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TOO LATE 2 Wharlon vealises rather late in the day that he has been @ trifle hasty in separating from his chums,
Now, in the light of calm veflection, he sees that the major portion of the blame lies at his door. An apology shonld
set things right—so thinks Wharton— but- Nugent, Bob Cherry, Infey, and Johwny Bull e not so ready (o forgive
as he bmagines.

A  Magnificent New
Long Complete Story
of Harry Wharton

THE FIRST CHAPTER, choerily. “I'd be glad to hear from] “Ha dossn't give me time fo answor,
Wish he was here with us.” | vou soe. said Frank Nugeni  ~1-i
The Butting-in of Bunter ! The wishfulness is terrific,” re- | sappose he will have to come.

from Johnny ]lul].

ass, Nugent,” he said.
“If you don't want the chap, don't have
I wouldn't.”

I, T don’t want him, that's a
id Frank,

hen shoo him off."

le a grimace again.

bt Johnny Bull, who was »
plain speaker—painfylly plain, some-
times—would have “shooed " off an un-

- ALl I!'I hallo, hallo ! marked the mhnh of Bhanipur,
Anything up, Franky!" | «rhjg - o from Bunter,” said
“Is the u|)|||]m*~-l lemlm
my esteemed N 3
ent made o gru. on,
1 the hall with a letter in

I, nmlnng to worry about in a
letter from 1 suppose?” said
Johnny Bull. "l)ul‘n he mention that

: ugent food for thought.
Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Jamset Ram Singh had just

n.  Outside, the December dusk " No, invited guest without coremony. Bot
thickening, and snowflakes fell | “Oh, my Frank Nugent was east
g in the winter gloom. The | that you'd than the sturdy and

tainly Bunter's butting
was the last word in ¢|lwlr

b o

iniors seemed in great spirits after
p in the snow; but Nugent, their

entertainer fof the Christmas Nugent hesitaied to deal him as
ays, wore a worried look. Johnny would have was too
y Nugent, "]lum‘t\r (Im\snl worry about trifles | kind-hearted—too eoft-hearted, Johnny

» a half-open deor
Second Form at Groyfriars, looked | like that,” chuckled Tob Cherry. “Good | would
the hall. old Bunter! The glories of Bunter | Ureyf
you Romove boundors!” he | Court have palled on him pretty soon, | Chri

vo said—to think of turning a
ow  from  his door at

t. “You're late. Slackers, as |50 he's giving you a turn.’ ho ilness is the proper eaper,
g “Look at the letter,” said Frank. my  estoomed  Nugent,”  suggested
Cherry chuckled. Tho three juniors read the letter from | Flurrco Jamsct Ram Singh.
Greyfriars the Second Form fag | William George Bunter together. It “ om !
probably have been bumped for | was scrawled in Billy Bunter's well Good egg!” & Bob  Cherry
eck in thus addressing the heroes | known fist. and in Billy Bunter's own TR P Ho gets in at

Remove. original orthography. Tt was adorned
+ at home [t was & different matter. | with a considerable number of blots and
Dicky was free to be ns cheeky | smears, in Billy Bunter's wellknown
liked—a freedom of which he And it ran:

L

get here about seven
oll. at seven we'll all
o, and we'll give

nself quite extensively. He
t clear that his brother's guests “Deer Nugent,—Just a line to tell m back to the rail
very small beer in his eyes. vou I shal be with you this cavenin “llow's that
it-ho, little one !” said Tiob good- [ The pater hardly likes me

e shook his head,
harm,’
oonil
stamd

redly.  *“Just rolling in. while the fest
Shut up, Dicky,” said Frank Nugent | him I couldn
ng. at  Christmas-ti Wharton let me | he said, If we stand Dicky's
" retorted Dicky. down over Christmas, as you know, but | Form friends I suppose we
grinned and disappeared, that isn't my stile, My train gets in at | Buntor,”

gent glanced at his lettor again, | Wold at sixtherty. Send the ear i0 | “You'ra soft, old man,
the wrinkle in his brow deepancd. | meat it, like a good chap (no monr | iyll,  *Leave him fo 1

Nugent ~nu.mL
1

it
leit down my old pals After all, he won't do an

aid Johnny
1 we'l)

mims regarded hlm uiringly. at pressent from your ol .,mk,. him glad to buzz of
m  Wharte w. TR et him  rip!” d Frank
nt shook “Come in to tea now, old sconts.”
. Wharton isn't Mkd\ ta wri o “Well, of all the neck!" ejuculated * Right-h
pose, in the giddy cir nmstanee: Johnny Bull, There was 0 merry party aleeady
, I don't know, said Bob “The neckfulness is terrifie.” Tuge Macxer Liseany,.—No, 881

[Copyright in the United States of America.]
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at the wellspread tea.
Nugent presided, with
«miling face, making much of the guests
of her two sons, ably seconded by Amy
and Cissy, nt's sisters.  Dicky
Nugent was talking mincteen to the
dozen, if not twenty, and Catty, of the
Recond, had plenty to say, while Myers,
also of the Second Form, was in the
throes of shyness, did not dare to
look at Amy or Cisy, and only gasped
like & newly-landed fsh if either of
them addressed him. e

**Pass the cake, Myers,” said Nugent
minor. *Amy, give Myers the cnkg.
IlJon't. be a dummy, Myers—Amy won't
hite you.”

Which remark reduced the unhapry
Myers to the deepest depths of bashful
anguish, and brought a colour to his
faco that was like unto the hue of a
newly-boiled beetroot.

“Have you had a nice walk?" asked
Mrs. Nugent with a smile to the Remove
fellows.

“Oh, topping!" said Bob Cherry.
“We umouw:m someo chaps we know—
Rookwood chaps. You're not far from
Jimmy Silver's place here, Frank.

Nugent nodded.

He was thinking about Bunter's Jetter
and the imminent arrival of the Owl
of the Remove. ®

“There's a chap coming
evening, mater,” he said.
from Greyfriars.”

“All your school :
Frank,” answered Mrs, Nugent.
it someone I know "

“Chap pamed Bunter.” %

Thers was an emphatic exciamation
from Dicky Nugent. .

“PBunter? Major or minor?”

“Bunter major—Bunter of the Re.
mave,” answered Frank. _ ¥

“What the thump is he coming for ¥
demanded Dicky Nugent warmly. *Is
he staying about here somewhere, and
giving you a look-int”

“He's coming to stay.”

“He jally well isu'e!” Dicky
indignantly. “Why, when he was try-
ing to stick you for rn invitation, last
day of term, I hesrq him, snd 1 told
him I'd burst him if he came here!

