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T OF HIS ELEMENT!  For once in a way, Harry Wharton does nol
I Hu' Famous !IN 1 He accepts an invitation from Vernon-Smith In
th ‘harton that the

spend his Christimas nalm... with the rest
accompany him to Monte Carlo. Omee
's weys are not his ways ; ** high Mfa o -nd the fever of the

qnn-illy tables dhmul him.

A Magnificent New Long

Complete Story of Harry

Wharton & Co. of Grey~
friars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Matter of Great Importance !

- BOUT Christmas—"
s No answe:
F s Harry Wharton was stand-
ing by the window of Study
in the Hemove, staring out into
sty quadringle.
.r= had been & fall of snow, and
. -ml walls were white and gll--m—

In the quad snowballs w
=ng. and loud shouts rnriu-d
n's ears as he stpod at the

w. A battle was raging between
—wd ur Remove fellows, and Temple,
¥ Co. of the Fourth, ilol.l
rry's panrrful voice could be heard
“‘b-rwn‘ captain ol the
ve, di ?mwd to enter
that twerry tussle. Ho stood at the
+ window, with & frown .upon hie
about Christmas, old cha
no amswer. The capl
ve did not even seem awal
Buntor was in the study at all.
i-.'er coughed londly.
em 1!
arton did not turn his head.
“we break-up for the Christmas holi-
was close st hand, and possibly
sston was thinking of that matter. TI
did not seem to want to discuss
wih William Gnm;n Bunter,

Wharton,” bawled Bunter,
oaf 7

away!" said Harry im-
and still without turhing his

really, Wharton—"
T

about Christmas!” urged Bunter.
't worry

break np in a few days more,
ow,"” said Billy Bunter. “It's
mportant, Wharton. Never leave
ements till the last minute, you
a I was thmlung of ¢oming home

® you this vae—"

“Better think about something else,
then,” said Harry.

“I know thace
Bunter calmly.
Euna off to Ru

difficulty,” said
our uncle having
, he won't be at home,

uppose. Ral er inconsiderate of him
to buzs off like that just before the vac.,
1 think; It leaves you in rather a hole
for Christmas, doesn’t it

No reply.

“The idea was that you were going to
take your friends home for Christmas,”
went on Bunter, “Tlob and Nugent and
Buﬂ md Inky and—and me. Well, i
it of

‘\ev-
“There’s not going fo be a Christmas
ty o at Wharton Lodge?”

“Oh!" said Dunter.

There was a pause. The captain of the
Remave, who not even looked at
Bunter, continued to stare gloomily from
the window. But he hardly saw the
merry crowd of juni below, pelting
one_another with snowballs }'f: was
thinking of quite
distant frozen land, a land of terror and
death, where in hours his
uncle might be falling & victim to savage

enemies,

“Rather thoughtlm of old

mhnxl you know,” said Billy Bunter

“1 don't see whet ho wanted

gO |.0 Russia for—st least, just before
(hmtmu But look here, Wharton "

Wharton did not “ lock here.” He
did not seem to hear,

“There's your aunt, you know,” said
Bunter. “B8he's & good old sort. Seems
quite fond of you, for SOME TOBION—NO
accounting for tastes, you know, Woll,
won't she stand you and your [riends
for Lhrmmu even if the colonel's
aw

n.ll,' Bunter paused, like Brutus, for a

ro|
i"(e Brutas, he p: d in vain,
There was no reply, important as the
matter was. For the entertainment of

other scene—of a

the

William George Bunter in the Ch
mas vacation was s matter transeendin,
in_importance anything else that was
going on in the universe—at least, in
William (ieorge's opinion.

“I say, \‘-hnnon can't you look rnund

at a chap?” exclaimed in
exasperation. “I can'¢ go on tal mg to
the back of a fellow’s head.

The captain of the Remove looked
round at last.

“Don't worry, Bunter,” he said.
“Don’t ba an ass! If I'd been takin
rty home for Christmas, mp[\u!ei "d

ve let you land sourue{f on me &
usual: but it's off, s0 you may as well
be off, too. Nothing doing !

Bunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles, with a blink of wrathful in-
dignation,

“ Land myselfl on you !" l,ucnluled

“I like that! Why, the trouble really
is that I'm so overwhelmed with invita-
tions that I hardly know which way to
turn.”
“Go and accept some of them, then.”
Smnhv ulnh me to go abroad with
he vae,” pursued Bunter,
Smuhy 5 glnmg to the South of France,
but T told him I was going to stand by
my old pals. Lord Mauleverer is keen
to take me to Mauleverer Towers. My
old pal, D'Arcy of Bt. Jim's, has written
me an urgent letter. I've got it here,
and you can see it, if you like, you
grinming beast. No, I suppose I've lefi
it in my study, Mn.hm: to cackle at,
Wharton, that I can ot

Harry Wharton lnughed

The Owl of the Remove had succeeded,
st least, in dispelling the cloud from his

row.

“Then there's the Caterpillar over at
Highcliffe, He urged me almost with
tears in his eye,”

“Tell him 1t's & go, then,”

“You see, I've turned all thess
follows down,”  explained’ Bunter.
“Relying _on you, I've turned them
down. I can't very well raise the
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subject again, after refusing them. Bad
form, you know. I shouldn't like to be
supposed a fellow who would fish for in-
vitations.”

¥ my hat 1"

“Now, tell me that there's
nothing dom and you've lot me
down!” said Bunter warmly. “1 don't
call that Of course, 1

ing the game.
coukd “kphy 5,} home to Bunter Cnurt.
That would be all right, onIy Bamier
Court happens to be in ¥he bands of the
docarators just ut present. Thai t knoeks
it on the head.”
“Have you finished 1 asked Harry.
“No. question is, what's geing to
be done? 1 thimk that in the eircum-
stances we'd hmu fa your
place, all the same, n ian't
a bad old sort, And!c--lhndhr all
nwhl..'
“Very likely; but I'm mt
ask her to stand you,
*You need a lot of stlmlmx."

"l'm l‘r‘ul you'll have to be satisfied
with Bunter Court, decorators and l." o
;‘nd the captain of the Remove. " Now

“The trouble is that I've told my
:peqpla I'm _staying with you for Christ-
mas,"” ex; Bunter. “You seem
to bave lorpiun giving me & pressing
lnvntlt:cw_

uite !"
Bﬂut ;.mk here, if there’s nothing
at Wharton Lod suppose
ith one of the chaps.

“Md...
" Chqrry s peaple aren’t very well off,”
...d Bunler thoughtfully, = It -mnldn ¢
much of a catch there. Inky hasn’

ple in England. Johnny Bull'
mﬂ" o r.ﬂm rough and ready— | ton in

ge
2 8a T jaly well will " napped Buny
“And .}"rl:um solly chenky, T -l-zl
mn l'un]:; e bk wok ask o

"You ve been jolly bad-tempered
lately, rowing with OUF OWN
r:é > nldhﬂulﬂu .'; nt's

up with yeur mnn tel now
I am. lludliki nﬁh[lullo
get shut of you for the vac; to
reason: he would. Biill, I soppose he'll
lul bound (n n& you. I should ||k= it

nod I, better without
-nd really it II & bit ihu.'k !'nr

:on bl-—i rnllrulf

Lunl m—u on Nugent and me,
with your rotien bad temper, and all | said
that," nld Bunter, “I don’t sce why
snu can't hm; you'd il any
l! And I doun't see why

Nngcm shoul landed with you

hecause ha’.l your chunr here——
Wy g o 1 asked Ha
& ]’ not finished

Bunter
cheery conversation with E&rry Whnhn
had to be left unfinis! A strong arm
swung Bunler 1o the door, and tossed
x ﬂu B.gnnu passage,
Slam !
B&ntﬁr Il’ll‘lblﬁ up, red with wnlh

keyhole of Btudy No. 1. “I've a ul.b
mdnmdlnmmlﬂlwkyuu!lm
you hear

No answer,

Tue Maoxer Lisrany,—No. 880.
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“Yeu come out here, you rotter!”
roared Bunter,

Rilence !

“You come out, and T'll mop up the

passage  with you!" bawled Bunter.
“Yah! Funk!”

There was u footstep in the study, ap-
proaching the door.

Bunter did not wait for the deor te

open.
seeomd thoughts—proverbially the
best—he decided not to mop up the m-
-E:n'"h the captain of the Remox
ly two seconds }md r-llyud vl'hn

the door ope: But in those seconds
Wit ool Bumter ba

Bunter had elapsed, too.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Bounder is Ratty.
ERBERT VERNON-SMITH, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, sat in
the comfortable armchair in his
study, and frowned.

Tom Redwing, his study-mate,
on the hearthrug, and looked IrouHud
and distressed.

All was evidently not as it should have
been in Study No. 4 in the Gregfriars
Remove.

“You're an ass, Reddy!" said the
Bounder.

“Yeos, old chap !”

“And a silly chump I

s,
“And & blithering idiot 1"
“All right, Smithy,

“And a huwlmz dnmm’ g

Tom Redwing smiled faintly. He was
dist as he always wu w
to cross the wishes of his best chum.

But -mh the distress there was resolu-
, sun| ace.
l“nlbw- in the Remove had oiten
wondered st the firm, loyal friendship
between Verm%muh, the millionaire’s
son, , son of a sailor-
man—-pwr n a church mouse, as Skin-
bim, and wly at Greyfriars
Bchvolnt all. because ‘he had won a
scholarship there and had no fees to pay.

But that friendship, though often it

bees en, owing to the Bound-r s
wayward temper, had never been broken.
Trouble had occcurred more than once
im Study No. 4; but it had always blown
over, Now it looked ss if more trouble
had come.

The Bounder was sngry—that was
clear. His brows were knitted, and his
eyes gleamed under them.

"I've fixed it all up with my father,”
wen| i on Vrr-nal:;mml? =

“I'm sorry, ! But you never
u&ad me lm s0 how could T know 1"

= h.d 6wk my fulsr fisl, fa
héad ¥ %

“Yes, that’s so, know,"” assented
Tom. “But it's all hght. Swmithy; Mr.
Vernon-8mith can'd possibly care what
ou take with you for the Christ-

He hardly knows me.”
he doesn’t care a rap!" said

Smith;
"Wlll thln, M'Il'“. your. {ather out,

'om, with a smile,
“He mt\m d 1

“I mind ! mwhd the Bounder.
“T'm sorry—"
“Oh, keep your sorrow ! " snapped
Vernon-8mith. I never d:alnud that
'd inrllu!s down like this. De you
¥
haven't M !nu down, Smithy !
I—1 never u were going
to tell me—not. tdl me.”
“You knew I nnhd you for Christ-

MBER

* Well, that’s different. But when you

told me your father was taking you =

the Bouth of France—Nice Am?g

and Monte Carlo, and all that—I

expected for o moment you'd suppose

could come.”

“Why not?” grunted Snmhy.
“Zmithy, old man, do

Il: . fnghtlﬂl; mno trip. Yﬁl

be spendmg no -d -q and I
haven't any momey to lpud.

ou you, old chi You'd despise me
;nua::l -&-ann,lllda 3e.

“ Well,

wing.
your chumming with me at all, and son=
of un think T p.l with you for whar
_you re worth. I know Skimner thinis

“ Hang, Skinner "
“Hang bim as high as Ham

welcome ! said Tom, mnhn

rather um-!:.l. Smithy, for a cfhp

to chum with «

it
Mhnruﬁthw“l‘mﬂw

“l”d punch any fellow's head who sax
so!
“ But that ‘m-hln‘t alier the facts

Bmitl on you—and th-

woul -pon- ns

b“ Rubbish | My p-hr will pay all the
ills,

“¥ know ! It's the same thi

“You don't want to come?” grunte:
the Bounder. “And I was thinking
the time Whn & ripping thing it wouk
be for you.

“Bo it l'outd old fellow T'd like :
like anything,” said Tom, “I've neve
been out of Englnnd.. nxupuns for &
trip in my father's t across the

Channel. ouldn't I just like to se
the Mediterranean, and the palm-trees

nmmer, i
things ika gm Ao sosssibla e & chop
who has little more than the clothes b«

stands up in, A fellow can't have suck
things at another fellow's expense; it's
u} "’h‘.»

"Ym;:nn']‘wua.!ud .ﬁn. lot*(
money, Bmithy, you b under-
stand,” eaid Redw

and they look as if they'd done it, toc

at the end of the term! I'm almos

ashamed, sometimes, of being 8o poorly

dressed when I'm with you, and you

alwn; fadrwumiwhll, old chap 1"
nthead "

“Fancy me dining in the big Lnle}- \
and strolling round Monte Carlo in my |
old Etons I said Redwing.

The Bounder laughed unpltuntl:

“My pater's going to make you a
Christmas present,” he said. ™ You
won't be short o! cash.”

Redwing crimsoned.

=1 couldn't taka it, Snisthy=—T couldn't.

1 hate to_say mo to anything you su
gost; but T couldn’t! I've precious little
to call my own excepting my lel[-rupect
I want to keep that, Smithy,

' Oh, rubbish 1" [mwhd th Bounder
“Wha's going to bother about your
dashed self-respect !  Plenty of fellows in
du Remove would jumpna: "

ws Wl ir footing,
Sum.lly.‘“ -

N5



hers, too!” snapped the Bounder.
I lm not one of the other!,

but 1 louh]u! do it!
< to be friends, Smithy, I've gnt to
lear of sponging.
ave I ealled it sponging 1"
i but that's what I call it, because
the right name. nd,
» il you lh k a bit,
hat's rigl

you'll know

Rnrlnmg sighed and was silent,
keenly the disappoiniment he
ing on his chum, and he knew
’ nhqapromtmom was keen. But
was no help for it.

+ don't want to come, and that's

ng and short of it,” eaid the
jer moodily. * Have you fixed up
smebody else for Christmas 7

Nobody's specially keen on me

e vacation,” said Tom, with a

“1 shall be going home.”

vour cabin at Hawkscliff ¥ said
Bounder, wi curl of the lip.

« my home, Smithy.

d you prefer that to a holiday in
»uth of France?

3; but—"

but—but—but——"" snapped the
er. “The ]nng d the short of
hat you won't come.”
an't !

u won't, you mean. Well, don't
w.l bo blowed to you!” said the
angrily. “I'll ask snother
precious few other chaps in the
v¢ who will turn me down. Let

~iwing nodded, with a clonded face,
rossed to the d He had to be
he felt that; but he was disap-
=d ns well as 8mithy, and he wish
Smithy had taken it better. But
seldom that the headstrong, im-
s Bounder could take the crossing
s wishes patiently.
iwing left the ly—and almost
er Bunter, who was very close to

o,
find where you're going!

grunted

ing gave the Owl of the Remove
ance of contempt, and walked away
+ the Remove passage. Billy Bunter
i the door of No. 4 open again.
grim, dark look from
Smith greeted him,
was not ahashed. He rolled
y with his most

said

y cad, and no mistake,”

the
said
No wonder you're waxy, old

ou know, h

So you've been listening !" said the
ier, glancing round for & missile
bh, really, Smithy! T happened to
I say, you're really
nldn't

s few words.

ip ng r-xpnnsnu people,
or, n]lal.mz his head seriously.
uldn’t do, you know."
You fat idiot!
Vhat you want on a trip like that,
thy, is a really decent, well-con
S a fellow ustomed to the
i er, blinking at

AL
society,”
jer through

sn with you,
I to that low fellow,

you know. Look here, Smithy, I'll

come,
“Rh

“Of course, T shall pay my own foot-
ing,” said Bunter hastily. 1 shall ask
my pater specially for a rather handsome
Christmas cheque. Generally he gives
twenty mun(l\—"

v

*You fat ass

“[ shall ask him for Mlv this time
When do we start, Smithy ?

Vernon-Smith glared at the Owl of the
hion,

Remove and grasped a

“You'll be jolly glad, Smi
a chap like me with you
low rotter like Redwing:

Crash !

The cushion whizzed, and landed on
Bunter's extensive and well-filled waist-
coat,

“Ooooooch 1"

Bunter sat down with an impact that
almost shook the study.

“Ow!  Wow! Wow! Beast!” he
ronred, “Ow! I jolly well won't come
now—— Ow!

Vot Sitith femped ey ai iabiad
the cushion. It rose and fell in the
Bounder’s heavy hand.

Rmnp smite, smite !

“Ow! Ow! Wow!"

For the timo that winter’s
afternoon, George DBunter
quitted a Remove smnlv in frantic haste.
Vernon-8mith hurled the cushion after
him, slammed the door, and returned to
his armchair, scowling.

to have

=1

!NA,IJ'F. LLX ]

X “\,_N“ E L 1

The question of the Christmas vacation
was still unsettled for Bunter. But it
seemed to be fairly clear that he was
not going with the Bounder.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Rilt in the Lute !

4 ALLO, hallo, hallo!"
H Bob Cherry's powerful voice
boomed into Btudy No. L.
Bob's rugged face was
ruddy and bright. He had thoroughly
enjoyed the snow battle in the quad—all
the more because Temple, Dabney & Co.
had been put ignominiously to the rout.
The Removites had remained victorious;
and now most of them were coming up
to the studies to tea.

Bob's bright faco looked in at the
doorway of the study. There was »
!red}' glow from the fire, but no other
i

& lhiln. hallo, hallo! Not here,” said
'ob. ou hall better como along to
my study to tea, Franky.”

“I'm here,” said Wharton's quiet
voice,
2Ok my bat! Al in tho dak?”

Bob into the
Harry Whar-

Frank Nugent passed
stud,

y and lighted the gas.

was still standing by the open
ndow.
Ile had not troubled to put on the

light. Indeed, perhaps the gloom har-
monised with his gloomy thoughts and
fealings.

His face was clouded as he looked at
his chums.
rank Nugent jammed a kettle on the
fire, and stirred the coals together. Boh
stood in the doorway, with a rather un
certain look on his honest, rugged face

‘Wharton's

= IlllIn. hallo, hallo !’ boomed Bob Cherry,
came quiet voice.

“ Harry's not hera ! "
Bob. “‘All in the

I Nugent lighted thu gas, and picked up the kettle o jlm on the fire.

But Harry Wharton still stared moodily out of the window. (See Chapter 3.)

ORI

o
but there's & It's wasted,

Tae Maower Lisrisy, - No. 880.



Johnny Bull glanced in, and, having had
one look at Wharton's face,
on along the Ren passage wi
speaking. His impression was
Wharton was *‘edge-w once
and at such a time t
the sconest mended

“ h.non- clouded brow darkencd still

that
more,
least said wa

my

'Ihere hnl been trouble in the Co., and
like a rift in the lute still
su Hul Harry had not meant to
be sullen or sulky mow. He had been
thinking of his uncle, with & hf_n'lf heart
—thinking of the e per s that
Colonel Wharton was fa n going to
the rescue of an old cauxrnduqn arms,
who had fallen foul of the Bolsheviks in
ﬂm savage lnrul of the Muscovites.

He ha ted to see his uncle, as
asual, that ( ristmas—until that sudden
journey to the frozen North made it
impossible. And the dark thought was
always in his mind that he might never
nother Christmas with the stern,
qi but kind-hearted man who had
been father to him from his early
infancy. It was possible—it was more
than possible—that Colonel Wharton had
nd his déath
North—that he would add n
the countless victims of a grim and

of his ¢l

'I‘mlc:-d humour jarred on him
He did :lut and could not, expect hi
friends to feel as he did—to share his in-
cessant  anxiety; they knew and
respected Colonel Wharton, but to them
he was only Wharton's uncie, whom they
seldom saw. They were concerned for
him, it was true; but, naturally, the
thought of him was not constantly in
llu-w mmdn. And, indeed, his peril did

seem so great to tl as it did to
Wh-nun—aln, were abla-to take a more
detached view of the matter.

And Wharton, who had always been
reserved, was more than cver reserved
now. He hed never been a feliow to
wear his heart on hs sleeve. His
anxiety for his unele ‘was keen and
seldom or never spoke of
imate

BPaosides,
wan the use of speaking—idle talk
uld not alter facts. The deeper his

anxiety rew, the deeper ke hid it in
his own
Many a hmr of late, Wharton had

felt himself rather a wet blanket among

ris cheery chums: and more than once
he had felt something like resentment at
their seeming indifference.

He caught the look on Johnny Bull's
face, and it gave him a throb of annoy-
ance. Bull evidently supposed that he
was and desired 1o avoid the

pute by not coming into
hat right had he to sup-
¥? Whas a fellow bound to

e alway 33 inning like a hyena?

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked in
over Bob Cherrv's shoulder, and the
cheery grin faded from his dusky coun-
tenance.

He did not, as Johnny Bull did, sup-
pose that Wharton was sulky. His keey
eyes traced the lines of anxiety in

Harry’s clouded face. But he knew that
despondency of spirits and srtation go

and-in-hand—that when a fellow was
ﬂaun in the dumps, he was much moro
hlu-'ly to quarrel than when he was

Tn: ‘MagxET LiBRaRy.—No. 880.

So the nabob of Bhanipur, after a
moment's hesitation, followed Johnny
Dull along the passage.

“Aren't you comung in, Cherry?™"
asked Wharton, with a slight inflection
of sarcasm in his voice.

frowned a little.

Wharton never, or hardly cver, ad-
dressed him by his surname. When he
did s0 it was a sign that all was not

“ Anyihing up 1" asked Bob.
of, 2ot mid Hars, with o
ud Ap:

n that Colonel Wharton

diger of i life; and

itior it Keeh Satisatt

If so, Wharton was not

to his nephew.
hlwl to remind hini.
\!uu didn't come down to help ua
wallop the Fourth,” said
“1 didn’t feel in the humour.”

“No!” said Bob. “Well, I'll get
along—you fellows come to tea in my
study 1"

anks, no! " said Harry.
“ Right-ho

b Cherry moved away with his
heavy tread; and his rugged face ve-
mained clouded for about two minutes.
It clea when he came into his own
study, No. 13 in the Remove. Hurree
Singh and Mark Linley and little Wun
Lung, the Chinee, were there; and
was never Alnthnlx like a wet blanket.
Tea in Study No. 13 was quite a merry
mesl.

