to mount the “ backs " provided by the chain of buckets.

On the word “Go!” the first bung takes a flying leap,
working his way up, one back at a time, to the back of
the bucket in front. As soon as bung number one has
started, numbers two, three, four, and so on start away.

All the bungs mounted, they start rocking gently from
side to side, in rhythm with a song. The fun mounts up
swiftly now, and reaches a roaring climax with the eventual
collapse of the wildly-rocking buckets. Sides change over
then, the buckets getting their revenge as the bungs.

How the Water Goes!

3 soon as you have regained your breath, you can work
this water-drinking trick. You'll probably have to
run when you've completed it, but you'll be able
to crow in triumph over your pals, anyhow.

You start by placing a tumbler or cup of water in the
centre of the table. Then you place your hat—or, better
still, someone clse's—completely over it, so that the cup
or tumbler is hidden from sight.

You now challenge anyone in the room to drink the
water without touching, moving, or in any way, interfering
with the hat or cap. :

When the fellows have ceased trying they will naturally
expect you to show them -how it's done. Right! You're
quite ready. After making them all promise not to inter-
fere with the tumbler ang its covering, you crecp under
the table, and make a drinking noise.
wiping your lips.

Ask onc of the onlookers to remove the covering, hat
or cap, that all may see whether or not the water has dis-
appeared. Of course, it hasn't, but the instant the hat
or cap is lifted up you grab the tumbler and drain it dry.
The trick's yours.

Then you emerge

The Fox's Dinner!

NE of you is nominated is the fox, another becomes
the hen. The rest of the fellows stand around ready
for the next move. The hen then challenges the fox,
asking him what he is doing.

“Picking up sticks!” says ho. “What for?” queries the
hen. “To make a fire to cook my dinner !” is the response.
“What dinner?” demands the hen, “Chickens!” barks the
fox. And then the fun commences.

At that last bark from the fox all the fellows standing
around become chickens. One grabs the hen by the waist,
chicken number two grabs number one likowise, number
three grabs him, and so on, thus forming a “chain.”

The hen instantly tries to prevent the dinmer-hunting
fox from ovading “her ” outstretched arms, There's some
vigorous dodging lere, the {ux deing his utmost to collar

the chicken at the other end of the line—hen and chickens
swaying wildly around to stop him. If he succeeds in
capturing one, that chicken has to cling to his waist in the
same way that the other chickens are elinging to the hen,
by which time “she ” will be jolly breathless.

When number two chicken is captured, the captive clings
to number one, the fox's “train” increasing in length
until the hen’s last chick has gone.

You'll need to cool down after this, which will give you
the opportunity for performing another trick,

Scratching for Money!

ET hold of an empty tumbler, two forks, and a penny.
Place the, two forks about two inches apart Hat on
the tablecloth—the latter is necessary for this trick—-
and stand the inverted tumbler on them.

That should leave quite n tidy space between the lip
of the tumbler and the tablecloth. Into that space you
push the penny, so that it is between the forks, and in the
centre of the space covered by the tumbler.

The trick is to get the penny out again without touching
it in any way, or with anything, and without moving the
tumbler.

You do it by scratching the tablecloth with your finger-
nail. Keep scratching at the cloth quite close to the tum-
bler, and the coin will move by fits and starts towards your
finger-nail, until it has left the shelter of the tumbler
completely.

Banging the Bear!

NOTHER warmer-up, this. Chalk a big circle on the
floor, on the lino or the bare boards, and push one
of your number into it. He becomes the bear, and
the circle is his den. You tie a picce of rope or

string to his waist, and you’ve becomo the keeper. He has
to go down on all fours, ready to dodge swiftly about—
always on his hands and knees—inside the circle only.

Meanwhile, you have armed yourself with a weapon—a
knotted handkerchief—or if you want something heftier you
can tie a small orange in one corner of your handkerchief.
That's to protect your bear with.

The other fellows all knot their own handkerchiefs, and
when the bear gives the word “Go!” they start to wallop
him—if he cannot skip out of their way quickly cnough.
It's your job to stave off the attackers with your weapon,
whilst keeping hold of the lead around the bear’s waist.

If you can hit one of the attackers, fairly and squarely—
you all have to skip about briskly, {-ou seo- ho becomes the
bear, and it's his turr to squirm about in the circle. The
former bear becomes the keeper, with a grand chance of
gotting his own back on the others, ;

You want to make the circle just the right size, of course.
The bear mustn’t come out of it, neither should he be able
to skulk in the centre of the circle boyond the reach of the
wallopers—for the latter are not allowed to put so much as
the toecap of their boots within the circle’s outline.

Get the circle just so, with a very lively bear inside and
some nippy fellows and a brisk keeper without, and you get
fun as uproarious and swift as any fellow could desire a$
Christmas or any other jolly time!
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QUELCHY'S CHRISTMAS
PRESENT!

(Continued from page 10.)

Wharton raug again—and again.

But there was no stir from the
porter's 1odge. No light gicamed there
—and there was no mavement.

There was a wail from Billy Bunter,
who was leaning on the gate, half
asleep with fatigue.

“0Ow! Why doesn't the beast come
out and let us in? Ow!”

“1 suppose he doesn’t licar the bell,”
said Harry, tugging at it again,
“There, if that doesn't waken him
nething will.”

It did not wake Gosling!

William Gosling, no doubt, was aware
that two Greyfriars men were still out
of gates; and possibly he had sta ed
up to a late hour to let them in. But
he was extremely unlikely to stay up
after midnight for thaiv purpose; and
ohviously he had not done so. Perhaps,
if he knew that Bunter had gone to
see his uncle at a distant town, he con-
cluded that Bunter was staying the
night with that uncle. Anyhow, he had
gone to bed; and Gosling was a sound
sleeper. If, in the mists and shadows
of sleep, Gosling heard any sound of
that jangling bell he did not heed it.

“Well, my hat!” said Harry.

Mo desisted at last from ringing the
bell. Evidently William Gosling was
not going to wake up at that hour of
the night.

“Make him come and open the gate!”
wailed Bunter.

“He's fast asleep,” said
“The bell won't wake him.”

“We can't stay out here all night.”

Wharton was considering what to do
while the fat junior groused. They had
reached the school at long last, and
found no admission, Probably Mr.
Quelch was sitting up, in his study in
the House; but he was far away, much

Harry.

too far to hear the bell in the Portcr's
lodge, or a voice calling, Wharton
could have climbed over the pgate,

though it was not an ecasy task; but
Bunter could no more have climbed
over the gate than he could have
climbed over Mount Fverest.  Still, it
was evident that the juniors had to get

“@hout!” said Bunter. “YellI”

“If (iosling can’t hear the bell in his
lodge he won't hear us shouting,” said
Harry. *That's no good!"

“Took here, I'm not going to stay
out all night, and perish in the snow, to
please you!” howled Bunter.

“We've got to get in somchow, and
get to the House,” said Harry.

“That beast Gosling ought to be
sacked!” groaned DBunter. “I expect
he's been drinking, or he'd wake up.”

“Weo can get round and climb over
the Cloister wall,” said Harry.

“In the dark?” A

“Yes, ass; unless you prefer to wait
for daylight.”

“I'm not going to break my neck to
please you, Wharton! I belicve you'd
like me to break my neck!”

“Tt wouldn't be much loss, would it?”

“Beast !”

“ ook here, Bunter, you've climbed
the cloister wall before—"

“QOnly once, from inside,”
Bunter. “It can't be climbed
outside, as you jolly well know!”

“T']] give you a bunk up. and then
you can help me from the top.”

“1f you think I'm going to break
my neck, Wharton, you're mistaken! 1
refuse to break my neck to please you!”

Wharton breathed hard.

But he tried to be patient. That well-
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said
from

known spot, on the cloister wall, at a
distance from the school buildings, had
been used. more than once. by fellows
breaking bounds. On the inner side
crumbling stone gave foothold; but
from the outside a “bunk-up” was
necessary. llad Bob Cherry or Johnny
Bull been with him, it would have been
easy enough for Wharton. But the
fellow who was “bunked ” up would
have to give a hand to the other fellow

below; and it was doubtful whether
Bunter was capable of that. And it
occurred to Harry, too, that it was
doubtful whether he could, unaided,

bunk up the enormous weight of William
George Bunter.

“Well, I'm blessed if I know what
we're going to do,” said Harry at last.

“Gosling ought to wake up " growled
Bunter.

“] know he ought, fathead; but if he

doesn’t that won’t get us any
forrarder.”

“Well, it's all your fault! If you'd
got a taxi from Courtlield some-
how—"

“QOh, shut up!”

“Leaving me here to perish with
cold ! groaned Bunter. ‘*After all

I've done for you, too—getting you off
classes. and an extra holiday at the
seaside, and—""

“Do you want me to bang your head
on the gate, Dunter?” asked the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“EBh? No.”

“Then shut up1”

“ Beast 17

Many times during that unfortunate
and deplorable afternoon out, Wharton
had regretted joining up with the Owl
of the Remove At no moment had he
regretted it so deeply as now.

But regrets were useless; and he had
to solve the problem of getting into the
school. All the while the truants were
lingering at the gate Mr. Quelch was
doubtless sitting up in his study at the
Ychool House, his wrath growing hotter
and hotter. Climbing in somewhere
over the walls scemed the only way;
and climbing in over the walls was
beyond Bunter's powers. There were
other gates; but all, of course, locked
and fastened for the night.

“We'll try the garage,” said Harry at
last. “Barnes is a decent sort of chap,
I believe and he may let us in if we
can make him hear.”

“You can tip him,” said Bunter.

“With your French penny?” asked
Wharton sarcastically. *“If he lets us
in we'll thank him as nicely as we can.
And mind you're civil to him, you fat
roiter !

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Come on fatty!”’

“Why couldn’t you think of Barnes
before " growled %unter. “Of course,

we can knock him up, and he's bound
to come down and let us in. Like
his thumping cheek if he didn't, I
think. 1f he’s cheeky I shall jolly

well tell him what I think of kim. Ie
was cheeky to me this afternoon.”

“0Oh, dry up!”

I‘Yah]!l

The 1two juniors eft the gates.
Evidently Cnsfiug was not going to let
them in, and it was useless to hnger
there. Wharton felt a natural hesita-
tian—which Bunter did not share—at
knocking wu the chauffenr at one
o'clock 1n the morning. DBut DBarnes,
so far as Wharton had noticed him,
had seemed a very civil and superior
sort of young man. and he hoped that
Barnes would not mind very mugh. As
for tipping him, as Bunter suggested,
that was impracticak'e, as there was
only a French penny available for the
purpose—which even the civilest and
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politest chautteur would probably have
disdained as a gratuity.

. “Look here, Bunter, suppose I climb
in somewhere, and get to Quelch—and
you wait—"

“ Beast I

“Quelch will come down and wake
Gosling and let you in—"

“ Beast I"

“Ten minutes or so!” said Harry.

“Beast! You want me to be
murdered by a tramp1”

:Oh. you fat idiot I”

. “I won't stay out here alone at one
in the morning!” howled Bunter. “I
won’t—see ? hy can’'t you wake up
Barnes?”

“Well, T can, but it's rather thick.
wakirg a man up at this time of night.
That isn't what Barnes is here for.”

“You silly chum];l Barnes is here
to do as he’s told! If you kept as many
servants as we do at Bunter Court, you
wouldn’t be so jolly particular about

them. Make ’em work, that's my
idea.”

“Oh cheese it!1*?

“ Beast "

And in that happy frame of mind the
two juniors went round to the garage.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Where is Barnes ?

ARRY WHARTON stopped and
looked up at dark windows.
I'he garage gatcs opened on a

: lane heside Lﬁ: school grounds,
a little back from the Courtfield road.
Within was a paved yard. beyond which
was the garage, and over the garage
were the rooms occupied by the
chauffeur, Standing back from the
gates and looking up, Wharton could
see  Barnes' windows, and, as he
expected at that time of night, they
were dark. The pates, of course, were
closed and l!ocked, and over the top
was a row of spikes that rendered
lrngtress 1 difficult and rather dangerous
eat.

Wharton had had a faint hope that
Barnes might be sittiing up; but
evidently that was not the case. Indeed,
he remembered now having heard thag
Barnes, who seemed to %a a model
young man in many respects, was
always early to bed, and that the Head
on the rare occasions when he needed
the ear at a late hour, always let
Barnes know specialy. That recol-
lection made Wharton more reluetant
than ever to wake up the chauffeur.
But evidently there was nothing else
to be done, as Bunter refused to be
left alone outside till the gate could
be opencd for him.

“Buck up, for goodness’ =ake
grumbled Bunter. “You can’t wake
the man up by staring at his windows,
Wharton! T'm cold.”

“Do you think I'm warm?” asked
Wharton.

“T'm tired.”

“Same here.”

“I'm hongry.”

“1 could eat a horse.™

“You beast, you keep on wasting
time oomf_\iaining and grousing. Look
here, wake up that beast Barnes, or
I'll jolly well shy a stone through his
window and wake him!” owled
Bunter.

“There's no bell here,” said Harry
“Petter knock on the gate.”

Bunter sorted out a stone {rom the
lane and banged on the gate.

Bang, bang, bang!

“Not so much
Wharton hastily.

“Rats! The beast doesn't seem to be
waking up. I dare say he won't!
Well, I'm going to wake him.”

And Bunter fairly crashed the stone
on the gate.
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Wharton stepped back and watched
the windows above rather anxiously.
The crashing and banging of the stone
rust  have sounded loudly in the
parage and the rooms over it. Wharton
cxpected to see a window thrown up
und Darnes' startled face stare oul.

But, lond as the din was, it did not
scem to waken Barnes. [Either he was
a3 sound n slecper as Gosling, or else,
as Bunter suspected, he did not choose
to hear. There was no sign from the
windows over the garage.

Bang. bang, bang!

The din was deafening. There was a
wide yard between the gate and the
earage; but it scemed impossible that
4 man in the building could not hear
that terrific din, howsoever soundly he

slopt.
+1 say, you take this stone and bang
on the gate!”
gasped Bunter,
fatigiied by his

clforts, “We've gob
to wake the beast!
1e’s only pretend-
ing not to hear, of
course.  Ile must
hiear.”

“1f he won’t como
down, we can’t
make him,” said
larry  “ After all,
it's not his duty to
come down in the
night and let us in,”

“Yon silly
chiump! Are we
roing to stay oub
ull night because a
beastly chauffeur is
too beastly lazy to
get out of bed?”
shrieked Bunter.

“I'd better get
in—"

“Beast !"

“And get Quelch
to let you in—"

“Rotter! 1 tell
you I won't be left
out here! Suppose
that  burglar fol-
lowed us?”

“You silly fat-
hiead, why should
ho follow us, even
if he was a
burglar 7" exclaimed
Wharton,

“Well, I'm not
going to be left out here alone. I
know you'd like to sec me murdered by
a =avage burglar!” =aid Bunter bitterly.

“QOh, you born idiot!”

“Well, I'm not going to be murdered
to pleaze you, I can tell yon! Wake
up that beast Barnes.”

Iarry Wharton took the stone and
langed on the gate. The noise rang far
bevond the garage. But it did not
wake Barnes.

“It's no good,” said Harry at last.
¥ Tlither he can't or he won't wake up.”

“I'm going to wake him,” =aid
Bunter savagely.

e picked up a handiul of pebbles,
and, standing back from the gate, flung
them over at the windows of the
garage beyond.

Most of them fell short, and ratiled
down in the yard; but some of themn
reached the windows, and there was a
sharp crack. At least onc pane had
gone.

“You've broken a window, vou {at
azz!” breathed Wharton.

“I don’t care! I wish it lad been
his head!” snarled Bunter.

To Wharton'’s amazement there was
stil no sign from Barncs. A panc of
hiz bed-room window had been cracked
without awakening him.

“He's only pulling our leg,” said
Dunter.  *lle knows we're here, and
don’t choose to let nus in! I'm going
to make him.”

“Look lhere, Bnnter—"

“Rats Lo yon!”

Bunter sorted out more stones—larger
ones, Bunter was not a_good shot, and
most of his missiles flew wide and
wild. Bat, as the proverb says, dogged
does it! Bunter kept up the fusillade,
till a heavy stone fairly crashed through
Barnes” bed:room window and dropped
1nlsu1p tlie room with a shower of broken

ass,

“That’ll feteh him!"” gasped Bunter.

