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THRILLS—AND SPILLS -FOR BUNTER!

{See the grand holiday yarn of Harvry Wharton & Co, - inside.)



Christmas Presents for Readers—See Below !

Always glad to hear frem you, chums, so drop me a line to the following address :
The Editor, The * Magnet t' Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleetway House,
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NE of my North Wales roaders
brings forward a question this
woeek which has caused a great
deal of controversy at various

He wants to know

O

Limes.
WHO IRVENTED ELECTRIC LIGHT ?

He has always been led to understand that
Edison did, and he says that he saw that
stated in a newspaper some whilo ago.
Now a friend of his tells him that it wasn't
Edison who invemnted it. His friend is
quite right! Edison improved on electrie
light, but he did not invent it. As far
back as 1800, Humphry Davy produced
electric light with carbon points, and it
waa an Englishman named Swan who
invented the metal filament eleetric light
which Edison improved upon. Unfortu.
nately, we in England aro sometimes
inclined to under-estimato the pioneer
work of our own people—which sometimes
means that Americans get eredit for doing
many things which were previously done
by our own countrymen !

As an instanco of this, I came across a
fellow the other day who imagined that
Lindbergh was the first man to fly the
Atlantic ! Actually Lindbergh was the
sixty-seventh man to achizve this feat L
The first two men to cross in an aeroplane
were two of our own countrymen—>Sir
John Alcock and Sir Arthur Whitten
Brown. After them came tho dirigible
It 34, which carried a crew of thirty-
one peopls, and the Loa :\ngcllos. which
carried  thirty-one. But—eredit  where
credit is due—Lindbergh was the first man
to fly across single-handed !

And, talking about crossing the ocean,
do you know that two men once

ROWED ACROSS THE ATLANTIC?

This was thirty years ago, and the two
men were Norwegians, The boat was an
open elinker-built boat only 18 feet long,
and it took these two fellows 62 days to
complete the trip.  Some journey, what ?

I feel just in the mood to answer all
sorts of queries this morning, so

LET 'EM ALL COME'!

Here's the first: When was duelling
stopped in England ! It was checked in
the army in 1792, and shortly afterwards
was abolished in the country through the
force of public opinion. It is interesting
to note that in 1679 there was a procla-
mation issued to the effect that one who
killed another in a duel should not be
pardoned. A writer of the timeo looked
up the records of 172 ducls, in which 63
prople were killed and 96 wounded. In
three cnsea both the eombatants were
killed in the duels, and eighteen of the
survivors from the duels suffered the
penalty of the law.

German students still fight dueis—but
they are well ecovered with pads which
proteet the vital spots. . Therefore, no one
18 killed, but nearly every German student
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bears the scars of such encounters.

Curiously enough, they seem to be proud

of these scars. To my mind it seems that

the better duellist 18 the person who

guards himself well enough to avoid scars !
Next question ?

Street, L

WHAT WAS EL DORADO?

The name really means ' The Gilded
Man.” When the Spaniards had con-
quered Mexico and Peru they heard of a
golden eity ruled by a king who was
smeared in oil and rolled in gold dust.
They fitted out many expeditions in order
to discover this city—and so did Sir Walter
Haleigh. But the city was never found.
As a matter of fact, the custom of amearing
their ruler in gold dust was practised
annually by the Indians of the interior, and
the **golden city ™ meroly existod in
imagination.

George Barron, of Sandwich, wants to
know 1if 1 can tell him King George's
full title. I can! Here it w—in full !
" His Most Excellent Majesty George the
Fifth, by the Grace of God, of Great
Britain, Ireland and the British Dominions
beyond the seas, King, Defender of the
Faith, Emperor of India.”

And if George would like to know the
Prince of Wales' titles, here they are:
Prince of Wales, Earl of Chester, Duke of
Cornwall, Duke of Rothesay, Earl of
Carrick, Baron of Renfrew, Lord of the
Isles, and Grand Steward of Scotland,
High Steward of Windsor. His full name
i Edward Albert Christian George Andrew
Patrick David.

Before 1 delve deeper into the pile of
letters on my desk this moming, let us
first have a chuckle at this yarn, which
well deserves the Macxer Penknifo which
has been sent to Oscar Vis, of 36, Ongar
Road, Fulham, 8.W.6.

Customer (to shopwalker) :
**1 want a pair ol sporn-him-

=( med recticles—I mean pect-
rimmed hornieles—conlound
—1 mean heck-spimmed rorni-
— ¥
cles.
Shopwalker: **1 [\
know what you mean, sir.
Jones, show this gentleman
a pair of rim-sporned hectac-
les 1 ~g"

Here is a selection of
BRIEF REPLIES

to many of my readers’ queriea :

How many people have swum the
Channel ' Sixteen: ten men and six
women.

What is the record attendanco at a

football mateh * Owver 126,000, the number
who paid for admission at Wembley the
first time the Cup Final was played there.
But it is estimated that at least another
50,000 people rushed the turnstiles!

Why are artificial lege ealled ** cork "
legs t Because they were invented by a
Dr, Cork. Needless to say, thero is no
cork in them !

Now, while I am having
a breather after answering
all those questions, have a
laugh u & this  Oreyls
imeri for which John

Nicholl, of Church Btrees,
Asthall, near Burford, Oxford,
gets one of our fine leather
pocket walleta :

Sald Bunter to Fish : *“ My

P.O.
Will soon be along, den’t
you know.
Please lend me five bob | **
Baid Fishy : ** Youn swab!™*
And advanced him instead
his big toe ]

If I were to ask if any of
you fellows were interested
m  mathematica, I should
probably be able to bear the
cry of “ No!" that would go
up. I used to hate maths myself, but
my dislike of them is not shared by Mr.
“X,” who has just shown me a very
interesting mathematical catch. He came
into my den just now and laid a piece
of ron my desk. The paper contamed
the following figures :

526,315,789,473,684,210.

“ Well, what about it 1" I asked.

“ Try multiplying that by any number
you like,” he said. * You'll find that
whatever number you multiply it by, the
original figures will always reappear in
the result ! ™

Well, I have tried it, and I find that the
numbers alwaya appear in the same order
—with the addition of a final 0. Don't
ask me how it happens—I doubt if even
“Mr. X" could tell that. Still, it's an
interesting catch, and if you feel like trying
it, you're welcome to do so!

Here is a query from Harry Sexton, of
Balham, He wants to know-

WHAT A REIS IS

This is a Portuguese and Brazilian con
of no wvalue, being only the thousandth
part of a Milreis.

FORWARD THE BLACK BOOK!

Let's see what there is in store for next
week’s issue.  Another bumper number—
you can count on that ! ** Top of the bill,”
as they say in theatrical circles, comes

Frank Richards' usual top-notch yarn.
It's called :
‘“BUNTER COMES TO STAY!"

and you can look forward to a really
exciting—and humorous—yarn, which 18
written in Mr. Richards’ finest style. All
your favourite characters appcar in it—
not forgetting  the egregious  William
George ! Dut there—have you ever known
a Greyfriars yarn that wasn't a real top-
notcher ¥ 1 certainly haven't !

Now that you have got well into it,
what’s your opinion of

‘““PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER " ?

Good stuff, eh t T told you this yam was
roing to prove a great hit, and, judging
ty the many eongratulatory letters 1 have
received about it, my prediction has come
true. Well, you'll be even more pleased
with it when you read next weck's rattling
good instalment.

1 mustn’t forget Dicky Nugent's con-
tribution! Dicky has covered himself
with glory—and plenty of ink splashes—in
writing next week's rib-tickler, entitled :

‘CLEARING HIS NAME!"

Topping programme for next week, eh ?
I thought you'd agree! There's also
another interosting ** footer ™ talk, and, of
course, my usual invitation to " Come into
the Office, Boys !
YOUR EDITOR.



HERE'S ANOTHER SEASONABLE SCHOOLBOY YARN, BOYS!

Dealing with the Exciting Christmas Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.,

the popular chums of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Left!

" EASTS!I"
B Billy Bunter
remark.

He mado it with consider-
able emphasis.

Bunter was standing on the plat-
form of Courtfield Station, gazing
after the express that had vanished
down the line.

His little round eyes gleamed with
wrath behind his big, round spectacles.

“0f all the beasts—"" said
Bunter.

The express was gone. The
chums of the Remove had
gone in it—home for Christ-
mas. Bunter was left.

It was no wonder that
Bunter was wrathy.

Greyfriars School had
broken up for the Christmas
holidays. Greyfriars fellows
had scattered - north, south,
east, and west. Uniy Bunter hadn't
scattered. Bunter wasn't particular
whether he went north, south, east, or
west, so long as he went where the
Christmas fare was good and ample.

made that

But from no point of the compass was a-*

Yuletide welcome extended to William
George Bunter. It was inexplicable,
considering what a fascinating fellow
Bunter knew himself to be.  But there
it was!

Bunter was left!

He had been, perhaps, a liitle care-
less. Having scttled that he was going
home with Lord Mauleverer, Bunter

had left it at that. Unfortunately,
while Bunter had settled that he was
going home with Mauly, Mauly had
settled that he wasn't. Mauly had dis-
appeared quite carly that day—without
Bunter. So the fat junior had had to
change his plans at the last moment and
decide to go home with Harry Wharton,
Now Harry Wharton had disappeared
in the express, and Billy Bunter stood
on the station platform and confided to
the December winds what he thought
of Wharton.
“The.awful rotter!"” said Bunter.

WHAT OFFERS?

Who wants Billy Bunter?

Nobody !

Yet somebody’s
the Christmas

Who's the “lucky” fellow ?

Holidays !

Slowly the Owl of the Remove turned
away and rolled along the platform to
the exit.

It was uscless to linger there. DBut
what he was going to do was rather a
problem to Dunter.

Something had to be done—or, more
correctly, somcbody had to be done.
The question was whom?

Other fellows, naturally, went home
for Christmas, But that magnificent resi-
denee, Bunter Court, did not attract Billy
Bunter in the holidays. Mr. Dunter’s
detached villa in Surrey, which Bunter
talked of in the Remove as DBunter

ot to have him for

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Court, did not offer what punter wanted
in the festive scason. Besides, his sister
Bessie would be home from Cliff House
School, and his brother Sammy from
Greyfriars. Family affection was not
strongly developed in the Bunter clan.
The less he saw of Dessie and Sammy
the more he liked it; and Dessic and
Sammy felt exactly the same. DBunter
Court was a last resource, only if it
became a case of any port in a storm.

Bunter rolled out of the station.

Most, if not all, of the Greyfriars
fellows would be gone by this time. But

if any ‘Iingcrcd. Bunter was
repared to see what could

e done with them. He re-
membered that Peter Todd
had got out of the school bus
to pack some forgotten article,
He might catch Peter yet.
Toddy, certainly, was not the
fellow he would have selected
to go home with for Christ-
mas, DBut Mauly had dodged
him, Wharton had left him
stranded ; most of the other feilows were
far away—and somelhing had to be
done. 1f mnothing belter turned up
Bunter felt that he would have to stand
Toddy. Whether Toddy could stand
him was a trifling detail he did not
pause to consider.

Outside the station the Ilead’s car wos
waiting, with tarnes, the Head's
chauffeur, standing beside it. The ear
was there to meet some visitor for Grey.
friars, but the visitor, apparently, had
not yet arrived. DBunter rolled across
the slushy pavement to the car. Bunter
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did not think much of Barnes,
Head's chanffeur.
quiet, reserved, 1§'cll-behnvcd young
man--a very superior young man in-
deed.  But Bunter suspected him  of
being checky, and of net feeling a
proper respect for a Public School man,
and a gentleman—like Bunter.
Barnes, standing like a uniformed
statue, was looking straight towards
Bunter, but did not seem to sce him.
His unseeing gaze appeared to pass right
through Bunter. 'This was the sort
of thing that Bunter considered cheek,
and very unbecoming in a chaulfeur.
** Barnes "' snapped Dunter. )
The Head's chauffeur, thus apprised
of Bunter's important presence, touched
his cap.
“1'm
Parnes.”
“Indeed, sir?"” said Barnes.
“I'd like a lift in the car, Barnes."
“1 am afraid, sir—" .
“You're here to meet a train?"
“Yos, sir.”?
“Some blinking visitor for the Head,
I suppose 7"’ grunted Bunter. .
“A visitor for the Head, certainly,
sir,” said Barnes. * Whether blinking
or not I cannot say, as I have never
seen the gentleman.”
Bunter gave him a look.
This was scme more
cheek. 5
Bunter's look was one of lofty, dis-
dainful rebuke, But it did not scem to
produce any effect on Barnes. He stood
with a face as expressionless as that
of a graven image. .
“Well, when do you expect the train
in, Barnes?"' demandcd Bunter. .
“It is due already, sir. But the trains
are late to-day."” :
“Well, look here, Barnes,'" said the
Owl of the Remove, “it won't take you
long to run me back to Greyfriars; and
you can come back for your passenger.

going back to the school,

of Darnes’

See? He can wait a bit, if his train
i A "
comes in. I'll tip you a bob.” . -
“You are very kind, sir, said
Barnes.

“I'm always kin& to servants,” said
Bunter patronisingly. ** That's all right !
Start up!"’

“But I am afraid I cannot take you to
the =chool, sir, as I have the Head’s in-
structions to wait for the train,” pur-
sued Barnes calmly.

Bunter breathed hard.

“ Look here, Barnes, I don’t want any
cheek !"' he said,

“Oh, sir!”

“You can run me back to the sclmql,
quick. I'll make it hali a crown,’ said
the Owl of the Remove, * Now then!"”

“Sorry, sir; it’s quite impossible!”
paid DBarnes. -

“1've got to get back to Gru_\-l’rl':lr:i,"
explained Bunter. * My friends will :11!
be gone if I lose time. It's important !

“ A taxi, sir—" suggested Barnes.

Bunter snerted,

A taxicab, certainly, would have
answered his purpose; and there were
taxis outside the station. But there was
a lion in the path, in the shape of the
taxi-man’s fare. Buuter had no time,
when he reached the school, for sordid
recriminations with a taxi-driver who
did not want to be bilked.

i here, Barnes, I'm quite sure
the Head wouldn't mind you giving me
u lift, in tho circumstances,” he said.
“JIf he were here he would say so. You
can take my word for it."”

*“Perhaps yon would like me to ring
up Dr. Locke on the station telerhonc
and tell him what you say, sir?” sug-
gested Barnes. “If the Head gives his
permission—"

“Nothing of the sort!” said Bunter
hastily.
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the
Barnes was a very for a moment.

A faint grin dawned on Barnes' face

“There's no time to waste,” said
Bunter. “Look here, Barnes, I'll tip
you five bob. There!”

“ A taxi would take you to the school
for five shillings, sir.”

Another snott from Bunter.

He did not feel disposed to explain
that while that promised tip to Darnes
could be left over indefinitely, a taxi-
man’'s fare couldn’t.

He frowned at Barnes.

“Look here, my man, one good turn
deserves another,” Le said.

Barnes raised his eyebrows slightly.

“I do not quite follow yon, sir.”

“Don't you?' sneered Bunter.
“Well, a few days ago, when 1 got
back late from a trip to Folkestone,
with Wharton, you let me in—"

“1 remember.””

“It was nearly two o'clock
morning,” said Bunter,

I believe =o, sir.”

“And you were out!" said Bunter.
“You camo in while we were trying to
wike you up to let us in.”

" Quite so, sir.”

“Well, if the Head knew that his
chauffeur was trapesing about the
country in the middle of the night
you'd get the push,” said Bunter.

“Do you think so, sir?”

“I jolly well do!” said Bunter.
“Now, I've never mentioned it. I'm
always considerate to servants. DBut, as
I said, one good turn deserves another.
See?”

There was quite a curious expression
on Barnes' face for a few monients as
he regarded DBunter steadily. Then,
without replying, he turncd away and
moved to the other end of the car.

Bunter blinked after him,

“ Barnes!”

No answer from Barnes,

Bunter rolled after him.

" Look here, Darnes, are you going to

in the
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ﬁive me that lift to the school " hooted
unter,

* No, sir.”

“You cheeky beast! Then I'll jolly well
tell the Head—"

“1 have no objection to my employer
knowing that I lost my train that night
sir, and had to walk home,” sai
Barnes. “Please do not hesitato to
mention it, sir, next time you are having
a conversation with Dr. Locke."

This, of course, was more of Barnes’
cheek. Billy Bunter, of the Lower
Fourth, naturally never had any con-
versations with his headmaster, as
Barnes was well aware,

“You're a checky beast,
said Bunter.

“Thank you, sir."”

“And an ungrateful rotter!”

“You are very good, sir,” said Barnes,
unmoved.

“And I jolly well shan’t give you a
Christmas tip1” said Bunter.

“Then I shan't be able to bu
a motor-car,” said Barncs, wil{;
regret.

With feelings too deep for words
Bunter turned away. Leaving DBarnes
with a faint grin on his clean-shaven
face, the Owl of the Remove started to
walk to Greyfriars.

Barnes!

myself
gentle

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Toddy is Not Taking Any !

“ EAR old Peter—""
D “My only hat!” ejaculated
Peter Todd.

Peter was walking to the
station when the motor-bus from Court-
field came along. There had been a
recent fall of snow, and the road was
thick with slush, which the wheels of
the motor-bus scattered far and wide.
Peter was backing out of the way when
a fat face looked down on him from the
gps. and an affectionato voice hailed
im.

Luck had befriended Bunter. That
cheeky and ungrateful beast Barnes
had refused to give him a lift in the
Head's car, but the fat junior had
caught the motor-bus in Courtfield High
Street, and it bore him swiftly towards
Greyfriars. As the bus passed within a
short distance of the school, Bunter was
saved that long and weary walk: but it
was doubtful whether he would reach
Greyfriars in time to catch’ Toddy. So
a cheery grin irradiated his fat face at
the sight of Peter in the road.

“Wait for me, old chap!" called ont
Bunter.

Peter Todd seemed deaf.

In spite of that affectionate appeal—
or, perhaps, because of it—he walked

on.

“Peter I"" velled Bunter.

Peter, like Felix, kept walking.

Bunter scrambled down from the bus.
There was no time to get it to stop if
he was to catch Peter. Tt was slowing
down for him; but Bunter did not wait
till it came to a halt. He leaped off.

Bunter, who would have told anyone
that he was the most lithe, active, and
agile fellow in the Remove, had no
doubt that he could leap successfully
from a motor-bus in motion.

He intended to land lightl
road and dash after Peter '[odd.

He did not expect the solid earth to
make a sudden jump and hit him in the
middle of the back.

As a matter of fact, it didn’t; but to
Bunter it seemed as if it did.

Exactly what happened was not clear
to Bunter.

The motor-bus rolled on its way, many
interested and smiling faces loocking
back at Bunter.

Bunter also rolled on his way.

in the



EVERY SATURDAY

The solid globe huinf jumped up and
hit him in the back, Bunter sprawled
aver, roaring. Tho road had a rather
steep camber, and Bunter rolled down
tho slope. Snow was piled there, and
Bunter plunged into it. ‘The roar of
William George Bunter almost drowned
the roar of the motor-bus,

“Yaroooogh! Help! Oh crumbs!
Help! I'm killed! Yoooop! Help!”

Peter Todd looked back.

His intention had been to accelerate
when ho saw Bunter. But a kind im-
pulse led him back to give the fat junior
a helping hand. Bunter, spluttering
and yelling, was dragged from the snow.

“Hurt?" asked Peter cheerily.

“Yow-ow-ow! You silly idiot, of
courso I'm hurt!” howled Bunter. “Do
you think a fellow could bang on the
ground like that without getting hurt,
you fathead? Why didn't you stop,
you ass? Ow! I've a jolly good mind
not to come home with you
now! Wow!"”

“Stick to that!” said Peter.

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Good-bye! I've got a train
to catch., I've lost one,” said
Loddy.

“Hold on!" gasped Bunter.

Injured as he was, the Owl
of the Remove was mnot too
severely injured to jump after
Toddy and clutch him by the

arm.

“Well, what is it?” asked
Toddy. “I'm in rather e
hurq‘." :

“That's all right, old chap;
I'm coming,” said Bunter.
“Wait a minute till I get my
breath! Toddy, old man, I've
decided not to go home with
Mauly., He's not a bad chap,
in his way, but a frightful bore.
I've turned him down.”

“Poor old Mauly!” said
Peter Todd. *“Do you think
he's crying in the train?”

“Oh, really, Peter—""

“Did Wharton get away, too?" asked
Toddy.

%I refused to go homo with Wharton !
He begged me, with tears in his cyes,
but I said it couldn't be done,” ex-
plained Bunter. “I can’'t stand his
uncle, that stuffy old colonel; or his
asunt, that stuffy old lady! Simply
can’t! I told him pluinlr it was too
much to expect of a fellow. Besides,
I’dl settled that I was sticking to my best
pa »

. “Who's
interest.

“You, old chap,” said Bunter, with
reproachful affection.

“Not guilty, my lord!" said Toddy.

“He, he, he!” Bunter decided to
take that remark as a joke. “The fact
is, Peter, old fellow, I'm stit-kinf to you
this Christmas. There are plenty of

that?” asked Peter, with

wealthy homes where I should be
welcomed with open arms, as you know,
but I'm sticking to you. Friendshiy

had it up against you that vour father
was a measly solicitor. Never looked
down on you, and all that, The fact is,
Peter, I like you, and when I like a
chap I don't care a button whether he's
of my own class or not."”

“Ye gods!” said Peter.

“So don't you worry,”" said Bunter
encouragingly. “Your place won't be
the sort of thing I'm accustomed to. I
know that. Your people’s manners may
gct on my nerves a bit. Never mind; I
can stand it. You live in Bloomsbury.
Faney anvbody living in lemsbt}r_v!

Without walting for the
bus to come to a halt,
Billy Bunter leaped ofl.
The next moment, he had
plunged head-first into a
pile of snow, by the side of
the road !

He, he, he!
stand Bloomsbury, at a pinch.
“Think you can?" gasped Peter.
“Well, I'll try,” said Bunter gener-
ously. “If I find that I really can't
stand four place and your people, Peter,
I'll tell you so and go. But I'm going
to do my best, for friendship's sake,
you know. Of course, 1 lmo?;r I shall be

But, my dear man, I can

meeting rather a low lot—
“Oh! You know that?” articulated
Peter.

“Well, yes; but rely on me to treat
them in the right way,” said Bunter.
“I'vo got tact.”

“Oh!" gasped Peter. “You've got
tact? Yes; you seem to have a lot of
tact—tons of 1t !”

“My dear fellow, I've got a tactful
way with my social inferiors that puts
them at their ease at once,” said
Bunter. “That will be all right. Now
let's get on, old bean. We don’t want
to lose that train.”

Why Peter Todd acted as he did the

comes first."”

“Does it 7'* said Peter doubtfully.