Frank Nugent, as a matter of fact,
would have preferred to go with Bob.
But he did not think of doing so. Whar-
tnn had been so thoughtful of late, so

rose and touchy, that Frank did not
ﬂnd Study No. 1 s0 cheerful as of old.
But Frank Nugent was not a fair-
weather friend; and he bore with his
chum patiently and kindly.

He assumed a cheery air, as he boiled
the kettle for tea, and put on the
saucepan with the

o jolly well wlﬁupﬂd the Fourth "
s

you t*
Tmlplc got & smowball right in the

CEEEEE

from

Your Editor.

¥ AR T
fo all my chums
: TEVEDEIDS

jolly well drove them right along

to lim (Jiﬂlaul'l said Frank., =1 wist

you'd joined
Harry did nnt answer.
“Coker of the Fifth bullnd

Frank, with a chucl
(,olu:ﬂ We rolled huu in the smm >
Good !” said Harry, forcing a

“Coker's talking about
passage with a gang of th
winding up the term by gi

we'll make him glad to
said Nugent. * Here
y.”

“Right-ho !"
The two juniors sat down to tea.
After the snow battle, Frank had cone

in, like the others, merry and bright.
He was feeling fit and fruh and elated
with the exercise in the keen winter air
But Wharton's gloomy face was an
effectual damper; and it was only by
an effort that Nugent kept up cheers
talk over the tea-table. ~ Nugent fel
silent at last, and tea was finished i
silence,

‘When it was over Frank rose to his
feet. Perhaps he was fecling the necs
of more cheerful company.

Wharton understood, and he coloured

“I—I'm sorry, Frank, old chap:” he
sa I know I'm a bit of a wet
bl; nlm!-—lmt I'm not feeling very bright
ut along.”

Come down to the Rag,” raid Frank
poh Tine captain of the Remove shook his

“Look here, Harry,” said ‘Jn]rm
after a pause. “You're not keeping
up, are you—about the words we had ‘hx

her day? We can't cxpect to ges
through a term without avy differences
of u{mmﬂ can we!”

Id Harry,

't like you to keep up a grudge
said Frank. “I hupep n: re ﬁ«-
about th: le trouble—"

said Hi

“ Nothing."

Nugent, ﬂmlad

You don't look so jollr
ht for a fellow uhn has
t]m matter with

"m mn [mlm bright, as
I told you. G
“Well, give it a name.
said Frank, puzzled.
course, it's rather a muck-
up about Christmas, your
uncle being away. But 1

doesn’t matter much whers
wo go, 80 long as we all g

Fugcithor

m mnot u”"h"f about
mucked up,”
m not worry

“We'll have a jolly Christ
mas, anyhow, wherever we
go,” said Frank. M
people \ull be jolly glad to have the
Jot of us

B ! was thinking—" Whartor
spoke in a low vaice. “I'm a
worried about my uncle,”

“I understand,” Nugent nodded
“I shall be jolly glad for your sake
when he comes home safe and soun

again. But 1 don't want to keep
on thinki about that. I've no doube
he's all right.”

“Oh!" said Harry,

“Colonel WhaMon's & man to be
able to take care of himself. And

lots of
these

after all,

1 ptu g0 to Russia,
even In

ays,” said Nugent



know, old chap. that you can
harping on a thing until a little
}nlly big one.”

You
ep on
wible seem:
v

don't thmi T've harped on it,”
I haven't mentioned it hv'uro
at I know of.”
‘I didn’t mean that—I mean. harping
it in your own mind. I'm ouly too
you speak to me about any-

rl vyou, and vou
n;tl Nasgent caler
Li a

u ‘mouth thnt hc hn
Wharton turned away.
Look here, Hari don't play the
mat 1" said Nugent qum.! “You're
ttin| lately
s 11" said Harry gri
Ves, you are, old chap
ut nothing. Skinner la:.»—
T don't want to hear what Skinner

\\.-ll Skinner iso’t the ouly one;
¢ of tho fellows—"
I'd rather not hear their views."
Nugent breathed hard and deep.
" You'd rather not make the fellows
k on yor a bear with a sore held
iprose, on_this study as a
ml-l animal's den that felTuwu Iud
er keep clear of,” he said shi .rpi
Thov can keep clear of it if they
—and of me, too,” said Wharton
agely. “I noticed Johnny Bull and
dninfg 50, and Inl too—well, let
they want to give me the go-
them go shoad !
They don't want to—but—"

And if you want rather more olleer
ompany, theirs is waiting for you,’
«4 Wharton. *You can go along and
& over how touchy I am, and what
conner thinks of

3

k here, e
Oh, let it d exclaimed Harry
satiently. -u the wood of chin-
g V'l? all be quarrelling soon, at

It's not so jolly easy to get on with
without quarrolhng- said Frank
ks to me as if you want &

e w:th the whole party.”

T don’t care a rap one way or the
Then you jolly well ought!” said
gent, with more tartness than he had
r shoml before to his chum.

4ad Frank Nugent
v. and the door (-Iowd beln:ad him.

Wharton stood very still.

After a few minutes he took a letter

er for the

from his

=t, Miss Whuum the colanel's sister.

ono passage in it his glance
t ran;:

hile my brother is away, 1 shall
in with my friends at Bournemouth.
Il be hard to lose our usual pleasant
~ustmas together at home ; lml for me
holiday would mot be & happy one

« your uucle is in a dangerous
stey; and I think, my dear Harry,
st you feel the same. But you must
ske up your mind to enjoy your
wristmas as much as you can.  You
wwe many doar friends at school who
be glad to have you for the holi-
s+%: though if you would prefer a
very quiet vacation with your old

=t. I need not tell you how pleased 1
Jd bo to see you here, and my kind

sts would be fqunllv pleased, T feel,
=ever, that you will enjoy yourself
- among young people: but let me

#. my dear Harry, what arrange-

ts yoir are making—"

There was a good deal more, in the
wme kind and Aﬁecnonnle skrain,
Wharton smiled faintly.

llllh]
m
" declined, (See Chap(w‘ 10

ulll’nnunt. ** Yes, rather I"*
. s,

nmmnmwm

she
was but a “very very quiet”

vacation the old lady at Bourne-
mouth would have been more than a
little irksome to both of them, especiall
as Wharton did not share his aunt's
opinion that her kind hosts—an elderly
vioar and his wife—would be “equally
pleased ” {o have a Lower Fourth boy
lanted in their t

ishment for the

He was very fond of his sunt,
him

was not koen on making merry.
But he had to go somewhere.
He could not stay on through the holi-

days ot the school, like one or two hap-
lews fellows, who had mo people in
Eagland, and had to stay on for a
deadly dull vacation in charge of the
ame. counting the days till the
holidays were over and the fellows came

Plenty of places were open to him,
for that matter. and the most natural
thing was for him to go home with
Nree Nugent, his best chum. It had
been intended that Nugent should go
home with him, and it was easy enough
to reverse the order.

But he was not, now, on the same
cheery terms of confidence with his
cham that he had always been on with
him. After the sharp words that had
been spoken, only a few minutes ago, in
the study, how could he take it for
granted that he was to go home with
Nugent.

And he was ashamed of it: but there
it was—the gibing words of I\wllv Bunter
lingered in his memory. Bunter was no-

dy, and less than nobody, and what he
said was of no more account than the
whistling of the winter wind among the
leafless old elms in the quad. Neverthe.
less, his gibe lingered, in Wharton's pre
sent troubled and touchy frame of mind,
Why should Nugent be “landed " with

him, he was his chum at
schoo look at it in that
ligh ?

Wharton knew that he did not. Yes
the bitter ircl.m‘ lingered. The plain
truth was that he could not go home
, and the bare thought of
d for an invitation stung
his pride to the quick, To run the risk
of being cl Ilunl.er—l butber-
in at of part and & fishor
for invitations—his cheekn crimsoned at
the thought.

And yet—

!t was quite unlike Wharton {o seek
sol and_brood over real m t-ncu.-d
grie ¢s, But he was not usual
now, and he moved restlessly |bout the
study, thinking and thinking. and forget-
ful even of prep. He started when
door opened, and Bob Cherry looked
with a rather curious expression on his

said Bob.
repeated Wharton, “So late
your prep?

Let’s hope Quelchy won't pick on
¥ou in the mormning. then,” said
cheerilv. “Come on! Wingate's or the
way "

And DBob tramped on.
Wharton did not follow him for the
moment, Nugent had done his prep
elsewhere apparently, Certainly he bad
nol cdme back to Study No. 1, as usual,
He was deliberately lvuuimﬁ the

|lud leliberately avoiding his chum.
Was it truo, then, that Wharton's tem-
r hud grown so touchy that even his
m-l friends felt forced to keep away
Or was it rhlt Nugent did
ant fo be " with him for
? In tlle first case, could not
his chum be a iittle more patient with a
fellow who had & deep trouble on his
To th -«'and cate—— ar-
ton's eyes gleamed, and he set his lips.
Nugent should not be “landed " wi

from him?
not

over the vacation, st all events.
That much was settled now defititely in
Harry Wharton's mind.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Row in the Rag !

&y SAY, you fellows!”
“Well, Fatty 1"
“Who's tal ing Wlurlon!"
There was a lIl lll the Rag.

It was the following -ml -lm'

1li;
thicker and thicker, deeper and dcoper.
From the distance the boom of ilo sea

on the rocky re was faintly audible;
wild weather tossed the ocean to foam
and fury. In the Rag, however, a!l was
merry and bright. erowd of cheery
fellows discussed the coming holidays,
most of them with keen anticipation,

g before the fire
n his trousers
pockets, was talking—as usual !

There was a fat grin on the face of the
Owl of the Remove. Ho was upon a
topic that he found entertaining, and
some of the other fellows scemed to find
|L :mzrt-mmg also, especially Skinner &

'\1ereomr, Bunter was annoyed with
Wharton,

As there was to be no Christmas party
at Wharton Lodge, Billy Dunter ob-
viously could not plant .'mmsr\! there for
the vacation. This threw ali Bunter's
arrangements out of gear.

For though, according to Bunler's own
account, crowds and erowds of fellows
were keen to bag him for the vac, he was
not able to put his fat finger on any
lndmdnal member of those crowds.

He had decided that Nugent would be
next hut but Frank Nugent had failed

t sy up; and Dicky Nugent of the
B:cgil g' 5 Bunter, in the
lain .mgu e nltnnl to the Secon
fom, e would burst him if he

found Imn anywhere about at Christmas.
As it was settled that Johnny Bull,
Hurreo Singh, and Bob Cherry were
aing bome with Nugent, they were use-
fu to Bunter. Other fellows seemed
equally uscless. The Bounder had made
it only too clear that Bunter was not
going with him to Monte Carlo.,
wing wasn't going, but Smnhr was ob-
viously not umoud to fill the empty
lace “with Lord Mauleverer
Ld been d

rquu]?y 'bhnk
-natured lor
but his relative. Sic

iship hated |
immy V
no for him, and added thereto a
put the matter beyond doubt
Squiff, the Australian ju
going up to Scotland with Ognlvy but
when Bunter told Ogilvy that he was
quite keen on a Christmas in Scotland,
lie found that the keencss was all on his
mrn uda Ognlvy was not keen at all,

Bunter lel! himeelf at a loose end, and
it looked as if would have to spend
his Christmas at Bunter Court, in the
delightful wm y of Sammy Bunter

i ‘orm, and Bessio Bunter
of Chﬂ Honm

From Bunter's deseriptions of Bunter
Court, and the glorious rereinm there,
it might have been supposed that the

of the Remave woull be quite con-
tent with the prospect.

But he wasn't! The magnificence of
Bunter Court, somehow, failed to attract
the lmr of that magnificent establish-
ment.

So the fat junior was at a lgose
and )u: felt that it was -II \\huﬂunl
fault. Wharton, in his opinion, had let
him down. The only solace was that
Wharton himsell was at a loote end,
with nowhere to go, That was how

Tnr Magxer Lisrany.—Ne. 880.

Bunter looked at_it,

and be delighted
o “rub it in.” Hence his remarks as
he stood warmmﬁ his fat and fatuous
person before the log fire in the Rag.

“ Aren’t there any offers, you Enlln\'\s‘
went on Bunter, blinking round at the
Remuvu fellows through his big spec-
facles. “Doesn't anybody want a wet
blanket for Christmas? Is rold
Wharton Soliig o he lefi: om. s lnaly

“iuu fat ass!” said Peter Todd. "If

‘Wharton comes in and hears you calling | fo,

him poor old Wharton, there will be &
d-m-g«l porpoise lying about soon after-

“Oh really, Toddy—"
I_~ Bunter alone,

said Skinner,

turned him dovrn. Bunter "

Bunter

“ What-| u';" he answered.
furlédad E im to keep out of it."

ha, ha!” chortled Skinner and
Bnnnp ‘and Stott and Fisher T, Fish, and
or threp more fellows.

. Ha actuslly !mpt out_of the stud,
for prep last evening,” said Bunter, i
noticed that Nugent did his prep in
Russell’s study. He, he, he!”

“You notice too murh you fat, prying
worm,” grunted Peter

“You dry up, 'I‘oddy o u:d Bunter.
“You can nsk Wh-don oumlf if you

et Nngmt'a

want to. He, he, he! uite deter-
mined not to' take \\-hﬂrluu me with
me, you fellows.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“He put it as plain as he could,” said

Bunter. “Jolly civil all of a sudden, and
all that. But I haven't asked him, and
I'm not going to. The fact is, T can’
stand Wharton.

“JHa, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

“I say, you fellows, it's a fact, you
know. But I've turned him down.
anybody’s to have him, Nugent can

have Ium—!\oel his chum. I'm not 'mn'
Wharton off his hands just
'Iwcau« Vugent doesn't want hi
“Dry up, you fat idiot!” whispered
Tom Redwing, as the figure of the
captain of the Remove appeared in the
doorway of the Rag.
There was a sudd.m hush in the room.
Even Billy Bunter became serious,

His | though he was too short-sighted to sce

the expression on Wharton's face—plain
enough to all the other fellows there.
Wharton walked into the room.
He came directly towards the fire
where Bunter stood ; and the Owl of the
Remove blinked at hi

On

h‘ﬁ
rton's grip was on his collar,
the Owl of the Remove v 1s shaken like
a rat in the jaws of l terrier.
Bhlha, shal a, sl
“Ow! I.oggo‘” roared Bunter,
writhing in the muscular Yp'np of th!

captain o} !l.lho :a mm?phh
“y'b?‘i B‘c'w!cc, make him leggo
hake, shake, shake!
“ Lot. him alone, you bully ! called out

Skinner.
‘Wharton dro
suddenly that

the floor, pﬂﬁn P
turncd on Harold Skinner, with a look
|hlt m..da Skinner wish that he Iﬂd not

we Wlul did you call me, Skinner?”
Bkinner felt a deep tremor.
But
he put tl

Bunter |||d:lun|y ~30
e fat junior spraw ed on
BN n: He

could not unsay bis words, and
the best face on it that be could.

“Bunter can't stand up for himself,”
he said sullenly. *“All very well for you
to handle & fat duffer who cau’t put up
his hands,”

“You can put up your hands,” eaid
Harry. “I'll trouble you to do it, too,
here and now.

And he came at Skinner,

Skinner backed away.

“I—T'm not going to fight you——"

“¥ou called me s bully,” said Harry,
his eyu flashing. “I’ve shaken Bunter

choek ; il he could fight 1'd give
hun tha lhrnhmg of his life. You can
fight, and you're 5mn¢ to, or else take
a hrlzm[, you cad

And  with tim the cnpum of the
Remove cama on; and Skinner had no
choice about putting up his hands.

It was quite against Skinner's prin-
ciples; it was his way to wreak his
malice and envy by sly methods, without
danger to himself—and generally be
found the captain of the Remave con-
temptuously tolerant. Now he mddml\
d.uoovereci that he had gone a step too
and that it was not only scornful

disregard he bad to look for. Scorn
Ekmnar could have stood with equani-
mity; but standing a whirlwind attack
from an angry Tnlluw was quite a
different matter. Bkinner backed away

He remained there,
Wh-rum eyed him lw‘"?ulr

re you ;am p?" 1:- nlmd.
ki 1‘ done ! kinner.
“Rather under-done, l should say,”

remarked the Bounder, with a grin.
"Ynu’n not cooked yet, Bkinner.”
§ e sapinisiick the Ramove.

8
sava lt
and i:c ked away.

“If you've had enough,,all right,”
said w:‘urtnn “But_keep your tongue
between your teeth, Bkinner, and don’t
call fellows names.”

With that the captain of the Remove
walked out of the Rag, He passed four
juniors in the doorway—the Ce., just
mmmg m after prep. Frank Nugent
Allnd o him.

Harry!”

Wharton did not answer.

Nugent stepped after him and caught
]::m hy the sleeve.

Harry, old man, aren’k you coming
into, ﬂu Rag "
“ No,

hal
chd himself up, glowering

“Then T'll come up to the study,”
said Frank. “I want to have a falk
about Christmas.”

"'anhin[ to talk about, that I know

“ywell, it's uﬂlod. I suppose?™

 What's set ttled 1

:: You're coming home with me.”
o

“1 was taking |l for granted, of
course,” said Frank. “I thought it was
understood, Harr:

“Well, it wasn'

Nugent flushed.

L hcrnl somewhere else yon like

better, of course, I won't urge vfou." he

u”li 5 Yn-a please yoursel
\u‘ell lut “his lip hard, and followed
his friends into the Rq

THE Fu'l'.ll CHAPTER.
Left Alone !
ORD MAULEVERER sat in his
I place in the Remove Form Room

!d
several times at Harry W] nc
His lordship seemed to h thmhu'.

the next morning, and




He was not thinking about Latin verse
or- the section of the Aneid he ought to
have prepared the previous evening—and
hadn’t. On that topic his lordship's only
iope was that Mr, Quelch would not eall
rpon him to construe.

Mauly, as a rule, did not do much
thinking. It was a fag and a bore; and
Mauly dodged anything that was a fag
snd o bore, as ho might have dodged the
cholera.

Nevertheless, his lordship was thinking

now; it was one of his fa Jordship’s
s, that if he took the trouble to think
, it was generally on some other
w's account.
Now he was thinking about Wharton.
Lord Mauleverer had a kind regard
¢ the captain of the Remove, and for
| the members of the Co. He liked
em all; and he had observed—the last
“llow in the Remove to observe—that
hero was & rift in the lute, and that
«/l was not as it should have been in
sat usually happy and friendly circle,

Tt distressed he -natured lordship.

Wharton had come into the Form-
ssom that morning by himself. He was

sting in his place a good deal like s
sione statue, without a glance at his

ends. It might have been supposed,

a
ce

Wharton's look, that he w
==w follow without a single acqua
= his Form. :
More than once his chums had tried to
atch his eye and had fa; and they
sd grown impatient and given it up.
Somehow, they hardly knew how, a
rangeness and coldness had grown up
= the Co.; the Famous Five were not
= their old terms. Wharton had a
nse of wrong, which he did not cast
-, in his present mood, with his nsual
~ardy common-sense. And his friends
t that their patience was running out.
1v should they always be bearing with
" uncertain temper of a passionate
ow who was ready to quarrel with
nd or foe? ]
nfortunately, the Famous Five filled
vory prominent place in the Form;
v were always i the limelight, =0
" as the Remove was concerned.
ows like Skinner & Co. could have
puted from the beginning of the term
s end and nobody would have taken
+d. Noboedy would have cared, or
known, perhaps, if Bunter had
sased to speak to Bpoop., or if
szeldene had had a feud with Wibley
« Micky Desmond.
But with Harry Wharton & Co. it was
Jifferent matter. The captain of the
n and his chief followers were the
sders of the Remove, and of n-
tance, And.Wharton had his enem
reased in number and in enmity by
passionate temper of late. Even fel
== who liked him soon grew *“fed up »
h gloomy looks and sharp words,
here was always a section of the Form
would have been glad to “give
L, could they have found
Jeader—some influential
nn

jed chap
fellows backed up Wharton, as a
and the discontented Removites
small and ignored minority.
| the more because of that eircum-
they were glad to make
thing that came their
esent trouble in the Co. was a
Il to Bkinner and his comrades.
7 made the most of it, and did
miable best to widen the breach.
ner did his best to spread an im-
n that Wharton and Nugent were
ms because the captain of the
“nowhere to go " that vac,

LABRARY )

and Nugent was unwilling to take L
home, Such tittle-tattle i the pas
ard the studies would have earned ouly
Wharton’s whole-hearted contempt and
disregard in ordinary times; but mow
echo of it that reached his ears
stung him, and added to his passionate
determination to go his own wayward
way.

It was common talk in the Remove
now that Wharton could not go home
for the vac, and was not asked any-
where else—a painful position for any
fllow—which fed. fellows like Bunter

stances—or, ratl the siupposed «ci
cumstances—it was not wondered at that
he was moody and touchy; i i
moodiness and touchiness gave colour to
the professed belief of the amiable
Bkinner.

As a matter of fact, Wharton was a
little perplexed to know what to do.

He had turned Nugenk down without
hesitation, and he did not regret it; but
had he regretted it, he could not have
eaten his words.

That much was settled now. He was
not going home with Nugent, who was
taking Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. That was
as fixed and unalterable now as the laws
of the Medes and Persians.

But he had to go somewhere, and
Bournemouth did not attract him;
morvevar. he shrank from explaining to

2t he was on bad terms with

v of fellows would have been glad
to take a hirt from him, but Wharton
was the last fellow in the world to give
such s hint, He thought now of fricnds
outside the Greyfriars Remove. Tom
Merry of 8t. Jim's would have been
pleased enough to have him, he knew;
but naturaily Tom Merry had no know-
ledge of how he was circumstanced, and
the same applied to Frank Courtensy of
Higheliffe. The merest hint would have
been enough, which Wharton wonld
have died sooner than have uttered.

So Skinner's impression of the m
false at first, became true. It was an
actual fact that the captain of the
Remove was, for the first time since he
bad been at Greyf , at a loose end
for the vacatign.