But it did not fetch Barnes! There
was no sound or movement or light
from the rooms over the garage.

“My hat!” said Wharton. “Barnes

This may be his night
off, and he's out, Bunter,”
“Yon silly ass, not to think of that

can't be there!

shall

gusped Bunter. ' We
that

row for breaking

before !
get into o
window."”

“Not much doubt about that,” agreed
Wharton. * Anyhow, we're booked for
the biggest row of the term—a Head's
flogzing. very likely.”

< (h, lor'!"

“But Barnes can'i be out at this
time of night.” added Wharton, after
a little thonght. “ He couldn't be out
at half-past one.  And he’s not away—
he drove the car this afternoon. Blessed
if I ean make it out. _Anyhow, he's
not going to let ns in. That's a cert.”

“Wihat are we going to do?” wailed
Dunter,

1le leaned on the garage gate and
groaned.

“There's only one thing,” said Harry
patiently. 1 ecan climb in and get
Quelch to come and let you in—"

“0h, vou beast! I—I—I daren’t stay
out here alone.”

“There's nothing to be afraid of.”

“Beast! "That burglar—"

“1 dare sar ho wasn't a burglar.
And, anvhow, he's a mile away——"

“Harl !

“You fat ass, il's only the wind.”
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“It's him!" gasped Bunter, too
terrified to think of yrammar.  “It’s

kim! He's afier us! Oh dear!”

Wharton started a little, From the
direction of the main road came a
sound, and it was not the wind. It was
a light, running footfall,

Bunter collapsed against the garage
gate in sheer funk. Wharton felt fis
heart beat faster

The man they had seen at Hogben
Grange ecould not have followed them
with ill-intent. #lad he desired to harm
them, ho could have got on with it, so
to speak, on the spot. Instead of
which he had dodged away in the dark-
ness, evidently only anxious to escape
observation. It was not, it could not

b, that square-jawed man who was now
approaching.

But who was it? Who

Billy Bunter stared fixedly at the
stranger, like a rabbit fascinating
by a snake!

was coming from the main road down
the shadowy lane beside the school
wall with o light, cautious, running
footstep at nvearly two o'clock in the
morning ? .

A figure loomed up in the shadows,
coming on siraight jowards the garagoe
gate. It was a figere in a long, dark
cnat, and a slouched lat that sereenecd
tho face from view.

e came up suddenly, and Wharton
heard the quick breathing, Ie stopped
at the garage gates, and not till then
did the neweaner observe the school-
boys there. Ile gave so violent a start
that he seemed to stagger.

At the same moment Wharion got
a glimpse at his face, and recognised
Lim in uiter astonishment,

“Barncs ! Lie cjacnlated.

“Bub-Bub-Barncs ! gasped Dunter.

“QOh dear! Is that Barnes? Oh lor'!
I—I—I thought it was a bub-bub-
burglar.”™

If the juniors were startled, they
were not so startled as Barnes. His

face was quite white under the shadow
of his hat.” For some scconds he seemed
unable to find his voice.

“Parnes!” repeated ITarry Wharton
blankly.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
At Last |

ARNES recovered himself.
B * You—you startled

me,
Master Wharton. It is Master
Wharton, isn’t it7” He peered
a4 the jumor in the starlight.
“Yes," said Harry.
“And me,” grunted DBunter, *“Yon
jolly well startled me, Barnes! What

the thump are you doing out at this
time of mght?"”

“That's no  business of yours,
Bunter,” said Wharton sharply.
“lsn't it?” snapped Bunter. “I jolly

well know that the Head would sit up
if he knew that his chauffeur had been
trapesing about at two o’clock in the
morning.”

Wharton could mnot help agreeing
with Bunter on that point. It was
quite certain that these peculiar pro-
ceedings on the part of his excellent
and well-conducted chauffeur would
have surprised Dr, Locke. Still, it was
no husiness of the Removites.

“1 am sorry I startled you, sir,” said
Barnes, with a slight huskiness in his
smooth tones, which showed that he had
not yet quite recovercd from the shock he
had received. “ Very sorry, indeed, sir !
Bus surely you young gentlemen are not
allowed out of the school at this hour 1"

“We've had a chapter of accidents,”
said Harry., “We lost a train and got
in late, and couldn’t make Gosling
hear. So we came round to the garage,
hoping that you'd wake up and lct us
in.”

“I regret very much that T was out,
sir,” said Barnes. “It was very un-
fortunate, in the eircumstances.”

“I should jolly well think so
growled Bunter. “You jolly well know
that you oughtn't to have been out.,”

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“8han't! We shall get into a thump-
ing row for breaking that window, and
it's all Barnes’ fault, trapesing the
country in the middle of the night.”

“I am really sorry, sir,” said Barnes.
“I lost the last train at RedelyfTe, and
had to walk. Ctherwise M

“That's all right,” said Wharton.
“You're not bound to explain to us,
Barnes. It's no business of ours,
though Bunter geems to faney it is.
But now you're here, can you let us
in?"

“Certainly, sir, with pleasnre!”

“0Oh, good!" gasped Dunter.

Barnes produced a key and unlocked
the gate.  The two juniors were glad
erough to see it open,

They followed Barnes
cheuffeur  relocked  the
glanced np at the broken window of
his bed-room, where the gap showed
plainly in the glass that glimmered in
the starlizht.

Wharton coloured.

“I'm sorry vour
Barnes,” he soid.
you hear, and Bunter

“You needn't put it on to me,” in-
terrupted Bunter. “Tt was an aceident,
of conrse. Darnes ourht to have woke
up—I mean. he ought to hava heen
thero to wake up! T shan’t pay for
that window, I can tell him!"”

“Shut up, vou fat chump! We're
sorrv, Barnes—"'

“T'm not sorry.” interjected Bunter,
“and T jollv well shan't pay for the
windaw, so there !"

(Ll

in, and the
rale. He

window’s broken,

“Weo :';nul(ln‘t make

“The  window will be paid for,
Barnes.” said Harry.
“Please  don’t trouble, sir,” said

Barnes cwvilly,  “T quite understand
how it was, sir as vou couldn’t make
me hear, and naturally supposed that 1
was in mv room. T am afraid vour
Form master would be a litile angry
Tae Maaser Lisrary.—No. 1,139,

with you, sir, if he knew about that
window."”

“1w afraid so,” said Harry, with a
grimace. “But it can't be helped
now.”

“1f you tell Quelch it was me, Whar-
ton—"

“Shut up, you fat ass!” snapped
Wharton, " He's bound to know that
wo broke the window.”

“Not at all, sir,” said Barnes. *“You
yeung gentlemen will probably lind Mer.
WQueleh a httle severe coming home s=o
late, and there is no necd to make
mutters worse by mentioning that a
window was broken. 1 certamly have
no desire to mention it, sir.”

“Youre a good chap, Barnes,” said
Harry gratetully, It will be bad
encugh for us, anyhow, and if you
don't mind keeping it mum——"

“Not in the least, sir,” said Barnes.
“I will get the window repaired to-
morrow, and nothing nced be said
about it. And if you prefer to pay for
it, sir, 1 will let you know the amount
privately—only a couple of shillings,
sir, most likely."”

“Thank you, Barnes!” said Wharton.

He could not help feeling deeply re-
licved and grateful to the chauffeur for
h.s thoughtfulness. Matters were likely
to be bad enough for the two juniors
when they met their Form master,
without a broken window to report in
addition to the rest

“Not at all, sir,” said Barnes.
“Please let the matter drop. All you
pcr‘:,(l tell Mr, Quelch is that I let you
in.

“Good !” said Bunter. “Keep it dark
about that beastly window, Barnes, and
I'll give you a good tip when I leave
for Christmas!"

“T'his  way, Master Wharton,” said
Barnes. “If vou would like me to
walk with youn as far as the House——"

“That's all right,” said Harry.
“Good-night. Barnes!”

“Good-night, sir!"

The two juniors went on their way,
Barnes standing in the gloom and star-
ing after them for some moments
before he turned away and let himsell
into the garage.

A light was glimmering from Mr,
Queleh's study window when Wharton
and DBunter approached the House.
Evidently the Remove master was still
waiting up.

Wharton drew a deep breath and
knocked lightly on the door. A light
gleamed within at once, and the door
waus opened,

The grim wisage of Mr. Quelch
looked out.

. “8So you have returned?” he said
icily,

“Yeos, sir., We——2

“T feared that some aceident had

happened,” =aid Mr. Quelch.

“I am sorry, sir. It wasn’t really
our fault.”

“That remains to be seen,” said the
Remove master grimly. “1 shall not
go into the matter at this hour of the
night. T will take you to vour dormi-
lor‘y now.”

“I—I—1 say, sir—"

“¥ou need say nothing, Dunter.”

Mr. Quelch closed the door and
locked it when the juniors were within.
His expression was grim and unbend-
ing. He had been anxious abont these
two members of his Form, and now
that he saw them safe and sound kLis
anviety changed to anger, as is not un-
common in such circumstances, His
manner was very auict, but the look in
his eves was dismaying.

“But T—I'm hungry,
Bunter

“Indeed !

“Tamished, sir!” , .

“Follow me to your dormitory!” said

sir!” wailed
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Mr. Quelch, brushing  aside Billy
Bunter’s state of famine as if it did not
matter in the least.

“Oh, really, sip—"

“Silence ! said Mr. Quelch, in a voice
that made Bunter quake.

The two juniors followed him in
silence to the Remove dormitory. Mr.
Quelch turned on the light there, and
they went in.

“1 shall return in two minutes!” said
Mr. Queleh, in a grinding voice.

Two minutes were enough for
Wharton and Bunter. They were in
bed when the Remove master came back
to turn off the light. Several of the
Remove fellows had awakened, and
were blinking round, with drowsy
curiosily.

“Good-night, sir!” murmured
Wharton.

“Good-night 1 said Mr. Quelch, rap-
ping out the words like bullets. And he
turned off the light and departed.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You're back,
then!” yawned Bob Cherry. “Where
on earth have you fellows been?”

Snore!

Bob chuckled.

“ Bunter's asleep,
thunderstorm,”  he
asleep, Wharton

“Jolly near—tell
murmured Wharton; and his eyes
closed, and there was silence and
slumber once more in the Remove
dormitory.

it's a
“You

or elsd
remarked.

you {o-morrow

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Serious Illness, and a Quick Cure!

LANG, clang!
q The rising-bell rang nut in the
frosty December morning.

Billy Bunter snored on regard-
less. And Harry Wharton, for once, did
not heed the rising-bell,

Boby Cherry jumped out of bed, and
the rest of the Remove turned out, with
those two cxceptions. The bell ceased
to clang, but Wharton and Bunter weio
still fast azleep.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob
Cherry.
Wharton started. and opened his

eves. He sat up in bed drowsily.

“Rising-bell, old chap !” said Bob.

“Oh, my hat! I'm sleepy!” vawned
Wharton, rubbing his eves. *“Can’t be
helped, though., Here goes!”

And he rolled out of bed.

Bunter snored on. It was not till most
of the Remove were ready to go down
that Wharton shook him and awakened
him.

“Ow!
Bunter.

“Time to get up, fathead!”

“Beast! Lemme alone I'™

“You'll be late for prayers!”

“Lemme alone ™

Bunter closed his eyes again.

Wharton shook him once more, and
the Ow! of the Remove reopened his
eyes and blinked at him ferociously.

“Will you lemme alone?” he hissed.
“I'm tired! I'm sleepy! T ain’t going
to gerrup ! Tell Quelch I'm ill1”

“Petter turn out, old fat bean,” said
IHarry. “You won't like it if Quelch
comes up for you.”

“Think of breakfast!” =aid Dob.

Bunter showed some signs of anima-
tion for a moment, but only for a
moment. Even breakfast did not tempt
him from sleep.

“Lemme alone! Tell Quelch I'm ill—
dyving. in fact! Tell him to go and ecat
coke! Lemme alone! I'm going to
sleep 1"

And Bunter went to sleep.

He was left asleep, and he was
missing at prayers and missing at the

(Continued on page 18.

Lemme alone!” mumbled



Here's Anpother Interesting “ Soccer” Talk, Chums/!

Most of us look forward to Christmas as a time of jollity and feasting, but the pro-

fessional footballer has little time for either jollity or feasting . . he’s working “overtime !

WO or three years ago, I happencd to be refereeing a |
match around Christmas-time, when the conditions |
weore almost as bad as they could be. The wind was |
blowing strongly, and on it cawno intensely-cold

sleet. Indeed, it scemed to be “ raining ice.”

One or two of the players were obviously feeling the effects
of the cruel conditions, and there was at least one appeal to
me to put an end to the game—to call it off. Noticing the
“ down-in-the-dumps " state of some of the players, a more than
usually cheery soul tried to buck them up. * Never mind,
boys,” he said, “ it’s always some sort of weather at this time
of the year1”

And ‘although tho “some sort of weathor " which we get
around Christmas-time is not always what is called scasonable,
the middle of the season often brings delicate preblems for the
officials.

“Is the ground fit for play ¥ So far as big matches are
concerned, the answer to that question lies solely with tho
referees appointed to take charge of the matches.

If the referec says play, then the players must furn out.
If he says the ground is unfit, then the players can’t
go on with the game, cven though they may not agree
awith the decision.

It may be taken for granted, however, that referees always
try to get through matches on the appointed day if it is possible
to do so. Indeed, referces are instructed to that effect ; that
matohes must not be postponed for trivial reasons.

Roughly speaking, there are only two reasons for a football
mateh being postponed. If the referee cannot interpret the
rules of tho game, then he must call the match off. Obviously,
if there is fog about, so thick that the refereo cannot follow the
play, then he cannot control the game according to the rules.
If there is enow on the lines, so that they eannot be seen, this
also renders it impossible for the official to carry out the rules
of the game.

The first really big match of the presont season to be * called
off ¥ owing to the state of the ground was that between Arsenal
and Middlesbrough about the middle of November, After the
game had goné on for nearly an hour the referee said that he could
not sec the penalty line, and that being so he could not carry
on tho game and interpret the rules as they should be inter-
preted.  You will remember that there was a bit of a rumpus
over that decision, the spectators, who were already wet
througl, apparently thinking that it wouldn't matter much it
they got wetter still.

The other oceasion when the roferee is justified in calling a
match off is when, in his opinion, it would be dangerous for the
players to carry on.  When there is sudden frost, following rain
or thaw, for instance, and the surface of the pitch is like a sheet
of ice, then it is obviously dangerous for a game of football
to bo played.

N my time, however, I havo witnessed riots almost, con-
sequent on the postponement of a big football mateh.  On
Boxing Day, of 1919, I was at Middlesbrough for the

urpose of seeing n match between the team of that town
and Notts County. Much interest had been worked up in that
game, and there wero a lot of people assembled both inside and
outside the ground.

When the referoe went over the pitch, howover, he eame to
the conclusion that it would be dangerous to the players to
attempt to carry tho mateh through, and so it was ealled off.
There had been n gume on the previous day, when the ground
had been very soft.

Duyring the night, kowever, hard frost hoad set in,
and all the bumps made by the feet of the players the

previous day had frozen as huard as iron,

Immediately it was known that the matel: was off, those who
had paid their money at the turnstiles became restive. They
began to shout for their money back, The situation was ensed
a little, when some young lads jumped over the rails, and with a
threepenny rubber ball, started a match on the * dangerous ™
pitch. Tho other people round the ground had to laugh. For
a fow moments, however, the situation looked very ugly, and
I can tell you that I was very pleased to get out of the ground
without being badly crushed by the hundreds of folk who rushed
to the office demanding their money back.

It is in tho hope of preventing scenes of this kind that referees
are instructed to get to the grounds at which they have to
officiato some timo before the game is due to start, so that they
ean, if necessary, give a decision as to the fitness of the ground
before would-be spectators have been admitted.

one of ‘the worst of rocent times, so far as football

is concerned. The matches of Christmas Day were

got through all right, but late in the day it began to
snow, and” by the next morning the white carpet lay thick upon
the grounds of all the clubs in the south of England. There
were no matches on that day, becauso it was Sunday, but
most of the clubs had a game due to be played on the following
day—officially, Boxing Day. Heroioc efforts wers made by some
clubs to get their pitches cleared on the Monday morning, but
the task was beyond the efforts of the workers, and most of the
matches had to be declared off.