“Yes, old fellow! You know what
Shakespearc says—who steals my purse
stoals trash; but a friend n need 1s the
noblest work of Cesar!"’ said Bunter,

“My hat! Did Shakespearo say
that?’ ejaculated Toddy in astonish-
ment.

“Well, somecthing like it,"” said
Bunter. “ Anyhow, ncver mind Shake-
. I'm coming with you, Toddy!
be bashful about it, old man; I
know you're not used to visitors of my
cla‘ulni:}i.r;._your poor little home—""

are
n't

“But I'm no snob,” said Bunter,
“I've always been friendly with you at
aschool, Peter, haven't I! And never

next n t Bunter never knew, Peter
secemed to be annoyved about something,
though Bunter did not know what it
was,

A shove on Bunter's well-filled waist-
coat landed him, again, in the snow
from which Peter had dragged him.

Bunter sat down with a gasp.

Then Peter—still for reasons abso-
lutely inexplicable to Bunter—scized
him by the collar, and rubbed his head
in the enow.

Wild howls and gurgles came from
Bunter.

G“ Yarooh ! Gro?glbl Gooo--:hI !I Qooch

ug-gug-gug-gug ! Urrr 17

oter Todd, a little %grgftghlcss. but
with satisfaction in his face, walked on
up the road to Courtfield.

Bunter was left, sitting in the snow,

dripping with snow, smothered with
snow, and gasping and gasping as if ho
never would leave off gasping.

When the Owl of the Remove
struggled up at last, Peter Todd was
out of sight. He had gone to catch lus
train—a train tha* Bunter was destined
never to catch,

“0Ooooh! 0Oooooh! Oooooch !” gasped
Bunter. He clawed snow away from his
face, wiped his spectacles, and jammed

them again on his fat little nose. “Ow!

Ooooch! Beast! Grooogh!”
A gasping and gurgling Bunter rolled
on, spluttering, towards Greyfriars.

Once more Bi Bunter had been let
down, and his plans for Christmas wcre
still in & nebulous state.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Last Hope !

OSLING, the porter, gave
G William George Bunter a stare
that expressed surprise, but no
pleasure. Gosling had not ex-
pected to sce William George aguin,
after he had departed on breaking-
up day. till next term, and he did
not look forward with any real delight
to seeing him the next term. Now he
saw him rolling in, unexpectedly, and
ave him a stare. If Bunter had come
ack to tip Gosling—which he had
omitted to do when he departed—it was
all right, of course. n that case,
Gosling was prepared to be glad to sce
him. But it was improbable.  Stll,
Gosling's crusty face relaxed as Bunter
rolled up to the door of the lodge where
Gosling stood. A genial smile, appro-
priate to Christmas-tide, cost nothing,
and you never could tell! .
“Lost your train, sir 7" asked Gosling.
“No! Yes! Exactly!” answered
Bunter. “I say, are all the fellows
gone, Gosling 1"
_“Yessir; 'cept one or two, I think,
pir.”
“Any Remove left?” asked Bunter
eagerly. If any Removo man was still
within the walls of Oreyfriars Bunter
was ready to land himself on that
Tue Magyer Lisrary.—No. 1,140.



6

Remove an, if he could. Beast after
beast had 1t him down; but hope
epringe cternal in tiie human breast.

(ios'ing thook his head.

» Al the Lower School gone, I think,
gir. But I believe I seo some of the
young gentlemen of the Fifth—"

0L gaid Bunter.

“1 think Mr. Coker ain't gone yct,
wir.”

Go:ling knew that Coker of the Fifti
was not gone, becauso he had not yet

been lirpvd by Coker. Horace Uoker

Javished tipsat all times, and at Christ-
mas-time he simply exuded them.
“What's Coker hanging on for,

Gosling 7

“1 believe there's some trouble about
the motor-bike, gir,” said Gosling. _",I
card him speaking to his friends, sir.”

*Is the silly ass going on his motor-
bike?” asked Bunter. Ho grinned.
“The roads are in a lovely state for
motor-biking!  1f Coker goes on his
motor-bike, we shan’t see him here next
term.”

Gosling grunted. Bunter had made
no motion to hand out a Christmas tip,
and g0 Gosling was losing all intercst in
Bunter. Ie stepped back into his
lodge.

Bunter started for the House.

Greyfriars, with all the fellows gone,
had a dismal and deserted look. A
taxi went grinding down the drive with
Capper and Hacker in it, and a pile of
bhaggage on top. The two masters
glanced at Bu.ter, apparently surprised
10 sco him still there. Bunter went into
the House. l¢ was looking for Coker
of the Fifth. o

The chance of a Lower Fourth junior
heing ssked home for Christmas by a
Fifth Form man was absolutely nil
And of all the Fifth Form of Grey-
frinre, Horaco Coker was tho most
“Fifth-Formy,” so to speak.

DBut Bunter had a hopeful nature.

1f Coker of the Fiftn was the only
Greyfriars man still remaining on_the
premises, e\'illclltli; Coker of the Fifth
was Dunter’s last hope. Coker's leg, at
least, was casy to pull.  Coker was
asmenablo to flattery, and Bunter was

prepared to hand out flattery, like pine.
apple, in chunks. There was, at lcast,
a sporting chance. At tho very worst,
Coker could do no mare than kick him.
And Dunter had been kicked often
cnozigh to have got used to it.

Coker was not seen in the silent, de-
serted passages, or in any of the rooms
Bunter blinked into, and the fat junior
went up to the Fifth Form games
study., A maid was busy there with a
broom; but there was no one else. But
as Bunter went along the passage ho
heard a sound of voices from Coker's
own study. Coker was there, and ap-
parently his study-mates and chums,
Potter and Greene, were with him.

Bunter's hopes, already faint, sank to
zero. If Potter and Greene were stick-
ing to Coker, there was no chance for a
rival. They were the kind of fellows,
Bunter bitterly reflected, to stick on to
a fellow at Christmas-time, and stick
him for an invitation, and stick to him
whether he liked it or not.

“Rot!"” Coker's voice boomed into
the passage as the Owl of the Remove
drew nearer to the open study door.
“Utter rot, Potter! You're a fool, old
chap !”

“You see—" said Potter.

“1 don't!” contradicted Coker.

“You see—" said Greene.

“1 don't!" repeated Coker.

Bunter paused to listen. If they were
going to have a row, there might be a
chance for him yet.

“I'm going on the jigger,” <aid
Coker. l;".‘5:11;|wr on the rjogd? What
about it? Think I'm afraid of a little
snow on the road? Rot!”

“But—"" said Potter

“The question i3, which of you is
riding pillion?” said Coker. “I
thought you'd both be keen on it.”

“1-d-d-did you:”

“Better than a stuffy railway-train, I
suppose ! snorted Coker. * You get the
air—and a ripping run! I'm going at
a good speed—all out, in fact! ou
know what my jigger can do when I
get her going. What”

Bunter grinned. Coker, when he got
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xoing on his motor-bike, was a
dangerous man to meet. His carcer on
that jigger was a series of hair-
breadth escapes, for himself and every-
body else on the road. He rode that
stink-bike like Death on a Pale Horse.
Dogs and cats he slew; poultry he
massacred. It was a standing amaze-
ment at Greyfriars that Coker had
never yet been “had up” for man-
slaughter, It surprised his friends that
he was still in one picce.  Obviously,
there was such a thing as fool's luck,
and Coker had a lavish share of it.

In the innocence of his heart, Coker
had supposed that there would be keen
rival r_{ between his chums for a séat on
the pillion. One—the unlucky onc—had
to go by railway. Ie said regretfully
that he couldn’t very well take both. It
seemed to bo the view of Potter and
Greene that ho jolly well couldn’t take
either. Probably the; disliked the idea
of funerals at Christmas-time.

“You make me tired,” Coker went
on. “I've been tuning up the jigger!
She's at her top-notch now. I'm going
to make the fur fly on the way home,
1 can tell you! I'm going to let her
rip! Now, which of you is coming with
me, and which is going by rail? The
man who goes by raiﬁray will be in
later, of course.”

“ Botter late than never !” said Potter
fAippantly.

*“If that means that you think my
bike isn’t safe, Potter—"

“Well, is it 7" said Potter.

“I've no use for a funk,” said Coker
disdainfully. “You can go by rail,
Potter, and be blowed to you! 1 dare
say there will be a railway accident—
railways are always having accidents at

this time of year—and when you're
pinned under the wreckage you'll wish
you'd come on my bike, ou're the

man, Greene!”

“But—1 say—"' stammered Greene.

“You funky, too?” jeered Coker.

“You—you see—"

“M! hat! What a pair of funks!”
said Coker. “Perhaps you haven't con-
fidence in my driving! Is that it?”

An answer in the affirmative would
doubtless have cost Coker's chums their
holiday at Coker Lodge.

Potter and Greene were silent.

“A splendid jigger, and the best
driver in the county—though I say it!"
said Coker. “This is rather sickening!
Well, you don’t trust me! You think I
can't drive a motor-bike! That's what
you call pally, isit? Well, I'll go alone.
Sorry to sce the last of you—="

“I—1 say, Coker—"

“We—we shall be with you later.”

“You won't!” said Coker.. *“If you
insult me, the less 1 see of you the
better. You say I can’t drive a motor-
bike—""

“Nunno! But—"

“Will you sit on the pillion?"”

“Nunno! But—"

“That does it!"” said Coker. “I'm
fed-up with you! Go and eat coke!
You'd trust yourself in a taxi—and you
won't trust yourselves on my bike!
Well, that only shows what sifly fools
you are! Good-bye!”

Coker strode to the door.

“Coker, old chap—" called out
Potter and Greene together, in dismay,

Coker did not heed. He was decply
offended. A fellow who hinted that
Ccker couldn’t drive a motor-bike
might as well have hinted that he
couldn't play football. Potter and
Greene never told Coker what they
thought of his football. But they really
had to tell him what they thought of
lus motor driving. Life was sweet,
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Coker stamped out of the study. tle
almost ran into Billy Bunter outside the
door.

. “What are you doing here, you fat
idiot " he snapped.

“1—1I say, Coker——"" gasped Buntcr.

lfscat!'l

“Will_you
motor-bike 7"

“What 7"

“I know it's rather a cheek to ask
yvou, Coker, you being a Fifth Form
man; but, you see, it's because you're
the best motor-eyclist going, and 1
should feel so perfeetly safe with you!”
explained Bunter.

Coker stared at him.

His rugged brow relaxed.

“Well, you're talking sense, at any
rate,” he said. “More sense than I get
from the Fifth! If you're going myv
wav., Bunter, I'll give you a lift with
pleasure. It's like your check to ask,
you being a measly fag; still, I'll give
voua a lift if you like.”

“Thanks !” gasped Bunter.

give me a lift on your

“How far do you want to go?" asked
Ccker.
“ All—all the way.”
a1

“Fh? Aren't you going home

“Nunno! I—"

“Mean that you're passing Christmas
somewhere near my place?"”

“That's it !" gasped Bunter.

Coker had not got the preposition
right. Bunter was not passing Christ-
mas “near” Coker's place, but *“at"
Coker's place—if he could wangle “it.
But the fag junior sagely decided to
loat Coker learn that gradually.

Once he was started on the homeward
way with Coker, it would come easier.

“Oh, all right, then!" said Coker.
He looked back into the study and sur-
veyed Potter and Greene with contempt.
“You hear that, you men? Here's a
Lower Fourth fag keen on riding
pillion on my bike! He's got more
pluck than the pair of you! Not that
it necds pluck: it's safe as houses!
Safer than a railway train, I imagine !"

“What an imagination!” murmured
Potter.

“LEh? What did vou say, Potter?"”

“1 said we should miss you awfully
this Christmas, Coker——"

“Frightfully !" gaid Greene.

“0h, that's all right!” said Coker.
“You come along to_my place, as we
artanged—that's all right. I was a bit
waxy; a fellow doesn't like a pair of
silly idiots to say he can't drive a
motor-bike when he's a past-master at
it. Fact is, I'd like you to be there,
to see that I get Bunter home safe. If
Bunter gets killed—"

i Ow :‘l

Coker stared round,

“Did you speak, Bunter

“Nunno!" gasped Bunter.

“If Bunter gets killed, I'll admit that
vou were right,” said Coker. “ You can
see for vourselves when you get to my
place. Now you'd better get off; you'll
Lbe a long time on that frowsy old
railway.”

He stepped out of the study again.

“Come on, Bunter!"

Potter and Greene  looked at one
another as Bunter followed Coker's
wighty strides down the passage.

“Better get off,” murmured Potter.
“If Dunter funks it, after all, that born
idiot will want to manslavghter one of
us instead.”

“Buck up !” said Greene briskly.

And Potter and Greene got off—
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gatisfied with the frowsy old railway—
and willing—more than willing—to
leave that glorious ride on the pillion
to William George Dunter.

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Here’s another snappy poem dealing
with the popular schoolboy characters
of Greylriars.

No. 2.—BOB CHERRY.

BOB CHERRY, of the laughing
eves
And sunny disposition,

) Would surcly take the premier
prize
In any competition
Between the boys of Greyfriars School,
To test their popularity;
For Bob is bursting, as a rule,
With joy and jocularity!

“A merry heart goes all the day,”
Is Bob's unfailing maxim;

He drives the Imps of Care away,
And troubles rarely tax him.

For when the skies are drear and dark
And Fortune's frowns are riling,

Bob shows the blitheness of a lark—
Gaily he comes up smiling !

Some fellows scem to squeal and squirm
For scarcely any reason;

Thus making every Greyfriars term
A sort of “grouzing " scason!

Discussing echool-life's ups and downs
They say “Qur luck is chronic!”

But Cherry's face is free from frowns,
His sunny smile's a tonic!

Cold mornings he's the Grst to rise,
Heedless of frost and icicle;

And round and round the Close he flies
Breathless, upon his bieycle.

For Bob believes in exercise,
Physical jerks and fitness;

His rosy checks, his sparkling eyes,
To Bob's zood health bear witness.

Never a schoolboy, T declare,
Could love a jape more dearly;

He makes his victims tear their hair
And burst with wrath—or nearly !

And when Bob's called before the Head
For “handers " or for * benders,”

No vells are heard, no tears are shed;
His courago ne'er surrenders!

Greviriars a gloomier place would be
Without Dol’s cheery presence ;

Of happy, healthy schoolboy glee
Bob is the soul and essence !

No finer fellow could be found,
For he's not merely skittish;

But through the Empire is renowned
As brave, true-blue, and Dritish!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Beastly for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER shuddered.
B It is said that fools rush im
where angels fear to tread.
Potter and Greene of the
Fifth were not angels, but they certainly
feared to tread where DBunter had
rushed in,

It was Bunter's last hope—his last
chance. It was Coker, or Bunter Court!
In that extremity, Bunter had taken his
courage in both hands, so to speak, and

lumped for the motor-bike. Only Ly

attering Coker, by pulling hisy\gregi-

ous leg, was it possible to wangle a
Christmas with Coker. And a display
of confidence in Coker's powers as a
driver was the surest way to bring the
smile of friendly toleration to Horace's
rugged brow. Bunter would have pre-
ferred any other wav, but this was the
only way open to him,

But az Coker propped his motor-bike
in the road and proceeded to argue
with it—for the bike secmed a little
obetinate—Bunter's fat  heart  almost
failed him. Christmas with Coker was
all right—Coker Lodge was a land flow-
ing with milk and honey. DBut if
Bunter arrived at Coker Lodge in
several detached fragments, obviously
it would not "be an enjoyable Christmas.
Tho goodliest and amplest Yuletide fave
could not compensate for that. And if
Bunter was left strewn along the road,
in a detached or semi-detached state,
he would not reach Coker Lodge at all.
Dark doubts assailed Bunter as he
watched Coker tuning up the bike.

Of course, Coker might carry
safely. Coker's own escapes ha(i
phenomenal;  and  he might
again, and Bunter with him.
there was life there was hope !

But had Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
been present he would have remarked
justly that the butfulness was terrific.

him
becn
escape
While

Bunter shuddered at the prospect
before him. Better the Bunter villa,
better  the company of Bessie and

Sammy and the whole Bunter tribe,
than the scattering of his own fal person
in various directions,

Coker seemed rather a long time tun-
ing up the bike. He had given quite
a lot of time to it that day, but it still
seemed rather out of tune. Bunter
began to feel more hopeful. Ti the
bike—liko the donkey in the- song—
wenldn't go. they would have to go by
train. Bunter brightened up.

“Won't it go, Coker?"” he ventured
at last.

A red and excited face was turned on
Bunter.

“If vou can't talk sense don't talk at
all, Bunter !I"

“0Oh, really. Coker—"

“Shut up !

Dunter shut up. Coker looked rather
dangerous; he always did when that
motor-bike jibbed.

The minutes passed.  They lengthened
into half an hour. DPotter and Greene
hail long gone. Still the motor-bike
jibbed. DBut at last there came from it
a cheery chugging, delightful to Coker's
cars, if not to Bunter's,

“Squat on!"” =aid Coker.

“J1—I say, Coker

“ Are vou coming *”

“Ye-e-oors, But—"

“Then squat on—and shut up !”

For a brief moment Bunter {:csilalml.
But the winter dusk was falling now,
and Grevfriars was shut up, and all the
fellows were gone. Tt was Coker's bike
or Bunter Court: and again the hapless
Ow!' of the Remove took his courage in
Lotk hands and made the plunge. e
took his scat in fear and trembling—but
ha took it,

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,140
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Anyhow, he was going to Coker
Lodge. 'l'hey would have to take Bun-
ter in.  That would give him time.
Given time, he would wangle a night's
shelter  into a  Christmas  holhiday.
Bunter had skill in these matters, If
only he got to Coker Lodge in one
picce——

It was too late to think of that now.
Coker wus in the saddle, and the motor-
bike was going. DBunter could only hold
wa and hope for the best,

Coker had no doubts, He never had!
Ho had said that he was going to let
that bike out—and he let 1t out. Ho
fairly tew.

They negotiated the lane that led to
the Redelyfie road, at a pace that
made Bunter's head swim.

Trees and hedges flew past.

Coker shaved a market-cart by six
inchies. He shaved a homeward-bound
labourer by three inches. He shaved a
wandering cow by half an inch. Had
Coker been a barber, he would have
distinguished himseli by his closo
shaves,  When the bike skidded, and
rocketed along the lane for a consider-
able distance before Coker regained
control, Bunter gave himself up for
lost.  But fool's luck stood Coker in
good stead. He came out on the Red-
clyffe road with a_rush—on the wrong
side, of course—missed a ‘motor-bus by
three inches, and sped on towards
Redclyffe.

“Stop!” articulated Bunter.

Coker glanced round cheerily.

“Fine—what ” he asked.

“Look where you're going!” gasped
Bunter.

Coker whizzed round a car, leaving
a pale-faced chauffeur jamming on his
brakes. He flew merrily on.

“Oh dear!"” gasped Bunter,

Bunter Court was better than this, It
was ever so much better. With the wind
whistling and shrieking by, Coker
could not even hear Bunter's voice.
He would not have heeded it, had he
heard. Bunter wanted him to stop. All

Bunter's earthly desires, at that
moment, were concentrated into one
wild yearning—that Coker would stop,
and let him tumble off that fearful
bike. It secmed probable that he
would tumble off anyway, whether

Coker stopped or not, Coker roared
on. Bunter yelled to him to stop. He
shricked to him to stop. He raved to
him to-stop. Coker roared on.

Coker, probably, would not have
stopped tilli he reached home, but for
tho natural penalty that attached to
his system of driving. Fool's luck was
all very well, but it could not be ex-
pected to last indefinitely. It didn't.

Just outside Redclyffe Coker shaved
a motor-car by a foot, a charabanc by
ar inch, skidded, and did not shave the
hedge at all. He hit the hedge.

His carzer as a close shaver was at
an end.

What happened Bunter hardly knew.

It seemed like an earthquake.

Bunter woke up, as it were, to find
himself reposing in a bank of snow on

the field side of the hedge.
How he had got there was not clear
to him. But he was there. Fortun-

ately, the snow had broken his fall.
He sat up in the snow, and spluttered.

“Blow it! Bother it! Bless it!"

1t was Coker's voice.

Coker, apparently, was unhurt. But
the bike seemed to have suffered.
Strango sounds of plaint EJ d
from it as it lay sticking in the hedge.

Coker stood and regarded it with
dismay.

“Ow!” gasped Bunter. *“Wow!
Ow! Ow!” He scrambled up. “I-I

say, Coker, c-c-can’t you get it Foinp; !
“It's a smash!” said Coker gloomily.
“Oh, good!” gasped Bunter.
Tue Magser Lisrasy.—No. 1,140.

“What 1”

“]—I mean—"

“Shut up! I shall have to walk into
Redelyfle, and get some garage to send
for it,” said Coker glumly. “I fancy
it was your weight did it, Bunter.
You're too fat to ride pillion on a
motor-bike."”

“0Oh, really, Coker—"

“Well, I'm off,” said Coker. “Sorr
1 can't give you that lift after all,
Bunter; but you can get a train at
Redelyffe.  All the Courtficld trains
stop there, so you'v: lost no time.”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

Leaving the dismantled bike in tho
hedge, Coker started with long strides
for the town. Bunter hurried after
him, his fat, little legs going like
clockwork to keep pace wi‘t;h Coker's
mighty strides.

“1—I say, Coker!” he gasped. “Are

THE MAGNET

tion. Coker covered the ground at a
Sgeat rate. He had to sce to the safe
isposal of the wrecked bike before he
caught a train home. And he had no
time to waste—least of all on Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove had to sprint.
*1—I say, Coker, don't hurryl” he
spluttered. “1 say——"

“I'm in a hurr?."

“But 1 say—"

“QOh, dry up!”

Coker strode onward, faster than
before.  Bunter, gasping for breath,
pursued him. But he dropped behind.
Bunter couldn't keep up the pace, and
he dropped farther and farther behind.

By the time they reached Redclyffe
Coker was far whead, and he dis-
appeared into a busy street.

Bunter panted into Redclyfie High
Street; but he looked round for Coker
n vain.

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter, as he
d his streaming brow. “Oh

| |
SMILE, BOYS, SMILE at

this amusing joke which has been
sent in by:

. D. Abercrombie, of 17,
White Horse Street, Hereford.
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A GQOOD TURN!
Little Frank, who had been
smiling nlnl"lllly over his
breakfast, suddenly turned to
his father and sald :
" Pve do':.n. my good turn

‘“What! Already 7! in-
quired his father.

“* Yee," answered the
youngster, “ 1 was at the

gate, and 1 heard Mrs. Jones
and her daughter say that
they were doubtful whether
they would catch the elght-
filteen train, so 1 sent the
hulld:x after them, and they
arrived just In time! "

A “ Magnet " pocket-knife has
been dispatched to the sender
of the above winning effort.

you taking the train home from Red-
clyffe 7"

*“ After I've seen to the hike—;cs."