That much Wharton could have borno
patiently enough; but the knowledge
that the Romove fellows all knew it
and that most of them were discussing it,
was bitter and galling to him. y
couldn't they lenve his private affairs
alone, was his angry thought. He
forgot that in becoming captain of the
Form he-had become, 5o far as the Grey-
frinrs Remove was concerned, s public
character. He had |u£:'y the penalty of
prominence. Had he been a Skinner or
a Bunter, certainly nobody would have
bothered about his affairs,

It was upon this topic that Lord
nuleverer was thinking—to the ulter
clusion of Latin verse—as he s
the Form-room that morning. Hi
hearted lordship was distresséd,

The first act of ** Rigoleito ** was hl.l!-\!l{ through when Vernon-Smith's party
Al

tramped noisily into the box reserved for

glances from the audi-

ngry
torium were east at the schoolboys, but little cared Ponsonby and his friends for

angry glances from cummon mortals in cheaper seats,

(See Chapter 12.)
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hated to see his friends on bad terms
with one another, being very far indeed
from sharing Skinner's amiable views.

It was fortunate for Mauly that Me.

uelch did not call on him to construe

t moming. Certamly, had he done
m. Mauly would have been given some-
thing else to think about.

But his lordship’s luck was in, and
when_the Remove were turned out for
morning break, Mauly trotted out, still
thmhn[ about his friends, and e ull
Wharton. He noticed that while
Cherry and the rest joined a mevr)
crowd of juniors who were snowballing
Coker of the fith, greatly to Horace
Coker's wrath and indignation, the
tain of the Remove did not join in, hut
walked away under the frozen elms by
himself.

Lord Mauleverer sauntered after him.

Heedless of the unwelcoming frown
on Wharton's face, his lordship joined
him under the trees.

“Jolly cold weather, what!” said his
brd’:rhlp amiably.

“Yes "

<7 Dan't you feel like snowballin® "

o Bome here. l'ecrful fla. like every-

in' else,” uleverer
smiably. “I ﬂ;‘ mn prettg close on
Uhristmas, now.

“1 know,”

"Bre-hn up in & couple of days
more.

wam.m nodded.

It was obvious that he was not in a
mood for talk, even with the kind ana
inoffensive Mauly. But his lordship
went on cheerily:

“Fixed up for the vac ™

Wharton flushed red.

“No,” he said, in a low voice.

“Good! WD“ you ccme home with
me, old scout

“What 1"

"l‘d like it no end, if you would,”
“Of coi®se. 1 dare
way 1 ou. But I'll do my
best not tu. if yuu 'll come. Ts it a go?”

Wi , and stood still in the
smow, ﬁ;m[ hll

s uf the amiable,
syl T Niauleverer.

“No,” he lm“?ﬁd “it 't & go.
T'm much obliged to you, lhu!ewrer
I- suppose you mean to be ki

“My dear chap—" prohnad ris s
ship,

“But you're not speaking to Bunter,
you h:n-r, said Wharton bluur'lv
*You've forgoiten that, haven't you?

“My dear fellow—="

“It's like you, Mauly, to take com-
i\lhmn on & fellow; but, as it hnm&.

m not in need of compassion.

Wlth that, Wharton turned on his
heel and walked away, leaving Lord
Mauleverer staring after him blankly,

“By gad!” murtoured Mauly. “Great
gad! Seom to have put my foot in it—
the whole giddy hoof, h: Jove! Oh
dear

And Lord Mauleverer walked discon-
«olately away, feeling sadly misunder-
stood, but -:mg 1t with his usual
placid equani And he did not refer
to the ml’Ju‘l npm it came
about thnt when the day dawned upon
which Greyfriars School was to break up
for Umutmu, Harry Wharton—almost
alone of all the Greylriars fellows—did
not know what he was going to do with

o vacation.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Chumming with the Bounder !
a“ L AST nme of uimn. Reddy.”

man——"
y'luded ..Ym Redwing.
Redwing reproachfully. *

t mean no? S inter-

old ch I'd like to, mo end, but 1
can't! It can't be done!”
Vernon-Smith stared gloomily out

into the qu-drln'lt-. white with snow, in
the misty December morning.  Grey-
friars School was breaking np '.hn rll:'
A few hours more, md d scheol
uould be silent and dese:

Mist hung over the quul “and the old | bad

roofs were hidden i snow, Through
the mist the gaunt, leafless branches oi
the old trees loomed like dim arms of
skeletons, ~Mist came thicker on the
winter wind from the sea, that could be
heard booming on the rocks a mileaway.
Contrasted with that scene of cold and
mist was another scene in the Bounder' |
mind—a shelving shore lapped by
laughing sea, graceful palms qlmxt l
sky of deepest blue. Twenty-four hours
in" a railway train would effect that
startling change of seme. It was as if
fortunate traveller by the Con-
lmenul express it
it of the Arabian tale,
e Redwing was thinking of it, also
5y e bl - Bl
have been content enough if the biack,
discores frown only left
Snnﬂw s brow, It was painful to him to
disappoint and wound his dearest chum
—painful to him to re!\ue the favours
the m.lhcmure -ﬂm :euyld gluﬂy h-ve
ut 1
fused. I\mdly as Bmithy mnnt ity R!
wing eould not consent to become an ex-

pensive burden on his friend. He could
not take money from Smithy’s father. It
was impossible, and there was an end,
even if it led to sn unfriendly p.rl.-ng
with Smithy this Christmastide,

The Bounder's brows were knitted.
He scemed to have entertained a beliel
that Redwing would give way oven at
the last mmnml, well as he knew Tom's
resolute character.

“You won't come, then?”
abruptly,

“No, old fellow.™

“What are you going to do this vac,
Ihrn‘"

“I shall be at home.™
“That little cabin at Hawkscliffi—on

be said

your own 1"

“My father will be there: he's home
from a voyage, Smithy. And—and T've
!at friends in’ my vil folk T

ew before I came to Greylriars. But

I like them, and they like me, I shall
!}l\" a happy Christmas enough, if—

Tom Redwing paused.
"E what 1" l]l&lj the B?mﬁ;l %::\m 3
. 4 il iends, ithy,
g e par good friends, Smithy
The Bounder did
L

ou're turning me down.” he said.
l‘vc h!t Ilf)a"! late to ask anybody

not roply for a

else, and ellow doesn’t want to go
lone on & thip."”
“Your 'lﬂl! o
My father will be pretty busy m hi:
own way. He's going to break 1l
at Monte Carlo, wi gang of hll (,Ny
friends to back him up!”
Do “A jolly crowd, ‘ma too old
for me. I want somebody with me;

want you, Redwing!”
Redwing did not answer, but his brow
was troubled

the magic car- .,, the

could have some jolly good
said the Bounder. * \u end of
things to be seen there. Nice, Cannes,
Mentone, Grasse, Monte Carlo, and &
trip across to Corsica in a boat, an suto-
mobile run across t Alfu into Haly.
Waouldn't you care for it

Hedwin hed.
i Wonlc n 't f)u.ll‘" be said.

"1 ﬂll 't ! '"
rats!"
-8mith tramped out of
Huuu into the snow, uv-w}y,
* Bmithy, old man
The Bounder d:d not, answer or turn
his Head. He was uugaly annoyed
and dlnppamted‘ and was ke
Vrrlmn to take a d:uppumlmmu
R-dwmg and turned
hwk into I.h had his box
other prq.:lnl.:om o
m-lte, but hu usually sunny face was
v could have
r vy buk its contentment with a
rf had not chosen to utter
|)ul. wnrd

Herbert Vernon-8mith drove his
hands deep into the ots of his over-
coat, tram down the path
through the snow under the elms. His
face was dark.

Plenty of fellows viould have 1umpr,d
edwing had

invitation
fused. Skinner, Bnoop, sm:. F\u.hpr
T. Fish, Bunter, and others would
not have cared who footed the
ball, long as the;
Possibl;

reason that the
them. At the bottom of hn
knew that Redwing was right, and re-
spected him all the more for his steady
resolution. But he wanted his friend
with It]un on dmmﬁon and he was
savagely angry s8ppoint

There were other fellows—fellows who
could and would have paid their foot-
ing, wi woul have joined the
Bounder on that Christmas trip; but
he did not want them. Bomehow or
other he found himself at home in Red-
wing's company; he had mnever made
another friend at Greyfriers, though
many fellows would have been willing
to chum with the wealthy Bounder, in
other Forms as well as the Remove.

Yet ho was aware that he could not
have respected Redwing, had Tom been
willing to go with him as the needy
hanger-on of a rich man's son. ut

Bounder of Greyfriars was accus-
tomed to having his own way, and he
was sore and savage when he could not
have it.

The House was in & buzs of talk and
movemest and laughter, and most

earts seemed light. There was hardly
anybody out in the misty quad; the
Bounder had the walks under the elms
to himself, till suddenly he porceived
another fellow tramping there, his
hands in lus;ockeln his eyes moodily

on :he
e e R R
rumgmml Harey Wharton.

Bresk-up did soem to have
brought much hlppmdw to the eaptain
of the Remove, to judge by his looks.

Wharton did not sec the Bounder;
and VernonSmith watched him
some minutes in silence. Then be
oined the captain of the Remove, and
ihrry came to & stop, with & faint flush
in his cheeks.
not

the

uun.
nusn.

“ You're looking merry,” said

ithy.
“I'm not feeling merry!" said Harry

curdly,
“Don’t bite a fellow’s head off! I'n:
#s ready for a row as you are, if you're




1 on one!” said the Bounder. “I'd
like to hammer somebody now—

25
Wharton looked at him.

don’t mind,” he said. “If you
snt to wind up the term with a scrap,
mithy, you won't have to say much to
sve one on your hands!®
You're at daggers drawn with your
ends,” said the nder, with a hard
a. “And I'm out with Redwing. Bo
in the same boat "
0 sorry you've quarrelled with

ou think the fault's mine—what?”
<ed the Bounder, with a laugh.
ve no doubt of it!"
Quite so; and the fauli's yours that
ve rowed with your friends, I've no
tbt, either”
¥ harton shrugged his shoulders,
Redwing refuses to come abroad
me for the wvac,” said Vernon-
after a brief silence. “He won’t
ather pay his expenses on a trip
he South of {' ice for Christmas.”
Quite right, too!”
It leaves me in a hole.”
“harton smiled faintly.
Ask Bkinner! He won't refuse!”
[ don't want Bkinner!"
ishy, or Bunter—
on't be an nss!”
on  shrugged his _shoulders
enin, and walked on by the snowy
b The Bounder fell into step by his

I've been thinking, Wharton," he

“You and I are not exactly

sods. but we can pull together fairly

You can pay your footing as well

I can, so there wouldn't be any

~tion of favours given or receive

=auch would scare you off as fast as

Ledwing., How do you like the idea of

ng me on the trip?”
¥harton started,

I'm quite frank,” went on the
Swnder coolly. 1 want Redwing, and
won't come. But after Redwing,

«'re the only chap in the Remove that
are to chum with over the vacation.
ike you to come, and my father
be much more pleased with you

w5 with Redwing, of course. Is it a

warton did not answer immediately.
woked very thoughtful,
s matter of fact, the suggestion
sealed to him. He could not suspect
Bounder, as he had suspected
verer, of asking him because he
" Bmithy was net that kind
; it was not his forte to help
duck. Tf he asked Wharton it
use he wanted him; if he bad
him, most assuredly he
i not have asked him. On’ that
there was no room for doubt.
sad Wharton was not insensible to
= fact that dozens of fellows at Grey-
ass would have jumped at the invita-
o Fellows in the Fourth and the
nd even in the Fifth, would have
at it. Smithy had singled him
and it was & compliment, all the
because the Bounder was too hard
atter-of fact to be anything but
wrete,
= & few hours Wharton had to lea
« school, and it was grimly resolve
we be did not go with his own friends.
Bournemouth vicarsge was a
mrce, but it was a very last re-
c¢; and even that was practically
Wharton

i

was coming, excepting by a tele-
rum at the last minute. ’l.‘ha Bounder's

invitation, indeed, came like the right
thing st the right moment. s

Vernon-8mith waited for the captain
of the Remove to answer.
being unavailable, he would have been

harton's company; and he
liked the captain of the Remove all the
more, as a matter of fact, since he
more_unpopular th his own
friends. A wilful and passionate temper
was rather a recommendation to the
Bounder of Greyfriars.

“Well?” he said at last, .

“I like the idea, Smithy,” said Harry
Wharton, quite cordially.  “If you really
think we could pull together——"

“ Why shouldn’t we?”

“No reason why we shouldn't,” said
Wharton, with a nod. “T like the idea

K

“Good man!” said the Bounder,

And for some time the two juniors,
onoe bitter rivals in the Remove, and
never exactly friends, remained in
amicable talk as they sauntered under
the elms in the fluttering snowflakes
When they parted, the whol
definitely arranged, and Harry Wi
ton’s brow was clouded.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Breaking Up !

L MITHY, old man.”
S Tom Redwing looked into
Btudy No, 4 in the Remove,

where Herbert Vernon-Smith
was putting some things together, ready
for packing.

“ Come on,” said the Bounder impatiently.
nearest table and siood in & row watching

Vernon-Smith & Co. reached the

the game. *“This Is jolly,’ said
“ "

Gadsby, ““Oh, ** grinned

Ponsonby, (Ses Chapier 12.)
no end. A change of scene will do me | The Bounder glanced round.
good; it will help me to keep from | «wigallo Reddy!”

wnrrying about things that can't be
helped.”
“ Your uncle?" said the Bounder.
Wharton gave him a curious look.
“What makes you think I'm worrying
uncle 1
“T happerr to know you, you see,” said
the Bounder, with 8 grin. - "

3 and I sym-
pathise, mow you don't want my
sympathy, or anybody else's; but there
it is.”

“You scem a bit keener than my own
friends, Smithy,” said Wharton, with a
touch of bitterness,

He paused.

“T'll come, and I'll be Kln' to,” he

said. “Let’s fix it up now,

His cheerful tone brought a smile to
Tom's face.

“I'm just off, Smithy.
up to Hawkscliff,”

“Ten miles, in this jolly
said the Bounder,

Tom laughed.

“That's nothing to he
“I1—1 say, Smithy, you're not ratty
now, are you? We're going to rt
friends, and meet friends next term?”

“Of course we are, fathead,” said the
Bounder, !nnihing. “Look here, I'm

i to walk up to Hawkscliff with

I'm walking

weather !

vou.”
Tue Maoser Linkary.—No. 880,
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“Haven't you got to get home?”
“Any time 1 choose.

Tom Redwing's face glowed.
“Bmithy, old man, I'm so jolly glad,

It would have been a rolten Cllrl
mas for nm if you'd gona off unfriend! f'
“More ass you, to pal with LS fellow
like ml-"‘ said the under. “ What
do _you stand my silly temper for?"
Redwing laughed, his handsome, sun.
burnt face very hn'ht and happy pow.
Varnen Boai's. hasd. drogied. o his

shoulder—only for a second, but it was
an affectionate gesture,
“I'm worry, old man,” he said. “I'm

& crusty rotter—"

“Oh, rot, Bmithy! 1 was sure you'd
understand,” said Tom brightly. = “1
Ffulr, to have you come up to

before Fvluu go home. ave
u ond up with somebody else for
your holiday ¥ 1 know you'd only have to
vick and choose among Mtg fel L

* Yes, that's fixed now.

“Not Skinner?” asked Redwing, his

hlu thm; @

a!” roared the Bounder.
Ynu think jolly old Skinner would lead
me off the straight and narrow path
without yous fatherly eye on me, ¥
N'n, it's th sn.mm It's Wharton.”

" eai

with_his friends, and
0 with me, so we've
e Bounder, laughing.

Ths X
“He, won't
my friend won't
hit it off,” said
“Dest thing we could both do in the
merry cireumstances—what 7
“Ves, rather,” said Tom. “I hope
ou'll have & npping time, Bnmthv. Tt
you will. here's

The captain of the Remove looked in.
“What about getting off, Smithy!
We can get away early il we ask leave
d I'd like to get off before the
crowd, if you would.”
ood idea,” asented the Bounder,
" wnlhng up to Hawkselifi with
Reddy—he's going early. Come along
with us.’
Wharton nodded.
“You can fix it up with Gosling about
your box,” added the Bounder. “You've
ot to tip him, anyway. Cut off and ask
uelchy for leave.”
“ Right-ho !" said Har
He left Study No. 4 -nd went down to

the Remove master's -wdy Billy
Bunter met him on tho ircase.

“1 say, Harry, ol e

Wharton passed the fn Junior mﬂmut
a word or & look, He was in no
for Bunter.

** Beast I

Wharton was only a few minutes with
the Remove master; and when be came
back up the staircase he found William
George Bunter waiting lnr him.

arry, old chap—"
*Oh, doun’t bother, Bunter !”
Harry Wharton went on to_his study,
where ho had & few books and odds and
together—his lao& was
packed. The Owl the
Hrhmva fnlln!m] bim n.
“1 may; m—"
“Cut off,” said Harry impatiently.
“1t's rather important, Wharton, We
whall be p.rued in & few hours, old chap.
sha'n't see one another again till
now you'e let me down over
stas holidays. I'm sorry you're
in the cold, old kllnw, 1 n-lly

cese it

mean it, old chap. T really think

it's rather rotten of Nugent to throw
Tne Macser Lisrary.— No. 880.

you over like this,”
pathetically.
= Wlll you dry up?" shouted Wharton.
Eh! You're not getting waxy, are

ng with

said Bunter sym-

Whu-!nn burst into an angry hunh

“0h, get out, Bunter ! 1 don’t want
to kick you jult before Christroas
get out, and leave me alone.”

“You see—"

“1 don't see! Buaz off 1"

-order—"
Wharton,

Bunter blinked at him umou-ly

“T'm_expecting a order,” he

said. *You can't say you didn't 'lmmr,
Wharton—I'm sure I've mentioned it
you, more than once, It hasn't me,
old chap. Looks now as if it will be
hung up in the post over the vacation,
What would you advise me to do?”

“Go and eat coke!" suggested

Wharton.

“Oh, really, old fellow! Now, I
believe you're 'annuil.y in I'unrl- at
Christmas-time,” said Bunter, aup-
pose it would be all the same to you if
you handed me the pound, and kml the
postal-order next term? What!”

* Fathead !"

e
¢ sai
a beast !

But

rting for a los tlma, old
Bunter pathetically. ** Don't

We may never see each
mhur again.”

“Why shouldn't we, you born idiot 1"

“Well, you're going with the Bounder,
you know, and those (‘mtmenui trains
often have fearful accidents. .f
be killed this side of Christmas, lor all

you know,” said Bunter cheerfully.

"Ynn silly owl I”

“8o, in the circumstances, Wharton, 1
really think ﬂw might let me have the
pound, old ¢

“ Get out !"

" Look hore, Wharton, are you going
t0 lend me & pound, or are you not going

demanded Bunter.

“ Not.
“1 think you're rather a mean beast,
Wharton.”
“Thanks! Now burz off !”

“I'm mot surprised that Nugent has

Inrmd you down for the vac, It beats

stand you all through

Bunter.  “Bhows his

, to lurn.:on down for the
@, he, he!

mmar ecrossed the study
illiam George Bunter on

sat down in the doorway. As
on ln- “well-

Bunter
‘l;l‘l sat, n dictionary landed

. Hlv! some more 1" demanded Whar-
pnmn.- an arithmetical volume in

“Owl " Boast ™
Billy Bunter scrambled up and fled.
ere was & chuckle in the Remove pas-
sago as the Bounder and Tom Redwing
came along, mufled up in their coats
against the winter cold.
;{lud}r." called out Vernon-Smith.

Ten minutes later the three juniors
were walking together out of the school
gates. ere_was snow on the ground,
and a few light flakes were still falling.
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As the trio left the gateway there was a
trampling of hurried footsteps behind
them, and a fat voice shouted breath-

you fellows |
Whi

Smithy stooped and gathered s snow=
ball, and it flew with unerri sim.
Billy Bunter roared, and coll

And the juniors walked on rily in
the frosty air, leaving the Owl of the
Remove to roar,

“ OTTEN!"
“The rottenfulness is ter-
riici"

Che ran his fingers

through hu tluek curly hair, rendering
it & little more untidy than ‘osval. He
was perplexed His com-

rades shared his feelings.
The Co. had gathered to
Study No. 13, to discuss what was to bc

Fov two or three dlyl they had hlrdly
spoken to Harry Wharton, if they b
:rohn to him at all. He had refuad
ost rudely, Frank's invitation to pass

t!mr com!

“It's  rotten!" ropeated Nugent.
“I'm it 1 ‘quite know why
his back up to this ex-

hnb. Bllt e has!"

“The h.ckuplulneu is terrific!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with s dis-
mal shake of his dusky head. “The
esteemed and ludicrous “"hlrhn is on
the high horse!”

Johnny Bull grunted.

“Lea

ve him there titl he comes

mount, you know,” said
Bob Cherry, with a faint grin.
“We want him along with us for
Clmd.mh " said Frank.
“That's so,” lnﬂnlﬂd Johnny. “But
oM

he won

"Blm him he nuthl. to come!” said
Bob. This Co. always
stick:

" Hmr. hear "
mchfulmn is terrifio!”
“Lonk said Bob, “We've had
a little twuhle wuh ‘Wharton ; but that's
nothing. We're not ing to row,
especially at Christmas-time, and when
the old chap's in rather & hole.
H the ly mountain won't come
o Mahom: homet must hike off to
l.ha jnlly old mountain, that's all, Let's
see him, and tell him he's got to
come, and refiso to take no for an
answer.”
The chums exchanged rather duhmu!
looks. In the present state
ton's temper it was doubtful nhther
their reception was likely to be an
amicable one.
“I¢'s the only way,” said " Any-

Bob,
how, we don’t want to feel that we lelt
ing undone, if we really have to

ere, we'll hunt him up,"
“Time's goiting pretty rlou now; we've
snt o cloar pretty soon. Get a movo

.Anrr the four juniors proceeded to
g:: to lsok for the captain of

"The study was empty.