MOSI‘ of you will remember the Christmas of 1027,

Around Christmas-time the officials of all football
clubs should be prepared for emergencies in regard to
the footwear of their players. In o very short time,
the state of a pitch may change completely, and very
often it is a case of the players best shod for the pitch
winning the match.

Charlie Paynter, the trainer of West Ham, tells a Christmas.
time story of how he was caught napping, although this partic-
ular story—as all Christmas stories should—had a happy endinz
On tho day of the match the West Ham playcrs travelled to
Birmingham, and all the prospects wero for & game on a soft
ground. So boots with the usual studs werce the pnly ones
taken away by the trajner.

During the journey, however, a keen frost set in, and by the
time the game started, the Birmingham pitch was iron-Harl
and slippery, too. The Birmingham players, being at home,
wern um to wear rubber-soled boots, and gotting o better
foothold, had most of the play in the first halt, At half-time
they led by a goal to nothing. As the gamoe progressed, however,
the woather did another sudden change. It began to thaw
ngain, and the surface of tho pitch softeued, That suited the
boots of the West Ham players, and csused the rubbor-soled
hoots of the Birmingham men to become a handicap. And
West Ham won tho match by two goals to one.

To my yvoung readers who are callod upon to play gomes on
frozt-bound grounds, I may give a bit of advice.

Don't wear boots with long studs in them. Betler
still, have boots without studs at all.  But if the surface
of the pitch is slippery, then have strips of rubber nailed
on to the soles of the bools.

Anothoee bit of advice, which may corao inuseful for mid-season
football. Tf you have to play a gamo when the ground is in a
dangerous condition, cut out the shoulder charge. I havo
known first-class teams enter into an agreement before a match
that they would not charge cach other.
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“" RIEKEY 1™
g Mr. Lickham, the maater of
the Fourth at St. Sam’'s, pawsed

the doorway of the Form-
room and uttered that eggsclamation
tn tones of sheer amazerment. For a mo-
ment, he eould hardly beleeve the evvi-
dence of his own peepers.

It was the last day of tho Christmas
term—n day when the skandalously striet
dissiplin enforced at St, Sam's was relaxed
g little.  But even on last day of term, one
hardly eggspected to find & whole Form
induljing in an orgy of violence and
destruction,

Yet that was what the Fourth were
doing ! Half-g-duzzen juniors were weeld-
ing hoge pickaxes with deadly effect on
their desks., Another half-duzzen were
noeking in the walls with sledge-hammers ;
two or three were jumping on the black-
board and another two or three, armed with
hevvy Latchets, wera dealing shattering
blows to the casel,

Crash 1 Bang! Wullop!

The noise and clammer were simply
deffening. Mr. Lickham  farely gasped.
For a minnit, he was too parrilised with
astonishment to do anything. Then,
coming back to earth again, he made
meggaphone of his hands and bawled
gbove the din:

“ Boys! How dare you?”

Tnstantly the terribul racket was silenced
—the Fourth looked up from their labours,
grinning all over their diles.

“ (iood-morning, sir | thoy corussed.
™ AMr. Lickham snorted like an old war-
borse.

“T'll give you ‘Good morning!’ you
young vandals!”™ he cried, sternly.
* What the merry dickena do you mean hy
wrecking the giddy Form-room at this
season of festivity and good-will

The Fourth looked rather surprised.

* Aren’t we doing right, then, sir ?”
asked Jack Jolly, the handsum keptin of
the Form,

“You know blinking well you're not
doing right!” answered Mr. Lickhamn,
with dignity. * Surely you are awarc
that emashing up the desks, otsettera,
simply isn't done ?”

" But the Head told us we could do it,
gir ! "' said Frank Fearless.
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The noise and clammer was simply deffening. ' Boys!!

bawied Mr. Lickham.
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" How dare you!l

Mr. Lickham started
violently.

* The—the Head told
you 7" he ejackulated.

“ Jolly went to the
trubble of asking him
gpecially, and the Head
answered * Yes.,! Didn't
he, you chaps 1 asked
Fearless, turning to the
others,

* Yeg, rather ! " yolled
the Fourth.

“ My bat! The Head
must be completely off
his rocker ! declared
Mr. Liekham. * What
epgsactly did you ask
him, Jolly #"

“1 asked him whether
wo could break -up to-
day,” answered dJock
Jolly. * Hesaid ‘yes’
immejately !

For a moment, Mr.
Lickham  stared at
the kaptin of the Fourth with n blank
kind of eggspression on his face. Then
he suddenly burst into a roar of larfter.

“ Ha, ha, ha! Did you imajine, then,
that he meant you to break up all the
furniture in the Form-room 7 " he howled.

* Certainly, sir!®

“Ha, ha, ha! This is funny and no
mistake ! ' gurgled the historical Form
master. “Don't you seo, you young
fatheads, that the Head meant a different
kind of ‘break-up’® sltogether 1"

“Qh!" mermered the Fourth, a doubt
entering their minds.

“ When the Head mentioned * brealk up,’
I have no doubt that he meant we were
going to have a * brake ’ up to the skool to
convey us to the station, Savvy 17

“ My hat ! We never thought of that !
grinned Jack Jolly. * Betfer stop the
other *break-up ' then, you fellows! ™

The rest of the Fourth fully agreed with
their leader and hurriedly put down their
pick-axes and other deadly weppons.

Scarcely had they done so before there
was & clatter of hob-nailed boota in the
passidge outside, and Dr. Birchemall, the
distingwished Headmaster of St. Sum's,
cantered in.

The Head's skglierly fizz, which was
usually beaming like
a fool moon at
Christmas-time, was
on this  occasion
rinkled and furrowed
with eare. Trials
and trubbles had fal-
len upon the shoulders

of the Head thick
and hevvy at this sea-
son of peace and
goodwill to all
men,

It was hard luck

ot tho old fogey to
have nothing  but
truizble and worry
to look forward to
throughout the
Christings ; every-
body was agreed
on that point. The
Head, who had been
‘working hard ans a
represcuatative of a
firm of Christmas
card and mnovelty
merchanta, had look-
ed forward toa life
of luxury and easc
during the holls.
Two uitea before.
lLiowever, the munuy-
box in which he had
kept thoe prosceds of
his  Christmas sales

=\

blow, a!l the Head's fond dreams had heen
dashed to the ground. Beastly booly and
tirant as ho was, the fellows couldn’t help
ieeling sorry for him.

* Good-moorning, hoys!!
Eirchemall.

“ ocd-morning, sir!"”
Fourth. * Merry Christmas!”
The Head larfed—a harsh, bitter larl.

“ By the look of things at present, it
won't be a very merry Christmas {or me,
this year ! ” he said, * I am sorry to say,
my boys, that ruin stares me in the
fizzog just now, and unless a miracle
occurs you will shorily witness the un-
{;:enidcntcd spoctacle of your Headmaster

ing led away with gyves upon his wrists!”

“(rate pip!”

* To-day, the collector for the Clhristmas
card people calls for his muuny,” an-
nounced the Head, dramatically. *° When
1 tell him there’s nothing doing, 1 tremble
to think what he will say.”

* But ean nothing be done, sir ? ' asked
Mr. Lickham. *“Can’t I go round with
tho hat for you or somelhing ¢ *

Dr. Birchemall coased his lamentations
and eyed his subordinit rather thought-
fully.

" By Jove ! That's not at all a bad ides,
Lickham,” he said. *“ It hadn't oceurred
to me, but if you're willing to do it e

‘' Plezzura, sir | "' grinned Mr. Lickham.
“ How much are yeu short, mite I in-

uire {

“ Ruffly, aboul fifty pounds, my dear
Lickham.”

Mr. Lickham :ecoiled, as from a Llow-

“ Fifty what ¥’ ho asked, feintly.

“ Fifty pounds!” repeated the Head.

“ You mean fifty quid ?”

" Bgpeactly !

Mr. Lickbam seratched his pate in
perplexity.

“Hem! 1 hadn't thought it would be
as much as that,” ho konfessed, "I
thought perhaps about fourpence-ha’penny
or livepenee.”

“ Nevertheless, the fact remains that I
havo tost fifty quid!”

“Then., in that case, T can’t hold out
much hope of my collection being suxxess-
ful,” remarked Mr, Lickham, regretiully.
** However, 1 will do iny best ! ™

And Mr. Lickham took off his mortar-
board and trotted rouwd the Form, col-

lecting.

Unforchunitly, as Mr. Lickham had
prophesied, the sum of fifty pounds wa3
rather bevond ihe range of tho Fourth.
The iuniors gave treely and jennerously.
.and when the contents of the mortar
board were pored cul on to a desk, it was
found that the collection amounted to
wnpenee in coppers, a threepenny -bit with

croaked Dr.

chouted the

had misteriously dis-
appeared, and in one

a hole in it, two peanuts and fiflecn
trowsis butions, But jenpcrous as that

/},

collection was, it wasn't mueh use to ihe
Head in his present plite,

Mr. Lickham added three-ha’pence which
he found in the lining of his coat, and then
handed over ihe lot with a jesture.

“ That's the best T can do, sir,” he said.
1 trussed it will enable you to ward off

the perlice.”

Dr. Birchemall grabbed the eollection
and transferred it to his trowsis pocket.

“ Thank you, Lickham, But for this, I
should be absolutely broke!™ he imer-
mcred, in a broken wvoice. ' I'm afreid
it won't help me grately in my predicka-
ment, but 1t will %uy ma o few doenutts
and a bottle of jinjer-pop in the tuckshop,
and I suppose I must be thankful for small
inercies. Cheerio !

And the Head made tracks for the 8kool
tuckshop.

1I.

ITE a bloke inguire if Birche-
mall is sbout ? ™
Jack Jolly was standing
at the top of the 8kool House
cps looking out on the snow-covered
ndseape when these words fell on his
ara.

Looking round, he perceeved a grim-
ooking jentleman with a dile like a ferret.
Almost immejately, he guessed the eye-
dentity of the neweomer. Jack Jolly had
a wonderful giit for adding two and two
together and making them five or six,
and he exercised that gift on this cceasion.

“Tho Christrnas-card man!” he eggs-
claimed. )

* At your serviss ! 7 loered the eollecting
jentleman. * I've como to colleet some
dibs from our representative, Alfred
Birchemall, and I haven't any lime to
waste. Whereishe 17

“ Somebody asking for me 7" asked o
decp, refined voico from the doorway, and
the Head himself looked out.

Like tho kaptin of the Fourth, the Head
roatised immejately who the ecaller was.
But the Head, of corse, was far too proud
10 betray his feelings in any way. DBoyond
turning garstly white and nocking at the
noeze and trembling violently all over.
he showed no sign whatever of feeling
Ul at case.

“Are you Alfred Birchemall 7' asked
ihe Clhristias-card collecting jontleman.

“That's me!” said the Head, with
bia usual faultless grammar,

“Then in that ease, 1l trnbble you for
Sty pounds ! said the Christmas-card
eollecting jentleman.

The Head larfed mirthtessly.

" Sorry, old chap—can’v be did!” ho
ietaried.

iy

L:e collector gave

"

a wviolent, convulsive
A,
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“ Unforchunitly, it is
utterly imposs!"”  shid
the Head.  * The fact is
that some awful rotter
has bened my takings !
What are you going to do
about it 7

The collector eyed the
Head and chewed his
lipps till the blud spurted
out. When he spoke,
his voice was hard end
metallie, and there was
a steely look in his
eyes. It was evvident
that he could, when he
liked, be & man of iron
determination.

“Then, in that cace,”
ho  said, * you'll have
to go to chokey till you
jolly well can pay!”

A strangled sob es-
caped Dr. Birchemall's
lipps. Ha threw out his

bony arms in a pleading jesture.
“ Burely, sir, you won’t send me to
I[ chokey at Christmas-time ? ™ he cried.
“Won't I?" snorted the collector-
“We'll see about that!”

Ho turned to the huge crowd of juniors
who hail by this time assembulled, and
jerked his " thumb signifficantly in the
direction of the trembling headmaster of
St. Sam’s.

“ Keep an eyo on tho old covey while
I ring up the perlice, will you ? " he asked.

Jack Jolly stepped to the four, his eyes
flashing five.

“Keep on eye on him yourself ! he
shouted. ** Think we're going to help in
sending our own Head to elink for Christ-
mas ¥ Not likely t”

“No fear!” yelled the crowd at the
back.

The colleeling jentleman hared
gleeming fangs in o crool smile.

“Veory well, then. I will tako him to
the perlice-station myself!” he said.
“ Come along, Birchemall 1"

With that he attempted to grab the
Hoad by the scruff of the neck.

With a frightened squeal, Dr. Birchemrll
leaped down the steps and raced madly
away.

Stop theof 17 yelled the collector, and
he started off in persewt.

“ Groooo ! Keep-
imoff  hays!” panted
the Head, as he tore
across  the snowy
quad. * Lemme get
away from that fellow
before he puts the
perlice on my track !
Poof ! ™

Such an appeal
from the Heud was
not 1o he ipnored.
On hearing it, the
juniors farely jompod
into  action. Jack
Jolly and » crowd of
tho Fourth guickly
made some =snowballs,
and then rushed after
the Christinas - eard
man, thirsting for his
blue.

“ Give him sox!”
yelled Jack Jolly.

Tho juniors did ro.
They gave him sox
in the forin of snow-
balls tilh he hardly
knew whether ho was
on his lLead or his
heals.

Natcherally,
Birchemall toal full
advantage of tho

his
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yeu cwelne B0

respite.  As soon as
he found his retreat
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no longer cut off, he maade a B.line to the
Skool gates, escorted by a crowd of
cheering juniors.

Just as he got into the roadway, a Rolls-
Rice car swept past the gates, chugging and
snorting alonp in the direction of Muggleton
and London Town.

Dr. Birchemall was nover the man to
hezzitate, and ho did not do so on this
oceasion. Taking a short ran, he made a
leap at the luggage-grid at the hack and
landed farely and squarely in the middle
of it.

Two minnits Iater, he had wvannished
down the reoad, and the juniors, lariing
fit to bust over the enjoyvable cnicrtain.
ment, returncd te the Skool Houso.

The Christmas-card jentleman met them
half-way aeross tho gquad.  As ho passed
he flung them a bLitter glarnse, which they
were only just in time to dodge.

“Bust youl" he eried savvidgely.
“ But for your intorference, 1 should have
kaptured him easily ! But never mind !
I'm poing straight to the perlice-station
now, and within tive minnits the tellegraph
wires all over the country will ho buzzing
with a description of the wanted man!™

“@Give him another volley, chaps!™
yelled Jack Jolly, in reply to this outburst,
and the juniors obliged by pelting the
collector with snowhballs until he flew out
of the gates.

Shortly after that, the brake that was
to take the Fourth down to tho station
rolled up on the seen, and the Head and
all his trubbles were soon hannished
from the juniors’ minds in the eggsilement
of starting off for the Christmas vaclk.

Jack Jolly & Co. wore going to spend
Christmas at the magniflicent town house
of Frank Fearless’ pater, and they were
looking forward to a rattling good holliday
in London. Natcherally, by tho time
they reached Muggleton, they had for-
gotten the very eggsistence of Dr.
Birchemall,

Though they were not aware of it, thoy
wore destined to moet the Head again in
very eggstraordinary circumstances before
Christmas was over. But for the time being,
our heroea oblitterated him from their
memories and threw themselves hart and
golo into the merry old Yuletide festival !

THE END.

( You'll be tickled to death when you read
the next story in thia amusing scries of St
Sam's yarns, It'll appear i next weel's
MAGNET.)

# Siop, theef! ' yelled the Christmas-card rnan, persewing
Dr. Birchemail across the snow.
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(Continued from page 14.)

breakfast table. At that table Mr.
Henry Samue! Quelch presided, with a
baleful eye.