“T'll wait for you, old chap.’

Coker glanced at him.

“1 don't want to punch you at
Christmas-time, Bunter,” he said.
“But if you call me old chap again,
you'll fct a binge on the beezer.”

“1—1 mean—"

“And you needn't wait for me,”
added Coker, “I don't want your
company.”

“‘I'he—the fact is—"

“Shut up!”

Coker quickened his pace.

Bunter aceelerated also.

1f Coker cscaped him now, all was
up. Coker did not even know yet that
Bunter was coming home with him for
Christmas.

“1—I say, Coker—" gasped Bunter.

Coker strode on regardless. Bunter
broke into a run. The December
weather was cold; the wind from the
sea ahar? and bitter. But the fat
junior’s face strcamed with perspira-

dear! DBeast! Ob, lor'”

Coker had disappcared. No doubt he
was somewhere making arrangements
for the disposal of his hapless bike.
Bunter rolled on to the railway station.
Coker would have to turn up there,
sooner or later.

It was more than an hour before
Coker turned up. When he turned up
he was looking cross.

“I—1 say, Coker——"

Coker gave him a glare.

“You still here, you fat ireak? It
was your fault the bike skidded. You
don’t know how to place your weight.
You dragged it over. That's the only
way of accounting for it.”

“Oh, really, Coker—"

“QOh, cut off "

Coker strode into the railway station.
Bunter's hopes were almost down to
zero now; but he rolled in after Coker.
He rolled on the platform after Coker
with a platform ticket. If he was

oing home with Coker, it was up to
&nlmr to pay his fare. Bunter had a
;‘omtitutionn dislike to paying his own
are.

The train came in, and Coker took a
scat. He ﬁ“e Bunter a concentrated
glare as the fat junior put his head
and a foot into the carriage. That was
all of Bunter that entered, for Coker's
foot barred further ingress.

“Get out!” said Coker.

“0Oh, really, Coker—" 2

“1 don’t like fags travelling in my

carriage | Get out!" i
“Léok here, you beast—"
Coker's heavy foot shoved, and

Bunter got out and sat down. He was
still sitting on the platform when tho
train moved out of the station. He
picked himself up, with feelings that
could have been expressed in no known
language. Once more he had been let
down. Coker was gone. His last hope
had failed him. It had been a doubtful
hope, at best, and it had failed.

lguntcr'a feelings as he paid for a
ticket with his own money were deep.
He took his ticket for Reiqnle. And
when at long last he was landed at
Reigate he did not head for home. He
helﬁed for a telephone box, and rang
up Wharton Lodge.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !

OLONEL WHARTON lighted
c his after-dinner cigar with the
slow and methodical care of a
middle-aged gentleman who,

from a proper respect for the well-
being oP Eis internal organication,
allowed himself only onc cigar a day.
Miss Amy Wharton, silver-haired, bug
erect in her high-backed chair, knitted.
Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
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Ram Singh, home
that day from Grey-
friars School, sat on
a settee that was
drawn mear the
crackling, log fire on
the ancient, wide
hearth of the lib-
vary at  Wharton
Lodge. Outside the
wind howled round
the chimney - pots,
and light tlakes of
suow fluttered against
the window-panecs. All
four faces, in the
glow of the firelight,
were cheery and con-
tented. The colonel
and his sister were
glad to have their
nephew home again.
Harry was glad to
nd himself at home. i}
And Hurree Singh's JH¥
dusky face expressed I
a comfortable satis-
faction.

The other members
of the famous Co.—
Bob Cherry and
Frank Nugent and
Johnny Bull — were
coming along later.
At present they were
at their own homes.
But Hurree Singh,
wlose home was in
far-off Bhanipur, in
North - West  India,
had come with
Harry, as he gener-
ally did when Grey-
€xiars broke up for

holidays.
Wharton was tell-
ing his wuncle and

aunt about the term

at Greyfriars. Both were dnepiE in-
t(‘r{“’-tﬂ]).’ Colonel Wharton, an old Grey-
friars man himself, liked to hear about
his old school, and Miss Wharton liked
to hear about anything or anywhere
that concerned her nephew. Football
matches, and scraps in the Remove
passage, were fought over again; an
the story told of the attempted burg-
lary at Greyfriars, which had happened
shortly before the school broke up for
Cliristmas. Wharton related how Billy
Bunter, going down from the dormitory
at night to bag a Iifth Form man’'s
cake from his study, had run into the
cracksman, and roused the House,
frightened out of his fat wits by the
encounter.

“]1 have read of this in the papers,”
said the colonel, with a nod. “More
than half a dozen burglaries have been
reported in the neighbourhood of Grey-
friars in tho last month or two. It
appears that some eoxtremely skilful
cracksman has locAted himself in that
neighbourhood, and the police have not
been able to deal with him so far.”

“He seems to be a clever rascal,” said
Harry. “Popper Court, and Hogben
Grange, and several other places, have
been robbed, and it seems clear that it
was the same man every time. It's sup-

osed to be the same man who got in at

sreyfriars. If Bunter hadn’t gone
down for Coker’s cake, he would have
robbed Greyfriars, too.”

“Was Bunter able to describe the
man?’

Ha: y Wharton laughed.

“Bunter was too scared to think of
anvthing but yelling. But he saw him
only in the dark, however.”

“The scarefulness of the esteemed
Bunter was terrific,” remarked Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. “His yellfulness
was preposterous.”

The colonel smiled.

“The poor boy must have been very
frightened,” said Miss Wharton's placid
voice. “It must have been dreadful.”

“And he never got the cake,” said
Harry. “That was what hit Bunter
hardest. He got the cracksman instead

d of the cake.”

A faint, distant buzz was audible.

It was the telephone-bell.

There was a tap at the door.

“Master Harry is wanted on the tele-
phone !”" eaid the butler.

Wharton rose.

“Some of your school friends, I sup-
pose, my dear,” said Miss Wharton.

And Wharton went to take the call.

He cxpected to hear the voice of Bob
Cherry, or Nugent, or Johnny Bul
when he took up the receiver. Dut it
was quite another voice that came
through.

“Is that you, Harry, old chap?”

“Bunter !” ejaculated Wharton.

“I've been a jolly long time getting
through, old fellow,” said the fat voice
over the wires. “Get home all right?”

“Yes, thanks.”

“Good! I've been rather anxious
about you, dear old fellow.”

“Have vou?” asked Wharton, in sur.
prise. “Why?”

“Well, this foggy weather, and snow,
and all that, and so on,” said Bunter.
“And T wasn’t with you to look after
you, ﬂou know."

“0Oh, my hat!”

“So I'm jolly glad you got home safe,
old boy.”

“Thanks,” said Wharton, with a
touch of sarcasm. “I've travelled on
the rnilwaﬂ before, you know, without
accidents happening. Quite a lot, in
fact.”

“0Oh!
all right.

Yes! Well, I'm glad you're
Everybody well at home 1"

Billy Bunter groped along the railings
to a gate. On the gate was a name,
and he struck a match fo read it.
The name was : BUNTER VILLA.

“Yes, thanks. You at home?”

“Nunno! I'm speaking from Reigate.
I've just got in.”

“You'll be jolly late home, won't
you 1" .

There was a fat cough over the wires.

“The fact is, old chap—"

Wharton had a premonition of what
was coming.

“Well#” he rapped.

“The fact is, dear old chap, I'm not
going home. Coker asked me to go
home with him for the hols—"

“Coker did?” ejaculated Wharton.

“Yes; he was rather keen on it—

“Well, I hope you'll have a good time
with Coker, old fat bean. Good-bye,
and a merry Christmas!™

“Fold on! Don't ring off yet, old
chap! I haven’t finished! The fact 1s,
I got fed-up with Coker! I went with
him as far as Redclyffe, but I left him
there. I told him that it couldn't be
done. I was sorry, and said so, but on
sccond thoughts I felt that I had to see
my old pals this Christmas. Coker took
it rather hard—he had counted on me.
But dash it all, old fellow, a fellow's
pals come first, don't they 1"

Whartort made no reply to that. .

“Well, here I am at Reigate,” said
Bunter. “Are you sending the car for
me, Harry?” :

“No!” said Wharton grimly.

“'Hem! I believe your ﬁln‘ce is about
eight or nine miles from Reigate, 1sn't
it? Better send the car.”

“Rats 1”

(lEh!.l

“Rats!” repeated Wharton.

“He, he, he!” i )

Bunter's fat cachinnation, coming over
the wires, showed that Bunter was
taking that reply as a joke.

“Well, look here, if it's a lot of
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trouble, I won't bother you to send the
car,” said Bunter genially. “I'll take
a taxi. The difliculty is, that I haven’t
any money. I was disappointed about
a postal-order just before break-up—"

‘Are you fimshed7”

“No. I'll take a taxi. And, look
here old chap, you can settle for it, and
I'll square when my Christinns tips come
in. I get a lot of Christmas tips from
my titled relations, as you know.”

“You fat idiot!”

“Oh, really, Wharton—" )

“You'd better cut off home.” said
Harry. “Think of the distinguished
company at Bunter Court that you told
us about. Didn’t you tell us that there
would be the cream of the peerage, and
a prince or two?"”

“Oh, yes; but—" :

“Well, you don’t want to miss all
that.” )

“The fact is, old fellow, I do!” said
Bunter. “I'm fed-up with all this high
socicty, and all that. My tastes are
simple. 1'd really prefer to pass my
Christmas in your humble home.”

“Q0h, erumbs1”

“That being scttled—"

“But it isn't settled.”

“Yes, it is, old chap! That's all
right! I suppose you wouldn’t mind
settling for the taxi when I get in?”

“T jolly well should!”

“Are you going to be
Wharton

“Yes; horribly.”

“He, ho, he! Well, T dare say your
unele will settle for it. He won't want
a cheeky taxi-man kicking up a shindy
at his front door, will he?”

mean,

“Why, you—you—you—"
“Stilf, it might be better to send the
car. It will save the money. When

you've got a car, why not use it? Mnk‘e
the shover earn his wages! I don’t
believe in letting servants loaf about
with their hands in their pockets. Let
’em earn their keep—what "

“ (ood-bye, Bunter!” .

“Well, I’ll come along in a taxi. then.
if you prefer it,” said Bunter. “Expect
me in abont an honr, old chap.”

Wharton, about to hang up the
receiver, paused. He glared at the
telephone as if that harmless and neces-
sary instrument had given him offence.

Bunter was coming.

Anything like a refusal was only
taken as a jest by the Owl of the
Remove! He was coming! .

Certainly, it would have been quite
casy to kick him out when he came, and
Wharton had no objection, on principle,
to kicking Bunter. He had kicked him
often enough at Greyfriars, and was pre-
pared to kick him again, to any extent
that was necessary. DBut it was
awkward.

Kicking Bunter in the Remove pas-
sn) at Greyfriars was one {thing.
Kicking him out of Wharton Lodge, late
at night, was another.

Colonel Wharton, perhaps, might be
amused; Miss Amy Wharton would cer-
tainly be surprised and shocked. Quite
often Billy Bunter carried his point by
sheer “neck.” Nature had not been
kind to Bunter in the matter of brains,
but she had endowed him with unlimited
cheek. Wharton paused, rather at a

oss.
“] dare say the man wil! only want
about a pound,” came Bunter's voice.
“0Of course, I shall settle later. Still, if
you'd rather send the car—"
Wharton drew a deep breath.
A glimmer came into his eyes. :
"Iﬁl send the car, Bunter!" he =aid.
“That's right, old chap!
money, you know. In fact, you can
lend me the pound, instead of paying
for the taxi. Sce? T happen to be
Tre Macser Lisrany.—No. 1,140.
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short of ready money at the present
moment—"

“Wait for the car, Bunter.”

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Bunter.

Harry Wharton rang off, and
returned to the library, to ask his
uncle’s permission to send the car for
a Greyfriars fellow who was hung up at
Reigate Station. He received permis-
sion at once, and went out to the garage
to speak to Brown, the colonel's
chauffeur.

He was quite a long time in consulta-
tion with Brown; and when he returned
{o the House, there was a smile on his
face—and there was a grin on Brown's
face when he drove the car away.

The car was going to pick up Bunter;
and Bunter naturally expected it to
land him safely at Wharton Lodge. But
if Bunter arrived at Wharton Lodge
that night the most surpriced fellow in
the County of Surrey would be Harry
Wharton.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Home, Sweet Home !
B ILLY BUNTER grunted.

It was cold.
Light
falling.

Bunter was hungry.

The hour was growing late.

A long drive was before him, when
the car arrived to take him to Wharton
Lodge; and the car had not arrived
yet.

AMore than an hour had elapsed since
he had rung up the Lodge. Plenty of
time, Bunter considered, for the car to
arrive. DBut it had not come yet.

Very likely, Wharton was not hurry-

flakes of enow were

ing himself in the matter. It would
be like the beast! Very likely. the
colonel’s  chauffenr was dawdling.

Chauffeurs generally were a cheeky lot
—DBarnes, for instance, at Greyfriars.
But for Barnes' cheek in refusing to
drive Bunter in the Head's car, he
might have caught some late-goer at
Greyfriars, and landed on him for
Christmas. Now another cheeky chauf-
feur was keeping him waiting, in a
windy street outside a chilly railway
station.

Still, the car must be coming! Whar-
ton had said that he would send it, and
he was a fellow of his word. Bunter
grunted, and grumbled, and groused,
and waited, and blinked at every car
that passed. And at last a car drew
up, & chauffeur stepped down, and
looked Bunter over carefully, and
apparently recognising him from a
description he had received, touched his
cap to the fat junior.

“Mr. Bunter?” he asked.

“Yes,” gasped Bunter.
Wharton L Fc?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Brown,

“You've kept me waiting!"” grunted
Bunter. “Look here, put it on, and
get mo to the Lodge as quick as you can
—see "

Brown opened the door of the car.

“ Please step in, &ir.”

Bunter stepped in, and the chauffeur

“You from

closed the door on him, and re-
mounted to his seat. The car hummed
away.

Billy Bunter settled down comfortably
in a cushioned corner, and drew a rug
over his fat legs. A cheery grin illu-
mined his podgy visage.

He was off at last!

Seven or eight miles in a
And then Wharton Lodge an auprer!
“Neck ” had done it. By sheer check
Bunter had landed himself at the
Lodge for the Christinas helidays. It
was a case of neck or nothing—and

ood car.
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Bunter, fortunately, had plenty of
“neck.”
He grinned serenely as the ecar

rushed on through the shadowy, wintry
night.

This was better than sitting behind
Coker on a buck-jumping motor-bike !
This was better than taking a taxi homo
to the Bunter villa—with the taxi-
man to pay at the end.

DBunter felt that he had managed weil
—some fellows would have hesitated to
do as Bunter was doing. Bunter, for-
tunately, was not thin-skinned. De-
sides, Bunter knew that he was an
acquisition to any Christmas party. His
tact. his affable manners, his fund of
wit and humour, his good looks, his
distinguished appearance, all made him
valuable at any social gathering.

If the Wharton Lodge prople could
stand fellows like Bob Cherry, and
Nugent, and Johony Bull, and Inky,
surely they would be delighted to have
a fellow like Bunter. If they weren't,
they ought to be. Anyhow, they were
going to have Bunter. That was
settled—at least, Bunter was certain
that it was,

The car glided on by snowy, windy
roada.

Miles
wheels.

Dunter was hungry; but the prospeet
of supper cheered him.  That stuflv
old colonel and his stuffy old sister
were hospitable, at least. Bunter did
not think much of them; but he thought
a lot of their fare. His mouth watered
at the thought of a well-spread supper-
table.

But it scemed to him, at last, that
the journey was rather long. The
Lodge was not ten miles from Reigate,
at the most. It seemed to Bunter that
the car had already covered more than
ten miles, yet there was no sign of the
Lodge in the wintry landscape.

Brown was driving on steadily, like
a man who knew the way. HHe could
not have missed his road. That was im-
possible.  Yet it was odd that they had
not arrived at the Lodge by this time.

After a couplo more miles Bunier
spoke to the chauffeur.

“Look here, you're a jolly long time
getting to the Lodge! Wharton will
be anxions about me. Get on with it."

"YOS, sir,”

“You haven't lost your way, I sup-
pose?”

“No, sir.

“Well, we ought to be at the Lodge
by this time.”

“1'lIl let her out, sir.”

“Do!" grunted Bunter; and he sank
back into his scat, and hugged the rug
round his fat person.

Brown let the car out.

The speed was all that could be
desired. They flew past hedges and leaf-
less trees. They passed through several
villages. They wound up and down long
lanes, and whizzed along roads. It
scemed to the astonished DBunter that
Brown was taking him for a joy-ride
all over Surrey, instead of heading
direct for Wharton Lodge—just as if
the checky beast, for some wunknown
reason, was merely filling up time, in
order to land Bunter late at his desti-
nation! Perhaps ho was!

“Look here, what does this mean?”
Bunter hooted at last. “You're not
taking the direct road for Wharton
Lodge.”

“*No, sir.

“Why not?” hooted Bunter.

“ Master Harry's orders, sir.”

“What?" gasped Bunter. *Mean to
say Wharton told you to take me a long
way round ?”

(Continued on page 12.)

flew under the revolving
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Here’'s Another Interesting * Soccer” Talk, Chums!

INSIDE [NFqrMATIO

By ‘“The OLD REF.”
At nearly every *footer ’ mateh, discussions arise concerning decisions given by the ‘ man

with the whistle,”

If YOU are in doubt on any footer matter, write to *‘ Old Ref,”’ ¢/o the

Editor, about it, The more intricate the problem, the better he likes it.

OMETIMES, when we are in an argumentative mood, we
sit down and try to define what we mean by the use of
the words—in relation to a human being—" a good
sgport.” You will hear somebody say of this or that

player—"* He's a true sportsman.”

a rough-and-ready definition, I think we could go much
farther and fare much worse than this—a real sportsman is a
follow who can take a beating in the same way as he takes
success—with a emile on his face, and a ready acknowledgment
of the superiority of the opposition.

But while this is all right, we bump against bjg problems
connected with this guestion of what a sportsman should or
should not do on the ** footer "' field—a fellow, that is, who likes
to retain a reputation for being a good sport. The question has
just cropped up again.

During a recent match—it was the International game be-
tween Ireland and England—a hard-rising shot was sent in at
Elisha Scott, the Irish goalkeeper. Scott just touched the ball,
and it went over tho bar for what should have been, of course, a
corner-kick to England.

Apparently, however, the reforee did not notice the goalkesper
touch the ball, and he gave a goal-kick. After the match, Elisha
Scott put this question to me :

“ Should I have gone to the referee and told him
that I had touched the ball, and that consequently
it tous a corner-kick and not a goal-kick 7 "’

Buch a question secemns an easy one to answer at first thought,
and I was just on the peint of saying to Scott : * Of eourse you
ghould have told the referee.” And then I had a ** second think,"
and decided that the question was not so easy after all. This
was the way 1 began to reason it out, and when [ give my reason-
ing I think you will agree that there are different ways in which
evena Ii{°°d rt " would look at an incident of this kind.

In the first place, if the goalkeeper had gone to the referes and
told him that it was a corner-kick and not a goal-kick, and the
roferoo had changed his decision, all the ple on the ground
would have known that the referee had made a mistake. And to
th}s extent the watchers might have lost confidence in the
referece.

GAIN, supposa that the referee had changed his decision

A over this incident; accepted the goalkeeper's word

for it that it was a corner-kick ? A few minutes latoer

the goalkeoper might have had a penalty kick given

against him for what the referee thought was a foul. But the

oalkeeper, knowing that he had not been guilty of a foul, might

1ave gono up to the referee and told him so. Now it is arguable

that a referce who had changed his decision once, because of

something the goalkeeper had told him, would have had to accept
tho goalkeeper's version of the second incident.

If referees in geneval were to accept the view of
each player over football-field incidents, there
would be trouble without end.

The safost line the ideal sportaman should take conocorning this
sort of case is always to pt the decision of idi

the pr

-1

official—the reforse—whether he is right or wrong. This line
of conduct is actually laid down in the football rules, for the
players are told that they are not expected to dispute the de-
cisions of the referee, or to show, by word or action, that they
are not satisfied.

If & player is in any doubt as to why he has been penalised,
then he is entitled to askthoe roferce, in a gentlemanly sort of way,
what the free kick, say, was awarded for, And the referee is
supposed to oxplain.

In some foothall matches there is quite a lot of shouting by
the players—'* Hold the ball ! " ** Let it come ! " ** Right | "’ and
all that sort of thing. A reader asks how much of this can be
done with impunity, or when the referee should intervene to put
a stop to it.

The answer is comparativoly easy. The referee should stop
the game when he is convinced that, by shouting in the couree of
play, one man puts an opponent off from doing the thing he
moant to do.

Let us imagine a case.

The ball is kicked high in the air. Two or three
players get to the position at which it is expected
to drop. As the ball drops, one of the players
shouts : ** Right! " Another player--a member
of the opposing side—thinking it is one of his pals
who has shouted, draws back and makes ho
attempt to play the ball.

Clearly, the shout of ** Right I'" in such a case has put a player
off his game. In such cases, the referee should stop the play,
caution the player who has shouted and tell him that if gu
keeps on doing it, he will be sent off for ungentlemanly conduct.

wore concorned, over an incident similar to that which I

have imagined in the provious paragraph. A forward and

a full-back went for the ball together. The forward got
it, and was dashing on towards goal when the referee’s whistle
went, and a free kick was given to the do[on(linf side. How the
spectators yelled! From their view-point they immediately
decided that the refereo had blown for ofiside, and they also de-
cided that o palpable mistake had been made by the referee, as
the player could not possibly have been offside.

From that moment to the end of the game the referce was
soundly hooted. The spectatars did not knuw—-prohablﬁ don't
know now unless they happen to read these notes—that the
rofereo did not blow for of‘lsi:lc, but because the forward, just
as he was about to get the ball, shouted * Right I ** and put the
full-back off his tackle.

In the foregoing there is, perhaps, a little lesson, the moral of
which is obvious. Things are not always what they seem to the
good folk who are watching o match. In other words, don't
jump to conclusions. Rather remember the story of the fellow
who jumped at the conclusion of a boat. He missed it !

S0 when you are watching a match don’t assume that you
know everything that is happening on the field. And whea
you are playing, take the decisions of the referee with a good
grace. In other words, don’t * shoot " him—he's doing his ﬁm
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BILLY BUKTER’S CHRISTMAS!

(Continusd from page 10.)

“Yes, sir.”

“What for?" roared Bunter.

*“ Mastér Harry said you would under
stand when you arrived, sir.”

“Well, 1 don't understand !” enarled
Bunter. . Ny

“Yon haven't arrived, sir.” ,

“Well, when are we going to arrive?”
hooted Bunter.