Most of the Remove studies were
mpty now, and had rather a dismantled
<k. Hazeldene was seen in tho pas-
.with a packaze

sge, hurrying alon
>r his arm, and b hailed him:
Hallo, hallo, hallo! Seen Wharton,

Hazel 1"
No: and don't want to!"
And Hazel was pone.
“Well, we'll ind him all right™ said
J ‘None of the fellows bas Jeft
only Redwing, who goes early.

quartelte went downstairs, and
Temple of the Fourth, who ap-
sred in_ sight.

J gl-lml round.
arton! T think he's gone!*
Gone!” ejnculated Bob.
Well, T saw him going out with
%aithy and Redwing, and 1 suppose he
st

ﬂmo for a walk.”
at 1™
Bob (hnrry & Co. went out into the

cosd A fat figure was coming towards
= House.

Hallo. hallo, ballo! There's Bunter!
Banter will kmow: he knows cvery-

!'v.: Where's Wharton, Bunter "
Cherry,

wlod
Ow ™
Where's Wharton "

Biow Wharton !"”

Look here, Bunter—" bogan

Nageat.
snowballed I”  howled

“I've
olly well right!™”
llne you seen

been

said
ar-

“He's a rotter!"
you seen him, yom fat
“He's a rotten outsider!"

Pab (herry grasped the Owl of the
Bemave by the collar, and shook hitn
v -ruunly.

Now, you silly ewl—>
“I-1— Ow! Wow!"

arton 7 roared Bob.
im—sea? Wlﬂn is he ™
’ Bunter: “and a jolly
road riddance, too! One of the heasts

wowballed me as they went.
s0’s been buzzing books at me—all be
~use | sympathised with him over
Wagent turniog him down for the

ar—

“You fat fool " -hwlad anlr

“Oh, really, Nugent—

“1 sha'n’t be sorry if he dm get into
ncruient those  Continental
ns!” said Bunter ferociously.
Serve him ]ully well right—so there!*

“In what

Bunter .rimu-d. wrathy as he was.
He could ses that the Co. were quite
enorant Wharton's plans and
estination.

“You didn't know,” he said. * Well,
I generally get to know things, you
cnow. Not that T'd listep, of course
It was quite by mccident that 1 heard
Wharton and Bmithy talking,”

“Ilo you want me to shake you till
rour fat head jerks off " demanded Bob
‘!m-ry in tones nd mnoonlruad wrath.

Oh!

mo Wharton's

“He's gone with the Bounder, He's
roing to Monte Carlo with him for
“hristmas!” gasped Bunter.

2’:‘»({ mythlutl" .

s ey're  gone!"
Johony Ball.

where

exclaimed

“Yea, the rotters, and I was going to| their minds that by
sffer to go with them, you know, and | friars the clouds would have rolled by.
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ome of the heasts bunged « mowball at THE NINTH CHAPTER.

me, and

Bob Cherry released Bumter's oollar.
The four juniors returned into the
House, with rather set faces.

griml; He's gone with the Bounder,
dydn 't take the trouble to tell us
or tu say good-bye ™

“The csteemed back of the excellent
Wharton is terrifically ul]:;i" said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh lugul

Johnny Bull grunted.

“Well, I'm fed-up,” he said.

“There's nothing to be done," said
Bob. “He's gone, and 11 suj he
knows his own business best. It seems
rather rotten; but, of course, he can
go his own way if he likes."

Nugent drew a deep breath.

“Let him!" he said.

And no more was said on the sub-
ject. The Co. had done all they could,

ut it was clear that there was not to
be » reconcitiation now. And during
the next hour or so they were too busy
to give much thought to their wayward
um.

Then they left Greyfriars with s pe

chaery crowd of fellows, .nd the gates
of the old school clanged shi
“It’s all right, you eh-p-!" said Bob,
in the train. DBoh Cherry was never
imistic very long. “It's all serene!
d Wharton will get over it during the
r-ll meet on the
of terms after Christmas, and we'll be
the same jolly crowd next term as last—
what 1™

“Hear, hear!” said Johnny Bull.

“The hear-hearfulness is terrific!”

Frank Nugent nodded.

“Tt will be all right,” he said.
Doubtless the wish was father to the
thought: but the chums of Greyfriars,
under the genial influence of Christroas,
looked brightly on the bright side of
things. They would have been glad to
have their chum with them, but they
hoped he would have a good time “on
is own.” And they quite made up

next term at Crey-

The Bounder’s Guest !

ARRY WHARTON :zat on the

2 R

across nt the fire that blased in
the grate.

Outside the mansion of Mr. Samuel
Vernon-Smith, millionaire, a London fog
brooded aver the streets, and hid the
light of the stars.
don was wrapped in fng and mm

er n Wharton's room i
naire's hnnu all was imglnl

nd wi
the
and cheary.

It had been a long and [atiguing day,
but Wharton did not_feol sleepy.

His face was thoughtful as he stared at
the crackling fire spre ldmg a genial
warmth through the large room.

He had vrllll«lm‘p to 'Fl'a\\ klchﬂ‘ with
Tom Redwing as and
then the two had Iu]kvd to I‘nﬁhm
and taken the express. They had
arrived in & rn:;i- im London, and
hndsomo w rolled with them to

Mr. Vernon-Smi mansion, It was

haps the wealthiest house that Harry
Wharton had over visited. Wealth wad,
rhlp& o little too much in evidence
ﬁmm. but Wharton was not disposed to
critical,

The millionaire had given him a warm
welcome. There was no shadow of doubt
that Mr. Vernon-Smith was glad to see
him—much mare pi he wouid
have been to see Tom Redwing. Mr.
Vernoun-8mith scquiesced in his son's
friendship with ﬂu sailorman’s son as
he acquiesced in most of the Bounder's
wishes and inclinations; but certainly he

referred to see him consorfing with
Eolonst Wharioi's nephew:

The plump, rather pompous m
aire welcomed Harry Wharton

reat heartiness, and left no doubt as to
5\; armth of his weloome, which was

In.unt enough to the captain of the

emove, feeling as iu.- did that his own

riends did not want him.

The Bounder, too, had heen very
agrecable, He had wanted Rodwing to
come with him, but he was very pl
to have Wharton. And Harry found the
Bounder pleasant enough, and a kind

(Continued on page 17.)
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14 GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER!

REI YWHARTON

Week Ending December 20th, 1924.

ARG

Dicx Penrowd,
s >

As soross the ball-room floor they wheel and whirl;
When the mistletos and holly both combine to make things jolly,
And your partner is a gay and charming girl.
When the whole wide world rejoices, and the sound of merry voices
Gives the * knock-out * to depression and to care;
Life is good, and life is joyous, and there's nothing to annoy us,
For the Christmas spirit's reigning everywhere !

'W HEN the fairy lasps are lighted, and the dancers are excited

When the snowflakes fall with lightness in an avalanche of whiteness,
And & magic earpet covers all the earth;

When the air is keen and nipping, then a snowfight’s simply ripping,
And you pelt the rival force for all you're worth !

When you slip and slide and slither, and you care not how or whither,
And the snowballs in their volleys whiz and zi

It's a wonderful sensati and you're filled with animation,
For the Christmas spirit has you in its grip!

When the wintry winds are howling, and the midnight ghost is prowling,
And his chains are clanking grimly in the gloow

Mo will not dismay or daunt you; he will strive
For you'll slumber safe and soundly in your room.

When bis weird unearthly wailing proves distinetly unavailing,
And be cannot startle schoolboys from their sleep,

He will say, * There's nothin' doin’; I must haunt some ancient ruin,”
And 1o fresh domains the Christmas Ghost will creep.

vain to haunt you,

When the dawn is slowly gleaming, Billy Bunter lies a-dreaming
Of tho dinner he'll consume on Christmas Day;
Df the turkey he will swallow, and the rich plum-duff to follow,
And the dainties and the tarts in grand array.
Overnight he hung his stocking; but the sequel will be shocking,
For SBants Claus will surely pass him by.
When he wakes up with the linnet, he will cry, “There's nothing in it!
What a fearfully uslucky chap am I!”

When the Christmas bells are ringing, and the Christmas waits are singing
And the trumpeters salute the happy morn,

Then the heart of man is merry, and the hearts of schoolboys, very,
And we feel devoutly thankful we were born !

For there’s sparkle, and there's magic, and there’s mothing that is tragic
On the maddegt, merriest morning of the year.

Then away with care and sadness, and with universal gladness
We will hail the happy season that is here!

Tne Macner Lisrary.—No. 880.

EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wharton.

torreey

—so far as the itorial Staff of

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD

is concerned—is the production of
our Christmas Number, It means h
slogging work, because we have to
the issuc prepared for press re
Breaking-up Day; but we fairly revel in
the long evenings of literary labour.

And there is so much to write about !
Christmas brings in its train all sorts of
joys and jollities. We could easily fill
u whole issue of MaGNET LipRany
with stories and articles dealing with the
festive season. The holidays, the
Christmas dinner, the pantomimes, the
snow-fights (weather permltiing), are
wiitho of the Yuletide delights.

Some people are fond of telling s
that the modern Christmas is a mere
travesty of Christmas in ''the good old
days,” when coaches-and four ploughed
their way through the snow, and fre
quently came to grief in a snowdrift.

Personally, I prefer the moderu Christ-
mas, I wou o to my Hamp-
shire home, Wharton Lodge, in & swift-
running ch; o than in a prebistoric
coach that was in danger of being held
up by bighwaymen.

The only fault I have to find with the
odern Christmas is that the weather is
ally too mild. Often there is neither
t mor snow, which means that there
can be no skating or snow-fighting. But
there are plenty of other joys to counter
balance these omissions.

As I sit in my cosy study, penning
this Editorial, I can picture all my
reader-chums making their Christmas
arrangements. Mast of them, of course,
will spend the festive scason at home
which is where it should be epent. It
shoukl be a time of family reunions and
rejoicings. The wanderors and the
rovers are happicr by their own fire
sides at Christmastide.

What a grand time we shall all have '
(Gireyfriars is simply seething with e
citoment. Thero is an cager sparkle in
every eye. Fven that gr
vidual, Gosling the porter, is all smil
Possibly he has visions of
Christmaa tips!

I will conclude my Editorial with the
time-honoured wish, in which all my
chums join:

B ¥ far the happiest fask ol the soar

E)

plenty of

« A Merry Christmas and a Prosperous
New Year to all our loyal roaders!”

HARRY WHARTON,
{Supplement i.
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NALD CLARENCE FITZ
ROY DUPP—known to his
schoolfellows at 8t. Sam's by the
breefl soobrickay

f

own into the quad.

~cens of groat ammation were in pro.
There wero cars and cabs and

bongs—n constant streem of them

ng and lcaving the school gate-

lows kept staggering down
J|  House steps with port
gladstone bags and soo
And their faces
and rapcher. For
s was breaking-up for the Ch

hollidays !

Dupp surveyed the merry secn

a deep sigh. A cupple of U
s:ed each otlier down his checks.

the
toes

and
were
8t.

ero vich !” he said,
“But alas? I shall

vs be R. Dupp!
was the traggedy of it, dear
R. Dug ad come to S
s on & tkollership. He had no

=r or mater; he was a poor often boy,
hout » penny o bless himself with:
sro was not a stick of ferniture in his
iy. His eaten clothes were shabby,
wwd there were signs that the moth had
«en st them. T:Inw and thera were
e patches of material which didn't
atch the rest of the suit. R. Dupp had
n them on himself.
sor fellow ! Not for him the joys of
acking up. He had nothing to pack.
s for him the glammer and gaioty of
ristmas. He had nowhere to go, He

mall wonder
=i R. Dupp fe
reaking-up day !

ery broken-up on
If only I could get an invitashun to
al halls of one of my school-
, ghed the mizzerable fellow.
But it- was a vain hop . Dupp had
ade the paneful discovery, which many
~ople have made before and since, that

body wants you il you've got en
pty pocket. = You might be a fino
. i and  mentally, and

your soul resources

jpenny with a hole in
you must expect to walk friendless

wd alone.
While R. Dupp stood at the window
« hansom limmoseen into the

ad. And Jack Jolly & Co., the
roes of the Fourth, made their way
vard

it
Dupp called to them.

say, you fellows, have pity on a
or okl pawper! Take me with you to
Iy Manor "

Ratts !”

Keep off the grass!”
My pater duzzent want any poy

cicken pawpers ab his place’

ok Jolly.

And he clambered inio the smart
moseen with his chums.

Supplement

With a sob of despare, R. Dupp sank
down on to the dusty window -sill.
“The " he muttered

bartless beests |
“They'll never see me next term.
shall starve during the Christmas Vack
Without muuny, home, [riends, what
shall I dot”
And he rung his hands in helpless dis-
tresa,
The seens of auimation in the quad
Iasted quite a long time. But toon the
Jast vehiclo—a sugar-box on wheels, in
Head sat J
of

k, bra -
couldn't afford & motor-car. During the
term he had been in the habbit of pop-
ping over to Monte UCarlo for week-onds,
and it had played ducks and drakes with
his exchecker.

The old school stood sollum and silent
under the winter s Dupp was all
alone in_ that vas Iding, which an
hour before had re-ekkoed with the
sound of happy voices.

But he cqu:.l not rem al 8t, Sam's.
All the grubb in the kitchen had been
put into cold storage, ready for the next

term,

He pulled himsell togeth
on his faded school cap, and
down to the gates.

fossil the porter stood outside his
lodge. He held out his hand for a tip.
But R. Dupp shook his head.

“Sorry, old Fossil, but can't be
done !” he said. "I've only a ha'penny
between me and starvation !”

Fossil gave an angry smort.
Get hont, you perishin’ pawper " he
shouted. “ An’ don’t dare to show your
face 'ere next te unless your pockets
are well-lined. This is & school for the
f the welthy—not for down-at-"eel
1 .‘j“ hout ! That's wot I'm a

er, and put
walked

ye
he pawper of the Fourth, with tears
in his throat and a sob his eyos, tot-
tored through the school gateway. The
bitter winter wind cut him like a nife.
Snow &nd sleet and hail began to fall,

[’ copper seezed him by the scruft of |
| the neck and ordered him to move on. |

A “Thrillng, Story of the Factive Season.

1B

By Diery NugenT

soaking him {o the skin. He had nc
overcout—he had never been able to
afford Sectting his toeth,
! st the feorce

What hopes of a merry Ch

he muttered as ho plodded along.

“Unless 1 can find fnn-‘ and shelior T

shall be a gonor bofore €
it was a terribul prosp

take the stulling out of the brave

But R. Dupp plodded on gamel

y.
When he reached the nearest town ta

St. Sam’s he tricd fo earn an onnest
copper by singing carrols. Instead of
which be car the displezeure of un
onnest copper, who seezed him by the
scruff of tho neck and ordered hmn to
miove on.

Poor R. Dupp! With a sinking hart,
be tramped on through the streels
which were alive with Christmas shop-

“I'm finnishad | T cau go no farther I

And finnished R. Dupp would certainly
have been had not his eyes alighted on
a sheet of nevwspaper which blew towards
him slong tho snowy pavement.

R. Dupp stooped and ked up the
sheot. What made him do it he didn’t
know. But it was a jolly lucky thing
for him that he did!

Holding the sheet of nowspaper under
the light of the street-lamp, R. Dupp's
eyes fell upon the following :

“UNCLAIMED LEGGACIES.
“DUPP, REGINALD CLARENCE
FITZROY.—Prezzent whereabouts un-
known. 1 the above-named will com-
municate with Messrs. Fusty & Musty.
licitors, Dulchester, he will hear of
hing which won't half be to his
.

soli
sumt
adv

R Dupp

hart _was

gave a_violent start. His
cating like a
med leggacies!” be mutiered.
“Sumthing to my advantage! And I'
only a few miles from Dulchester! 1 I
go and see Fusty & Musty at once !”

And he strode through the snow with
a lighter step a lighter hart.

On callin the sollicitors, R. Dupp
rosceved the cheering and comforting n-
formation (hat he was the air to vast
and 4 bumper fortune into the
His poverty had slipped from
loke, and he was now rich
nd the dreoms of avarris!
i this story any further.
I think not. Suffice it

dear renders?

to say that R. Dupp spent the Christmas

Vack at country seat, whero he had
the time of his life—butlers and valleys
to wait on him, food {o eat, smart
clothes 1o wear, and everything that hus
bart could desire.

What a shock will ba in storo for &t

Sam's when R. Dupp longer R
Dupp. retums to the school next
term!

TAE X 7
‘Tue Macset Lisrany.—No. 880,
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!
ELCOME lo the cheery festival
of Christmas! 1 am writing

these notes on the eve of
. Breaking-up Day, and Grey-
friars is humming like a human hive.
The joyful task of “ packing up " is in
progress, and shouts ft.-ep echoing along
the Rerno\e rorndu “Where's my
penknife?”  “Chuck me a ball of
string, somebody " “My trunk’s so
full that it won't shut properly. Bnng
Billy Bunter here to st on it !”
#0 on, ad lib and ad infinitem,
. .

Where will the brnylrun fellows
spend their Lhrutmn holidays? Not
all of them will go where they would
like to go. 1 was chatting to Hurreu

3 An

aero-
ﬂnm. to cnme?!nlly enrry me 10 my
loved India!” But methinks Inky
will have to give Indin & miss. If he
amrnpted to go there for the Christmas
he would spend all his time
I.nvelllﬂg 3

. . .
Bunter was telling me he would

Billy
Tike m spend Christmas in London, and
make the Ritz Hotel his headquarters.

“They give you jolly fine feeds at the
Ritz,” said _Bunter. “Hay you
I'ne t
nt a few
u!muld be as plump

ey when I came
1 fear that Billy
not figure among the
roll of distinguished guests at the Ritz

noticed how_slim -::d acrl gy
just Intely, Beowney? 1 I 4
weeks at the Ritz

Hotel this Christmas He will
probably spend the festive season at
Bunter Court, which, 1 believe, is a

lley in the East End of London

magnificent mansion standing
own grounds, as Bunter would
s believe.

. . .

Lord Mauleverer's notion of a Ha
Christmes is & rather weird one, |-
lordship says he would like to to
bed on breaking-up day and nuLI ere,
wallowing in idleness, until t new
term hgms' llow my fellow could
enjoy C passes my com-
prehension. But l believe Mauly would
sleep all the winter, if he was allowed
to, like a dormouse! Mauly seerns to
me to be suffering from sleeping sick-
ness, and 1 am seriously thinking of
calling in o doctor !

GAY GREETINGS FROM

GREYFRIARS HERALD.

Gosling. the porter, is ong ol the fow
persons ho will not qu mfrr 5.
He will remnin at his post,
Christmas Dinner will he demuud in
the cosy parlour of his | Gaosling
says he would I|h h accompany the
Head to the of Feance, where
the blue skies -nd bright sunshine
would cause him to forget his rheu
matics, which at the moment are ‘' crool
b But the Head is not taking =
ni Even if he were, I hardly
think he would select Gosling, the
porter, to share his Cirum:u enjoy-
ment on “the Continong.” Gosling hes
the consolation of knawing that lie wil
Flemy of hpn to-morrow when we
rea ided to give him
three !mupn. . mmlf,

My own (hrutmn arrangements are
not yet made. My home is in New
Zealane il 1 “rm m pay a vist
to "ﬂ!o old folk " 1 shouldn't
return to Greyfriars tlll next April,
which would l-e slightly overetaying my
leave! However, 1 have heaps of mwln
lnd nunts in England—too many of 'em,

t—and thev have all sent me in
festive season. 1

for the

t because she
happens to be a vegetarian, and her
Christmas _dinner consists of an un
savoury dish called “ve, ble pie.”
Groo! Give me the x old turkn
with bacon and sai ng !
I sha'n’t go to Aunt urlel. euﬂier, be-
cause her domestic staff gone on
strike, and I'm not going to spend

Christmas Day in the scullery, washing
up dishes! Perhaps I shall decide to

spend the Vacation with Uncle Bob,
who is &

GREYFRIARS!

Addressed to Readers of

the * Greyfriars Herald.”

BOB CHERRY :

A Biqht Hntrﬂ
readers! May il
~—ginger-wine, T mean—and may
hmphng- tuck ldorn the festive bolrd'

May happiness umour Teil
supreme, at this Rl sunny smiles
and glowing

BILLY BUNTER:
1t is my plezzure and pnwnlcdn_ dear
reudors."lo To wah you Happy N
::1 Ma‘iry Yea:
[Qttrng mi: -
hen she reached down the bllk in !
Mmd you am:lnd, with the grub, dear
boyl. t overdo it. istmas is
glorious festival; but gluttony takes
|11 m gilt off the Jnmtrhmd 1 implore
you not to muke beests lves, or
yﬂu will be getiing lndaqmmn lnd
nightmare—narsty things, as I
testify from personal eggsperience ! En!
rink in strict eration, like me,
and you'll feel as fit on Boxing Nay as
you felt on Christmas Eve !
Tur Maoxer LipRaRY.—No. 880.

Christmas to all our
e red wine flow Iraely

ALONZO TODD:

“Permit me, m{ dear fellows, to ex-
tend to you, with deep sincerity and
glowmg cordiality, my wa
w for the festive season. But 1
would utter a word of warning. Do not
omit to wear your chest protectors and
warm woollen mittens, ‘hmh, dnfyl"'
the the microbe of-

‘monster—or, rather,
Influenza. 1 once knew a follow who was

tremities, Pi y, © always wear
three undervests and two fannel shiris
‘ajnrin. the Chri Vi My

in hh-vuT [‘\T:: space

to record ‘m beliefs |—Ed

DICKY NUGENT:

was as clean as a new pin when my
brother frank reskewed me!
HURREE SINGH :

From the bottom of my huﬂ(ulncn 1
all my readerful a Merry

Christmas. ~ May the fun I:- .I'ul!nﬂ_r
furious, and may all be merry as a mar-

WILLIAM GOBLI\TG
“Wot Iunuthu ‘ere—I "ope as "ow
all “ave a real time this

ou'll
E,Iu'utmn an' 'nfoy Bywndr- up to H:;

‘ilt, as ever was!

t in the midst
and lun-mkm'. mru

I.ndg-, n-ilttm by :s
uftin' away st 'is
ou're eatin’ the
r the Gosling !
There won't be no Christmas
fatted calves for me, My E:I’Illmll
Dinner will consist of tripa an' onious.

y—unless some kind'earted Good
Samaritan telephones 1o Chunkley's
Stores, at Courtfield, an' orders me a
nice ?iump bird! Which I'm livin' in
‘opes !

