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ANOTHER SPANKING FINE YARN OF THRILLING CHRISTMAS ADVENTURE !

THE ¥IRST CHAFPTER.
A Change in the Dark!

& oB”
“Mmmmm 1
“Wake up, you ass(”

£& EII [u

"Wake up, you dummy!” grunted
Billy Bunter.

Bob Cherry woke up.

Bob was a fairly sound sleeper. But
he could not help waking up when a fat
hand was clawing over his faco in the
dark. ) ;

He woke up in great astonishment.

Ha turn his face up from the
pillow and blinked in the darkness. A
chilly draught told him that the door of
his room was open. A whispering voice
and & fat clawing hand told that Billy
Bunter was at his bedside. But he could
gea nothing.

Tha hour was late. But the Grevfriars
party at Hilton Hall had not been long
in bed. An slarm of an escaped convict
from Blackmoor Prizon, a mile away
across the moor, had kept the household
astir.to a very late hour. Bob's eyes
had closed almost the moment his head
was on the pillow. Now they were open
“?“i"' A fat thumb hod poked into one
of them!

“What the thump—" gasped Bob
Cherry.

“Don't make a row, you fathead!™

"Is that you, Bunter, vou blithering
idiot? Yhat the dickens are you doing
out of bed, you benighted burbler®”

The fat paw was withdrawn from
Bob's startled face. There was a faint
glimmer of a big pair of spectacles in
the gloom. Billy Bunter bent over the
awakened junioy. .

“1 say—" he whispered.

“You howling ass!® hissed Bob.
“What have vou woke me up for®

“Don't well ™ whispered Bunter.
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Bob Cherry sat up.

Bang !

“Yaroooh ! roared Billy Bunter.

Bob, naturally, could not see a fat
face bending over him in the darkness.
A3 he sat up his head established sudden
confact with a fat little nese. He
jumped.

“Oh!” gasped Bob. “I've knocked
my head on something !"*.

"Ow! Wow! It was my nose, you
beast ! howled Bunter. ™ Wow ! You've
smashed it! Yow-wow! ¥ou've banged
it right through my napper! Wow !”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

Bitting up in bed he pulled the
blankets round him., The December
night was bitterly cold. Now that he
was wide awake he had a faint glimpse
of the fat figure at his bedside. Buill
Bunter was clasping both hands to his

injured nose and spluttering  with
angtiish.
"Ow! Wow! Beast! Wowi®?

"Hurt? asked Bob cheerfully.
“Ow! Ves! Wow! Fearfully! Ow ™
* Good 1™
"Beast! Wow! Owl”

“I'll hurt you some more, if you don’t
clear off and let a fellow go to sleep 1
said Bob, groping for his pillow. “It's
past midoight, you blithering bander-
snatch !
ing assi™ )

After o tiring doy and bed at & late
hour, it was not pleasant fo be jerked
suddenly out of balmy slumber. Bob
Cherry was wrathy. DBut he was more
surprised than wrathy.

In the adjoining rooms the other
Greyiriars fellows—Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent, Johnny Eull and Hurree
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DOWN!

Singh—were fast asleep. Bob had been
fast asleep. As a rule, Billy Bunter
would have been fastest asleep of all.
Instead of which, the fat Owl of Grey-
friars was awake—up and stirring, pro-
bably the only fellow who was stirring
%11' ?1“ the preat establishment of Hilton
all.

Outside the wild December wind
whirled snowflakes on the moor and
whistled round roofs and chimney-pots.
It moaned and echoed in nooks and
cranmigs of the ancient building.

Certainly it was not a night to tempt
any fellow out of a warm bed. Least
of all Billy Bunter! Yet here waa
Bunter, awake and up!

“What is it—nightmare " asked Bob.

Too many mince pics? I warned you
to stop at three dozen.™

“Beast! Look here, Bob—o?

* Wait a minute till I get my pillow.”

“You don't want your pillow—="

“1 dal*

“What for, you fathead ?”

“To bash you on your silly napper

Billy Bunter jumped back from the
bedside.

*1 zay, Bob, old chap——*

“Get out and let a fellow
gleep 1

“But I want—"

“You want this pillow ¥

“No, vou idiet!” hissed Bunter. “I
want vou to change rooms with me.”

“ Wha-a-a-t 7 ejaculated Bob.

He stared at Bunter in the thick
gloom. He could see little of him but
a glimmer of spectacles. But he ecould
make out that the fat Owl of the
Remove was dressed. Apparently
Bunter had net been to bed yet.

“Changs rooms!™ repeated Eob in
sheer amazement.

" Yes, old fellow '™

“Why ¥ hooted Baohb.

“Well, mine's a hetter one than
this!” zaid Bunter. “There’s a fire in

go to
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it, too! I've kept up the fire. You'll
L norve comfortable there.”

H ALy only hat ! =aid Bob Cherry.

Whatever might be Billy DBunter’s
miysicrious teazon for awakening lim,
that reason was not o regard tor his
comfort. Bunter, as usuzl, was
provarieating |

“You'll do it, won't you, old chap™
whisperod Dunter,

YhNe, vou ass! No, wyou falhead!
Leave oftf teying to pull my leg and go
back fo bed!™ growled Bob.

“0h, really, Cherey——"

* Bunk '

“What 1 meean is, T'd rather have this
rfoom, You see, Hilton fixed up the
rooma for us, and Price kuows which is
which, of conrse”

“Price 7" repeated Dob in wonder.

“Ihat ead Prico of the Fifth, you
know—-=-"

“ Are you off your rocker ¥ demanded

ob.
ke realir bepan to wonder whether
the fat owi' of the Bemove was wandaor-
ing in his podgy mind. ]

Harry Wharton & Co. were at IHilton
Iall as the guests of Cedric Hilton of
the Fifth Form at Greyfriars, Price of
the Fifth was [Tilton's chum at school,
and he also was o guest at the Hall.

Hilton, it was to be supposed, wanted
the Famous Five as he had asked them
for Christmas.  Price, they koew, did
not.  But what Price wanted was o
matter of vory little moment to the
cheery ¢liins of the Remove,

Liat both Hilten znd Price, doubtless,
were fust asleep inm bed.  What was
werryving Punter was & deep mysiery;
unless ho was gninp; off his raclker,

Y You utter ase ¥ sald Bob, ""'What do
vour mean? Driee dossn’ want us here,
T know that; but do vou think » I'ifth
TForm man would came ragging o fellow
in the middle of the night? Is that
e

"Y1 mean, no——"

“Fou faney that Price iz wp fo somo
lark, and vou want ma to geb it insread
of vou ™ demanded ITiob.

S0kt No! Nothing of the sort! I
frnan—="*

“Well, what do you mean, vou Lowling
axs?  TF yow'ro afraid of Priee, why
can’t vou lock your door?®

“MThe Lkey's pone™

“Oh ! spid Bob.

¥ And—and it's nok Price ! muulded
Buanter. *I—I'm not afraid of Preice
I—I moan—I—I want youn to chang:e
becausg—hecaunsp——"

“ Afraid of that escaped conviei?™
grinned Bol. ]

“Yas, that's it! I—DI'm rather ner.
vous of that—ihat convict! ¥You know,
he was zeen mear the house—we saw
him looking in &t the window at supper,
anid you remember Walsinghom, the
butler, fainted he was so  funky.
wasn't funky, of course—

" You erawled nnder the table Lecnuse
rou weren't funky 7 asked Tioh.

“Beast ] IT=I mean, I—I want von
te changa rooms, old chap! You see,
a7 fhero's no Ley in my lock ¥

“h, rot!” prowled Bob. * As if tha
convich could get into the house, von
asz! If ha did, he would make fov the
prub—he wouldn't want to come 1o
your roomn ! Go back and po to slesp ™

“HReast [

“Clear off and don’t bo an aze 1"

“Bhan'ti Look here, let me have
the bedelothes, and I' turn in in the
artnchair here.  Yen can keep ono
blanket.”

Bolb Cherty drow 8 deep  breath.
He wanted to go to steep, and he did
not want to turn out of bed on a
bitter winter night. But it was clear
that Billy Bunter was afvaid to slecp
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1 s own voom, whether he [eared
a japs from DPrice of the TFifth, or a
vigit from Conviet No. 32—or both | Bob
was alwavs gand-natured, and thourh
changing rooms in the middle of the
night was not a eamfortable procecd-
ing, it was undoubicdly more comfort-
atﬁa than baving Bunter in the =ame

roont,

“TFathead! Ass! Irat  foozling
framp !” growled Bob, * ¥You can have
my bed. Turn on the light.”

Y T--T say, he might see the light and

—and guess
“Who might ™
“Lhat ead I'riee—] mean, the con-

viet—that iz, nobody ! goesned Bunder.
“1 =ay, you den't want a light! The
raom’s next to this! You're not afraid
of the dark. are you?”

“Idiat 1"

Bob Cherrs turned out of bed. EHa
groped for a dressing-gown and ship-

ers, and put them on in the dark.

‘hen, with an expressive grunt, he
grmlmd out of the room.

Cliek !

Tha kevy turned in the door behind
him.  Billy Bunter gave a gasp of
relisf, e was cold and sleepy, and
he wanted to slember, but e wantad to
slumber behind a locked door. Onge
tho door was Incked tho fat Owl of the
Remeve ozt no time. His fat head
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Somewhere on the snow-
covered waste of Blackmoor
lurks an escaped conviet.
Though he is hunted relent-
lessly, the neighbourhood of
Hilton Hall, where Harry
Wharton & Co. are staying
for Christmas, seems to have
a special attraction for him.
What is the mystery of
Conviet No, 33 7

CRERERATAT
was on tha pillow, and he was begin-

ning to sncra almest before Bob had
reached the cther room,

P SN

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Stephen Priez Means Business!

“ O eaid Iilton of the Filth.
"Yes ' ogatd Price coolly.
Cedrie ITillon gave a grund
of annoyvance. At home, under
Qs falleer’s roof, Ililton was nol, per-
haps, so nuch under Price's influence
a5 wb oseheol, But his casv neture
generally  foblowed  the line of least
i'{".‘“ﬁ’“llll'l’".

Late a< the hour was, the dandy of
the Fifth ard his friend had not set
one te bLed.  Phey were sitting u
ate in Ililon’s den-—n very land-

somely appeinted room.

Hilten, leaning back in the casiest

af  coasyv-chairs, with one  elegantly
trouzered leg crossed over the other,
held  a  smoking cigarcile bebween

finger and thumb. lle was in evening
clothes, and the electric light gleamed
on his spotless shirtfront and diamond
stide. Very handsorae and elegant he
locked—and was no doubt consclous of
the same.

Btephen DPrice al:o was in evening
clothes; but he looked neither handb-
sotie nor clegant an then, In oany
clathes, Price always looked & bit of a
“hoander,” anl when a fellow looks o

3

bounder,  eveninr  clothes
make him Jook more zo,
looked more =0 than usual,

There was a detormined expression
vm his thin, rather foxy face, ?uit:r
different from the casv-going dandy of
tiie IFifth, Price always knew exaclly
what he wanted, and meant to get it
At the bottom aof his lwart he knoew
that Hilton did not ears muoch for him,
andl would not have missed him if he
had not been thero, The friendehip
exisbed because i6 suited Price, aml
Hilton was teo lazy and indolent o
think for liumself.

Price had laid his cigarctte down an
an ashiray, and was sorting over g pile
of faney costumes,

There was going fo be a faney-dress
dance at Hilton Iall on Boxing Night,
and IHilton had a rather large wnd
varicd assortment of eostumes in his
den, which he had not yet troubled to
look at.

Prico was looking at them. e
grinned as he picked owt oA snab with
!Jp:-ad-arrm'.*s marked on it and & eon-
viel cap.

“Fock at that, Cedrie!™ said Priee.
holding it up. I told them speeinlly
to put that o when we wont down 1o
Okeham about the things"”

"Rotten idea ! deawled Hilten.

“Jolly pood idea, I think., As there's
an ezeaped conviet  wandering  about
ilie moors, a fellow gof up as a con-
viet will make rather a zonzation, I
think.”

"Alonkln't wonder! Tat—"

“1 famey ib will be the only one!™
said DPrice. '

“Bet on that!?®  eaid  ITilton.
TBhouldn™ care for it myvseli. Please
yourself, though.”

He safb up, blew out a litdle eloud of
smoke, and stared at  Priee. Tha
youth was pulting on the econviet garb
aver his own clothes. )

What's the game* asked Hilion,
puzzled. “Yowre mot geitin® deessed
up ready for Boxing Night, T sup-
oee TV

Mmoo getling dressed  up
night,” answerad Price coolly.

"Whatl the dopee—-"

“T'm dropping in on Bunter, as T've
Lobd von™

“I've zaid no to that!” sald Hiltan,
frowning & htlle,

“And I've said  oves!"  answered
Price.  * What {he thmnp Jdid vou have
that fal freak here for, oxcept to got
that lotter off hin ¥**

“Oh, bother the letber 7 zaid Hilton
irritably. T dare sav the fat lwrie
will give ib back to e iF I give lum a
gand time here™

I'rice sneered. e sat down on the
arm of an armchiair, and looked at lis
friend, and liglted o fresh eigarvette.

“Have a little sense, Codreie!” lie
said  quietly. “You'rg hale,

gereraily
Ho rice

for to-

HL o
though o vour usual way you'd like to
shove it out of vour mind, and not
thinl about it. That fat Brale pinched
A lotter vou dropped at school—a letter
from  the butler Tere,  Walsinglam.
You've asked Waolsingham to leid you
moncy, as he's dona hefore:  That was
in the lettor—amd mendion of debis thael
you'd find it hawrd to explain, cither to
your father ov to the Tlead [

“1 kwew all that!™ granted Eiiten,
his landzome faee olouding., 7 i
what's the good of mectiy’
holaway

s one has gob to e net ! Buealer
traded on having thal letter to ke
venl asle him here for Christmas, 1o
knows  that that  lelter would get
vou the sack Ffrom  Greyfriars—and
land vou in o fearful row with voor
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fether. He' got you righl under his
thumb =o long as ho keeps it; and he's
not likely to part with it. Tt's poing to

I taken from him.'
Hilton made an  uneomfortablo
INOVernent,

“1 don't like the iden!
he's & guest here, of sorts.™

“That's rob 1 Would vou have ashked
that grubby fag here if he hadn’t got
wour under his thumhb ¥ mapps:d Price.

“0f pourse not. But—"

“I'm in this as well as youl” szaid
Price. “If that letter comes to light,
your game is up at the school—and
vary likely mine. too. If things come
out, I'm donc for as well as you, If
youn don't want to save your skin,
want to save mine 1%

Hilton grunted.

“"T'va pinched

After all,

the kevy [rom his
room,” went on Price. “He won’t be
able to lock his deor. He's got the
letter with him—in his pockets or in his
hag. I'm gettin’ after it. What's tha
objection? It's not his, iz it?T Ha
would have given it back to Fou if ha
hadn't bern & dizhonourable young
seonndre) [V

“He's more fool than ropue.™

“Wery likely; but, {ool or rogue, he's

ob us both under his thumb, becauvss

g's pinched that letter Walsingham
wrote Fou at the school.  You'll be
glad enough when I coma back with
that letter, and you can chuck it in tho
fire hero

*That's trus enough—jolly glad!”
admitbed IIiltenm. " Buot, look hers,
Price, it won't dat I #all von mol
Suppose the fat idiot wakes un while
avoun're in his romn oand  rsises  the
alarm?  Ilow's it to ba explained to
my father, ond the mater—yes, and to
tha servants, toot? It can’t bhe done ¥

“That's why I'm putting on this jolly
old  faney dress® Prico grinned.
“ Bunter knows there's an escaped con-
viet hanging about—Hhe was scared out
of his wits when the man’s face was
seenn at the windew at supper. If he
wakes up, he's not going to see Price
of the Fifth—he's going to see a giddy
cotvict. And vou can bet he'll bo too
scared to raise any alarm.”’

“Qh gad!” ejacmtl&ted ITilton. *7Js
that the game?”

“That’s the game,” said Price coolly.
“Tverybody’s fast asleep now, end
nobody will seo me in this rig—only
Bunter, if he wakes up. If he spins a
yarn of seeing a conviet in his room, it
will be set down to mightmare and
funk. Anvhow nobody will knew that
I had a hand in it

“Bomebady may bhe up wet.  Wal-
singham was fearfully alarmed about
that johnuy from Blackmoor staring in
at the window, and he may—"

“No good makin' diflicultics.
poin'.?

Hilton grunted again and resumed
soking., Price, standing belora a tall
glass, proceeded to don the costuma,
Over his own clothes it made him look
larger, and cortainly no one would
have recognised his rather thin and
meagrs Hizure in the loose garments,

He sorted out o make-up box and
opened it. Hilton’s clouded faca broke
into a grin as he watched him dabbing
at his face hefore the glass.

Price was vather skillnl in private
theatrieals. ¥tz own features and
appearanes vanishod under a few dabe
cf makeup.

In a few minutes he tutned a face on
Hilton that looked ten vears older than
his own. IHis light eyebrows wern
hidden under thick dark bushy ones; Lis
ehin looked unshaven and stubbly; the
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f':"r.“'ift cap completely concealed his
181T.
“"How's that!?™ grinned Price.

Good god ! Hilton starcd at him,
"Your twin brother wouldn’t kitow vou
Pricoy ! If I met vou like that rd
EweAr vou wera tho man who rot away
from Blackmoor Prison.*

Price chuckled. —"
T faney Bunier will think so!™ ha
remarked.

“You may frighten the fat duffer out
of his wita!" seid Hilton uneasily.

“A follow who pinches a letter and
holds it over a fellow's head can take
his chance of that!1” said Price coolly.

“1 don't like the ideo!™

“ Bow-wow [V

Prico tock o last look in tho glass,
erossed to the door, and quictly left the
“den,” He closed the door after him,
leaving Cedrio Hilton to rather un-
plenzaut thoughts.

It was true that he was eager,
anxiously eager, to recover possession
of that letter from hiz father's butler,
which DBunter had “snaflled” in tho
Greyfriars quad. Tt was true that he
did not want Billy Bunter at Hilton
Hall and weould have been glad {0 hoot
him out. But ha “jibbed ¥ at this kind
of thing under his father's roof.

As usual, however, ho gave in to
Price, and he remained in his dan,
smoking cigarottes, while that youth
crept away by dark paszsages through a
silent, sleeping house,

Stephen Price had ne scruples and
ne hesitation,  Certainly lie did not
wint DBitnter to spot him in Lis room in
his own person.

But in thiz disguize there was no

danger of that. is nearest relative
eould not have recognised PPrice now.

'I'ho fact that an escaped convict from
Blackmoor was known io be lurking
near Hilton Hall was o stroke of luck,
from Pricc’s point of view, It made his
disguise plausible,

Prico orept quietly to tha szhon

mllery above tho hall, along which he

ed to pess to reach the juniors’
guarters. The holl below was &8 well of
darkness. Not s Jight was barning in

the great building at that hevr, neorly
two o'clock in the morning, Ho knew
Bunter's room; he had made o speeinl
note of it and had, indead, removed tha
key from the door so that the fat Owl
could not lock himself . All was
lain sailing, so far &y Prico of the
‘ifth could see, )

. Buddenly he stopped, his heart beat-
ing. Ahead of him in the dark gallery
thero was & sound.

Price felt an uneasy theill,

Somesnn was moving—moving in the
dark ! Who could be up at that hour,
and without a light?

Ha stopped dead, Tho thouglt of tha
cseaped convict, No. I3, of DHackmoor
Prison, flashed uncomfortably inio his
mind, Tho man had been scen lurking
anbout tha house that evening, and it
had been aupposad that lie was thero fo
watoh for some chanco of getting food
or clothes, Bupposo he had found & way
into ithe house i tho emall houra?

Prico hardly breathed, Who could it
be meoving in tho darkness, unless——

A light, tha sudden beam of an
eleetric toreh, flashed out into his face
rtartling and dazzling him. A han
dropped on his shoulder, and he gave a
EIIP?{_MNJ. startled gnsp,

“Richard ! It-is vou, Richard—you
hera 1™ ;

Price gave o panting cry of mingled
relief and amazement, The voice was
the voice of Francis Walsingham, the
butler of Hilton idall.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the Dead of Night!

i ALSINGHAM !? panted Price.
He knew the vieh, fruity
valee of the butler: but he
could hardly make out the
rcr*.];y' figure bLehind the glare of the
ight. ; .
Holdimg the elecirie torch 1 oue
hand, Walsingham grasped Irice’s
shoulder with the other,
He was staring hacd at the made-up
face of the Grayfriars senior, It secaned
to Prico at tho momoent that Walsing-
ham was staring at his face in the
expectation of racognising it If 0, he
eortainly did not recognise it
“TIUs all right, Walsingham " gaspnd
Price. “Don't be alarmed—it's jue—
Price! Don't you know my voice:”
“Price! What—""

“It's a fancy costeme—make-up!
¥ou know my voice! Tor goodues’
sake don't pgive an  alarmethere's

nolking to be elarnned abhout ! Tt's awe—=
Fricn—Hilion's p

Frice panted out the words hurviedh,
He was in dread of the alarmed Luer
awakoning tha honse. Mo could anlv
suppnse that Whalsinghom had talien
him for the Plackmoor convict: thouph
why the butler hed addressed him as

0 ra

“Rielard ™ was beyond his  omder-
slanding.

The grasp fell frem his shoulder
Walsingham, no doubt, recognised his
voica, But he kept the light on 1rice’s
face.

“Ar Price! ha stammered,

“Yes!” Price forced a laugh. "It's
a joke, Walsingham=—1"ve mado myeelf
up in the costume I'm going to wear on
Boxing Night, that's all.”

ORI gasped Walsingham, “You—
you—yon gave mo a—a dreadfnl start,
Mr. Price! 1 could mever have known
you—indesd, I do net know yon now,
only vour veolge. You startled me
terpibly, sir

“3ell, vou stariled me!™ answerod
Prico. “I hadn't tha faintest iden that
anvhady was up [ What the thump wern
vau rooting about here in the dark for,
Valsingham, at two in the morning i

Thix batler L:HI'! not H!rtll}f imm‘euiiulu]_\“_

o kept the light so that Price could
not seo 1’a1§; foco, " But the ¥ifth Former
of Greyiriars knew that he was pale,
and he could hear him breathing hard
ne if with diffieulty. It was evident that
Walsingham had ﬁad 8 sovers shock,

Price grinned,

“Yeou tock me for the Blackmoor
man?™ he asked.

"Whe else conld I take wou for, =ir, in
that outfit ¥ said Walsingham. *Tho—
the fact is, I foared that the man might
gtill be lingering about the house, and
I hava remainoc u{: to keep wateh in
care he should make some abttempi to
break in.”

“I don't seo why you should keep
wateh in the dark,” grunted Price, *'I
shouldn’t care to. The fret 1a, I thought

ou were the conviet when I heard vou.

ok here, you'd beiter po to bad,
Walsingham, snd don't say anything
atout this in the merning.”

"1 was about to make the same sup.
gestion Lo you, sir [ eaid the butler, "1
cannot imagine why ryou are plaving
this extraordinary prank in fancy
costume; but I am sure that Sir Gilhert
Hilton would not approve

“That's my business, Walsingham

", certainly, sir, but—

HIt's o japel” said Price. "Just n
joke on the Lower School fellows wlho
ara staying hers. No harm in it”

* Really, sir

Hlut 1t out!™ sald Price. "It's ne
busincss of yours, Walsmgham, and '




going to carey on, You'd betler oo to
bed.

Price of the TFilth woved on,
Walsingloia stood watehing him as he
went, his light following the Fifth Porm
mar,

It was elear thot the stately butler of
IMilten  IMall disapprroved  strongly  of
Stephen Price’s proceedings. Dut great
man a5 Walhegham  was  in the
servanls’ hall, pevered by the whaele
houseliol]  staff, Lie had no authority
albove stairs,  And Dlaster Cedric's
guest conld earry on exactle as hie liked,
regarvidless of the stately Walsingham,

Asrel he did ]

Walsinghame shoat off e Iight as
Frice turned o corner and dizappearoed.

€very Saturday

He stepped nfo the room and elosed
the doar noizelessly Lelind hir.

Lhera was a dim red glow of frelight
in ithe room.

Logs had been tnrown on the fire at
a very Jate bhour, and were still
smouldering  red, shedding s dim
ilhimination,

I'vico had an electrie fashlamp in his
poclet, bt he did net need it

The red glow from o wood fire
gave him lieht enouglh.

He stepped towards the bed sound-
ID?CEJ.:.-', amd starved ab it The bed was in
doep shadow, and he conld only dimly
ke out the outline: of a guve there,
But he could hear the steady becathing

" Y

Wi
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nicdien the elaothes, so that nobody could
o thrmlgh the poekets while he ..'t:l?.r["-l.
He would bardly have suspected the
proud and hLaughty Hilten of such a
proceeding; but it was very probable
indecd that e suspected Price,

The ead of the Tifth begun @ 2earch
ef the room for the cloilios,

He looked into a wardrobe, where he
found a ccat—and ran lis  fingers
thravgh the pockets. 1o examined o
choest of denveers, and s sparse cens
tents. il Bumter, as  vsusl, wus
travelling light; depending. as usual,
on borrowing from the oiher fellows
anythiog e might halpgwrl to want,

Price breathed had.