“Twelve o'clock, sir.'’

Bunter gasped.

“Mean to say Wharton told you to
get me in at midnight 77

“Yes, sir.”

“Why 1" shrieked Bunter.

“Master Harry said you would under-
stand when you got in, sir.”

“Wharton's a fool, and you are
another !” howled Bunier. “Take me
to Wharton Lodge directly! Do you
hear 7"

“1 hear, sir.” .

“Well, get on with
chump !"

Bunter hugged the rug again and
waited. The car flew on. He blinked
at his watch. It was half-past eleven.
Nice time for a fellow to get in, when
he had been hungry—famished—for
hours! Why Harry Wharton had
given the chauffeur those extraordi-
nary orders was past Bunter's compre-
hension. He resolved to tell Wharton
what he thought of him when he
arrived at the Lodge.

But he had not arrived yet.

Long, shadowy lanes, leafless trees,
and snowy hedges continued to glide
past the car. Evidently the chauffeur
was still obeying Master Harry's
orders, not Bunter's, But it was no
good talking to the cheeky beast—
Bunter realised that. He had to wait
for midnight to reach his destination, as
Wharton fmd so mysteriously instructed
the colonel’s chaulfeur.

Something familiar in the aspect of
the landscape struck Runter at last, as
he blinked from the windows. But it
was so dark and shadowy that he could
not be sure.

The car slowad down at last. Bunter
sat up and took notice. Brown stepped
down, halting the car, and Dunter saw
him in talk with a policeman at the
corner of a road.

Obviously, the chauffeur was asking
his way, as il sceking a destination
known only to him by description. It
was more and more amazing, for surely
Colonel Wharton's chauffeur knew how
to find his way to the colonel's house!
Bunter concluded that he had driven so
far aticld, that he was uncertain of his
way back. Yet Bunter was sure that
there was something familiar in his sur-
roundings now. He, if not Brown, had
driven over these roads before, he was
certain of that!

“Don’'t you know your way?"” he
asked angrily, when Brown came back
to the car.

“Yes, now, wir.”

“You had to ask it :” snapped Bunter,

“Yes, sir.”

it, you silly

“1 wonder Uolonel Wharton doesn't
sack you,” growled Bunter. I shall
advise him to. For goodnes <ake get

on, now you know the way yon'ry
sure of it now 1" ho added sarcastically.

“Quite sure now, sir.”

“Then get on, and don't jaw.™

Bunter's temper was suffering, aud his
manners always suffered when |his
temper suffered. Dot Drown did not
seem to mind ; indeed, there was a smile
on his face as he resumed driving.

The car whizzed on again.

Bunter looked at his watch., It wanted
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a few minutes to midnight. He was
due to arrive now. Yet the aspect of
the roads, as le blinked from the
windows, though somehow familiar, did
not strike him as resembling the sur-
roundings of Wharton Lodge. He was
more and more perplexed.

The car stopped at last.

Brown jumped down and opened the
door.

‘““Here you are, sir.,”

“ About time, too!” grumbled Bunter.
He uncurled himself from the rug and
rose. “Look here, why haven’'t you
driven up to the house?"”

“Master Harry's orders, sir.”

“Mean to say I'm to walk up to the
house 1

“Yes, sir, if you don’t mind, sir.”

“I do mind!” snarled Bunter.
“Drive right up to the house—do you
hear?”

“Master Harry's orders, sir—"

“Will you drive right up to Wharton
Lodge, or won't you?” demanded
Bunter, in a concentrated voice.

“No, sir! Master Harry—"
“Blow Master Harry!” roared
Bunter. “And blow you! I never

henrtc.l of such cheek! Blow the lot of
you |

Brown held the door open. Bunter
stepped out. The chauffeur immediately
shut the door and slid into his seat,
ung started.

unter blinked round him in the dark-
ness,
The car slid into motion.

“Look here——"" began Bunter.
Brown did not look there. He was
looking ahead of him as he drove away.
Bunter blinked after the vanishing tail-
light of the car.

“Beast! What did he rush off like
that for?” muttered the Owl of the
Remove. “He hasn't even taken me
up the drive. Where's the gates?
Blessed if I can see anything in this
beastly dark. What—where—"

Bunter blinked round in amazement.

Wharton Lodgoe lay by the side of a
high road, with big gates opening on a
drive. But Bunter, as he blinked about
him in the dimness and the falling
flakes, saw no sign of gates, or of a
park wall, or towering trees. The road
in which he stood was a suburban road
—evidently not far from a town. He
could dimly make out railings and a
row of laurel bushes at a little distance.
Beyond them was the dim shape of a
house—not a large house. Even in the
dimness there was something familiar
in the look of that detached villa.

“My hat!” Bunter breathed deep.
“That idiot has landed me at the wrong
place and gone off! My hat! He
ought to be sacked—he ought to be
boiled! I—I—I wonder where I am!”

He groped across the dimness to the
railing ; he groped along to a gate. On
the gate was a name,

Bunter struck a match. He was

uzzled and perplexed, and anxious to
carn where that idiot of a chauffeur
had landed him. He realised by this
time that he could be nowhere near
Wharton Leodge.

The wind blew the match out imme-
diately, but not before Bunter had read
the name on the gate, And the name
was:

BUNTER VILLA.

Williamn George Bunter stood rooted
to the ground. From spmewhere in
the distance came the chime of mid-
night.

Bunter Villa!
He was standing outside his own
hiome !

It was at Bunter Villa—glorified, at
Greylriars, into Bunter Court—that the
car had landed him—and driven away !
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It was gone—even the red rearlight had
vanished now.

Bunter stood transfixed.

Slowly understanding filtered into his
fat brain., He understood at last the
mysterious instructions the chauffeur had
received from Master Harry! 'The
chauffeur had been instructed to pick
up Bunter at Reigate, drive him about
till it was too late for Bunter to make
a fresh start that night, and leave him
at his own home. And Le had left him !

Bunter stood and blinked at Bunter
Vilia.

There was no light burning there—
the Banter family had gone to bed.

“Ob, crikey!” said Bunter at last.

It was all clear to him now.

‘“Beast !” gasped Bunter.

The chilly wind eaught Bunter, and
scattered snowflakes over him.

L1 Oh lor' 1"

There was only one thing for Billy
Bunter to do—and he did it. He opened
the gate, tramped up the path to
Bunter Villa, and banged on the door.
It was a case of any port in a storm,
and there was nothing for Bunter but
“home, sweet home !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Ambush !

“ HE Head!” murmured Harry
I Wharton.
“The estecmed and ridicu-
lous Beak I” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.
“1 am sure,” said Miss Wharton,
with her gentle smile and placid voice,
“that it will be very agreeable to you

to see your headmaster during the
holidays.”

“0Oh!” said Harry. ‘“’Hem! Aw-
fully 1”

“The awfulness is terrific.”

“And no doubt the Head will be
equally pleased,” said Miss Wharton.

“ About equa.ily, I think,” murmured
Harry.

“It will be very nice indeed all
round,” concluded the kind old lady.
“1 am very glad, Harry, that Dr. Locke
was able to accept your uncle's invita-
tion to pasi a fcw days here before
Chtistmas.”

“'Um " said Harry.

“Dr. Locke will arrive this afternoon,”
went on Miss Wharton. “ He will stay
over to-morrow, and probably leave the
next day. DMrs. Locke, 1 understand,
i3 visiting some relatives, and your
uncle's old headmaster has taken the
opportunity to come here. Your uncle
is very much attached to his old lead-
master, Harry, as, of course, you are,”

“0h, frightfully !” said Harry.

“The attachfulness, gracious madam,
is terrific and absurd,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh solemnly.

Miss Wharton smiled her sweet smile.

The two juniors went out into the
winter sunshine, leaving the good old
soul busy with Christmas decorations.

Outside, they exchanged glances.

“Ripping, isn't it, Inky1” eaid
Harry. )
“The ripfulness is preposterous,”

assented Inhy

And the two juniors grinned.

There was no limit to the respect that
the Greyfriars fellows felt. for their

headmaster, Herbert IMenry Locke,
Doctor of Divinity.

That respect was mingled with
liking, but more with awe. And

agreeable as Aunt Amy supposed it
would be for the schoolboys to sco their
headmaster in the holidays, they would
have been perfectly satisfied not to sce
him  till Greyfriars opened for the
following term. Even if they had not
seen him then, they could have borne
it with fortitude.



EVERY SATURDAY

Honk, honk, honk ! Billy Bunter did not move as the car swept towards him. ‘l'har;. was a jamming of brakes, arnd the car

Headmasters, as a matter of fact, were
rather out of the picture in holiday-
time.

True, Dr. Locke was not likely to
“come the Beak " while he was a guest
at Whartor Lodge; but his mere
presence was rather unnerving to Lower
Fourth jupiors. On the rare occasions
when juniors tea’d with the Head they
tea'd 1in a state of serious and solemn
sclf-consciousness. Even Bunter, on such
an occasion, did not devote his whole
and sole attention to his food. For-

unately, such occasions were rare. But
:0 have the headmaster in the house, on
holiday, was something like the limit.

“Woell, it can't be helped, old bean,”
said Harry.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded.

“What cannot cured must go
longest to the well,” he remarked.

“Wo can stand it,” said Harry.
“After all, it’s only @& couple of days.
And the Head, after all, doesn't bite.”

“The ecsteemed barkfulness is worse
than the absurd bitefulness,” agreed
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“But—"" said Harry.

“The butfulness is terrific.”

“Well, it's all in the day's work,”
said the ocaptain of the Remove.
“We've had the Head here before, and
lived to tell the tale. No good think-
ing about it till it happens, anyhow.”

No good meeting & preposterous
trouble half-way!"” assented Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “And it will be
over before our worthy and ridicwlous
friends arrive, so they will get out of
the honourable infliction.”

“ Anyhow, we're not getting Bunter.
Even the Head's rather better than
Bunter.”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

There was comfort in that reflection.

Nothing had been heard at Wharton
Todge of the Owl of the Remove sinoe
ll;e ha!.d been landed—unexpectedly—at

ome

slowed down.

Two days had passed, and Bunter
apparently was making the best of
home, swect home. Wharton congratu-
lated himself on the result of that
stroke of strategy. There had not oven
been a ring on the telephone, so there
was a happy prospect of not hearing
any more from William George Bunter
till next term. Which alone was enough
to make a holiday a success!

In a few days the other members of
the Co. were to arrive at the Lodge,
which certainly was likely to give the
juniors more pleasure than the advent
of the Head, gecp as was their respect
for that stately gentleman. In the
meanwhile, the two juniors were enjoy-
ing their holiday, looking up oﬁ'l
familiar places and acquaintances, skat-
ing on the frozen lake, snowballing in
the park, and driving out sometimes in
the car with ColonerWhnrton.

‘“Here comes the esteemed and absurd
colonel,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, as James Wharton came out of
the house and glanced about him.

“Looking for wus, uncle?” asked
Harry.

“Yes. I've just had a message on
the Iphone," said the colonel. “It was
really you who were wanted:; but as
you were out of doors I took Bunter's
message for you.”

“ Bunter !”

“Yes. You did not mention that you
had asked Bunter here for Christmas,
Harry— "

[ ey -

“It does not matter, of course—you
are welcome to bring all your school
friends, and the more the merrier,”
said the colonel, with a smile. * Bunter
says he finds he will b~ ahle to come,
after all—"

“Oh! D-.d-does he?”

“And he will be along this after-
noon,”

i Oll!"

“He is coming by train to the

village, and he suggests that you may
like to walk and meet him,” said
Colonel Wharton. “As a matter of
fact, I was going to take you with me
on a visit this afternoon to Sankey
Hall. General Sankey is home from
India, and he has brought home witn
him a_ collection of Oriental jewels
which I think you boys would like to
see. However, if you would rather
meet your friend Bunter, do so by all
means.”

S'w:lll]arto‘g a"dd Ilurrleo Jamsvlt Ram
ingh exchanged an eloquent glance.
“You can %et me know at lunch,”

added the colonel; and he went back

into the house.

“The fat
Wharton.

“The esteemed fat rotter—"

“I—I don’t want to explain to uncle
how the matter stands,’ said Harry.
“But—but we're going to put paid to
Bunter somehow.”

“But the howfulness—"

“There's only one train at Wharton
Magnus this afternoon. Bunter will
have to come by that. We'll meet on
the way—""

“The meetfulness of the esteemed
Bunter will not be the boonful blessing,
my absurd chum.”

“ And snowball him—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ And keep it up till he clears,” said
Harry. “We don't want anythingh_lo
happen here.  But if we meet hi
half-way from the village we can give
him an high old time, and make him

lad to take the next train home.

What 7"

“It is a wheezy good idea,” agreed
the nabob. “We will pelt the esteemed
fat Bunter with ridiculous snowballa
all the way to the railway station, and
pitch him into the first train that goes—
no matterfulness where it goes! As

(Continued on page 16.)
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DICKY NUGENT'S THE BOY TO DRIVE ALL Y}

the Fair! |
S LTy

I¥'s customary for Santa Claus to give presents, but in this case _{he old chap receives

I
" HIS is the life!"”

I Jack Jolly of the TFourth
Form at St. Sam’s grinned all
over his dile with contentment

as ho spoke. His chums, Frank Fearless
and Merry and Bright, responded with a
harty :

“Hear, hear! -

Jack Jolly & Co. were having an
awfully good time in London. i'he.y
wera staying with Fearless at his pater’s
palatial  vezzidence in  the = most
cggsclusive part of Mayfair. Natcher-
aﬁy. at such a house munny flowed like
water. 'There was unlimmited tuck
available at any hour of the day, and
in the event of guests getting tired
of feeding their facee they could always
adjurn to one of the luxurious salons
and amewso themselyes at the be-
jewelled !Jﬂﬁﬂh‘“l!|&|)}l’.‘ﬂ or diamond-
studded dart-boards. .

At present our heroes were sitting 1n
the royal box at the circus. Tt was the
Christmas Eve natinay, and gaiety
and jollity were in the air. Outside it
rained cats and dogs, but in the circns
the only thing that rained was the
good old Christmas spirit.

Jack Jolly & Co. applawded
frekwently and londly. It was a good
show. There were lion-tamers and tiger-
tamers and jugglers and conjurers and
trapeze artists and trick eyklists, and
the chums ot the Fourth were kompelled
to admit that they couldn't have done
better themselves.

They all felt sorry when the last turn
came. Forchunitly, that wasn't the end
of the day's fun. In the same grate
building where tha circus was running
there was also a fun fair. Immejately
the strains of “God Save the King"
had died away in the eunrcus, Jack
Jolly & Ca. hopped out of the royal box
and cantered away to enjoy the fun of
the fair.

Little dreeming what a surprise they
wero sllml..'_\.' gomng to receeve, our
berora went round all the side-shows,
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them—thick and heavy!

' enjoying themselves as only schoolboys
can. Their skill at cokernut-shies and
skee-ball and rifle-shooting drew gasps
of amazement from the epecktators.
They would have needed & pantecnickon
to carry home all the prizes they won,
but they jennerously decided to give the
trophies to a poor old homeless beggar
who was in the fun city sheltering from
the rain.

The old fellow seemed quite surprised
when our heroes presented him with
six cokernuts, a bag of nuts, a cupple of
Flor de Firework cigars, a golliwog, a
set of cgg-cups, and other assorted
valluables.

“Well, I vote we get back home now,
you fellows,"” eaid FFrank Fearless, after
this little insident. “The pater has
arranged a fifteen-corse dinner for us
to-nite,and we shall have to change into
evening dress for such an important
meal.”

“Yes, rather "

“What about going to eee Father

Christmas before we go?"” sujjested
Jack Jolly, with a merry twinokle in
his eye.

As he spoke, the captin of the Fourth
jerked his thumb in the direction of a
side-show where a jentleman disguyeed
as Santa Claws was offering himself as
a target to passers hy. For a penny the
patrons were entitled to shy a cupple
of rubber “snowballs ™" at him, and every
person who suxxeeded in hilting him on
the nose received a bar of chocklit.

“My hat! This is too good to miss!”
grinned Frank Fearless, when he had
gof the idea. “We must all have a pot
at Santa!”

The Co. trotted over and bought a
few duzzen snowballs, and in a very
short time they were giving poor Santa
Claws a fast and furious peppering.

Needless to say. eggspert bowlers like
Jack Jolly & Co. found no difficulty
whatever irn hitting the mark. One
after the other their enowballs landed
on Santa’s nasal organ. Crowds
gathered round and nearly bust thewm-

selves with larfter at the comical gite.

Soon the place was fairly echoing with
cheers, while the human target hopped
and danced about like a bearded cat on

hot brix.
“Whooooop! Yarooooo!” he yelled,
as he jumped about. “Look here—"

“On the ball!” shouted Jack Jolly.
“Yes, rather!”
Lemme alone, I tell
you—yooooooop 1"

“Yaroooooo!

“Ha, ha, ha!” shreeked the speek-
tators.

How long the bombardment mite have
continued, it is impossibul to say. As
things happened, it didn’t continue far
long. Before our heroes had even kon-
templated packing up, something
happened to put a stop to their larx.

Father Christmas, evvidently fed up
with the treatment he was receeving, sud-
denly mado a rush at his persekuters!

Jack Jolly & Co.'s cheery roars of
larfter snddenly gave place to roara of
pain as tho furious Santa Claws came
down on them like a ton of brix and
nocked their heads together.

“Yarooo! What are you doing?”
asked Jack Jolly indignantly. “This
isn’t according to the rules of the game,
is it?”

“Quite right, my lad, it isn't!” eried
a silk-hatted jentleman, rushing up and
seczing Santa’s arm.  “What is the
meening of this, my man? Don’t T pay
you half-a-crown a day to stand up and
meet all comers with a smiling fizz?7”

He was the proprietor of the show!
At the sound of his voice Santa Claws
turned vizzibly pail.

“T—I—"" he stuttered.

“You can save your breth, my man!
Eggscuses will avail you nothing; you're
sacked !

“Oh, crikey !” multered Santa Claws
in tones of dismay.

“Hand over that costume and buzz
off 1" roared the proprietor feercely.
“Here's one-and-threepence for you—
half a day's payl It's more than you
deserva !

Santa Claws pocketed the one-and-
threcpence, then, with a very worried



look on his dile, took off his coat and
hood. As he did so there was a gasp
of sheer amazement from the St. Sam’s
juniors.

For bencath the scarlet garments of
Father Christmas were reveeled the
black gown and mortar-board of a skool
rnnﬁlcr? And when the undisguysed
wman target turned round and faced
them they found themselves etaring at
feetchers that were very familiar indeed
to them.

It was Dr. Alfred Birchemall, the
headmaster of St. Sam's |
stuttered

11
o HE—the  Head!”
Frank Fearless.
Dr. Birchemall snorted.
“So you can reckernise
me nuw, can you? Pity you didn't do eo
before !

“But—but what are you doing in a
fun fair disguysed as Santa Claws?”
asked Jack Jolly, wonderingly.

“Hiding from the perlice, of corse!”
hist Dr. Birchemall, glarnsing over his
shoulder with a terrified glarnse. “You
remember how I had to fly from St.
Sam’s when the colloctor caﬁod for the
Christmas-card munny 1"

“Yes, rather!” cornssed Jack Jolly
& Co., grinning at the recoliection of
the Head’s hurried flight on the back
of a passing motor-car.

“Well, 1T hung on to that car till we
got to London,” gasped the Head, “I
knew it was no good eggsplaining to
the collector fellow that the munny
was simply missing. It was ten to
in doenutts he wouldn't beleeve

one
me—these bizziness people aro so
suspishus, you know !"

“Hem! Eggsactly !”

“So to London I came. And in
T.ondon I have stopped ever since. To-
day, my boys, T am a fugitive from
justiss—a despised outcast, with every
man's hand against me!  Awfully

ruff, isn't it1"

Jack Jolly & Co. had to admit that
it was.

“When I got this job as Santa Claws
1 really thought I was in clover,” said
the Head sadly. “In my disguys I was
safe from the prying eyes of perlice-
officers and Secotland Yard slooths. It

i -
2
" Qot him!" cried Jack

Jolly triumfantly,

OUR TROUBLES AND CARES AWAY, CHUMS!

was an unplezzant sort of job, but it
had distinkt advantages for me. And
now you've gone and spoiled the whole
thing by making me lose my temper
and consekwently my job!”

“Sorry, sirl”

“Sorry ratts! That won’t save me
from arrest—and it auzzent lessen the
dammidge you've cawsed to my beak!”
added the Head, caressing his nasal
organ with grate tenderness. “1f 1
had a birchrod here, I'd birch you all
black-and-blue., As nothing of that sort
is available, however, I will content

myself by nocking your silly nuts
together !
So saying, Dr. Birchemall reached

forward with the amiable intention of
hurting Jack Jolly & Co.’s unoffending
nappers.

Before he could carry out his base
desines, however, something happened
to cawse him to change his mind in a
hurry

That *“something ” was an eggsited
roar {rom the crowd of people standing
near,

“T.ook out! It's coming!”

“Ji's a tiger—an escaped tiger from
the circus!”

“Yaroooo !I”

Instantly all was pannick and confu-
sion. People fled madly in all direc-
tions, In the space of two seconds
Jack Jolly & Co. and the Iead were
left alone in the middle of the Fun
Fair.

It was then that they suddenly
realised that a feerce man-eating tiger
was bounding towards them, snarling
and baring its fangs in a most unplez-
zant manner.

Our heroes were not one whit dis-
mayed. They were boys of the bulldog
breed who larfed in the face of danjer
and skorned to show the white feather.
The thought of running away from a
meer man-eating tiger was forrin te
their British natures.

Of corse, it was rather different with
Dr. Birchemall, who was an awful
cowherd at hart. As soon as he saw

the tiger he gave one yell of fear and
bolted for dear life.

The tiger, evvidentlly realising that
he bad a cowherd to deal with, licked
iis chops and farely flung himself at
The Head just mannidged

the Head.
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to spring out of the savviage creature’s
path in time. An instant later, he was
running. round the Fun Fair with the
man-eater chasing after hins.

“Help! Murder! Parlice !"
shreeked the Head as he hurtled along.
“If I'm eaten up, I'll jolly well sue
the circus for dammidges afterwards!
Save me!”

But the jencral public didn't :pem at
all anxious to save Dr. Birchemall.
They were all too bizzy serambling into
places of concealment to bother about
liim just then,

Forchunitly, Jack Jolly & Co. were
at hand.

“1 think this is where we step in,
you fellows!” remarked Jack Jolly,
fuking in the situation at a glarnse.
“1t's not often wo get the chance of &
scrap with a tiger.”

“Ha, ha,! No!”

At the word of command the St
Sam's juniors leaped into the fray.
Four pairs of hands grabbed at the
animal’s tail, and the man-eater's rapid
career round the Fun Fair came to &
sudden stop.