“ Dicky I” said Mrs. Nugent reprov-
ingly. s

“80 I did—and so T will!” said
Nugent minor. “T can’t stand Bunter !
Nobody can stand him.”

“You must not speak of Frank's
friends like that, Dicky.”

“But he isn't Frank's friend—he’s just
sticking Frank for Christmas because
Frank's soft |” icky.

“Dry up, you checky fag!” exclaimed
Nugent, wi|i| a crimson face,

“« Bow- i .

“Look here, Dicky—"

“Bosh 1™

“Come, come!” said Mrs. Nugent,
with a reproving but fond glauce at the
dmariulaﬁicky. Dick, was the spoiled
darling of the Nugen{ houschold; and

along this
“A ochap

friends_are wu|cﬂmi'.
“la

he exsploited that position to the full.
Frank Nugent gulped over his cake.
He was annoyed with Bunter, and an-
noyed with Dicky, and be was not feel-
ing very cheorful or bright, between
those two aunoyances. nd 1t was for

ihat

hat reason that Dol Cliciry evelved o
little scheme for helping him out of his
difliculty—which he hastened to com-
wamicate to Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singl soon as they were
oub of Frank Nugeut's hearing.

Tuz MagNer LiBRARY.—No. 881

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Geiting Ready for Bunter !

 J'VE got it1”
I Thus Bob Cherry.
Johnny Bull and Hurrco Jam-
set Ram S

h regarded him in-
quiringly. Bob had led | i
his room rather mysterio
rent was engaged just the T
arrangements for reception ol
Bunter—though the arrangements did
not include sending a car to the station
for the Owl of the Remove, There was
mo reason, so far as Frank could see,
why Bunter should not walk from the
station. Bunter, no doubt, would have
seen many reasons; but Bunter did not
matter.

“We'ro going to gei Franky out of
this,” went on Hob, “ Bunter's too much
of a good thing.”
Bhll uch too much,” grunted Johuny

ull.

“The too-muchfulness is terrific,”
agreed Hurroe Singh. * But the kickiul-
ness is not the proper capor, s the es-
teemed and fatheaded Franky does not
approvefully agree,”

“ Moro ways tha one of killing a cat,”
said Bob chegriully. “We're going to
meet Bunter on the road—'

“Blessed if I'm going out in the snow
;x‘: linent a fat owl!” growled Johnny

ull.

“And tarn him back,” explained Bob.

“He won't turn A nly Franky
can turn him back, and Franky's too

& Fathead! 1 tell yon it's a wheezs,"
id Bob., " Look here, l?pﬂiﬁ Bunter
into a gang of footpads—"'

“There aren’t any footpads in Wilt-
shire that I know of.”

“Y 13, there are—three of us.”

“Us?” ejaculated Johnny Bull.

“Little innocent us!” ‘grinned Bob,
“We can make owrselves masks ont of
some old rags or somethin, d jump
on Dunier on the road. Ho's u first
class funk, and he will boli for it.”

“What's the good of that? He'll
come another way.”

“You won't let a fellow finish. Sup-
?ou he thinks that the gang are looking
or him, specially—waiting for him lo

ead.”

knock him on !
* He's not ass enough to think s0.”
“My belief is that he's ass enough for

anything—and we know he's a first-class

funk,” said Bob, with conviction. “If

The Best Xmas Giit

, etc,, ete. M
ook Tor' Christmes:

!
LYl g e

we're jolly careful
for the railway-stati
he'll take the first &

wt can sl.rdl hix
spec
T

Hurree Janmsct Ram Sin; inned
dlusky grin, Johiny Bl L
ul

“ Anyhow, it will be a lark,” urge
Bob. “It's up to us to save Franks
from Bunter if we can, We can't shoe

o

t if we mal im Wi

a different matter. k
oesn't pull any too well with his voun:
brother ‘at home; and Bunter will mak-
a lob more trouble, 1t's partly Bunter s
fault, too, that Wharton isn’t with us—
his silly tattle '-,turlud a lot of the troubl

at Greyfriar:
‘ That's so,

agreed Johnny Bull.
“We'll iry it on,” said Bob. “It wi
be a lark.”

“Right-ho 1"

Having decided that rather e
traordinary schewe, the theee cums =
the Remove lost no time in putting
into execution. An old black muii
was cut up into masks, with eye-hole
complete; and the juniors tried them o
before the glass, and grinned at the:
refloctions. re was a tap at the door
and Frank Nugent looked in.

“ Why—what—="

Nugent jumped, as three black-maske
aces were turned towards him.

“What the thum o

“Money or your lifel” said Do

erry, in a deep voice.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

_“What on earth’s this game?” aske
Nugent, laughing.

“Oh. just a_little
know,” “said , taking
and slipping it into his pocket.
thing up, Franky 1"

“That young ass Dicky—"

*We'll bump him next term, at Gre:
F‘rllrs, old chap,” said Johnny Il

young brothers are a worry.”

“The young ass doesn’t want Bunter
said Frank ruefully. “No businoss ¢
his, of course. 1 huven't said anythin
about his bringing home a gang o
Second Form fags—and 1 can't say
like the Greyfriars Second rooting abou
the house. ey'ro talking mow abou
meeting Bunter at the station and snow
balling him."”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, of course, I can’t allow it
said Frank,  “Fellow must be civi
_tli;b:gh Dicky doesn’t understand tha:

Christmas lark, so

mater wants me now; but I wa
thinking that you fellows might like =
"‘%Lwt' and meet Bunter.”
[

“The pleasurefuluess will be terrifi
my esteemed Franky.”
“Good 1” said Nugent, relieved. “1'
luu_&m]ter to_you fellows, then.”
-

wve him to sai
Get your coats, you chaps, an
let's get going."”
“Thosa dashed fags have gor
already,” i

said Frank. “You'd bert
hurr‘{ “T bit."”
“We'll start this minute, old chap.”
A few minutes later, the three jux
muffled up in coats and scarves, we:
turning out of the gate into the da:

isty. snow ad.  Wald 0 o
Balbaile  distant from the " Cal-

Nugent's home; and after dark it w.
@ lonely road.  Bob Cherry & (.
tnnqm; away cheerfully towards th

country town; and in a few minuic
they caught sight of three trampin,
figures ahead ur them,
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o's the giddy Becond!” mur

Rals.
Remove fellows slowea  down.
s want to overtake Dicky

old Frank that he could
to them. They had not
hat was to happen when he
That was their own little

¢ fags vanished again in the
1; and half-way to Wold the
es halted.