Ile appreached the bed at last, T

in despetate combat on the floor.

i
¥

g stubbly-faced figure in conviet garh !

**The eonvict 1" yelled Wharton.

As Harry Wharton & Co. rushed into the room, a startling scene met their gaze. Two figures were rolling and struggling ﬁ
One of them—Bob Cherry was in pyjamas, PEt the other—— It was a black-browed, 3}
“Come on "
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Whetlier the butier went to his room or
ner Urice did not know, and cared little,
. AIe was annoyed by the chance meet-
g, wlieh Eave s gamoe away o
Boeter woke uwp and  found the
“eonviet ¥ in Lis reomn.  Btill, he hadl
tedd the builer ta hakl his tongue alinnt
it, amgd a oword feeer Cedoe Hilton
would probably be sofficient to ensure
Walsinghom's sileree,

CQuicily I'rice of the Fifth stepped
along the eoivider, on which opened rhie
(ﬁ-nr} friars

vouns  tenatdod by the

Junriors,

He reached the doosr of DBunter's
IGonn.

deftly he turnsd the lhandle and
penedl it e grinned az he did o

L

]\L, devbt the fal Ol wouald have Iocked
his door bad there been a key to it; but
:il"n-:-e had talen care that there was no
e

of a sleeper. The sccupant of the bed
was fast asleep.

Satizlied of that, Price looked round
for Dunter's elothes. Utterly ignovant
of tho fack that Dilly Dunter hLad
changed rooms with Bel Cherry, and
gone to Hob's room felly dressed, he
naturally expected to find the clathes at
hatied, hlost liku]}' ihe leliter was in ol
of the pockets, and, if s0, his task was
easy einGugh,

Liet there were no clothes to be scen,
Duntes had gone dressed to Lel's roor,
and IBob had come to Dunter's room
with g dresslag-gowi over his prjanlas.
That, of conrse, could not possibly occur
ta Price, who had net the romotesl fdea
that it was not Douter i Lhe bed ol all,

ITe grilted his teeth with cnger,

Likely evough, DBunter had feared a
surroptitiovus nocturnal visit to Lis roon.
Likely enough, m that case, he had

looked to im ez if Bunter must have
taken the clothes to b+l with him, to
keep them safe from cearching hand:,
Really, it was difficult to imagine what
cles eould have bocome of thom,

He slood for some monents, hesi-
Lalireg,

The steady Lreatling showed that the

ovcupent  of the bod was  slecping
sonnidly.  Llad  Price Dbeen in the
Remove at Groviviars iostead of tho

Fiiil;, hie woubd have Lecn surprized hob
to Lear a deep. vomibhng suore as he
wlangl l_)lf 331,”!!0?‘5: boadaicle.  Tut Fi Y I'*‘iirl.
Fortn maan wes unaware thal  overy
Jlig]:i, i tho teror the Bemove doroe-
tory echomd to Billy Hunter’s  hedi
stiore,  INobt for o seconsd did it cross his
muind that it was oot Boater 1o Banter's
bLed I Bunter's roou,

Srill, e hesilated,  The soundesb

Iug dicser Lisrany. Mo, 1,402,
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slerper was bound to awaken if =
follow started searching the bed in
which he slumbered,

He had to choanee it]  Alter all, ha
had taken his precsutiona.  The fat
junior’s awakening eyes would seo only
a comviet, hearing no resemblance what-
ever to Prics of the FMifth!  And it was
certain that the sight of the conviet ia
the glimmering frelight wonld strike
the fat Owl dumb with terror.  There
was nothing to be feared,

He made up his mind at last, hent
over the sleeper hidden in shadow, and
grasped his  shoulder, And as the
sleeper  stirred  into  wakefulness he
snapped, in o gruff voice quite unlike
his own:

“Bilenca !
Silence 1 .

Which, from a scowling convict, would
have been enough, more than encugh,
for Billg Bunter; but was not quite
chough for Bob Cherry!

—_—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Suddsn Alarm !

Silenca! I am desperatal

ARRY WHARTON started sud-
denly ocut of slumber.
He sat up in bed.
Ha had been dreaming, abd

the alarm-bell which had rung out that
night across the lonely wastes of Black-
moor had mingled with his dreams. As
he sat up, half-awake, he seemed to
hear it mow: but as his mind swiftly
clesred he realised that it was some
other sound that had awakencd him.

Sounds of smﬂliug and bumping echoed
in the night, and & shouting, panting
voice !

¥ Help 1#

It was Bob Cherry's voice.

himsel

The Maanel

*Rozoue,
ronz.

Harry Wharton bounded out of bed.
Another bound earrizd him to his door,
and he tore 18 open,

“Help ! came the roar.

Other doors opened as Wharton
Hashed on the corrider light. IFrank
Nugent, Johnny Dull, and Murree Jam-
set Ram Singh ecamo running out of
their rooms in their pyjamas, their faces
startled and excited,

*What's the row " gazped Nupgent.

"That’'a DBob!® cxclaimed Jehnny
Bull.

“This way !” panted Harry,

“Iold on—it's from Dunter’s ropm !
exclaimod Nuogent. *“Dob’s thera ™
_ “Help! Back up!” came Dob's pant-
ing roar,

Amazing as it was to his friends, it
ceme, plainly enough, from Dunier’s
roont, not from Bob's, And they
dashed down the passage to Bunter's
door, ;

_ Wharten reached it fGret, and hurled
1L apen,

A startling scene met his gaze in the
tod glow of the wood fre. Two figures
were relling and struggling in desperate
combat on the foor.

Ona_of them was in pyjamas—that
was Beb Cherry. But the other——

The juniors eould hardly believe their
eves a3 they saw the other. It was &
black-browed, stubbly faced bigure in
convict garb!

Wharton gave o yell:

*The convigh !

‘fwﬁ}ult!“

“Come on ™

Wharton bounded into the room.

The strugglo was fierce. But the con-
viet, a )Farcntig, was trying only to tear
ﬂm’al

Cropfriavs ! came Bob's

“ Roseue 1
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He succceded, oz Wharton arvived,
wienching himself from Bob’z prasp,
andd bonnding to the door.

He crashed inte Wharton, as the
captiin of the Hemove rushed .
;l."!"h:l.rt-:nn staggerad back, grasping ab
11,

But the fugitive dodged his grasp and
dashed out into the passage,

_ There was a yell from the three
Juniors there.

*“Tha convict!*

Johnny Bull, the nearest, grabied at
him, and barely miszed. DPanting, tho
gura fn convict parbh raced away down
the passace lowsrds the oak gallery
cver the hall

“It's the conviet—the man
Blackmoor I panted Nugent.

Bob Cherry stagpered up.

After him!” he gosped.  “After
him! I’s the escaped convict!™ He
leaned on the wall gulping for breaih,
Wharton stared round.

“Where's Bunter ¥ he exelaimed.

“He's not hore—ws -::hanged FOOTIE-—
Ty was funky of thse conviet!™ gasped
Beob. *Of ecourse, I never fancied thero
was anything in it. 1 went to slecp
here—oh, my hat!” He pguorgled for
bhreath, " And—and 1 was woke up!
He grabbed me by the shoulder and
wokie moe up! He vapped at me to be
silent, and 1 landed out and got him on
the nose. Goodness hknows what he
wanted ; bnt it’s the convict—the Dlack-
mone man ! I knocked him over, and--
andg——"

“Corma on 1" yelled Johnny Bull, from
the passage,

Without waiting to hear more from
Bob, Harry Wharton dashed out of the
room. Bob, still gasping from the
struggle, hurried after him az fast as ho

could.

“This way!” roared Johnny Dall
He was already in pursuit, and he
shouted back from the corner of iho
passage whers it opened on the oak
gallery over the hall.

Wharton raced after him.  Nozent
had switched on the light in the gathery.

“Where ¥ panted Wharten.

“Ie cut across—-—

* Downstairs—"*

“No! Up that pmuuge—-it leads to
Iilten’s room, 1 think——m

“Come on!” punted Wharton.
“We'll wake Hilton and Price—"

The hzht i the hall below Oazshed on
as they ran along the gallery. From
below, Waldingliam staved up with an
nmazed faco.

" Young gentlemen=——" he callod ont,

“That the butler? Call iho ser-
vants ¥ shoufed Wharion. “Tt'a tho
convict! He's in the house 1™

“What iz thiz?” A sronr, white-whis-
kered gentleman, with o red foce, ofad
in a voluminous dressing-gown, emeryged
from one of the corridors that oponed
on the oak gallery. Ile had a golf club
in_his hand. “What——"

Evidently the uprear had startled Sir
Gilbert Ililton out of the land of

from

dreams. He stared almost in stupefac-
tion at the juniors,

“It’'s the conviet, zirl!® gasped
Nugent,

“The csteemed and ridiculous des-
perado who has escaped {rom Black-
mroor  Prison, venerablo siv!™ panted
IHurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bir Gilbert jumpod.

“(lood gadl In the hopsei™

" Yes ¥

“You've scen him?”
Gilbert,

“¥es, yes! MHa's dodred up that pas.
sapa—towards your son's room®

¥ Good heavens ! He may——" Zir Gil

gasped Sir



bert Hilton rushed along the gallery, galf
club in hand, his plump red face fuli
af alarm. Evidently he was deeply
alarmed by the possibility that his son
tight be in denger. .

He whisked along af great fpeed, his
drcssinlg-g{rwn fying sbout him like
etayaails in a wind! ; :

Walsingham was coming up the stairs,
But nobody heeded Walsingham,

Sir Gilbert and the Vamous Five
rushed up the corridor that led to Cedric
Hilton’s rooms. .

IF'ar up the corrider, a door had
epened and light streamed out into the
durk passage. :

Into that lighted doorway a running,
panting figure was seen to whisk. It
was a figure in convict garb!

The door shut. ;

“That is Cedric’s den!? gasped Bir
Gilbert. “ Ho is not gone to bed yet, it
seems|  And the convict—follow mel
For Heaven's sake, hurry ! ‘

He fairly raced up the eorridor,
gripping his golf ¢lub. At his heels
raced the chums of the Remove; on-
armed, but 1;’im|::|:|.l'q:l|:l to handle the
dosperade with their bare hands if they

t at him. Far in the reer, the portly
Yalsinpham panted after them,

— e —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Only Price!

EDIFIG HILTON bounded from his
chalr.
Ash from his cigaretto dropped
unheeded on his white shirt-Iront.
Ho spun round towards his door as it
was hurled open and Price of the Fifth,
in hia convict outfit rushed breathlessly
in, and slammed the door after him.

“What the dooce!” roared Hilton,
startled almost out of his wits,

Price panted for breath, but did not
answer. Ho was fumbling with the key
in the door. Thers was a eclick sz he
turned it with an unsteady hand.

Then he leaned on the door almaost
sobbing for breath.

Hilton stared at him, dumbiounded.

Already sn echo of footsteps reached
him from the passage without,

“What—"" he shouted,

“Qh, shut up!” Ba.ntcd Price. *Shut
up! Oh crumbs! He gasped and
panted.

The make-up on his face was badly
smudged. Crimson that was not part of
it, mingled with it now, It proceeded
from Price’s noge, which seemed to have
got damaged. "

It ;ms p}aii:: thul.‘i Pnﬁ‘ had h“ff en-

aged in B stroggle, 15 convict eap
E-age; on one side of his rufiled, touled
head—hizs nose cozed erimson; he was
gumpied and dishevelled from head to
aat,

“You ass 1" said Hilton, “You utter
ass] Have you roused up the whole
house with your feolery? Have you let
Bunter knock vou about like that?™

“It wasn't Bunter—it was that hefty
brute, Cherry!” panted Price,

“Yon got into the wrong room?”
snapped Hilton contemptuously. “ Fretty
asining sort of thing fo do.”

“No! I ean’t understand it—but it
wosn't Bunter there—it was Bunter's
room, but not Bunter—it was that hefty
young roflian—"

Hurrying footsteps =topped at the
door of Hilton’s den, The door-handle
turned, and there was a crashing knock
on the panels

“Cedric] Cedrict™

Hilton gritted his teeth as hiz father's
voice calied. Mo gave Price a hlack
and bitter lock. XEvidently the house
wis elarmed.

€very Saturday

"Cedrie?* shouted the old baronct,
hammering.

“Yos, fatheri™

“Ledric! You're safe®?

“Yes! Quite! What's the matker ¥
called back HMilton to gain time.

U'rico staggered away from the door.

“Is he in there "

"It Who '

“The conviet N

Hilton forcod a langh.

“MNo convicts here, father!
right 1

“Why do you net open the door
Cedric? T saw him run inte the room—
vou mmst have seem him-—"

#(Oh, vou fool! You fool!” breathed
Hilton, glaring at Price. “How are we
going to exploin this? You fosl 1"

“He's in there!” It was Bob Cherry’s
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voica outside. “Y saw him run into that
rootit—" o

“1 saw him i came Wharton's voice.

“The seefulness was terrifie.”

“The whole crew up!” breathed
Hilten. “What are we to do?” .

“Open the door, Cedric !” shouted Sir
Gilbert Hilton. “Were you asleep, or
what? The man is in your room--open
the door instantly!™ .

*Coming !” called back Ililton,

He crossed slowly to the deor.

Price stond panting.

Had he eseaped to Hilton’s room un-
secn, his trickery might have been hopt
secret. DBut the chaze had been too hot
at his heels {or that.

MNow that he knew that he had been
secn to enter that room, it was obvious
that thers could be no furtlier conceal-
ment. He could have dodged away by
another door into Hilton's bed-rooms;
but Hilton would have had to explain.

7

ITilien's cye: were on him savagely as
he went to the door,

“What am I to say?" he breathed.
“You fooll You've alarmed the house—
wa've got Lo explain. You can think of
lies casily ecnough at Greyfriars; think
of one now, sharp.®

“Call it a jape on the fags!" muttered
Price, " Leave it to mel! Let him in—
open the door, you ass, before he gots
suspicious [

Hiiton unlocked the door and threw it
OREn

Hiz faiher stroda in with rustling .
dressing-gown, golf club in hand. DBe-
bind im wers the Famous Five,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!™ yelled Bob
Cherry. “'Fhere he 151"
“Goosdl pad! There stands the

villain1® gasped Sir Gilbert, and he
rushed at irice with golf club uplifred.
“Burrender, you scoundrel—lift a finger,
and I will strike you to the floor——"

I'rice jumped back in great alarm.

“Iold on, father!” gasped Hilton.
“It's only Prico—""

“What v gasped Sir Gilbert.

“ Only Price—it’s a joke——2

“Price !" roarcd Bob Cherry.
of the Fifth ! Oh, my hat|”?

Bir Gilbert glared at the shkulking
convict and then stared at his son. He
was astomished and anpry.

"What do you mean, Cedric?? he
snapped.  “*Are you In your senses?
That is the man who escaped from
Blackmoor Prison—="

“No, not” .

“He attecked one of these boys in
his room! *’

“No, nol! Only a lark—-="

“ A lark ! roared Sir Hilton, his face
purple. “Cedric! What?™

“Please forgive me, @irl” panted
Price. "I'm Prim-—refily I am—Cedrio
knows, sir!l I—I was trying on a
costume I've got for the fancy-dress
dance on Boxing Day, sir—*¥

Snort from Sir Gilbert! He was
realising now that this slulking conviet
was Stephen Price of the Fifth Form at
Greyfriars; his son’s friend. But that
did not lesscn his anger., TRather it

“Prica

g "added thereunto,

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glaneces in the doorway. They knew
Price's voice and recognised it, though
they could net recognise Prico himself
in his make-up.

“I—I was trying on this—this convicet
costume, sir,” stammered ,Price, “and
—and I thought I—1'd test it, :ir. It was
rather silly, perhaps, but—but 1 thought
I'd lock in on the boys, sir, and—eand
see . if they took me for 8 real
convict——" . .

“ Are vou a fool #'" roared Bir Gilbert.
" Are you an utter fool 1

“I—m awfully sorry—I—T realise
now that—that it was & glt« thoughtless,
sir——" staummered Price, _

“Though 1 gopred 8ir Gilbert,
¥ That fs not the svord, sif, that I should
use to deseribe your conduct in dressing
vourself up as a conviet when it is
known that an eseaped conviet is in the
neighbourhood, and trying to frighten
schoolboys in the middle of the might.”

“J—I didn't mcan to—to—""

#1s this friend of yours in his right
genses, Codriets

"I—I think so,
Hilton.

“T have never heard of such 4 thing ™
snorted Bir Gilbert. “Never!  The
whole house has beem alarmed—ihe ser-
vante are up—Lady Hilton is alarmed—
everybody has turned out—and it proves
to he o silly practical joke—upon my
word! DPah!”

Tue Maoxer Liznany.—No. 1,402,

father t*  gasped



8ir Gilbert scemed to be rather over-
looking the fact that the silly practical
joker was n guest in the mansion.
Courteous old gentleman as he was, hns
courtesy a@gmeﬁ quite forgotten mow.

The juniors stepped ?ﬁuetly away.
Now that they knew that the conviet "’
was only Price of the Fifth dpla;.rmg the
fool, they wera not wanted there. It
was a satisfaction to Bob to remember
that hoe had given the praetical joker
a hefty one an the noszl

They returned to their rooms.

Sir Gilbert was not in such s hurry to
go. He was intensely angry and ex-
wsperated. Price's stuttered apologies
and regrets were ruthlessly interrupted.
Sir Hilton turned to the door where
Wnlain?ha.m was looking in,

“Walsingham ! Send the servants
back to bed! Go back to bed yourself!
Nothing is the matter—enly an insensate
practical joke played by a boy old
enough to know better! There 15 no
oocasion for alarm.”™ )

" “Very good, sir !” murmured Walsing-
am

#I—I—I'm really awlully sorry, sir!™
stammered the wretched Price. .

1 should imagine sp!” SMPP;E' Sir
Gilbert. *Buch an absurd prank—such
an insensate trick—is beyond my com-
prehension. Cedrie, why are you up at
this hour? Why have you not gone to
bed long aga?”

Sir Gilbert sniffed. The odour of
cigarette smoke in the room was plain
enough. Bir Gilbert sniffed, and then
gnorted,

“¥ou have been sitting ulp to this hour
smoking | Really, Cedrio, 1 have & right
to sxpect you to act more sensibly! Lo
to bed 1™

Sir Gilbert marched off at lask.

Hilton did not aven say good-night fe
Price befora he want to his room to bed,
He only gave him a black look. Price
went off to bed scowlin snvagiﬂg’. He
was not thinking {!f any forther
attempt to get that dangercus letter
away“from Billy Bunter. The fat and
fatuous Owl of Greyfriars had beaten
him, end for the present Price of the
Fifth had to give it up.

" Footprints 1

‘b
Bob
Cherry.

It was the morning of Christmas Eve,
and Harry Wharton & Co. had been
rambling in the keen, fresty air of
Blackmoor, it :

Snow covered the wide, wild moor
like a carpet. Far in the distance the
high roofs of Blackmoor Prison could be
seen against a steely grey sky. On the
gky-line, several times, tha juniors had
spotted s horseman riding, or a warder
tramiing with & rifle under his arm.
The bhunt for the escaped convict was
still going on. Nothing had yet been
scen of viegt No. 33 from Blackmoor
since he had zo strangely locked in at
the window at Hilton Hall.

Snow had fallen again while the
juniors were on their ramble, but it hed
stopped. were coming up the cak
evenue towards the mansion, when Bob
Cherry halted and pointed to the tracks
in the show.

The track led away from the avenue
through the trees, in the direction of a
larch plantation that bordered tha open
moor,

The sight of the footprints in that
spot, a quarter of a mile from the housc,
rather interested the Greyfiriars fellows,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Btrange Discovery!

OLD ani®
“YWhat
gaid

The Magnet

“The jolly old convict again, what?"
asked Johnny Bull ;

“Just what I was thinking I said
Baoh,

“Most likely he’s far enough off by
this time |” remarked Frank Nugent.
“He would find it fearfully perky,-
hanging about on the moor.”

af‘]":gl‘ha parkiness is rather terrificl”
observed Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,
stamping his feet in the snow as the
other fellows stood looking at the foot-
prints, The dusky Nabob of Bhanipur
felt the cold of Blackmoor vﬂr¥ keenly,

“Well, they're watching for him,"”
said Bob. *“He won't find it easy to get
off the moor, They're still hunting for
him, which shows that they thick he's
still around.”

“That’s g0 1" agreed Harry Wharton.

“If he’s hanging about this show, he
ought to be rooted out,” said Beb., ““He
must be pretty desperata by this time,
and he might knock anybody on the
heed to get a change of clothes. Let's
trot along this traill and see where it
lends.”

“Won't doe any  harm,™
Hairy. )

The Famous Five turned from the
avenue into.the trees. The earlier trail
had besn covered by the snowfall, so
whers it had starfed they could not tell.
But from the avenue it had evidentl
been made since the snow ceased to fall,
for it ran clearly marked towards the
larch plantation,

It was possible, of course, that the
tracks had been hftp,?;{ gomeone belong-
ing to Hilton Hal o had gone for a
walk that frosty morning, Oa the
other hand, it was equally possible that
they had been left by the desperate man
who wae known to have been lurking
about the place since his esr:aga from

rison., In either case, it could de no
harm to ascertain where they led. The
juniors strolled on, following the trail,
which led into s path through the
larches.

“ Halls, hala, hallo I** ejacutated Bob
suddenly.

A figure appeared on the path zhead
coming towards them.

The juniors burst into a laugh.

It was not s convict figure! It was
tha g&rtly, stately form of Walsingham,
ﬂmt utler, mufled up in a thick great-
eont.

“0Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Nugent.
“It's the jolly old butler we've
tracking.”

Tha gh me of the RBemove could not
help laughing. It was evident that the
footprints they had picked up had been
left by the butler of Hilton Hall, whe
was now coming back from his walk.

Walsingham saluted them respectfully
and politely as he came up. He seemed
& little surprised by their smiling faces,
end Harry Wharlon explained.

“Was found vyour footmarks Mr.
Walsingham, and followed them,'* he
said. " We thought Convict No. 33
mipht have left them. "

alsingham smiled, too.

"“What & rotten sell 1¥ sgd Bob.

“The rottenfuloess of the sell
preposterans.™

“Perhaps it is just as well, young
gentlemen,” said Walsingham,  “The
man who escaped from Blackmoor the
other night would probakly be wery
dangerous for schoolboys to meet.”

*(h, we shouldn’s mind thati* said
Bob. “I foney the five of us would
handle him all right.”

Walsingham’s portly face hecame vory
B e ] uld

“Suraly, youn fmMen, Fou wo
not mric{m] thal-nﬁanof trging' to deal
with that dangerous man '™ he said,

“Wouldn't we just, if wa sﬁﬂtte&
him I¥ answered B]n'b. “1 thought I'd

assented

is

got him in hand the othc: night, but
it turned out to be only that sss Price
pla.jii;g a jokea."

*“ Have you any reason to supposa that
the man is still in the vicinity ! ashed
Walsingham.

* Oh, nao, n:mlir he turned up hers once I'?
said Bob, “I've wonderad a lot why
he peeped in a2t the window that time;
I should have thought his game would be
to Leep out of sight. But wa all saw
him, at supper, the night we got here.”

“No doubt he is gons long ago, sir.”

" He's nob caught yet.”

The bhutler had come to a halk
There was & traco of uneasiness in his
manner that the juniors did not quite
understand.

If ha was alarmed for their safety,
they were nobt disposed to share thak
alarm in the least. TFive sturdy UGrey-
friars fellows felt themselves 2 match for
any convict in Blackmoor.

Well, come on, you men !” said Bob,

“One moment, sir I’ said Walsingham.
“Please excuse the liberty, but it would
be as well for you boys to avoid lonely
places "on_the estate while there is
8 possibility that the conviet is etill
about.” .

: LI iDh, that's all right ! said Bob care-
essly.

“1 should certainly advise you, sir,
not to go on by such & very solitary path
as this 1" sald Walsingham,

"You think the jolly old conviet may
be skullring in the plantation #** gtinned
Bob Cherry. L

“There is a possibility, sir.”

“All the better ! TIt's the very spot he
would choosa to hide, and if he's there,
we'll root him out.”

# Plaase he advized by me " said Wal-
singham urgently, “I am sure that Sir
Gilbert would be far from pleased at
the idea of his son's guests going into
any danger.'t

“Tanger be blowed !™ said Bob.

#In fact, T am sure that Bir Gilbert
would be displeased 17

“Wa shall judge for ocurselves about
that, Walsingham "' said Harry
Whartonn coolly, ¢ on, Fyou
fellows I**

He ﬂ&ﬂka civilly, but he intended to
ive Mr. Walsingham a hint to mind
is own business! The five juniors

walked on by the path through the
frozen larches, leaving the butler stand-
ing where he was. a did nmot go on
his way, but stood locking after them
rntil thoy disappearsd among the frosty
rees.

t Hallo, hallo, hallo |” exclaimed Bob
suddenly. “What's this?"*

Tha footprints in the snow ended si
the entrance of a littla summer-house
standing by the path through the
plaatation.