Me. Queleh had felt it his duty to
remain up overnight while two members
of his I'orm were absent. But a
middle-aged gentleman could not sit up
till after two in the morning without
feeling the effects of it.  Mr. Quelch
had red eyelids and a very sharp
temper.  The look on %tre]chy’s face
warned the Remove that they had to be
very good that day. He noted Bunter's
abstuce ab once, and fixed a gleaming
ere on his head boy.

“Wharton !

“Yes, sir?"

“Where is Bunter ?”

“He's not down yet, sir, I think.”

“Do you mean to imply, Wharton,
that Bunler is still in bed at this hour 77
“"Hem! Yes, sir. Heo was very
tired.”

“Is it vour view, Wharton, that you
are enfitled to remain out until any hour
vou clioose and sleep in the morning
alter turning night into day?” inquired
Mr. Queleh.

“'"Hem! No, pir.”

“!),'lo to the dormitory at once and
feteh Bunter.”

“Very well, sir.”

Wharton departed. He found William
George Bunter still fast asleep, and
i:r}orirng- as if for a wager. He shook
im,

Y“Grooogh !

“Get up, Bunter 1™

““Shan'y 1"

“ Brekker ! zaid Wharton.

Snore !

“Yon fat idiot!” exclaimed Wharton,
shaking Lim again.  “Vou've got to
turn oul! Quelchy is ratty [?

Wharton dragged off the bedclothes.

here was a voar from Billy Bunter as
the December cold smote him. He
sat up.

“Look here, vou beast! T'm not
eoming down!” he velled. “Sce? T'm
tired!  Sleepy! TII!  Tell Quelch!
Gimme those blankets!”

“You've got to come down, you fat
clinmp !

“I won't!” hooted Bunter. I
refuse to stir out of bed when T'm
serionsly il Tell Quelch T'm.illl
Tell him from me that I've got a pain in
my chest! T think it’s pneumonia, or
plumbago. Tell him there’s plumbago
in my family—galloping plumbago!
Now lemmo alone!”

And Bunler, seizing the bedelothes,
Lunched himself up in them and elared
ddfiance at the captain of the Remove.
.There was no donht that Bunter was
tired and sleepy. Wharton conld guess
that from bis own feelings. He stood
in  doubt, regarding the fat junior.
Dunter recommenced snoring,

Iarey Wharton went downstairs again
at last,

“Wlhere is Dunter?” inquired My,
Quelch.

“He asked me to tell vou that he felt
ill this morning, sir.” said Harry. “He
—he's very tired after last night, sir,”
he added, at a venture,

“No doubt I said Mr. Queleh dryly.

Iv rose from the table. apparently
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with the infention of seeing to the
invalid himself,

When hLe arrived in tho Remove
dormitory, he had a cane under his arm.
That, perhaps, was what Mr. Quelch
considered a spitable medicine for Billy
Bunter's malady,

Snore! Dunter was going strong as
hia Form mastcr approached his bed.
side. The hand of anthority shook him,
and Bunter wopke up.

“You beast!” he lowled. “Yon
rotter ! Oh, you blighter! If yon don’t
lemme alone I'll punch your silly nose!”

“ Bunter |?

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Oh crikey!”

“ Bunler, Low dars you—"

“Oh dear! T—I didn't know it was
yvou, sir! I thought it wasz that oiher
beast:

“Wharton lLas informed me that von
are ill, Buater,” said the Remove
muasker, in a grirzéling voice,

“Oh dear! es, sir!  Trightfully
ill 1" gasped Bunter. “I—I slipped in
the snow last night, sir, and—and
sprained my spinal ecolumn. And—and
I've got shooting pains in my legs, sir.
and—and a burning feeling in my chest,
I think il's pneumonia, sir, or—or
cancer.”

Such a complication of unusnal com-
plaints might have moved the heart of
any Form master.

But Mr. Quelel’s face did not relax.
It only grew grimmer.

“You feel that you cannot rise this
morning, Bunter 1" he asked.

a

“No, sirl Yes, sir! I—TI feel as—
as if I'm expiring, sir!” groaned
Bunter. “Awful pains, sir—frightful!
Pip-pip-perhaps you'll let me have

brekker in bied, sir, in—in 2 few hours
from now—-"

“If you cannot rise, Bunler—"

“I—I can't, siv! Impossible!”

“1 will assist vou, Bunter.”

“Ii—it wouldn't be any good, sir!
I—T1 can't move a limb.”

“I think you are probably mistaken,
Bunter.  ITowever, we shall see,” said
Mr. Quelch grimly.

Whack !

The ecano swished in the air and came
down across Bunter's fat legs. A fear-
ful yell awoke the echoes of the Remove
dormitory.

“Yaroooogli! Whooop!”

Whack!

“1"0000[} kb

Bunter evidently was mistaken in
rupposing that he could not move a
limb. He moved all his limbs at once
with remarkable celerity.  The speed
with which he moved his fat limbs out
of reach of the cane was quite a record,

«“Ah! You are able to rise, as f’ou
sce, Bunter!” remarked Mr. Quelch,
with ferocious humour, as Bunter

blinked at him across the bed.
“Ow, ow, ow!”’
“If you are not down in five minutes,
Bunter, I shall cane you—""
“Ow, ow!"’
“And you will have no breakfast.”
“Oh lor'!”
Mr. Quelch quitted the dormitery.
Bunter was down in five minutea.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Luck !

s [' vou have tears, my beloved

E ‘earers, prepare to shed them
now " remarkéd Skinner of the
Remove,

“You're for it, zou twe!” grinned
Snoop.

“Put some expreise-books in your
bags!” advised Hazeldene. “Quelchy’s
sceing red this morning.”

These remarks—and  many more—

weore made to Wharton and Bunter after
breakfazt, They had orders to present
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themselves in  their Form  mastor’s
study—and they were fecling a natural
reluctance.

Skinper & Co. scemed to be amused;
other fellows were sympathetic. But all
agreed that the hapless two were “for”
1t

“Well, it's no good hanging it out.”
said Harry., “Come on, Buuter, and
let’s get it over.”’

“I—I say, you go first!” said Buntoer.
‘“As the whole thing was veally your
fault, Wharton——""

“Come on, ass!”

“It's up to you!” snapped Bunter.
“You ecan explain to Quelh that we
were lato owing to his being such a
beast as to refuse us that lift-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And yon can tell iim how you lost
the connection at Ashford, and—"

“Are you coming, fathead?”

“Besides, if he takes it out of yon
first, he will go easier with me when 1
come next,” argued Bunter. “IE will
take the edge off. You go in first,
Wharton, and say I'm coming! Scc?
Don’t be funky.”

“Fathead ! I'll go in first if you
like.””

Harry Wharton made his way to M.
Quelch’s study. Bunter lingered at the
corner of Masters' passage, deeply un-
easy. Passib]')' the keen edge of
Quelchy’s wrath might be taken off in
dealing with Wharton. But Bunter
could not help feeling that there would
be plenty left for him.

Wharton found the door of his Form
master's study open; and the deep,
booming voice of Prout, the master of
the Fifth, showed that Mr. Queclch was
not alone. Wharton paused in the
doorway.

“There is no doubt about it, Quelch!”
Mr. Prout was saying, with a tone of
excitement in his deep, fruity voice.
“None whatever! It is not in the
morning papers, but it will be in the
later editions. The postman mentioned
it to me, and I telephoned Imspector
tﬁ‘mm,clas; and the news is undoubtedly
rue.

‘‘Indeed,” said Mr. Quelch.

“ Yes, sir, there is ro doubt about it,”
said Prout. *That unknown miscreant
has been at work again. Obviously tho
wretch is living in this very neighbour-
hood. All his depredations have becn
in this vicinity—within a few miles’
radius of Greyfriars. Hoghen Granga
is scarcnl%vmoro than s mile away——"

Harry Wharton started.

His own affairs, which were trouble-
some enough just at present, had
banished from his mind the recollection
of that curious meeting by the park
wall of Hogben (irange the previous
night. But he remembered it now as
he listened to Prout’s booming voice.

“I have not learned the particulars,”
went on Prout. “But a very extensive
robbery took placo last night at Hogben
Grange.  Gold and silver plate.
understand that the Ilogben plate is
famous and very -aluable, Some thou-
sands of pounds—-"

“Dear me!’ said Mr. Quelch. It
is really shocking! Probably the same
rascal who attempted to break inte the
school o weck ago.”

“Undoubtedly !” said My, Prout.
“The police attribute the whole series
of robberies to the same person. Some
desperate  eriminal, Qucﬁ:h, who has
selected this neighbourhood as the scene
of his operations. Really the police are
very remiss.” .

“No doubt their task iz a difficult
one,’’ remarked Mr. Quelch,

“No doubt., Nevertheless, it is time
that that desperate +ascal was laid by
the heels,” said Pront. “It is reallv
scandalous! This is the sixth or seventh
successful burglary in this distvict. 1t
is really quite alayming !
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“You may come in, Wharton,” said
Mr. Quelch, catching sight of the junior
hesitating in the doorway.

Wharton entered ; and the Fifth Form
master rolled out of the study, to carry
his exciting news to other members of
the staff.

“Now, Wharton, you will explain
your conduct,” said Mr. Quelch coldly.
“You returncd to the school last night
at an unheard-of hour. You caused me
great anxiety, and a considerable and
serious loss of necessary repose.”

“J am sorry, sir,”’ said Wharton quite
sincerely; and he proceeded to relate
the chapter of accidents and mishaps,

Mr. Quelch listened with a grim brow.

“Having lost your train, Wharton,
you shoulg not have gone to Folkestone
at all,” he said, when the junior had

finished, *'Having .lone so, however,
you should have taken measures to
return at a reasonable time, You

should not have lost the connection at
Ashford. You shounld not have travelled
by a slow train when by catching the
vight train you might have travelled
more quickly. I do vot see that your
explanation i3 any excuse at all.”

Wharton coughed.

“We—we weren't so late as—as it
seemed, sir. We were quite a long
time trying to make Gosling hear——"

“Gosling, T believe, has a right to
sleep at night,” :aid Mr. Quelch,

. “Oh, yes! But—but we couldn’t get

in
_ “Then how did you enter, Wharton,
if you did rpot succeed in waking
Gosling 7™

“Barnes let us in, sir, by the garage
gate.”

Wharton made no reference to the

broken window. As Barnes was willing
to keep that epizode dark, Wharton was
more than willing. Certainly mention-

ing it would not have helped to clear
Mr. Queleh’s brow of its thunderous
expression.

“Very good!” raid Mr. Quelch. “I
am bound, Wharton, to take a severe
view of this matter——"

“If you
Wharton.

“Have you anything else to tell me,
Wharton 7"’

“Yes, sir. T—I heard what Mr. Prout
was saying—about a burglary last night
at Hogben Grange—"’

“That does
Wharton,”

“1 think I ought to tell you, sir, that
we came back that way last night, and
stopped to rest a fitile while under the
park wall at Hogben Grange—""

“You do not mean that you saw any-
thing of the occurrence there which Mr.
Prout has mentioned?” exclaimed the
Remove master.

“No, sir; but we saw something that
I think I had beiter mention.” And
Wharton proceeded to deseribe the inci-
dent of the square-jawed man,

Mr. Quelch listened with surprise and
keen interest.

Wharton, to his great satisfaction,
noted that the thunder was fading away
from the Remove master's brow in his
interest in the recital.

“Pescribe the man to me as well as
vou can, Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch.
He laid down his sne as he spoke.
Wharton could only hope that he would
not pick it up again, Ile proceeded to
deseribe tha man Le had seen in the
starlight by the wall of the Grange.

“ A man about thirty I should think,
gir; nothing upnsual about him, only
that he had a very square jaw. I think

1

please, sir—"' murmured

not concern  you,

his eyes were grey.  Clean-shaven.
Medium size. e was dressed in dark
clothes.”
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“You are sure that he was ahoui to
climh into the Grange, over the park
wall, when he was alarmed by finding
you there?”

“Quite sure, sir. There’s no deubt at
all about that,” said Iarry. “Ha
would have been up the ivy in a few
more moments if he hadn't heard
Bunter, and found us there.”

“And then he changed his intention
and left?”’

“Yes, sir—cut off as fast as he could.
Of course, he could rasily have climbed
the wall in another place, out of cur
sight.”

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“And the time when this occurred,
Wharton "

“About half-past twelve, sir. I
remember hearing one o'clock strike
when we came in sight of the scheol.”

“This may he very important,” said
Mr, Quelch thoughtfully.  “ Undoubt-
edly there was a robbery at Hoghen
Grange last night; and it is very singu-
lar that this man should have been enter-
ing the grounds in so surreptitious a
manner, if his intentions were innocent.
It is =os:ible, at least, that the man
vou saw was the unknown miscreant
who has been committing depredations
in this neighbourhood for wecks past.”

Mr. Quelch remained silent for some
moments, in deep thought.

Wharton waited hopefully

The Remove master went to the tele-
phone at last, and rang up Courtfield
police station, He asked for Inspector
Grimes, and fortunately got that gentle-
man., He proceeded to delail what
Wharton had told him, and finally he
turned back to the junior.

“Tnspector Grimes agrees that this
infurmation may be of some import-

(“ontinued on page 20.)
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ance,” he said. “He desires that yon
and Bunter may call at the police

station this morning, and tell him all
you know. You may go to Courtfickl
immediately, Wharton, and take Buntar
with you.”

“Certainly, sir.”

Wharton hesitated, lookigg at his
Form master.  Mr. Quelch started a
little. He really seemed to have forgot-
ten that Wharton was “on the carpet.”
The junior's look recalled it to his mind.

“'Hem ! In  the eircumstances,
Wharton—" Mr. Quelch paused.
“Certainly you have been very remiss,
very careless; but, in the eireum-
stances——""  [le paused again. “You
will take a hundred lines, Wharton!
Bunter will take a hundred lines! ¥You
may tell him so. That
matter.”

“Thank yon, sir!” said Harry.

And he left his Form master’s study
with & cheery countenance. At the
corner of Masters' passage Billy Bunter
met him with a lngubrious fat face, But
the lugubrions expression faded away
when Bunter heard the news, and ho
grinned.

“Oh, good!” said Bunter. “Ripping!
Jolly lucky there was a burglary last
night at Hogben Grange, old chap—
what? Couldn’t have happened better.”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Lucky for us, perhaps,”
®not for 8ir Julius Hoghen,”

“Eh? 1 wasn't thinking of him,”
said Bunter—a quite unnccessary gtate-
ment.

There was no doubt that ‘the delin-
quents were in luck, During first school
that morning, Wharton and Bunter
welb at Courtlicld, interviewing Inspec-
tor Grimes, and giving the description
of the man they had seen under the
park wall of Hogben Grange. They did
not hvrry back, and so they missed
second school, and arrived at Greyfriars
again in time for morning break. So
the matter had not turned ont so badly,
after all.

he =aid;

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Brilliant !

& IIRTSTMAS is coming!™

C Billy  Dunter made that

statement, with a thoughtful
and scrious countenance, quite
as if it were a new discovery of his own.

“Gp hon!" remarked Peter Todd.

“We break up scon, Toddy——"

“We gencrally break up at the end
of the term,” remarked Peter; “and
it’s quite @ common thing for Christmas
to come at the end of the year, Any
more original discoveries?”

“Oh, really, Toddy!
ng—"

“Gammon!"

““As Christmas is comung, and as we
break up soon, we shall be leaving our
dear Form master before long,” said
Bunter

“Eh? Would you like to take Quelchy
home with you for the Christmas holi-
days?” asked Peter sarcastically.

“0h, my hat, no! But—"

“I hear that the Head's risitiug
Wharton's place during the hols,”
remarked Peter. *Nice for them, but
not quite such a corker as Quelchy.”

“Jolly plad I'm not going there,
then,” said Bunter. ‘‘I'm spending the
hots with Mauleverer, Peter.”

“Does Mauly know ¢

“Beast! Dut do come baek to the
subject,” said Bunter. “I've been
th:iriking, Peter, that Quelchy isn't half
puch a bad sort,”
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I was think-

closes  the-

““His bark’s worse than his bite,”
agreed Peter.

“*We're leaving him for o long time,”
snid Bunter, shaking his head sadly,

“Seen my hanky {7 asked Peter.

“No. V\"E!_\':’”

“I want to cry.”