Rem hu stopped
where a clump of troes shad-
road with wide frosty
a gooid place!” said Bob.
e place a gang of footpads
Jd  waiting  here!”  said
Dull.

vou can't expect it to be
* said Dob

masks.”
hree black masks ucro donned
tened. ats turned

t |Imr Pars,
||

their
no danger of Billy
v Yul‘mn’ the Remove fellows;
tainly their aspect was rather
z. on a lonely road in the dark.
¥ou play up, you Lnov«
ely.

P
ot let Bunter hear you spcnk

not, s enteemed Dol
might  rocogn giddy
[ ‘the Engih langusge, you

:nl Bob, with a chuckle.

ob.
allo, bnllu ‘Here comes

be Bunter yet—"

were footsteps on the dusky
ag wn..lung the spot from the
v The three m ‘Iu-d

Dimly ﬂ\e
destrian came into view

« It was not the Owl of
-ru a stout gentleman
n to llm uniors. He came tramp-
ieough the snoy, and the junjors
¥ hH in the -:hldons—unml\mw
cranger see them in their present
caile guise.

tunately, the stranger halted

f the clump of trees, to light his

h scratched,
n illumination showed three
figures and sked faces to
es of the stout gentleman.
came a %udden gasp.
atch dropped into the snow, and
ntleman rushed on up e
. thcaiil pace

y hat [ r|mulnlw] Bob Cherry.
thud, thud!  Frantic footsteps
n_the snow.

a, ha!"

ge

tleman anished in wild
footsteps died away in the

f he comes hack with o bobby
i Johnny Bull meditatively.
rats!  Bunter won't be long

nateur footpads waited rather
now.  Once more footsteps
n the road, and Bob Cherry
t of cover through the eyeholes
mask. In the glimmer of the
caught the gleam of a large
rectacles
" he whispered,
- amateur footpads prepared for

ney or your life

Cherry
Inky and Johnny Bull.

There was a iap at the door and Frank Nugent looked in. ** What - what——
He mpdulh:umnkmun were turned towards
Bob

him, * What the thump ! ™
in & deep voiee, “ Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared
(See Chapter 2.)

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sentenced to Death !

ILLY BUNTER stepped out of the
train at Wold Btation and blinked
round him through his spectacles.

Perhaps he expected to find

Frank Nugent on the platform nmlmr

for him. If so, Buntor was disappointes
He grunted, and rolled out of the
station, bag in hand

d
There he looked DBut
there was no car to bo seen. Billy
Bunter looked this way and that way,
like Moses of old. Tut there was no car.

“ Beast !” murmured Dunter.
He had asked Nugent in his letter to
send the car for him, There was no
e about it—he remembered it dis.
et there was no car. illy

or the car.

But as he stood and blinked round dis-
contentedly three familinr faces appeared
Thes were the faces of Nugent
. and Myers, of the Second

called out Dicky

ows 1"

called out

2 ay, you I
Bunter.
Whiz, whiz, whiz!
owballs came whizing at the
Owl of the Remove with deadly aim.

“Oh!" roared Tunter. *Ow 1"
iles re I him of his

Dt him uider his fat
v squashed in his neck.
Got him 1"

cai

yelled Dicky

vo him some more

Nugent.
- )h my hat! Ow!”

n.u, Bunter sat down sudi

Ow! You young villnins

5

Whiz, whis, whiz! Squash !

Snowhalls on Ihlly
The three fags fairly danced round him
as ho sat and gasped, a good deal like
Red Indians round a hapless victim.
Squash ! Smash f‘ 5

Ha, ha, ha
Billy Bunter serambled 1o his fost, 1le
grabbod up his hat with one hand and
s bag with the othor and fled,

“ After him 1" yelled Dicky Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!

Billy Bunter went dovwn the sirest
grent speed, spluttering and paffing
blowing. thr
cheerful heroes of the *
him as he ran,
Fortunately for Dunter,
ue loomed up on the pore sont,
“Hook it! F's a hobby I" said Gatty.
And the three fags vanishod round the
t corner.
¥ Bunter scudded on, and ho was
out of the street in the country road
bofore he realised that he was no longes

a figure

He nlanm-cd into a walk, panting [er

breath.

Ty Maoxer Lipnany.—No. 881
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b jolly

no sign of the festive fags
reliel, and he seitled dows
ihe Oaks.  He knew
enough; it was not the fir- nnu- that
the Ownl of the Rewove had inflicted
himsell oii Nugent,

e trampod on, and the lights of ihe
00“n vanished behind hine. 1o was on
country roud, dimly lighted

h: I|r gliminex of the Stars.

\mlxh'ni\ Bunter halted.
dark shadow of a ¢honp of
mulllul, masked figure

m into vi
g.lu-uz s heart lhnmplll as ha Llinked
aee, e <tood still,
wow with terror,

It was @ doep, rasping voice.
" gasped Dunter.

umla came oub
of the shadowns ]]:Ih Buuter Jonged o
Hee, bue his legs refused to serve him.

Iis fat knees knocked together as the
footpads surrounded him.
Rl enid the deep voico again.
“Yen,

captnin:” said another deep

1.say, J—
1-1'm nat going fo vesist, I- I'll give
you my watch—

“Silence ! - We aro not robbers ! u-d
the deep voice. ' We are the agenis
the Brnﬂur}:ood of the Crimson llnmh

Oh crikey !”

We seek the Json of the stockbroker,
Samucl Bunter,” went on the masked
ruffi he order has gone forth that
be “Ow tln

“ "
“g your name Bunter !’
“Thu Toulh, dog

ruffian. “What 1% your name

“Jones !" xl‘pﬂl Bunter,
“I'he wrong bird, l‘rpuln " said the
other deep voice,

“Our_information is auw. Bill. The
son of Samuel Bunter is known to have
fravelled by tho six.t iy

¥.
service is sure. 1If this is not Bunter he
must be near nt hand.  But T suspect
that this trembling v it Bunter "

“Ow! Not at all!” - ped the Owl
of the Remove. * over heard
tha;nam before, 1—1 ]mpe you can take
v word,"”

Lunter ™

o \pwl Buanter, ih
oud m!ll Whartou and S

What 1

“I—-1 mean. he's staying
Mauleverer over the -
tored Bunter. “That's what T really
meant to sav. T dom’t ki tha chap,
1 don't yPriare
My—

long: 5
er seen him.

n I go now!” stuttered Bunter,
“If you are not Bunter, what are you
doil "

“I—I'm going to scc my ol pal
Nugent 1" ed Bunter, trembling in
the grasp of the mniu:d ruffians.