Apparently Walsingham'’s walk had
extended as far as that spot, and he had
then turned back.

In the summer, no doubt, it was a
very pleasant spot, but in the depth of
winter it was ¢old and dark, dank and
cheerless. The immterior of the summer-
house was shadewy snd bitterly cold,
and a8 good deal of snow had drifted in
on tho wind.

* A lodging for the night, if the con-
vict knew where to bnd this lgv!ana =
remarked Har:f' Wharton., “Perhaps
that’s why Walsingham came —to ses
whether he had been eamping here.”

“Shouldn't wonder! Let's look!™

Whether Walsingham had entered
the summer-house or not, they did not
know. But tha Famous Five entered it.
Having discovered it, they naturally
intended to examine the spol. It was
quite ibla that it had sheltered the
hunted man from Blackmaor.

Inside the little building waa a
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% “ Stop ! ** roared Inspector Trevelly

oy = - Ty

wooden seat against the back wall
the seat lay a bundle. .

Bob Cherry fairly jumped at it

“*Look I he roared,

40 MF ]}lt EJJ

he" juniors gathered round the
bundle n great surprise and interest.
How it had come there was a mystery.
It could scarcely belong to the convict,
if he had even bLeen there. It was
wrapped in plain brown paper, and
tied with string.

Bob held it up.

“Something soft inside!™ he said.
“Feals like folded clothes.™

“ Clothes I repeated Wharton, with a
start.

Hiz eyes gleamed.

*1 say, this i3 jolly queer!” he said.
“Is it possible——" He paused.

“Is what possible? asked Nugent,
with a startled glance at the captain of
the Bemove. The same thought had pe-
curred to his mind,

“That man from Blockmoor needs
mora than anything else 2 changs of
clothes," said MHarry quiatli,u o If
there's clothes in that bundle, left hera
bike this—"

Bob Cherry whistled.

# Somebody lending him a hand!™ he
exclaimed.

“Well, it looks like it.”

“By gum! It does!™ Beb whistled
again, “My hat] Is that why he
turned up here after making his escape
—does he know somebody in  this
quarter whio might help him outt”
e oks as if he does!" szid Johnny

il

“ Anyhow, this has got to be jolly well
explained ! said HMarry Wharton,” “
don’t think we'd better open the bundle
—-but Sir Gilbert Hilton has a right to

while
two inches over the ¢onvict's cap. But t

€very Saturday

one ol the warders
in & wild and desperate bound!]

W it e ekt i Bk i e
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cxamine ik, and pass it on to the police
if he thinks fit.

Weo'd hetter take it to
him.*

“That’s right!™ agreed Boh.

He put the bundle under his arm, ond
the Famous Five left the summer-house.
Greatly oxcited by that strange dis-
covery, they started for the distant
mansion &t & run. .

Rather to their surprise they passed
Walsingham on the path, He was still
there, and his eyes went to the bundle
under Bob’s arm at once. He called to
them; but they trotted on without stop-
ping. They wera anxious to get that
mysterious_bundle into the hands of the
master of Hilton Hall, and had no time
to waste on Walsingham. The portly
butler was a good distance behind
them when they arrived at the mansion,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterions !

IR GILBERT HILTON was stand-
ing with his back to the log fire in
the hall.

His ruddy face glowed cheer-
fully. His son lounged by one of the
windows, looking out into the snowy
grounds, Price was talking to BSir
Cilbert—or, rather, listening fo him.
The red berries of holly  branches
gleamed on the old oak walls, in the
flicker of the firelight. There was a
hoszpitable, cheerful atmosphere of
Christmnas obout Hilton Hall,

The old baronat had been particularly
eourteons to Price of the Fifth since tho
night of the convict-costume incident.
MNo doubt he realised that he had ex-
preszed himself rather frankly on that

velled his rifle. Crack !
he warning was unheeded. The fleeing man reached the gap ; then he rose

The bullet whizzed barely

X T TR R A S TR A

occasion. e was telling Price now
about & “kill ” with the hounds, and

Price manfully suppressed his desire to
awn,

He would have preferred to be in the
billiards-room w:tﬁ his pal, but he felt
that he could mnot get away till the end
of tho story. The end seemed a long
way off, for the old gentleman had a
way of going back to some forgoticn
incident in telling s story, snd then
telling all over again what he had
nlready told. Price did not like seeiny
Harry Wharton & Co. about tho place;
but he was rather glad when they came
in and the lord of Hilton Hall was in-
terropted,

Fob Cherry laid the bundle on a table,
and Sir Gilbert blinked at it. Ho
openied his eves wide when ho was told
where the juniors had found it, and why
they had brought it in.

L1 Gmd

“CGad!” said Sir Cilberk d
gad! Cut that string for me, Cedric.

Hilton of the Fifth, rather interested,
ecame over from the window. He took
out o little pearl-handled penknife, and
cut the string.

The bundle was opened,

All eyes turned very keenly on the
contents, as they were unrolled. A suit
of clothes came to light; a new, ready-
rmade suit, that evidently hed not been
worn before. There was a soft hat, and
a cap; s pair of boots, and a pair of
gocks, a couple of collars, and a neck-
tie. and several more such articles. It
was, in fact, a complote new outfit of
clothes, obviously recently purchased at
& shop, or various shops—fior every-
thing was guite new. .

“Well, my hat!” said Hilton.

Tue Macrer Lirary.—No. 1,402,
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“Not much doubt obout it now," said
Harry.
“The doubtfulness is not terrific.”

“By gad " zaid Sir Gilbert, staring at
the articles turned out of the bundle.
“It's elear enough ! That outfit was put
in the summer-house to be picked up by
the man fremn Dlackmoor, e has o
friend in this quarter—that’s why he
came in this direction when ho got
awny.™

* Looks like it, by Jove!” said Price.

“ No doubt about it!"” said Hilton. 1t
cen't be anybody connected with the
household, father,™

“Eh! What? No! Of rourse not,”
snid Bir Gilbert. “Bomebody in ths
viginity. Impudence to use o place in
m% grounds for a rendezvous!  The

ice must know of this, and at onee,

I get Inspector Trovelly on  the
phone.” e erossed to the telephone
cabinet in the hall. i

Walsingham entered by the service
dogrway. Plump and portly man as he
wae, he had a soft and almost silent
tread,

Bob Cherry called to him,

“Look at this little lot, Walsing-
ham 1

WnIsmf;hnm was already taking in
the articles that luy on the table with
the tail of his eye. He faced round as
Bob called, and looked at them,

“¥You'd have found these, if you'd
gneg  into the summer-house!  said

ob. with a laugh.

“In the summer-honse, sir?' said
Walsingham.
“¥es, where you had your walk. We

found them in a bundle on tho seat.”

“Dear me! Did you really, sir?”
asked Walsingham, “What a very
extraordinary thing! To whom can
they belongi”

"I dare say the police would like to
know that!™ chuckled Bob. *“DBut
there’s no doubt to whom they wern

oing to belong! They must have been
eft there for the jolly old convict to
pick up.”

Walsingham started,

“Impossible, sir!”?

“Rot!"” said Hilton. "“Jt’s as clear as
daylight, Walsingham! What else can
an ountfit of clothes have been put in
that lonely place fort”

“But nothing has been seen of the
man, Master Cedric——"

“Bomething will be seen of him, I
faney " remarked Priea. * The polico
ara sure to watch the place, and nab
him when he comes to pick up that
bundle.”

“Yes, rather!” agreed Boh.

“And they'll get the fellow who
%ﬂ'l_lgh& those clothes for him, too,® said

rica,

Walsingham looked at him,

Do you really think so, sir®™ he
asled.

e
YOUR ATTENTION, PLEASE!

Are you asking your parents for Meeeano
this Cliristmas, boys? Eaeh part is beauti-
fully finished and a real engineering part fn
miniature; you can build models of almost
every emgine, machine or mechanlsm—in
fact, there's no limit to this wonderful
hobby. This year Meceane makes its
appearance in & striking colour scheme of
blue and gold, and what's more, a number
of new ond epeclally designed parta have
teen added. Another important thing—you
£an now get & Meccaomo Electrie Lighting
Set by which you can illuminate your models.
Mers are two fine books you can get: 1. The
New Meccano Book (24 pages) deseribing all
the Meccang Preducts; 2. The Horaby
Book of Trains (64 payres) dealing with tha
story of railways and Tgi\ring details and
Hricca of all Hornby Train Scts, Rollin

tock, ete. No. 1 costs 3id. In stamps an
No. & {1d. in stamps from Meceans Linited,
Dept. &5, Binng Road, Liverpool, 18,

The Maanet

“Ten to one!™ said Frice. “Yon

can sce ihat they're all new—ihey must
have been bought lately, specially to be
left for the eonvick. Ten te one the
police will bo able to trace the shep
where they were bought.™

“Let's zee if the name's on them!™
said Bab,

The juniors examined the clothes,
But the tabs bearing the name of the
makers had been cut off, and even on
the collars the inscription had been
renderved indeecipherable by blotehes of
inarking-ink. ividently the unknown
friend of the conviet had done his best
to destroy all traces,

“Dished 1”7 zaid Nugent.

*“Oh, the police will nose it out,” said
Price.  “Most likely the things were
bought in Okeham; it's the only town
near here, and if they take them round
to all the shops, they'!ll seon find out
where they came from, and get a de-
seription of the man who bought them.”

* Yes—I should say it was all T.D.
with that sportsman ! remarked Hiltcn.

Sir Gilbert came back from the tele-

phone.
“Oh, you're -here, Walsingham!” he
said. “Take away that bundle, will

you, and lock it up in a safe place. Im-
spector Trevelly will be here very
shortly, and the things are to be kept
safely till he comes.”

"Yery good, sic ! snid Walsinzham.

He rolled up the articles in the brown-
paper, and disappeared with the bundla
through tha service door.

The gong sounded for lunch a few
minutes later.

At lunch Walsingham did not, as
ustal, wait at table, hiz place being
taken by a footman. The strange dis-
covery in the summer-house was the
chief topic over lunch.

By the time the mez] was over Wal-
singham appeared, to announce that In-
spector  Trevelly from Okeham, was
walting in the hall to speak to Sir
Gulbert.

“You boys had better come with e,
ag yvou found the bundle!™ said the
baronet, and the Remove fellows fol-
lowed him,

Billy Bunter blinked after them, but
did not follow. Bunter had had onl
one lunch so far, so he was not finishe
'jret. Hilton and Price, however, fol-
owed on, curious to hear more of the
stranga affair,

Inspector Thevelly, a stocky, thick-
seb man, with very keen eyes in & dark
face, was evidently keen on the dis
covery that had been made, He listened
to what Bir Gilbert had to say, ond
turned to the juniors. Ho snapped
questions at them, in s few mingtes
deawing from them all they knew,

“How did you chance to visit the

smnmer-house?™’ he said. "1 under-
stand that tho spot is very lonely and
ununviting, at this time of the year.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Wa ;I)sickcd up some footprints,” he
said. “DBut it turned out that they were
enly Walsinghoam's.”

*I had gone for a walk in that direc-
tion, sir,” soid the butler. I met these

mei entlemen on the path*
“Oh 1™ said Mr. Trevelly, disap-
pointed.  “ WNe other footprints ¥

“ Wone that we saw,” answered Bob.

“I saw none, sir,” szid Walsingham.
“Only thoze made iJj" tha young gentle-
men and myself.”

" Someone must have been to the
summer-house, to leave the bundle
there,” jerked Mr. Trevelly.

“Tha snow had only ceased to fall &
very short time before, sir,” said Wal-
singham, *“No doubt it covered up the
footprints.” :

“No doubt,” grunted the inspector.

“Let me sez the things that were found.
Where are they 7

“I placed them in
charge,™ sard Sir Gilbert,
at once, Walsingham.”

Walsingham's
" Bring the

"Wery good, sirl?
The tler went out by the servies
door. Bir Gilbert looked ot the stocky

mspector, who stood with » grimly
thoughtful expression on his face.

“There can be no doubt, inspector,
that the articles were placed there for
the conviet to find ¥ he asked.

“ Bearcely, Bir Gilbert. Someone has
already been in touch with the man, and
mada this arrangement with him. Wae
knew that he must have been supplied
with food er he muvst have given hin-
self up before this. He has a friend in
the locality, and I have no doubt thas
I shall now be oble to trace that friend,
and, through him, Richard Pike.”

"'ﬂ‘.;clmrd Pike 2 repeated Price of
the Fifth. He gave a start as ho heard
the pama. “Is that the name of the
convict 1

Insﬁnecmr Trevelly turned on him
sharp ]:1;

*That is his name—No. 33 at Black-
moor ' ha rapped. “Ia the name
farmuliar to yvou, sivi™

“Oh, no; I've never heard of him,”
answered IPrice. He turned away gs
he spoke, his eves on the doorway by
which Walsingham was to return.

There was a peculiar glimmer in his
eyes. Ha had not forgotten that
strange cpisoce when the butler had
caught him in the oak gallery in con-
vict garb, and addressed him by name.
Price had puzzled over that a good
many times. The came the butler had
uttered was '"“Richard.” Now Price
learned that the name of Convict No. 33
was Richard Pikel

The coincidence was, at least, a very
strange one. There were very strange
thoughts in Price's mind now. e
drow Cedrie Hilton to a window.

“Walsingham's gone for that bundle
of clobber, Cedric,” he murmured.

Hilton stored at him.

“Eh? Yes. What about ig?"”
asked.

“1 wonder if he'll turn up with it@"

“YWhy shouldn’t he§*

Price smiled. ) .

“Might have lost it, or somethin',”
he drawled,

“What vtter rot ! said Hilton,

“Well, here he comes—and he doesn’t
seean to have a bundie with him,” said
Price, with a grin.

Walsingham came back by the ser-
vieg dmrw?{g. His face was very grave,
and had a disturbed look. And he came
empty-handed.

“1 am sorry—" he faltered.

“What do you mean?” rapped In-
spector Trevelly., “Where are the

he

clothes 1%
“*They are gone, sir!”
“Gonei"”  ropealed the Oleham

inspector blankly. , ) )

“Walsingham I exclaimed Bir Gil-
bert, in amazement.

“1 am very sorry, sir! I had, of
course, mot the remotest idea that they
would not be safe in my room,” said
Walsinzham. I laid the bundla on
ihe ta.hie, by my window—="

“1 directed wvou to leck them up

safely, Walsingham,” said Bir Gilbert,
sha.rpf \ )
“1 regret very much, sir, that I

neglected to do so,” said Walsingham
humbly. “But [ presemed, of course,
that the bundle would be perfectly safe
in my room. I found the window open,
gir, and the bundle had disappeared.
Bome tramp—" "

“Toke me to your room, at oncel
rapped Inspector Trevelly.



“This way, sit I ;

The Okeham inspector followed Wal-
singham. Sir Gibert followed on,
Irowning. .

Bob Cherry gave s whistle.

“¥What a eell P he remarked. ]

Price smiled. Hilton loeked at him
very curisusly. Ilow Stephen Frice lad
gnessed that the butler would return
without the bundle was s mystery io
Lim. But Price did not explain. e
avoided the subject that afternoon, and
llilton soon dismissed it carelessly fromn
his mind. But Price of the Fifth did
not.

——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Rocket!

HE SAY, vou fellows ™
“&hut up, old fat man, and
liston 1
™ Oh, really, Cherry— "
* Bhut up 1
Billy Bunter snorted.
Shutting up was not in his line.
The winter davkness lay thick on
Blackmaoaor. Light flakes of snow
whirled on the wind., Thera was a

warm glimmer ¢f light from the window
that looked en the terrace. But the
terrace itsclf was dusky, and beyond it
the night was blacl.

Bitter as the weather was, there wera
aquite a number of persons outside the
lrouse that evening. All of them turned
their glanees continually in the dirce-
tion of the distant suminer-house in the
larch plantation.

Sir Gilbort, a massive figure in a fur
coat, paced to and fro, the red end of
liis cigne glewning through the gloom.
Iilton arxﬁI Price walked together. The
Tamous Five wero in & group.

Ther were rather surprised when Billy
DBunter rolled out and joined thom.

It was not like the fat Owl to face the
hitter wind and. the frosty air when
there was o fire available to frowst over.

But here bhe was, with Wharton's
wermest overcoat on, and Dob Cherry's
ihickest scarf wound round his fat
neck, and Nugent's woolly gloves on his
podgy hands, and Johnny Bull’s woollen
pullover keeping him nice and warm
under  Wharton's  evercoat,  Billy
Dunter had been very keen on the
Famous Five snending Christmas at
Hilton Hall Wit!{‘l) himm. He had many
rensons, INow he was wearing some of
the reasona. ,

The juniors watched and listened,

Evervbody know that the pelice and
warders were watching in the larch
plantation. .

Tlat the bundle of clothing had been

laced there for the hunted convict

ardly admitted of doubt. It seomed
fairly certain that he would come there
for it under cover of darkness.

There woere more than a dozen men
on the watch in the darkness among the
frozen trees. T Conviet No. 33 camo ho
goukd hordly get away again,

That he would come nobody doubted,
DBut whether he would come early or
late it was impossible to guess. Acmed
men were watching and waiting, and
at ony moment a shot micht Le heard
ta ring out.

“They'l get him[* Bob Cherry de-
clared. “He can’t have had a tip te
keep clear from the pal who left the
clobber for him, for that johnny can't
Lnow that the clobber's gone. e hasn't
been back to the smmmoer-hovse, or the
bobbie: would have patled him.™

" TUnless it's somebody in thizs honse-
Lald 1" murinered dolinny Boll.

“Mr dear chiap, that's nnpossiils 1"

“Well, theve are no end of people
anbout the place” said Johnny, “and
most of thoe servants must know abont

every Saturday

the clobber being found, and the bundle
being  pinched  from  Walsinglam’s
room.” .

“Oh, rot!” said Bob uneasily.

“The fact is, it looks a little Lit like
it,”” sald Johnny, in his slow, arga-
mentative way. *What did the convict
show up here at all for, unless there's
somebody about the place he wanted to
get in touch with.”

* Bow-wow 1" gaid Bohb.

“ Fathead I said Johnoy.

And thoe chums of the Remove stood
silent again, listening for a sound
through the wintry night, and peering
into the dente December darkness.

“I zay, vou fcllows1” Billy Bunter re-
started. “I say, do listen to a chap!
It's rather important! I'ifty pounds i3
a lot of money [ >

That remark drew the attention of the
Famous IMive. They stared at the fot
Owl of the Remaove.

“Fifty povnds 1™ repeated Wharton,

¥ Yes, old ¢chap. It's a lot of money !

FRRETREI AR AR L CARRE HL B SR LO T R R R R

GOING—GOING—

The Hundred Prizes in Quor
Simple Competition!

There are ouly twenty-eight prizes left to
be won In our competition on - Why I Lika
Tha GEM.*' If you wish to qualiiy for ona
of these grand grim:a. send i your ellort
right away. Just state briclly on o past-
card wky you like The GEM, and post it to:

MAGNET 100 Drizes Compctition,

6, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4. (Comp.).

Hers are tha names and addresses
readers who have won prises this week:
T. B. SILLITOE, 7, Cleveland Straet,

Ruahon, Morth Wales,—Penknifa,

M. SMITH, Church Cottage, Monk Hesleden,
West Harilepoo), Go. Durham.—Pogket
Wallct.

. WILLS, 29, Dyers Lane, Ormskirk, Lancs,

- Fountain Pen.

SPENGE, 12, Park Road, Park Estats,

Shiremgor, MNorthumberiand.—FPenknife.

J. CRESWELL, 176, Egstow, Glay Gross,
Chesterfield.—BookK.

Miszs I. HAYES, 21,
O'Connell  Avenue,
Casa.

(Tha maxt isswe of the GEM will be on sale
Monday, December 24th—Price 2d.)
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Asgol  Terrace,
Limerick.—Vanity
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said Bunter. ™ Not so muech to me as
to you fellows, perhaps—*
*¥ou silly assl”

“Beast] Wo can do with it1" said
Bunter. “My idea is that I cught to
take half. cu fellows can whack out

the other half, That will be a fver cach.
After all, you'd never have been hera
but for me.”

“What is tho blithering ass blether-

ing about?” asked Bob Cherry, in
wonder. “ Anvbody koow "
% Oh, really, Cherry—0"
“The blithering bletherfulness ia

tercific I

“Oh, really, Inky—="

“Well, what do you meon, vou fatb
duffer=—if rou mean anything #°  de-
mianded Ilarry Wharton.

1 mean the reward—"

“What rewoard?"

“{th, yvou fellows mever hear of anv-
thing ¥ said Bunter peevishly.
“Thera's bills =tuck wup ouisido the
police stakion st Okelsny, and in o dozen
plaees, abouz tho veward offered fur tlo
convict, There's a vewvard of fifty ponnds
for enybody giving informaticn lead-
mg to lis aveezp™

“Teil, what about

on IR
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Bunler jericed o fat hand tawards tho
distant dark wood.
*They'ro watching for him there,” he
said. “If they get him, it will b
through vou fellows. You gave the in-
formation, g0 you will ba aﬁla to claim
the reward.”
my hat!” ejaculated Dub

“Mean to say you hadn't thought of
that?” demanded Bunter. ©

- Not a svllable 1

‘Well, you always were a silly ass,
old chap | Think of it now-I've puinted
I out to youl” ssid the fat junior.

What I want to koow is, where do I
cixme 1"

., You don't come in at all 1"

Oh, really, you beast £

“1 don’t think wo should bLe entitled
to thae reward, Bunter,” said Harvy

utetly, “and I'm quite certain that we
shouldr’t claim it, Now shut up |

“You silly ass1” hooted Bunter. “If
they get Lim through you fellows givi
thern the tip, of course you're entitle
to the reward. And I want to know
whote I come in. As I pot you asked
here for Christmas, I think I ought to
Lave half—"

“Cheose it 1™

“Well, lock here, if you're gsing to
ba meap-—"

“Ring off 1"

“If you're going to be mean we'll
whack it out even,” said Bumter, *1I
can do with six or seven pounds, I
hn?{}c’ﬂ to be short of monay.”

“ What an unusual happening I

:'Ifa, ha, ha "

"Blessed if T see anything to cacklo
at [ The fact is, coming on here straight
from school, I've missed some postal
orders I was expectingl You fellows
liave hardly lent me anything since
we've been here, ond I oean jolly well
teil you that I expeefed to be treated a
it more decently when I got vou asked
%ﬂ !a{magniﬁccnt place like this for the
1ols 1

*You howling ass! You had nothing
to do with Iilton asking us here " said
Harry. “Ho wrote to me, asking the
lot of us—"

“Me, he, el
. “What are you cackling at,
tnase I
LU Well, T can jolly well tell you that
it was out of friendship for me that
Hilten asked I2';!1.1]“' said Dunfer, “I
told him I'd like you to comac—that was
frow it wasz ¥
“What utter rot[”

“The rotfulness is terrific 1"
“Bhut up, you gassing fathead 1

“Look here, I don't want any cheok
from youw fellows 1 hooted Bunter. “I
can jolly well tell you that you'd get
the cold shoulder here if I chese! I
can tell you it all depends on me! And

can jolly well say—— Yarooooh]
Deast! Leggo my neck [”

Bump |

Bunter sat down on the frosty terrace.

“Now shut up {” said Bob.

“Owl Beast] Wowl”

The Famous Five moved farther off,
leaving Billy Bunter sitting and gasping
for breath., Dore than onee already
Bunter had given mysterious hints that
ke had had a hand in Hilton scnding
iem  that invitation for Christmas.
They did net believe a word of it, bue
it gave thom an uncomfortabla feoling.

Clertainly, had they known how
Dunter had ®wangled * that visit to
Liilton Ilall for the festive spason they
would never have been found within o
good many miles of Blackmaoor,

The Owl of the LRemove picked Lini-
self up and rolled aftor them. Elis fat
faco waz red with wrath.
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"Look here, you beasts ™ he gasped.

“Go and eat coke :

“I ean_jolly well tell you this—I'm
coming in _on that reward!” hissced
Bunter. “If they get him tenight
yau'll get the rewerd, and I'm going
to have my whack—-"

“¥ou are!” said Bob Cherry, and he
handed gne out on the spot—though it
was not the sort of “whack ® that
Biinter meant.

“Whooop 1

Bunter sat down again,

“Hallo, hallo, hallol
sheuted Bob suddenly.

His eyes caught sparks glittering in
the darkness.

“What the thamp—"

Bang 1 Whizzz | Squissssassh !

A trail of brilliant sparks shot in an
aro through the blackoess of ithe sk,

“A rocket ! exglaimed Whartow,

“What the dickens—"

“A rockot ! came Sir Gilbert Hilton's
deep boom., “A rocket—from some-
where in the grounds! Who can have
fired 617

“I wonder I murmured Price, with a
grin.

“What =illy asa iz letting off five-
works here?™ exclaimed Iilton. " One
of the fags—->

“Not guilty, my lord I* c¢huckled Dob
Cherry.

“Then who— What——"

“It's o signal V" anid Price of the
Tifth coolly. “And the sportsmen who
are watching that summer-houze can go
on watching, but they won't cateh any-
Lody tiow.

The sparks died away, leaving the sky
blacker than before.