“0Oh, don’t be an ass, you know!
After all, Queleh, being a schoolmaster,
can’t help being a beast. One has to
make allowances,”  said Bunter.
“Taking bim all in all, Quelchy isn’t so
bad. Properly speaking, it’s painful to
part with him."”

“Not so painful
him," said Peter.

*“That's rather unfeeling, Toddy.
Decent chaps ought to feel respect and
—and affection for their TForm
masters.”

“I've got lots
Toddy. “No end!
rather at a disconnt.
Quelchy would appreciate it, But what
are you driving at, you fat idiot?
Wandering in your mind—if any?”

“ Oh, really, Toddy! What I mean is.
Quelchy does his duty according to his
lights. He's no more of a beast than
a schoolmaster gencrally is—less than

as stoying with

of respect,” said
Affection, I fear, is
I'm not sure

somr, in fact. Look at Hacker! He's
worse-tempered than Quelch! Look at
Prout! Ie's a bigger ass! Look at
Capper—"'

“Well, what about it7" inquired

Peter, in wonder.

Bunter’s feclings towards his Form
master, as a rule, lacked both respect
and affection. Quelch was a Form
master who made a fellow work. A
Form master who made Bunter work
could not expect tn rouse in DBunter’s
breast any feelings except those of a
homicidal nature,

So this panegyric of Queleh, from the
Owl of the Remove, was rather surpris-
ing. Apparently Dunter was driving at
something; but what he was driving at
was a mystery to Peter Todd.

“Whatever you like to say about
Quelch, Peter,” said Bunter, with a
severe blink at his study mate, ‘I think
Le's all right. We're parting with him,
and absencc makes the heart grow
fonder—""

“It certainly does in Quelehy’s caze,”
agrecd Toddy,

“Well, my idea is this—why not make
Quelchy a Christmas present, as a sign

of the respect and affection of the
Form$”

“0Oh erumbs!”

“Burprised rou?” asked Bunter.

“Well, that's my idea, Toddy. I'm ex-
pecting a postal-order shortly—"

“Do yon mean this Christmas, or
Christmas 1959¢" asked Toddy.

“Eh? This Christmas, of course.”

“Then your postal-order won't come
in time. Better make it 1959.”

“Beast! I intend to put the whole of
that postal-order towards tho fund,”
said Bunter. “If there happens to be
any delay in the post, I shaﬁ contribute
my allowance instead, The fact is,
Peter, I mean business. We're going to
give Quelchy a handsomo Christmas
present, if the fellows will back me up,”
said Dunter firmly.

“Fathcad! Quelchy wouldn't take a
present from the Form,"

“0f course, we should have to do it
tactfully,” said Bunter. * That will be
all right, if the matter’s left in my

hands. I've rather a delicacy in deli-
cate matters, as I dare say you've
noticed.”

“Not at all.”

“QOh, really, Peter! Now, tell me az a
pal, what do you think of the idea?”

“*Rotten!™

“] expect jealousy from you, Peter,
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when I propose a really ripping wheeze.
Go and eat coke!”

And Bunter, with a sniff, rolled out
of Study No. 7, leaving Peter staring.
He rolled along to Study No. 1, where
the Famous Five were at tea.  Five
voices were raised in unison:

‘‘Buzz off, Bunter!”

Bunter rolled in,

“1 say, you fellows——

“Hook it!"”

“1 haven't come to tea,” said Bunter.
“I've come here to consult you fellows
about a wheeze—something rather im-
portant. Toddy thinks it a splendid
idea.”

“ Let that cake alone.”

“You fellows are just as fond of
Queleh  as I am, aren’t you?" said
Bunter, blinking at the chums of the
Remove througlt his big spectacles.

“Eh? Rather more, I should say,”
answered Bob Cherry.

“The morcfulness is terrifie!”

“Well, the fact is, I think a lot of
him,"” said Bunter. with his mouth full
of ecake. “Hard-working Form master—
strong sense of duty, and all that. Not
=0 beastly as he might be, by any
means, considering that he's a master.
That's why I'm proposing to make him
4 {,}“hristmns present before we break
up.”

¥

p-
“QOh, my hat!”

“A token of respect and affection and
—and love, and things!” explained
Bunter. “I'm starting the fund for the
purpose, with a postal-order that I'm
expecting shortly. 1 shall expect all my
friends to concribute. 1 hope you're
going to back me up.”

“Rot " said Harry Wharton tersely.

“The rotfulness 1s preposterous.”

“Oh, really, you fellows! Don't Le
selfish, you know!” urged Bunter.
“Think how pleased Quelehy will be
when we hand him the handsome Christ-
mas present in Form, on the last day,
say ! The last day in Form is always
rather awful—everybhody fed-up, and the
Form master in a bad temper. The
presentation will emooth things over.
Quelchy will be toncbed, I step forward
in a graceful way, yvou know, and hand
him the present, with o few well-chosen
words. The fellows stand up and cheer.
It will please Quelch no end, knowing
what we really think of him, you
kn?“-____u

“Ha, ha, La!”

“It will touch his heart,” said Bunter.
“Quelchy’s got a heart—that stands to
reason, He will go easy with us—let u-
off lines, and lickings. It will make
things better all round—may make him
start next term in a good temper, for
all we know. It's possible. 1 hope you
fellows aren't going to be selfish.”

The Famous Five stared at Bunter.
The suggestion of a Christmas preserit
for Quelch rather took them by surprise
—especially from Bunter. Bunter really
was not the fellow they would have
expeeted to think of it.

“What are we to give him?” grinned
Bob Cherry. “ A brand-new cane? Hc's
rather worn out the old onc this term.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Talk sense,” sai¢ Bunter. “There's
only one thing that is absolutely certain
to give pleasure.”

“What's that”

“8Bomething to eat, of course.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They're sclling Christfnas puddings
at a pound each, at Chunkley's, in
Courtfield,” said Bunter. *“Where the
burglary was, you know. Luckily, the
burglar didn’t burgle the puddings. I've
looked at them—in fact, every time I've
been in Courtfield I've looked at thoso
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puddings. They're  prime—splendid
value for the money. I know something
about puddings.”

“That's so,” chuckled Bob. “You
do. You're an authority on that sub-
ject, at lcast.”

“A Christmas pudding, you see, is
specially appropriate as a Christmas
present,” said DBunter. “Any more
cake?”

“No, you fat cormorant

“You'te rather mean in this study.
As I was saying, a Christmas pudding
is the best thing you can give anybody
for a Christmas present. I shall put m
postal-order towards it—say, ten bob.
shall expect the fellows to raise the rest.
If 1 happen to be short of tin at the

”

The heavy stones left Bunter’s

hand and went crashing

through the windows of the
chaufleur’s garage.

fellows

time vo can lend me
something, It's only a pound,
anyhow—and a splendid pud-
ding. We fix it up in a nice box,
tied with ribbon, with * Merry
Christmas’ on top, a sprig of
holly, and so on—everything
tasteful an. nice We present it
to Quelch——"

“Is this a scheme to lay

Quelchy up over the Christmas
holidays?"” asked Nugent. *If
he ate a Christmas pudding I

fancy we shouldn’t see him
again next term!”

“Ha, ha ha!”

Bunte: grinned—the grin o1
superio wisdom,

“That what I'm coming to,”

he explained. “Quelchy can't
scoff Christmas puddings at his age.
He would get indigesuian, dyspepsia,
all sorts of thing=. At the most he
would scoff a slice o1 it. Well, then,
what would he do witl. the pudding?
Stande to reason that he would hand it
over to us—"

"Ell?”

“Well, what else could he do with
it?7” asked Bunter. *“See the point?
We please the old hean no end by
making lim a handsome Christinas
present—and in the long run we get
the pudding ourselves. See?”

“Oh crikey 1"

“Bit  diplomatic — what?”  smiled
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was no doubt that it was
diplomatic. Only a brilliant intellect

like Bunter’s could have evolved such
a masterly schieme as this.

“You're backing me up, of course?’
raid Bunter, “I rgally think it's the
wheeze of the term. Quelchy deserves

it at our hands. H='s a good sort—in
his own way, of course. With his oppor-
tunities he conld be ever so much worse
a beast than he is.  Ard after getting
tha presint he can't very well ask a
fcllow for hines. And it's practically
certain that, 1 the long run, we get
the pudding ourselves, See?”

Bunter blinked round at the chums of
the Remove. Evidently he expected
enthusiastie backing, now that he had
propounded that brilliant idea. But
there was no enthusiasm,

“Well, what do you say?” he asked.

“Rats ¥

“Oh, really, you fellows—"

“The ratfulnes is terrifie.”

“Look here, old fellows—"

-

“ Bosh 1"

" Beasts I

Billy Bunter rolled out of Study No.
1, leaving the Famous Five chuckling,
in search of other support {or the whecze
of the term.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Present for Quelchy !

&« OLLY good idea!” said Skinner
j heartily

“Ripping 1”  caid  Bolsover
major.

“ Bright " said Snoop.

Billy Bunter beamed.

Peter Todd had turned the great idea
down. The Famous Five had called it
rot! It was quite gratifying to Bunter
to find hecarty appreciation like this
among Skinner & Co.

Bolzover major, perhaps, took up the
idea simply because the Famous Five
didn't. Bolsover had a desire to show
the leaders of the Form that the Form
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could manage occasionally withowt theixr
leadership, and to impress upsa them
that they weren't the only pebbles on
the beach.

The Fameus Five having declared
that the wheeze of kanding Mr, Quelch
a Christinas present was “ rot,”” Percy
Dolsover ummediately took the view that
it was a ripping idea, and gave it his
hearty support

Perhaps Skinner had the same reasons.
Perhaps he had other reasons. At all
events, he supported Bolsover major’s
view. A=nd Snoop, who always followed
Skinner's lead. gave it his support—with
a mental reservation to the effect that
his support was going to be simply
moral support and would not be carried
so far as the making of any contribu-
tion in actual ecash.

The Famous Five when they came
into the Rag after prep heard the
matter being discussed; indeed, Bol-
sover made his loud voice a little louder
than usual for their behalf.

“Jolly good idea! DBlessed if T know
how a fathead like DBunter thought ef
it.” he declared.

“QOh, really, Bolsover—"

“Some fellows may be too stingy to
contribute,” said Bolsover major, suil
more loudly. “ But there are plenty of
fellows willing to whack out for a good
thing like this.”

“You see,”
practically certain

“we'ra

said Bunter,
the pud-

to  get

“Shut up,” said Bolsover, frowning.
“That's like you, DBunter—always a
measly little beast.”

“ Look here——"

“8till, more likely than not Quelchy
will hand it over to the I'orm,” said
Bolsover. “I don't quite see what elze
he can do with it.”

“1 say, you fellows, he's sure to be
pleased, and it will show him what a
ot we think of him, and—

“Well, we don't think much of him,
as a matter of fact " said Dolsover
major Bolsuver was nothing if not con-
tradictory.  “Still, it’s always a good
wheeze Lo stroke down a Form master’s
fur the right way, like a cat’s. He can't
lelp being pleased, even if he refuses
the gift."

Bolsover took out a notcbook and
pencil

“The pudding costs a pound,” he said.
“Twenty contributions of a bob each will
do the trick. T'll make the collection.”
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] gay, Bolsover, I'll make the collec-
tion,” objeoted Bunter. “It’s jolly well
my idea, you know—""

#“BShut up, Bunter!”

“But look here, you beast—"

“Shut up!” roared Bolsover major,
in a voice that made the fat junior
jump. :

And Bunter unwillingly shut up. Now
that Bolsover major hud condescended
to take up the matter, he took over the
direction of affairs as a matter of course.
Dunter found himself a very un-
important person in the earrying out of
his own scheme. But that was Bolsover's
way.

"}thm are joua going, Snoop?”
called out Dolsover major, ag Sidney
James Snoop made a strategic move-
ment towards the door.

“I—I've got a letter to wrile—"

“What about your bob?”

Snoop did not seem to hear
He wvanished from the Rag.

“Now then, Skinner——"

“The fact is, I'm rather hard up”
said Skinner blandly. “I think it's a
splendid idea—splendid ! But—"_

“I'm starting the subseription with a
two-shilling-piece,” said Bolsover major.
“ Now, then, Bunter——"

“Put me down for ten bob,” said
Bunter recklessly.

“My hat! You've got the money
ejaculated Bolsover.

“I'm expecting a postal-order——"

that.

G

“You silly ass!” roared Bolsover
mai'or. “How much caa you put up in
cash 7"

“ [—I've only got a French penny——"
“VYou fat idiot | Now, then, Stott——"
“Threepence,” said Stott.

“We're getting on,” said Dolsover
major sarcastically.  “Hallo, here's
Fish! How muug are you standing,
I'ishy 77

“Ih?” Tisher T. Fish gave him an
inquiring look. “What's the game?”

“Chrisinas present for Quelch! How
much are you contributing ?”

Fisher T. Fish looked at him. He
scemed almost dazed at the idea of any-
one asking him to give away something
for nothing. It cost Fishy an effort io
give something for something! To give
something for nothing seemed to him
the last syllable in lunacy.

“Waal, I swow!” he gasped. “I
guess you're loco! Queleh ain't going
to give us Christmas prescots, is he?”

“No, you boney ass!”

“Then I kinder guess that T ain't
giving him one!” said Fisher T. Fish
emphatically.  “Forget it, vou gink!
Wash it out, you bonehead!”

And Fisher T. Fish walked away with
an indignant snort. The mere sugges-
tion that he should part with mouney he
took as an insult to his Transatlantic
intelligence.

“1 say, Toddy, what are you putting
up?” asked Bolsover major,

“I'm putting up with your jaw, old
bean,” answered Toddy.

“He, he, he!”

“What about you, Squiff?”

“Nothing about me, old scout,”
answered Samson Quiney Iffley Field.

“8mithy, you've got lots
money——"

“ And lats of sense to look alter it!”
answered the Bounder.

Bolsover major gave a snort. Tlis
own  two-shilling pieece, and Stott's
threcpence represented the collection so
far. The fund did nol seem to be
thriving. The fellows wlo sccmed to
approve of it most seemed likely to con-
tribute to it the least,

“Betler make it a tin of tollce
inslcad of a Christmas pudding,
Bolsover ! called out Bob Clierry.
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“Or a bag of tarts!”
Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha. ha!*

Bolsover major stalked over to the
Famous Five.

“We're going to make Quelchy a
Christmas present!” he snapped. *“1
think it's a jolly good idea, if you
don't !”

“Because we don’t, you mean,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“The becausefulness is terrific!”

“ Well, don't be mean ! said Bolsover
witheringly.  “ Shell out, and don't be
stingy ! You'll get your whack in tho
pudding if Quelchy hands it over to the
Form; and he's practically bound to.”

Thus adjured, the Famous Five
sorted out a shilling each, and the sum
of five shillings was handed over.

“Well, that’s decent of you,” said
Bolsover major, mollified. * Look here,
vou can manago the affair on equal
terms with me if you like, Wharton.”

“Leave it (o you, partoer,”
answered the captain of the Remove
politely.

“I say, you fellows, you'd better make
me treasurer——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's my idea, you know!” hooted
Bunter. “T think the money ought to
be pln'.;:ud in my hands. It will be'safe
there.

“Qafe to stick to!” grinned Peter
Todd.

suggested

“Look here, I insist on being
treasurer—yarooooch ! If yoi kick me
again, Bolsover, you beast, I'll—

Yoooooop ! :

“That's seven-and-threepence!” said
Bolsover major, as DBunter, roaring,
retired out of boot-range. “Now, you
men, play up! You've got lots of oof,
Newland.” |

Monty Newland emilingly contributed
half a crown.

“Nine-and-ninepence 1” said Bolsover
major. “We're getting on. Did you
say two bob, Ogilvy?”

*No,” said Ogilvy, “I didn’t!”

“ What do you say, then?”

“Rats!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” L

There seemed io be more merriment
than enthusiasm, in the Rag. on the
subject of Mr. Quelch's Christmas
prescot. .

But Bolsover major was a sticker.
Having set his hand to the plough, he
would not draw back. His prestige was
at stake.

He canvassed up and down the Rag
and the Remove studies for contribu-
tions, and they came in; though gener-
ally in very small sums. FEven Skinner,
under pressure, contributed sixpence.