“Got him ! eried Jack Jolly triumf-
antly. “Now get him down and hold
lim till the keepers come!"

Fearless and Merry and Bright
obeyed their leader’s instructions. The
astonished tiger found himself fung over
on his back and held down in a vice-
like grip.

Within a couple of minnits keepers
from the circus came on the scen with
nets and an emply cage, and then it
was all over bar shouting.

Needless to say, there was plenty of
that. The crowds emerged once more
from their hiding-places, looking very
releeved, and they cheered the i)lucky
uartette with fuud and prolonged
cheers. Jack Jolly & Co. bore their
honners with becoming modesty, and
turned their attention to the Head, who
was just getting back his breth after
his unaccustomed exercise. )

“Teel all right, sir?” asked Jack
Jolly. .

“(Groooooo!  Quite all right, Jolly,
thank you!” gasped Dr. Birchemall. “1
must eggspress my gratitude to you all
for saving me, boys. It was a very
plucky action—just the sort of thing

(Continued on page 21.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

the estcemed proverb remarks, desper-
ate diseases require a desperate pitcher
to go longest to the well.”

Harry %‘Jhartou chuckled. .

“BEven Bunter will be fed up with
that!" he said.

* Perhapsfully.”

And when Colonel Wharton left that
afternoon in the car to visit his old
military acquaintance and inspect his
collection of jewels from India's coral
strand, he was not accompanied by the
two juniors.

They preferred to meet Bunter.

Certainly the coloncl had no idea of
their intentions in meeting that fat
and fatuous youth. That was a little
matter that was better kept to them-
selves,

Later in the afternoon the chums of
the Remove started for the village.

The early December dusk had fallen
when they started, and it was quite

dark when they were half-way to
Wharton Magnus.
There they halted to wait for

Bunter, and filled in the time of wait-
ing by manufacturing a pile of snow-
balls all ready for the Owl of the
Remove.

Desperate diseases required desperate
remedies, and really there seemed no
other way of dealing with W. G.
Bunter.

In the December darkness, with light
snowflakes falling on em through
leafless branches overhead, Harr

Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Sin,
waited—and watched the road

or
Bunter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Lucky for Bunter !

“" EASTLY "

That was Billy Bunter's
orinion of the weather, and
of the universe generally.

It was dark! 9t was cold! It was
windf! It was snowy! It was, in fact,
beastly! The universe, as usual, was
not run according to the requirements
of W. G. Bunter.

Bunter had had a couple of days at
home. He determined to treat
Wharton with the contempt he de-
served. He was going to ignore the
fellow. )

But kinder thoughts prevailed.

Two days at home werg enough for
Ilunter-probabk enough for the other
Bunters, Mr. Bunter had ssked him,
rather sharply. how it was that he was
not, as he hao stated, spending the
holidays  with Mauleverer.
Sammy Bunter had asked him whether
their wasn't a sinple fcllow at Grey-
friars upon whom he could have landed
himself. Bessie Bunter had asked him
for half-a-crown he had owed her
since last holidavs, and she asked him.
not once, but many times, till Bunte:
was sick of the subject. He could have
fot rid of the subjecct. ~aetainly, by
ianding over the half-a-crownt but that
idea did not seem to occur to Bunter.
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At all events, he did not hand 1t over,
and Dessic kept to the subject with a
wearisome iteration and reiteration.

Bunter could not help feeling that he
was not properly valued in his own
home. Such unsisterliness from DBessie
and  unbrotherliness from  Sammy
shocked a fellow who was himself a
model brother. )

Christmas-time, after all, was a time
for forgiveness, and Dunter felt that
it was up to him to forgive Wharton
that beastly trick. He would not only
forgive him, but would shed the light
of his fat countenance on him. Hence
his telephone message which had been
taken by Colonel Wharton. 'This time
Bunter did not ask for the car to be
sent for him. He had a suspicion that
if Brown picked him up in the car his
destination might turn out not to be
Wharton Lodge at the end of the drive.

And so, when Bunter rolled out of
the little willage station late in the
December afternoon, he started to walk.
The beasts might have come and met
him and walked to the Lodpe with
him, but they hadn't. That was only
to be expected of such beasts, however.

Cold and darkness and wind and snow
did not please Bunter. He grunted and
groused as he left the viifngo behind
and plunged into the dense darkness
flickering with snowflakes.

Really, it was frightfully dark. Even
with the aid of his big spectacles Bunter
could hardly see his way.

He was %ungr and in a hurry.
Perhaps he wou{d not have been in
such a hurry had he known what was
waiting for him half-way to the Lodge.
Fortunately, he did not know.

“Beastly I” groaned Bunter. *“Oh
dear! Oh, rotten! Oh!"

He stopped and blinked about him,

He knew the way to Wharton Lodge
—in the daylight, at least. But this
beastly darkness and snow puzzled a
fellow.

He stopped at a cross-roads,
blinked round him dismally.

If those rotters had met him at the
station—but they hadn't! The question
was, which of these beastly roads was
a fellow to take?

There was a signpost. But what was

the use of a signpost when the dark-
ness was as black as the inside of a
hat?
Bunter could barely see the post;
and he could not see the board above
at all. He struck a match, which the
wind instantly blew out.

‘““Oh dear!” groaned Bunter.

Like Moses of old, he looked this
way and that way. But, like Moses
again, he saw no man. There was no
one of whom he could ask his way.

Ho had four roads to chooss from—
for after a little while he was no
longer certain of the road by which he
had come to the corner.  All the
beastly roads looked the same in the
beastly darkness. One of them was the
right road, one of them led back to
the village, and two of them were
hopelessly wrong, and might lead
Bunter to anywhere in Surrey.

“Beasts!” snorted Bunter.

A car passed him, with a flare of
lights; and Bunter yelled to it, to stop
it and ask his way of the driver. But
the car sped on, and left him snorting.

Something had to be done. He could
not remain where he was all through
the winter night. But the chances
were three to one against his taking
the right road.

“Oh lor'!” groaned Bunter.

Even home, sweet home, had attrac-
he stood i

and

tions for hbim now, as in
darkness and wind and snow, and
blinked hopelessly round him. Even

the unending melody of Pessie's voice,
inquiring after the bhalf-a-crown, was
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better than this e was lost in Cim-
merian gloom; and literally did not
know which way to turn.

The lights of a car winked in the
distance, coming down one of the roads
to the corner.

Bunter jumped
the road.

if hie stood there, and held up his
hand, the chauffeur would be bound to
stop; he would be clearly visible in the
headlights, and the beast wouldn't
dare to run over him. Besides, the
beast would think the road was up, or
something. Once he had stopped the
car he would inquire his way. If the
people in the car didn't like it they
could lump it. Bunter was not worry-
ing about them.

There was a loud hooting on a
motor-horn, as the car swept nearer.

into the middle of

The headlights dazzled Bunter; and
certainly they showed up his fas
figure to the eyes of the chauffeur.
Honk, honk, honk!

Bunter desperately stood where he
was.  He knew that the beast could
see him, and must stop.

There was a jamming of brakes, and
the car slowed down.

Bunter, his fat heart failing him,
was about to leap aside, when the car
slowed and stopped, a safe distance
short of him.

“What do you want? What are you

stopping me for?"” called out the
driver, in sharp tones.

Bunter started.

The voice was familiar.

“Oh, crumbs!” he ejaculated.
“Barnes!”

He rolled on to the car.

“Is that you, Barnes? I say, is the
Head in the car?”

Barnes gave the fat junior a far
from amiable look.

“Yes,” he said curtly. “What did
you stop me for? Is the road up, or
what, Master Bunter?”

“QOh, no!"”

“Bless my soul!"”" came a voice from
the interior of the car. “It is a Grey-
friars boy! Is that Bunter?”

“Yes, sir!” Bunter approached the
door of the car, and drew it open,
“So glad to ses you, sir! It's such a
pleasure to a fellow, sir, to see his
headmaster in holiday time.”

“Dear me!" said Dr. Locke, hlinking
at him. “Why did you stop my car,
Bunter? I am somewhat in a hurry—
we have been delayed by snow on the
road !"

“I've lost my way, sir!” explained
Bunter.

There wus satisfaction in his fat face
now. He remembered that it had
been mentioned at Greyfriars that the
Head was to visit Wharton Lodge
during the Christmas holidays. Evi-
dently this was the wisitl It could
not have happeued better—for Bunter,

Bunter considered that this was
lucky—and he would have considered
it still more lucky had he known what
was awaiting him a little farther up
the road.

“I'm gowng to Wharwn Lodge, sir,"”
went on Bunter. “Wharton’s expect-
ing me there, and ho wil! be frightfully
anxious about me.”

“PBless my soul!” said the Head.
“Then it is very fortunate that we
met, my boy, as I s going to
Wharton Lodge. You may step into
the car, Bunter.”

“Thank you, sir."”

Bunter stepped into the car.

Ho sat down.

“Please proceted, Barncs!”
Head.

Barnes procecded.

Ten minutes later the flashing head-
lirhts of the rar rushed past two

said tha
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shadowy figures that lurked under e
trees by the wayside, by the side of a
heap of sunwimﬁs. The car rushed on,
too swiftly for those lurking figures to
recognise anybody in  it. Harry
Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh wero still waiting for Bunter
when Barnes drove the Head’s car up
to the door of Wharton Lodge,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes Himself at Home !

RIGHT and cheerful light
B streamed from the wide-open
doorway of Wharton Lodge, as
the IHead's car stopped at the
steps. Colonel Wharton came out to
greet his distinguished visitor. Barnes
had stepped down to open the door of
the car, and the stately Head of Grey-
friars emerged, and shook hands
warmly with the “0ld Boy,” who had
once been captain of Greyfriars School.
After him rolled Billy Bunter.

The colonel’s eye fell on the fat
junior, while he was exchanging greet-
ings with his old headmaster. He
raised his eycbrows in surprise.

“Ts that Bunter?’ ho asked.

“Yos,” said Dr. Locke. “The boy
appears to have lost his way coming
here, but fortunately I found him on
the road and gave him a lift."”

“That is very singular,” said the
colonel, “as my nephew and his friend
have gone to the village to mee. his
train.’

“The beasts never turned up,” said
Bunter.

“Eh1"

“Y mean. the dear old fellows never
turned up,"”” said Bunter hastily.

“0 l”

“They'll be awfully sick at missing
me,” said Bunter. “1 aare say Harry's

told you what bosom pals we are at
Greyfriara.”

“He has not mentioned it,"" said
Harry's uncle.

“Inseparable, sir,” said Bunter,
“Damon and Pythias, and all that!
You see, 1 stood by Wharton when he
first came, when he was so unpopular
;Igat‘_l:ubolly would speak a word to
1im. "

“You had better go in, Bunter,” said
Colonel Wharton. “No doubt Harry
will come back soon, when he finds
that he has missed you. Pray come in,
Dr. Locke! Your chauffeur will take
the car round to the garage. Good
gad!” ejaculated the colonel, breaking
off suddenly as he was about to direct
Barnes to the garage.

He stood staring blankly at Barnes’
immovable face.

“You!" he almost stuttered,

“Yes, sir,” said DBarnes.

Dr. Locke looked astonished.

“] did not know you had seen my
chauffeur, Barnes, Colonel Wharton!"”
he said. “Barnes has been with mo
only three months.”

“Barnes?” repeated the colonel.

He pulled himself together quickly.

Billy Bunter, instead of going into
the, house, was Dblinking at him
curiously.

The sight of the schoolmaster’s
chauffeur had obviously given Colonel
Wharton a shock; why, Bunter could
not imagine, but it excited his curio-
sity. It was Bunter's way to be deeply
interested in matters that did not con-
cern him.

Barnes' face expressed nothing.

The colonel gave him one long look,
and then conducted his distinguished
visitor into the house. Bunter lingered,
with a curious blink at Barnes.

“1 say, Barnes, have you scen the
old boy before?’ he asked.

PBarnes scomed deaf.
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“Heo hasn't been to Greyfriars since
the Head took you on, I know that,”
said Buuter. “I say, he seemed quite
startled to sce you, Barnes.'"

“Do you think so, sir?"’ said Barnes
smoothly.

“Well, it was plain enough,” =aiil
Bunter. *“Fairly flabbergasted. Did
you over drive for the old josser?”

“] am afraid, sir, that I cannoot
listen to you if you describe Colonel
Wharton as an old josser,” said
Barnes,

*“0Oh, don't be an ass!” said Bunter,
“1 say, did he sack you?"'

“Perhaps you will kindly make your
inquiries of Colonel Wharton himself,
sir?" suggested Barnes,

Bunter blinked at him and rolled into
the house. Colonel Wharton was oceu-
pied with his distinguished visitor, and
seemed somehow to have forgotten the
existenco of that much more distin-
guished visitor, William George Dunter.

But Aunt Amy took heed of the fat
junior, in some surprise. She was aware
that her nephew and Hurree Singh had
gona to the village in time to meet
Bunter’s train, and could not guess how
they had missed him. As it appeared,
however, that they had, Miss Wharton
remarked placidly that it was very
fortunate that he had et the llcad’s
car on its way to the Lodge, and
ohserved that Harry would be very
much relieved to learn, when he came
in, that Bunter had arrived safely.

The uncuspicious old lady gave
Bunter a placid but cordial welcome, as
one of Harry's friends at school, and a
servant took him to the room that was
prepared for him. There was no bag-
gage to be taken to Bunter’s room.
Bunter relied on borrowing what he
wanted from his friends, and baggage
was unnecessary. On occasions like this
Bunter was accustomed to travelling

(Continued on next page.)
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light. Morcover, Bunter had mot been
absolutely certain of butting susoessfully
into the Lodge, and had he Tailed, bag-
gage would have been superfluous. Cer-
tainly a suitcase would have been rather
in the way had Wharton and Hurree
Singh carried out tho intention with
which they were still watching in
ambush on the road.

Billy Bunter had stayed at Wharton
Lodgo before, and he knew his way
about. On the whole, he was not sorry
that Wharton and Hurrce Singh were
absent. How the silly asscs had missed
him at the station was a mystery; but
it did not matter, as he had arrived
safely, and they were welcome, so far
88 Bunter was concerned, to wait as long
as they liked in the December wind.

In fact, the longer they waited the
better; it gave Bunter a chance to
borrow, without a lot of beastly argu-
ment, the things a fellow needed when
he travelled without baggage.

Bunter was wet and muddy and con-
siderably draggled, and he needed a
considerable change. Naturally, a
fellow wanted to look decent at dinner
in the presence of his hosts and of his
headmaster.

A very slight wash was enough for
Bunter; extravagant in many matters,
Bunter never wasted soap.

After that he left his room and pro-
ceeded to Wharton's.  Undoubtedly it
was just as well that Wharton was out.

Turning on the light in Wharton's
room, Billy Bunter proceeded to look
for what he wanted.

Wharton, fortunately, was well pro-
vided with clothes.

It was unfortunate that he did not
possess  DBunter's handsome, well-de-
veloped figure; all his things were
much too limited in circumference for
Bunter. DBut that, after all, was a diffi-
culty that could be overcome. Where
there was a will, there was a way.

A waistcoat, for instance, could be slit
up the back with a penknife. This pro-
cess did not improve the waistcoat con-
sidered us a garment. DBut it made it
meet round Bunter, which was the chief
thing. The buttonhole of a collar could
be extended with the same penknife, to
make it meet round Bunter's fat neck.
Shoes fitted fairly well, and the socks
were all right. Trousers and jacket
were rather tight; but, after all, a
fellow who took pot luck couldn't be
too particular about small matters.

By the time Bunter was arrayed in
Harry Wharton’s best clothes, he was
fairly satisfied with the result.

He surveyed himself in a mirror, and
nodded with satisfaction. The clothes
were good, if pot an exact fit, and they
were st off to advantage by the grace-
ful, well-developed figure inside them.
Certainly they had never before been
eo well filled.

few odds and ends, such as a
necktie and some pearl studs, were bor-
rowed from Hurree Singh’s room. In
these matters Bunter was impartial.

Fecling much better now, though
frightfully hungry, Bunter descended
the stairs.

Wells, the butler, was in the hall, and
his eyes fell on Bunter with a slightly
startled look as he appeared. Possibly
Wells recognised the garments that
graced Bunter's podgy person. Possibly
he had been surpri at a visitor arriv-
ing for the Christmas holidays without
cven a small bag. Bunter's methods
were those of the soldiers of olden time,
who carried no supplies, but lived on the
country they ravaged.

Bunter gave him an amiable grin.

“Have my pals come in yct?” he
- (H} ter H

“Master Harry is not in yet, sir,”
said Wells, —~ ¥
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Bunter chuckled.

“I fancy they're finding it jolly oold,”
he remarked. “Must have been silly
owls to miss me—what? Where's the old
bird 1

“The—the what, sir 1"

“The Beak,” said Bunter.

“The Beak?1” repeated Wells.

“0ld Locke!” said Bunter
patiently.

“If you refer to Dr. Locke, sir, he
i3 now in the library with the master |”
said Wells frigidly.

“Then I'll jolly well give the library
a miss!” said Bunter. “1 get enough
of the old josser at Greyfriars—sece?
Bit thick having him landed on a fellow
for the Christmas holidays! Wharton
might really have given his uncle the
tip that it wouldn’t do! But he always
was a silly ass!”

“Oh 1" gasped Wells,

“Where's the old
Bunter.

_ “What old lady, sir?"” asked Wells
icily.

“Wharton's aunt, I mean. I suppose
there's not a lot of old ladies about the
place?”

“Miss Wharton is in the drawing-
room, sir.”

“Anybody else about—I mean, any
more visitors 1"

“No, sir.”

“It's going to be rather dull and
dismal, I can see,” said Bunter. “But
I suppose 1 can stand it. 1'm used to
something a bit more lively in holiday-
time, Wells.”

“Indeed, sir!”

“I've left a big crowd at Bunter
Court. This place scems pretty dismal
after home. 8till, a fellow makes the
best of things. I don’t expect much
when I come to stay with Wharton.
Don't go, Wells! 1 haven't finished
yet! Look here, I'm hungry 1

“Dinner will be served at seven, sir.”

“I said I'm hungry,” said Bunter.
“I want you to get me a snack to go
on with. Nothing much—a cold chicken
would do, and a pie or so, and a few
mince-pies. Merely a snack to keep me
going.”

“Oh "
gir "

Billy Bunter was provided with a
snack to keep him going. Nobody,
looking at Bunter when he disposed of
it, would have supposed that it was
simply a snack. It seemed to Wells
that he was laying in provisions for
the whole vacation.

Having taken *he keen edge off his
appetite, Bunter rolled along to the
drawing-room.

Any company was better than that of
his headmaster and a stuffy old colonel,
and so DMiss Wharton was honoured
with Bunter’s fascinating society.

The kind old lady was placidly
cordial, but the gentle smile gradually
faded off her face under the charms of
Bunter’s conversation.

Bunter described the glorious things
that were going on at Bunter Court,
from which he had torn himself simpl
on account of his friendship w:t{n
Wharton—a sacrifice on the altar of
friendship, as it were. He glided to the
subject of Grevfriars, touched on his

opularity in his Form, and described

ow useful his friendship was to
Wharton in the Remove, where nobody
liked him.

Then he eame to the subject of the
attempted burglary at the echool, and
his deseription of that episode differed
greatly from the one Miss Wharton had
already heard from her nephew.

From Bunter's account—from which
Coker's cake was entirely miuinq—it
seemed that he had gone down to look
for burglars, that he had collared the
cracksman and held on to him and

im-

lady " went on

gasped Wells. “Certainly,
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shouted for help, and that, had the
other fellows backed bim up, the man
would have been captured; but every-
bedy excepting Bunter had shown
rotten funk, cspecially Wharton.
Having thus delighted the old lady
with his brilliant powers as a conversa-
tionalist, Bunter drifted away to the
billiard-room to knock the balls about
till dinner. He left Miss Wharton with
an extraordinary expression on her face.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sticks 1

M ETTER chuck it!"
B Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
shivered.
“The chuckfulness
proper caper,” he agreed.

“The fat idiot must have lost his
train,”

“Or his way,” sugqcstcd the nabob.

“One of the two,” agrecd Wharton.
“Anyhow, we can't wait here any
longer for the fat bounder. We shall be
frozen.”

“The freezefulness is already ter-
rific, my esteemed chum !” murmured
the Nabob of Bhanipur, through his
chattering teeth.

“Come on 1" said Harry.

The two juniors turned back towards
Wharton Lodge. They had waited
lonf, but there had been no sign of
Billy Bunter on the road. That he had
arrived at Wharton Lodge more than
an hour ago they were as yet unaware.

“After all, if he's lost his train, it's
all right,” said Harry. “He may not
have had the neck to start, after all.”

“The neckfulness of the estcemed
Bunter is equal to anything."”

“He may have lost his way coming
from the village,” said Harry. “He's
fathead (_‘nougg for anything. Still, I
suppose, if he has, he will arrive some-
where."”

““Probably,"” grinned the nabob.

“It doesn’t matter much where, so
long as it's not the Lodge.”

“ Exactfully !

“ Anyhow, we ought to get in. Dr.
Locke will be there before this. He's
coming down by car. One of the cars
that passed us mafv have been his. And
we want to be civil to the Beak.”

Through the sharp December wind
and the falling flakes the two juniors
tramped back to Wharton Lodge.

The ambush for Bunter had been a
frost. Still, there was comfort in the
knowledge that he wasn’t coming, after
all. That comfort, however, only lasted
till the chums of the Remove reached

is the

1ome.

Wells came to help them off with their
coats. In the doarway of the billiard-
room, which opened at the end of the
hall, a fat figure appeared, with a cue
in a fat hand, and a grin on a fat face.

“T say, you fellows!”

Harry Wharton jumped.

“Wha-a-at—"" im ejaculated.

“The esteemed and idiotic Bunter!"
gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The two juniors stared blan’ily at
Bunter.

Bunter grinned.

“1 say, you fellows, you look chilly !"
he remarked. “Had a good time hang-
;ng; about in the snow—what? He, he,

e "

“Bunter {" repeated Wharton blankly.

“The Bunterfulness is terrific!”’ mur-
mured the nabob,

“You fat villain—""

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“How did you get here?” demanded
the captain of the Remove. “We've
been waiting for you—"'

“ At the station?’’ grinned Bunter.

“Nunno! Not at tEe station. On the
road—""
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“That accounts for it,” said Dunter.
“1 wondered how even a pair of silly
asses  like you fellows could have
missed me at the station. You see, I
started to walk, and the Head came
along and gave me a lift in his car—=""

“0Oh, my hat!”

“ And you went en waiting " chuckled
Bunter. *“ He, he, he! Didn't you bind
it a bit parky?®”

Harry Wharton breathed hard and
deep.

“I've been in quite a long time, you
fellows,” said Bunter cheerily. *“I've
had time to change. You didn't mind
my borrowing a few of your things, did
you, Harry, old chap?”