Was 14 a signal from the conviet’s
nvkaown  friend warnin him of
danger? Frice of the Fifth was surae
of it, though he did net tell the other
fellows his reasons. Somo unseen, un-
known hand had sent that rocket scar-
ing skyward, from some dark spot in
tho extensive grounds of Hilton Hall.

Whether it was, or waa not, & signal
to the hunted man lur‘a:ing in the dark-
-ness of the moor, the warders who were
watching the sumimer-house under tho
lurches watched in vain.

Thers was no news by the time the
Cireyfrinrs fellows  went  to bed,
Through the dark, bitter night the
watch went on; but it was in vamn; and
nothing was seeir of Conviet Na. 33 when
the grey dawn of Christmas giimmered
tn the sky.

Whiabe——™"

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Man Hunt on the Moor!

DEEP, musical note eama faintly
across the moor, It echoed eorily
smonz the Jealless trees,

At the bright and cheery break-

fast table ot Hilten Hall there was a

general start. The sound floated faintly
in, and faint as it was from the distance,

all knew it

“ Bloodhounds 1™ breathed Lab
Cherry.

Out on the wild moor, in the falling
flakez, the hunt for the man from
Blackinonr waz poing on on Christmas
maorning.  And that ringing note from
the frosty spaces told that a bleadhound
was on tho trail.

Siv Gilbert Hilton rose and stepped

to & window. Ewveryone listened—
cxeept  Billy  Bunter, Bunter was

doeveting himzelf to kidneys and bacon—
a matter that required and received his
whale attention. ) i
“By gadl They'ro after him with
blogdhonnds ! murmured Cedrie Hilton,
“"Toor beggar!™
Price of the I'ifth glanced at Wal-
Tiue dMaewer Liepany.—No. 1,502
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stngham, The butler was standing
iuite still, a dish in his ElIump hands.
He scemed to be petrified by that sound
from the moor.

“They'll get him new, if they've &
scend to follow 1™ said Dol Cherry.

"I don't know; it wién't be easy to
E»J_L‘Ti up zeent in the snow '™ said Harry
Wharton.

“They never got him last night 1 re-
marked Nugenit. “Ha couldn’t have

ne to the summer-house for that
undle of clothes, after all”

"1 suppose that rocket was a warning
to him,™

“Hut who the dickens—"

“Goodness knows i

The Greyiriars fellows did not linger
over breakfust. They were keen to sen
something of the man-hunt that was
gl on. o tha wilds of Blackmoeor,
Billy Bunter preferred 1he warm
indoors, and Hilton and Price strolled
away to the billisrdsvoomu; but Bis
Gilbert tramped out in the snow, and
the Famous Five went with him,

As they wont down the oak avenus
the bay of the bloadhound was heard
again, }:5‘0:':1 the distance.

Glancing  back, Harry Wharton
noticed the portly form of Walsingham
on the terrvace, following them with his
eyes.  Buf the butler’s duties kept him
to the house.

Far away on the moor was a bunch of
davk figures agninst the whita of the
snow, Sir Gilbert and the juniors
tramped over and joined thom.

The bloodhound, o huge animal, was
held in leash by Inspector Trevelly, A
constable was with ki, and fwo
warders from the prizon, and a keeper
in_8ir Gilbert's service.

The warders had rifles under their
arms.  The hound was snufling at a
track in the snow. Blowly, as if In
doubt, 1t pulled on the leash, leading
the way, and the party followed.

“On the track, do vou think, Tre-
velly 1% asked Sir Gilbert.

“I hope so, sir1” answered the Oke-
han inspector briefly.

" ¥ou saw nothing of him last night 7"

# Mothing.”

“You noticed the rocket?”

“1 did,” said Mr. Trevelly grimly,
“It came from a spot very near your
house, Sir Gilbert.”

“¥ou think it was a signal ¥

“1 am sure of it

The hound gave a sudden pull, and
staried at a preater speed, ?ns cctor
Trevelly said no more, but fellowed
the hound, gripping the leash. DBrehind
him fellowed the others,

The_ way led across Blackmoor, and
the high reofs of Hillon Hall dipped
and disappeared in the wintry mists,
Snowllakes were falling lizhtly, whirl-
ing on the bitter wind,

The juniors turned up their coab
collars, and drew their scarves closec.
The cold on Blackmeor was almost
Arctie,

“By gum I murmured Bob Cherrw
“The man must be potty to keep to tho
open  in  thiz  weather.,  Blackmoor
Prison must be better than this.™

“Tha bettcrivlness must ba ferrific ™
satd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a
ghivor,

“He hopes to get away, of conrse,”
said MMarry. *“And he mav, if his pal
eann get him a change of clothes, =so
that ha ean run for it. But he's risk.
ing his life in the cold and snow, And
for hisz own sake, I hope they'll got
him. ™

“Yes. rather ™ 3

The dog was leping on steadily, It
was clear ihat, in spite of the snow on
the grownd, it had picked up 8 good
scelt,

Whether the econvict had left fool-
prints there could not be lold, as the
fresi-fallen fakes earpeted the groond.
But unless the hound was mistaken, it
was cleay that he had passed that way.

The juniors cowld pieture hkim, in the
darkness of the night, stealing towards
Hilten Hall, to pick up the bundle that
had been leit for him at the summer-
house; and then, warned by the roclet,
flecing away inlo the December night
LRI,

Somewhers on the wild, =snowy moor
he was lurking, wailing for another
chance of help {from his mysterious
confederate. Dut if the hound was on
the right track, it did not scem likely
that that confederate, wheever he was,
would ever be of help to him ogain,

“Poor beggar ™ mullered Bob., " He
must be starving !”

“HMardly,” said Jolnny Dull

"Why not? ashed 13ob,

“There wern clothes in that hundle—
.7 said Johnny, shaking lis
“His pal must have supplied
him with foed already, or there’d have
been some puat i the bondle for him.”

‘:’U]:.’" said Bob. “I suppose that’s
0.
“Yes, that's likely enoungh,” assented
Harvy. **It looks as if the conviet got
in touch with the man, wheoever he s,
and they arranged for the clothes Lo ke
bought and placed in the summer-
house. When they met he would supply
him with food.” ) )

“He would have given himself up
before now if he'd had nothing to eat,’
remarked Nuogent.

“Halio, hallo, hallo! They've found
gomething I 5

Thae hound had come to a stop In a
hollow ender the $]l~’.‘1[‘ﬂl‘ of a hlg.'r'l tor.
He was snuffing and zcratching at the
STIOW, . .

At a sign from the inspecter his fol-
lowers eleared the smow away, Signs
of a cump were soon revealed.

An empty beef tin lay there, and
several other (races of s meal. It
looked as if tho hunted man_ had
camped there for a time, the high tor
gholtering him fram the wind.

Inspector Trevelly examined the spot
with keen eves.  The man had beea
there~—that was certaurn

The hound was evidently en  the
right track. The parly staried ones
more, the bloodhound straining at the
leash,

The juniors scanned the meoor with
cager eves. The winter mist was thick
at a litile distanee, cutting off the view.
Tihte man might bave been w1ti:3r}
hundred yards, and yet unscen, They
wondercd whether he had sighted the
hunters, and fiad from them; bui if =o
the f{alling flakes had already hidden his
tracks, .

The hound pulled and pulled, and its
de¢ep bay rang thraugh the frosty
gilenee.,  With a thrll at their hearts
the juniors followed on. :

The way now led up the side of a
steep tor, that rese to a heigiht of three
or four hundred feet, rugged, and
banked with snow., The hound loped
on steadily, but several times tho men
following it slipped in the snow, and
gtumbled over. It was hard going.
The schoolboys were panting for breath
by the time the summit was reached.

In elear weather there would hava
been a view of Blackmeor for miles on
evory side. Now the winter mist hung
like a blanket, shutting it off.

“ Visibility not good,” murmured Doeb
Cherry,

“The scent’s holding,™ said Harry.

Across the ruggod summit of the tor
the hound loped on. The juniors wera
panting,  Sic Gilbert Hilton puffed and
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Bunter disentangled his faf limbs from the bedelothes, then grabbed up the Christmas pudding from the dish at the bed-

head. Plop! “ Urrrggh!l™
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blew., Al the man-hunters showed
signs of fatigue. Dut they lept grimly
on. They hod little doubb that they
were close behind the hunted man now.
Ho far, he had baflled pursuit; but now
that the bloodhound had been put on
the track, it looked as if his game was
up. DUnerring, unswerving, the hound
loped on. Bob Cherry utlered a sudden
cxelamation.

“Tonk

It was a footprint in the snow. DEvi-
denily it was vory recent, for the flakes
wore falling  fost, but had noet yed
hiuckden it

Inspector Trevelly's eves gleamed,
He rapped out a word, and the con-
stable loosened his truncheon. and the
warders slipped the rifles from_under
their anns into their hands It was
elear to all that ther were eclose now
on  Richard DPike, Convict Neo. &5
Trevelly slancad rownd ot the juniors.

“You bovs had betler kesp back!™
he jerked.

“¥es—ves; keep back oul el dabger,
iy lads ™ said Sir Gillwgt

It was not for the juniors fo armue,
ga they deopped to the rear. But they
followed on, with keen eyes and beat-
iy hearts,

Hall-way down the slope from the
gummit of the tor to the level of the
snow-covered moor below, a deep chasm
split the carth, It cut across the hill-
side, barring the way. Iis depth could
nok be seen, but it was wide, the cdges
erumbling with snow. I the hunted
man was slill on the near side of, it, he
wag cornered,  And there was little
dould that he waz

his face.

"Ther've gob  him,” murmured
ﬂugunt. .
There ¢ame a sharp, yvelling bayx from

the hound, and it leaped at the leash,
almost dreagging itself locse. Irom a
hollow of the snow n Ggore leaped up,
and ran. There was a shout from the
whole party., It was a wild figure in
convict garl, with a blanket wrapped
rouni it
“The ennvict ™ panted Wharton.
“Stop !” roared Inspector Trevelly.
The man did not sfep, and did net
look round. He bounded away down
the steep slope, dircctly towards the
chasm that barged the war., The
Llanket dropped from him as he can.
Cracli !
One of
head.

The report of

the warders fOred over his

the rifle swole o
thousand echoes, rolling  through the
mists. The conviet ran an.

“The madman!” panted Bir Gilbert.
FIle will be killed! Stop ! he roared
to the flecing man. “Stop [

The caonvict raced an.

Crack! rang a rifle again, the bullet
whizzing Dbarely two inches over the
conviet cap. PBut the warning was
unheeded.

The flecing man had almost reached
the gzp. The manhunters come to &
broathless stop. Surely e must have
sean that deadly obstacle in his path;
surely he would halt in time. 'Lhe
juntiors folt their heares leap to their
monihy s they  watched him, spell-
boumnd.

Hea did not sfop. T3k e had seon
the cift in the rngired side of the tog,

Piice gave a muffled gurgle, and staggered back, with the pudding squashing over

As he reached it he rose in & wild and
ilegparate bound.

“h 1 gazped Bol.

They watched, fascinated. TFor a
second that seemed an age the leaping
figure of the eonvict was in the air,
over the ya.wnin% gulf below. Then ho
crashed on the farther side.

But he had not quite made the jump.
It was his chest that crashed on the
snowy edge of the chasm, and he was
soen to clutch and grasp at the cvumb-
ling enow with frantic hands.

ong, long seconds passed as they
watched, unable to help, unable to
approach the desperate man, whose life
hung in the balance. They panted with
relief as they saw him drag himself
to safoty. Ile plunged Leadlong into
the snow on the farther side of the rift,
snd lay thore, gasping and paniing.

But only fur & few moments; then he
serambled up again, and looked back.
On tho edge of the chasm the blood-
liounrd halted, baying fereely. DBut the
hound could not leap the space, much
loss the men. Only utter desperation
had enabled thsa hunted man to make
the jump, and he had barcly escaped
with his life,

Ha glared back noross the chasn,
shiool Lis clenched fist. and darted away
throngh the falling flakes

“Ehoot 1 voared Inspector Trevelly.
“Bhoot I™

Crack, erack! the rifles roared.

Tiuk in a fow moments the snow and
the miste had swallowed {he hunted man
frgm siehit, The rift had to be followed

(Continued on quge 16.)
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HUNTED DOWN!

(Continued from page 13.)

& quarter of a mile befores a orossing
was practicuble. By that time thers
was little hope of getting the lmnted
man. Onee mora Convict No, 33, of
Blackmoor, had escaped,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Pudding for Price!

ILLY BUNTER awoke.
It was Christroas night,

Dilly Bunter had had s merry
Christmas. ke had expected the
good cheer at Iilton Ilell to be very
good. It had surpassed his expeeta-
tions. llo had dreamed of the turkey.
Minee pies and Christmas pudding had
mi.nglm? in his dreams—happy dreams |
Bunter, fortunately, had the digestion of
an ostrich, Otherwise, the good cheer
of Hilton Hall might hove coused
trouble, considering the vast quantities
of the same that Bunter had parked

within his capacious circumicrence.
Perhaps he was mot s]m'.plng‘l s0r
soundly es usual that night. FPosibly
the turkey and the Christmas pudding
were not on the best of terms with the
army of mince pies that had followed

them on the dowpward path.
He sat up in bed.

There was a red glow from the {ire,
swhich Bunter had banked up with logs
before turning in.

Onee  awake, Bunter's [ab
nafurally turned to food,

No ono who did not know Dunter,
would have gucssed that he had any
available space left. But 1Billy Buonter
knew that he might get hungry in the
right, and he hed taken poeccautions.
e had annexed a Chrisimas podding
to earry up to his room. Now i lay on
o Jish on the fable Lesids bes Ded.  IE
Bunter woke up hungry, there 16 was,
vedcdy for him.

tle had woke upl
not exactly huspry,  Seill, the though
of the pudding was atbractive.  Fle felt
that he could dispose of a pournl or Lwe
before snuggzling down Lo sleep again.

Ho was about to streteh oub a fat
hand towards the pudding wlen ho
stopped, and stared.

A dark shadow passed between lom
and the firelight,

Bunter felt s thrill of stariled alarm.

e was not alone in the room,

Tlc blinked.
~ The door was losked. With Price of
tha ifth in the House, Bunier was not
likely to neglect to lock his door befors
turning in. Price nad not ventured to
make any attempt to annex hia bed-
room kex apnin.

With the door safely locked on the
anside, Bunter had felb quite seecuare.
et there, standing between him and
the firelight, was the figure of Bicphen
Price, of the Greyiriars Fifth.

Unnter hacdly breathed.

Thiz tiue Price was nol got up in
fancy eostume. iz previons cxpleit,
o doubt, hod fod hime up with that
dovice,

Tuk Maoxer Laprany.—No. 1,402,

mind

Fovon Thanter was

The TMaanet

With the firelight gleaming on his
havd, sct face, he was vecomnisablo at a
planes. Bonter kuew him al once.

Elow Trrice had got there was o omys-
tery. Dut Bunter, 53 he blinked from
the dack shadows of the bed, discerned
that o wardrobo door swas wide open.
A he remembered that Price had gone
up to bed before the rosk

Ho understood | Price, when he went
up, had not gone to his own room. He
had gone to Bunter’s room and hidden
himself in that big wardecho.

There he had remained concealed,
while Dunter locked his door and
wont 1o bod !

It wasz quite a simple deviee—really,
Bunter might have looked for some-
thing of the kind, had he ever forosecn
anything. ke was well aware how keen
Price was Lo got hold of that dangerous
letter. Pat it was nob tho fat Owl's way
te foresce anviling.

“Oh lor’ 1" breathed Bunter.

Ils groped silently under the pillow
for his spectacle-onse, and jammed his
bip spectacles on his fob lit.t]ln nose, and
blinked at Price. It was an  aold-
fashioned bed with curtaing, and Bunter
was quite hidden from view, Neither
was 'rice looking towards him.

Ho was stopping 1o thoe chaic on which
Bunter had laid his clothes. Stooping
over the folded elothes, Price wonb
thraugh the pockets,

Bunter watched him.

He was not unsasy about Price find.
ing the letter in his pockets, The letler
wag pob there, That lotter was, tn point

of fact, hidden inside the lining of
Bunter's cap. And bis cap was under
his pillow.

There was o faint rustling as Priee
searched the pockets, i van,

Billy Burnder wabelwl Lim vl grow.
ing uneasiness.  Drice had romaed an
his placa of concaalment (0] T wis cors
toin DBunter was asleep. Now lie was
searching for the letler., What was he
going to do when he failed to And t?

Hisz =gtealilyy ecantion showed that e
did not want aoother alarm in the
night. Dowter thought of piving 2 yel
b awnken (ho juniors in the adioining
ronrtrrs. Mhand, wo donlE,  wonh] send
Price on the rant Bt was he likely to

punch Boaler before he rant I was
only o likely!  Bunter rernained
silent, Llinking at the stealthy ead of
Pl WTh 10 snEnus bneasiness.

Fredee Hndsled with the elothics oi Jask.

e  stonid  for  some  molieotz in
thotighd, wid in the plow of the fealight
Bander comhd s the savame and bitter
expivazion of deappointicent on his
faanrel Faveere,

Priges shipped fovwnrds the hod, Az
on the previous ocession, be concliged
that Danter had taken the better 1 hed
with hiren fer b;tfu‘-!:r.

He dvew the bed-curtains further open
andd [a eves gleanesd ot Bueater,  Ho
gave o sudelen siard as b dicernad thak
the fab jeoice wes silvine up wide
avwalie widh los Lk le ronnd eves almost
bulging (hrough hiz big round spee-
tacles,

“Ow ! sgueaked Buntor. *Here, yon
keep off, you beast! I=—I'll yell and
wiko the house (™

Trice gritted his teeth,

e e suid, “and Ll smash you,
vou fab redier ! Give just one howl, and
T'll knock your nese through the back
of your head.”

HPReast 1" gasped DBunter.

rice’s narrow oyes ghttered at bim.

“Where's that letter ¥ he snapped,

“Wha-a-ab letter 'Y stuttered Bunter.

“Fon know what I mean ! The leiter
Walsingham wrote to 1lilton at CGirey-
friaes, and that you pinched, you young
sconndrel.  You know that that's what

!f’m_ here for, and I'm not going withous
it £

“T—I sav—"

“*Whero 13 i %"

“I—1 left it at Greviriars!” gasped
Bunter, “I mean, I left it at home!
That iz, T asked Wharlon to mind it for
ma! You—you'd belter go to Whar-
ton's voom, and—and ask him—-""

“Where's that lotter '

“Iob Cherry's got it! T—T askeid
him fo~~to take care of it for me. Ii—
if you go and see Bob—— Ow ! gasped
Bunter, as Price made a prab at lin.
“I—I =ay, you beast, LI'll wake the
onge——""

“{ive me that letter, or T'I1 fhrash
yon Lill you can’t squeak 7' said Price.
e low, concentrafed tones, that left nn
ﬂ'}.“lht that he meant cvery word that e
Fa1l,

“Oh erikey! I—I—— Teggol I-1
—I'll getb it " gus&md Bunter.
Price Iek go and stood watehing him

amd waitinr., Billy Bunier gasped wiil:
dismay., T'riea was in deadly caroes
and the fat Owl of the Bemove il ol
want to be thrashed till he eosald ot
equeak.,  Yery much indeed he Jdida't!
His eyes fell on the Christroas pradding
on the dish at the Lod-head.

iz eyes gleamed beliind Lis spee-
toaelos,

et it '™ he gasped.

“Bharp "' sin Pl l’l‘i-ﬁa. P

Billy Buntor shifted nearer to the bed.
side table. ITis fat breain did not usaally
work swiftly. But it was working o
*‘1?“!’!& pressure now.  Buuter had an
1o

1l Jdisentangled his fat limbs from
the bedelothes, ready to jump, Then
he reached out to the pudd]ing,

Mo prabbed up the puddipg, whele, in
Lol fut Liands.

" What—" beogan Price.

{J]n (l!id not finish the question,

ap !

Price gave a muflled gurgle, and stap-
gered back with the Christinas pudding
soppashing over his facs, Ile sat down
o the fleor with a bump,

Bunter made a frantic bound from the
bed. The bedside table went over, and
the dish cracked on the floor. With o
honrd Punter reached the door, turned
bacl: the key, tore the door open, and
boanded out.

“T =ay, vou fellows " he wvelled.

“Urrrggh ! came in 8 gurgle from
Price of the Fifth, as he grabbed at
seuashed pudding on his face.

illy Bunler ruzhed into the nearest
roons. Llarey Wharton was suddenlis
wwalened by a fat hand clawing at Lis
Tealires,

e | Eelp 1™ gasped
“hak Least Price——""

Wiareten Lilmdoed at 1ygm,

“That gitly owl lavking again—""

“w ! Yesi He's in my room—I
sav——""

Wharten dicd not wait for Bunter to
gay any more. I Price of the Fifth was
prectical-joking in the middle of the
night again, Price wanted a lesson on
the subject of noeturnal practical
joking I And Harry Wharion, jumnpiinge
vut of bed, grasped his pillow  and
rushed along 1o Bunter’s room, to give
T'rice of the Fifth the lezszon he needed.

_

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Diistake In the Dark!

RICE of the Fifth clawed wildly at
his sticky face.

Christmas pudding faken in-
ternally, was very agrecable—in
fact, grateful and comiorting. Talken

externally, *t was horrid.
The podding had jammed Lard on
Price’s shary foalures. Mozt of it liad

Bunter,



fallen fo the floor; but quite a los was
sticking to his eves, his nosa and the
rest of his face. He was masked with
pudding |

Mo gurgled and pasped and elawed,
But busy as he was with the pudding, he
realised that 1t was time to go. He
hicard Bunter yelling in the next room;
and he did not want tha Famouz Fiva
swarming over him. [la Etnﬁgc-.md to
the door, and, still clewing pudding from
his face, ran out.

Crash |

Bump !

It was dark in the passage, and he
did not even see a running figure in
pyjamas.

€very Saturday

Wharten erashed into him, and sent
him E}Eilming.

He bumped heavily on the floor.

“Owl!®  he  spluttered. *Wow!
Qoaogh I

Harry Wharton staggered back from
tha shock. e had havdly a glimpso of
Price in the darkness, ot he knew
whom it must be.  And in 2 moment his
]:-[Ilm}r was rising and falling,

Swipe, swipe, swipe! i

“Urrggh 1” gurgled Price, wildly, as
the énlluw smote. -Ile caught it with hisg
head, then with lis nese, then with his
"‘?ék-, Rial

Wipe, SWige

“Take that,

Whartor. “An

rou silly ass ! panted
that! And that! And
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that! Yeu heowling fathead, what do
you want to come shylarking i the
middle of the nieht for? Take thet [

Swipe, swipal

Price took them all—he could not help
it. Twice he almost ot on hiz fect, and
the swiping pillow knocked him down
again.

He roared and yelled.

Bwipe, swipa |

“Hallo, halle, halle ™ A shont cama
from Bob Cherry’s room. “What tleo
thump——"

“I say, vou fellows,
squeaked Billy Buonter,

“That nsz Price !

Tt was WNurent's voloe,

(Canfonued on next prgs)

it's DPrice "
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Farringdon Street, London, E,C.d,

FPast your Soccér queriss to @ Linesman,’’ ¢/o The MAGNET, Tha Fleetway House,
It's hisg job ongd pleasure to answer Hnotty

problems from readars.

FOUR MATCHES IN EIGHT DAYS!

1 OME of my friends tell me that a
professionnl footballer need not
%Iay for hig elub on Christmas
ay if he docea't wish to do so.
Is that true " That iz the giat of a
gueztion I have received from a Middles-
brouogh reader, and I ean’t do better than
answer it at this time of the year. Itisa
fact that in the agreement of every
profesgional footballer there is a olause
which permita him to cry off from tweo
!'::-nthnI}ing daya in every season if he
fecls eo dispesed, The games he can
roies, without penelty, are thosze on
Christmas Doy and Good Friday.

There are plenty of footballers whe
waould, of courss, like to have Christnass
Day off., But 1 don't know of one
modsm feotballer whe takes advantage of
this clause in his agreomeont. There ig
no deubt that even with the prefessional
footballer hia elub comes [irat.

I confoss that ¥ don't mmowe what
would kappen if the whole of the
players of o tean decided that they
zeonld not pluy on Chrisbmas Day.
i talhe it that the matef which el
heocn arrgnged for theme wondd be
off antormatically, becouse here is
anofher rale which stales that in
crery League match eaclh cheb musd
play s strongest nvailable side.

The faot that Christmes Day comea on
o Tucsduy this year makes this just a
little Lit botter for tho foolballer.  He has
two davs in which to throw off any ill-
effeets of the Ssturday pome, and then,
when he has played on Christmes Day
and Boxing Day, he has two more days
in which to recover for these games
before being called out agwin.

All the game, four games in efght days
—and that is the ordinary programme of
the League elubs—is ﬁ)l‘&ttj' atrornos,
and many & manager will be seratching his
head, before the end of the yeary as to how
to make up hiz side with it foothallers.

Tho Christmas pames are unasuat in ong
respack @ practieally all the biz eluby play
home ond sway engacements with the
eame opponents.  Some of them will have
to do o lot of travelling this weelk-end.
Arsenal, for instapee, pluy Treston North
End at Preston on Christmas Day, and

the return pome between these clubs
takes place in London on Boxing Day.
It i3 an even longer journcy from Torts-
meuth te Blackburn, but the ** Pompey "
players are thero on Christmas Day, and
they play the returm match against
Elackburn at Tertsmouth on Boxing Day.