THE HEAD :
A Merry Christmas to you all, my
And when the Clmlunu Dinner
u g‘nll!hl m< steaming
And o I?‘l‘:“!;'n“ ‘on appetite,
—BHARESPEARE,

Supplement i,



ow it came into his mind that he
meoe Liked the idea.

is he st on the edge of the bed,
the leaping Gire, he was (hmk-

et n
ny of :s lnen They would be at
agen now—probably a merry
T Ha m:ght Inva been_ with thum.

i e bottom of his heart he was co
wws thet he 'rcnt.d 1o be with t.hem.
he been too much aw-ssd hy angry
weziment—by _Bunter’s and
er's sneers?  Had Nutlnt really
sed him to go? Now that the part-
wg was final, somehow he was taking
« more kind and reasonable view of the

then hn brow darkened again.
¥ mnhg lva been & little more
ey ve under:
ceal mkldut it wu his anxiety fnr
scle that caused his moody im-
nce ; they might have made allow-
.\'u. he did not regret what he
¢ done, He was not to blame, There
& set and obstinate look on his face
came to this conclusion—an ex-
k”.“ marred a good deal his
s

arton started a little,
door erbert Vernon-
b look i

with a smile on his
ot turned in yet,” he said.
No, Smithy.”
l aw wurl hght and thought I'd
ik in. Not sl

2
B

im,

“No; come in.

The Bounder came in, and sat down in

e deep armchair by cheerful blaze
the fire. He too'k a little tortoise-

opened it,

s shook his h
Out of bounds now, yon know,” said
#e Bounder, with a grin.

That makes no difference.”

It does—to me ™

Tae Bounder lighted bis cigarette.

“You don't mind
©Oh, no!" said Ha
'r was not for inm to mind what

withy did under his own roof.

We're going to have a jolly time, old
wan,” he sai

I hope so.”

Bit of a change, from (o] .nml glnom
the jolly old sunshine—what 1"

Yes, rather!”

And the life’s as different as the
mate,” said Vernon-Bmith, a gleam
ming into his eyes. f course, we
sall be under my father's giddy eye,
st he won't bather us much, o will
= busy with his own affairs and his own

=ends. We shall be able to go on our
-n, “illﬂd!l. and see life a little in
n way.
W h.rlun nodded
No end of thi; oin’ on out there,”

wd Vernon-8m “If you feel dn
msed to kick over the traces, and ga in

little flutter, there’s nobody

wocked.” He laughed, "En(]-nd'l a

dull old plm If a fellow wants a
ﬂ'uuar there's nod’un but dingy horse-
racin’, with its crowd of seedy swindlers
and yellin’ bookies. They order these
things  better in France, as jolly old
Bterne remarks somewhere.
Wharton's face 'bnmme vlrj grave,
In his concern about his own al
he had given little thought to
Bounder. He had qu:h forgotten that
side of Smithy's charac
Apparently the Bnunder was looking
lorward to what he would have called a
“high old timn" in a foreign country,
wi its freedom from restraint, and its
easier code or morals,

“Smithy, old man,” said H:
a lonwnle, “I think I‘d bener !pli
you, that I'm not

ore  we nnrti
thinking of anything of that kind. I've
you, and no
wish to do so; but I certainly don't want
mythm; like what you call a flutter for
m;

he “Bounder smiled.
“My dear chap, you'll do exactly as
you please! ‘wouldn't drnm of in-
uencin’ you,” he said. " Don't worry

It was & busy day for both Wharton
and Vernon-Smith. There wers many
prﬂm'unom to be made for the journey,
arry Wharton had little mno for
thought, and ha was glad of it
The Bound fi from the restric-
tions of nlwoL ‘was bent upan extracting
the greatest possible enjoyment from
every passing moment. As they were
starting the following day, Wharton's
idea was to get early to bed; but that
was not the ndet's idea st all.
“We're not at G friars now,” he
told his comrade, a cheery grin,
"No giddy mmen or prrfech (o%uu

"Nu, said Hi lrry * But—'

“Wingate of the Bixth mnt huu in

t half- -past nml, and shoo us off to the
dnmn!ar;w nned the Bounder,

Hari hnﬂou l-lugMd
he agreed. “Still—"
I..uta it to me,” said Vernon-Smith.
“We're goin' to have a jolly n“um'—
our Im in 4 thu fogey old to

Mr \’amon Smith was oocupied else-
uhan that evening; but the million-
aire's Rolls-Royce bore the two juniors,
after ﬂll‘l!hur, to the theatre, where M

GORGEOUS
ART PLATE
TORPEDO-BOAT
DESTROYER

GIVEN AWAY
with every cepy of
NEXT WEEK'S

MAGNET

Mind you get this splendid
Free Qift, boys!
(T T T T

about that. But while we're there we'll
see what's goin' on, wven if we don't
take a hand in it—what 1"

“Yes, no harm m that,” said Harry.

“The pater’s goin” to break the b-nk
at Monu—ai canl” grinned the
Bounder.  “My opinion is that he
won't 1"

“But you—" said Harry hesi-
tatingl:

iioulzder laughed.

wwldn t let me try, if I wanted
to Klgl ain’ t admitied to the jolly old
[rn‘il Ti.hlu he sai

ond rule,” said Harry.
B bt it i iy i

venient, and rnﬂ‘ler a re,”  said
Vernon-8mith. “Never mind; lots of
fun to found ocutside the magnificent

walls of Monte.” He finished his cigar-
ette, and threw the stump into the fire.
Well T'll let you go to bed. We've
got to turn out fairly early to buzz along
with nmhpunr to the passport office.

"(,ooSmght old chap ! said Harry.
The door closed behind the Buuuder.
arry Wharton remained some time,
staring at the fire, with a thoughtful
brow, after the Bounder had left him.
He turned in at last.
He slept soundly enough,
was quite cheerful when he

to breakfast in the misty morning.

ith's private box was at !Mu
disposal. The Rolls-Royce was ready
again when the play was over.

“Home, I suppose,” said Harry, as
they came out to the car,

v hf a m"":“ lt::
& ci in the glare of bright
i with B The
Boundmr was in evening clotl u. with a
diamond in his shirt-front. His face was
merry and bright as he blew ont a little
cloud of smoke.

“What about supper ! he said.

“Any old thing,” said Wharton, with
a smile. “T can see you're going to
make a night of it.”

Vhy not? We're done with Ym,
sir,’ and ‘ Oh, sir,” and ‘ Please, sig,’
“No, sir'—till next term!” chu:l:lad
the Bounder.

The car rolled away with the two
Greyfriars juniors, to supper in a
, glittering restaurant.

late hour that they arrived
home at M Verwou Smith's {mu in

loy Squ
y 1 asked the Bounder.
a little,” said Harry,

pnum a
&mnder chuckled.

"I'vl let you off lightly. When we're
down Santh amang the jolly old Froggies
we're goin' to paint the town red—what ?
Bul ﬂn& will r. Good-night !

harton was as| a3 s00n ns his head
!nuchnd the pnllnw The next day Mr.

Vernon-Smith, with his son and his son's
triend, left London in the Continental
express, and soon the misty annel
rolled between Harry Wharton and his
native land.

sup-

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
On the Rapide !
ARIS lay behind—the great cxpress
i on ever sonthward,
towards brighter and more genial
skies. Harry Wharton leaned
back on the cushions and gazed from the
window. He was alone in the carriage
just then—Mpy, Vernon-Smith had joined
a party of friends farther along the
train, and the Bounder was strolling in
the corridor. Harry Wharton had been
rurhug a copy of the Paris “Daily
Mail,” but the paper had fallen on his
knees, and he was thinking as he looked
MaGNET LiBRARY.—No. 880.



out at the feeting country passing by |sp
the windows of the Rapide.

A day in Paris had passed cheerily
enougl ; but Wharton was thinking now
of his visit to that city in the summer
vacation, when his friends had been with
him, and there had been no troublo in
the happy circle of the Co.

He wondered whether thoy were
thinking of him—at home in England,
farther and farthec off from him at every
throb of the express.

Christmas was close at hand; .ud ll
was the first Christmas for Hl.rry
outside his native | With his old
[riends with him, on the old footing, he
would have enjoyed a Christmas under
& blue sky and genial sunshine. But he
dismissed  that thought from hia mind.
The estrangement was there—and it was
not his fault; or, if it was his fault, be
did not care to realise it.

His thoughts turned to his uncle.
Would he ever see him again? While
he was in Russia there could be no news
from him; and the date of his return—
if he returned at all—was quite uncertain,
Wharton's brow grew darker with think-

ing of it.

“ Penny for "em !"

It was lhu Bounden light voice,
|n|.prn|ptm7 y reflections.
Wharton anred up.

Vernon mlth stood i
the carri

mouth, hu hamh in his

Smithy had long ago
the *“ Bounder ” at Greyfriars
was no duubt that there was something
of the “bounder” in his makeup
Certainly he looked a good deal of a
bounder now, with his hat on the back of
his head, and the cigarette between his
Lips.

Whuwn had & slight feeling
Tepugnan

Ha Ilked “the Bounder, in & way, but
had never felt di to chum with
heir ways and their thoughts and
& were wide as lhu poles asunder.

was tl

of

he sai
“Throw it away ! i said the Bounder.
“What's the good of thinkin'. 1 say

T've mot some fellows on the train—
fellows Jou | know.
said Harry,

i H:ghrhﬂ'a
Bmi

Whnﬁm 's face brightened. He would
have been very "-Id to ses Courtenay, or
the Lal.arplll.lr. Already he was begin-
ning to feel that he had made a mistake
in ning under’s comrade on
that Christmas trip.

“You'd like to see them?” said
Bmithy. “No need to keep up old
grudges in the holidays—what?”

“Oh!” said Harry. He realised that
the Higheliffe lelbvu on the tnm were
not his lrinuh “Who are they "

“0ld P

l‘nnlunhy"'

“Yes, and Vavasour
Fancy droppin” on them here,” said the
Bounder, who was evidenily pleased by
the chance meeting. ey're goin'
down to Nice. Pon’s uncle’s yacht is at
Villefranche ; they're doin’' the vac in
style. T've asked them to come along
here. You'll be civil, of course.”

* Well, I can't say T want to see them,"
said Harry, “But if you've asked them
here, I'll civil, of course.”

“Oh, “‘1 rather !Iglly. snd
Vernon-8mit cllaoraly
Whartou, I was & bit of an ass lo:hm
of bringin’ old Redwing with me—he
would have been rather a wet blanket
an a joy trip. He would be shocked at
Pon & Co., and it would dash a !«lluwl
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and Gaddy.

to see a chap sittin’ with a long
Thce—what 1"
Whartan did not reply.

at Pon & Co,, as
Tom Redwing would have
Vernon-Smith turned back into the
train corridor, and a minute or two later
ushered in the three Highcliffe fellows.
Ponsonby, G ., and Vavasour
rhbind Wi wixllls: encingihc's sk
school they were on terms of warfare
with Harry Wharton & Co.; but they
seemed prepared to forget all about tlnt
now, and Wharton could do no less than
follow their example—though it went
aguinst the grain with him to shake
hands with Cecil Ponsonby.
“ Quite jolly to butt into you like this,"”
said Ponsonby, with his most agreeab!
in,
“Yes, rather,” agreed Gaddy.
" Oh, absolutely,” said Vavasour.
Ponsonby handed round a cigarette-
. Four cigi ee Were s00m go
hm Wharton ds An ironical grin
passed among lhu ]in;h-hfﬁ- trio, which
was not lost on Harry.
He coloured uncomfortably, und sat
silenv and constrnined, He did not like

his company, but there was no escape
from i,

“Dashed bore, these long railway
runs,” said Ponsonby. * What do you
ol do to puss the tir

ps
Vernon Smith aluuggrc\ his shoulders.
It ocenrred to Harry that the Bounder,
as well as h.mﬂol! was h;l that their
journey together was ral a mi

“What about a little game?”

Gadsl

Ponsonby had already taken s pack of
cards from his pocket.

“Good ogg " said the Bounder.

*“ Absolutely I said Vavasour.

“There's five of us—good number for
a poker gnma, " said the Bounder, with
a rather curious glance at the captain
the Remoye.

* Hear, hear !"

Ponsonby shuffied the

The smoke from four clglrotlei filled
the carriage with a blue haze. Harry
Wharton sat silent, his brow growil

:ln{kfr. . !The udhdd:: ::a evidently
aking it for grani t he wo
in the game ;“and no_doubs mmﬂ
ve occurred to the Higheliffians.
“Lut for deal !” said Ponsonby.
Harry Wharton rose to his feet,
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“T'll take a turn in the rurrul-u. \\]ul-
you're having your game,” he said

Ponsonby raised his eyebrows.

& Ynn u nm ;um] " out ! In said.

mt"' umd (udah\- “Es pally,
you kiow.”
K Absolutely,” said Vavasour.
“Look hers, old fellow—" aaid
Vernon-Smith,

“Thanks, I'd rather not,”" said Harry;
and with that he moved out of the
rriage into the corridor,

Tho Highcliffe juniors looked at one
another and grinned. ernon-Smith
shrugged his shoulders.

The four young rascals were soon deep
in their game, heedless of the junior in
the corridor, who vrm.(]u-(l the scenery
from the train windows in a far from
cheerful m

Vernon-8mith, deep in his game, had
forgotten his existence. But Cecil Pon-
sonby once or twice ;l-nr«! in
direction, and winked at Gadsby. Pon,
for all his polite manners, had by no
means forgotten his old enmity towards
the captain of the Greyfriars Remove,
and he was pleasantly entertained by
\\'hn:l.uns present position of odd man

'I‘hen was o heavy tread in the
corridor, and Mr. Semuel Vernon-Smith,
u\lmp and rosy, came along, with a big

lack cigar i mouth. The million-
aire gave on a smile and & A
and glanced into his son’s carriage.

Wharton wondered what he would say
when he saw what was going on there,
He could guess what Colonel Wharton
would have said.

But Mr. Vernon-8mith's views were
quite different. He gave a fat, indulgent
grm. and shook his head at hi

“ You young scamp!” he sai

The Bounder looked up and grinned.

“Hallo, dad! Comin' in?

“Na; I was only lookin’ in to sce how
you were iemng along,” said Mr.
Vernon-Smit| “You seem to be
amusing yourself.”

And he rolled away along the train
corridor again.

'l‘hn poker game was still going on an
hour later, wi express alowed into
a big station. Wharton glanced into the
“Dijon,” he said.
The Bunnduv,umped up.
Oh, gad! e get out here!” he ex-
claimed.

“Bee you lcllnm later on, in
the jolly old Bunny South.™
“What-ho!” said Ponsonby cordially.
The Bounder and the Higheliffe f!llnwl
parted on the most amicable
The Rapide rolled on, and Gn.d.l'by
vuved his hand from the carriage win-
dow to Smithy, standing on the platform
with his father and arton.,  Smithy
waved his hat back to ﬂw H'Iht']lﬁlm
Wharton made no sign.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

In the Sunny South!
OLLY, what?" said the Bounder,
ol;, and no mistake,” agreed
Wharton.

gnificent scene. 1t
difficult tar ulhu m-h from Eungland

realise that un s December,
The party bad spent & llgm n Dliu
and then the |mn the next day bere them

Wharton had h—-ui

His. madsier 6o Wharirm wih od.quibe: o
genlal a3 it hnd been,



t lnl. they were ill-assorted
.- nlll. " 0’ ’ M,l.bell realised it

- reytriars  Tom Il!dwinll quiet
uitsesce had had an ellrﬂ Bou| e er
to all vho koew him,

Tlm “hard case " of

seemed A ¢
mme woder Hedwing's
w-iviars and Redwing were far away now.

Remove,
nnﬁi “fellow since he had
influence. But both

iwery hour the Bounder seemed to become
sur: and more lke his old reckless uu
be wejoiced in his freedom, and was

sty bewt on haviog what b calied .rml
Faarton's idea of a_good time was quite
. @erent oue, 38 the Bounder was remivded
=

% the run on the railway u Nlu was
wit emough for them were
dimmtinfed, though trying hl!’d h keep

“Se the followiag moming, when (her

|

Bat
umed out of bed a¢
s st Nice, and

—xm M

s

" white-walled villa stood on the hill-

wie. embosomed fn verdure.

Seiow lay the town of Nlem huh the blm—

wiers stretehing beyond to the blue

wmnr sky. White walls and !-d roofs, p-l-—

wwem and green shrubberies, were bathed in

w=tazt sanlight.

‘. mnndl of the villa were extensi
the road that

motor-cars, speeding
=il pleasure- mnu bound for (’na-. or

fwsncse, or Monte Carlo.
Sacry Wharton had left England under a
wger sky. He had left frosty Hm stri]
o Jsiiage. Now strolled under graceful
“me 30dding Agalast & sky of deepest blue.
Fellows can have a good time here,”

¢ arry.

n

Zoander,
1 should '.Iﬂnl: sol" & “How

wi mech interested in o
Tuat's & Mandiome boat out yosder.”
smsthy followad the direction of hig. @

Tata Ton'y dacle’s Tackt, he bald, With

f Pon & Co.,
nder ¢ nlly ‘l‘. ‘Ill liven

of my :um. hut
got_his

dcn—rlue

Eacvange  men lelll, |r|nned
Thwey're deep in & break
wsn st Monte. 1 llh'nml.d hu!larr -
w‘umn made no rwiy to tha

Euxds of our age ai

" said Wharton.
szasiastic.

“The pater's left ua a car for ourselves™
=t oo the Bounder.
= % run round the cou
wes wp some lunch lt
IK‘ at

He did pot look

-- \-nnnhmu llnlloﬂwd -e.lu. cer-
hings run easi| d smoothly.

maly made tl
& wel MI! mueh
M&n—l of hit son and

e, amid un huntii‘\u

car and
m.rar were l!
ns wom's
amg run ln lhoe

mmery of the l‘nlch Maritime Alps.
1-1; a lnl‘ mile glided
after

unm the whuia
set when the

under
at Casivo, brilliant pow

t man io evening clothes,
4 faist twinkled,
or lmn

t wnvnd. a hand to

woed on the broad
-m-m and the Bou

“rnere's the patert*

The car ran in. It turned at last into
e gateway of the Villa Fleurette. The
Sesader looked at his watch,

“We're a hil“lnh," “Pon & Co.

will be waitin”

he sald

Wharton started a little.
“Pon! Is he—"
“1've asked him and his friends to dioner.

We're makin' wp a llmn plﬂ] afterwards
to go roun said the Bounder
cheeri “ The me

ly. Vel
blanche. And, goln’ to have

h gl carte
by J I'm
:ond line while it lasts. Aml 50 are you,

by & Co. were smokiog cigarettes in

tha wicker chairs on the terrace when the
two Greylriars juniors came in.

“Waitin' for Nll- nll nu," said Ponsonby.

“ Absolutely "
~We shall be I tq mr the mly old opera
at this rate,” llld

0h, tlml" nld the Bounder.
;_'{:u take loa' to change. Come on,
Wharton found his evening clothes lald
out, and n Pmuh walet io attendance to
help him to He came down fo a
magnificent dt ner. served by silent-footed
servants, under clustering shaded Ir'm-i

Joyous
nhllu
life, and the ll‘l“ of u{lhclllh folly agreed

with him. There was chas on g’l:e

r

. His_ recklessly indul fat
stinted the Bounder ju nothing. The long
table gleamed with silver and cut glass.

signs of great wealth

‘Wharton did his hlﬂ to join in the joyous
mood of the f!"D';b:Dﬂl! him, but mot

with much success. of the Botnder
and his friends ra ubjects that he
cared miu fw—lnr.l at v Lits ehevaux,”

the Nice races.

young rascals
‘Wharton's ‘glass, cream-

remdined untouched.
red this scene, fo bis own -I-d

They would have stayed probably

pension * for h-:ntr franes u day;

tlwy would bave gome about on the iram-

‘ways or on foot. Wlllln[. bﬂll.lna. tenni:
to the theats

oceasional visit re, would

W

faile
knew that the black .hnp Jof Higbeiife
looked on him a1 2 " and & spoil-
sport, an Hounder bad

the
burdened him:li 1ril.|| so dull a com
Perhaps the Bounder was
wonder, 100,

Wharton's thoughts turned homeward—to
Frank Nugent and hin other
Nugent's home enjoying *iheir Chrlstma
holiday in their own ny Why was he -ut
with them? Why? few ‘sharp words
and his own -llm and n_nura tem) e
not Mngn |n light

aion.
begiuning to

i’

or,
el ey
hc, But naw it seemed to become

He nt silent at the table, Ia !he mhhl
of merry volces—voices that g
“m: susering |P°'E°?:p s dropped
ik a saseriay guin,  Ceoll Poston

& good deal of his polis polll.un-l like

na “sporty.” Gadsby

asour, who chuckled.
harton,”  exclaimed

a cloak lhe
hispered to

reverie—a

the cheery faces of his old

Whart
Teverie lll which
chums had seemed quite near to him.

“Eh, what?" he said abscntly.
“You haven't touched your drink.”
“Mine's lemonade,” said Harry,
Qadsby sneered,
“You're six hundred miles from your hesd-
master. What are you afraid of 1%
Wharton did not answer that. ’
Put it away, old besn." said Vavasour.
“Yaur Jolly old uncle isn't just round the
corner, ready to pop out on you."
“Ha, ba, hat*
Wharton eompressed his lips.
“0Oh, cheere it sald the Bounder. * Let
Wharlou nlone; he's settin’ up & jolly good

;nmple—vrhleh we're jolly well not goin® to

- Wdt 1 don’t like a soft spooney,” said
I\'emull.hmmn
M Jfun, Adolphe, tell

"cu-- on, you fellows! Come on, Whar-
tom, old map, and get your coat!™
n&r ner was genial, in a rather
“(ome on; we're goin' to have
- julir mw"
He |!Ipu': his arm through Wharton's

led his
Pl w'l'l better leave me
» Smithy," rry, in a low voice
"l " shall b' all rll'hl here—lots of Mﬂ‘kl.
and—"

* What utter rot!"