- You—you—-

—— g:lspt.'l]
Wharton.

He recognised the garments in which
William George Bunter was arrayed.

“1 knew you wouldn't mind,” said
Bunter. *I say, the Beak’s here. He's
chin-wagging in the library with the
other old josser &

“What?’

“I'm giving them a miss. I've been
talking to your aunt, Wharton. N
old soul, Hlmn_;h a bit dense, I
comn in and have a hundeed up.
give you lifty in the hundred, with a
tiver on the game, What?"

Harry Wharton made a stride towards
the happy Bunter. Exactly what he was
going to do was not clear; but his look
indicated that it was something of a
drastic mature., DBut just then Miss
Wharton appeared on the scene.  She
had heard her nephew and the nabob
come in.

“Harry, my dear—"

Wharton stopped suddenly.,

Bunter, who had looked alarmed for
a moment, grinned. Really, it was im-
possible to deal with Bunter as he
deserved, in the circnmstances.

“How very odd that you missed your
friend at the station, Harry !"’ said Miss
Wharton. * But how very fortunate that
he arrived safely. I am afraid you
must be very cold, Harry. There's a
fire in your room, my boy—"'

Wharton and the nabob went up to
their rooms. Billy Bunter resumed
knocking the balls about, with a cheery
disregard for the cloth he was cutting.
Upstairs, Harry and the nabob looked
at one another. 'There was a faint grin
on Hurrce Singh's face.

“I—I—1'll—"" breathed Wharton.

“The esteemed Bunter's neck is truly
terrific!”

“I've a jolly good mind—"" Whar-
ton paused. ‘' Never mind, we'll take
him for o walk to-morrow, and losc
him."”

The two juniors changed and came
down to dinner. They had the honour
of dining with their headmaster. Dr.
Locke was very kind and gracious, and
the chums of the Remove did not find
his awful presence- so overpowering as
they had feared.

The Head, in fact, was one of those
rare schoolmasters who ceased to be a
schoolmaster when he was outside the
walls of the schoel.

He was, in fact, as Wharton remarked
afterwards to Inky, just like a human
being !
n-ihy Bunter enjoyed his dinner.

The snack he had taken made no
difference to that. Miss Wharton's eyes
dwelt on him once or twice with a little
alarm.

Bunter was glad, by the time dinner
was over, that he had slit Wharton's
waistcoat at the back.

When Miss Wharton left the dining-
room the three boys went also, leaving
the colonel and his old headmaster to
their cigars and their talk over old
times. Wharton tapped Bunter on the
shoulder.

2
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Harry Wharton’s clothes were a tight fit, but Billy Bunter soon made the necessary
adjustments. Then he surveyed himsell in the mirror with satisfaction !

“What about a walk, Bunter?” he
asked.

“Too dark, old chap.”

“Like a run in the car?”’

Bunter grinned.

Without being unduly suspicious,
Bunter had an idea that a run in the
car might leave him stranded some-
where at « distance from Wharton
Lodge.

“Thanks, old bean, T shouldn't eare
for it. You sec, I'm used to the pater’s
Rolls; and your uncle’s car is a bit
uncomfortable, after that."

Wharton breathed hard.

“You fat rotter—"" he hissed.

“Ih? What did you say, old fellow "
asked Bunter loudly.

Miss Wharton glanced round.

“0Oh, nothing!" gasped Wharton.

Bunter rolled into the drawing-room
with Miss Wharton. He felt safer under
that kind old lady’s wing. There was
a dusky grin on Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh's face, as if ho found something
entertaining  in the  shifts  and
manceuvres of the Owl of the Remove.
But Wharton did not smile,

Miss Wharton went carly to bed.
Bunter, who had intended to stay up
late, decided to go to bed carly, too.
There was a look in Harry Wharton's
eye that he did not quite like.

He was in his room when the other
two juniors, having said good-night to
the colonel and their headmaster, came
up. Wharton tapped at Bunter’s door
and turned the handle.

The door did not open.

* Bunter !"

Snore !

“You're not asleep, you fat villain!™
said  Wharton, through the keyhole.
“ILet me in, you podgy pirate!”

Snore !

“I'm going to burst you, you fat
freak !

Snore !

* Bunter, you [at rotter |

Snore |

Wharton gave it up.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Page from the Past !

ARNES stepped into the library
B and closed the door after him.
Colonel  Wharton, standing
before the log fire, lixed his gaze
on Dr. Locke's chauffeur.

The Head of Greyfriars had gone to
bed. Tho whole house was sleeping
now, with the cxception of the colonel,
Barnes, and Wells. And the butler had
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been told to go to bed, after bringing
Barnes to the colonel’s presence.

Barnes, with a cool and expressignless
face, crossed the spacious room towards
Colonel Wharton, and stood waiting
1'c.~',|)r‘|:l.f:|”y.

Colonel Wharton scemed in no hurry
to speak. His eyes sconned the calm,
clean-shaven, respectful face of the
Head's chauffeur.

“*Yon desired to speak to me, I think,
rir?" said Barnes at last, breaking the
silence.

“1 did,” said the colonel.

“I am at your service, sir.”

“It 15 my duty to inquire what this
means, Poynings,” said Colonel Whar-
ton, in a deep voice.

“My namo is Barnes, sir.”

“Your name is Arthur Poynings.”

Barnes' calm faco did not
move a muscle.

“Are vou not making a mis-
take, sir?"” he suggested.

“I am making no mistake,"
said the Colonel, with empha-
sis, “and not only do I recog-
nise you, but I am convinced
thut you recognise me and
remember our former
acquaintance perfectly well.
I recognised you the moment my eyes
fell on vou, Poynings."

“You have a good memory, sir.”

“I have—for faces,” said Colonel
Wharton, “You are older now, Poy-
nings, and yoa have changed since the
war-time. Nevertheless, I knew you at
once. Did you not expect to be re-
cognised by me, when you came hero
with Dr ILocke?”

Barnes was silent for & moment.

But he made no further attempt to
deny the identity the colonel attributed
to him.

“1 thought of it, sir,” he said, “but I
thought you had probably forgotten my
existence, Anyhow, I had no choice in
the matter as I am in Dr. Locke's
employment, and bound to drive his car.
I will admit,"” continucd Barnes calmly,
“that when Dr. Locke told me that I
was to drive to Wharton Lodge it
occurrcd to me to catch a timely and
temporary cold. But—" he shrugged
his shoulders. *“As I said, I thought
yvou had probably forgotten me, an
intended not to meet your eye more than
was unavoidab'e. And as you are a
governor ol Greyfriars, where I am
employed, the meeting might have come
about at any time. So I did not catch
that cold.”

The colonel scanned the calm, well-cut
face of the Head's chauffeur while he
was speaking.

“I chanced it. sir,” went on Barnes.
“I rcally had no choice. But in case
of recognition by you I did not think
that 1 had anythiag to fear. You are
not tho man to give an old comrade-in-
arms a kick when he is down and trying
to struggle up.”

“Cerlainly not,” said the colonel.
“ But—what does this masquerade mean,
Poynings? You are playing the part of
a chavfieur—"

“I am a chauffeur.”

“Under an assumed name—"

“For two reasons,” said Barnes. “1
did not care to seck employment under
my own name, and my own name was
somewhat of a handicap after the dis-
aster that happened to me after the War
—and ot which you are doubtless
aware.”

“Quite.”

There was a short silence.

“In Flanders,” said the colonel at
last, “you were Licutenant Arthur Poy-
nings, one of the most recklessly
courageous junior officers in the Loam-
shire Regiment. Your character was
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not good, Poynings—you were guilty
more than once of conduct that risked
vour commission, but in those days
courage atoned for much. I was not
wholly surprised when I heard what be-
came of you after the War.

Barnes smiled faintly.

“1 was one of hundreds, or rather,
thousands,” he said. “The War
knocked all my prospects on the head,
it left me with expensive tastes, an
unscttled disposition, and nothing to do.
A grateful country had no particular use
for me when there was no longer a
demand for cannon fodder. A Public
school edueation had not exactly fitted
me to earn my bread by honest labour.
There was no easy job for me to slip
into. I wae nervy, fed-up, reckless—and

in that state I wrote another man's

The following clever Greyfriars
Limerick has ecarned for its
author one of this week's useful
leather pocket-wallets:

Fat Bunter's a terrible bore

With a most unmusical snore.
But when not asleep,
Through keyholes he'll peep,

And other chap's secrets explore !

Sent in by: W. 5. Rought, of
25, Gloster Road, Old Woking,
Surrey.

name to a cheque—and paid the penalty.
My story is the story of many others.”

“True,” said the colonel slowly.

“ After which,” said Barnes, *“I found
that there was one useful thing I could
do—I could drive a car. I had driven
my own car before the war—after 1
came out of prison I drove an
employer's ecar.  You may remember
that I was a good driver, sir."”

“I remember "

The colonel's face softened. There
came back into his memory the picture
of an cpisode in the wild War days that
now seemed eo far off, of a road torn by
shell-holes, of roaring bombs, and
bullets that fell like rain, of a young
man, little more that a boy then, who
steered a rocketing car, with a blood-
stained bandage across his forehead,
and his faco below it grinning with
sheer reckless delight in danger—cool
and steady as if driving on the Brighton
road, while death rained round him.

“1 worked in a garage for some
vears,"” said Barnes. “I became a
chauffeur. It was all that I could do—
but that, at least, I could do well.
Finally, I was lucky enough to obtain my
present employmanb——wuﬁ-paid. under a
kind master. That is the whole history.
Since I have followed my present calling

have made no slip—no one has com-
plained of me. Dr. Locke, I believe,
13 perfectly satisfied. There is only
one thing against me—the slip 1 made
in the early days after the War. That
i3 many years ago now—and you, sir, I
think, are not the man to drag it up to
ruin me.”

“Not if you are earning an honest
living,” said Colonel Wharton. “Not
if you are keeping straight, Poynings.
But Dr. Locke is my friend—ho is my
old headmaster—and when I find in his
service a man who has been in prison
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for forgery, and who 1s bearing an
assumed name——"" He paused.

“My record is open to inspection,
sir,” said Barnes. “For eight years I
have kept a clean record.”

“And during that time thero is
nothing against you("

* Nothing.”

“Inquiry——""

o Wﬂl prove what I say.”

The colonel regarded him keenly and
dubiously.

“If this is true I am the last man in
the world to drag up the past, and
spoil your chances, Poynings,” he said
at last, “but—"

“But you do not believe me?”

“I do not say that. But you were
‘eckless, wild, extravagant when I knew
rou—it is hard to believe that you have
settled down to steady and
humdrum work.”

“Wisdom comes with years,
sir,” said Barnes, smiling.
“I paid dearly for the one sli
I made. The taint of a gaol-
bird is on my own name. I
have learned my lesson and
profited by it.”

“Dr. Locke
. know?t”

“Kind as he is, I doubt whether he
would have engaged Convict Fifty-five
a3 his chauffeur,” said Barnes ironically.
“He knows nothing, except that I was
an ex-officer after the War, I came to
him with good recommendations—I had
made a re;:utablu namo for myself in
my own _humble sphere, as ~Arthur
Barnes. I had a spotless record extend-
ing over eight years. What went before
was blotted out.”

here was another silence.

“If you feel it your duty to tell Dr,
Locke the facts I must leave his service,”
said Barnes quietly. “That is for yeu
to decide. I leave it in your hands.”

must consider,” said Colonel
Wharton. “If matters are as you s'ate,
you have nothing to fear from me. If
this change has indeed taken place in
your character no one could be mme
leased than I. For the presant, at
cast, I shall say nothing, and if I
decide to speak I shall give you ample
warning before doing so. But if, after
looking into your post-War record, I
find that it is a clean one, you may rely
upon my silence.”

“Thank you, eir,” eaid Barnes. *“I
expected as much from you. I will give
you, when you choose, every information
you may care to ask—the names of
my emp olycra. their addresses—you will
find that I have been a good and faith-
ful servant.”

There was a tone of ironical bitter-
ness in the man's voice as he concluded
that made the colonel give him a sharp
ook.
“You are not satisfied with vour
present  occupation, Poynings?” he
asked.

The chauffeur gave a shrug.

“Something better may be found—
abroad, perhaps,” suggested the Colonel.
“In a new country—and if you require
help—""

“Thank you, sir, but I ask no man
for help while T am able to fend for
myself,” said Barnes. *“But for tho
War matters would have en  very
different—but I earn an honest living,
and I like my work, and I long ego
learned to put my pride in my pocket,
I am not dissatisfied, and if it irks me
to call any man my master, at least, I
have a master who is kind and
courteous. 1 am satisfied to reinain as
I am—if you will let me.”

“That is a eettled thing, if I find
your record clean, as you have stated.
If I find that you have deceived my old
friend and headmaster I am bound to

does not
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speak. Otherwise, I shall forget that
1 ever knew you as Arthur Poymings.”
“Thank you, sir.”
“Good-night—Barnes,” added the
colonel after a momentary pause.
*Good-night, sir.”
For some time after the Head's
chauffeur had left him Colonel Whar-
ton remained in deep thought.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Charming Guest !

1ILLY BUNTER was down late to

B breakfast the mnext orning.
Larly to bed did not mean early
to rise in Bunter's case,

Everyone else had long since break-
fasted when Buuter mado his appear-
ance.

That, however, did not worry Bunter.

At breakfast ho required no other
company than that of a good and ample
breakfast. Breakfast was good and
ample, so Bunter was satistied.

After the meal was over, however,
Bunter, who was n gregarious fellow,
looked round for company.

He rolled out into the hall to look for
the fellows. Perhaps Bunter felt by this
time that his position at the lodge was
safcly established. Perhaps he thought
that” the fellows by this timo had
realised how nice it was to_ have him
there, and were fecling quite pleased
about it. For the Owl of the Remove
was clothed in sclf-satisfaction as in
armour of triple steel.

Miss Wharton was in the hall, super-
intending Christmas decorations. Bunter
gave her a blink.

* Good-morning, ma'am 1"

“(Good-morning ! said Miss Wharton
in ]Ilwr gentle voice. “1 hope you slept
wB "

Bunter grinned. That kind inquiry
was ncedless; Bunter always slept well.

“Yes, thank you,” he said. “Fine!
Harry kicked up rather a row at my
door after 1 went to bed, but it didn't
wake me.”

“Dear me!" said Miss Wharton.
“That was a little thoughtless of dear
Harry. But how did you know if it
did not wake yon:t"

“I—I mean—' A

“A little higher, I think John," said
Miss Wharton to the buttoned youth
who was fixing holly,

* ¥Yes, madam.”

“That is better, I think,” said Miss
Wharton placidly.

“Whero are the fellows,
asked Bunter.

“1 think Harry and Hurrce Singh
have gone out,” said Miss Wharton.

“Might have waited for me!"” grunted
Bunter. ‘““But it's just like them. 1'll
look for them.”

Bunter rolled out.

QOutside, he ran into Wells, the butler.
llilo beckoned to the butler with a fat

nger.

“'Seen Wharton or Inky " he asked.

“I think the young gentlemen have
gono down to the village, sir.”

“Leaving a fellow on his own!”
snorted Bunter. “I suppose that's what
Wharton calls hospitality. We don’t
treat guests like that at ﬂuntor Court.
Don't go, Wells! Where's the old boy "

“1f you refer to the master, sir—"

“You know J do! Whero 13 ho?”

“Colonel Wharton has gone to Sankey
Hall, sir, with Dr. Locke,” said Wells.

" Well, thank goodness the beak’s out
of the picture, anyhow,” eaid Bunter.
“When's Wharton coming in?"

“Master Harry did not tell me, sir.”

“Didn't he leave any word for me?"
demanded Bunter indignantly.

No, sir.

“Just like the beast!” said Bunter.

“And Inky's gone with him1":

ma’am?”

“His Highness Hurree Singh is with
Master Harry, sir,”

“His Highness be blowed!"” said
Bunter. “ We don’t stand on ceremony
with Inky at Greyfriars, I can tell you.
Don’t go, Wells.”

“My dutics, sir—"

“T haven't finished g;ct. The fact is,”
said DBunter, coming closer to the butler
and speaking in a very confidential tone.
“The fact 1s, Wells, I left home in
rather a hurry yesterday.”

“Indeed, sir.’

“ And quite forgot to put my purse in
my pocket, Wells, I find that I'm here
entirely without moncy, Wells.”

“Really, sir?”

ALL THE FUN OF
THE FAIR!

(Continued from page 15.)

Il'(} have done myself when I was a
a‘ !?l

“It was nothing, sir!"” said Frank
Fearless modestly.

“Nevertheless, Fearless, I insist that
it was an act of grate bravery, and as a
reward for your kind behaviour, I will
give you a plezzant surprise,” said the
Head. ‘*Mite I ask where you boys are
staying in London?"”

“(Certainly, sir. These chaps are
staying with me at my pater's May-
fair mansion,” answered Frank Fear-
less, *“ How does that affect it?”

“I will eggsplain, my dear Fearless.
As you have been so g to me, I will
honner you with my company for the
rest of the vack! There!™

And the Head beamed on Jack
Jolly & Co., as though he had con-
ferred a grate favour on them. Jack
Jolly & Co., for a minnit, could only
gasp.

“It's a grate idea! ‘The more I
think of it, the better I like it!”
grinned the Head. “By staying at the
house of your respected pater, Fearless,
I shall be just as safe from the perlice
as I should be here—possibly more so!
Come! My mind is made up! We will
away!”

And Dr. Birchemall led the way to
the eggsit. Our heroes followed
with feelings that were too deep

for words.
So Dr. Birchemall's Christmas was

a happy one, after all. Mr. Ferdinand
Fearless, Frank’s pater, felt in a genial
Yuletide mood and welcomed the Head
with open arms. A State bed-room
and & vally were placed at the new-
comer's disposal, and no cffort was
spared to mako him comfortable.

Natcherally, the Head was delited to
bo in refined, luxurious surroundings
again.  Throughout the Christmas
festival, ho gorged himself till he
nearly bust, and played blind-man’s
buff, ~ puss - in - the - corner, hunt-the-
slipper, and postman’s nock with the
gratest good-will.

Tho unplezzant fact that he was still
a fugitive from justiss was, of corse,
bhound to crop up again in the near
future. But for the time being the
Head decided to forget his trubbles
and have a rattling good time. Need-
less to say, ho suxxeeded.

THE EXD.

(Look eut for another rousing yarn by
Dicky Nugent mnext week, entitled:
C“CLEARING HIS NAME!" You'll
vote it one of the finest St, Sam’s yarns
you've ecver readl)
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“Yes, really! You get a pretty good
screw here, 1 believe, {\'clla!"
Wells gasped.
“1 am quite satisfied, sir."
“That’s right,” said Bunier approv-

ingly: “Servants, as a rule, are a die-
satisfied lot.  Ungrateful, lazy, and
dissatisfied, I've found "em. Always be

satisfied, Wells, and never be checky.
That's a good rule for people of your
sort.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped Wells,
“1 will try to profit by your advice, sir.
You are really very kuu'.)l."

If there was a note of sarcasm in
Wells' voice, Dunter did not notice it.
Sarcasm was wasted on William George
Bunter,

“I'm alwné-s kind to servants, Wells,”
he said. “You sce, a fcllow of really
good family always is. But to como
back to the point—don’t go, Wells, I
haven't finished fnt—to como to the
point, I find myself here entirely with-
out cash. I «an, of course, phone
home."”

"‘:!‘ho telephone is at your service,
8Ir.
“ Exactly,’” said Bunter. “But in the
meantime there are one or two little
things—— I don't gencrally borrow
money of servants, Wells, but I'm
making an exception in your case.”

" Are you, sir?" =aid Wells doubtfully,

“Yes. 1'mn going to let you lend me a
couple of pounds till I can get somo cash
from home,” said Bunter,

" You are very kind, sir—""

“1 mean to be kind,” said Bunter,
“Nothing snobbish about me, I hope.
Servants are human, after all. I believe
in treating a servant as a friend, =o
long as he's respectful and knows his
place, of course. I should never stand
any impudence, You know your place,
Wells,"

“1 hope so, sir.”

“Now, about that couple of pounds,”
said Bunter. “I haven't the slightest
objection to borrowing it of you, Wells,
regardless of the difference in our
positions.”

Wells gazed at Bunter. Ho made no
motion to produce cash. Possibly,
although Bunter had no objection to
borrowing a couple of pounds from
Wells, Wells might have had some
objection to lending a couple of pounds
to Bunter,

“Well,
briskly.

“1 am afraid, sir, that the master
would not approve,” said Wells.

“Oh, never mind that old josser,” said
Bunter. “I'll bet you don't tell the old
scout everything, what?” Bunter
winked at the horrified butler. * Lots
of your goings-on you don't tell the old
fossil, I'll bet! Lend me a couple of
pounds, m{ good fellow—"

_“The coloncl might object if ho knew,
sir—""

“That's all right; he won't know.””

“But I should know, sir,” said Wells.

“You!" said Bunter.

“Yes; and I should object—"

“Eh "

“Very much indeed, sir,” said Wells
calmly; and he went into the house,
with that, leaving Bunter blinking after

I'm waiting,” =aid Bunter

um.

“Well, my hat!" ejaculated Bunter.
“Cheek! If Wharton thinks I'm going
to stay here to be checked by gadlx
trained servants, he's jolly well mis-
taken! I've a jolly zood mind to cut
the whole ghow !"

On second thoughts—proverbially the
best—Bunter decided not to cut the
whole show. As there seemed to be no
entertainments provided for this attrac-
tive J;ucat at Wharton Lodge, Bunter
rolled round to tho garage, deciding to
take tho car out. At the garage he

Tue MacNer Lisrary.—No. 1,140.
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ound Darnes, the Iead's chauffeur,
smoking a cigarette, and blinked at him.

“Where's Brown ?"" he asked.

“Drown has driven Dr. Locke and
Coloncl Wharton to Sankey Hall, sie.”

“Then the car’s out?”

“Yes, sir.”

“They keep only one car here,” said
Bunter, with a curl of his fat lip. “At
home, I should have the choice of half
a dozen.”

“There's no place like home, is there,
sir?” =aid Darnes.

junter  blinked at him, suspecting
i'}u‘uk; Lut Barnes’ face was expression-
ess.

“Well, I suppose the Beak's car is
here, as vou're here,’" said Bunter.
"‘IJ'lr. Locke's car is here, certainly,
sir.

“T'Il take that out for a run, then,”
said Dunter. “Fetch it out, Barnes."

Barnes did not stir.

“Do you hear me, Barnes?”

“I am afraid I cannot take out my
master’s  car  without my master’s
instructions, sir,” said Barnes,

“You never take it out on joy-rides,
on vour own, when you think the old
josser won't spot vou " sncered Bunter.

" Quite so, sir.”