It was true that Skinner did not con-
tribute that sixpence, until DBolsover
had banged his head on the wall. Still,
he did contribute it at last, and every
little helped. Snoop found that he had
a  threepenny-bit — after observing
Bolsover's methods with Skinner,

By the time Wingate of the Bixth
drove the Removites off to their dormi-
tory, Bolsover major had succeeded in
collecting the necessary pound. He had
a rather remarkable collection of coins—
mostly copper and small silver. Still, a
pound was a pound, whatever might be
its component parts. The Christmas
pudding was an assured thing now.

“1'Il cut down to Courtfield on my
bike to-morrow, and get the pudding at
Chunkley’s,” said Bolsover major, after
lights out, from his bed. * They'll give
me a box with it. And a sprig of
holly.”

“I say, you fellows” squeaked
Billy Bunter, “I'd better go! t& know
:'lnom about puddings than Bolsover

ocs ™
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can rely on me to bring it
back safe—"

“Safe inside !"” chuckled Skinner,

“Too safe,” said Bob Cherry. “That
pudding would never be seen again,
unless by the X-rays!”

“Beast!” 2

“I'm going for it,” said Bolsover
major. “Bhut fip, Bunter! In faet, 1
think I'd better make the presentation
to Quelch, in class, too.”

“Why; you cheeky beast!” roared
Bunter. “Isn’t it my wheeze from
beginning to end? I'm going to make
the presentation—with a speech. I've
got lines to do for Quelchy—and they’ve
been doubled. He will let me off the
lines when I've given him a Christmas
present——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I say, you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter [ bawled Bolsover

major.
“0Oh, draw it mild, Bolsover!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton. “It’s

Bunter's idea—for what it’s worth—and
it’s up to Bunter to make the presenta
tion !”

“I cehould jolly well say so0!”
exclaimed Bunter indignantly.
Bolsover major grunted. Having

taken the matter into his own lordly
hands, Bolsover was disposed to go the
whole hog, so to speak. Hewever, he
said no more on that point: but it was
settled that Bolsover should fetch the
pudding from Courtfield. Had Bunter
fetched it, there was little doubt that it
would have reached Greyfriars as an
inside passenger.

. The next day, after morning school,
Bolsover major cycled down to Court-
field. He returned with a parcel on his
bike.

The parcel was opened in the Rag;
and many admiring eyes were fixed on
Quelch’s Christmas present.

It really was a very nice and sub-
stantial Christmas pudding. There was
not a man in the Remove who would
not have sccepted such a Yuletide gift
with his very best thanks.

“What a ripping pudding1” said
Bunter. “Fairly makes my mouth
water! I say, you fellows, won't
Quelchy be pleased when he gets it1”

Whether a middle-aged Form master
would be equally delighted, was perhaps
doubtful. But if not the actual pudding
itself, at least the kind thoughtfulness
of his Form was bound to please the
Remove master. As in the case of the
man who peosented his friend with a
frog preserved in brandy, it would be
valued not so much for the gift itself as
for the spirit in which it was given.

“I say, you fellows!” exclaimed
Bunter, with a gloating eye on the
pudding. “I—TI say——"

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“T've got an idea—"

“Go eud boil it!” growled Dolsover
major.

“Oh, really, you beast—=

“What's the big idea now, Dunter "
asked Peter Todd. ]

“Well, come to think of it,” said
Bunter, eyeing the pudding lovingly,
“old Quelch mayn't be keen on pug-
dings, and it's not absolutely certain
that he will hand it over to us, so—so
lot's eat it now.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“] say, you fellows, I've got a pockat-
knife here—— Yarroooooooh!” roared
Bunter, as Bolzover major smote.

Bunter rolled under the table.

His second brilliant idea was not
acted on. The pudding was enclosed in
the box again, and tied up with a nico
ribbon, in which a sprig of holly was

(Continued on page 24.)
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QUELCHY'S CHRISTMAS
PRESENT!

(Coatinued from page 22.)

stiuck. On the lid Bolsover major wrote
in a largn hand:

“WITH BEST WISHES FROM THE
REMOVE FOR
A MERRY CHRISTMAS.”

Then Bolsover major carried the box
off to his study, for safe dizposal, till
afterncon school. And most of the
Romove men looked forward to the
afternoon, and to seeing a pleased,
gratified smile dawn upon the crusty
features of Henry Samuel %ll(-]r‘]l when,
in the presence of the whole Form, he
received his Christmas present from
the fat hand of William George Bunter,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quite A Surprise !
NOWBALLS were flying in the
S guadranxle after dinner that
day, and Skinner of the Remove
stood at the window in the
Remove passage, looking down on the
acene.  The Tall of snow had been
welcomed by most of the Remove, and
they were enjoying themsclves before
afternoon school. k(’]ukcr of the Fifth,
erossing the quad with his usual lofty
stride, his head held high as became so
great @ man, found himself suddenly
the mark for many missiles—and quite
un exciting game was going omn. Coker
was charging right and left in tower-
ing wrath, the cheery Removites scat-
tering before his wild charges, ‘and
piling in snowballs from all directions
at ker.

Almost every man in the Remove was
joining in that cheery game—cxeept
Skinner, Skinner watched from t.#le
window for a few minutes, and then
sirolled back along the Remove passage.
Bunoop joined him there.

“ All serene!” said Skinner. * Come
on!"”
Susop  chuekled. They
Balzover major’s study together.
“Keep an eye on the passage,” said
Linner. “It won't take long! But if

that rotter Bolsover came in—"

“ Buck up!” said Snoop.

“What-ho!"

Skinner quickly untied the ribbon on
tiic pudding-box. He opened the lid,
und lifted out the Christmas p:l:minu’.

Then he unwrapped something he had
brought into the study under his arm.

enternd

“It cost three bob!” hLe remarked
regretfully.  “ Bat the jape's worth it,
Snoopey.”

“Quite ! chuckied Snoop.

“Bighteenpence for eacg of ns” said
Bkinner. *“ Buot, after all, we get the
pudding, what?”

“We do!" grinned Snoop.

“That's cheap at three bob,” said
Skinner.
“And Queleh will his Christmas

Hl’.‘,l.

rresent all the same,” chortled Snoop.
“TFancy his face when he gets it!”

“And fancy Bunter's!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner fastened to the bottom of the
Lox the object he had unwrapped, He
squeczed it down in place, for when
left to itself, the peculinr object rose
far above the top of the box. "He shut
down the lid, and secured it with the
ribhon.

“”I,'hat's done!" he said. “ Detter
nuf,

;‘You bhet!™ agreed Snoop.

e peered out into the Remove
passage, The coast was clear, and the
two young wrascals hurriedly quitted
Iolsover's study, and scudded along the
passage to Study No. 11. TFrom Study
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No. 11, for some time afterwards, there
was a sound of champing jaws., Un-
doubtedly that Christmas pudding from
Chunklev's was a very nico one. Both
Skinner and Snoop agreed on that.

When Skinner and Snoop rejoined the
Remove shortly before afternocon school,
they had a rather sticky and shiny look,
and were breathing rather hard. Quite
a lot of the pudding was left, in decp
concealment in Skinner's study—but
Skinner and Snoop had disposed of
rather more than was good for them,
and they were feeling a %ittle languid.

Still, they were looking forward to
the presentation in the Form-room as
keen?y as any of the Removites, perhaps
even a little more keenly.

At the clang of the bell, Bolsover
major hurried up to his study, and came
down with the box under his arm.

Skinner and Snoop eyed it rather
curiously, and exchanged a grinning
glance.  OQutwardly, the box showed no
sign of having been tampered with.
Inwardly, it was a different matter.

But tﬁo “true inwardness” of that
box was as yet a sceret.

Billy Bunter held out a fat hand.

“Hand it over, old chap!”’ he said.

“Took here, this had better be left
to me,” said Bolsover major, **You'll
only make a muck of it, you fat ass!”

*“Oh, really, Bolsover

“Leave it in my hands.”

“I say, you fellows, make him gimme
the box!” yelled Billy Bunter, in great
indignation. “It was my idea! I say,
Quelchy gave me a hundred lines for
being late when I went to IMolkestone,

HERAREERSRE AR
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2
this for a clever Grey-
friars Limerick ?

There's a Greyfriars fellow named
Greene
Who with Coker is generally seen.
But he's always moody
If Coker’s Aunt Judy
Doesn't send them a cake or a
“f bsan."

A pocket wallet has been for-
warded to ennis  Merriman,
2, Devonshire Road, Cambridge,
who sent in the above winning
effort.
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and they've been doubled Lecanse they
weren't done, and——"

“Bhut up ™

“Bhan't ! hooted Bunter. * Quelchy
will let me off the lines if T give Iim
that Christmas present. Ile's bound to.
Look here

“If you want a thick car, Bunter——*

“Chnek it, Bolsover!” interropted the
captain of the Remove. " It's Bunter’s
wheeze, and Bunter makes the giddy
presentation.  Give him the box.”

“¥es, rather!” said Bob Cherry.

“The ratherfulness is terrifie.”

Bolzover major hesitated. In his
vsual overbearing way he preferred to
lkeep the matter in his own hands.

Tut public opinion was evidently
against him, and he handed over the
box at last to the Owl of the Bemave
with a grunt.

“Now go
Nugent.

Bunter grinned complacontly.

Ie rolled on to the Form-room with
the box under a fat arm. The Remove
were rather early for class, and My,
Queleh had not yet arrived.

The jumors took their

EPeri bt b e
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it, fatty!” said TFrank

places, and

Bunter placed the box on his de:k
before him, y
“I say, you fellows, mind you're

ready to cheer when 1 make the pre-
sentation,” he said. “I'm going to
make a little speech first—a few well-
chosen words, you know—-="

THE MAGNET

“8tick to tne few,” said Bob. “Never
mind the well-chosen,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You shut up, Cherry,” said Bunter.
“I'm managing this! Mind you cheer
when the time comes. It's time old
Quelch was here! lle's always keeping
a fellow waiting—"

There was a step in the Form-room
passage.

Mr. Quelch entered the Form-room.

He glanced over his Form. A less
keen eye than Henry Samuel Quelch’s
would have detected at once that some-
thing unusual was on.

Mr. Quelch frowned a little. There
was an air of expectation about the
Removites, and many faces wore
smiles, ‘The Remove master suspected
that something in the naturc of =
“jape ” was on,

His glance rested on Bunter, and on
the box that reposed on the desk in
fmnlt} of th'r:”fat. juu:'imr. ch

“ Bunter ! rapped ou elch,

“Yes, sir! Igp—" £ Quele

“Have you written your lines?”

“* Nunno, sir! —_

“If they are not handed to me after
tea, Bunter, you will be caned. And
what do_you mean, Bunter, by bringing
that object, whatever it is, into the
Form-room?” demanded Mr. Quelch
crossly.

Bunter gasped. It was just like
Quelch to spoil the whole thing by
beginning in this way!

" You—you see, sipr——"

“I do not see, Bunter! You are very
well aware that you are not allowed to
bring extraneous objects into the Form-
room."”

“Yes, sir! No, sir! But, sir-—"

“Go it, BDunter !” whispered Skinner.

Bunter picked up the box and
advanced before the class  Mr. Quelch
watched him with a grim gimlet aye.

“The—the fact is, sir—" stuttered
Bunter.
“You may place that box in the

waste-paper basket, Bunter.”

“0h, siv! No, sir! You see, sir—
I._,,_‘_ Tt—it’s a Christmas present,
sir.

. This is absurd,” said Mr. Quelch.
‘1f anyone has sent you a Christmas

present  to the school, Bunter, you
theuld not bring it into the Form-
room.”

_r.“I—I" don't mean that, sir. [ mean
10 s
“Well, what do you mecan?" rapped
out Mr. Quelch.
“I—I mean—" Dunter stammered,
trying to recollect the little specch he
had rehearsed for the great occasion.
But under the grim ginﬁot eye he was
hepelessly confused. “I mean, sir, it’s
a token of respeet and affeetion of the
Rimove for a Christmas pudding, sir”
“What ¢
“I—1 mean, for their Form master,

1

sir. For you, sir.  Adwmiring and re-
specting our pudding—I  mean, our
Form master  as we do, sir, we
theught 4

“Are vyou in your right senses,
Bunter?”

“0Oh, yes, sip!"”

“Then what do you mean "

“I—I mean, we—we wish you ta

aceept this—this gift, sir, as a loken of
ouny respect and affeetion, eir ! gasped
Junter, gelting it out at last.  *“We all
azree, sir, that you are not such o beast
as most Form masters——"

“Wha-a-n-t 77

“I--T mean, that von are not a heast
at all, siv ! gasped Dunter.  “ And—
and being Christmas, sir, we've bought
yoa a present, regardleoss of expense,”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch.

“A—a Christmas present for von, sir,
from the Remove !” gasped Buinter, and
ha held up the box.

Mr. Queleh’s face relaxed.
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Bunter collided with Harry Wharton
them

Hurree Bingh and sent

sprawling !

“1ndeed !” he said,
“Yes, sir. We—we hope you'll like

it, sir. It's really prime, t was my
idea, sir. If the other fellows make out
that it was their idea, sir, don't you
Lelieve them. I thought of it first, and
did the whole thing.”

“It is quite impossible for me to
accept a present from my Form,” said
Mr. Quelch grimly. ‘“However, I shall
assume that your intention was good.”

“0Oh, yes, sir! We—wo thauﬁht
you'd like it, sir, as—as ii’s specially
appropriate to Christmas-time, and—
and won't you open the box, six?”

Mr. Quelch hesitated a moment, and
then he took the box and untied the
bows of the ribbon.

“Certainly I eannot accept a present
from my Form,” le said, but his tone
was l‘::‘]uite kindly now. “But if it is
intended as a mark of respect and
csteemm I thank you! Certainly I will
look at it. I—7

The lid of the bhox
[astened.

Mr. Quelch was about {o raise it,

But he did not need to do so.

Now that the lid was unfastened it
shot up, as if thero were a spring
iside.

The lid fell back

From the box cmerged a pamted
wooden clown’s head at the end of a
long, coiled spring.

Mr. Quelch jumped,
dropped the box.

Bunter gasped.

The Remove looked on spellbound.

It seemed like magic—horrid magic—
to the Removites, A Christmas pud-
ding had been fastened up in that box
urder all their eyes, They had natur-
allz supposed that it was still there.
Instead of which, a jack-in-the-box
leaped to view as soon as the lid was

was now  un-

and  almost

ALY -

open, and swayed there, nodding ils
ridiculous head at the astonnded Form
niaster,

Mr. Quelch gazed at it. :

Bunter gazed, his eyes almost bulging
through his spectaclea.

The Remove gazed.

For a long moment a pin might have
been heard to drop in the Forg-roam.

Then there was a gasp—a gasp of

herror. ;
O Mr. Quelch’s speaking coun-
tenance An eXpression was gathering

that might have stricken terror to tho
stoutestgl;;eart.

He iried to speak, but found some
difficulty in doing zo, so deep wers his
emotions,

He found his voice at last.

“Bunter "

“Oh crikey !"” gasped Bunter.

“Bunter, how dare you!’ Having
found his veice, Mr. Quelch preceeded
to wuse it in tones of thunder.
“ Wretched bay 1"

L 0]_' ]or! !!!

“This,” boomed Mr. Quelch—"this is

an insult. It is an intentiomal insult!
Upon my word !”

“Oh, sir! No, gir! I—T—TI— Ti's
a trick !’ babbled Bunter. * Somebody’s
got at it. Oh dear! Oh lor'! Ob
crikey 1" x

“Tt is indeed a trick! The most im-
pertinent, the most insolent, the most
outrageous trick I have ever heard of
in all my career as a schoolmaster !”
thundered Mr. Quelch.

Crash!

The box was hurled to the foor.

It landed there with o crash that split
it into several pieces, and the jack-in-
the-box sat amidst the ruins, still nod-
ding genially. Jack, in the box, was
the only person present who secemed at
all unconcerned.

Mr. Quelch made a stride to his deshs,

He grabbed his cane.

“ Bunter !’

“Oh crumbs !”

“Bend over!”

“But, sir—""

“Obey me this instant, Bunter I”*

“Oh lo¥ 1"

“Do you hear me, Bunter?” roared
My, Quelch.