It can he taken for granted that the
plavers of these fpams—and othora as
well—will do the journey topether after
the mateh, Lot us hope that the weather
will ba nice ; that the Christmns spirit
will prevail among the foothallers, even
though they won't ba ablo to_indulzo in
the pood things of the talde os tho
majority of us will do. Christmas
wdding and mince pies are & long way
rom being the ideal food {or foptballers.

CIRCUMSTANCES ARE DIFFERENT!

HRISTMAS-TIME also marlks the
balfavay housa of the facthall
geagon ;. when the toamma switch
over to the second holf of theire

programmes. Thoszs which have done
well up to now will expect to finish in the
pamea wvein, and the fateres of the fiesb
half of the sesson will male up Pheie
minds to turn over o new Ieafl.  Thesc
goosd resolutions sometimes have their
effect, too.

Before the start of the Clorisfines
frarmees  Tast segson, Chelsea seero
five points warse off thurn ang of
their vivals in the First Division,
ad it seenied mevifoble thed they
wonld eventually descend dnto the
Second IMvigsion. DBual they made
o remariiabie vecovery in the second
half of the scason—plaged nvore
Iiice champions than velegalion
candidates, and mnaneged fo cstape
the ** drop.'

Montion of the long journeys which the
foothallers have to do ilbs Christmas-time
reminds mo bo roply to a London reader
on @& poink which he connot vrderstond,
Ho gavs he hos notieed thet the nuthorities
refused  permission to the Dlymouth
Argyle elob to allow their playera le
travel to matches by aeroplanc, bub Lthat
noe ehjection to flving wos made whon
Arsenal travelled to Paris to play o
match there guite recently. My good

friend scems to szonsoe that there iz a
differcnes in treatment here.

Theeve i, on The fuce of if, buf in
yepiy o my corvvespowient I alzo
have to point ond thaf the clireuni-
stances are different. I tho Arscensk
officialy decide to play a nefch in
Paris Nt is thely affaiy, cbsohcly,
a6 far as English chubs are con-
cerned. It f Plpmowih drogyle
chavtered aeroploncs  for Hhicir
Feague nialches, and the acroplene
did nat arpive at the »ight thne,
another Leogue club weuld sujfer.

You see the differemee, don't you ? I
have no doubt that ono of thess daya
flying by football toama will he 1hoe zencral
thing, but that timo i3 not vet,

Tha playera of the various clubs will
bo anxigus to get through the Christmas

med withowt serious hurt, because the

ig Cup-tics will be coming alonz socom.
Indeed, the various clubs already kuow
who their opponents will be in the Thir
Round, which is the first ronund so far nu
the First and Second Division clubs are
concernod,

EARTERING OF GROUND RIGHTS !

ALKING abont Cop-ties reminds me
that I -have an Iaat  London
reader—H. Bigpz—whe cannos
understand why Ashford swera

refusod permission fo play Clapton Orient
on the Orient preund in the fvsk round
nf the Cup this ecasen, sccing  that
Arhiford and Orient bolh wanted the game
i.'.r L}D played on the ground of the latier
club,

As n mattar of faet, the A, never
agreo to a change of venue for a Cup-lie
unless they am absolutely convinced of
tho neccasity for tho ehonge boing made.
And they did not think it necessary in the
instance I have mentioned. In the old
days it was quite tho popular thing for a
big elub, drown fo play away fo a amaller
club, to pay a sum of money to thn
smaller club to change the venuo, but this
bartering of ground rights, as it was callted,
was stopped.

I romember onece Rlackpool
taking o gomlly sune of moncy to
plan o Cup-tic at Sheflield after Hee
e henl given the scasilers 1he
right to play gt home. The wlhole
teerld  loughed  when  Biookipool
went fo the Sheffield United gronad
g won hoere.

Another London reader #onds me an
International match query which ran be
pnswersd  bricfly. When an  English
layer eonnecled with an English club i3
chogen Lo 'EIIH._!.' for Englnm] he ecannot
voluso, providing hoe js it. A player with
an Boplish elub ean refuss to play fur
Seaitand, Ireland, or Wales, if chosen lo
represcot tho couniry of his hirlh.

“ LINESMAN."
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“This way!” shouted Wharton.
#Come and give him a few 17

“What-ho [ .

Stephen Dricé, dazed and dizay, and
panting, struggled somehow to hus feot.
Tha swiping pillow missed him as he

odged. e started at a desperate run
along the passame.

Frank Nugent switched on the passage
light, Price was seen to vanish round
the corner into the oalken gallery over
the hall.

“After him!™ shonted Bob,

“1 say, wvou follows,” give him jipl
Give lum foegl
squeaked Billy Bunter. T say—"

The juniors rushed down the passage.

All the Tamous Five wers up now.
It wazs cold, in pyjamas, with bare feet—
cold and chilly; but they did not stop to
think of that.

Why Price, & Fifth Form man and a
genior, was ass enough to go about sky-
larking after midnizht, they could not
guess, little dreaming of what had

rought him to Billy Bunter's room.
But thoy were all ready to impress upon
him that he had better chuck it, what-
ever his reason might be. Pillows in
hand, they rushed after Price.

There was thick darkness in the oak
gallerjr over the hall. Price naturally

id not stop to switch on a light as hae
ran.

Ha was enly anxious to escape: and
he hoped to gef back to his room with-
out the house being alarmed. He did
not want another seene such as had hap-
pened before.

Hs tore aleng the gallers.  The
juniars were all behind him, and had
not vet turned the earner, and it did not
ocenr to him for & moment that thera
was anybody ahead of him in the dark-
ness.

But there was1 He erashed suddenly,
headlong, ioto some unseen form, oand
there was a startled gasp.

The unscen form sprawled over, and
Price sprawled upon 1t.  He heord a
breathless panting underncath him.

Who it was ho did not know, and did
not stop to inguire. He leaped to his
feot, ran en, and dodged into the pass-
ago that led to his own roam.

As he went, he heard a sound of
senflling,  bumping, and exelaiming
voices behind.  Tvidently the juniors,
rushing after him  slong the dark
ﬁaﬂer}f, had stumbled over the man he

ad knocked down,

Price did not pause.

The delay gave him time to escape,
and he made the best use of it. Pos
gibly the man was some servant who had
been awakened—possibly Sir Gilbort
Hilton himself! Prieo neither knesw nop
cared. He darted into his reom, shut
the door, and locked it after him. Ilo
was safe now, whethor the pursuit was
continued or not.

As a2 matter of fact. it was not!
Harry Wharton, stumbling over tho
figuro sprawling in the dark gallery,
came down on it with a crash; and ho
had no doubt that it was Price !l

Unaware that anyone else was up at
that hour, it was rather a natural mis-
take in the darl, And the only sound
that came from the sprawling figure. as
he crashed on it, was a breathless,
anguished gurgle.

*CGurrrgggh 1

Wharten serambled up, planting his
Lknee on o face as he did so.  His pillow
was gtill in his hands,

Up it went—and down it camel

Bwipn !

“Urrrggh

Bwipe, swipe, swipnl

“Take that. you silly ass!”

“Wurrrrggh !”

Tae Macxer Lisrany.—No, 1,402

CGive him beanz[”

The Titagnet

# ot him " panted Bob Cherry, grop-
ing up in the dark. He could hear o
sound like the beating of carpot.

" Yes—here he is! ive him & fow "
panted Wharton.

" Wurrrrggh 1 . .

“ Lot's ﬁ::ut gt him[” exclaimed
Johnny Bull. .

“Give hitm beans, the silly ass 1™

“Owl Oooogh! Stop 117 came =
gasping voice. “Oh dear! Ow!” 'L'he
aprawling ﬁgum found its voice. “Ow|
Stopl Ohl

“That's not Price!” gasped Bob.

“Oh, my hat ™

“Who the thump——"

“What the dickens——" )

Wharton ccased to swipe with his

illow | Hea realised that it was nob

rice of the Fifth who was getling the
swipes.

There was a glgpum of light in the
dark . pallery. Frank Nugent had
brought a flash-lamp from lus reoom.

He flashed on the light. .

The juniorz stared at the sprawling
man a3 he was revealed to view,

“Walsingham I exclaimed Wharton
Llankly.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Clierry.
“The jolly old butler!”

“CGreat pip 1™

A USEFUL LEATHER
POCKET  WALLET

oes to 5. Meclntyre, of 152,

kedale Road, Plumstead, S.E.18,

for supplying the following Grey-
friars limerick :

Bility Bunter, whe that day had
capped ii,

Throw an [nkpot at Loder, who
stopned it.

Loder sat on the groond,
And lopksd dazedly round,
Bunter shouted: ' ¥Yah,
beast ! " and hopped it!

Note.—All  jokes and Grey-
friars limericks should he addressed
to " Jokes and Limericks " Editor,
cfo Macner, 5, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

Iy :

So

“Thea estcomed and venerable Wal-
singham ! ejaculated Hurreo Jamset
ERam Bingh, in amazement,

Walsingham sat up.

Ha was dizzy and breathless. Pro-
bably it was his frst experience of a
Eillm-.ring. It had knocked all the

reath out of the portly butler.

“Daocoogh ! he gasped. * Woooogh |
TUrrrrerggh 17

“Borry " gasped Wharton.
thought it was Price—"

“Urerregeh [ 2

“That =milly ass has been skylacking,
and we were after him 1” stammered the
captain of the Bemova. “I—I thought
I'd got him when I foll over you”

" Urrrggh 1™

Bob and Wharton lent the butler a
hand to rise. He staggered to his feat,
and leaned on the pglls!md oaken rail
of the gallery, panting for breath.

The juniors eved hi

#1—I

himn.

They were sorey for the mistake in the
dark and for the pillowing the butler
had received, which had been intended
for Price of the Fifth. But ther could
not help wondering what Walsingham
wasg doing vp at that hour.

The house was in darkness—everyhbod
was in bed, or supposed to ba in bed.
Walsinfham was fully dressed, and evi-
dently had not been to bed at all yet.

Price, so far ns they knew, had been
practical joking. But the paortly, staid

butler of Hilton Mall could hardly be
suspected of practical joking, Why he
was still out of bed, and geing about tlio
house in the dark was an ulter mystery.

Walsingham panted and panted.

After being barged over by Price, and
pillowed by IHarry Wharton, it was not
casy for the butler of Hilton Hull 1o
recover iis stately ealm,

“Awfully sorry, Walsingham " said

Harry. “1 couldn’t seo you, of course,
and that ass I’rice ran this way. Why
hadn't you a light 1™

aspoed,  “T—

T I—I—" Walsingham
I * He broke t‘.-fE " Ploase figy} ek
to bed, young gentlemen. Sir Cilbort
would be very displeased if he wero
wwakenod ngain by such a disturbance 1"

“Well, we shan't get Price now!”
said Bob. “Sorry, Walsingkam, bt
you should have had & light! Why ihe
dickens hadn't you

Walsingham did not answer that
question, ke was gasping for breath
and did not scem to hear it

“Well, goed-night, Walsingham !”
sard Harry.

“ Good-night,
aspod.

“Shall I switeh on the light for youl?
aikod Nupent.

*No—ma! Please po back to bed "

The Famous Vive returned to their
own guarters. Billy Bunter had already
pone back to bed, and a snove could be
heard behind a locked deoor.

“What the dickens was that butler
chap up to, rooting about the house in
the dark? asked Dob, as the juniors
reached their quarters,

“Goodness knows [

“It's queer!”

* The queerfulness is terrific I”

“Well, no bisney of curs, I suppose,”
said Bob, and the Co. agreed that it
was not, and went back 1o bed.

gir I Walsingham

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Boxing Night!

IGHTS wers gleaming from the
many windows of Hilton Iall,
casting ruddy light into (he wintry
darkness,

It was Boxing Night, and all was
me'{ri and bright. A wailing wind
shrieked over the old roofs and among
the chimney-pots and rattled the creak-
ing branches of leafless trees. Outsida
sll was wintry; but within was light
and merriment. DMotor-cars came con-
tinually up the dusky drive and landed
guests at the great door. Mingled with
the buzz of cheery voices came the
straing of tho band, already playing a
merry tune.

Sir Gilbert and Lady Hilton received
their guests, with smiling, hospitablo
frres. Walsingham and his myrmidons
were oll very busy, The great door
stood open. The night, though bitterly
cold, was fine and clear and frosty, and
a myriad stars spangled tho dark sky
over Blackmoor. Ilarry Wharton, aa
he looked out from the brightly lit hall
into the winter night, thought of tho
wretched man lurking on the moor with
& fecling of compession,

Nathing had been seen of the escaped
convict since he had leaped the chuasm
cn the rugged slope of the tor and
cscaped. The man-hunt was still going
ocn. but without success.

Wharton started a little as ho looked
out snd caught- sight of a figure in
uniform in the starry dusk of the
terrace. It was Inspector Trevelly.

There was a chuckle at his side, an:l
he glanced reund at Dob Chcrrg.

“That's the jolly eld bobby {romn
Okeham [ said Ilob. “Does he fancw
that Conviet Wo. 33 15 coming to thoe
dance i



Everything was at stake for the hunted convict, and he was on Price with the leap of a tiger.

Crash | His clenched

fist struck the disguised Fifth Former of Greyirfars on the temple. Only cne faint cry escaped the Greyiriars senmior,

a5 he fell., He was stunnad |
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Harry Wharton lavghed. )

“1 say, it will make him jump if he
looks in and sees Price of the Fifth!™
murmured Bab,

Wharton glanced across at Price, whoe
was standing talking to Hilton. Hillon
was looking very handsome in_ &
cavalier gostume; ‘}‘ncn, got up in his
convivt costume, looked anvthing bus
handsome.

But there was no doubt that it was
elfective, and 1t made rather 2 sensa-
tion. Frice rather liked getting the
spotlight, and he was getting it in his
convict outfit.

With his face skilfully touched up
with make-up, bushy eyebrows, and
stubbly echin complete he locked the
convict to the life. His own natural
appearance  ha guite disappearcd,
apart from the half-mask on his face.

“Silly ass to get himseli up in thst
costume |” remarked Bob.

“He's done 1t welll™ said Harry.

“Yes:; but it's a rotten ideal Still,
he's got everybody locking at him, and
I suppose that's what he wants ™

“I say, you fellows!”

“Ilalle, hallo, hallo!
Bunter ¥ grinned Bob,

All the Ca. wers in costume, and Billy
Bunter was got up fearfully and
wonderfully as a brigand. Hs had
fastened on & pair of immense and
fieree-looking mounstaches that eurled
up almost to his eves. DBub he seemed
to bo having trouble with thoso
moustaches. Bunter was going to danco
—he fancied himself in that lina. But
hi;elmart was in the supper-room. Ha

What are you,

had already dreepped into that departs
ment, and there were traces of mince
pies about his capacious mouth, Champ-
ing mince pies had loosened  his
maonstache, and it was coming off.

“Eh? I'm a brigand!” said Bunter,
blinking throdgh the eyeholes of his
mask, with a ile;:m of speclacles,
" Rather nobby, what??

“Oh, ripping1? said Harry, with a
smile.

“1 say, you fellows, got an S.IITI or
anything about you?' aske unter.
"E]hnse beastly moustaches are coming
o a

“There's a bottle of fixing gum in my
rogm i

“Go up and feteh it, old chap ¥

“ Bow-wow

“T'l fix it for you, falL;rV‘" said DBob.
“"T've pot a pin here—2

“Whao-at

* Bteady while I pin it on [*

Bunter made a backward jump.

“Beast 1™ he pasped. © Gerraway [

“"Ha, ha, ha ¥

Billy Bunter disappearcd. Apparently
he did not want that troublesome
moustache pinned on to his fat face !

Wharton looked out of the doorway
again. A stecky figure appeared for a
moment in  ths starlight, and dis-
appeared again. It was a warder from
Bluckmoor Prizon.

He wondered whether the conviet had
been seen near Hilton Hall. It seemed
toe him wunlikely that the man would
venture to approach the house whils it
was blazing with lights and crowded
with guests.  As he stood locking out
thera was o tap on his arm,

He glanced round at Cedric Hilton's
stniling faee,

“Come on!” eaid Hilton. “They'ra
dancin’, old bean! What's interestin’
you outside

“T just saw a warder——"

Hilton started.

. “A warder—here! Good gad, is that
jolly old conviet about?”

*Bhoulda't wonder 1" said Price, join.
ing him and staring out into the frost
night., “Chance for somebody to pic
up fifty pounds, Cedric.”

Hilton shrugged his shoulders dis-
dainfully.

“What raot he =aid. “I hape
nobody here's thinkin® of that”

"Why noti” answered DPrice coolly,
Rty p-:-un-;i:; is worth Dbaggin’, and
the man's a rotten character and ought
to be rounded up. I've becn askin’
questions about him, and I hear that
he's at Blackmoor—or was, rather—for
knockin' a man down and robbin’ him.
If T could get hold of him I shouldn’t
turn up my nese at the reward, I can
tell vou.”

Hilton's lip curled.

“Well, you'rs not Iikei;' fo have &
chance 1” he said curtly. “I can’t quite
see you handlin’ the man if you spotted
him, Pricey.”

Wharton smiled involuntarvily at that
remark. Price of the Fifth was aay-
thing but a hero, and certainly no one
who knew him would have expected him
to take nn aclive hand in dealing with
a dangefous character.

Price pave the junior an angry zcowl,

“ Plenty of men about to handle him

Tae Micxer LiBpasy,—MNa. 1,402
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if a fellow spotted him,” he said. ™1
could do with that fifty,™ -

“He's not likely to let you spot him!*
grunted Hilton. “ Forget it 1" 3

“You never know your luck!” said
'rice.

“(Oh, rot! Come along and hop [*

Price shook his_head.

" Later I" he said. _

Hilton shrugged his shoulders again
and walked away with Wharton.

The orchestra was discoursing sweel
melody now and tho dancing was going
on. The Co. were all going to trip the
light fantastie, too. Three of them were
good dancers; and Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull were willing, if not skilful !
There were a good many guests of their
own age, both boys and girls, and
paitners were 1ant|E’uL In a very shorct
time Harry Wharton & Co. forgot zall
about the warders outside in tha frost
and the man they were hunting.

But Price of the Fifth was not think-
inE‘, at present, of the dance.

e was thinking of Cenvict No. 33 and
of the fifty pounds reward offered for his
capture, or information leading thereto,
Price of the Fifth was hard up, and he
had left more debis unpaid st the end
of last term than he cared to think of.
Hilton had bhesn in the same difficulty
at the term’s cnd; but Christmas tips
from wealthy relatives had seen him
through. Priee had no wealthy relatives
to tip him, and the bare possibility of
bagging fifty pounds in a lump sum was
very attractive to his mind. And Price
had hiz own reasonz—good reasons—ifor
believing that he could, if ho liked, lay
his finger on the unknown confederate
who was helping, or trying to help, the
escaped man from Blackmoor. .

Whila the dance was going on merrily
Price slipped quietly away, and tapped
at the door of the butler's room. There
were mmany servants to be seen about,
but he noticed that Walsingham was no
longer visible.

I-ﬁa tapped softly at the door of
Walsingham’s room and opened it.

Hnad the butler boen there, he would
have inade some excuse or other. Dut
he did not expect the butler to be there,
and he was right.

The room was empty and unlighted.
But the window was wide open, and a
glimnser of frosty starh'%ht came in,

Softly Price of the Tifth stepped into
the room, crossed to the window, and
looked out. .

The window looked from the side of
the house on a dark terrace. Irice's
heart was beating rather fast as he
peered out into the December night.

From the distance came the strains of
musie, unheeded. Price had forgotten

both dance and dancers; forgotten that.

he was in costume; forgotten everything
but his certainty that he had the clue
to the escaped conviet fairly in his hand.
Where was Walzingham §

Walsinghan: bad fallen in a faint that

night when the hs.ggu.rd face of the
escaped convict had been seen pressed
to & window-pane of Hilton Ilail: 1lad

he recognised that face?

Price had not thought of it at the
time any more than anyvens else. But
the might the butler had encountered
him in his convict garb he had evi-
dently token him for the Blackmoor
man, and had addressed him  as
" Richard.”

Phat liad only puzzled him till he had
learned that the conviet’s name was
Richard Pike. After that he knew.

The disappearanee of the bundle of
clothes from Walsingham's keeping was
exactly what he had expected. He
knew—at  leaat o was sure—that
Walsingham had placed that bundle in
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the summer-house for the comvick to
find, It was the butler of Hilton Hall
who was the secrot helper of the
ezcaped man of Blackmoor.

Price had no doubt about it.

And now the peolice and tho prison
warders wers watching the building
while the Boxing Night festivities were
going on. That meant that they knew,
or suspected, that Conyict Neo. 35 was
somewhere near Hilton Hall. They had
seen him or picked up some trace of
him. And Wﬂ!singhsm_had gone ouf,
evidently by the open window from his

T0IT,

What did it mean?

Price could zee nothing con the terrace.
He stepped over the %ow sill of the
window, ;

Silently he moved along, wary and
watchful. There was & sudden step, and
a portly figura looked up in the gloom.

“You ara herel” came & gasping
voloo,

It was the butler.

The next moment he detected the half-
mask on Price’s face, and knew that it
was the Greyfriars Fifth Former in
costume.  Heo started back, biting his
lip hard. .

Price suppressed a grin.

He knew, as well as if Walsingham
had told him, that tho butler was thero
to look for Convict No. 33, and that he
hed for the moment taken Price for
him. But Walsingham recovered his
calmness in 2 moment.

“You startled me, Mr. Price!” he
said apologetically.

“Borry I' said Price. “I'm  just
taking & stroll to smoke a cigarette,
Walsinghain.”

“Very good, sir!”

Walsingham hesitated. Then slowly
he went on towards his reom, and dis.
appeared into the shadows. Price
?rmned. Faintly from the distance he
ward the sounds of musle. But he did
not heed. If Convict No. 33 came, as
Walsingham evidently expected, he
would not escape unseen. rice drow
into the deep shadow of & buttress, and
watched and waited.

—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Struck Down !

JMVICT Mo, 33, shiverin
bitter cold, blotted him-mﬁ' behind
the trunk of a tree in the gloom.
From where hoe lurked in tha
dark grounds he could sco many lighted
windows, and he conld hear the straing
of musie from the ¢rchestra engaged atb
Hilton Hall for the Boxing Night
dance. He snarled savagely ans he
listened. The light and gaicty in the
crowded building contrasted bitterly
wilth his own desperate and forlorn con-
dition.

There was snow under. the trees,
though it was no longer falling. The
night was clear and frosty, the sky like
steel, only dimmed here and thers by
the drifts of nist overhanging the moor.
Footfalls came to the ecars of the lurk-
ing convict, and every now ond then a
whigpering voice. He was hunted, snd
knew that he was hunted, almost in the
shadow of Hilton Hall. A track,
perhaps, had been picked up in the
snow by the men who had hunted him
for days and nights; or perhaps it was
suspected that his unknown helper was
in the mansion of Bir Gilbert Hilton.

That was likely enough They must
guess that be had some motive for lurk-
ing in the vicinity of the Hall, instead
of flecing to & distance acroess the wild
moors. And the blanket he had dropped

in tha

windows,

in_ his flicht on Christmas morning
might have been traced as belonging to
the house. ) ) .

Anyhow, they were hunting him as if
thay knew that he was there, and in the
bitler cold and gloom he shuddered with
tho certainty that the teils were closing
in on him,

Haolp he must have—food, elothes,
money—if he waz to cscape after days
and nights of bitter hardship. But they
knoew that he was getting help, and that
gava them the clus they wanted.
Crouching behind the tree, he listened.
A volce spoke in a low tono within three
yards of him; he cavght the muttered
words of Inspecior Trevelly,

“Thera's no doubt—noene | He is heve,
and he is close to the buildings. He
will not get through to the moor again:
he may dodge  inte some cuthouse of
into the mansion itsell. We—"

Faint footfalls moeved om, and the
voice died into silence.

The conviet gritted his tecth.

He know that they were olosing in on
him, His cseape to the open moors was
cut off now, In the frosty shadows men
were watching for him, and others were
secking him, huntinﬁ him, close to the
buildings. He clenched his hali-frozen
hands with bitter rage. The night
would end for him, in his cell once
more, within the grim stone walls of
Dlackmoor Prison. There was littla
doubt of that. But, like s hunted
animal, he meant to give sll the trouble
he could—to fight out the losing
struggle to the bitter end.

A footfall close at handl A stocky
figure moved through the shadows of
the trees and touched him,

It was a warder. A startled exclama-
tion came from the man; but before it
was fairly utfered, the conviet's elonched
fist struck, and the man went down
heavily.

A shouting voico came from a little
distance. Another shout followed. The
fallen man gave o cry

Panting, Convict No. 33 dashed awa
from tho spot. Voices gounded an
ochoed through the shadows behind him.