“Gammon!"” said Bunter. “Look here,
will vou fetch that car out, or won't
you?"

“No, sir.”

“That’s cheek, Barnes.”

“Dear me!” said Darnes.

Billy  Bunter blinked at  him. He
blinked fivst at Darnes’ feet, and then
allowed his devastating blink to travel
up to Darnes' immovable face, then
down to Barnes' feet again, This was
what Dunter called looking a fellow up
and down; and it was supposed to have
a scarifying cffect.

Barnes, however, did not seem scari-
ficd. He lighted a fresh cigarette from
the old one, unmoved. He seemed
quite unconscious that he was being
looked up and down.

Bunter breathed hard.

“You're rather too checky for your
pocition, Darnes,” he said at last,

“Dear me ! said Barnes.

“Smoking  Turkish Glory!” said
Bunter, noticing the brand of the fat
and cxpensive cigarettes that Barnes
was smoking.  “Jolly expensive fags
for a chauffeur.”

“My master pavs me quite good
wages, sir,” said Barnes,

“Quite ont of place in a fellow in
vour position,” said DBunter. *“Wood-
bine is more your mark, Barnes."

Barnes rose from the beneh on which
he was scated, and, to Dunter's great
surprise, took hold of him by the eollar,
He twirled Bunter round, and marched
him away from the garage.

Bunter wriggled in amazement and
anger.

“You checky rotter!
up to?" he gasped.

Barnes did not explain what he was
up to. No doubt he considered it
snfficiently clear without explanation,
With a grip of iron on Dunter's collar,
lie. marched him onward.

“Leggo!" howled Dumter.

Barnes did not let go.

“Ow! Checky beast!
Dunter.

Wharrer vou

Ow!" roared

He strugeled; but the grip on his
collar was like iron. Barnes was a
rather slim, young man; but it was

evident that great strength dwelt in his
rather graceful figure. Bunter was as
helpless as an infant in his grasp.

Ile struggled and wriggled as  he
went; but he went Barnes walked
hinn a good distance, and then, with a
twirl of his arm, sat Bunter down into
a heap of snow piled beside a path,
Then, still without a word, he walked
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back to the garage, and resumed his
seat on the bench.

Bunter sat in the snow, and gasped.

“Ow! Ow! Wow!”

o scrambled to his feet at last, and
glared back at the garage and the
chauffeur, his very spectacles gleamin
with wrath. Barnes sat and smoked,
with an immovable face.

“You checky rotter!" bawled Bunter,

Barnes only gazed at him with un-

secing eyes. .

“I'll mention this to old Locke!”
hm\'llt'-d Bunter. “I'll get you the sack
see?

No sign from Barnes,

“For two pins,” roared Bunter, “I'd
thrash you myself! By gum, I'd give
vou a jolly good hiding for your cheek,
only I won't soil my ﬁmlds on you."

Barnes rose from the bench.

Bunter hastily retired.

He was fed-up with Barnes.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Burglar !

NORE ! ‘
S' Bunter was sleeping.

When Bunter was sleeping no-

body within a very wide
radius of Dunter could have been left
in any doubt about it.

It was afternoon.

I'he morning had not been a satis-
factory one to the fascinating guest at
Wharton Lodge. But lunch had been
good, and from lunch Billy Bunter
drew comfort. Wharton and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh had come in to
lunch, and they had looked very merry
and bright. Bunter, blinking at them
with reproach and disdain, had sus-
pected Kmt something was on, so very
cheerful did they look. If the beasts
had some scheme in mind for ﬁettin
rid of Bunter, Bunter was not the fel-
low to be caught in it. And when
Wharton, after lunch, asked him to go
for a ramble, Bunter curtly refused.

He suspected that something might
happen to him on that ramble. Then
Wharton suggested a run into Reigate
to sce the pictures. Bunter was
tempted; but he turned it down. He
doubted whether he might not get left
at Reigate by some mischance. Be-
sides, he wanted a nap after his lunch.
He had done romnrka{:ly well at lunch,
and he needed a rest

So he went to his room for a nap,
and in a few minutes his deep and
resonant snore apprised most of tho
occupants of the Euilding that he was
fast asleep.

When the handle of his door was
turned from outside, the door did not
open. The guest at Wharton Lodge
was taking all the precautions natural
to a fellow who was camping in the
enemy's country.

* Locked !
Wharton.

“Tho lockfulness is terrifie,” agreed
the nabob of Bhanipur.

“There's the balcony and the win-
dow,” said Harry. “I can get along
all right from my room.”

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh chuckled.

Snore !

I)cep and resonant came the slumber
song from within.

Bunter slept on happily. He was safe
from japes and larks with his door
locked—at least, he believed that he
was, so he could sleep in peace. He
slept and dreamed of Christmas pud-
dings and mince-pies, and a sweet smilo
wreathed  his l‘:lt fecatures as  he
slumbered.

He did not hear the slight sound as
Lis window opened.

e was not dreaming of burglars.
Burglars in broad duylight were im-

murmured Harry
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probable, though the daylight on that
dull December day was not very broad;
and a heavy mist hung over the park.
Had Bunter been awake he would have
supposed that some enterprising bur-
lar had taken advantage of the mist,
‘or the face that looked in at his win-
dow, when it was opened, was covered
by a black mask, and the form that
followed it in was enveloped in a long,
black cloak that concealed it from hcad
to foot.

The figure in black stepped into the
room, and closed the window. Then it
stepped towards Bunter's bed.

Snore !

“Wake !” said a deep voice.

Snore !

Shake !

It was a rough shake, and it startled
Billy Bunter out of the land of dreams.
His eyes opened drowsily.

“Ow! Beast! Lemme alone!” he
mumbled. “’'Tain't rising-bell! Ow!
Oh! Help! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Help!”

Bunter jumped up on the bed, blink-
ing in horror at the cloaked figure and
masked face.

“8ilence! Silence on your life!”
hissed the masked intruder.

““Oh lor' I" gasped Bunter.

He collapsed on the bed, his little,
round eyes distended in terror as he
blinked at his awesome visitor.

Silenee ! repeated the deep voice,
from behind the black mask. “Utter
one cry, and your life pays the forfeit!
1 am desperate !"

“Ow 1"

“These hanas are already stained—
ha, ha!—with blood! One cry, and
you die the death of a dog!”

“Ow! It wasn't me!” gasped
Bunter,

* Wha-a-t 1"

“I—1 mean— It wasn’t—— T didn't

I— I—I never—" stammered
Bunter incoherently. “I—I say—
Owl Oh dear! Wow!"”

“Silence !

“Ow! Yes, all right! I—I won't

suy a word!” groaned Bunter. “I—I
say, you—you've come to the wrong
room, you know! The—the safe's in
the library! Lots of money in it—
tons !”

“Bah! Think you that I seek loot?"”
demanded the deep voice. “It is ven-
geance that has brought me here! Ha!
Crimson vengcance !”

“Oh lor' 1"

“Tell mo all you know!” hissed the
masked man.

“I—1 don't know anything—not a
lllil’l&! Oh dear—"

“Where is Bunter ¥

“B-b-bub-bub-Bunter 7"

“Yes, that fat and flabby dastard who
betrayed me!” snarled the masked
man. “He who scized me that night at
Greyfriars School, and baffled me. It
is him that I seek. When I find him,
blood shall Aow!”

“Oh crikey!"”

“He bafled me!: e that baffles me
dies! Where is he? I know that he is
in this house. That night at Grey-
friars it was too dark to see his face.
But you shall guide me to him. You
shall point out Bunter, and sce him
roll in gore at my fect.”

Bunter fairly squirmed on the bed.

He knew now that this masked ruffian
was the cracksman who had broken into
Greyfriars School, and who had been
baffied by Bunter coming down after
Coker's cake. He knew it now. But
thero was onc grain of comfort—the
murderous villain did not know him
by sight. He knew that it was a fellow
named Bunter who had butted into him
that night at the school, but that was
all. A glimpse of Bunter on that
occasion by the flash of a dark lantern
had not impressed the fat features on
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his memory. That was how it was.
He had tracked Bunter to Wharton
Lodge for vengeance, but did not know
him by sight.

Bunter could understand that quite
clearly. If the desperado had known
that he was Bunter

He shuddered at the thought.

“You hear me!” hissed the masked
man.

“Ow! Yes.”

“Where is Bunter?”

“I—I don't know! TI—I think he's
gone out—gone for a—a walk—quite a
long distance—a very long distance,

”

“Ha! 'Tis false! The House has
been watched! Bunter is yet within
these walls! Hark! A lie costs you
wl“xlifle \Vh::ra is Bunter?”

“Are you Bunter?' lissed the
masked man.
“Ow! No.”

“Who are you? Your name?”

of the building, did not go to the door
on the corridor. He stepped to an
inner door, which led into a dressing-
room attached to Dunter's bed-room.

He passed through, and closed the
door behind him.
Bunter's chance had come.

It would not take the desperado
long to discover that he had gone the
wrong way. But Bunter had time to
escape.

As if moved by a powerful spring,
Bunter leaped off the bed.

He reached the bed-room door with
a bound, whipped back the key, tore
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rang through Wharton Lodge from end
to end.

Colonel Wharton and
stepped out of the library
ment and alarm. Miss  Wharton
appeared in  the ofling, greatly
agitated. Wells came from one diree-
tion, John from another. Wharton
and Hurree Singh did not appear.
They were rather oceupied, just then,
in Wharton's room, stripping a masked
desperado of his mask and cloak—and
revealing Harry Wharton when those
terrifying garments were removed.

Bunter came down threc steps

Dr.
in

Locke
amaze-

at &

“] say, you fellows—"" It was a fat voice from the doorway, and Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh jumped, sending

“J-j-jones!” gasped Bunter, with
chattering teeth. *Jig-jug-jones!”

“If you were Bunter, your gore
would imbrue these hands! You
should die the death of a hog—I mean,
a dog! Are you sure you are not
Bunter 1"

“Owl Yes.
name’s Robinson!"” gasped Bunter.
—1 hardly know Bunter!
geen him
Oh dear!”

“Remain here, without a sound!
You hear me? Give the alarm, and
you perish like a porker! I go to
seek Bunter! When I find him, he
dies! He baffled me once, and he that
baffles me once dies the death of a
baffler! If he is within these walls I
shall discover him, and ecrimson gore
shall stain the floor! Silence! On
your lifel”

The masked man tiptoed away [rom
the bedside.

Bunter watched him in terror.

But the dreadful intruder, as if
ignorant of the interior arraugements

I—1 swear my—m{
Only—only
once or twice in my life!

the chess-table flying, ‘‘ BUNTER !

open the door, and bolted
passage.

Behind him there was a hurried foot-
step, and a deep voice called:

“Stop! On your life! Ha! You
die "

Bunter flew.

In momentary expectation of hear-
ing a revolver bang behind him, or
feeling a ferocious grasp on his collar,
Bunter travelled down the staircase
like a streak of lightning. And as he
went he roared:

“Help! Help! Murder!

Help! Yarcooh! Help!”

into the

Fire!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Bolts !

“ 00D gad!”
G “Bless my soul !"
“(Goodness gracious "

“Yarooogh! Help! Keep
him off ! Help!”
Bunter came bhounding down the

stairs into the hall. His frantic yells

time. At every kangaroo like bound,
he let out a roar.

At the foot of tho staircase he missed
his last jump, and rolled over, and
landed in a sprawling heap at the fect
of the colonel and his headmaster.

“Yooooop !"”

“What does this mean?" demznded
Colonel Wharton.

“Ow! Help!”

“Js the boy insane?” ejaculated the
Head.

“Keep him off " shrieked Bunter.

“The poor boy seems alarmed about
something,” said Miss Wharton. “I
think he has been sleeping; and per-

haps he has a nightmare. Indiges-
tion——=—""

“Wow! Keep him off !”

Colonel Wharton stooped, grasped

Bunter by the shoulder, and landed
him on his fect. Bunter clung to him
in terror.
“]—I eay, lemme get behind you!"
he gasped. *“He's after me!”
Tne Macser Lisrany.—No 1,140,
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“Who i= after you!" gasped the
colonel.

“QOh cicar! The burglar!”

“A Lurglar!” ejaculated Dr. Lockc:;
“A burglar in the daytime! Absurd!

“Ow! I've been murdered—"
“What 1"

“I mean, nearly murdered! Ow!
Keep him  off ! Oh dear! Oh
crikey !

“There is no onc following you, my
dear boy!” said Miss Wharton sooth-
inglv. “You have been dreaming!
The mince-pies——"

“lle’s after me!”
“Ow! 1 can hear
Help!™

He dodged wildly behind the colonel,

howled Bunter.
him coming!

nolding on desperately to his coat-
tails.  ‘There were footsteps on the
stairs,

“You absurd  boy!™ gxclnimo:l
James Wharton. "t is only
Harry—"

“0Oh!" gasped Dunter,

Harry Wharton came in sight on the
staircase with the Nabob of Bhanipur
following him down.

“Anything wrong?" asked Wharton
blandly. “I heard a yell—"

“The vellfulness was terrific!™

“PBunter has been frightened,” said
Colonel Wharton. *“He fancies that a
burglar has been in the house. It is,
of course, impossible, Have you boys
scen anything—"

“Haven't seen

& burglar,” said

Harry. “Have you, Inky?"
“The answer is in the estecemed
negative."

.

“Of course, it is quite impossible,’
raid Dr. Locke. “Bunter has been
dreaming. No doubt he has dreamed
of one night when he actually came in

contact with a burglar at Grey-
friars—"
“It was the same man!" gasped

Bunter.

“The same man?” repeated Colonel
Wharlon.

“0Oh dear!
down !”

“ Nonsense 1"

“Ile is after my blood—"

' Absurd I

“Because T bafled him—"

“The poor boy is wandering a little
in his mind, 1 think,” said Dr. Locke.
“I fear that he has visited some ex-
citing and sensational picture-house.
Doubtless the effeet of some absurd
American film—"

“Ile got in at my window !" yelled
Bunter. “He was masked—cloaked—
and—and he fired at me——"

“Utter nonsense !" rapped the colonel.
“Had a shot been fired everyone in the
house would have heard it!"”

“I—I mean, he was going to fire at
me! Ile clutched me in a deadly
clutch!” groaned Bunter. “He didn't
know me, or I should have been mur-
dered! He said he was after Bunter—
heeause T had baffled him. He didn't
know 1 was Bunter, and—and so I got
away! He's still in the House! Ow!
I'm not going to stay here to be mur-
dered!  Order tho car! TI'm going
home !"

“My dear boy, it was only a night-
mare!" said Miss Wharton soothingly.
“There is no burglar.”

“0Oh

“It wasn't!" shricked Bunter,
It was that villain who burgled

Yes, he has tracked me

dear!
Greyfriars, and he's after me because

I baffled him. Ie said so.”

“IHe used the word
demanded Colonel Wharton.

“Ow! Yes!”

“Then it was evidently a night-
mare, the result of seeing absurd
films. The word baffled is only used

THe MaGNer Lisrary.—No, 1,140

baffled 7"

on the films, and in plays.  Surely,
Bunter, you are aware that such an
expression is not used in real life.”

But Bunter was not to be convinced.
He knew that a masked and cloaked
des;rorndo had seized him in his room;
and that was enough for Bunter.

“Send for the police!” he gasped.

“ Nonsense !"

“We shall all be murdered—"

“I think we will take our chance of
that,” said the colonel, with a smile.

“Search the house—"

“Come, come!” said the colonel.
“You have had a nightmare in the
daytime, Dunter, that is all. Compose
yvourself.”

* Beast I"

“Wha-a-at !" cjaculated the colonel.

“I'm not going to stay here to be
nitrdered ! shricked Bunter, * He's in
the lhouse! lle's been watching the
house for me. He knows I'm here!
Ile's on the track of vengeance—"

“Bunter, you must really not be o
absurd !” said Dr. Locke.

“I'm in frightful danger! I'm
going ! Think I'm going to stay in this
house to be shot and stabbed and
strangled by a burglar? Look here,
order the car! I'm going home!”

“But, my dear boy——" said the
colonel.

“I'm going home!” yelled Bunter.

“If Bunter wants to go home, uncle,
we'd better not keep him here,” said
Harry Wharton gravalz. “1f he would
feel safer at home—

“I should jolly well say so!" gasped
Bunter. *“You can all io]ly well be
murdered, if you like! I'm not going
to be murdered ! 1 absolutely refuse to
be murdered to please you! I'm going
home !”

" Very well,” said the puzzled colonel,
“If you desire to go home, Bunter,
will order the car to take you to the
station, and look out a train for you.
But I assure you—"

“I'm going home {

“Very well, thas 1s settled, then,”
said Colonel Wharton, p‘tr"cbnbl,v not
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“The fat villain's got my clobber on,”

said Harry, " Never mind—so long as
he goes. That's the chief thing !”
. And Bunter's garments were packed
in a small attache-case, which was taken
down, by the time the car was at the
door. Bunter was already outside—he
did not care to remain in a building
which contained a  bafled burglar
thirsting for blood. His farewelis were
brief, and Brown drove the car down
the drive, with Bunter sitting in it—
blinking back at the house as he went.
with uneasy eyes behind his big
spectacles.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh stood on the steps and
watched the car disappear.

Bunter was going !

Bunter was gone!

It scemed too good to be true!

As a matter of fact, it was!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mate in One!

M H dear!” gasped Bunter.
O His first feeling, as the car
turned out of the gates of
Wharton Lodge, was one of
great relief.
_He was safe away, and there was no
sign of a pursuing desperado !
“Let her out!” he gasped to the
chauffeur.
“Yes, sir,” said Brown
And the colonel's chauffeur let the car

out.
The car flew along the road. Its
speed was a comfort to Bunter. He was

safe—safe at last—from the vengeance
othhnt baffled burglar!
ut—
As the excitement died away, and
Bunter's terrors calmed a little, he

1 began to *hink,

Thinking was not much in Bunter's
line. It was quite an unaccustomed
exercise for his fat intellect. Indeed,
there were fellows in the Remove who
did not believe that his intellect was
equal to the strain. Nevertheless,
though Bunter's fat brain worked like

very much displeased I 's de-
cision to shake the dust of Wharton
Lodge from his feet. “Harry, you will
help Bunter pack as he is in & hurry.”

“Certainly, uncle!”

“The packfulness will not be terrific,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I—I'm not going upstairs again!”
gasped Bunter. “The villain's still in
the house—"'

Bunter was right on that point. The
“villain” was indeed very near him—
looking at him over the banisters—had
Bunter only known it. But Harry
Wharton kept his own counsel on that
subject.

“T'll pack your things, old fat man,”
said Harry. “You wait here, and I'll
bring them down.”

Wharton and Hurree Singh went up
the stairs again. Out of sight of the
rest of the household, they grinned at
one another,

“It's worked !” murmured the captain
of the Remove.

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh chuckled.

“Like a giddy charm!” grinned
Wharton.

“The charmfuln.ss is terrific!”

“And—he's going!”

“It seems almost too goodful to be
the esteemed truth, but Ea is going!”
agreed the grinning nabob.

“What luck!”

“The luckfulness is preposterous!"

“Ia, ha, lia!™

And the chums of the Remove went
to Bunter's room to pack for him.
There was not much to pack—only
the clothes in which Billy Bunter had
arrived, and which he had discarded in
favour of Wharton's best suit.

an engine badly in need of lubricating,
it worked.

Even Bunter—now that he was calm—
could not help realising that it was
rather remarkable for & bafled burglar
to have gained admittance to Wharton

ge, unseen, in the daytime.

Still more remarkable was it for him
to have entered Bunter's room from the
balcony outside the window, as that bal-
cony was thirty feet frem the ground,
and had a sheer wall under it.

How had that bafled burglar reached
the balcony?

It could only be reached from the
bed-room windows that opened on it.
Wharton's window, and Hurree Singh's
window.

The masked villain had reached it
that way—while the fellows were down-
stairs. But Bunter remembered that
they hadn't been downstairs. They had
been upstairs.

It was truly amazing that they had
seen nothing of the masked man!

It was so amazing that even Billy
Bunter, obtuse as he was, began to
smell a rat!

Brown, the chauffeur, glanced round
in surprise, as he heard a sudden, em-
phatic, and startling ejaculation in the
car behind him,

“ Beasts !”

He drove on.

“Beasts !" repeated Bunter, his eyes

gleaming with wrath behind his spee-
tacles. “Rotters! Oh, the awful
beasts !"

He remembered quite a lot of details
now that had escaped him in his terror.
(Continued on page 28.)
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FOUR BUMPER
CHRISTMAS
BOOKS

Make Sure of One of These, Lads!

CHAMPIONANNUAL

A big budget of thrills, mystery and adventure—
that’s the CHAMPION ANNUAL. Here are stories
of hazardous exploits in all parts of the world. True
to life stories of schocl and sport and many
thrilling tales that carry you on breathlessly

to the last word. Every boy will want 6/’
this book. Net

The BRITISH BOY'S
ANNUAL

Here is a book for the boy who likes thrilling stories
—a wonder budget of exciting tales of school life,
sport, mystery and adventure that will thrill every
boy. Itis lavishly illustrated with clever black-and-
white drawings, and also contains several beautiful,
coloured plates. The boy who has the
BRITISH BOY'S ANNUAL will have a book =
that he will want to read again and again. Ne

The NEW NATURE
BOOK

Here is a fascinating book that will aPpea.] to every
boy who loves the great ** Out Doors.”” It contains
a large number of remarkable ‘* action " photographs
showing birds and beasts in their natural surroundings
—how they live, hunt and make their home. 6/
Net
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Famous naturalists and explorers contribute
the letterpress to this original volume.

The POPULAR BOOK
of BOYS’ STORIES

If you delight in lively stories of gripping action—
at sea and in the Wild West—you will enjoy every
page of the POPULAR BOOK OF BOYS’ STORIES.
Scouting, flying, motor-cycling—in fact, every phase
of adventure is represented in the budget of splendid
yarns in this grand new all-fiction gift book. 6
And there are many fine illustrations, 2/

including a plate in full colour. Net

NOW ON SALE
At all Newsagents and Booksellers.
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CONTINUATION OF OUR POPULAR SERIAL'!

ETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER!

By JOHN BREARLEY.

Here they come—the ‘‘ do-or-die >’ foofer team
of Frazer’s Foundry! Give ’em a cheer, boys!

INTRODUCTION.