Iy Gw !)}

Bunter bent over in dire dismay.
Whack, whack, whack !

“Ow, ow, ow!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yow, ow, ow ™

“Qo to your place! The whole Form

will be detained until six o'clock,
Wharton !

“Qh! Yes, sir.”

“Take that—that—that ridiculous

object from the Form-room and—and
throw it away |”

“(.g-c-cortainly sir.”

‘The ridiculous object disappearcd,
Tiuder the gleaming eye of Mr. Quelch
the Remove fairly quailed. That after-
noon the Lower Fourth had the time of
their lives. Some of them had their
consolations. Bolsover major was glad
from the bottom of his heart that the

resentation had been left in Bunter’s
jands.  Skinner and Snoop had the
happy prospect of disposing of the re-
mainder of the pudding that evening.
But for the rest there was no solace,
and they really felt that life was hardly
worth fiving long before six chimed
from the clock tawer of Greyfriars.
Woefullest of all was Bunter. aver,
never again, so long as Greyfriars had
a local habitation and a mpame, was
Billy Bunter likely Yo think of making
his Form master a Christmas present.

Tue Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,139,
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Last Chanee!
a LN osdauly ™
“Hu, ha, ha!”
“0Uh really, you fellows-——'
“1uzzle, Lnd Mauly !
chuckled Bob Uherry.

“Plest if 1 see anythung to  cackle
at!l  I'm gomng home witnh Mauly [or
Chiistmas. 1 told hun so—1 mean, he
asked me—u very pressing  invitation.
Now 1 can’t find him,” smd Dunter.

Lord Mauleverer had disappearcd
carly on breaking-up day. Perhaps it
wus because his lordship knew  that
Billy Bunter intended to' go home with
iim for Christmas,

Anyhow, he had disappearcd. Quitn
bright and early a magnilicent car had
called for Mauly, and borne him sway
to parts unknown. In the kindness of
their hearts the Famous Five had taken
Bunter to the tuckshop while Maunly
disappeared.  After which  Mauly,
naturally, was not to be found.

“He can't have started without me,”
ejucilated Bunter. “I told him plainly

»

was coming with him,”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Look here, you beasts, where's

Meauly " yvelled Bunter.

“0 where and O where can he be
sang Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter breathed hard and deep.
The dreadful truth dawned on his fat
mind.

e |
gone ¥

“Gone from our gaze like a beautiful
dream ! grinned Bob Cherry.

“1 say, vou fellows, I ncver wanted
to go home with Mauly for Christmas,”
said Bunter. *“[IHe fairly chivvied me
into it, you know, and I said yes in my
good-natured way, The fact is, T never

i

say, wvou [fellows, is he

meant to  desert my old pals, I
wouldn't, you know, at Clristmas-
time. When are you fellows starting ¥”

“The whenfnlness is terrific.”

“Are you taking the first bus or the
sccond ¥ asked Bunter.

“Which are you taking asked
Johnny Bull,

“The first.”

“Then we're taking the sccond.”

“Look here, you know, you don't
want to miss me at the station—"

51

“¥Your mistake!” said Bob Cherry.
“That's just what we do want.”

“The wantfulness is preposterous.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Her, he, he!” Bunter contributed
a [ceble cackle. “ You fellows will have
your little joke! Ile, he, he! You'll
sce me at the station! I'll take the
second bus.”

“Then we'll tuke the first.”

“ Beasts 1™

IL. was quile an anxious time for
William George Bunter. That delight-
ful residence, Bunter Court, seemed to
have lost its attractions for William
(ieorge, now that the school was break-
ing up for Christmas. Glorious and
gorgeous, according to DBunter, were
the Yuletide celebrations at that mag-
nificent mansion; the cream of the
peerage, and a prince or two, were
going io be there, yet Bunter was not
cager to join that distinguished-throng.
He preferred, as he said, Christmas
with his old pals. The difficulty was
that this preference was strictly confined
to Bunter; the old pals had very
different ideas on the subject.

S0 the fat junior had to be wary
that day.

Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent and
Bob Cherry were in the first bus. They
were going home, to rejoin the captain
of the Remove later at Wharton Lodge.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was going
with Wharton; and so was Billy Bunter
—if he could contrive it.

Bunter watched the second bus with
an eye like an hawk’s. He took an early
seat in it, and waited for Wharton and
Hurree Singh to step aboard.

But they did not join the erowd there.

When the bus was full, and about to
start, Bunter blinked out anxiously for
the chums of the Remorve.

“1 say, you fellows, Wharton will be
left behind [ he exclaimed.

“Ih?  Wharton's gone,” said Peter
Todd.

“Gone?”

“Yes; they're walking.

“0Oh! Oh dear! The beasts! Here,
let a fellow pass--I'm getting out. I
say, you fellows, did they walk to Friar-
dale or Courtfield ?”

"
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“Ha, ha, ha !

Bunter jumped out of the bus. It
rolled away and left him. The bus was
going to Friardale, and for that reason
Bunter shrewdly guessed that his in-
tended victitns had walked to Court-
field. They were, as Bunter bitterly
realised, dodging himn—dodging ,an old
pal! But William George Bunfer was
not to be dodged, if he could help it!

He approached Gosling.  Gosling's
usually crusty face melted into a smile.
Christmas tips had come Gosling’s way,
and mollified his usually crusty temper;
besides, he was not going to see the
Greyfriars fellows again till next term,
so life scemed good to Gosling. From
Billy Bunter, certainly, he did not
expeet a tip; but here was Bunter,
specially seeking him out—and Gosling
smiled.

“Merry
Gosling.

“Did

“Eh?

“I've missed my pals,” explained
Bunter. “Wharton and Inky—did you
see them start?”

“More’n an hour ago, sir,” said
Gosling cheerfully. “Asked me to see
the boxes on, sir, and ’anded out a
very handsome tip, sir! Very generous
young gentlemen, sir.”

This was a hint,

But Bunter was deaf to hints.

Christmas, sir!” said

you sce them go?”
;

“More than an hour ago!” he
gasped. “Oh crumbs! The beasts! Oh
dear !”

_He did not hand Gosling a tip. He
did not even wish him a merry Christ-
mas. He turned away—dismayed. The
beasts had an hour's start of him, and
the game was up. The smile faded off
Gosling’s crusty face. Its expression
was more crusty than ever. But Billy
Bunter did not heed Gosling. He had
n}uch more important matters to think
of.

Bunter stood in the road, and blinked
in the direction of Courtfield.

He had wild thoughts of telephoning
for a taxi. But that would lead to a
lot of trouble with the taxi-driver. The
beast would want to be paid.

There .was a hoot and a whirr, and
the Head's car glided into the road,
with Barnes at the wheel. Bunter
jumped out of the way.,

Then, as he observed that the car was

empty, Bunter jumped in the way
again.
“Barnes! 1 say, Barnes! Hold on,

Barnes !"

Barnes looked at him.

“Yes, sir! What is it ?”

“You going to Courtfield?” gasped
Bunter.

“Yes, sir; I have to meet the train.”

“Give me a lift!” gasped Bunter.

“Really, sir—="

Bunter dragged open the door of the
car and bolted in. Barnes stared
round at him.

“Really, sir—"" he repeated.

“Get a move on!” said Bunter checr-
fully. “If you've got to meet a train
you'd better not waste time.”

Barnes gave him a fixed look. [le
had to meet the train to pick up a
visitor for the Head. Certainly he was
not thero to give Bunter a lift.

“This isn't allowed, sir,” he said.

“You're wasting time!” remarked
Bunter.

“I think you'd betier get out, sir.”

“Bhan't!” said Bunter.

Barnes gave him another look. Then
he drove on. Bunter settled down in
the car and grinned, as it rushed on
swiftly to Courtfield.

(Continued on page 28.)
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QUELCHY'S CHRISTMAS
PRESENT !

(Continued from page 20.)

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Startling !
ARRY WHARTON smiled.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

grinned.

The two juniors were on the
platform at Courtficld Station, waiting
for the express to come in.

They were in a cheery mood.

Christmas-tide, and breaking up for
Christmas, naturally made themn feel
cheery. And they had missed Bunter.

“Three minutes,” remarked Wharton,
“1 hardly think that fat oyster will
show up in the time.”

“The show-upfulness is not likely to
be terrific,” agreed Hurrce Jamnsct Ram
Singh.

The express came 1n and stopped. The
two juniors strolled along the
train, and selected a carriage,
and stepped into it, and
bagged corner seats,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
sat down, and Harry Whar-
ton stood at the door, look-
ing out along the plutform.

There  was  no  sign of
William George bunter. If
the Owl of the Remove had
taken the school bus to Fri
dale, he was safely di

of. If he hadn't, he was safe
at  Greyfriars. Whartou
smiled cheerily.

Then he gave a  sudden
start.

“Oh, my hat!"™ he cjact.
lated.

“The  estecmed  Bunter?”
asked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“No!" gasped Wharton.
“My hat! Look! It's the
an "

Hurrce  Singh  looked in
astonishuuent,  On the other
side of the platform  was

another train, about to pro-
ceed in the other direction.

Stepping into it was a wan
of rather athletic build, with
a clear-cut, clean-shaven face,
deep, keen grey eyes, and a
siare jaw,

Wharton stared at him Ulankly.

He had never expeeted to sce again
the man he had seen that snowy roghit
under the park wall of Hogben Grange,
the man whom he more than suspected
uf being the mysterious eracksman. DBut
he had known that if ever he saw him
again he would recognise him at a
glance. And he certainly recognised
him now.

“It’s the man!” he gasped.

“My esteemed chum, who—what

“The man of Hogben Grange—the

burglar ™

“0h, my preposterous
lated Hurree Singh.

Wharton caught his breath.

“It's the man, Inky! I'd know him
anywhere, though I don't suppose he
knows I know him. He's taking that
train; it will be gone in a minute. Look
here, we ought to keep him in sight!”

Tee Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,139.
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hat!”  ejacu-

raing, 1wy rvidiculous chum.
keep an absurd eye on the preposterous

“There 15 timefulness to  change
Let us

raseal,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

_"‘IL won't matter if we get home a
bit late,” said Harry. *Let’s tuke that
train and chance it—what?”

“Let’s!” agreed the nabob.

The two juniors jumped out of the
express.

They started across the wide platform
at a run towards the carriage into
which the square-jawed man had
stepped in the other train.

He was looking from the window, and
his glance fell on the two schoolboys.

He gave a slight start, and Wharton
knew that the recognition was mutual.

He hurricd on.

No definite plan had formed in
Wharton's mind, but he was practically
certain that the square-jawed man was
the man who was so badly wanted by
the police, and his intention was to kecp

Billy Bunter gazed at the departing express as it vanished
down the line !

him in sight till he could decide what
to do.

He was half-way across the platform
when a fat figure came hurtling along
from the entrance.

“1 say, you fellows!”

Bunter came panting up.

“I say, you fellows! Jolly necarly
missed you!” gasped Bunter.  * Stop!
I say, where ere you running to? That
ain’t your train; that's the loeal for
Redclyffe. I say, you fellows—
Yaroooooh!"

Billy Bunter spun round like a tee-
totum as Wharton collided with him.

“You chump ! shrieked Wharton.

“Yow-ow-ow!"” roared Bunter.

He clutched wildly at the two juniors

to save himself. He caught Wharton
by the arm and Iurree Singh by the

neck; then he spun over, drageging
both of them down with him.
Bump!
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“Yooop! Oh orumba! T sar, you
fellows, where's iny spees?  Ow, ow!
Gerroff! Oh crikey !

“You silly chump ¥ shrieked
Wharton.

“Yarooogh! Help!"”

Wharton dragged himself away and
leaped to his feet.

But it was too late!

There was the shriek of a whistle, and
the Redclyife train moved. Wharton
made a jump for it, but a porter pulled
him back.

“Too late, sir!”

With feelings too deep for words.
Harry Wharton stood and watched the
train glide out of the station, bearing
the square-jawed man out of his sight.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh joined him,
gasping, and rubbing the back of his
dusky head, which had established con-
tact with the platform rather painfully.

“Done!” grunted Wharton.

“The donefulness is terrifie!”

“I say, you fellows—"

“Yon fat
Wharton.

“QOh, really, Wharton! I
say, you'd better get inl”
gasped  Bunter.  *“They're
shutting the doors; you'll
lose your train. Come on!
I eay, you fellows, wasn't it
lucky I got a lift to the
station? T might have missed
you.”

ass!" roared

“You — you—"
Wharton.

“Come on, old fellows!
Have you got a lunch-basket
in the train? All right; you
can order one at the first
stop ! Isay Whoooooop !
roared Billy Bunter, as two
exasperated juniors seized
him and sat him down on the
platform. “Whoooop! Yoop !
Yarooooh !

“Come on, Inky1" gasped
Harry; and the two juniors
jumped into the express just
in time,

gasped

A porter slammed the door
after them.

Bunter sat on the platform
and spluttered.

“Oh! Wow! I say, you
fellows, wait for me! I
say—— Yew-ow-ow 1

The express was in motion

now. From the window, two

smiling faces looked at the fat junior

s;ttiug on the platform. He blinked at
them.

“Good-bye, Bunter!” shouted Whar-
ton. “Merry Christmas, old fat man!”

Bunter scrambled up breathlessly.

“Ow! I say, you fellows—""

“Merry Christmas, Bunter!”

“The merrifulness is terrific!”

“0h lor'"

The express roarcd out of the station.
Billy Bunter gazed after it. He was
still gazing as the express vanished
down the line, bearing away the chums
of the Remove to a merry éhl‘istmas.

THE EXD,

(Well, chums, have you enjoyed this
yarn? Of course you havel! It's a
ripping serics altogether, believe me,
Next week’s story will prove my words.
Muake a note of the title: “BILLY
BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS!” and pre-
pare yourself for a treat!)



CONTINUATION OF OUR POPULAR SERIAL!

PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER!

INTRODUCTION.
. Head aud gole seener of Frazer's Fron Fowdrg,
it 18 a strange prospect that lies before DPefer
Frazer, a cheeryt, strapping youngeter of eightecn
then ke arcives in the squalid industrial city of
Maxport to take ovcr the great business left to
him by hig dead uncle. Peter soon realises that
his legacy has brought danger with it, for he is
Lidnapped on his way to Lie new home,  Luckily,
he escapes, but with only one clue to the identity

of his unknewn enemy; the man is completely
bolil, with o tersible jogged scar yunning across
the top of his head. At the works Peler learns
from his manager, Mr. Dimmock, that Frozer's
Foi:ndry is on the brink of ruin, owing to the
teelivities of @ nian named Granger and his ’aang.
Peter is determined to fight his encinies tooth and
nail, angd Le starts by knocking out the scoundrelly
-ranger in a fight and then sacking him. Later

Peter falls into the hands of the gang, and is saved
anly tn the nick of time from a horrible death by
on unknown wman, who afterwards vanishes
without disclosing His ident ty. Before lcaving

m to his fate the young ironmasier's caplors

24 told Lim that they were going to blow up his
worke, and Peter dashes to the foundry in @
desperate altempt to foil their plan, He is just
i time {or in the galvanising shed e surprises
thrce of the scoundrels beside a huge bath, and
stung one with a spanner, The others vanish
mysteriously, and Peter finds to his amazement
that the unconscious nian is Moller, lis engineer
Joreman, At that moment one of the foundry
hands suggests that they had better find oul what
the gann had been doing, and Peter agrees,

(Now read on.)
Panie 1
WO, of the foundry-hands brought
i in the limp figure of Moller and
laid him down in the moonlight
near the great bath.

By Peter’s orders they {ook off the
man’s coat and folded it underneath
his head.

Watching them abstractedly, he saw
one of ihe men suddenly stiffen.
Beneath the florid grime on his face, an
ashen  pallor spread, and slowly | he
raised a trembling finger and pointed
beneath the bath.

“Leok !” he gasped.

So intense was the man's tone that
for a second no one moved. Then, with
one accord, they bent and stared where
lic pointed. Under the bath, pushed
towuards the middle and adjusted care-
fully en o block of wood, stdod a squat

Somebody is trying<
their hardest to get
rid of young Peter
Frazer—Ironmaster,
even if it means
blowing wup the
foundry, lock, stock
and barrel !