“Who :l hnm

hap in my Form at Grey

LI vy
1 #, l ped Bunter,
riars .s

~—No. 881,

" snarled th- masked | Oak

“You lie! You bave said ﬂnl you do
not belong to Greylviars, A you seek-
ing to deceive the Frutherhood. of the
Crimson Handi” thundered the masked

man.

“Ow! No, not at all
i=n't in my Form
Dunler. *That

1—I mean, he
ylriars " gasped
hat's what I meant to

W Broth«n. I think that this is Bunter.
We had better kill 1 X
“Ow! I'm not Bunte:

junior, "I—I swear, you know! My—
my name’s Robinson—1 mean, Smit
ﬂut is to say, Jones. Owl Vow |

roy 17
et out the knife,
* Yaroooh !"
“You have one ninute to live!" said
tiie deep voice ruthlessly,
“Ow! Help!”

Bill 1"

The fat junior dropped on his knees.
The ma-ked ruffians released him. Up
L‘:“PM Billy Bunter like a jack-in-he-

e spun round in the voad, and
ran for his life.
]h. e eseapes ! runr!‘d the deep

** After himn—quick !"

“Qw "

Billy Bunter iore down the road at
frantic speed. His one thought was to

escape from the Brothers of the Crimson
Hand, to balt into the railway-station at
Wold, and to jumnp into the first train,
r-glrdlm of its destination. Heavy
footsteps thudded belind,

Had that progran been carried out,
doubtless Dob Cherry's little echeme
would have bren & great success.

Bat, as the poet bas obsorved,
hest laid

“the
oned of mice and men gang

oft ngloy.”
There was & sudden crash on the misty
road.

ver tore madly 1o
Ires CAMEe running
tion of the town. Dicky Nugent
& Co. were on ack of th
the Remnove aga and they were put-
ting on speed, keen to give him some
mora smowballs before he arrived at the
5.

The two parties met suddenly and un-
expectedly,

‘rash !

Three fags went spinning right and left
under Buntor’s terrific weight, an
I!unlcn rolled aver in the snow, roaring.

“Ow! Hclp' Police! Fire! Hglp.
Yar

And & m:nml later three rufflans, un-
able to stop in time, were volling over
Billy Bunter and Dicky XNugent and
Gatty and Myers,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not a Suceess !

O]I m; hat "
mt Seott I
“Ow

.1 hnt the thurap—-"
“ Gerroff 1*
Telp !

For a minute or two it waa like nds.
monium on the ¥, ENOWY rmr
Cherry picked hi wp dazedly, mlh
his nluk hanging from one ear.

y's elbow had crashed into his eye
and Bob was feeling hurt, Thore w
somothing under him that wrigaled as he
sat up, and a howling, wrathinl voice
proclaimed that it was Dicky Nugent,

“Gerroff, you beast!  What's  this
wame? Ow !

“Help!” yelled Bnnrer. “Robbers !
Thieves! Murder! Yoooop ”

*Ob erumbs!™

“Ow! Get off my esteemned neck!”
groaned the nabob of Bhanipur. My
excellent .!ulmn\ you are squashing me

0

L
“Look here, what's this game?
yelled Ditky Nugent futiously. ‘Wlm

are you Remove cads up to?”

8 ' masks on!"  gasped
are yuu mlly Remot«
masks o
you can :nare us?” hooted

A EH.
illy Bunter sat up.

Even in a state of palpitating funk
the Ow] of tie Remove understood, an
he could not help seeing that o black
mask hung from Bob Cherry's enr, an
that another was hauging over Johnn:
Bull's collar.

He comprehended.

“You!" he siuttered. * You fellow-
Ob, wou beasts! 1-I \hnnﬁhl.—ﬁ

Boh Cherry snorted. e umxpeclu
intervention of Dicky N . ha
spoiled Lis schene in t e momem of
suceess.  Now that he recognised the
Remove fellows, William George Bunter
was not likely to believe that he wa-
tracked by the nysterious Brotherhoo«
of the Crimson Hand.

The fat junior picked himself up. He-
\\.u breatlilcss, but he was grinning nov

Bo that was the game, was it!" b
1 dare say you follow

Tinld. *“Rotten !
thought ;nn took m

“Wo fu y well take you in’
\uurtﬂl

(\u were scaring Bunter, wers
ynu"" said Dicky Nugent. “Of course
you were bounrl to make a muck of |
Remove style.”

" said Gatl

fags hndnt "butted i

e

The scarefulness was terrific !
“Don't yon believe it!™ sid Bil
Bunter cheerfully, “I knew it was yo
fellows all the time, of course,”
“What !” howled Bob Cherry.
“1 was just pulling your leg, yo
knowapumad-n o ened. He
, he! tool chuekle
Bunier,
“Why, you fat owl——"
. e, he! 1 say, you fellows, yo
can't think what  set of silly lon'ls you
look I chortled Bunter. *Of cou
knew it was you. 1 should hnuw yo
anywhere, Cherry, by the size of you
feet.

Fou int”

o “Why, you—you—you—=" gaspe
“Now I'll be geiting on ta the Oaks
said Bunter cheeril o You feliov
coming? lle, Le,
And Billy Buster, quite hinse
mgum, trotted along the road towards (1
Onks, lesving Bob Cherry & Co. staring
at one anather, and the fags chuckling
“Well, it's been rather a frost 1" s
Pob Cherry ruefully.  *“But for thes
iilly fags, thougl
“0Oh, you co
couldn't |'m|| a:

n't pull it offl Yo
|1un|' uﬁ"‘ said Dicks
Nugent, on, kids! Let's give
tl-at ht o\n‘ll n befora lie gets in.

i

'Ilm lhrcu lm ran
Dunter, ltharm; up nnnn.

cln{h the Owl u[t

in pursuit «
A snowba.

After him wen
ho Second, peliing

the threa heroes of

him as they ran.
“Come on!” said Bob Cherry. “Thote
silly have spailed the whnln lhmu

ke“hg“ them what they're givins
. . "™

“The goodiulness is terrific!”
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I say, you fellows ! * called out Bunter,

.
whiz I Three snowballs came
¢ Remove with deadly aim.
Jae of the missiles relieved him
vim under his fat ehin.

Dicky Nugent. ** Give him Some more ! " (See Chapter 3.)