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Parting of the Ways !
Hanlv WHARTON sat silent In the

But bis sence did aot o
h—there y of

talk a::lu oa q-adr. lndnd i
car eam

hnmnu; Il;hud streets of the gay to
‘ln of the Iuﬂilﬂrlulﬂ

n slnppnl the Opera House,
five Jeilows wers sshared 1ato. Mr. e ernon.
Smitlt box. The first act of “Rigoletto "
w II' Lh lnd from the auditori
were cast

at the
in‘u \tl-h-l. uu nnunder & Co. |r--p¢¢

noisi
i el Ponsonby and his friends for
eauy glances from common mortals in
T seats,
Pons sonby leaned over the box, stared in-
differently at the audience, glaniced at (be
sl nd yawned, Harry Wha
into & chair at the back of the box. He had
all o well-bred fellow's dmlh- for making
imself conspicuous ; while &
on the other hand, seemed to nn attract:
ing auy sort of attention, amicable or Gther-

The \in?ng was in French, snd not of the
best qu: but the nubnlr- was good,
and Harry wwld ave been content enough

the ::uln[ Illklllnl !.0 Verdi's

Hounder's merty party was oul' heglnli-(
with the oper B-Iih)' & Co. had no Inten-
tion of :m.mln. 1ill the fnish.

“ Awlly dufl stu,” said Gadsby, after en-
during Verdi, with mmm impatience,
lor about a quarter of a
“ Absolutely!” sald Vavason
 What's 16 all sbout? nnul Ponsonby.
“Much ado about nothin’, like most
Bounder. " But

we'te ‘beginnin’ here,”
We've got unlu an exuauln pro-

But I thought you
e g

harton "

'-(!arnlnly " raid Harr:

“Dear man, 1'm bored ltlﬂ " sald Gadshy.
“I've got a mlm that [ sha'n’t survive
till the end of the ach. Let's cut.”

“ Absolutely "

“ All tight—I don’t mind. Trot!” sald the
Bounder.
Ponsonby & Co. erowded out of the box
Harry Wharton did not move. The !ounder
tonrl.ad Iuh‘u:mnn the shoulder,

[

Smilb)‘. I'd like to
shall be only a wet hl-n\et
anyhow. Leave me here.”

Do yon eall that  pally?™ sald the
&ounm-h in a rather disagreeable tome. 1

here.
thirough, and [

Well, if you want me—>"
Of course 1 da!
“¥ll come, the
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Wharton followed the otbers from the box.
Tuey descended the deserted staircase, into
the wide vestibule, now tenanted only by
three fat men in evening clothes sitting at
s high desk, and two or three of the ancient

dumes in black who haunt French theatres.

“Here's the car!"

Tllr ]unlnm drew their coats about them

came down | the steps to the ear.
The ﬂly had been hot; but lhv night was
cold, and s chill wind whistled round the
corners of the streets.

Vernon-Smith spoke In French to the
chaufleur, before e followed his companious
into the car. Then they glided away.

“ Whithet bound, O King?" yawsed Pon-

sonby.

“Somewhere Jolly, I hope,” said Gadsby

“ Absolutely,” yawned Vavasour.

“The Casino Oriental,” said the Bounder
“No end of a jolly show there, and » little
game in the intervals,”

“Hear, hear!”

Ponsonby & Co. brightened up visibly at
tho -enuan of a little ganse. Gadsby gave
Wharton his sneering g
mithy, old bean, !m re u_good man,"
said Ponsonby. * You're just the nice little
man a fello to mee when he takes
his little walks abroad. Thus is rather new
to you, Wharton, !.lll't i

“Yes,” said H
“ Never mind; T Igndndnu o teaner if you

broke at the .
“1 sha'n't go hroln at the jnll
nhlu1 nwm Harry quietly.
b !r

nok?*

"Yn. why not?” dmnm Bnd.ntw hotly.
"1 don't choose,”

"0I| gad! Are you ab as merry and
Ml'n“ n this on a holhluﬁ" yawned Pon-

old mn
oy o

" said the Bounder. “ Whar
and he's goin’ to do as he

“My dear mn. it's a good ldea—s

of & good idea to have one upright mrmrr
n a nllg party, sa onsonhy.

“Ha,

Hm we n said the Bonnde: the
Ed before a blllldln‘ ﬂﬂf. Ramed
Iﬂ.h ll

out, and eros ml the
pavement Thto the u-e c--lu Oriental. Sounds
m within I.he hnlld.lll| m
evidently on. The Do

perf was evl
took tickets fu:. the party —um , Jaoet ]

formance
sive seats in :wkur
book that wa lr‘l;. wldd 'illl nch
‘banknotes.  Maore n one greedy glance
was turned upon i from Jmulu ‘babitues
of the easino.

An obsequious attendant showed the

recommenc
ry | I.|L|h play was going on the t

The Bounder & Co. reached the nearest
table, and stood in & row along the side,
ing the game, In less than a minute

all of them were tossing stakes on the

iable, an chiiging -changeur® hinding
them’ counters in exchange for their paper
money. Harry Wharton seood - little behind
his companions, looking on.

The game did not appeal to bim

cool, cynical faces of the croupie
luardly troubled to eonceal their iromie
temp{ for the punters who lavished moﬂer
on the tables, the greedy faces the
punters themselves, the whirling of the
rabber ball in the bowl mar wli

numbers one to nine,

scene that w
but had & rej
But there entertalnment in
watching the sirange scene, and he found
himself interested.
The elnglrn] of & bell ansousced that the

variety show was recommencin

thestre, and was & general emdi-l
y from the tables. But the Bounder

d\d nn& move.

at the table,

He hiad dropped into » obalr
and had s stack mters hefore him, re

wem.i e Uy Hes Powey t Co.
open their eyes rather wide.
looking b Dild, was stiack—ot, ta nuur.

shocked—by the change
the Bounder's face. AJI I-h bl-elnml. .II
nature had

gambler in Vernon-Smith's
come to the sarface ow; be was thinking
gttt B agtog ool Bla By g )
Shiriing ball, and fha Erces balss markes
with yellow numbers.
Ponsonby tapped him on the shoulder.
Poo_ b t money, and he was not in &

good ‘ﬂp!?.
“(Camin’ lhng. Smithy?"
mithy, withont turning his

“No!" said
head.

“I'm mn'."

“@o,

“Same hern. sald Gaddy. “It's rather a
rotten e. I've dropped three hundred
francs. don't give you m.chance!”

‘,\bwluk !'T;-nld Vavasour.

e alone, confound you!”
“Oh, come on!” said Ponsonby.
up with this. Come on, you fellows!
The three Higheliffe fellows followed the
crowd. They did not even :ook 8% Wharton,
and be did not -«nmp‘ni He il
behind the Bounder's chair, waiting for
Swithy to move,
But Smithy did not move.
It was customary at the Casino Orlental
for the game to clese down when the theatre
ed after the inter ‘when
s were kept

'l'ln Bounder had been winning at first—a
common experience with newcomers B

into their nlaenl, th! Bmllller cal ell!y'
\lnplnl him I t

ety she n in the easino
I.hul.re. ‘and, like mnd: variety shows,

Iboy
Rl b e i
Ponsonby & Co., whuhdbrn bored s

stiff | for

%’
z
§F
H
e
£
=

in the . house, to enjoy them- almost
selves now, and they l:ll!d in the roars of | in of the bl" lhl loundcr lo:l
laughter from the and a -k o m;'hu stacl Fo e -.
| yellaw counters me: od away, an angs
o “;.?,’".,.".{‘" Sf the parformases wax| more bibs, ek melted w¥ay

r e
..dlz rowded out for refreshment, and

tainment of the
fntervals, and,
them of thei
“This way
breath.

during the
relieving

easino’ trons
|nﬂ*lll$1l,. for
ose cash.
said the Bounder, with a deep
s jolly 7 said Gaddy.

i Abwlnlrl [

id Pon-

hy Ni in that
dnm old foggy island we've got away
that!” said Whlrl-nﬂ

ank goodness for
He -wlu involuntarily ; be iad not intended
to pass an opinion on the pursuits of his

companians.
Ponsonby glanced at him with s sneer.
“Come on!" said the Bounder impatiently.
A thick crowd poured into the long room
with the green tables, where the drnnl.ll‘

‘chant of the croupiers was already heard.
Tue MaoNer LiBRaRY.—No. 880,

g i <=M o Brva oot
“8mlithy * whispered Wharton,
“Pon't worry !

“Hadn't you better come, old chap?™
“8hut up!"

"ﬂu Bounder Md fnl'utun 'Hnl ‘Wharton

a3 his guest: e had forgotten everything
hal the tascination ""n game. He was

Bounder no engeance—
th: 'ola lu“der lL hh i:r;r wmi
Wharton compressed and made &
Bt e il Nagereds

movement to go.

went agalnst the grain to leave
panion there alone—alone iu the midst of &

erew of grinning, cynical swindlers.
Another bateh of French notes chas

hands, sand another stack of counters piled

before the Emmder Dl ying with
m ang recklessness now, his
stak ub: Task.. 1N ‘wan "Sho. Gk 00 ikl
a8 3 matter of fact.

“Faites vos jeux, messieurs,”
The Bounder threw on his last franc.
It vanished under the croupler's remorse-

less rake. The Bounder was very still, as it
stunned, for a moment or two. The ball
spun lgain -nd he placed no -hko. Then
tie turned his head towards *Vharton.
“Lend me lnme mo
“Smithy, old m,
“Are you llrnld l |hn L)
Bcuader savagsly.

't settle?” said the

=il you Tend me some money?®
Wharton paused, and then he drew out his
ocket-book and ' handed the Bounder
mseh note for five hundred francs.
ithont even a word of thanks, Veroon
amLu: held out the note to the changeur.
“Faltes vos jeux!”
“Rien ne va plu
The Bounder fairly plastered the numbers
vl\-h lhka. in & duprnu euore to -mlu
the Jaws £
crvn ers nlued nl one uwlher as the Innl
rakes drew them
The nnnader lumod to Wharton again.

“Give
“I've nMN more to lend ¥ Smi
harton coldly. "wrd hﬂ(ﬂ'

said Harry
”'l'hc Bounder gritted his feeth.
“You're got some money—"

C o
“Lead 1t to me!”
the good?”

“You've thrown

sald  Whartos
away sl yor

"ﬂllﬂ'l no business of yours. Wil ¥
lend me some mmty! sald the 'Buunas-
tones

1o throw away on
said Waisrton quictly.
wiven you any at ali.
ol ot
The Bounder rase wnsteadily to bis feet
His face was white His exer

on those swindlers.”
I ought mot to hare
Come away!"

ant
-|d savagely. “I'm
I don't often ask favours.

rmons from you
kin" you a R ir
wi

.ﬂ'm—
Wharton shook his head. He,
at \hc end of his patience, and uuly lun;m:
ape from the blackguardly scene and
his hlark;nrdl_r compan
“I'm going," be said qsl:tl;

“Then take that, n.u‘: panted the
Bounder furiously; and Wi lrtun ululll his
srmt obly just in time. wit
p that drew !'p 1rnm ;m

Wharton's eyes linud at him,

“That's enough!" said.  “That's the
limit! Good-night, Vﬂmn Smith—and good
bye! That's the fini;

He turned on his hul and walked awar
without another glance at the Bounder. His
face was pale wi  anger and shame; he was
only anxious to get oul of the place; he way
done with the Bounder and his companions
mw—dnllu with them for

wind blew on his lu:z as he cams
into '.h- street. Il rermh lm the

at and excitement of u.. e
walked down the al.mn. glad to nq alone
Twhete he was goins. what he wis 1o do, he
ﬂ o e AT LA

going bac! arnon 5" villa

e was dlmh with Vernon-Smith.

A little later & car passed him, He caugh:
a glimpse of Ponsonby & Co. and
Bounder, smmg -Ml 8 SAvAg
lace. Bou! at b
but made no s onby
The ear was mme in a moment
l.he glittering stars, in o sky of e mm

Wharton walked on—alone!

g

This wi mas, and It was his
own fault, ke kaew i 20v. In f
Engiand Nugent and Bob Cherry,

urree Singh, were pm

ing of their -'mne chum,
Sence, SOITy
that had caused it;

arry W

(Be aure and read next
friara Story, entitled:

ﬂl'rj harton is p ullh ﬂu Bo“d'rr
; ke's deter back to the
ru--nw Fiee. What e N greeting

awaits himf)
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“ ENTERTAINER” tells of some good
stunts to make things go with a swing.

BATH BOB APPLZ.

A bath or large pan l'l Daif-nlled I"h
T Bt are Soated
large Apy

embers of the party now take tums to
belind their

Fl N galore is guaranteed by this game.

ath with their teet!
ace the rmpu:l- on the floor so that

heir wouun mm-h the apples
lmnum.x ely eath the
faces !:ml!-mlﬁeh to the

“aif & minute is given to each Berson, and
o succeed (Il any) b removing

this
ad apples eovered with
:. across the room. But the hot atmo-
results in the treacle drip-
=g on to the best Brussels carpet—which
- '.Lu‘.lwan provide much merriment to
me Bos
e mmuetlinrl get treacle all over their
the girls ul tbe party, at least,
ol m.u-pt trick, though Lhey
? gt r Tates web' i the
nl:by fa tuwel is hand,

TABLE “AUNT SALLY."

game is to
treacle from u

The isdisé GAN-apposs the gitiomen Ju

. ‘he ‘Taces of ;I! matehboxes—the two
ruons of each osed separately—
e Aunt nuu n" face like those seen

Then each a number, vary-

Bt

%iand these along the edge of the table,

st two huclae- apar, then place a button

the edge op)

Rach MeRher & the Dariy. new Misuple

matebboxes by

on, which must be

" with the finger and thumb.

side hav the sums sumber of ai
the scorer writes down the

he face of each box as it is lmmhd
The side which totals the greatest
umber wins the game.

RAISING THE DISC,

3 aliest of stiff paper form & tube
twelve inches in length. Then cut
wt » dise - Jlme larger than a penny from
- meh paper, which should be
e W
Pace the disc on the table, and invite
r ltu':‘n'b:r of the party to raise it by meaus
e tul
ng the tube to the
s not allowed.
person who wishes try his luck,
“hen aif have fafled—which Is C foregone
T ulun—shuv them hm- it \

lips and using

one,
u penn t hslf an inch
wve the dizc, and the €nd of the tube half
s mch wbove that. Place your lips to the

n.a and blow a steady stream of air

u dise will at once jump up from the

table and ciing to the bottom of the penny
until you have stopped blowing.

THE MAQGIC BUTTON,

Arrange five buttons in the farm of
domiian Thve on bh. able, and on the outer
four rest an inverted tumbler.

Xow ehal
et the
glass 'mmu!. touching tumbler or buttons.
course, not making it allowable to touch
bmm which has m be retrieved seems
u; pat up & bar which turns the sccomplish-
of the trick Joto an im)
o AR dos iy e e T L seTaleh 400
tablecloth just at the ed e of the ghn. -
that the button gradually moves towards

ik WHo 18 iT?

Ono of the party Is bllnd[olded and stood
in the centre of room. holds
out his lund. nnd, unn at & blut‘ each other
person touches it.

To each he gives o number—any tp to ten
—which means the number of steps allowed
to be taken.

When all have recelved numbers, and taken

wmon o lI of their steps, the blind-
folded m. mpia to catch any of the
others. ‘l‘he lniter must try to escape, but
they must not take more steps t.hu Lhey
were _originally allotted. count from
the first one made at the beginning of the

nm
s00n as & P ht, the blind-
IR rvpl)'.hute

As
folded member u)‘l "Ptll
other must make a moise like a cat.
times “Felix!” must be answered by a
call, and then “Felix " guesses whom he I!n

If le Is right, the eaptured person is
hlindfolded. and the game begirs agai
it he s wrang he iries to cubch someone

PAN AND PENNY,

This Is another game in which sides may
be formed ; or, f preferred, each person may
count his own score.

At one end of tlie room tilt a washing-up
pa (oF & substitite) againet tho wall

Members of the party thea take their
tur st standing ten fect away, and atempt-

ratu Hirow six peanies, ot o & time,

the pan.
siceess counts ome to the thrower

or l.u m side he represents.
But it will be found that the great
majority of colns circle around the

the
inside of the pan—and thea shoot out!
KNOTTING THE HANDKERCHIEF,

Can you tie & knot In a hamllemhmf by
using ome hand only? You may succeed
after many minutes' mmh(!nz. on the other
hand, you may fail entire

Invie the members of yaur party o have
& shot, And hey have made their
wrists ache ﬂth frut ess -nums. just
show ihem how to accomplish the trick quite
easily in sbout four Seconds!

up the handkerchiel ropewise, and lay
it Beroms the palm of your right hand so

first and second
Grip. theee Dightly, release he other end

(which was between the third and fourth
Hngers), aod shake the handkerchie! until
ﬂl: Iu:.p passes over the hand, thus forming

PARLOUR O'QRADY,

e old nlul {;n of “0'Grady " can
qn,u well be for the parlour.
Cons I&e I'IDI of “Drill Instructor * on

orders,
1 red unless before them he bas luleﬂ
uumu By —
us anyone obeys an order mot
gwcn n, --o Gnd:r. ru is out of LM e.
the instructor m
" Hlndl to Ihmlldl.‘ﬂ

0 ﬂnd! l ¥ S,

drop nut of the game,
7L ﬂlﬂll L
g ot |on|m, wina the

game.

Orders should be siven smartly and art-
tally, and instructor should use his
ibgeduity to “catoh * the party.

SNATCH THE HANKY,

The party Is divided Into 4wo, each section
rom. one.

of
erchiel is placed

¢|I.||er side—'
tw te with
of eourse)
rush to the handkerchief, one irying to re-
torn with it to his seat without the other
touching him,
Suppose Dick is No. 2 on ona side, and
y s No. 2 on the other side, and the
leader calls out “Twos!”
At once Dick and Harry dart to the
handkerchief,

Now, if Diek pleks it up, 1nd
urry touches him ‘whilst it s In his hands.
Ilurry scores a point for his side. But If

Dick ean regain is seat with the handker-
chief without being towched, his side gets
a point. The same rules apply to eacl

1t one member it paying attention when
his mumber s calied, the other side gets
a Tumaway victory, ‘of course. But the
fun comes when each meet in the middle
and by feints and counterfeints attempt
to snatch the handkerchief and get elear
without being touc!

The leader should var

the numbers so

that cach gets a torm in time. The side
with the most points at the end wins the
game.

Tue MaoNeET LiBRany.—
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No. 8.—THE TEAM FRDM CHICAGO'

A “Gommeon Pro."
ARRY P. WANNIKER was a bun-
dred per cent Ameciean from the

T Am»icnn nnd:lml.
+ Bure, wied, chewing reflectively
“We're up against & big

at a long c lr
guess my

I 1 alw-nn hat to u.e hulmnl !lm a!

his low-cut shoes, and his nasal drawl was

rongunced without being unmusical.  Tall,
an-limbed, and muscular, he had a long,
ree-like face, fair hair, and light blue

eyes, and his ‘wide, thin-lipped mouth was
the lmmnu-ler that registered all his moods
and emotion

Harry P. h-d dabbled in many thisgs
uring his thirty.Gve years of life, having
leen bar-tender in & Bowery

“ thick-ear
saloon, miner lu “the Montans goidelds,
sports promoter, hmn urnalist, editor,
mayor nl' Pumn LILLI beachcomber.

Lite Hari anniker was an open

Bock: mast e ok ek o s o mallkanties
at thirty-five suggested that the gods had
Belped the man who iried fo help himself.
Wanniker was known all over the States
as & man who was ll'l_rl ready to listen
to a business proposul or a hard-luck story ;
bk 1o went JI with the misguided lndi
ndull who tried to get the
Harry P. .

rry P. w Big Noise " nn Iul \de
of the Atlantic, In:t mobody took particular
notice of him on Christmas Eve, he

strolled down Horlhllmberllnd Avenue and

mounted the 'hmd. marble steps of the
Impérial Sporting_Club.
he Imperial Bporting Club, with its

handsome flt‘.ldl: and graceful Ionic columns,
was the most exelusive club In London, and
Haurry P. Wanniker was one of the handful
n,’ foreigners who bad the right of admis-
sion,

Pussing beneath the imposing portico, the
American strolled across the tesseliated

hall, snd made his way to the smoke-room.
The room was pleasantly crowded as
Harry P. strolled across to the bi pcn

tirepiace and dropped Into an armel
d lprll Llndidlll'. the doyen of Urlllih

Tllr u-n men were old friends
Well, my dear fellow, and what of life?™
asked Landsdale, lis clean-cut face, with its
Ainehnnrd » 'hluknn and bumorous grey

ey
“Life ain't so rnky. old warrior,” drawled
the American, who was mo respecter of per-
sons—yek never offensive on.this score. * But
it'a a durasd piby that oné of your scientific
guys with chin whiskers can’t invent a eure
for your fogs. It's o bla misty at the
monent. that feller can’t find the way to
his mouth! Su
Lord Landsdale ehuckled,
w \I‘:'re comfortable enough in here.,” he
, “and the ‘ll{ht fog_will have cleared
hy the morning. You're :Mnung abqut the
nm:in. Day mateh, of cou
Taz Macyer LIIIAIY —:\u 880,

ut
Stiifs will make the Britishers go il ou
nd ou call” your team the
ked Landsdale smilingly.

5 & term of—er—oppro-

hmm u. America.”
s oo obamed Harry P. Wanniker,
"lud el gy Jbors stifls bicawe ibe

“And why
Chicago Stitfst”
“T thought * stifl

win't!  They're the dandiést, goal-
gettingest, Teather-chasingest bunch of live
wires that ever booted a ball. It was

cause you Britishers umu.m. we Americans
couldn’t play Soccer that 1 collected thes
tellers and brought 'em over!