On the terrace at the side of the
mansion he crouched close against the
wall, panting., A jutting buttress in the
old stone wall was close at hand, and
he crept along it to erouch in s
shadow. As he did so & figure emerged
from the shadow of the buttress—a
fignra so like his own that even in the
gloom he halted, amazed, as he stared
at it. A convict!

No. 33 stood transfixed.

A econviet! Ancther escaped man of
Blackmoor?

Then he discerned that a hlack half-
maesk was over the fpoe, and the truth
leaped into his mind. Ie knew that a
fancy-dress dance was poing on in the
mansion; he had had glimpses of
figurcs in  costumes &t doors and
The half-mask on tha face
told its tale—this was ono of the com-
pany in fancy dress

He stood, with throbbing heart, not
gix feet from Price of the Tifth, who
had not scen him. Price was locking
towards the frees, listening to the low
calling voices from the night.

But a second or two later DIrice
became aware of him—petrhaps a pant-
ing breath eaught his ear.

e spun round.

“Oh I” gasped Prico, falling back a
pace hurriediy.

His face went pale under the make-up
on it

It was a quarier of an hour since
Walsingham bhad left him. He had
waited in the shadow of the huttress,

(Continued on page 2L}
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If you want your Christmas Party to *“ go with a swing *’ sing the popular hits taken at random from

William Wibley’s great Christmas Pantomime, details of which are given below.

times threo for the sunmniest and funniest panto of the
lot—William: Wibley's Christmeas Extravaganza, ™ Cin-
derella ! I've had the luck to see tho full dress
rehanrazl, and I can safely say that if Wib" andiences don’t
burst themselves laughing over it, I'm willing to eat my best
Bunday topper any old time you like |
Wibley's * Cinderells * iz an original version of the old panto
on entirely new lines, with lyricz by Dick Penfold and musio
by Cloude Hoskina, :
Thisg is how Wibley arranged hie leading parts :—

Cinderalla ww NSk s

CHREE cheers for the panto season, boys! And three

Peroy BorsoveERn

Frines Charming .. .. Buwy Buxrer
y Wox Luxo
The Ugly Sistera .. . .% Fregen T. Fisa

Fairy Godmeother ot
Lord Chamberlain i
Court Musician .. :
Cq,‘.lu['l: Jﬂatﬁl‘ - & .

* What the merry dickense—1* yon'll , whan wou fivst
fun your peepers over that little lot. I-admit I said it myself
when I frst read the east. But when I saw the show, kids,
I don’t mind telling you I was jolly soon ¢onverted |

You ean seo for yourself, nnyw:éy. that there's no risk what.
ever of Wik's panto-being labelled * ordinary ' or *' commaon-
place,” with a cast like that | Take Bolsover major as Cinder-
ella, for instanca. With his size tem boots and leg-of-mution
fists and ferocions face, Bolay certainly makes the most original
Cinderella ever seen on any staga! But for the star turn of
the piecs, commend me to Bunter as Prince Charming, Our
Prize Porpoise relling about the stage in doublet and hose
singing eentimental ballads is & sight guaranteed to bring
tears of mirth to the face of a graven image [

Coleer, fncidentally, had to be told that he was the hero of
the piece to get him into it—and this little misunderstandin
on his part naturally makes him twics as funny as he wou
atherwise be |

Here I should mention that Dick Tenfold has faken & rare
lot of liberties with the story of Cinderslin as it was told me
whon I was & lad. Most of the scenes seam to be laid at Grey-
{riars ; the Ugly Sistera aren's half so villainous as Cinderclla ;
and the competition held bﬁ Printo Gh&rminglin the Inat act
is to decide whoss foot ia BIG enough for the glass sl:p%ar
instead of amall enough as in the old yarn 1 These w:amgﬁ:
will give you an idea of the extensive alterations Penfold
made. But they're amply justifed, for * Cinderslla™ a la
Peanfold is & scroam from atart to fnish 1

The opening lines will give you soms ides of the spirit of
this unique panto ¢

CINDERELLA ¢

Honrees SiNaim
Wirrrax Winrey
Cravoe Hosmrxg
Horack CorER

My name i Ella ; I'm the dame
As works among the cinders ;
S0 “ Cinderella ™ is the name
What bays yell through the windara 1
Hera's siz and ma | & are the goods—
Or that’s what bozoa tell us,
Our faces look like ourrant puds—
1 guess that’s why Cin'a jealous |
Mea Ugly Sister Number Two.
They say me wlli nices,
Ma velly fond—what tinkes you f—
Of bailed snails, lata and mices |
Thers's*my honoured and absurdfol
I gumuicnﬁfl‘:lli think Il jape h
i n apa her,

A Jolly niggb of fun wit&oﬁ ceasefilnesy
Is the hoooured and proper caper!

How's that for an opening, lads T Whoopes! DButb it'a
when Wib's all.atar company gat down to ies of modern
songs that they'll bring down the house | The Rising-Bel
Chorus, sung &0 the tune of ** Three O'Cleck in the Morning,"
for instance, ought to be a real winper, with ite pathetio refrain 2

Taty S1s7eER No, 1:

ULy Sis7en Ne. 2:

Famny CoDMOTHER ©

At half-past six in the momming,

Gosling begins to toll.

* Clang | Clang! Clang!* goes his warning,

Out of your beds you'll roll |

Cherry's armod with a sponge, which

Scon o'er your !I:I.IIEJ]D-BIB be'll squeeze |

Though you're still dozoy and bed's so cosy,

Jump out and freeze | . )

Neodless to say, Cokar iz kept at a discreet distance from

the stage when Hesking and Bolsover sing this little paredy
of “DVd You Ever See a Deam Walking ¥ ™.:

Did you ever sen a dream walking ?

Sao Coleor |

Did you ever hear a scream talking ¥

Hear Coker !

Did you ever have a scream fil you,

Though he's such & bore,

With laughs galore T

He'll make your throat awiul sore !)

id you ever watch a freak dithering

Watoh Coker ! -

Did you ever hear a freak blithering ?

Hear Coker |

Did you ever look Horacs right in the eyes,

Murmuring quietly : ** Phew |

Well, the seream that was walking

And the scresm that was talking,

And the dithering freak was YOU "

One of the scenes that will cause a ssnsation is Dicky Nugent's
roller-skating ack, in which o chorus of fags on roller-skatas
serenade young Dicky to the tune of “ Wagon Wheels,” with
the worda alterad like this ;—

Fag on wheels, fag on wheela |

Keep on a-turning

Wingate's meals,

Roll along, tosat on E}'GEE.

Berve it up ready to kill |

G 'long fag, there's a prefoct on the landing,
Neath orders you will seon be sncwed |

Go long, fag, never mind him reprimanding,
Tell him tea and toast be blowed !

Fag on wheels, fag on wheels |

Eeep on a-burning

Wingate's meals.

Roll along, toast on prong,

Fag on wheals, make your bosa gro-o-o-can |
Fag on wheels, make your boss groan!

Lack of space provonts my giving every item, but I really
must find room for the brand-new rendering of * Oh, Flay
to Me, (Gipsy," which Bunter singa to Hoslkinas in an unforget-
able scene, ending in the collapse of a monster booby-trap
over the piano on which Hoskins is sccompenying the singer.
Hera it is 3

Oh, plu.{ to me, Hoskins,

The pail's up abowve.

While I'm scoffing lemonads
Play songs of love !

Oh, sing to me, Hoskins,

And a'sr Egu are fone,

The neat booby-trap I've mads
Will fell u

Your wooden head, dear chap ;
And FIl feel bright

When I have erowned your nap
Fer for to-night.

Oh, play to me, Hoskins,

The pail's up shove,

While I'm scoffing lemonnda,
Play songs of love |

Hove 1 g;m}fou a faint ides of the fun and frolie that’s in
Wibley's Crazy Christmas Pauto t  Well, if T have mannged
to convey i, yon cen rely on the word of your old pal that it'a
twice a8 good as you think even now |
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watching. He had been c¢evtain that,
sooner or later, tho butler would msake
some fresh move—that he would spot
him in communiecation with the convict.
But it was not the butler who had
appeared; it was Conviet No. 33, and
Price hacked from him in sheer ferror.
' A sccond more, and ke would have
pen running.

But thatﬁgmnd was not granted him.
Lvorything was st stake now for the
hunted man, send he was eon the Fifth
IFormer of Greyfriars with the leap of
B tiger.

Crash ! x & 5

His clenchied fist struck Price on the
temple. Only ona faint ery escaped the
Creviriars senior as he fell

Ho was stunned. .

Conviet No. 33 bent over hird, with
glittering eyes, ready #o strike again.
But it was not necessary. FPrice was
UNCOnsCioUs. -

There was a shout. Keen ears had
caught & sound, and running footsteps
followed.

They were coming !

The game was upl In a few moments
more——  But in those moments the
hunted man's brain worked swiftly.

He grasped. the half-mask from
Price's face and fastened it on his own.
He ran swiftly along the terrace to a
spot where s window was open.

That was the only way left to him—
into the house! There was a chance—
a chance, at least—that if he was seen
ha would be taken for the guest in
fancy costuma—the fellow who was got
up as & convict! It was the only chanca
left to the hunted man of Blackmsor,
and he tock it. Even as he leaped in
at the open window there were foot-
stops on the terrace behind him.

¢ hesrd a sound of a stumble. A
panting voice followed:

"Here he ial”

“We've got him!” )

Inside the butler's room, Convict No.
53 panted. Pursuit had ceased—two or
three men had gathered round the fallen
figure in fancy dress on the terrace. For
s moment he did not understand. Then
it flashed into his mind that they had
taken the fellow in conviet garb for him,

Softly he closed the window. As he
did so he heard voices again from tho
shadows outside.

#Tt's him "

“Fainted, I suppose. Well, he’s been
through it, hared 1*

“Get hold of him ¥ " :

They were ocarrying the insensible
fellow mway. Convict No. 33 grinned
with savage mockery. It would ke
some time in the dark before they dis-
covered their mistake. He had a
chance i

TEBE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Change of Identity!

« NQRICEY, old bean!”

Hilton of the Fifth tapped the
dapper figure in convict garb
on the arm. He was & little

startled by -the gleam in the eyes that
turned on him through the eyeholes in
Price's mask.

“I've been lookin’ for you,” he said.

Clonvict No, 33 muttered something
indistinetly.

He was cool—eool as ice, Twenty,
thirty, pairs of eyes had turned on him
gince Le had emerged from the room by
which he had entered the house; but
thers had been no suspicion in any of
them.

Outside the warders had taken the un-
conscious fellow in eonvict garb for him.
Inside, the guests of Hilton EHall were
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taking him for the fellow he had
knocked down and sturmed.

He had aveoided speaking: so far;
which was easy encugh. But he could
not aveid it now as this bandsome fellow
in ecavalier costume came up and tapped
him on the sfm and addressed him as
" Pricey.” Evidently the fellow he had
knocked down was named Frice, ond
this wosz a friend of his .

“Been, out of doorsi™ asked Hilton

%u;zlnd. “¥ou're fri%‘htfluily mucky,
ricey. Been out collectin’ mud, or
Whnt;fi By gad, if old Trevelly looked in

now he would take you for the man he's
hunting for.™

Conviet No. 33 laughed. He thought
that very likely.

“You're goin' to dance?” asked
Hilton.

“0h, certainly ®

The convict spoke in a low, husky
tone, coughing as he did s0. He knew
that this fellow, whoever he was, would
know the voiee of the person ha fancied
he was speaking to. He assumed a
husky cough for disguise. _

“Catehin' & cold? asked Hilton.
“¥You must be an ass to go out in that
rig, Pricey ! It’s freezing cutside.”

‘T'm all right.” .

“You don’t sound all right! Look
here, I've been goin’ to introdpece you
to my Cousin Amy—you've never met
her, and I've asked her to keep a dance
for you, I've told her how you hop,
ald man. Come on!”

Hilton dragged him away.

“T say, you fellows, thero's that ass
Price !” a fat voice was heard, *“He'd
get jolly well run-in_in that rig if the
bohhies saw him. He, he, hel!”

A few minutes later Convict No. &
was dancing with a tall, slim girl, whe
found her gnusiﬂ Cledric's school pal an
excellent dancer!

Hilton, from a little distanes, watched
him rather curiously. It struck him that
there was some change in Price, though
he could not quite make out what it
was. 'The figure was much the same;
the garb was the same; the general np-
pearance was the same; but there was
some sort of diffcrence. Cedric Hilton
little dreamed how tremendous that
diffcrence was, however.

Another pair of cyes was fixed on the
dancing convict, from the doorway of a
dressing-rootn—eyes that almost bulged
fromn s plump and portly face as they
watched.

Walsingham stood there, rooted. A
fat figure of a brigand with one
moustache curling up into his egg and
the other curling down under his fat
chin, rolled into the room and pokec
the butler in the ribs with a podgy
thamb. . . .

“1 say, stick this on for me!” said
Billy Bunter. ““The beastly thing keeps
on coming off " :

Walsingham did not hear. Eis eves
wera on the dancers in the distance,
following the conviet 1n a fascinated
WY,

“ Deaf 3

He gave
the ribs.

“Where's the sticking gum?” de-
manded the Owl of the Remove. “Can't
yvou make yourself uvseful? What the
thump are you here for, I'd like to
know? I say, Walsingham—"

“Don't bother, please.”

“IWha-a-at?” Billy Bunter blinked ot
tha butler in angry indignation and
astonishment. “You cheeky ass, what
do you mean? Find that fixing gum for
me, and look sharp, seel”

Walsinghsm breathed hard. But he
turncd to give the fat Owl the assistance
he wanted. Fixing gum was dabbed on

runted Bunter.
Falsingham another jab in

the troublezomne mpusiache and onea

more it was righted, and the fat Lrigand
rolled away. As he went out of the
roow, the convict passed him, coming
in.

Bunter gave him a blink and a sniff.
_ I say, Price, you look an awful nss
in that rig!” he said, and rolled pn
hastily before Pries of tha Fifth could
reply—little guessing that it wWas very
faur from being Stephen Price that he
had sddressed,

The convict gave a quick glance round
the room. Walsingham’s bulging eyes
were on him,

Xe stepped towards the butler.

“T epotted you i he muttered. * You
Enow rpo—="

“Richard " breathed Walsingham, in
& sulfocated voico.

The conviet grinned mockingly.

“Nobody here knows me, excopt you,”
he said. *But if I'm snaffled they will
knf?\f ma. Are you going to help me
out

“¥ou must be mad to come here!™
breathed Walsingham, *“They have
taken you for Mr. Price, who is got up
as & convict, or you would have been
dizcovered at once. But if he is seen
about—and I cannot imagine why he ia
out of sight all this time—=*»

“Never mind that! Help me and
loze ne time! I've got to get out of
this.”

“¥ou should not have come!
master's housg——"

“Lut that out! I'm es anxious to go,
as you can be to sce the last of me.
You're going to hel me—bhiood’a
thicker than water! Eet me out of
sight, where I can change.”

Tha butler of Hilton Hall stood for
a moment as if in doubt. Then he
rnodded and opened a door info s small
adjoining room. The convict passed
tl}:-nu h, and the butler closed the door
after him.

Thers were beads of perspiration on
the butler’s portly face. He wiped them
away with a trembling hand,

" Walsingbham ! =

He started at the sound of Cedrie
Elilton’s voice. .

“Yes, Master Cedric!” he stammered.

*Have you scen Price 1"

“Mr. P-Price!” stammered
butler. * Ne, sir!” . )

“He came in here,” =aid Hilten,

uzzled. Ha was locking in from the

all. I say, there’s something up,
Walsingham, Inspector Trevelly has
come in, and he's speaking to my father
—and he wants to see Price! Where the
dooce can the fellow have got to?”

Walsingham caught his breath.

“1 have not seen Mr. Price, sir, for
some time—I saw him on the terrace
cutside quite a long time ago—"

“He came in here—=" ;

“7 did not sea him, sir, if ba did.”

“] say, you fellows, he was in here I
eame a squeaky voice. “I say, what
do they want him for? 1 say, Walsing-
ham, where i hel”

The music had ceased. Groups stood
about with startled faces, and thero was
a buzz of amazed voices. Among the
guests, several police-constables 1n
uniform, and several warders from
Dlackmoor Prison, were moving about,
scanning faces. Evidently something
had happened. _

Sir Cilbert Hilton came wup, with
Inspector Trevelly at his side, a startled
crowd following.

“Is he here,
baronet. N

* No, father—and Walsingham savs he
hasn’t seen him——" .

“Is mnything the metter, sir?” asked
Walsingham.

In my

the

Cedric?” rapped the
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*The matter I* spluttered Sir Gilbert.
Good gad, I should say so!l That
feilow got wp as o convict—it s nok Mr.
Privo at all—it"is—it must be—ihe con-
victk himself! Where is he? Has he
carapad ¥

“0h erikey I gasped Billy Bunter.

“The gonvict|” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

There was a hum  of startled
voiees,  All throuzh Hlilton Hall, polico

an: warders, guests and menicrvants,
wera searching for the man in convicr
garb. DBut they did not find him.

————k

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Pressed !

i HE jolly old convict 1"
“QGreat pipt”
“The  great-pipfulness is

torrifie [

Cenfosion and exciternent religned in
the great building., It was a strange
and dramatie interruption of Doxing
MNiglt's festivities.

The news spread like wildfire.,  The
convici—tha escaped crook from DBlack-
moor—was in the house somewhere!
Dozents had seen him—without. knowing
that they had seem him! They had, of
couvrss, laken him for Drico of the
Groyiriers Fifthi

It Trice of the Tifth was in
evidence again now. crowd  sur-
rounded him a3 he stood with haggard
face, B great dark bruise oo his
temple

Hlton helped him away to his room.

As the Greyfriars juniors looked through the half-open door of the hut, they saw the butler of Hillon Hall sorfing ont
clothing and other things from a large bag that lay open at his feet. On a bench, a few feet from him, sat the escaped
eonviet of Blackmoor, devouring food with a wolfish grepd.
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The =tory he teld was buzzed up and
down the house

He had bheen knecked down and
stunned by the conviet, and ho  had
eome to his senses to find himself i tho
hands of the police—who had fancied
that they had Conviet No. 33, And the
convigt, as the only way of escapo open
to him, had coolly taken his place
pmary  the guests of Hilton all!
Unless ho had escaped since, he was
still somewhere in the mansion. Tha
hunt for him went on hich and low.

Price, lying fdown on his bed with a
recking beadache, did not take part in
it. But the Famons Five did, and
many of 1the other guests  Hilton of the
Fifth was in a state of great amaze-
ment. Ho kunew now that the fellow
he had spoken to. and whom he had
introduced to his girl eousin, was not
Price at all, bat Conviet No. 35. The
nerve of the rascal was amazing. It was
still more amazing what had becomo of
him. e scemed to have vanished inio
thin air.

Mavyy Wharton & Co,, throwing on
coats over their costuines, joined a
number of others who were watching
doots and windows in the frosty air
outside

If the mtan was siil! in the mansion
he was certain te be found, for the
gearch was going on from  romn to
rootn, and nob o reeess was Dkely do be
left unexplored. It could oaly be a
m:;ttur of time before e wus rooted
outk.

Every door was guarded, and it was
prabable that he would seckk to jump
from o window-—and the windowa wera
elmost innumerable,

* Keep ready ! ™ hreathed Hilfon.

¢

# Don’t let him cut 1 **

“Hallo, halle, hallo " ¢alixi out Bob
Cherry as a portly lgure lootesd 0 the
shadows. “Been anything «. Lim,
Walsingham "

The butler glanced round. Al (ho

juniors noticed that his plump fa.. asas
pale.

“I—I hava seen nothing, sic!™ g
mered Walsingham.

He was standing by a small wive

wilich the juniors noticed wos o .
The room within was dark.

“Keeping an eve on ihat wind o™
asked Harry.

“Yeg, sir=cxactly | TPerhaps + vou
young gentlemen wene farther  clong,
and——"

" Right-ho!
said Wharton.

As the Famous Five passed alung in
the shadows, Walsingham put his hesd

Come on, xou :aenl®

in at the open window of the little
ToOm.

“uick " he Breathed.

A dark figure leaped  from  the
window to ilhe terrzce outside. Tt wnoa

muflled in a thick overcoat, and a soft
hat was pulled down over the brows,

Without 2 word to the buller, the
dark O@ure ent acress tha terrace and
leapm] pwiy 1hto {he fi‘nﬁl}' Iligllt.

Walsinghum stood panding. e gave
g cry, #s a shout rang alooz the
tevrace from the divection taken Ly the
juniora.

“Halla, halle, halla! Who's that

Bob Cherry had glanced back and
caught & glimwps: of the vanishing
fizvre in the glimmer of tho stavs

“ Who—what=—" pxelaimed Jlarry,

“This wayi'® shouted Dok, 1la
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rushed back “Walsingham, dhd vou

see him? He must hove got out of
that window-—"

*I—I—" stammered the hapless
butlar. *I—"

“This way!” roared Bob,

He vushed after the Aesting shadow
in tha pleom His comrades were at
hiz heels in & second.

"r‘r"a]sing]h:-.m stood staring atter them,
his face like chalk, Cecdric Hilton's
volee was heard shouting ;

“What's  thutt?  Have 3you
him 1

He came running ni::-n% the terrace.

‘l*]This way I came oy  Cherry's
rell.

Hilton of the Fifth ran in the direce-
tion of his voice. Tive or six others
followed him at a run.

Across the dim lawn that stretched
far some distance from the terrace a
davk, nimble figure was running des-

Eolluie

perately. In the frosty gleawm of the
stars 1k was clearly visible for some
momnents, and all the Yaumous Five

could see it as they sprinted after if.
“That's tho man " panted Wharton.
“Aust bel” gasped Numrent,

The figure vanished under dark
trees. 1 was scen again, running
hard.

Hilton carme raciag after the juniors.

“HBeen him Y he panted.

£18 LU'D'I‘.- !I.’

“There lre st

The runming  ficure had  almest
reached s wall that divided the grounds
of Hilton Hall from the open moor. He
was not recognisable as the convict;
all that could be seen was a darvk over-
coat and a =oft dark hat. But the fack
that he was running desperately was
enough.

“ After Lim 1 panted Hilton,

He put on & spurt and raced ahead of
ilie panting juntors, The running figure
reached the wall and made a frantic
leap to eatch the coping at the top. His
bands slipped from an msceure groasp,
arel he fell back, stumbled, and rolled
on the ground almost at Ililton’s feet.

The dandy of the Fifth Form of
Grevfriars ponneed on him.  Dandy as
Le was, Hilton had plenty of pluck. In

The INaanet

a mufent  the escaping man
struggling in his grasp.

"Got him 1* yelled Hilton., #Help
hera I™

“Come on!™ panted Bob.

The junigr: tore up. The strugcling
man had gained his feet and was
wrestling wildly to tear himself loose
from Hilten of the Fifth. Suddenly he
bounded free, leaving the overcoat im
Hilton's grasp.

He darted away again, with the out
stretched Dhands of the joniors almost
toueling Jim,

YOh gad! gasped Hilton, staring
biankly at the overcoat in his hands
out of which tho azile conviet had
slipped. '

“After kim ! roared Johuny Bull

The desperate figure bounded  on
ahead, Now thad the cond was off, the
!iunim':'il could see tho conviet I;:Lrl: that
ted been hidden under 1. The man

was Convict No. 33 of Blackmoor.

“It's the man—"

¥ This way "

* After i 1

The furitive was cutting across the
lawn again. But the thick-set figyre of
a warder appeared abead and beaded
kim off. e spun vound, and the
juniors had a glimpse of his face, white
and desperate, streaming with perspiva-
tion 1n spite of fho dev cold, e cves
glittering like a hunted pnimals. He
glared round him ancd eut off in a fresh
direction, asm{jing the grasp of thoe
juniors almast by a miracle.

“ After him 1"

“We've got him now 1"

Tho convist was heading for the wall
gL, Tousgreneton 'Irux-l-il_5-, pratsting,
passed the juniors and rushed straighe
ot him. Lanterns and electric forches
were gleaming now, lighting up the
wild figure as it ran,

It scemedd that the conviet was
cornered, Thse barly  inspector  was
bhardly g }':u‘[f Lieliendd hirn, and Lehind
Me, Trevelly came a shouting crowd,
and in front of the [u%:it[t-e was a high
\'l.'n]_l w]'ni_t!': }h'} h'.‘ld H.rn::d,!.r a.[tnmpf‘-r_-ﬂ

waa

to leap in wvain,  DBub  desperation
seemed  to give  him superhunen
strength.,  He sprang at fhe wall, and
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thiz time his hands grasped the coping
and he hung.

The inspector, springing at  him,
stuggi'areq back from a savage kick that
caught him under the chin. The next
moment, before another hand  could
flfnsp b him, the convict had dragoeed
mmself to the top of the wall and rollcd
over to the other sido.

A bump was heard as he fell, Tt was
followed by the sound of running feet.
Conviet No. 33 was loose on the woor
amd in full Might. In a very few
minules porsuit was hot at his licels
apatn, and the soumd of :ih-:,uuﬁug VoL
and the flashing of lights died away
actoss the wilds of Blackmoaor,

. Walsingham  met  the Groylriurs
Juniors as they came back, breath!oss,
to the house.

“Have they got him?” Lie usked in a
husky voice.

Harry Wharfon shook his head.