In the nicl: of time Peter Frazer
reached he bomb!

metal canister with coils and a dial. In
the fearful hush canie sofily but clearly
a steady ticking sound!

FFor a space, during which hearls
scemed to stop beating, Peter and his
men crouched on hands and knees and
stared at the bomb.

Then  nerves snapped  like [fiddle-
strings, and, cursing and shouting, they
fled  helter-skelter  from  the shed,
leaving Peter and Sparrow and the un-
conscious Moller.

Why Sparrow stayed he himself could
not bave said. If Peter had wavered
ouly a little, the cheerful youth would
have beaten all records back to Max-
port, so scared wes he. Yet as his
leader suddenly slid forward and began
to wriggle steadily underncath the bath,
Sparrow only waiched with goggling
Ccyes,

"Half way to the bomb Peter twisted
his head a liltle.

“Bath of water!” he mmitered, and
wentb on,

Sparrow, on legs that scemed to have
run to water, felehed ihe bath., Some
of the men had crept back and were
huddled by the door.

Again Peter turned his head. Ileo
had reached the bomb, ard although he
knew nothing about it, was trying with
desperate coolness to draw it free with-
out jarring anything,

“TPhone polica!”

Sparrow darted away again to the
foundry telephone, pausing as he went
through the door to deliver his opinion
of the men in a few choice words.

When he got back again Peter had
drawn the canister free!
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Cently, his heart bumping painfully,
he erawled backwards from beneaih the
bath end laid the evil thing softly in
the water Sparrow had fetched.

Came a brisk patier of footsteps, and
into the room stepped the doctor
Sparrow had phoned, and behind Lim
Collins and Mr. Dimmocl.

Peter stopped them dead with a jork
of his head. IHoisting ibe bath, he
crossed the room steadily, kicked open
the deor and carried his terrible burden
into the centro of the field and laid it
down softly. After which, in a sudden
wave of sick relief, he sprinted back o
the foundry as fast as ever he had run
in his life.

Ile found the doctor busy over Motler,
and Mr. Dimmock tearing his near,
grey hair and asking qguesiions of
everyone. Dodging him neatly, Peter
ordered the men back 1o the 11(;1:1::0!:\{!
furnaces and bent down fo assizt the
doctor.  I'lie keen-faced medical man
shot a searching glance at him, and
shook his licad in response io Peier’s
question. .

“Inocked out badly!” he =aid.
“But that's all! No [racture. Glancing
blow, 1 should imagine.”

is eyes fell on_the spanner.

“YWas it that that hit him?®”

“Yes.”

“Thrown or wiclded?”

“Er—thrown !

“1 gee.  Well, that accounts for ihe
glancing blow. A dircet Llow with
that—="

e nodded signilicantly, [qu.thnl jiie
bandaging, and rese briskly. As he did
so, there came the tramp of feet and

ihe shed became suddenly full of
policemen. .
On the bench where he lay siifflv,

Moller’s eyes flickered open, slowly at
first, then became fixed on the stern
faces Lending over him.

His dark bLrows under the bandages
knitted in o frown of pain, but e
appeared to be puzzling something out.
His cves, roving vaguely around, sud-
denly fell on Peter. They brightened a
trifle. then clouded, and finally closed
wearily.

“Cood ! he murmured sleepily, and
as the doctor Lent over him gave a
sigh and relapsed once more inte un-
conselousness,

Peter Becomes Popular !

HE chief inspector of Maxpoit's
? police force, nodded solemuly to
Peter and Mr., Dimmock, and
sank ginge:ly into the office
chair that Jenkins offered, for he was
a heavy man and pondcrous. The
slim, shrewd-ficcd man accompanying
Lim slipped into another chair. To-
gether they studied Peter Frazer’s wor-
vied face judiciously. It was the morn-
ing following the sensational bomb
attempt on Frazer's Foundry.
Having scttled himself comfortably,
{lie inspector shoole his head clowly.
“A blind alley, Mi. Frazer,” he said—
“so far. We've placed Moller under
arrest in his own home. but, of course,
he wasn't able to make a statamont
until an hour ago.” . :
Peter leant forward anxicusly. The
inspector’s pompous, measured manner
of explaining was exasperating.
“Woll, what did he say?”
“The man’s etatcment, 3Mr. Frazer,
is fhis: IHe spent last cvening m
Tur Maoxcr Lispany.—Neo. 1,139
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Maxport until eight o'clock, Then he
came home, had supper, and afterwards
strolled across the field to the foundry.
Heason; to sce how Collins was getting
on, as he is a new under-foreman, and
last night was his first shift  Correet?
Good ! Well, then the moon came out
as he crossed the football field towards
the back entrance of the foundry, and
a man ran out. Moller missed Lim, so
hie entercd the works by the back door,
and was just inside when three or four
otlier men ran out trom the galvanising
shed. e said he jumpeo forward to
stop them when :(Illl[‘lll;ll:’: hit huu,
and then Le lost conscipusness.”

Mr., Dimmock, his hand- clasped to-
gether agitatedly on  his desk, bent
torward.

“And all this is true, inspectort”

The inspector's solemn gaze swivelled
round.

“ Al true, sir!” he stated definitely.
“We've found three witnesses to prove
Moller was in town until eight o'clock,
in which case he could not have broken
in with the others. Also, a lad who
works here—Osborne—and  his  house-
keeper were with him until he started
out for the foundry.”

Peter shoved his hand perplexedly
through his black hair. i

“Well, inspector, if what you say is
right, then Moller’s a stout fellow, not
only because he came to sce how Collins
was gelting on, but because he tried to
tacklo three or four men at once. What
about them? Any news'”

“No, not yet, sir. But any moment
I'm—er—cxpecting to hear. We've got
your descriptions, and—er—the net is
ont.  They'll be caught, never fcar.
Eh, Smith ¥

“Sure, sir!” replicd the slim man,
speaking for the first timo.

“But,” declured the inspector
forcibly, “Maxport's a deuce of a place
in which to find anybody. Smith, Lem,
can vouch for tha..”

“QOh, quite, sir!”
“We—er—can't find even
vou were in, Mr. Frazer.
can't give us more directions

Peter was about to reply curtly; bat
at that minute Mr. Dimmock's pent-up

agreed Smith,
that cellar
Pity you

12

indignation got the better of him. He
pounded on the table.
“But, good heavens, Mr. Inspector,

if it wasn't Moller, or if Moller isn't
mixed up in it, then you're at a dead
end! Then there's the little man who
fixed up the bomb. Why, good
gracious, another outrage may follow
at any moment while the gang's at
large! It's perfectly monstrous!”

‘The inspector’s fleshy mouth pursed
disapprovingly. His solemn grey eyes
surveyed the manager with displeasure.

“All" in good time, sir,” he said
coldly. “I've already arranged for
police protection for everyone con-
cerned, and also for this [foundry.
About the men. This man Moller was
not among them. That’s final, and you
can take it from me '

Mr. Dimmock being repulsed, Peter
took up another point that had been
worrying him.

“Well, inspector, what the dickens
was the outrage supposed to be? You
know what happened to me down at
the docks—someone wants to get rid of
me badly. But they said they’'d ruin
the foundiy as well! What they did
was to fix up a bomb beneath the gal-
vanising bath. Not the mills, or the
furnaces, but the bath!™

The inspector settled still
into his chair.

“That attempt to drown you last night
was nothing, sir,” he said “That is,”

further

he added, as Pcter grinned and Mr.
Dimmock snorted, “it wasn't part of
the original scheme. They had a plan,
and a neat one at that, to damage your
foundry so much that it'd ruin you to
make 1t good. That was all cut and
dricd! When you butted in on them in
the beer-house, they thought they'd
make a complete job, damage the
works and—cr—remove you!™

“I understand,” replied Peter slowly.
“But stll I don’t see what the damage
was going to be! A new bath'd cost a
pretty penny, but, dash it, it wouldn't
ruin us !”

For answer, the big inspector looked
inquiringly towards the slim Mr.
Smith.

“The bomb is + timed one,” said that
gentleman softly.

“Timed—a time fuse?™

“Ay ! Leisurely Mr  Smith pulled
out his watch and examined it. * Due
to go off ten minutes from now, as a
matter of fact!™”

Just as slowly he rose to Lis feel and
strolled to the windox.

“Look here, sir!”

Wonderingly the others followed him,
and from where they stood they could
just see through a big window into the
galvanising shed.  The place was
a-bustle with busy men and youths
working around the great bath and at
the trucks.

“Well #” snapped Mr. Dimmock.

“What is a galvanising bath filled
with, sir?” asked the slim official.

“Well, molten metal mostly,
othe *

Mr. Smith raised a thin hand, smil-
ing faintly,

“Quite.  And the bomb iz a timed
one—due to go off in a few minutes
from now!” Ile waved his hand
curiously towards the window.  “If
that man hadn’t bent down aend dis-
covered the bomb last night——"

For a full moment, as Mr. Smith's
meaning sunk home, neither Pecter nor
his manager spoke. Iey hands scemed
suddenly to eclutch at the young iron-
master’'s heart, and for & second his
steady nerve was shaken.

Before his oyes a picture was grow-
ing of the great bnl.g filled with acid
suddenly exploding among that roomful
of men, the air filled with flying, scar-
ing metal and iron fragments! White
as death, he stared with fascinated eyes
at the cool little police official, and as
full realisation swept over him, he felt
sick and faint.

“The fiends !”

A great hand descended on his
shoulder, shaking him. It was the in-
spector, and lhe wheeled the lad away
from the window, a kindly smile on his
important face

“But thanks to you, Mr. Frazer, they
were dished !” he said expressively. His
hand engulfed Peter's. ‘““You're a
plucky chap, sir,” he went on. *“But
still more important, you've saved many
lives! Those fellows gonder‘ll feel
different towards yeu when they hear
the mews. Congratulations, sir. You
have my respects. For all you knew,
that bomb might have gone off in your
face !”

But Peter was too dazed to heed him,
and stared through the man blankly.

“Twice they’ve tried to do me in,”
he muttered fiercely ; “but, by golly, to
nearly drown me and then try to kifl my
workmen——"

The inspector thumped one great Gst
into the other.

“It's in our hands now, sir! From
noy on you're under police protection—
and the works, too!”

and
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“And about time, too!" snapped Mr,
Dimmock igily.

With a final warm handshake, the
police officers deparicd, and Peter ana
his manager eyed each other anxisusly.
For the first time since he had takeu
up his task doubt orept into the younz-
ster’s heart ! For himself, he must take
a chance, but was he justified in risk-
ing the lives of other men and lads:
Abruptly he put the question to bis
managoer,

“Peter, it’s up to you!” Mr. Dim-
mock replied. I you feel like that,
then scll out, lad.” Ile laid a fatherly
hand on the young master's shoulder.
“1 don’t know what to advise for the
best! ‘Think it over!”

Peter felt the older man meant to
be comforting, but why should ke bLe
driven out of his inheritance by theze
fiends, these cowards who struck at him
through other men?

Peter then left the room, and as le
stepped into the vard and across to the
foundry, a sudden blind rage against
the unknown Scarred Man  took

ossession of him. He felt as the old

Jerserkers must have done! Vor just
five minytes with his enemy—

With fists tightly clenched and jaw
set, all unconseciously, he strode through
the huge doors and into the mill-room.
The roar of the place, the glow and
flash of the furnaces and the clang of
crashing iron, fitted in with his mood.
and he_stood there, head flung back,
taking it all in—I'razer's megry—his
foundry !

“Give it up—"

Suddenly through his thoughts it
dawned on him that men were charging
from all parts of the huildin%, that
most of the clatter had stopped. that
others were pouring in from all over
the works and through other deors, and
each and every one of them was coming
straight at him.

His mind flashed back to his first
day. It was thus they had approached
him as he stood with his back to the
gates, desperately intent on stopping
them from leaving their work flat.

He braced himself as then for their
charge; thon, wonderingly, he saw that
every approaching face wore a great
beaming grin beneath its grime, and
sqd‘tlicnly a deafening cheer rent the
air!

“Up with him, boys!"

The words swelled into a great rolling
roar. Peter smiled and fell back, pro-
testing, but a huge stoker, black and
shiny, jumped forward and gripped
him. Then they were all around him.

Great grimy hands clutched at his
and wrung them frienziedly, smote him
on the back till he was in a maze;
then great hands swept him into the
air above the checering, swaying crowd
of men, and finally out into the air and
on to the football field.

There the men let themselves ot
Cheer after cheer rolled out, and Peter,
swaying and gasping, was allowed at
last to slip to the ground. The men
spread around him in a grinning,
excited circle.

any hands reached out then, and
propelled Collins, the mew under-fore-
man, forward. He should have been at
home, but he stumbled forward towards
his dazed and dishevelled employer and
grasped his limp hand in a firm grasp.

““8ir, the boys are trying to thank ve
for what ye did last night! If that
bomb hadna’ been discovered an’ ye
hadna' fished it out, then, Mr. Frazer,
there’s many here now as'd be dead,
and others injured for life.”

(See next week's MaeNeT for the
continuation of thiz magnificent serial,
boys/)
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Here's a present he'll
be proud of! A
“ Blackbird ™ Fount-
pen—durable reliable,
beautitully finished,
with indium-pointed
gold nib, filled in a
moment. A joy
to every girl or boy.

“BLACKBIRD "
SELF-FILLER

7/6

Also 10/6, 12/6.

OF Ly
Non - Self - Filling

i'l;ﬁ)TlONERS “ BLACKBIR D,”

JEWELLERS. 6/-

(Postage extra).

"BLACKBIRD’
FOUNTPENS

Hlustrated catalogue post free.

MABIE, TODD & CO., LTD.., Swan House, 133 & 135,

Oxford St, London, W.1; 79, High Holborn, W.C.1;

114, Cheapside, E.C.2; 95, Regent St., W.1; 3, Exchange
St., Manchester ; Zurich, Brussels.

FREE )

Every boy will be interested
in this free book of ITobbies,
It is written in an interest-
ing manner to show vou the
amazing number of things,
and the large amount of
pocket money which can be
made with & Hobbies Fret-

work Outfit.  You don't

have to buy anything —just

-1‘ call at a Iobbies Branch

2 ¥ and ask for their new 20-

! page free booklet, or send
- H e a posteard to Dept. 34,

: Hobbies, Ltd., Dercham,
K‘ 3 Norfolk. Do it to-day | )

~—HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS —
A Films and Accessories.

+#§ Flm Bpools, Rewinders, Lignting Sets,
o Bereens, Sprockets, &c.

- i FILMS ALL LENGTHS AND SUBJECTS.
" Bample Film 1/ and 2/8, poat free.
Fo ”’s (Pept. A.P,), 276/7, HIGH

HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.1.
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BUILD _
LIKE REAL
ENGINEERS

L he Meccano boy hoids the secrets
ot the world's most wonderful engin-
cr:ring structures. He knows how
they are built and he knows how they
are worked because he builds models
of them with his Meccano Qutht.  No. 0 makes
Meccano is real engineering in 3‘:,4.""';;!"
miniature—all the parts are mintatures erek Rl
of the corresponding parts in real  No. 1 makes

engincering  practice. They are all 564 models,
standardised and interchangeable and Price 10/
can be used to make hundreds of . 5 -
different working models. 612 models.

Meccano, the most thnlling hobby Price 16/-
in the world, becomes more fascinating
every day. This year the Quthts are OH":’ gg';ﬁ;’
better than ever, and never before have up fo -
so many models been shown in the
Manuals of Instructions.

Ask your dealer to show you the
1929 Meceano Qutfits.

SEE THE WONDERFUL MECCANO SCENE IN THE
DRURY LANE PANTOMIME.

Boys!
Send for
this new
Meccano

Book—it’s

FREE

It is brimful of heautiful illustrations showing the marvellous
engineering models that can he built with Meceano.  All the
‘Meceano Quthts are tully described and many other interesting
details ol this wonderful hobby are given.

We wiil send you a free copy of this new Meccano Book in
exchange for the names and addresses of three of your chums,

Write clearly and put Ma. 35 alter your name flor relerence.

MECCANO

MECCANO Lrto., (Deer. 35) OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL.
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