“You Britishers have got a wrong ides
under your lid! You Wiought we were basc-
ball ‘fans ' and nothin' else, yet we've
proved that we're the guys vnm put the
pole in polo! What's more, old warrior, the
« lnr-Tn Stills are goln' to clean up ail Jour

s ssional teams !

ut in stal

lelh Inu played four matches and won 'em

all, but the ghme -nsmt Storrydene will be
the res! test! BSure

“And_you think you'll beat the Villar”
u!lllrd Lord Landsdale.

“ Sure " drawled llw American
placently. *We shall eat ‘em—goa pom o
all»

An unpleasant laugh floated mcross the
smoketoom, & laugh that was provocative
and oily

“What's your middle name, Wanniker?”
asked a porily, over-dressed individual with
o gold-rimmed ‘monacle.  * Modesty ™

There wus a sneer in the tone. but Harry

B Wooalers wide mocth Uhied sb o

corners.

“Sure!” he drawled easily: and then he
made « characteristic remai "1 can't
remember havin' seen your map before, son!
Who are you when you're looun through
that window?”

He made a reference to the monocle, and
the other man fushed.

y name is Ailen—8ir Aubrey Allen—and
1 hnpbtn to be ehairman of !Lnlr_nlene
il said the baronct. his manmer
pou l “1 have a member of this tlllb
for some little time, but this is the first
e upon which 1 have encountered ill
bred Insolence 1"

Ailen, as a matter of fact, had been s
member of the Imperial for less than nine
months, and bow he bad managed to get

clected was something of a mystery. Years
before hie had been the leading light of the

Ninety-Four Club, and he might hnre hetn
a member walil that day kad be been
mixed up in a card se:

Taacing beck ta s deep armchair, Harry

P. Wauniker studied the portly barooet, and

7‘F

info the clear biue eyes there crept the light
of tolerant amusement. Having gradusted
in the School of Life, be was & . raw Judge
ick to see
hlu; -bum Blr Aubrey
Allen_that bred dutm did sot like
dark e ive manner
Wa he take Ilndl)' 1o the well.

sald Sir Aubrey, “that 1
rman of Storrydene Villa !

i Seeahor. by say shamets

ere ides of the portly baronet play

ing rwuull scemed to amuse the crowd in

the smoke-room, and a chuckle reached Sir

ubun cars and u-dc them bur
course a playin

you th

“member 1
it s my
of common

miker.
be had scored

Alt‘tn gronted, thioking
point.
“1¢ "ud be mun on the pro’s,” murmured

n.m- P., and a deep rumble ran through

Ilkﬂl Sir Auhmg, fnr be bad proved
s Ilrlt ‘ h nder and an

never mi
-ramt
b

ot
himself

outsider, L
A ity
roam lees

professional
was & po went right
d to the attack, meaning to

Sily his wards.
c is all very well for yom to sneer,
but you know math
eobmllnn over here.” he nhl
profe mal foothaller persos
nl the lower orders, and ht is lldl,‘ olll of

place in the company of gentlemen. After
all, we of the upper class have to the
line somewhere, and to hobnob Toot-
ball pro is to lose caste. that

rou, Landsdule, sgree with

The fine old sportsman objeeted to Allen's
sie of easy familiarity, "had e ¥at waming
gently as he made reply.

] no wish to pass an opinion upon
your somewhat origina Gy S Aubrey."
auswered Landsdule, “but perhaps 1 shovid

m you

Droieulonul 3
here he is! Come Ilullde. m dear 1..,,"-
Al eyes turned tow and P

r mnlmr thl- centre-forward,
ked ima the smoking-room

Bst!

IR n\l'BRl‘\' A[I.EN remained statu.
esque as Peter walked across to Lord
Landsdale and took the puls out

stched hand. It oetu the

BT
baronel that the hbdmll

rmm.lh! Ioohd
perfectly at home In Ppreseat exal



=pany. There was something 40 calim and
r wumud a the foothaller; he pos-
ssed that subtle, indelinable something
at he—Sir Aubrey—would mever have. It
= the stamp of breeding, of course.
Voyee's father has beem & great friend
mine for years,” explained Lord Lnd-d-lr.
caming up at the brown-eyed youn,
Ezowing Peter was in Town, [ asked h-m n-
ot me up and have a bite with me, Hy
s« way, this is Mr. Harry P. Wanniker, my

The American, who had taken an Immediate
to Peter, shot ‘out a lean, musculur

How do, son? he drawled. “['ve heard

= whole heap about you! | suppose you

your side’s goin' to w'm on Boxin'

We shall do our best, sir,” smiled the

sagstor, cons that' Sir Aubrey Allen
vut glowering him

o your best?” smapped the baronet. ~of

re you'll do your beet! nat’s what

«'re paid for!"
The eyes of the other members turned npon
o, and in their depths was u Ngit that
- dwtinctly threatening. But Sir Aubrey,
Seehly disgruntled ab Peters arrival
warning. It annoyed
= To ThAsk Mk Paber e eotienn
waid drop iuto the company so easily,
e, a member, 50 often felt iH-at-ease.
°d there's something I'd lke to tell you,

v iker,” the baronet, almost
woely. “My u.- Is going to liek yuuu
s frazzle! You've been luoky-—that'

< wou your four games by a &
ukes!
raing very slowly,
£ht blue eyes upon t
ps came together
straight live,
you'd care to buek your opinion,
- hlbrr)“' he asked, spealing with gréat

Sa olly sille eressed the bargnet’s Beshy
meares; Harry P. Wanniker was rhing to
- bal

the American fived
epeaker, and the
dnd formed n

You bet I would!™ he answered. “Bat
. mostit forget that you're not desling
win 2 small A, Snanciet;

— T
24 in hundreds ﬂf tlwu“.nd

I(arry P. nodded.
ure ! he drawle “Now them, Mister
Ikorketcu:r. what do you say to a bet of
a thousand pounds a side? 1'Ql sta
sand against your r.lmm-ml that the
Stiffs beat Storrydene Vil
A thousand—in dolhn"
i unds.”

ped his pudgy fingers.
na scoffed, » pliying smile
wine bill
o liwus i P
that you Americans do things on a big scale,
yet you suggest a bet of a paitry thousand
@ side! You should be umm,. for_coppers
with & crowd nl wsboys, Wanail
jar of Ilie American

loag,

mlll{undr: set !n an inflexible line a

insult, and the othe
nmhed hotly at the baronet's offensiveness
After all, Wnlnlilr was realiy an honoured
guest at mo club, yet this polsonous Ilnll
bounder olng nnl of his w to m:
himselt
£s wer

wlane,
ligtle guessed lha!. e was standing ob the

Mle homn‘

“gneered Allen

erhaps you vmu!a care {o name

Sir Anbng‘l"' drawled Wanaiker,
himseH in check.

“Certainly!" grinned Aileen. ‘WII, not
nu. u five thousand pmu' .;J

t why M- ten thou;

"0! Aftee:

“or l'ell'

The A-eﬂcml volce was even as he

mentioned the sum; but Sir Aubrey shnu«!
s trace of nclmen as he took

step ac e aied Jooked down inéo
I'ml'm-u' Ill.uuln features.

" Twenty-five and  that Btorrydene
Villa beat lur u said the barouet.
Iis voieo trembii

“Done ™ dr; w!w the \hmlun easily; and

he feit for his cheque-boo
“And what about ruudi!knlu!‘ putin
st “What

I'm a sport every tim
This -rrnmm did mot suit
Wanniker

result, so if ¢k
we'll call the

.Then I suggest that you each glvo Lond
I.-nd- N e for twenty-ive thousand

score lsu't declsive 1 guess
off.*

in Denay, the seeretary,
'Am‘l who the bluu are you to suggess
anything?" demanded the baronet, swinging
ronnd and g

the pieture all the time,
interference. One would J @ you were
used to dealing in thousands of pounds every
dny I

“Sorry!” smiled Denny.

“It's usual to
place the stakes with Lord Landsdale—that's
onally, Allen, I wouldn't touch your

muw Sheque mn L b 'o-po o
alter
\uen. his -mnld.nng eyes upon
soldier's broad back; and the ouuun; -ord-
brought a Jow growl from variods members.
e baronet bad given & rm amount

|ro-|ed

ni tow. lm the supply was fast givieg out,

d there was not n iu the smoke-

roon would not have enjoyed throwing
the unpleasant bounder u-t of the window.

"AIltn. bowever, could mnot see the red
'm cheques tn-iu been signed and given

Lord Land: uu chl Sir Aubrey

Serhad nmards Foe ¥ , who was :w-
nm

ting with the Hmllrdlll Inll
famous al

you e gl i nev)}‘
ereated bm.ﬁ ll a distance, and that
should be bly with the V

eenmrnrnni —n.as Sle Aubrey,
as a delibera

fndeeﬂ he feit tlrtlhl that the yow
were Ill‘Mn‘ at him

“Vaye outed Sir Auhrs,' nm-pxr and
the ynnn.u-r turned his and
glanced across at the Inven‘or o! JhMo.
!h! ulnh Death-Knell.*

I' time you cleared out of here!” said
Hle baronet, his voice ringing through the

Thll dictatorial Mndc hmnlu & flush

LE
rought s pudgy fist down on
the arm of his chair.

ing forward and into Gawton.

Unable to pull up,

went
arms, the two players reeled

over the touchline and crashed to the turf.

Crash !

Locked in each other's
(See page 25.)
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“Don't argue with he shouted,
little eves blasing with anger. “You're
aid to obey—and I tell you to clear out!
his is a gentleman's elub, so you've mo right
in_here, anyway!"
Peter Voyce had not been slow to read
the signs, and something told him that the
baronat had af last gone a shade too far;

Oxford three-

the

ely.
b s AE you kick nf shins again | st
drgp you on’your iead

down, hooligan!”
shaubed the barouet, PuTpie n She Tacs Abd
sialy conssious of tla usdignified poattia.

“Landsdale, T e
- mm to. , hat hia to lordship is not
sk home!” smiled Harvey Graine; and Ailen

Shooting a wild Blance scross the 00, aaw
that Landsdale's mm-lwr was empty. His

lordship, lc!nt!ng a “rag,” had made a dis-
creet exi
SWhst. shall we do with the Boundert®

asked Cobb, grinning down inte Sir Aubrey's
hl--lal eyes,
cas he owes Mr. Voyee an apology,”

put in Harey P, Wanniker,

“What!" “blazed ll\l lnrnne!. atrumlu
like a maniae,

“Yes," smid Cobb soothing
to npologise, like a well-
that you aren't! It's

v, ~youre go
aved little thnp
:xl-her that or a

s feet, Sir
e set faces of
, and he knew that the
threat of a docking would be carr

grain, of course, yet it wo
pleasant — physically, at aoy rate — than
being_thrown ioto the iy water of the
swimming
Seow

ting  and muttering, the baronet
strode across the room and halted before
Peter and Rollo Dayton. And he fushed

hotly as the latter young man Jmmd iis
rimiess monocle into position and regarded
bim as though be were a freak e::'m.n. at

lhr Zoo.
“H'm! I'I.i‘ Ilemw Blr Aubrey, clearing
Lis throat. — gent! enll aud

sportsmen ‘lliuh |l|n| an logy is due to
you, \’nytr. so, nndnr the l reat M physical
e—er—gentiemen  nnd
Almlhlnrh. l Ilke Mrl everything I said tv

apology was anything h\ll lrll:tol'll.

')Il‘ tlle Tmulul!r knew Illl.
pompous baronet to make

A llldllen silence I‘!ikoﬂl as Sir Aubrey
glared round at the other members hefore
strolling out of the mm Im Allen’s hluuk
scowl gave place t
passed down the mlrlllr llt[l of the rlllh
and made his way towards the post-office,
Entering the office, he wrote a telegram. It
T

“ Merritt, Marquis of Gandy, Utlll 8IIIl|l
ﬂ:mt Storrydene.—~Bet 0.K.
& %

he Marquis of Gau g was the head-
quarters of the votorious Starlight Boys.

The Gama !
HE Chicago Stiffs played all their
mames in the sweet cause of charity,
50 the City of London ital
hoped to reap a rich harvest from
the game between Storrydene Villa and the
Americans.

The match was to take place - the ew
Chelsea United ground, the most up-to-dute
enclosure in the South, and tbe nul]upn
Scribes declared that at least Rty sand
would pass through the Tarstiios.

ng Day came round cold aad dry, and
iur u NIL hout before the time for the kick-

l metropo
Chieago. Btifl, having won their first
Tue MaGNET Lisrany.—No. 880.

four mes d, proved a uml
attraction, were  hundreds
“fans* who wuld Bave paid Sbe prics of
:-1 just Peter Voyee, “Hoppy *
ooy i the, famous

an
\i!lu k-m in action
The k as timed for three o'clock,

104 the grnnnt
i wall kavwn Bk je raeys

of the famous

uuunu side brought a nil of welcome from

all of the enclosure, and Ho
|.III the one-le

!or a -peolul ovation,

custadian, came in

and uuud mmh
een Hom!

to bhv lanlhlns
led ou

crowd. Peter Yoyce was alw siag
were' * Hefty ™ Hebble, the  skipper, And
little Rattle.

Taking up his position between the sticks,

Hoppy Hawkins began to deal with all types
of shots in a workmanlike manner
brought roars of delight from the *fa

50 _interes wns the erowd in_the
lay that it did not notice that the Stiffs
were some minutes late in turning out.

It was seven minul past three when a
leathern-lupged gentleman in the grand-
stand raised his voice lml called attention
to, :ne unusual state of affairs

thes, Americat What sbaht itr"

'ﬂle shont was taken up at once, of conrse,

nml. fo0a the vast ground was rocking with
(,«. a jerk iata it, rou l;lu Stiffs!*
¥, you zuys, ook

“Up, the Statest”

The din iocreased with the ssing of
seconds, and the enclowire was la n state
of mild pasdemonium wheu Cyrus Sehmidt,
the Chieago captain, led his men across the
wide cinder track and on to the field. The
Americans eame in for a wonderful recep-
tion, all kinds of musical and wnmasieal
tnﬁrnm-nh being pressed into service,

re they are

"nm-u, the m-'"

"Nu. lhen yw hum of lmn!n'

s were medium
Imghl --d bntld. -mly two hrln| upon the
heavy side and five of the eleven struck
an nollluu note br wenmg bln horo-rimmed

Isses. a eselike side,
liowever, nnd thr tir Iul waazzer In which
they m-rd their jaws suggested that they
were all addicfed to the gum-chewing habif.

Mr. Morecrdft was the reforee
w hil custom, e lost oo time

0 business. The three-c

or!

ke n"r, the coin was flicked into tbe

frosty December nir, and the Ameriean

n..|||-|ver ulnnd bmdl.! when the luck of
e toss

al to us,
nr dr wlul. Iminl up u Rcﬂ.y Bcbhlr
|rn-|.ed the burly

o il

Tea seconte rl.pu-'!. ane Peter
Voyce sel the game in motion, the teams
heing as follows :

STORRYDENE VILLA,
H-ullu. Backs

ce, Hebble
I)cna!lll. 'l'hlrlbn
k!'&llt. Coyne, VD)‘l‘l.

~
" Fors an‘.l 1
ND!I!. Dlﬂ'le.
CHICAGO STIFFS.
Kelly; Backs: Berry, Grehh;
denburg, hma G
:  Doss. (Oluckenhei
{eapt.), 0'Donovan.

Noyle taok the ball from Peter, slipped by
Schmidt, and pushed a ground pass vut to
the hovlem:ed . Bnd the feet-footed
little winger gave the “[ans * an early thrill

a down the touchiine nn

perfect ceatre from
ton’s clumsy tackle hmu

ght.

Kelly was on the spot, however, and the
terrific punch he aimed at the ball hrought
a wild yell from lh(i(m\lnl. A paoch may

t i the

su't safe, &

o0 on which the fact
to

Glavcing off Kel mloved fist, the b-ll

shot away at a tangent and dropped

Coyne's feet. and the inside man took n
sporting !nl-umr drive m
ulmkc.

I'mrln; forward at an' awkward
angle. the ball pa within three inches
of the goallceepen bullet head, and the
next second it was twirling madly o the
back of the net.

“doal

The shout hroke involuntarily from the
lips of the “faps,” and the raucous sound,
ear-splitting and discordant, was as exquisite
music in the ears of the portiy, over-dressed
mun who was standing in the window recess
of the clubhouse.

St Aubrey Allen appeared
pleased with life at uml. momeni ror
wlossy silk hat was thrist back lron
forebe his  inevitable eig
utting jauntily from a corner of A
ipped moutl,

"Liien’ tursed to Lord Landsdale,

“A goal up in the first hal-micute, Land;
dale, my boy!" he ehuckled throatily, In,
cn-m Iamiliarity making the old peer wine

“I'm mot sorry Wanniker isn't bLere.
expect he'd want to eall the bet off.”

“¥ou must mot judge other mn by your
own peculiar standards, Sir Aybrey,” ‘said
Landsdale blandly. And the grallz rebuke
brought a hot fush to the barvnet’s feshy
fﬂt#ru

very

began
Ao, tise otbes: s
& dignified

atempliig. o Blaster
waved the words aside with

gesture,

“Mr. Wanniker las, unfortunately, been
called to Paris on business,” said Landsdale.
“but I have instroctions to surrender his
cheque to you in the event of his team
lonins agaigst the Villa.  Wanoiker, ne
usual, has hebaved like a gentioman and »
sportaman.”

when do you part with the cheque?
nah-d ﬁir Aubrey.
“In the Hell of your winning the bet.”
peer, “1 shall hand it to yon
1 mlll be o the club at eight

"Alld #o shall 1, old man'" chuckled the
baronet. It looks like being n stoue ginger
certainty for me!

Landsdale nodded his fine head.

“1 am inclined to agree with you~
remarked the sporting peer. *And pow, if
you don’t mind, will you kindly address your
remarks to somebody else? Your samewha:
plebeian volce has a timbre that jars un
pleasantly upon my sensitive ear!”

Idom was Sir Aubrey Ailen at an utter
loss, yet those quiet words took all the Iinn
out of his sails and left him speech
yar grisning once more, however,

ahruptly, made his w
rr!mhmul table in the coroer,
himself to a generous brandy and- nod-

as hr
b

Kelly— who had learat his lemon,
way—the score would have been ased
lenst another goal.

was tﬁlﬂbn[‘!u tbc raic.-o hatl of

ed.

grlel Vaoyce darted towards the cormer fla
parsled the towering Grebb with the
of his movements, and sttempted a tricky
drop-shob that came off occasionally. And
he caught Kelly mapping. Kot belag quite
sure whether the leather was going over the
Bar or mol, Lhe gualis thraat éul M- e
hands and :|nkh But the cunning twist

and the sphere dlpf\e-t between
his arms and bouneed into the u
Storrydene Villa were two goals

The Rout !

SLiffs!™
s a certaiu amount of

wa
plij’lul derision in the wild yell
that greeted Pf"rl |ul| !nr the crowd did

ot forget that Aneiber, wiiting
a5 thing aly: ad denlprad that T

as not a side in England that could hope
even to_dr

aw with the redoubtable Chicago

Stiffs, Yet now, after Hftcen minutes’ play,
ene Vlll. were leading by twn clear

lnlh h.- fans *  therefore od
for hecoming somewlint

lld |! lllly hld .l

-

ugh at the Ame

s to be expected
-m- h-u heen s0 much “hot
Stiffs had ocertaioly trounced four
um-ﬂ-u rlull yet 50 POOF was :rm: form
h-imuene that ove found it difi-

r Town, and
casy  victims

astle luvicta,
shelem Athletic hu lea
he team from Chicago.



still ten miuutes
unmistakable
50

Talf-time was
Americans showed
being fired and disheartoned,
body was the Jeast bit surprised w
e took a pretty pass from 'rmrnm
on ove of his individual excur.
into the enemy’s country.
Covering the ground in effortless fashiou,
sutwitted Clancy avd Schmidt and cume
against Frobmana. the erowd
sred ity delight when the hurly centre-
tore straight st the olim yousgster
by inches. Ubable Lo pull
aon wenk 'I\lmherlnL forward apd
nto Gawton. And, locked in each
arms, the two players recled over the
schilpe and crashed to the turf.
Peter, meanwhile, went on his way rejoic
But Grebb looked anybhing but joy
sought to stop the bro
T er with & ferocious charge.
Sceping remarkably cool, the Villa centre.
~ward swerved round the
ok an unexpected shot
he caught Kelly mapping.
thing almost simister about
shat cunning drop shot.

the action
Yet it seemed
sedible that & goalkeeper could repeat a

istake. Bub again the ball slipped
Kelly's uplifted arms and bounced

m had such enthusiasm been known
Chelsea  Unite und, apd the
= is not far to seek, for Peter Voyce
cany. l‘ﬂol’llell style l.\ll amounted
tion 1o was

auded Americans off his

®ell done, Voyce!”

-, new to London, became the hero
the hour, and his name was upon
mtnds of Hps sa the fems lied wp for

fourth afternoon,  the
cans looking grim aod tightiipped.
orrydene did all the pressing for the
=ainder of the first half, but no further

ere scored, Kelly mk!ns amgnds for

< bluaders by bringing off a series of
tacular saves, and It was obvious that

< fiavers from the States welcomed the

t's. The pace had been hot, and there
¢ one of the SiIs who did Dot look

ap.

e mlm‘l hoyl< h&tlm— lntl t:!-l. half 1*
Y hmidt,

= lnd dhhﬂ!ued [!lllntd ruehl!)'

¢ waved his hand.

[ guess these fellers hl!e gnt us where

=y wast us!” he dra turning to

ber of mewspaper men were waiting
Americans, and the sight of the
Bbes  brought wat from big
smavn, hands to his

gre

+. be came to a halt.
through his

¢ beck do you

s manner was bullylng and offensive,
- newspaper men exchanged surprised

e
mwgmk— began & tail, fair haired
of the Ing News.” And

"ud_better be goin’
s, goods wid Froumass,
hase yourselves

l-s the door closed with a bang.