Whiz, whiz,
at the Owl of

three Removites gathered up
and started after the gevonr] Fornr
Snowballs rained on Dicky Nugent
from behind, much to their wrath
ndignation.
sre was & running FEM till the gate
the Onks was reacl and then
tios ceased by common consent, A
breathloss and snowy party marched
the house. Frank Nugent came
o the ball to meet them
5, Buntor "
e 0 snowballed I*

roared

vhat 1

{ this is how you let wonr youn,
r treat a guest, Frank Nugent, ‘f
think much of your hospitality.”
nter—

s isn't how T receive \mmr! at
un 1 can jolly wel
® | jolly gm»d mind
so there.

me

1 say, oki chap—he, he, |

ke o little joke, of course,  H
Ihmter cachinnated feebly.
lly glad to see you,
looking well, Nugent | Ripping
us old pals to be together for
mas, isn't it—and all the better
\\ harton isn't here—what 2"

k here, Bunter—

rene, old chap.

Don’t apolo-

=asn't going to. [—
¢ all right! Help me off with my
there's a good fellow — that's

Bunter did not take the next
home. He stayed, Frank Nugent
the best of it. Dut if he had
the result of tho Ouwl's visit
it i+ extremely probable that
er would have taken his de-
on the spot, even if Nugent had

had to adopt Bob's suggestion of drib-
bling him back to the railway-station
like a football.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Homeward Bound !
nf

BLAZE -umiunn on green

lvmg palms and

on paused on the

road, th his back to the
rocks, looking out over the Meditor-
ranean,

Far off in England there was snow on
the roads, and mist on the sky. Here in
llm Fren Riviera it

ner.  Bnow, indeed,

the smiita of tho Marit
a balmy breeze played
waters, that laved golden
rugged old rocks, and sunshine poured
down on noisy town and white-walled
villa, on dusty white road and clam-
ering vines.

Harry Wharton stood losg in silence,
looking at the sea and the sunny shore.
Boats with brown sails dotted the waters.
Motor-cars roared by on the road, leav-
ing a wake of white dust. Brown-faced
children played and shouted in scentod
was a scene of loveliness
ness, strangely contrasting with
his own land far away—his own land

here, nevertheloss, he longed to be that
Christmastide. His whole heart was in
the sea-girt isle where his friends were,
where Christmas really was Christmas,
where the snowflakes danced on the
healthy north wind,

Ho resumed his way up the hill road.

Above Nice, embosomed in v
tropical troes and shru
Fleuretto, the Rivier
Vernon-Smith, the millionaire.
ton turned in at the gates, and fnilmvml
the path up to the white-walled villa,

His face was set in_expression

He had come to Nice with Herbert

8

night have beon
glimmnered on
Al

Bounder of Grey-

Vernon-8mith, the
friars, and the under's father. Of
Mr. Vernon Bmith he had seon little—
the milionaire was mostly at Monte
Carlo with a party of Stock Exchange
friends. From the little Wharton had
sten of that wealthy, blatant crowd, he
bad no desire to seo more. And ol the
Bounder he desired to see nothing at all,
since they had quarrelled the night be'
fore in Niee, nr\?‘l parted bitterly.

To stay on as the Bounder's guest, for
Christmas, nfter that, was impossible.
Wharton had spent the night at an hotel

Nice; now he was on his way to the
villa to take away his lhmgj hat lnst
call was unavoidable. He hoped to ge

through, and to get away, without see-
ing the Bounder. Smithy was not likely
to rise early after his night out.

But as he came up to the house the
fiest person he beheld was Vernon-
Bmith, breakfasting on the terrace.

The Boundor looked rather pale, other
wise quite himsell. He L‘nug‘\( sight of
Wharton, and nodded to him.

“Come up hore !” be called out.

Wharton came on the terrace.

5 \’mn'w not had your brekker?™

e \\ huh‘
nigl
% llnh-L e la Gare,"
“Why didn't you come back here
Wharton did not answer that question
‘Fhe Bounder eracked his second egg.
anner was, perhaps, a little apole

did you put up for the

I meant to give you a good time

here, Wharton,” he said, after a long
pause, _

‘T know you did, Bmithy."”

Ir reems to have been rather a

mistnke,” said Harry
lice, Smithy, though
ty rottenly. But
nbered —we both

No. 881,

l was rather
“T'm not bearing
you've treated mio |
1 ought to have rem:
Tux MacNer Lisnary.
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ought to have remembered—that our
vnyn are rather different. We can part
friends.”

“Part!" repeated Vernon-8mith.
\\hfun smiled slightly.
t wu d.lﬁcu
would stay after
ulut hld h lhe night before at
the Luim: Oriental.
he said, “I've come for my

blga.-l luypnc 1 can use the telephone

hnw you can use anythin' you

l;]m, nul the Bounder gruffly.
*Yes, yes; that's all right. Il pack
up my li now,” Wharton made a

Blep luwndl the french windows,
= I![nld on 1” #aid the Bounder,

T odmib that. 1 got_rather past the
it last nig t." said Vernon-Smith
colouring a “1 had rotten hd
Inck at the ﬂnnu, as you know, and 1
was rather excited, and then 1 was rather
ass. I was wild when you wouldn't
lend me mnnev to play after F'd lost all
1 had about m You were right, of
course—it wnnld have followed the re
And, anyhow, I knew you were against
the thing, and didn’t wanl to be at the
casing at all. T ought never to have
oy

lend
francs,” smiled the Bounder.

“ Had

you hrgaltsn ﬂnl"’
ere l!hl little bill.” The Bounder
curelessly flicked a five-hundred-frane

note from his pocket- ou_see,
I've replenished the supph. Look here,

to you, after
harton, with a

"You feel that aln lw

e here,”
faint -mlu. “But H s all right, Smithy.

We e pm. to part friends—on my side,
he Mnﬂ-r eyed him curiously.

'l'v- treated you mmnlv. as you've
taid,” he remar) I should have
punched you last night ﬂ you hadn't
vaught my paw in I'm sorry, ot
course.  But you're n a wonderfully
patient, sort of temper—for you. You've
suarrelled with vour best friends for
minch less reason.”

Wharton coloured.

“I lknow that,” he “I've
thought that over a good d 1 know
that I let oy temper get !he better of
me, and I'm going to set it right if 1
;nn And 1 't owe you anu'gvudgn

md

on 8 g
Ihlmdel.'. “I'm nnb I:oen on mm Ih:m
®

W[hu-tnn shook his head.

W ¥Ou mearn Smithy :
i =¥

but
you'd soon SOrry eR.
We're ]lkﬁ oil and water—we _don't mix
T don't want to lecture you, You've got
your own ideas about yunning a holiday,
My ideas aren't the same. I was wroug
10 set foot in the casino, and I intend
never to do o agmin, And vou'll pro-
l-n]bly npnnd half your time there.  Be-
rides,

ly!y:l.. 1o Enlﬁmd!"