::I‘w P he answered. Dt i

But  they'li gel hing” said Db
?]iﬂﬂl‘l[}'. “They're right at his beels,
They'll met him all right—don't vou
worry,” 3

Walstngham pave bim a strange look
and turned away witheut replying.

e,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery &
L2 O " zaid Hilton,
* Atchoovooeli-oogh 1"
Price,

It was the following morning,
and Price of the Fifth was sitting up in
bed with a mufller round his neck, a
pile of pillows behind him, and a hoe-
witter bottle at his {vet. Ho alternately
sncczed and coughed. DPrice bad caugl
a bad cold on Boxing Night: whiclh was
net surpristng.  I4 pub him into an ox.
fremely bad temper: which was not
surpriasing cither. iz nose was ved,
his eyes watery, and he scowled.

Hilton, who had come in to zen him,
sat L the bed-side smoking a cigarette.

Price eyed Lim viciously,

“I tell wvou, it's so,” he szaid. *I
fancy old Trevelly suspects it, too, sinca
that bundle of clobber was missing from
the butler's room. ™

“Utter pot [* drawled Ililton.

“The police know that the convict has
a friend in this quarter. It's as clear as
daylight that it’s zomebody in Ililton
Hall. And I know who it is—I've told
vou my reazons.  It's  your butler,

Valsingham.”

Prico almost epat out the words, Te
had a big bruise on his temple; hLe
was in the grip of a horeible ¢old; Le
was laid up for days. Any furiher
attempt to bag the ity pounds reward
by watching the butler and pelting a
clua to the econvict was out of the
uestion. MNow he had told Hilton what
e knew; or rather, what he suspected.
To Lis angry surprizse and irvitation, the
datdy of the Vifth lagghed at the fdes,

“My denr man,” said Fhilton sogthe
iEly, *“You'll forget this rot when vou
feol hettor, Wa Esiﬂghurn’g thip  nosk
respectable old stick in Devonshire, 1
owa him  zomnm  obl ig:tt.mm;! too=—vou1
know hie's lent me money at times, Ie's
been a good friend to me, 1n one way
and another. Yeo've dreamed afl this”

“Then you don’t believe i£27

1ilten baushed.

“Hotl Of conrze notl”

“T'h police oughl to know™

Cedrie Nilion’s faece  become
grave,

it that ont. Triesy | You're a guest
heve ! Ay fatler o't keen on you,
but he aeceplz you as my echool pal, ]
don't kaow what le would do if you

gaid

ToEy



gtarted a yarn like that about his huiler!
DBut it would be somethin’® pretty drastie,
I think! Walsingham's been with him
twenty years or more!  Ifo used o
carry e on his back when 1 was a littla
kid, Don’t be so mad!®

“I tell you—"

Hilton rese to his fect and threw
away hiz cigarette.

“No use tellin” mel And if you tell
anybody else, remember that our friend-
ship's ab an end, and you leave as spon
as you're well enough to move; and I'll
thank you net to speak to me next term
at Greyfriars.

"You're a fool I”

“ Possibly | But don’t say any more

Hilten walked out of the room, leaving
Price scowling savagely. The dandy of
Ureyfriars went downstairs, put on his
roat and hat, and went out inte the
frosty sunshine.

e was quite aware of Price’s sus-
picious and malicious nature, and le
had no doubt that that was tho only
founclation of lhis startling theory., Al
the samae time, he realised that there
were many circumstances in favour of
that theary, and he had & vapgue feoling
of uneasiness, Thers was nothing in =
there conld be nothing in it—but he was
warried,

"Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ came & cheery
roar. “Jake a snowball, Hilton®"

The Fifth Form man glanced round,
with a smile. Harry Wharton & Co.
were snowbailing one ancther in merry
epicits  that [frosty morming., Price's
words had left Hilten with a bad taste
in his mouth, as it were, and the sight
of the cheery schoolboys did him geod.
Buk he was not disposed for a snowball-
ing gamo with the fags and he shook
his head and walled away,

"By gad ¥ he ejaculated suddendy.

He was thinking of Walsingbam and
of what U'rice had said. And he started
a little at the sight of the man of whom
ne was thinking,

A portly figure in an overcoab was
nassing down a path from tho house
through tho lecafless, icy trees, and
Hilton's glance followed it curi:}uslf'.

Walsingham was walking quickly—
unusually quickly for the portly and
ﬁ_tﬂ.tf_-};.r burtler; and be earried a bap
i his hand, IliHon's cyes lingered
strangely on that bae.

It was rather large and scemed heavy.
Where was the butler of Hilton Hali
going, in the morning, bag in hand?
Not on a journey—Hilton knew that he
was not going away. [Te stoed looking
after the butler till the portly figure
disappeared among the frees.

Many minutes after Walsingham hagd
disappeared from sight, Hilton stood
statmng at the tracks ho had left in the
snow; hiz hands driven deep into his
pockets, his brows wrinkled in troubled
thought.

But for what Stephen Price had said,
he would have taken no heed of the
Bnetler’s proceedings. But he had to
take heed now.

His brow grew darker. It was im-
possible—or seemed impossible, at least—
for what could Walsingham’s motive
be? And vet—-—

Hilton turned at last and walked
hack to the oek avenue whers the juniors
were still snowballing one another. He
eatlod o them,

“Yau men like a walk 2" he asked,

They came scampering up with eheery,
riddy faces,

" ¥ero cortaindy,” said ITarry Wharton,
Mo glinced radlber euriowsly at Cedrio
Iilion's grave, clonded face. “ Whither
brotimd ¢ 7

Ao the jolly old convict 2 grinneld
Lob Cherew

LR

€very Saturday

“Well, if we happened on him, you
fellows wouldn't funk lending me a
hand to bag him* sald the Fifth
Former.

Mo fear ™

“The no fearfulness is terrific.”

“Come on, then I said 11ilton.

He walked away in the direction taken
Ly Walsingham,

Harry Wharton & Co. walked with
him wondering a little. They soon dis-
cerned that Hilion was keeping to a
track left in the snow which made them
wonder all the more. However, they
asked no questions.

pa

about 2 mile from the Hall, he uitered
a sharp cxelamaiion,

“Tha old hat 1

“Tha which?'’ inquired Bol.

Hilton flm_mr:d at him, setting his lips.
He waved his hand towards a clump of
leafless trees at a distance banked manvy
feet high with snow that had drifted in
the winter wind,

“There’s an old shepherd’s hut there !”
he said. “You can't see it—it's hidden
by snow, But I remember it’s thero.”

Just the place for the jolly old cun-
viet o hide!” said Pob.

Ililton ecompressed his lipa,

“It must have been scarched,” ke

it " T T P

COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS !

Your Editor is always pleased to
hear from his readers. Write to
him : Editor of the MAGNET, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4. A stamped,addressed
envelope will ensure a reply.

Put it there, chums [ Hepre's the
gl hand for cach and every one of
pou. Al vy steff join me in wishing
you the old, old wish

A MERRY CHRISTMAS
and
A TAPPY NEW YEARR!

In last week’s Chrisimas Number
I woiced similar grecitings te my
thovsands of chums, budé some of
o il e newn vomdera who oid not
et gt particulas mianber of the Old
Paper. Awmgprvay, i is a geceting tHhat
docsn’t lose value Dy repefition. And
what’s neore, gou can lulie il from me
that we're going to o onr best to see
that you enjoiy this festive seaaon,

Tahe o ook at the confends of this
isguc, for instonce, You've got the
veal type of fun and fotion gow want
at Christmaos-fime, hoaven't pou 7
Frank Richards hax cerfoinly stepped
in awith the * real goods.’ Thia
popular author certainly Tnotes how
fo write ¢ story thol mokes orce sit
up and fake notice.

By the way, onc of my girl readers,
wche  migns  hergelf Y% Darecuier
Rheolatid,” hos icritten to e fo
ask if I lmow any word longer than
the followeingg @

** Lianfairpwlligoaymgyigoegeryelig-
grndrobwecliBantisiliogogogoech,”

FPhew! That's

A MOUTHFUL FOR YOU!

But, believe 4 or not, chumas, that is
the name of a Welsh village an the

Isle of dAnglesey, about two milcs
fram the Menal Straits Bridge ! She
wwanls lo know ¥f any of my readers
know o longer place name than this ¥
Well, it's up fo gon, chinms !

Curiously enough, I yecejocid
another letter by the same post, from
* Inquirer,” of Henton, Middiesex,
whao sent me along another long word.
Thisx was
* Trichlorophenplmethyliodosalicyt.'

It iz a cherndeal nome, and is known,
for short, ag ** T.O0.P." solution. Hut
I think rny Welsh qirl reader takes the
biscuit this week. You might serita
these tcords out and hand them to
youy clicng. Ask them if they Iuow
any longer word, When they've given
1 wup, just soy 2

“ Whot about the word * smiles ' 7
There’'s o mile between the fivst and
the loat lefter [

Now for next week's programnre.
You'll gll Be wondering whot further
edventures are going to befall Harry
Wharten & Co.at Hilton Hall, cnsd
in next week’s aplendid long complote
gchool garn, whick iz entitled :

“ THE FUGITIVE OF TRE
MOOR

yor’ll Iearn afl about them. Talie my
adoice and ask your wmcwsagent {o
reseros o copy of nexd wcelk’s
MAGNET for gou. There's aluays
an exrtra demand for the Old Faper
ot Hhis time of the year, ond I don't
weant ariy of g regular readers do be
disappointed.

You'll enjoy, lov, the special {ssuo
of the '* Grepfriaras Herald ' and the
Jurther exciling chapters of Morton
Pike's olden-time odventure yorn,
not to mention another interexting
Soccer talk by * Linesman.” I ane
sorry I have had to hold over o number
of replies Lo readers’ leiters, but 1 will
deal with them all in due course,

ANl the best, ehums, and all you
wish yoursclves !

YOUR EDITOR.

i R R O B R A AU B T T T

They left the grounds by a litile
wicket gate. Hilton's glance swept the
maoor, but there was no one in sight.
The footprints led away across the mcor
over an almost spotless expanse of snow,

Hilton tramped on grimly. He did

not, he ecould not believe what Price
had told -him. But he was Eoing to
know.

Harry Wharton & Ca. {followed him
i silence. They realised that something
was "“up,” though they conld not guess
what it was. But if Iilton fancied that
that 1rail might lead to the escaped man
of Blackmoor, they were quite ready
to back him up-—ready and keen, 1t
was fairly clear that that waz what was
in Hilton's mind. He did not speak a
word as he tramped on, till suddenly,

said. " But since then—— Anyhow, wo
thall sce! Keep your eyes open!”

" You bot

Tho footprints led dircetly towards
the chump of frosty, frozen trecs.

In silence, with o grim face, 1Tilton
tramped on, followed by the Remove
fellows. Walsingham with a packed bag
had gone direct to that lomely, snow-
hidden hut on the moor, Why

The trath swas borme in upon Cedrio
Hilton's mind. Prico had been right!
The shepherd’'s hut was a mile and a
half fromy Hilton IHall—two or threo
miles from any other habitation. And
Walsingham was there—he must be -
side the hut us ho was not to Le seen
on the moor. Why? There was only

(Cantinncd on pPage 20
Tue Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,402



OUR POPULAR ADVENTURE

STORY OF REAL THRILLS !

CAPTAIN CRIMSON!

By

TWHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Pawn Ifickerman, an Bxcise-officer,
arvives in Widewater, with the in-
fention of pulling * paid ' fto Tom
Boke and his smuggler friends. He
fails fn his purpose. however, thanks
fto 1he intervention of ' Ceploin
Crimson,” o mysterious hghroay-
nran, anrd fioo Boy churms named Jacl
Lennard ond Billy Jepp. Lgter, comes
news that Prince Charles Edward,
the Young DPretender, together with
his  Highlenders, has landed in
Soatland, and 48 taking all before hitn
on his march to London. In cotise-
quence of this, Tennard and Jepp join
the Iragoons as gentlerest pvolun-
teers. Sorne fowr ionths aler, o lone
rider on ke Derby voad, tocaring o
three-vornered hat and a dark-biluve
copt orver civilion oflire, pulls up
ontside some deseried fornt Duildings.

{ Nowe rewd o)

Trapped !
HE lone tidor dizsmounfed. and,
I drawing a long pistol from a
holster, stole softly round the
silent buildings wntil he reached

thiumb on the latch.

When he lifted it af last, o low gront
of entisfuction passed lus lips ns the
door opened, and, after another linger-
ing look in tha direction of the high-
rond, he entered the kitchoen. .

The reom was empiy, but the fire still
smounldered on the hearth, and, stviding
to it, the man kicked the logs mnto a
blaze, which showed him an emnply
cradle, a child's shoe en the stone-
slabbed floor, cupboards standing wide
open, and every sign of » hurried depar-
tare.

The only living thing visible was a
large tabby caf, purning conicntedly of
the big kitchen table, its green cyes
veparding the intruder with a siare of
absolute indifference.

“11'm 1 I've found worse gnartera in
Flanders eve this[* said the wan, hali-
atond, as the rosy glow of the firclight
=hone on a square bottle on the opposite
shelf, “*Als fair n love and war,’
wa're told”

Taking the hottle from ilie shelf, hin
deank deep, afterwards lpnstmg hineeel§
withh his back to the blaze, five shicts
of iz eloak drawn nside in cacl Tied
that he might the better enjoy the
gratefnl warmih,

All the while he was listening, lis
decpeset eves on the leeed door, as
thougl hie might be expecting soncone,
every sense leenly alert, like a man whe
carricd his life in his own hands,

“n-,'iffh-hu 1 he Hig‘lﬂﬂ, afrer powhile,
letting fall lins skirts, and emptying the
battle at a dravght. “I'm loath {0 leave
this warmth on sueh a nighr, Lot needs
st

T 1

! o i Pl
tho house, again listening intently, his Wﬁwﬂﬁgﬂﬂ%ﬁﬁ%&ﬁﬂﬁﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁﬁm 4
Jack's wrist was seized in a sinewy grip, and a knife was held perilously :

rom- “RPTER
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He strode to the door again, set ik
ajar, his car to the opening until, hear-
ing nothing bot the wailing of the frosty
wind among the baros and byres, he
went out into the darkness.

The tabhr eat resumed its cotitem-
plation of the crackling logs, and the
tall clocls in the corner had ticked off
ten soleron minutes, when these green
cves turped to the deor again as it
apened very softly, to meet another pair
of eves that were ztrained and hlandshot
from their contact with the cruel wind.

The inquirmg lead that was throst
info the deserted Kitchen wore a flat
bounet, with a cockade of white ribbon

stifchewd to the tartan band, and the
Made of o Highland |breadsward

gleamed in the firelizh,

Tl man =aid zomething in a stranga
tongue over hiz shemlder, and those
belupd  follawed  him  quickly in,
making hardly o sound in their shoes
of vntanmed deerskin,

“Fortune smiles at last, my lovd 1M
said the fivst comer. " We may sleep
snug enough heve, and join the arvmwy ot
gtreak of dawn,™

A mnn entered on the heels of the
others. bootod and epurred, snow on the
shonlder-capes of his cloak, dizcontent
and flbtemper in his pale, Habby face,

T osuppose one must be thanlkful for
small mercicea!™ he growled, * And 'tis
warnws here than outside | T only hope

115, per pomume: 53, 6d, OF &ix wogths

near to his throat!
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vou'll find sometling for supper in this
dog's liake 1™

While the Highlanders—thern wern
lonz Bpanish
misietas against the wall, and drew the
curtaing across the window, my lord
laced his pistolz on the fable, cufled
the unoffending cat brutolly from its
place, and  seabted himself in the
farmer's armehair.

Very soon balf o dorzen eandles lit up
the room, snd o hai, overlooked where
it had hung awnong the low rafiers in
that sudden flight, had bLeen cut into
collops, and the frying-pan gave out a
delightful odour as it sizzled on the fire.

Ta crown ail, otwe of the foragers
relurngd wilth a brown jar of strong-
waters, and cven wmy loed's ill-huoeonr
gradually elted at sipglit of iE

“ iz Highness the Prince should be
well howsed in Derby by now,™ he soil.
“I only hope Murray and iz rearguard
do not noeo ur out here, for I necd a
night's rest mere than anvthing on
earth1 When we've suppoed, some of
va ¢can bring o feather bed from above
statrs and lay it on the foor for me.
Farasd, 1'm oas s ss an old Bovee, and
sacddle-palied at thatt Wheee in the
plague’s name are you going, sergeant ™

“To carry iz dremn (o my cousin,
Rov Frazer: he'll need i, out on goard
under the havrick by the loanside.™

As the veung Ilichlander opened the

n
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gimhen door & whirl of snowflakes met
in.

- . " w ® L]

Four riders, chilled to the bone, in
»Eite of their red cloaks, pulled up at
the edge of a thick copse.

“I'll swear something moved in the
hollow down yonder!” said Jack Len-
nard, dismounting stiffly to stamp his
heavy boots in the white drift in an
effort to warm his feet. “Hald my
horse, Dilly 1"

“Have a carg, old [ellow " warned

Billy Jepp. “One cannot see iwenty
yards shead in this snowstorm, let
alone as far as the hollow 17

Jack smiled as he opened his cloak;
looked ecarefully at the pan of the
musket hanging by a swivel to the broad
ehoulder-belt, then, creeping- cautiously
elong the lee side of tﬁa %azel copse,
was out of sight in a moment.

A3 he reached the opposite corner of
the trees the snow ceased suddenly and
the wintry landscape lay before him in
the uncertain twilight. 3

Below, at the foot of a sloping Geld,
& straggle of farm buildings filled the
dip, the only human habitetion in sight,

Beyond the farm the hills rose, dimly
seen against the December sky.
The gentleman-volunteer had besn

right. omething was moving along
the bare hedgerow on the laft of the
snow-covered slope—a solitary horseman,
who stopped several times to pear
through the hedge in the direction of the
road which the watcher knew must lie
somewhere away to the westward,

Dropping on to one knee, Jack waited,
hidden, as he hoped, by the network
of slender stems befors him, and just as
the snow began to fall again the man
came riding straight for the spot.

“8tand, or I fire " rang out the chal-
lenge. “Who are youi"

“Friend I was the mept reply,
delivered with a musical laugh that was
odd to hear under the eircumstances.
“Your veice betrays you, Master Len-
nard, even with that tremor in it*

The speaker reined np.

“0Odds life, Major Dugdale, "tis a

mercy my finger had not pulled the
trigger I" exclaimed Jack, jumping to
his feet, * Beeing vou were not in repi-

menfﬁll attire, I took you for an enemy

“Instead of one who has been spying
on the enemy, lad I” laughed the other.
“"But what brings vou to this place
alone 1

“Nay, sir, Billy and a couple of men
are on the other side of the wood, and
thera are some patrols of the regiment
a mile or so behind us. We were fo

feel the Nottingham Road in case the }

rebels went that way.”

“And you've had your trouble for
naught, since the rogues will make for
perh'i];{” zatd the horzeman. “71 heard it
in Ashheourne, where the Pretender slapt
last night. Put as there {s no sign of
them yet "twill be risky work to-show
ourselves yonder. Call your fellows and
we'll ride down to the farm, thera.
brisk wood fire will not come amiss
and we will pick up the rehels’ trail
before sunrise.™

“We're in luck’s way, after all,’” zaid
Jack, as Billy Jepp came up in answer
to his chum’s ery. “Major Dugdale has
been ont scouting. The Pretender’s at
Derby, he believes, and we're going to
the farm below for the night.”

Billy handed him his rein in silence,
but Jack heard the white teoth close
with a shap. .

Ji Wh{; what's the matter?” he whis-
pered, knowing his friend so well,

“1 didn't say there was anyihing the
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matter, but if his pews is true we ought
to carry it to the duke at onece.”

1 wonder how many miles you'd hope
to cover on & night like this, my lad—
to say nothing of blundering into one
of Lord George Murray's lynx-eyed out-
posts 1" came & mocking voice out of
the snmowstorm, which raged with fury
just then. - .

Although the speaker had ridden
within & horse’s length of the two, the
could not see him, so dense was the fall,
and the little party cowered under tho
shelter of the copse for well nigh half an
bhour before the snow lulled again.

“Now I warned-the mizjor. " Follow
me, and lead your nags along the
hedge-bottom, lest we show against the

skf ine.”
n sptte of the cold, the two lads falt
8 thril in their veins, for this was
soldiering in very earnest.
" Onece or twice as they descended the
slope, their leader halted, but no sound
cama to their ears, ths thick snow
muffled the trample of horse-hoof and
gck-boot, and in a few minutes they
led into an empty stable, glad to find
hay stili in the rack above the long
MISTar.

“The house door is straight in front of
you,” said Dugdale, from the other end
of the stable, where he was fumbling
with his girth, “ and the sconer you take
possession the betier.”

Jack led the way, lifted the lateh, and

strode into the kitchen.
_ The next moment he gave a warn-
ing shout as his wrist was seized in a
sinewy grip and a knifo was held
pertlously near to hizs throat, The
yellow candlelight showed him_ his
three companiens in like case, Billy
slone struggling to
it wuntil three stalwart EHighlanders
threw him down on the stone Hags and
disarmed him, while another closed and
bolted the door.

M Trapped |” exclaimed Jack Lennard,
with something very like a sob.

“Btap my vitals, young man, you
never said a truer word I® laugheg a
mocking voice from the other side of the
table, where a white-faced tleman
Lvasd holding a cocked pistﬂFe?n each

and.

“Ha, ha!l Bind the rascals tight, ser-
geant. I bear Cobham a grug:lga for
an affront he once put upon me, and
since these fellows are four of his
{]i‘agu‘uus, we are now - quits.”™

"Will your lordship not question the
prisoners, that we mav send their news
to his Highness?” said the young ser-
geant, as his companions began to
pinion their captives very theroughly.

“When I require any advice from you
my good fellow, T wifl ask it,” retorted
1s officer, and the sergeant’s dark
face flushed redly under the rebuke. “I
am far too sleepy to trouble about news

to-might.” He uncocked his pistols
ginierly. “"Tis o blessing we shall be
in London four days hence, for I tell

ou, Mr. Dunean Frazer, the discom-
orts of campaigning begin to appeal to
ma lezs and lesa® :

He spoke with a mincing, foppizh air,
and seemed to be a very superigr kind
of person—at any rate, in his own
estimation.

Although Jack's wrist ached from the

owarful young Highlander’'s grip, he
iked him better, for his soldierly bear-
ing, than the man be called "y lord.”

As for Billy Jepp, still smarting from
the effects of that struggle on the par-
ticularly hard floor of the farm kitehen,
and having all the fizhting instincts of
a game-cock, he mada no secret of his
own views. _

“Vou asked me, a while ago, Jack,
what the matter was?” he said, turn-

ut up a fight for
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ing his head to his companion in ad-
versity. “What do you think of your
wonderful Dugdale now!”

The words, jerked out in hot anger,
produced & most remarkable change in

lord's manner,

m?:lia face grew a livid green, and his
vioice was strained and husky as he

leaned over the table towards the
speaker.
“IWhot was that? he demanded.

“Did 1 hear you say Dugdale
“You did
“What do you know of him "
" Little to his credit.”
" MNor I, either ! snarled hiz lordship.
*When did you see him last P

Billy fortunately pulled himself up,
and allowed discretion to conguer his
wrath.

“That is for you to discover,” he said
firmly. “I am telling you nothing.”

My lord looked at the highland
sOrgeant,

“Is there no way of making this do
bark ¥ he queried. “On the Spanish
Main, I have heard say, a candle flame
under the thumb has often loosened tho
tongue. ™

Duncan Frazer drew himself proudly
up, and his lip corled.

*I am here to ﬁght.” he zaid, “not to
torture prisoners ! '

"1 sholl not forget that mutinous
speech,” growled his officer, his face
still haggard-and livid, “ Perhaps you
will obey this order. Tie thess men to
yonder chaire, and pest a double guard
outsicde, I could wish now that we had
followed the prince to Derby, alter all.”

After pacing up and down 1n o state
of pgreat agitation, Lord Trimingham
flung himself on fo the bed which had
been placed in front of the fire; fresh
candles were lit on the table, and
silence fell over the kitchen of that
lonely farm.

* + - " -

Having secured: his pistols, Major
Dugdale was about to follow the others,
when he suddenly stepped back into the

-dark stable again, stifling an oath.

For an instant he saw the four red
cloaks outlined against the candlelight;
and then as several lilted fipures
sprang upon them from the drift where

ther had been crouching, the door
closed, blotting out the glimpse of that
fierce strugegle on  the threshold,

although the sound of shouting inside
the kitchen came to his cars.

Darting across to the window where
one rtay shone through the faulty
shutter, he tried in vain to peer in, but
was rewardod by hearing his own namao
pronounced in hot anger by Billy Jepp,
and my lord’s startled response.

“That iz Trimingham’s wvoice, if I
ever heard it, the besotted fool 1™ he ex-
claimed, under his breath; and in a
moment he was back in the stable,
girthing up with feverish haste.