IToad ana sole owner of Frazer's Iron Foundry,
il is o strange prospect that lies before DPeter
Frazer, a cheery, strapping youngster of eighteen
when he arrives in the squalid indvstrial city of
Marzport, to take over the greal business left to
him by his dead uncle. Peter goon realises that
Lis legacy has brought danger with it, for he is
kidnapped on his way to his new home. Luckily,
he escapes, but with mly one clue to the identily
of his unknown enmy; the man is com pletely
tald, with a terri de jagged sear running across
the top of his head. At the worke, Pefer learns
Srom his manager, Mr. Di mmock, that Frozer's
Foundry 18 on the brink of ruin, owing to the
activitics of @ man named Granger and his gang,
and he strikes his first blow against his enemics
by knocking out the scoundrelly Granger in «
Jight, and then mkiumn. The gang show their
hand again before , when they _n_ml-c_ an
attempt to Wow up the foundry. With diron-
nerved courage, Peter foils the plol, and, ns o
result, pains what he has been striving for since
the rery first—the [friendship and wdmiration
of his wmen. Cheering wildly, the crowd surges
ont of the foundry on to the football Jield, the
yo: 1y ironmaster shoulder high in their midst.

(Note read on.)
« played—the Works!"

115 hush that followed showed

IE how deeply Peter’s gallant deed

was engraved in the minds of his

men. 'They knew better than he
what they had escaped, and, rough and
wild though most of them were, they
realised the suffering the *schoolboy
boss "' had averted.

As his eyes swept round the ring of
beaming faces Peter gained sudden new
hope. In a single night he had accom-
plished that which he had Lardly hoped
to do in months. And with 1t came
the realisation that Granger's Gang
could no longer show their faces in
the foundry—could not, in fact, show
themselves anywhere in Maxport !

One great menace was removed. Ilis
face broke into his wide, happy grin.

“Thank you!" said Peter simply.

With that they closed in on him
once more, and with one long, roaring
cheer Peter Frazer was lifted and borne
back into his foundry.

“Oh, it's nice to get up in the morn-
ing !" sang Peter, appearing for break-
fast the next morning. “"Morning, Mr,
Dimmock !"

“Good-morning, Peter! Glad rou're
fecling so C]IBEI.'EII."

“I do feel happy, and that's a fact!"
said Peter, sitting down to the break-
fast-table and helping himself. “Footer
this afternoon. Goﬁy, it seems years
since I last played in a match!  And
what with our unknown pal with the
gcarred head being dished, and those
other blighters cleared out of the
works, everything in the garden's
lovely, what!”

“Let us  hope
Dimmock soberly.

Peter stared thirongh the window at
the pleasant sight of the football field,
ils crisp, green erass, the new white
lines and painted goals gleaming in the

&0, replied M.

winter sun, the new corner-fAags rustling
in the breeze.

He was hoping fervently that his team
would do well in their opening match.
T'rue, they were only playng the second
cleven of the Hornets, Maxport's famous
amateur elub; but then the Hornets
celebrated first eleven played pro clubs,
and would be too powerful for the
works team.

“Think we'll win, sir?” was Jenking'
preeting that morning, as he came into
the office.  The elerk had proved too
light for the works first team. but he
was very keen, and was to be lines-
man that afterroon.

“If we loas it won't be for want of
try iﬂx. Jenkins !

“It's only their second eleven, sic!”
urged Jenkins encouragingly.

“That’s so! Dut, even then, they're
pretty  hot.  Besides, they've already
played five matches this ecason. Still,
we'll do all right!”

Down in the works the men were not
quite so optimistic as Peter, The
general view seemed to be that they'd
do well if they only lost by two goals.
Some hoped for a draw. A win seemed
to be out of the question entirely!
Peter, at that, stated positively that
Frazer's must and should win, whereat
Sparrow and the others grinned, but
cheered up, nevertheless. Only the two
MecDonalds went on steadily with their
worlk ; but as Peter passed by them once
they looked up for a eecond to give
him a solemn wink.

The Hornets arrived by car half an
hour before the kick-off. The famous
club drew its members chicfly from the
ex-public schoolboys and 'Varsity men
who worked in Maxport, and it was the
first time most of them had penctrated
to this end of the city. 'Their captain,
a cheerful weteran, ghook Peter’s hand
cordially.

“Just to wish you luck in the new
venture!” he smiled. “Let's hope we
have a good game!™

“That's my hope, too!" said Peter
quictly, and went. to get changed.

Into the dressing-room  rushed
Sparcow and gripped his employer's
arm excitedly.

“Bah goom, boss, I think every lad
in tie works is outside aroond the
field !” fie Greathed. “Come and look.
They're rooling in yet!"”

Peter stuck his head out of the door
and whistled. The attendance haa
proved beyond his  wildest hopes.
Whether actuated by gratitude or keen-
ness, all around the touchlines mill-
hands, furnace men, and wharf-hands:
evervone in the works, in fact, seemed
to have congregated !

Someone caught sight of Peter and
raised a cheer. It spread like a flame
vound the ground, and he withdrew
hastily.

Ten minutes later the roar grew again
=olidly, as, with a new ball in his banus
Peter led his men out on to the field
for their first game. Thev looked fit
and well in their new, striped jerseys

and white shorts, as they indulged in
a kick-about prior to the commencement
of the match.

Peter won the toss and elected to
kick with what little wind was blowing;
the teams lined up, the Hornets con-
fident, and Frazer's somewhat appre-
hensive and on their toes.

Pheep !

“Fray-ay-azers!
works !

. With the encouraging yells ringin
in_his ears, Osborne touched the blﬁ
swiftly to Hammond, who tried to break
through. A heavy Hornet forward
hooked it off his toes, then their forward
line, well together, swept towards
Sparrow in the home goal. Just within
shooting distance the inside-right held
on to the ball too long, and Peter swept
it away from him, tricked a half-back,
and sent the speedy left-winger, Baker,
off with a fast, low pass. Heaching the
Hornets' right-back, Baker tried to
swerve past him instead of passing, and
was promptly “grassed.”

The Hornets returned to the attack.
Once again Peter repelled them, amid
a roar ot cheering from the touchlines;
but they were beginning to settle down
now, and the worEs defence was kept on
the rum.

The Hornets played typical Public-
school football—hard pnssing, whirl-
wind dribbling, and first-time shots at
Sparrow whenever the chance came.
Also, when they charged a man they
did it fairly, but put every single ounco
of their beef into it.

Sparrow, in goal, was called upon to
save twice in as many seconds, the
second shot bringing him flat to ecarth.

Coolly, Elspeth MecDonald got his
head to a third shot, and the ball
dr.al:pr'c[ at Peter's feet. He neatly
tricked a Hornet, and sent Osborne, the
works centre-forward, away with a nice
pass.

This brought relief to the works goal,
and vociferous cheers from the sup-
porters,

“Oh, well played, Osborne !” breathed
Peter, as the centre, after a brilliant
dribble, pushed the ball to .Hammond.

“Shoot, Hammond!” roared the
crowd, and that player hastily did so,
sending the ball wide of an upright.

Followed some mid-field play, and a
quick attack by the Hornets, in which
their outside-right sent in a fierce drive
that whizzed over the bar and into the
crowd. While the ball was being re-
trisved Peter spoke words of encourage-
ment to players near at hand.

So far, as o combination, they had not
shone, and he was beginning to fear
that the defence would crack under the
Hornets' terrific attacks. The game was
much faster than any they had played,
and the charging of their opponents was
rattling some of them, even though
Frazer's were much the heavier side.

Hector McDonald took the goal-kick,
and Irazer's centre trapped it, and

Play the

up,
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beating the centre-half, gwung the ball
out to Baker again.

He racced off, and this time, when
challenged, swuog the ball accurately
into the goal-mouth.

The works supporters roused them-
sclves in a solid bellow that died away
in a howl of disappointment as Ham-
mond, dallying too long, was robbed in
front of goal.

Back came tho Hornets. A long pass
swept to the outside-left, who nipped in,
tricked Hector beautifully, and centred.
The Horncts' centre-forward, jumping
swiftly into the air, scored \\'ilﬂ a
header that left Sparrow helpless.

“Goal 1”

“Well played, sir!” cried Peter,
clapping the Hornet on the back. " Now
then, Frazer's. All together, boys!™”

Osborne kicked off again, and it was
soon cvident that that goal had stung
the works team to Inore vigorous
efforts.

The foundry began to show some of its
form! A lightning run down the wing
by Baker, a quick centre, and a light-
ning drive by Osborne that just scraped
the crossbar, brought the crowd to )]ilu
again. Then, at last, came a really
polished atiack by Osborne, Hammond,
and Haggerty. Starting from the half-
way line they streaked through the
Hornets’ half-backs by a quick exchange
of passes 'The last found Haggerty out
on his own on the right-wing near the
corner-flag.  He drew the Hornets' left-
back, but, before he was tackled, sent
in a lovely square centre. There was an
“Oh!" from the crowd as Osborne met
it fairly with his head, but the ball re-
bounded from the crossbar.

It carne out to Peter, who had
followed up the attack, and without
hesitation, he let flv, his loosely swing-
ing boot meeting the leather with a

dull crumrl Straight as a bullet the
ball whistled past the Hornet goalie's
outstretched arm and into the top corner
of the net with a force that shock the
net violently.

The scores were level! The cheering
that followed beggare description, and
it was only brought to a eonclusion by
the long blast of the whistle which de-
noted half-time.

Although there was but a short inter-
val, Peter made the most of it, assisted
by Elspeth McDonald, with some sound
advice to his players. It was a cheerful,
lively teain that lined up for the restart,
a team that had found itself!

Straight from the kick-off the Hornets
set up heavy attacks, but found the
works defence as steady as a rock.

Moving with lightning speed, always
in position, covering Sparrow, tackling
cleanly, and kicking fast and low, the
huge MecDonalds systematically shook
the Hornets' attack to pieces. 'The hall-
backs were working with a will, and
slyed the forwards with passes that

ept them constantly on their toes. Best
of all, Peter, free from further anxiety,
took charge of the Hornets' tall centre-
forward and simply blotted him out!

Thus, eventually, the worke attack
came into ite own. Raid after raid,
starting from their slim centre-forward,
swept towards the Hornets' goal.

Again and again they overran the
hard-worked Hornets' defence, and the
iron lungs of the foundrymen kept the
cheering to fever pitch that swelled and
swelled inte a thunderoue bellow as
Peter, trapping a pass, tore like a hurri-
cane through the bewildered Hornets.
He flashed the ball to Osborne, who
passed it out to Baker, for the winger
to plant it right between the backs
in front of goal. And Oshorne, taking

27

the ball at top speed, left the goal-
keeper helplees with a scorching shot.

Works leading !

The foundry's superior weight and
stamina  began to tell. The tiring
Hornets' forwards fell back before Peter
and the McDonalds like waves from a
rocky shore Rattled by Baker's flash-

ing raids and Haggerty's accurate
centres, tho Hornets’ backs grew
flurried, and with every moment
Osborne and Hammond grew more

daring and dazzling in their dribbling
runs.

Ten minutes from the end the Hornets
were a beaten  side, despite their
herote skipper. Taking a pass at top
speed Hammond raced right through
them like a comet, finally swerving
dizzily past the goalkeeper as he
advanced, and scoring the most spee-
tacular goal of the day!

Then came a brief Hornet rally, and
their centre-forward went elose with a
clever shot.  But the works defence
repelled them, and their forward line
got on the move once more, eulminating
in Oeborne scoring his second goal.

Four minutes from the end a slip in
defence let the Hornets in to score a
goal from a melee; bt with almost the
last kick of the game another of Peter's
long-range shots, a rousing, rising drive,
crashed its way just under the cross-
bar into the net.

The whistle went—and with it came a
burly, cheering crowd of men on to the
pitch.  And for the second time that
week Peter was chaired into his foundry
to close a glorions afternoon.

(With his men stolidly behind him,
P'eter's fight to snve the foundry is half-
won! Jut his enemics aren’t finished
with yet! For the continuation of this
areat sporting scrial see next week's
MAGNET.)

BOYHOODS BEST DAYS ~:
BUILDING WITH MECCANO;

If you want to have the happiest possible boyhoed
f you want to be imaginative
and resourceful—if you want your days to be full of
There 1s no
so wonderful or so
You will be able to build hundreds of
working models with your Meccano Outfit—Cranes,
Bridges, Conveyers, Aeroplanes, Cars, Locomotives
—and you will gain practical engineering experience
that will be of inestimable value in later life. The
Meccano boys of to-day will be the famous engineers

—be a Meccano boy.

fun and thrills—be a Meccano boy.
other hobby in the world
fascinating.

and inventors of to-morrow.

Meccano, the most thrilling hobby
becomes more fascinating every day.

Manuals of Instructions.

Ask your dealer to show you the 1929 Meccano

QOuthts.

tasinnune,

3/6 to 365/-
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See the Wonderful Meccano Scene
in the Drury Lane Pantomime.

in the world,
This year the
scope of the Outhits is greater than ever, for never
before have so many models been shown in the
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PRICES OF MECCANO SETS FROM

SEND FOR THE NEW MECCANO BOOK—FREE

: This book is brimful of illustrations showing the marvellous
: engineering models that can be built with Mecccano. All the Meccano
: Outhts are lully described and many other interesting details of this
. wonderful hobby are given.

We will send you a free copy of this new Meecano Dook in exchange
lor the names and addresses of three of your chums.

Write clearly and put No. 35 after your own name for relerence.

MECCANO

MECCANO LTD. (DEPT, 35), OLD SWAN, LIVERI'OOL




Bily Bunter’s Christmas!

(Continued from page 24.)

The masked burglar had not been very
tall, for & burglar—not taller than the
overago height of a fellow about fifteen
—about Wharton's height, in fact. Iis
getting into Bunter's room showed o
close aoguaintance with the intenior
arrangements of the house. Yot he had
mistaken the door, in going cut of the
roam—giving Bunter a chance to get
clear. And Wharton had not come on
tho sceno till Bunter was downstairs—
till the beast had had time to get off
that cloak and mask.: DBunter saw it
all now!

He remembered the cheery grin with
which Wharton and Hurree Singh had
watched tho car depart. Il understood
it now.

“ Beasts !" hissed Dunter.

He put his hcad out of the car.

“ BroWn ’il

“Yes, sir?"”

“Drive back to the Lodge.”

.‘Fh Ll

“Drivo back !” snapped Buuter.

“But the train, sir—'

“Drive back to the Lodge at ouce!”

“Oh " ssid Brown.

He backed the car, turned, and drove
back. Bunter scttled down again, with
a grin on his fat face. The beasts
thought he had gone to catch his tram.

The beasts were going to have a
surprise.
Wells lct Bunter in.  Wells' usually

impassive face expressed surprise at the
sight of the returniog visitor. It did
not express pleasure.

Bunter grinnod.

“Wheres Wharton?” he asked.

“In his room, sir. think Muster
[larry is playing <hes. with his High-
ness Hurree Singh, sir!  But

“Right-ho!” said Bunter.

The fat jumior disappenred up the
stairs. Wells shut the door. 'I'here was
quite a sad cxpression on his face.

The chums of the Remove were whil-
iny away an hour till tca-time with a
game of chess. Tt was very comfertable
m Wharton s den, with a log-tire burn.
m,;, and a chaded electric lamp dis-
pelling the dim December dusk.

* Mate in three, my worthy chum!
murmured the nabob.

Harry Wharton smiled

“Think so? I've got you
two.”

Hurree Singh smiled also.

mate

“The proof of the esteemed |)Ildditl
is in the catfulness,” he I'I'l!lf.ll'kl.'[f
“Look at  the board. my csteemed
Wharton.”

Instemd of looking at the board,
Iurry Wharton looked at the bronze

clock over the mantelpicee.

“ Bunter's getting into his train!"' lLie
remarked.

The nabob chuckled.

“The hopefulness is great that the
esteemed and ridiculous Bunter will not
lose his train,” he observed.

“Brown won't |(-t him,"” said Whar-
ton confidently, * Brown will see that
he's in good time for that train—plenty
oi time—bags of tllnn' Inky, old black
bean, he's really gone.’

“The gonefulness is lcrriﬁc."

The door opened softly.

A fat face and a pair of big spectacles
glimmered into the room. A fat grin
wreathed the fat faco. 'T'he two juniors
at the chessdoard did not obscrve it
for the moment,

“ It seems too jollv good to be true !
said ITarry., “The fat bounder’s actu-
ally gone. [ couwidn't very well kick
him out—"

“The kickfulnezs would not have been
the  proper ecaper,” agreed  [urree
Jemset Ram Singh.

“But he's  gone—actually  gone !
Wharton chuekled.  “The fellows will
roir over this when they come and we
tell them.™

“The roarfulness will be terrifie.”

“Well, it's your move, In!\y
geing to mate vou in two—"

1 thmktull\ opine that T am going
ta mate you in three—"'

“TI sy, vou feliows—"

I'm

THE MAGNET

at the :ame moment, -went
Chuassmen vained on .the, floor.
v was gomg (o be “mawe  n two, or
tn three, was a p()int never toé be sottled
now. It was, in fact, mate in one—and
Bunter had given the checkmate

“* Bunter ! gasped \Wharton,

“Bunter ! articulated Hurree Singh,

The fat junior rolled cheerily i,

"1 say, vou fellows——""

“BUNTER!" roarcd Wharton.

“He, he, he!”

“You fat villain—

“He, he, he !

“You preposterous porpoise—""

‘““He, he, he!™ .

Bunter blinked cheerily at the dis-
mayed pair.

“1 say, vou fellows, I can take a joke!
He, he, he! T'll bet you thought I be-
licved that was a real Lurglar! Ie,
he, he! OF course, I knew it was vou
all the time, Harry old chap! He, he,
he! I just let vou run on, vou know,
to pu]l your leg! He, he, he!”

“You -you—"" gasped Wharton,

“He. he, he! 1 played up, you
know," grinncd Bunter. ““I'll bet you
thought I was scared. He, he, he!”

“You fat villain, you were scared out
of vour podgy wits!” roared Wharton.

“IIe, he, he! Not a bit, old chap! I
was just letting vou run on! I’u\iin].:
your leg, old bean! He, he, he!”

Wharton gazed at the Owl of (e
Remove. Then he grasped a golf clul:
ia a corner.

Bunter retired hastily.

A key was heard to turn in a lock.

A few minutes later o cheery snore
av.oko the echoes of Wharton Lodge.

Aying.
Whether

"

Bunter had resumed his  interrupted
nap
Wharton laid down the golf club.

The chums of the Remove stared at one
another in a silence that was more
oloquent than words.  The silence waa
broken by a deep and resonant snore
from Buunter's reom—the snore of a
hap and satished Bunter, safely
llurcE*[I in comfortable quarters for his
Christmas holiday.

THE END.

“Your move, old bean” gaid It was a fat voico from the doorway. (Whatcver you do, chums, don't mizs
Whnrton, Wharton and Ilurree Singh gave a the next topping yarn -"ﬂ-“ scries.
Hurrce Jamsct Ram 8ingh grinned simultancous convulsive jump.  The ratitied - “BUNTER  ('OMES ‘i"‘t?
over the ehess-board. chess-table, canght by four leaping legs STAY " Vouw'll enjsy cvcry line of i)
e ’
aroOosEsS oo aave ||A MAN'S CHANCE FOR A BOY IN CANADA
BILLIARDS AT HOME 1/3 per week, SOYS (ages 14 to 18)

A Tonthiy WANTED for farm work. Tralnlng, outfit and assisted passages

SIZB DEPOSIT| payments CASH may be obtained through The Salvation Army. Work guaranteed.

3ft. 2 In. X | It. B Io, 8- B/ 18- Overseas Officers keep in touch with boys after arrival until satis.

3fp. 9in, X 2 (. 10/- a/e 26/- factorily settled. Doys also wanted for AUSTRALIA and NEW

ok 3 ik 78 32l ZEALAND. Write or call: The Branch Manager:—3, Upper Thames

5 ft. 4 ln. X 3 ft. 10 In, 24 /- 12/- 53/- Street, LONDON, K.C4; 12, Pembroke Place, LIVERPOOL; 203,

Cowplets with 2 Cuca, 3 Compo. Balls, Marking Board, Spirit Level, ITope Street, GLASGOW; 5, -Garfield Chambers, 44, Royal Avenue,

Rulcs and Chalk OMPLETE LIST FREE, BELFAST. DOMESTICATED WOMEN wanted. Work guaranteed.

BE TALL!

brings Free Dook, Testimonlals,
SBTEBBING BYSTEM, 28, Dean Road,

Your Height

or moncy ﬁmi ! 3.5 inchcs rapldly
gaired, health and strength Im-
proved Amazing Complets Courss
ncnl for 5/- .0,
& Guarantee in. plaln sealed env

lncreas=d in 14 da

.
or 1§d STAMP ‘ I

London, N.W.2

——HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS —
Films and Accessories.

PROJECTORS at all. prlcesgg-nm

' Fillm Hpools, l.w!.nd.r-. I.l.l:htm' Bets,
™), FILMS ALL LENGTHS AND sumsEoTs.

Bcreens, Bprock:

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

Bend a stump to pay postage, and you will learn how to rid yourszelf
of suzh a terrible affliction free of charge. Enclose stamp.
Addreas in_confidence: T. J. TEMPLE, Bpecinlist, " Palace House,'
128, Shatteshury Avenue, LONDON, W.1. (Est. vrer 20 years.)

300 STAMPS FOR 6¢

Wales, Gold Corst,
MAGIC TRICKS. iiicumcor rovisivie. Tmitate Binde

Priceéd.each, 4forl/-.—T.W.Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.

ia:rmamld:-ll.dlluulnﬂllia l‘nlrpmt. Bar
w don ndla, Nigeria, New Boolh
eto —W. A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Btourbridge.

Y SBample Film 1/- and 2/6, post tree.

L FORD'’S (Pept. A.P), 276/7, HIGH

HOLBOEN, LONDON, W.C.1.

HOME SILVER-PLATING OUTFIT

THAT PERMANENTLY SBILVER-PLATES
BICYCLE PARTES, GEYEERS, DOOR KNOBE, TAFS,
MOTOR-CAR FITTINGS, Eto
NO BULKY APPARATUS OR BATTERIES REQI TRED.
Somethiug your !rlandl will marvel at. A Chemical Fhenomenon
glving Wonderful Buulu
YOURS for ﬂ.‘. {Post 3d. extra), NO MORE TO PAY.
MONEY BACK IF NOT HJG]“Y DELIGHTED
NIBOS (Dept. 8.P.), 870, Holloway Road, London

1000 !:III‘IRN to applicants for I.]J roval sheets, — t :
d rom E-‘G 1,000 ft. 100-ft. Bample 8d., post
FREE! =% Wit Bepla 5 BRanesen | FILIVIS 5™ o R Advion " ik
s Road, lunl Gate, L
'lnermleﬂmrownha hlloSl'! 31iny. BTAMP COLLECTION AND ACCESSORIES FREEI
bringa DETAILS — Tweerers, Mounts Titlas, Old Turkev 8et. 10 Canada,
EOHI. ﬂll noeluhn'u B Mlricans, 5 Unused Colonials. over 70 different. Just send 24 poak
Boar nrou‘ ‘or Aprrovals, — Lisburn & Townosend (U.J.8.), Liverpool.
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