“But your uncle’s in Russia, and vour
aunt’s staying with lrmnm at Bourne-
mouth. You came away with me be-
cause vour home s =I1ul up, said the

v,

“1 could have gone with 3
Harry, “He wanted me. But I was
suspicious and touchy. I can see it

‘Tne MaGxeT LibRart.—XNo. 881,

ugnnl." said

¥
t tn imagine that the |

 LOOK OUT FOR IT!

lainly enough now. I'm going to make
Fr nght with old Frank.”

“Best thing you could do,” said ihe
Bounder rather unurededly. “ But
‘re ubout the last fellow in the world

au're l
I should e expected to see eating
humble 4

“ Fra won't look ou it in that
light,” Harry guietly, thmlgh the
ﬂuah in his cheeks dee { he

does—— But he won't! I don't lhmk
I was wholly to blame in the trouble
we hud before break-up st Greyfriars,
but I think the fault was mostly mine,
and I own it. I let Bunter's silly tattle
influence me, which was stupid enough.
I'm going to send Nugent a wire to ask
him if he would like me for Christmas—
I've got time to got back for Christmas

ay.

uick work !” said the Bounder,
'T ‘elegrams to Englaﬂd take a lot of
time, going and coming.”

“No need for an answer,” said Harry.
“I'm starting as soon as I've sent the
wire, and shall go down to Wold, in
Wiltshire, near his home. I shall tell
him where to fiud me lhnm and if he
wants me he will come.”

The Bounder pushed back his plaie
and lighted a cigaretic. Ho eyed the
e-ﬂmn of tho Remove very thought-
he said.

“You're right,” “ Nugent's a

?ood sort—and he's a better pal than &
ollow mlh your hasty temper deserves
to have !”
‘Wharton winced.
o1 da

s about right,
e captain of the
Remove was evidently in a chastened

1 .

* Well, if yvou won't stay you won'i !”
said Vernon-Smith. ' You needn't tele
phone for a taxi. I'll order out the car,
and run you down to the station with
your , Sad
‘ No need to trouble.”

said the
“1 know I've let you down
vacation. Let's part on good

s room and packed
He was sorry for the trouble
occurred  between  hi
th, He kuew th
Bounder had meant well by him, in his
oWnL WAY, the ways of the two
Removites were wide as the poles
asunder. Wharton was glad to part
friends with the Bounder—but he was
wisely determined to part. Smithy's
apologetic mood was sincere enough
while it lasted; but the leopard conld
not change his spots, nor the Bounder
his ways,

In a short time Mr. Vernon-Smith's
French chauffeur was driving the iwo
juniors down the hill road into Nice.
Three lnllous»trollmgﬁ on the road waved
their hands to Smithy and scowled at
Wharton, Smithy waved back to them, It
was_obvious that he was only wai
for Harry Wharion's de cparture, before
renewing his association with Ponsonby
by and Vavasour, of High-

me for the train!” said
Vernon-Suith as zlm car swuuz into the
Avenue de lu G “Stop at the tele-
graph-office, w |Jl‘ %
“Thanks "

Harry Wharton pondered a little over
his tologram to sk Nugent. Ho had
made up his mind; bul words
Vernon-Smith had carelessly uttered
were sharp and bitter in his memory.
Would \ng!mt and the othera regard
him as “eating humble pie”?
thonght made his cheeks burn, He was
detevmined to leave Vernon-Smith snd

to return to England—that was settled
Christmas Day was to find him in b
own country, But need he, after sl
wire to \'ugant' Need he. alter al
humble- pie,” and join the Grey
friars at the Osks? Was he
after wll, wanted there, by the friend-
he had repulsed when the school b:
up for the Christmas holidays *
But his lips. The Bounder s
words made no difference to the matter
one way or the other. He realised
a dn«bhnl' and suspicious temper
getting the better of him again. Witk
a firm e wrote his mes:age.

“Fh:;ank Nugent, The Oaks, Wiltshire

"' Returning. Arrive Blue Licn
Wold, Saturday. Will you come thers
for me{—Harry Wiantos.”

That was plain enough.
1f Nugent wanted him
glad to receive that {elegram—he wou
the inn at Wold, If he did nee
at case Wharton would wa
i, and he would not come. A+
all events, he would have done all ihs
he could to heal {he breach—more ths
any fellow who knew him would ha'e
expected him to do.
The telegram was dulr despaich
and Harery Wharton ‘rejoined
r. Vernon-8mith saw him i

e would be

away_with # ta
on his long joumer to England as<

Sunlit hills and green valleys, anciess
cities king in_sunshine—fast the-
glided by ihe whirling Rapide. 1l..

m. ;rowm; reyer—greyer and mo-

'y, dim with winter mists, till «

a new world into which the ex

prm rolled and hummed.. But gri=
winter skies, gleaming snow anc
were klmt Knm]mme ta
ey spoke to him of home -
the home of a stronger and hardier racs
than the dwellers in the soft and sun::

South,

The Channel at last—rolling and tos=
ing under December winds—a steamer
that rocked and plunged through
chopping seas.

Then the white cliffs, seen rhrnn;
mist and spray—the buzring throng »
the landing-place, His feet trod Englu

ground again. The keen North wins
bmugln healthy colour to his cheeks—
and had no regret for the blue sk
aud sunny seas he had left behind hise

THE SIXTH CHAP1.n.
The Only Way !
46 T SAY, you fellows !”

No answer,

Billy Bunter blinked round b
breuks oom at the Quks,

It was untenanted.

Certainly the hour was rather lute fo
breakfast, even in holiday-time. It wa
half-past eleven.

But Bunter was never. an carly ris
On vacation hs

if he could help it.
could help it.

8o he had come duwn to breakiast -
lull-puh eleven—and the house seem««
to be deserted.