The candles on the table had burned
half-way down, and my lord was snhor-
ing peacefully at last,

Wrapped in  their tattered plaids
with their arms beside them, the weary
Highlanders lay on the stone floor by
the fire. the young sergeant alone wake-
ful and alert, and ecvery half-hour he
got up noisclessly to visit the seniinels
oufside,

But even his sharp eves failed to show
Lim something that was in progress,
sithough he looked keenly at the
pri:mngrs P“Fh Ltime ke went out and
returned agomn,

The Highlanders had obeyed my
lord’s final order to the letter, tying the

Tre Macser Lisrsny.—No. 1,402,
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four Dragoons securely, cach o a rush-
bottomed chair; their arms behind the
chair backs, their ankles to the front
legs. Dut in ranging them in & row
along the kitehen wall, they had over-
twrned Jack, so that he lay on his side,
next to Billy.

It was o very undignified position,
and the weight on his right arm
numbed it eruelly. But everything in
this strange world of ours has 1ts com-
pensations, and Jack would not have
changed it, even for that feather bed,
ginee it brought his wrisis in close con-
tact with Billy Jepp's spur,

He knew from ihe answering pros-
siire of hiz chum’s heel that Billy under-
stood; the rest was only a matter of
time. After working the cord against
the shatp- rowel for scveral anxious
minutes, Jack freed his left arm.

‘It was just then that the young ser-

pant rose to make his rovnds for tho
ourth time, As tht door closed behind
him, Jack looked up at Billy.

“ Don't stir!® Lin. whispered, gl’ﬂ[’lil:{:
in the pocker of his yellow vest, and,
drawing out the shut-knife which the
searchers had overlooked, he opened it
with hiz teeth.

As he freed his own feet from- their
bonds the lateh snicked sharply.  He
lay back with a siifled groan of bitfcr
dizappeintment, knowing that discovery
would be certain new.  The sergeant,
however, gave n low ery of warning in
Gaclic without entering, which rouzed
his sleeping comrades in an insfant.

The four men sprang up as one, EOE!:-
ing their muskets.. and then ran out m
evident alarm. Bounding to the door,
Jack closed it gently behind  them,
shooting the heavy bolt into its socket.

“The luck's turned, old follow ' ho
pxelaimed, cutting his chum clear.

Then he turned to the Dragoons who
had been somnd  astecp, and  severed
their bonds in furn, )

“What's happening out there ¥ whis-
pered Billy Jepp. ™ Suppose it proves
t5 be more of thé rchel pack?”

"Briatching np their weapons from the
heap on the {able, and giving no heed
to Lord Trimingham, who was snoring,
they lisienéd anxiously, hearing nothing
for several moments until the discharge
of a musket clese at bhand made them
all start, and aweke the slecper.

Five  quick  reports  followed from
giffepent parts of the farmyard, a sharp
}aﬁiuyf in Gaeclic, and an Erglish voice,
CUNINE

At ‘om, brave boys!
the rebel dogs ! Give "em no quarter

After that there come a lusly, cager
yell; the unmistakable heavy anovt
ahgl phinge of hovses™ in the snow, the
] of stoo] on stoel, and o chorus of
“Hurrahsz ! whichh scemed to cbb oand
flow.

(Wuteh out  for further exciting
Floafitirs  of © this -~ pepular adventure
Aoy i ncxt qredh’s MAGRET, clumal)
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HUNTED DOWN!

(Continued from paaes 25)

ol answer to that guestion—and Flilion
get his tecth,  The butler of Hilten Hall
-—lis father’'s trusted servant—a con-
fedovate of an cecaped crook—if that
wis the teath, the seoner it waz made
known the better,

LThe old hut woz almost buried in
snow, But as they drew ecloser, the
Jumiors could make out the doorway..

It was open. The tracks led direet
to the deorway; and they moved on
quictly, their foolsteps making no sowpd
an the carpet of swow., Their hoatis
were brating fast now. A murmur of
voloes caught their cars.  Hilten's eves

leamed. Walsingham was therc—and
ey was not alone ! Tle did not need
telling who the other wast

He plancod reund at the juniors.

“Koep ready [ e breathed, * Don't
let him ent?"

“You think——" whispered Wharton.

¥ know ! sand 1Lilion curily.

“We're ready for him,”

Ililton nodded and stepped on silenily
to thoa half apen door and looked in.
The juniors behind him looked in alse.
It was a rather startling sight that met
their gaze. "They fairly jumped at the
sight of Walsingham.

The butler of Hilton Hall stood there.
A large bag lav open at his feol It
was packed with clothing and other
things. On a bench, a few feet from
him saf the figure of the czeaped mwan
of Blackmeoor—devouring food with a
wolfish greed.

Hilton had oxpeected what lin saw.
But Horry Wharton & Co gazed, dumb
with amazement.

Hilton threw the door wide and
stepped in. There was a startled pasp
from ‘.‘r’a!x«inF!mm; a snarl of fury and
terror from his companion. Thoe hutler
turned, and his face was like chalk,

"Well, Walsingham ¥ =zaid Hilton
grimly. “What does this mean?*

Walsingham  stood  dumb, Every
vestige of colour had drained from his
Enrti:r__mﬁe. The convict sprang up, his

eroe pyes passing Hilton to the door—
to behold there the group of juniors
ready to cut off his escape. Ho backed
to the farther wall, snarling like & cor-
nered rat.  Walsingham  still  stood
motignless, overwhelmed.

" Mazkey Cedric I he said, at Iagt, and
his voice was hosky, almost inarticulate,
“ Wlaster Cedrig!™

“"What does this mean, Walsingham "

The butler gave a groan.

“Youl?’ said Ihilton. "My father's
trusted servant—yon have liclped that
sconndrel to escape—a villain who' is
x-.-anh-.ii?fﬂr robberies, for erncking safes
—Non "

* Master Cedrig—"

“That's cnough! said Hilton con-
termptuously. " ¥ou can explain to my
father and to the police. As for your
friend there, we shall take carc of him,
and take him back where he belongs !

Walsinglam, with o clioked cry, throw
himaelf ﬁetw-:-r:n the Fifth Former of
Greviviars and the cronching, desperate
convict.

“8inp ! Master Codrie! For
rmerey’s sako—m"

“Stand aside ! spapped Hilton,

“ Heaven help me ! groaned Walsing-
ham. “ He is my brother |”

“Your brother!™ Hilion stared at
him in ineredulous smazcment,  *Ara
vou out of yvour acnses?  Lhat man—
that thicf—that convict—your brother ™

“My voung brother—my brother
Richard—and he was not always what
he is mow!” groaned Walsingham.
#I1—I mever knew he was in prison—I
never dlreamed that he was at Black-
moor—till that pight when I saw his
face at the window ' He shuddered.
TThen I knoew [ He knew where to find

Htop !

me, and he came—for help! Blood is
thicker than water! He is my brother
—my own flesh and bloed! I counld

not abandon him! Master Cedric, I
have heen a good and faithfnl servant
to you and te your father. Sparc him,
for my zalke !®
Hilton stood as if petrified.  His
glance passed the bowed head of tho
butler to the crouching figure at tho
wall. Harry Wharton & Co. did not
speak. Hilton broke the silence, at lust.
F¥ou can give him npe more help,
W aIslrpgham! Promize me that, and
“I promiso! Anything, if vou wil
gpare him now I groancd Walsingham.
Hilton picked np the bag. He made
a zign to thoe butler, who, with a last
look at the convict, went silently from
tha hut. Convict No, 33 said 'ho word.
With glittering oyes he watched the
Greyfriars fellows. Rut he knew now
that he was not to be taken.

Harry Wharton & Co. quietly left the
hut. The portly fligure of Walsingham,
with bowgd head,” was disappearing
across the moor. Hilton followed them
out. Ile did not oven look at the
convict. g
- It was not till they reached the gate
of Hilton Hall that Cedric Hilton spoke,

::}qﬁill'll.l ss;._v nothing n:-i{jhis!”‘

Nothing (™ answere
Wharton. £

“They'll get him—he’s got no chanee,

Harry

now e can get no further help. But,
for Walsingham's sake——"
“1  understand! We ghell say

nothing [

And nothing was said ! Walsingham'’s
sooret was safe with the chums of the
Remove, though their minds were made
up that, if another chance come their
way, the man from Blackmoor would
not slip through their fingers.

THE END.

(Nexd weel's yarn of Hurry Wharton
d Qo ab Hillan Hall, iz entitled : “ PHE
FUGITIVE OF THE MOOR! and 4
wndoubtedly the "Best in the  aeries,
Make sure of next Saturday’s MaGseT,
chums, by ordering i from wour néws
agent Lo-dapf)
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George Tubb and His White Mice! As
performing at all the best Liouse-partics!
A few dates still blank, undreds
delighted! The ITon. Sec. of the Ladies’
Initting Guild writes: “Thank you so
much for hringing your performing mice.
It was a scream from start to finish I
—Tor terms, write GEQ. TUER, Box 321,

Spovtsmen, airmen, and film stars a
speciality ! Prices strictly moderate,
Send for FREE Autograph Hounds” Com-
plete Catalogue, enclesing Oune Shilling
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Fishy CAN Qur Fighting Editor Says—

FISH CAN SCRAP!

serap—and with-
out my having to
resort  to  such
litile dodges ns X
lold you about last week !
sensational news for this weeok !
At the boginning of the week, I was almost
in despair. Once he found out that his
nwﬂaﬂmng had been “ losing ' to him as parb
of a prearranged plan to give him more
confidence, Fish flopped naq:_,vd.w»n_u‘.

Yet, with his rich uncle’s visit looming
bigger every day, he was meore anxious than
ever to win his laurels in the ving.  But Fishy
simply could not fight | :

I aimost chucked him up as a had job.

~And then, slong camne LTubl and saved the
giluation !

It was quite unintentional, so far as Tubb
wasg concerned.  All that Tubb did was to
borrow Fish's celebrated bunch of kays one
dark evening and pay him wilh & couple of
Freneh pennics.  Tubb had no ides of helping
Fishy's boxing ecareer. Mo was simply
diddling Fish—that was all ! )

Next morning, in the daylizhf, ¥ish saw
that the coing were duds. .

aE.E ?  Beliovo me, dear readers, he was
foaming at the mouth ! He wont along to the
Third Form-room lilke a spring champion.
There, Tubb erowned Lis offence by calinly
telling him that ho didn't intend to chango
the eoina for good ones and that Fish could
jolly well go and eat cole !

Figh saw redd 1| He would have slanghtered
Tubb then and there ; but I luckily happened
to drift up and premptly sugeested that the
argument be scitled in a fit and proper
manner in the gym,

~We had to restrain Tish forcibly lo stop
him from fighting Tubb all the way along 1o
tha gym! Nobody would have suspecied
Fishy of funi in the course of that exciting
Journcy !

Wa fixed things up all right in the end and
lhe serap duly began., And what o scrap
it was !

Tubb i3 a heflly lad for a Third Form kid

and possesses sufficient confidenca to tackle
Dempsey himself, He thought Fish was o
cinch—but ho got a rude awakening !
_ Right from the ward * (o 1" Fish waded
m.  First he tapped Tubb's chin; then he
gave him ono on the boko. After that, he
decorated him with the Order of the Thick
far; and finally, he really got into hia stride
aml gtarted knocking the unhappy yvoung
Tubb all reund the ring !

There could be but one end fo Fish's
sensational exhibition, Tt eame just beforo
the threo-minutes” scssion was up, when o
q.nm:q#a pile-driver sent Tubb down for the
tull count.  Fishy had won all hands down !

And then, having, so to speals, had his
two-penn’orih, lish enmo back to nermal
and roulised what he had done. Ho had
aetually  knccked out n voungster who,
:E.._.r:. ﬂ.m.._._..__,. a Third Former, was capmablio of
putting up o respectuble show against 1oosb
members of the Iiemovo ! As the realisotion
dawned on him, Fish's eyes fairly pleamed
through his freshly donned spees,

oy

Frank Nugent, who feels the cold more
than most, looked positively perishad during
the recent {rost.

We agre asked, however, to deny the
rumour that he is changing his name to

Frank BLULEGENT.

That'a my

“Bay, vou
bhozos, I'm a
Lkillar1? hap vellad.
" 1guess I always
noo I was, but I
never proved it even to myself till now! And
will unecle be proud of his world-conguering
nophew ? I'll say he will! Whoopee ! ™

an Fishy keepitup * That’s the question
overyone's asking now. TUnele Al from
I1.8.4. is dus to land in a fow dayy now, eo
the crisis will soon ba hers.  Then we'll sce !

Harry Wharton Reveals

WHY BUNTER

ENJOYED PHANTOM FEED !

Guests at Hilton Ilall are sill wondering why
Buniter took the jape hamper ho received in suech

zood humour.

It looked & fino hnrmper when Dunter aponed jt.
Dut the eontents were =ach as would norvinally give

Bunter [ilty fits

There was a turkevy which proved to be only a
balloon and burst with o loud explosion at the firss
carving-knifo, Thern was & Christinas
puldding, which turned oui lo be part of o pawne-
Thera
which squirted inic in tho fres gy
There was
teeieal jush like cold

touch of o

broker’s sign, painted to repres
WOTD mince pica
soon as the teoth were inacercd in thom.
a bottle of fruit eordial wibch
tea, and ather equaliv

end e prdding,

disappoinding ilens,

‘ot when he had got to the botton of the hamper
| an edible nature,
srinnod amd said it woa a joliy good jape
anil old Mauly, who had =ent it, was one of the Lest,

and found nothing whatever ol
Bunier just

Not quite lilke Bunier, ch ¥
But I happen to Lknow the
oxplanation makes it all cloar.
At tho bottom of the
hoax, Mauly had pinncd
wishes to Bunter for a merry Christmas !
S0 there's no need to wonder any more |

explanalion—and the

homeper, to atons for the
a pound-nole and lis best

PERCY BOLSOVER Says 1A VI1ZZIT FROM
' SANTA CLAUS!

“I'M A PERFECT
HOST, BUT—"

. When chaps stay with mo, my only thought
18 for their well-being. Skinner and Snoop are
spending part of the vae at my pluce, anl

this applies to theme, Just al present, the ong
thing I study is how to give them the best time
pozsible.  Some hestas think their duty chids §

at feeding their guests and providing o littles

amusement in tho evening, Neot sa mo !

I know jolly well that unless guesls ar
given plenty of excreize, they can't enjoy their
meals,  So Idon’t content wyself with feeding
them and swilching on the wirclesg in the
evening., 1 givo them plenty of exervize
during the day and {hus stimulate their
appetites and moko them fie Jor the evening
rezt period §

I'vo often geen ouests atb houszes when
I've stayed fed up to tho tccth wilh
rooting  sbeut all day. #noop and
Skinner won't get fod up with that of
my place, 1 can tell youn !

the first morning il had rushecd them
into the bath-room amd put them umlde

wera awake !
rofled themn in the snow and gob the
blood coursing Lthrough their veins aa i

They said they
I knew beiter!

Christmas morning,

wallk.
pretending to be annoyuod,
that didn't worry inc!

keeping on—so did Skinner ond Snoop!

Bless you,

?.E.uﬂ:nn.mrm::.wum:n E:cu_.v
eat any Christmas dinner. T

rot, of course.
That'a tho funny part about it

produce the results 1 want.

docan’t alwayz secm to pay.
m Quaeer, isn't it 7

v niffigent

++*

I had thern out of bed at hal-nast LT & harred,

the cold shower helore they knew Bheyy
Vivfore brekiker, I hath

hadn’t coursed ﬁ.m__ throurh tho torm!
didn’t appreciate i, _".E_.u_

I linked arms
with them and took thom for a len-mik
All the way along, they wemn |

I lopt on!

For reasona which I haven’t uite®
couldn's
hey EEW :
they were too exhausiod ; but that's P__q._q_ucnmm In & etato of happy

Confideniially, I must admit that my
caroc for my puests doesn't alway

I'm tho perfect hoat—but perfection

“Hooray for Christ-
mag ! " eride Jack Jolly of
the Fourth Form at St
sam's,

“ Hear, hear 1 "' grinned
Merey and Bright.

“Glad you're enjoying
m vourselvaeg ! V' gaid Frank
: Fearless, at whose mag-
mansion  the
chums of the Fourth were
spending  the Christmas
vack., I can assure you
{ there’ll be nothing to mar
your joy at Fearless
Towers—no prowling pre-
fecta nor moth-eaton
maatera, for instance | **

“What about Dr.
Birchemall, the Head ¥
lasked  Merry,  rather
anxshusly.

too ! ™
»thuckled Frank Tearless.
| " But enuf¥ of skool taliz [
Let's get on with  the
plezzures of the evening | ™
tadded Fearloss, as he led
(the way through lo Lhe
loumge. ™ Tho pater has
arranged o little scrprize
for you; he has asked
Waite, the butler 1o dress
up 28 Banta Claus and dish
out the presents from the
Christmaus-tree, Waite
ought to make a ripping
wu.mmim. Clana ! M
“ Yes, rather!"

Jack .”_.n.__w__ & Co. fol.

lowed Feurless into the

3

eppspeetancy.

5 Jugt in time ! " epea.
| clanmed  AMr.  Ferdinand
Fearless, Frank's pater, as

they entered. “ Santa
Claus will arrive any
minnit now—in fact, [

can'tb thinds what Las mmade
him as late as ho igi™

Dick Hake i3 a keen amaleur Sun-ray
photographer., When he snapped
Coker slipping on a “ glida ™ in
ihe quad, he announeed that hs
had something pretly big, His
“ gomething pretty big *° turned
put to be Bunter, who had
blundered in the way at the

critical moment,

roared with

sun glasses [

treaiment is now ayail-
able for Greyiriars fellows suffer
ing from winter ills.
lanzhter at the
apectacla of Billy
on the gym Hoor
shorta and & pair of extre-large
*Bunter was not
“ bright *’ enough Lo see the joke |

A dramatic performanca organ
ised by William Wibley just beloee
the Chrigimas vac. was a greal
snccesy, exeopt  when Bunter
“ mufled * his Jines. Ho was
found to be chewing a large ap

Removiies

Bunter basking
in a pair of

banquat scene.

i
which ha had purloined doring mz .
] “ Wib ** gave ;
Bunter his * prompt ' atlention [ il ** letling off steam *" abont it |

By DICKY NUGENT

“ Good-evening, yung

jents!” broke in & new Fo#

voice ab that moment.

Juels Jolly & Co. together. §
e

couldn'’t fail to rechicorniso = §

It wag the old jentleman
himself ! The juniors

him as Santa Claus, for he
wore A& rod costume and
white whiskers and was
grimning all over hiz diai
just like the Santa Clan

they had zcen on Christ-
mas-cards. Yot for ali
that, they couldn't help
fecling u elite pang of sor-
prize. Waite, the butier,
was & jennercusly hilt
chap and thia waa sup-
poscd to be Waite ; but
thio Santa Claus they were
looking at was o thin,
weedy - looking follow
weighing ab least four or
five stono less than the
Waito they knew!  To
add to their mistification,
his voice, though zomehow
familiny, was nothing like
ihe volee of tho butler at
Foarlesa Towers !

“A merry Christmas,
one and all 1 * said Santa
Claus,

“ A merry Christmas to
yvou also ! returned Mr.
Fearless, staring ot tho
misterious Santa Claus in
perplecksity.  * But—Dbut
winiat  the dickena has
happeved to you, Waito 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ! " rgared
Santa Claus, ta tho sor-

rize of Mr. Iearless.
' Now I know why Waite
wis so jolly wild whea he
couldn't find this clobler !
Little did he know thot I
wig  hidden behind his
wardrebe all the time!

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

-

Well,

never mingd, Mr,
Foearleszs, You were
eroapecting  Waite ;  but

yvou've got soineone fen
timea better instead—Iittle
mao !

“ But—but who are
vou ¥ ' aslked Mr, Fearlesa.

For answer, Senta Claus”
pulled off hia big red hat
and clogk—and to their
intenso serprize and dis.
may, the juniors saw
revecled beneceth them the
famaliar gown and mortar-
board of Dr. Birchemall,
the revered and majestick
Haond of Bt. Sam’s !

“The Head!"™ egps-
claimed Jack Folly & Co.

The Head boughed and
crinned,
o Z,mmr.w_ in onea ! ho
gaid. " Pardoun the elitely
unusual entry, Mr. Fear-
Ieas ; bult I saw a winder
opencd, 80 1 happed in on
_Mﬂ...__u sly. Then I spotted
this rig-out and simply
couldn't resist putting it
Olt. Well, now 1've
arrived, I'll make myself
ab home. I'm awiully
glad you're all =0 delited
to sce me | ™

At that moment Waite,
the butler, rushed into tho
lounge, with & torvified cry
of " Berglar ! ™

Mr. Fearless and his
uests jumped to  ther
mumw in & flash.

“A berglar *"  eried
Frank Fearless, eagerly,
“Where iz ho, Waite 1
We'll tackle the raskal,
whooever he jat™

* He's in the master’s
study, opening tho safe,
gir," anaweared the
tremnbling butler. ' He's
armed to the teeth, ¥ mite
mention ! M

“ Leave it to me,” aaid
Tir. meﬁ_mrmﬂnunh much to
everybody’s Burprise.
“ This _mm“n_. job for h.ﬁ..:ﬁﬂ
of iron nerve and rewthless
determination. Lucky 1
came along when I Jdid !

Tha MHead wvannished,
leaving Mr. Fearless and
higs guests in a state of
erato distonishmoent.

A minnit later, he re.
turned, holding, by the
seruff of the neck, the
masked marawder who
had been bergling Mr.
Fearleas’ gafe. wﬂaﬁﬁn to
relait, the berglar didn't
ascm to have an ounce of
fight in him—and stranger
atill, there was o slite grin
lurking about his lippa.

“It's quite all right,"
gaid Dr, Birchemall. * Ho
put up a desprit fight, but
by sheer brote strength I
overcamo him."’

“Good 'Y eggselaimed
Mr. Fearless. " Youaren
brave mon, and youn are
welcome to stay at Fear.

less Towers for Christ.
mas 1"
“ Thanks m,_aEE_q s

smirked the Head.

* And now,” said Me
Fearless, reanching for ihe
tellyphoue, ** I will ring up
the perlice.”

Tir. Birchemall made a
jesture of disapproval,

“Don't do that, Mr.
Fearless,"” he said. ** After
all, 1t is Christmas-time—a
tone of peace and good

will, when we can afford to
look even at desprit raskals
like this man with a more
friondly eye. I sujjest
that instead of scnding
this man to a prison cell,
you make him up & parcel
of mince pies et settera and
let him go scot free.”

* Maybe you're right,"
-aald Mr. Fearless.
And the butler duly

rappcd up a parcel of

mince L._m_m el seltern and
handed it to the berelar,
who wished them all &

merry Christmas and then
marched off, with tho
Head still grimly holding
hun by the sorulf of the
} neclc.

“Well, Dr. Birchemall
haa certainly justified him.
self to-nite, boys!'" re-
marked Mr. Fearlesa, aa
their footsteps dicd away
in the direction of the hall.

Jack Jolly & Co. would
have been amazed,
however, had thoy seen
what happened & minnit
later on the front doorstep

of Fearless Towers, Had
they bheon there, they
would have seen  the

berglar remove hiz mask,
to reveel the grinning face
of Mr. Lickhan, the
master of the Fourth
Form at 8f. Sam’s |

“ Waerlied like s charm,
gir1" they would have
herd Mr. Lickham say.

“ What-ho ! " they
would have herd the Ilead
chuckle, ™ As a result of
thig neat little bit of work,
Liekham, I shall be an
honnerad guest at Fear-
le=za Towera for tho rest

of the hollerday. Here's
mﬁEm*._._.mﬂ.m for your
trubble | **

They would then have
seen gevveral copper coing
change hands, and the
“ berglar ** and his ** vap-
tor '* shale very cordially

Lefore parting.

e

T P
X e ol ot
o

Local trains are very crowded cn
Brst agd last days of the _“_wun..__.
a ¥,
wnnﬂ.ﬁ demanded @ special train
scpase he had been squeezed out
mhwm ons he meant to catch !

Last **breaking-up”

oter received no
ideration, though !

** specie]
He iz

When the
to aid a trawler arround

FPoge lleboat weut out
: 1 off the
Black Pike, Tomw Redwing, who
was visiting old friends at Pegg,
made up the craw, ag he had done
once before when [Liviag' there,
The trawler’'s crew were saved.
Bedwing is—as the Head said—
“*a credgit to the Removwe, ™

There is Em—.mmu_,

-—aoeording fo Cobler.

i3 * boftom *?

nothing that
Coker of fhe Fiith does not kpaw

other band, Mr. Proot in class
stated that ha has et {o discover a
gingle thing that CoXer does know !
Perhaps that explaing why Coker
in marks,

“ wel up ! in bombast |

DIDN"T. Trom
earpival

W. G. Bunter.

e A ey L o bl P T ST L TSI B

CORRECTION
Just to corroct the rumers that EVERY-
BODY enjoyed the ice carmival at IHilton
Hall, I want to annownee that personally, I

my point of view, that ice-

was a  complete frost.—(Sined)

€.: What

On the A s

on_awiul fogz,

pudding ?

buat
boiled,

CONUNDRUMS

13 tha
Cerald Loder and a five-mile walk 7
Onpe's an awlul senior and the other's

difference  between

Q. : Why ia Aubrey Angel like a Chiistimas

A, DBecause he ought to be joily well