T newspaper men looked at cach other
<wilderment, for the average American
g wililug o be “written
¢ o this selfefacing modesty on_ the

ot the Chieago cieven came as
22 ik L wa mmberd ot

while
torning

Famg it all, we'll get a story out of
sald the fair-baired reporter. And he
«4 the handle of the door und walked

« sequel to the bold intrusion ha
ramatic lunld!llnl‘!ll.
stz seribe was seised in stroug h
<d bodily off I.|\l feet, rushed a
om, and dropped out of the \\mdew
then big Frobmaun and bis scowling
spasions tursed upon the knot of wide
men in the doorway.
j more of you ink-slinging boueheads
. for irouble?” asked the swarthy-
l\n‘k plemul'f)‘ and, ot waiting for
s to his lznen.ion. be siammed the

distant | 5

the room, and dropped out of
the window. (See this page.)

with & viclous force that shook the
whole buildi

Everything Dﬂlllh’d to the fact thal the
Americans were |1Hn] ‘helr defeat badly,

uo other construction oo be put upon
their amazing behaviour; el Bot & word
about the unpleasant incident appeared in
the evening papers.

Even Pesco, who had made the pm;flmc
exit through the window, did mot dip his

quill is acid and sear Frobmaon and his
compatriots.

The visitors were looking comparatively
io when they turned out for the
alf. But ten minutes’ play found

could
hy P!Lér anc: and the other Villa l'or

wards, and the last thirty minutes of the
game ' was almost farcical. Peter and his

rtners had matters all their own way, a

r Aubrey Ailen, in the windo:
Tecen of the tiublioase, cimckled throstity
s bo saw the ball enter the pet for the
manocle lnto position,
uroed to Lord Landedale, and his fusted

face suggested that he ha freque;
excursions o the et ebis 1R

-wh.e dn you think of my bays, old
mln"‘ a l‘. his manner more nll'emlu
|wrd the other
nw ;mdeer J\s 'hz put the question. )on
you think you might cough up Wanniker's
cheque at oace? It'll save me a journey to
the club, you know,*
Landedale nodded
“1 much regret U

t I haven't the cheque
with me,” he sald, *for I should like to save
you the joursey. Why mot let me send the
cheque by post, Sir Aubrey?”

An uppleasant laugh broke from Allen.
Sux‘ph.'u glowed in his dark eyea,

“It's likely, ism't it1" he sueered. “ No,
I want to get my hlm.ll on that slip of

paper, old ma g o riiks sven

TitR & Doer of it realm
Lord Landsdale flushed.
“Are you suggesting that Wanniker—"
*I'm not suggesting anything,” put in

Allen; “but experience has taught mé that
my fellow-men are just as honest as l.he{
can afford to be! Wanniker will

difficult to back ont of this business once
1 get my hands on his cheque, Also, old

The roar of thousands of volces mlbl«l
through the room; and another short Jaug!
roke from Alfen.

*1 sha'n't wuit any longer,” he said, his
gait somewhat unsteady as he moved lo-
wards the d “The rout is too palnful—I
might burst into tears! Hee, hee! I'll bo
at the Imperlal on tlle stroke of eight, old
ma

Land
breathe more freely after the baronet had
taken his departure.
Polsonous fellow!” muttered his lordship,

v.

1t soon over,
Harvey umne. the raciog “motorist, come

sulted his wateh.

“Five minutes to go, sir,” he sald.
t My only hat! Here's old
Lean-limbed, tanned, lnd lIﬂI“D'. Ahe

American strolled into the r
to the company: it was JMPH!!Ih‘! to tell
whetlier or no he kmew of the rout. Hs
made no comment as he opened the door llﬂ
passed on to the baleony, and Landsdale
and the others watched him with interested
eyes as he followed the play. He st e
h.'clly still for less than a minute, and then
be turned abruptly and joined his friends.

“I reckon this beats the band, old
Inrrlnn he drawled, turning purzzled eyes

n Lord Landsdale.

n. certainly is a most declsive seore,”
agreed his lordship; “and I am bound fo
uj' that the Villa descrve every goal they
have scored. Young Voyce is—-
I wasn't thinkin' about the
“Where's Allen?”

“Aw, shucks!
score,” smiled Wanniker.
“He left a minute or 50 ago,” sald Harvey
Graine.

“H'm!"  The American rubbed his lean
“That's & pity, brothers, for thers
Tue Maoszr Lisnany.—No, 880,




are one or two things T'd like to say te
him—strictly in confidence

There was 3 wealth of meauing in Wan-
niker's tone,

What's the trouble, old man?” asked
Graine. * You're jolly mysterious all of &
sudden.”

“Aw, it's nothin' much,” drawled Harry >

“By the way, who are those fellerst”

nodded, in a vague kind of way, towards uu
l Aaid, and bis compusiont looked at
u was obrious hat be

'u ﬂllllr dmnk
hy, E!lorrrduna \rm.—-‘ began Lands-

I mean the others” broke in Wan-
nd his hearers almost gasped.

“Who are they?” asked Captain Denny.
“You should koow. They are your own
téam, my gentle idiot!”

osa not, old warrior:” grinnad W
e never seen ‘rm el
y certainly aren‘t

the

life! T
Chi:l[o Stims !

Sir Aubrey Qsts o Shoek !
T was on the stroke of eight o'clock
I when | brl.l:‘l. yellow car purred down
N nd Avenue and came to &
mmhﬂll outside the Imperial Sport-
ing Clllb, and the gentleman who alighted
look A l.lld" lutuei .i‘ I|‘: nodded
hall (o tlu lant commissionaire, uug
::.M . the bi Ed marhle steps, and passed
into |I|l IIIMI exelusive ln!l.lhltlull in

Lol 3
A tightfitting evenin
AuM‘f]' Allea’s erl! figur:

glossy silk hat
‘nﬂlt:r angle of the fat
m-:mnnhelu -

encased  Sir
and the tilt
eqoalled by the
r that protraded
mouth. The
monocle was o position, and
nl nm. black -nnn.u:he lud been waxed
to rapier-like polnts.
the baronet sar-

Eokeriag the tiled hall,
rendered his hat and coat to & small boy
in hunm and strolled across |o Hu molne—
room ;. the fact that all e upon
i ia he entirsd made him swell visibly—
like & mtn pigeon.
‘The place was n-nuul‘y full as he swag-
across to

Lord sdale. The fine
old -pommn way nun.; in his usual arm.
éhale by the open fireplace, and he nodded
quietly u l'lr Aubrey approsched.

T'ia dead on time, old man!” cried Atten,
ive gold watch. It

s, isn't it iled Lord i,.ud-.hlr
SUIl, he letn instzuetion I was to
touch the money, may as well ave the
cheque at once, uriM:d Sir_ Aubrey,
“Twenty-five tho the best isn't
picked up mry dam s ilr'

“Np, Sir hrey,” agreed Landsdale,
"hmn 4!" uwuumd is not picked up every

ers arc one of two ques-
unu 1 shonid me to put to you before you
—¢r—toueh this

Ailen's grin uu.ihd as he glared down
at the peer.

“Rh? What's that?" be demsoded, his

almost trucul “No tricks, old
That bet was between two gentle-

a5, put In Landsdale
is because you are
1 know you

sfy ‘my

anner
man !
med——""
“0f eourse
soothingly,
§ Zeolleman, Bic A
will be only tpo wil o
curiosity upon certain polats!”
otbiag delightlully susve

mi

wever, | Ihinl but

lmﬂﬂd at the unexpuhd Llrll ol events.
@

to know that your
Cblem Ml this
Tength.

e I|I. it i terest

e o u

team it not” play. the
mr

And a sudden silence settled upon the mellow
old_smoking-room,
“Would—would what amm-z met
sli

gasped
the batonet. s monocle aut ot

posit

b Wlmld it interest you to know thal your
team did wobt play the lilk‘.\%ﬂ Stiffs thi
afternoon?” repeated Lord L.

Another tense silence fell upon nu- om.
pany, and it was Sir Aubrey's throaty 1m;u
that broke the dramatic stiliness,

“What are you getting af ed.
"Thai sort of l.lliﬂ. might be wurlh trying

some people, but you can't blul me!
()h, no! 1 thought Wanniker would try to
wriggle out of this bet; but if he lhmh:
I'm going to fall for this cock-and-bu ory,
he's ‘made @ mistake!” Allen tarned to the
other members. “This looks Jike & put-up
job, to me, gentlemen; an impudent
and bare-faced attempt to me of twenty-
five thousand of the best! 1 appeal to you
to see that I get fair play! dsdule 18
su;gemn; un:! . ':-trnn;e team deputised

for the Stiff: ernoon! Is it feasible?
Is it possible? Ask yoursel as men of
the world! Who ever heard of o thing?
No, gentlemen; It's a bit of

o
s0 fantustic that it is an insult |o our in.
Mlllunrl Ile Ioolml llaln at Lol Lan
. By d man, why dido't
ynu m(iun the wlller this afternoon?”
“I did mot receive certain—er—informa-
tion uatil yom gone, Bir Aubrey,
returned his lordsl

!'ﬂll this precious

I'ne " Wa nniker—Harry.
nl-l‘-ted hndldl'le blandl;
" Wanniker's in Paris!™ {rd

s you're barking up a wrong tree

Gurnes,” drawled a voice. he
American  strolled isto the
Ths Ultimatum !

AKING. op » ‘position. beiere. Lhe

quaking Allen, Harcy P. Wanniker
thou mruuy at his lon;
i, e, in_lelsurely fas

= i

produced

b
cig

aly

and ||mm| Tuem by
senarous, waist Ihu-

* he drawled,

% “or 1
shall ||Iw )nu PI) blll And make a plumb

oasty messi Lok sl

most gibbering W h fear, Sir Aubrey

-hut his pudgy hands ‘above his head and
stared fixedly at the gleaming guns.

Put—put those things down, you mad-

* he stuttered. “They—they might go

they're likely

fidget, durn
ts & Botiag lu_y
Sure

to listen —tlm
unr! h, Une:: Wanuoiker.

laugh broke from the nther members,

Temained

il UQII e Lhere was real bad

nd this satd Alles g

ou umn. un-lv five thousand Gﬁu off a

gm mj named Harry Puok Wanuiker, of

ew York [‘Ity wnl a bet was mn!r
er a Soccer between 4

sunr- and Slﬂﬂ'jdeﬂf Yilla, lnd on !ln

morning of the game Hw poor sfm) larry
Puok Wanoiker— & wire from Paris.
Taue, | The pins. faid. that Hurry T
to be Jnlmu--o: -the-Spot, be ‘staod
to lose a whole heap of
“The who seat ﬂm. wire koew

e & lot ahout the poor simp's business
%0 the said poor simp—Harry P.
Wnllikﬁ—hﬂll it for Fo

‘olkestone and made
for the of Paris, France. It didn't
take Hw ¢ simp long to smell a large
size in u amcciation of ideas

s
made Nm thiok of Bir Aubrey

Bad
"Alh thoughl he'd got the poor simp out
of the way, but the poor simp was not such
& simp as Mlel Ima:lnd for he- hlrvd »
plane and -flew from Paris to Croydon. Yes,

rry P. gave the white-faced .llln
l pl:plul dig.  “What do you think
that, son?

1 don't kmow what you're lllllllu
-buut“ mnm d the baromet. “ And
pistols about!”

"Dun'l. I:t the gums worry you, son.”
drawled Wanniker. “I ain’t golag to shoot
l want you to EMI' Part Two

e Story. You're a shick cuss,
Aikn nd ! Iund it to you, but you -m L
quite slick enough over this
made the bel—and I've got an idn thn

you went out of your to land me—you
arranged to kiduap my team, What's more,
vou did it! Ao, the growd

you ituted
bs who mms: an nllwlr mess of things
this alternoon.

“Seeing that 1 fell for the wire,
reckoned that 1 would have to af
Franca until Monday morning, h
you'd have got your thiev
cheque and passed it |mlh my bank
Having made the poor simp poorer by
tweaty-five theusand pounds, you would have
tald him to do his worst. Yona have denied
all kpowledge of the deception, and vowed
that you had nothing to do with the kid-
pappiig of the Stifls.

\n‘= you might have got away with it,
an

Bad

* But n: gs haven't pauwd out according
tﬂ plan, 80 you've pay the pen.lny
11 |nug know nn;u: n' about
] t I believe that it's Ml-!d
nde nI I havea's got time to kick
ut in this little old couatry for more
than  week or 50; s0, Bad Man, I'm going
to take the law into my own hands!
Allen shuddered and- groaned as the auto-
matics bored into bia waisteoat,
“I-1 dou’t understand!” he stammered
“I'm going to hit you where It hurts you
most—ia the pocket.” explained "I-li{n
~um. Bad Man! | give wu until balf-past
o lomorrow afternoon o find the miming
|-l-ym and my traioer, to
them on the Chelsen t:nllud Ind in
ihe stroke of tim Fail to p
leatber-chasers, Bad Man, and | n .u.lgr.;
to the police and q.lll the whole

Allen knew that 'u up. Bluf
Siline, B :’:‘ v

flog would avail hlm n
thinking about his tweatyfive

the ssme.
Iu asked,

“And—and what thaat"
dark eyes fixed upon the g
“There's goiag to be
between your team and the Chicago 2ty
drawled the American, “nud ihere:
to be tweuty-five thousand aside on the
game.”

1 won't % agreer” shouted Sir Aubrey, for
"!.’ the moment. “1'LI

ou mind phoning the
l‘lnllm
Ailen,

emd ay
lhwey Orauw. -ltn A m walked
the 1 “ What is
1 may be able to fall in

his

. chuﬂy match

the idea.
th

o3 gives to
¥ of London Mospital. That's all}
see, :.- atill giviag you a sporting ¢

lll!
“Yes, 80 t In Sir Aul B
cunning hu'l'.'n i B Al e h"’

“ drawled Wanniker, pocketing his
g St P LBy Fi

Nr Aubrey Mlon wodded, strutted acrocss
the door, out of the smoke-
rm-. wnd e tnmty huckle Boated back
the Americas

Ars.

heck has that fellow got

ed Bnr{ P. Wannik
s question

less than twenty-fo

to langh aboul " ask
rubblag his lean chin.
to be auswered in
Thours.

(bol- out for mext -"lc'l Iu" ra-phn

. bays, entitled
vn;; lnh"}h mcalm of ‘;:'

your lmm earl)

e ’“.T:?-"'..'z."?‘m": ;'."f-'r;_

e Tho amaipumaed Frons (330,
'ﬂl"mwm":‘

mm«mllu-

l'i!llll-hl



4 WESRY CHRISTMAS TO MY CHUMS ALL OVER THE
WORLD !

Your Editor's |||l.lltn|' to extend the

s im
rriest
and

mny good m‘ﬂllh
i the Year! Let the fun be
16t youug aud old participate in the JoyPul festisi:

honest, endeavour o célehmate the
top-hole Bumper Number,

t e Is a particularly strong
Chiristass 1b Is customary to propose loasts; well, |
t one In advance: Fill your glasses to the fop, ralse
and pledge the health of your favourite puper—the
Eisht hundred and eigity weeks have rolied by simce
day, six thousand one hundred and
t, ll:c gaod old M4GNT hus sppeared with
r you musk
B ot B g Ty i Richurds & Co.

TO BEAT ALL RECORDS !
r the MaGSEt Is out to beat all records, We
the circulation; we are golug to make the
st mkedul pager in‘the umiverse. 1 say we, for
i deal depends upon my loyul readers. 1 want them to
be wonderful reputation of the MGNET, talk ahout ita
sears of popularity. Seveateen years!  Why, uny boys'
u A1 life like that speaks for iteell! Ali your mon-
must he int; d to those dnE:g‘huul nn.m«w-
rton & Co. And if they don't take to them at frst
forgo bext year's Christmas pudding]  Raily round, boys !
ake a concentrative effort to bring the MAGKEY into every

t Monday—

" FRIENDS OR FOES 7"
the title of the next long complete stors
Frank Richards. The principal roles are taken by
e aml l"rlnl Nugent. hm l:m: lime firm lrleld.l are I'--t

from the pl‘n

widen,
S e trangely enough, both theee Jublors
e right—from theif own individual point of view. For
racter writing this story cannot be beat
sae tight down to rock Battom 1o b delineation of Nugent
“hartow’s character. In the llu(‘llgm e yam stands

you read

o RS daath Wha Sasent
&'s ripping story, boys!

PRESENTATION ART PLATE!

every copy of mext week's MAGNET there will be given away

ful photogravare plate of a torpedo-bont  destro; er.

Vivacious makes No. § of the superh serics of MaGNET

This coming Art Plate Is u real heanty, boys, adding yer
mark " m[a\lﬂl your collection of warships, Don’t

sccount miss it

“PLAYING TO LOSE ! "

ooler yarn sees a stirring tussle between
S5, Whether it will be such u walk-
m as Sir Aubrey Ailen imagines remains
Sir Aubrey is beginning I.nnJ:pr:ruu the old saying,
many a slip ‘twixt the cup a He can talk, he
w his money about like water, but money can’t accomplish
wng. 1 rather faney that pompous baronet will harl
<k upon this Christmas with any feelings of pleasure Took
 this coming Soccer yarn, chums. It's bang in the met !

‘““A KNIGHT OF THE ROAD 1"

way of u change, a special stary of the famous highwayman,
'hrum. will take the placefor ome weeh only—af the
lement. We hear a lot of the “good old days
r oy that Magnetites are more-than partial to stori

-m. lhru stirriug times. Well, here's a page from t
% it were, on bl ramme for our next fssue.  Stand—and
= your order for mext Monday's MAGNET now !

LONDON READER WINS AN £8 BIKE!

Wost of Mageet *“ Characters" Competition (Mark Linley).

s mm]wl!tlnn a prizo of a (‘F\'I "8 “ROYAL ENFIELD"™
has been awalded to
ll!\Rlﬁ‘i W. WILK
24, Clarence. Road,
Canuing Town,
LONDON, B.16,

w ke following line:'—
** Keen labour ' enthusiast."
VOTHER HANDSOME BIKE GIVEN AWAY NEXT WEEK !

CLOCKWORK

The Train with the Guarantee

Modelled on the latest type British locomotives
and carriages, and beautifully ~enamel in
colours. the Hornby train is the finest clockwork
train made. A most valuable feature of the
Hornby loco. is that all the parts are standardised,
and any lost or damaged part may be rephced
with a new one, The clockwork is a splendid
piece of mechanism with accurately-cut gears,
ensuring smooth running, and the workmanship
and finish are of the highest quality. A Hornby
train lasts for ever!

Rolling Stock & Accessories for Trains

There are new Wagons,
Signals, Level - Cross-
ings, Signal Cabins,
Tunnels and Platform
Accessories this year, all
built in correct pro-
portion to the size,
gauge, method of coup-
ling, etc., of the Hornby
Train. All these new
models are illustrated
and fully described in
the free booklet men-
tioned below.

Free to Boys

This is a splendid new book that
tells all about Hornby Trains and
all the other Meccano Products.
A copy will be sent post free to
those boys who show this adver-
tisement to three chums. Send
us their names and addresses 1o+
gether with your own. Address
your letter to Dept. U,

MECCANO LIMITED
BINNS ROAD : LIVERPOOL

Crane ]\"rm:k,




ENGINEERING FOR BOYS P
You can build this beautiful model of a Transporter Bridge and hundreds of Noed
others with Meccano, All these models work just like real machines; Cranes
that Lift real loads, Motor Chassis with three-speed, reverse and differential gears,
Clocks that keep accurate time, Looms for real weaving, and many other
fine models. In fact, you can build a new model every day if you wish.
A Meccano Outfit contains shining steel Strips, Rods, Pulley Wheels, Gear
Wheels. and other engineering parts.  All are made to scale and are part of
the Meccano system, No study is required ; full instructions with every Outfit.

Free to Boys

new and splendidly illustrated
book telling of all the good things
that come from Meccanoland, wil
be sent post free te those boys who
show this advertisement to three
chums. Send us their names and ad-
dresses together with your awn. Put
No. 35 alter your name for reference.

MECCANO LIMITED
BINNS ROAD
LIVERPOOL

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.
THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
selietions are made for the Wireless 'relmnphy
and -|malluu Brauches),  Ages 15¢ to
Men -Iso are mmm} for
STOKERS - Age 18 to 25
ROYAL HAIIIHB FOICIS - - w 17 5,35
GOO! ALL FOUND,
EKCELL!HT CHAHCIS! rnn PROMOTION,

Apply by Jotter o the Mecraliing Blad Oficor. RN & R M. ;Birmingtam:
¢
T

MAKE YOUR OWN & TR S o, el e
ELECTRIC LIGHT 5i-
e, A58 Yoy’ e ek e Lot & HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS |

GREENS (Dept. 4.6}, 85,

CHBQ?FE 50 STAHPS Gd
GHT'Co

FILMS AND ACCESSORIES
Machines from 7/6. Films from 1/- 100 ft.,
post free.

Y end pec for Now g, Betector wih

B L CORYYN,
in winning success. Let the Glrvan s mm inmm
your height, w:.n.lmm resuits. Send P.C. for par-
eulars and our £100 guaranice lo Eaquiry Dept.
AMP.. 17, Btroud Oreen Road. London,

i’ Tastruments glven, ¥res to ail 500

e Tor - Sample i ORD'S (Dept A.P.

rated. T“‘c"l-:’f-".fﬁ“""" e NG, Travanco Fn.l..mu b et A

Tricks, 3/6 and 5/-.
300, sleENGE. 1 300 Forvign & Colonial eTAMS,
WHITE, 6, Stourbrig, uru':l.zrllulpn‘ T
“The Magnet." PEN COUPON. Value 2¢

$hh only /D direct to the ¥
Jou wil receivc by ropurn

d Llun ag,. London, W. C.l
trance ilmlnf Btreol

- When Answering Advertisements &

X 378, u Letng
Please  Mention This Paper. e ) At -
wr cpsh rel :lnf ‘\rlr DHrr—‘loMr own name in gilt leticos
wh r\l!u‘!‘penfurl: eXtra
i Lever Self-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- exira,

oH 20-12-24,



LT

S T
MARGARET. (Mine Layer)
___——_ 1

4-in.. 2 3-in, mnti-aireraft. Carrigs 400

8. H.M.5. PRINCESS
Guns :

LEET-No.
A horse-power.

15.000

5.070 toas.

OUR FIGHTING F