“Well, my hat ! ejsculaied Bunter

A bright lire was burning—a plac
was Jaid at the table, apparently {.
Bunter, He crossed over to the fire ar
warmed his fat hands, then he rolled -
the windows and looked out.
gardens lay whife under a cloak
snow, leafless branches pwayed in
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No one was to be scen in the
gardens,
“My word!” said Bunter
He felt neglected and indignant,
“They've gone off without me!”
med, *This is how they treat
e

heo
a

guest |
" Bunter remembered that an excursion
had been arranged for that day. Frank
from the

Nugent's home was not far
somoe of J Bi

Rookwood fellows home,
hristmas. The Grey
siting the Priory that d;
day thers with Jimn
5. Nugent and Amy
d his fellow-
ovites were all going—and Bunter had
=ep going too, but he had preferre
§fe Temorabured that, Bob Ches
lled him once, %
2t morning, but he had only grunted
+ad turned over for another snooze.
And they had gone without him !
“Of all the cheek!” murmured
“Leaving me behind! Nice
rt of treatment for a guest !
Apparently Bunter expected the whole
ty to put off their excursion until it
=ased him to turn out of bed—towards
iday. Such oxpectations were not
common with the Owl of the Removo,
i generally they were disappointed.
He rang the bell at last, and a t

m

“ They are all gone out, sir,
The whole lot !
Yeu."

“Mrs. Nugent and all1*
Yes.”

Where's Mr. Nugent 1"

The master’s in London to-day.”
Nobody at all nt home?” asked
nter,

Nobody, sir.
Well, my hat 1
Shall T have breakiast served, s
1 the maid, with a trace of a
¢ smile.
Oh, yes!*
ecakfash was sarvod.
inter was still indignaut and rather
roso.  But he felt better when he had
rotinted breakfast. Tt was an ample
kfast—not to say enormous. Having
in what any other fellow would
wre rogarded ams provisions for three
»=% at least, Bunter felt solaced.
important matter duly attended
uestioned the parlour-maid as
message had been left
him by Frank Nugent.
Yo message seemed to

have been

ntor consulted his w:
How far is it to Sily
he ask
About four miles, si
‘:'x d le_v go in the car{”

al
©

place—the

o car’s como back, T suppose®”

, air.*

Then how am I to follow them ?”
anded Bunter,

was silent: possibly she @id
uppose that that was a problem
it was her duty to solve,
they thi TI'm going to walk
miles—"  breathed Bunter

overcome with

st there seemed no help for i
v Bunter did not want to
ay by himself at the Oaks
persunded, too, that Jimmy Sil:er |
. would be vory keen to see him
s Pri He had beard, too, that
ny's Cousin Pl s was there; nnd
ad no doubt whatever that Phyllis
i be seriously disappointed if she |
t see the Owl of the

indignation. |
|

would be unnecessary cruelty to inflict
such & disappointment upon Phyllis.

“Well, I can get there in_ timo lor
lunch [” Bunter reflected. “That's tne
important thing.”

“You are going to the Priory. sir?”

“ Yes.”

“Perhaps you will mention to Mas:
Frank that a telegram has come f
him.**

“I'll take it to him,"

“Very good, sir.

Billy Bunter crammed himself into
his coat, and wound & scarf round his
pngg,y neck, and put on his hat, Junet
produced the telegram, and Bunier
slipped it carelessly into his pocket.

Then he started,

Four miles would not
much of a wall -

T

said Bunter.

have scemed

- reczy
morning to any other member of the
G rs party at the Osks. But to

am George Bunter it was like unto
ne of the lsbonrs of Hercules— or,
rather, like all the labours of Hercules
rolled into one task.
A rier of a mile on the way
unter sat down on a log by the road-
side to rest.

q

He was feeling angry and deeply
injured,
The very least Nugent could have

done, in his opinion, was to eend the
ear _back for him, instead of keeping it
waiting at the Priory for the return of
the party

Nugeut did not seem to care whether
he came on or not—perha , ke
did not want him to come on at aill

It was barely possible

Such a possibility made Billy Bunter
all the more determined to follow {he
Christmas pa But it was clear that
he had to make the journey by easy

Crash ! The two parties met suddenly
and unexpectedly, Bump ! In astrug-
gling heap the masked Juniors of the
Remove and the fags of the Second
yelled and roared. (Sce l'hupu-r:l.:!

stages.

. Ie spent twenty minutes rest-
ing on the log, and then rostarted after
the interval, so to spoak,

Another quarter of a mile and Bunter
sat down sgain, this time on a stile.
By this time the effect of his ample
breakfast was wearing off, and he was
fecling that he could do with & spark.
He rummaged through the pockets of his
overcaat in the hope of discovering somn
overlooked fragment of toffee or a fe
stray bullseyes.

He did not find toffes or bullseye
but he found the telegram, which
had quite forgotten. He pulled it o4
and blinked at it.

‘uriosity was Bunter's besetting sin,
Nugent's ‘telegram was no concern of
his in any way: its contents could yur

be supposed to interest anyone |t
Frsak himeell

But Bunter wanted to know. e
fumbled with the envelope till it came
open in his fat fingers.

“My hat! It's come open!” mur.
mured Bunter. “They ought to fasten
these things more safely. Just like
those cads to make that 1 opened
it, on purpose—as if 1'd open a follow's
telegram! 1 can't stick it shut again
as the beastly envelope's got torn.
suppose I'd better seo whether there's
anything important in it." 5

A moment more and he was reading
the telegram.

Yowl of the Remove stared at the
written message. It was idle and vn-
scripulous curiosity that had prompled
him to open the telegram. He had lisd
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no idea of the contents. But he was
very keenly interested now.

Arrive Blue Lion, Wold,
ou come there for
anry WHARTON.”

” BD'tlll’h}n!\
Saturday. ill
me?

“Cheek !"
He shook
"Nu'anh turned him down ior ﬂm
butting in!
ng for inv mom
and butting in whou he’s not wanted !
Sickening, I call i

Bunter s fat

Y cuppres
Smi!.hy—lla was to sta;
the_end of the v
—always mwmg}w
kicked me on_tl ast da
remember,  Bad-tempe
jolly well don't wang him for Christmas,
for one! Nugont ought to turn him

down again; but he’s soft—he's so

lly soft that he will let any  butting
Lnunrlar stick him for a holiday 1"

And Bunter sniffed.

“Waiting at the Blue Lion in Wold
to-morrow, is ho?” murmured Bunter.
“Like a blinking parcel 'u.mng to be
e Lo Faly wan v

u t. In fact, Ol well advise
hlmg':m to go. I'm jnll_y well fed-up
with Wharton "

Billy Bunter detached himself from
the |L|Ie. and resumed his weary wa
He ki the crumpled telegram in Lis

md Bunter,
head.

I.|p i contemptu-
he's had wit]

B row
with Smithy l|II
ust like Wharton

hand,

Now that he had “done it,” the fat
junior was rather worried about the cun.
sequences—as was often the case with
Bunter. Nugent was not likely to be-
lieve that the torn envelope had torn
itself by accident. Was ihe beast likely
o cut up rusty about his telogram being
opened

It was nnly too pmbl

Bunter was very well aware that his

lanting ” himself at the Oaks for
“Ermmu had strelched Nugent's ind-
ness and tience to their extreme
lumnl. Eun the worm will turn; and

"ot " 0 deemed Nngnnt, he
realised t.hn). there was a limit to Lis
softness, If ho found h unwelcome
guest upymg into his private corre.d
spondence, it was only too probable that
such a discovery would mean (he
prompt departure of W. G. Bunter—
perhaps with a boot behind him.

Indeed, it was likely enough, DBunter
vealised, that Nugent would glad of
n ;uod excuse for booting h:m aut.

Nugent's patience being already

ed to the limit, was not likely
to stand any further 'strain.

Tt was clear to Bunter that he had
acved injudiciously—from the point of
view of a continuation of his stay at the
OA .

here seemed to be only one way out
o! the difficulty. He would bave lo
forget to give the Qologrum to Nu?-e

t solution comforted Bunter
time, and he brightened
it occurred to him that perhaps Junet
would mention the telegram when
Nugent came home. Nugent would in-
quire after it.

And then he would know that it had
been opened.

“0Oh, dear!"” murmured Bunter,

Really, he wished that he had Icft
the Lo'bvgnm alone. It was all Whar-
of course—butting in like
that was not t view
kely to_take.
n his iy eye, DBunter
s indignant cyes fixed upon
Tue Magxer Lipgary.—No. 881,

.\'imn

him, and heard the ummouq words—in
his mind's ear—"Get o
“Buppose 1 lost the t-hn-m ™ mur-
mured Bunter.
He brightaned up,
t was & very easy solution. Whlr
ton, it was true, woul the

Wwa
for l\ugnal. s

Blus ion, Wold,

coming—and w in um' Serve him

Elly well had  kicked
unter on lhu ast day o{ term, and Le

was o beast, anyhow. Lasing the tele-
ram was the only way of saving
unter's  bacon—and  the  telegram,

therefore, had to be lost!

Tt did not take Bunter long to “lose ”
the telegram, Passing over a bridge,
he di it into the st baslow,
nnd the torn envel after it. Then,
greatly cheered, ﬂun&ll of the Remove
rolled on his way to the Priory.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Lost !

UNTER I
Snore !
A cheery party returned to
G the Ull.j nd- r?thn; late hour
at evening. Immediatel ter supper
Billy Bunter rolled off to{m‘]

He was tired. He had walked four
miles that day—by easy stages, it is true
~—arriving at Jimmy Silver’s home in
time for tea.

Contrary to his expectations, there had
been no exuberant delight on the part of
the  Silver houuhulj at  beholding
Bunter,

Jimmy Silver was civil enough. His
lnendshlawll ‘and Raby and Newoome
of the Rookwood Fourth, were civil; but

ero was a striking absence of en-
hun asm on their part.

8till, Bunter had had a good day.

The “prov,” at least, was good and
ample, and that, after all, was the most
important consideration.

unter came back in the car, and slept
most of the way. His uncommon exer-
tions that dli’ bad fatigued him, and he
stayed only Jong enough to dispose of
enough suppoer for six, before he went to

Ami now—Bunter's grievances really
npver to cemse—here was that

huq: I\uz-m waking him up, actually

shaking him by the shoulder., Bunter
did not muan to wake up. He snored
resoludel

* Bunwrf“

Bhake !

Snore !

* Bunter! \\nh up!*

Bunter snored o

Frank Nugent lnlt the bedside, and
retuined & moment later with a wot
smng- in his hand. The wet sponge

in Bunter's fat {ace.

‘Tlns Owl of the Remove awoke then,
quite suddenly.

Y ™

He sat up in bed suddenly.

“Oh, you're uulm now, are you?!"”
gnlmed Nugent, “Where's my tele-

"Denu"

“ Janet says
ihls mnmm
“Blow

la]egrnm came for me

“You oﬂvrcd Lo bring it over to the
Priory to !'nru it to me, and she handed
it to you,” said Fra “You never
gave it me.”

“Blow your tel !

“Look here, !Junler, it may be im-
portant. You ought not to havo taken
R you couldn’t remember to hand it
to id Nugent, frowning. “Give
it to me at onoe.

“I'll find it in the morning! T
sleepy I” howled Bunter,

“Funl it now.

"\\ hat_the thmnp does it matter

unter.
a mmer a lot,” said Fran:
i ¢ nh:l me a wire if b
was able ln camu over for Chru!rr.
Dl]'. .lnd it may be from him.
ecdn’t get up, Tazybones. Tell =
whero it 18"
“Look in my coat pocket,” s
Bunter,
“Where's your coat "
o Duwnlslh:r; zn a peg.”

Fra Nugent quitted the bed-roor
and Bunter grinned sleepily, and turr
his head on the pillow and snored aga

Shake, shake, shake!

“Ow! Groogh!

Lemme alone I”
“Wlh up, unter [**
“ Beast |
Bunter blinked furiously at \ugr
who was bending over him
was a case, evidently, of no rest rar t
wmk!d

here, you rotter, I'm

mz
roared Bunter. “What ¢

“Look
sleep 1

thump do you mean by keeping un wa
ing me up "

“I've looked in all _your coab 'poc'l-
isn't

but um telegram there,” &

Nu;
?hen it's lost1”

argued Bunter. “T put it in my cos
pocket. Janet saw me. I it isn't in U
!mt mm'. it must have dropped ¢!

hngt glared at him.
lost my telegram!”

gasped. .

“Oh, really, Nugent, I think 3
might (]unk & chap for taking 1
trouble to bring you a tolegram 1” s
Bunter. “It's not my fau’ if it's ¢
last. 1 suppose you don't think I lost
on purpose, do you?

“No, you ul\y ass, but you should:
bave lost i

“Now let a chap go to sleep.”

"It may be in one of your otb

ackets.”
“It isn't.”

Frank Nugent stared at Bunter
great exasperation. It did not eross |
mind for a moment that the telegr.
was from his estranged chmn, l&‘
Wharton; but nnmrqe he wanted
Bunter closed his eyes again, but anoth
shake wakened him once more,

“1 want the telegram, Bunter,” =
Frank. “If it's losk, it's got to t
found. Where do you u.mk you lost it

“1 can t ﬂunk about it at all when 1':
lh-}z)y' unter,

o you wnnl me to mop a
water over your silly head to wi
up, Bunter !

right!

slee

a\.

It's all I'm n

urn out of bed,
kets,” said F)
vo pul

your
] Lot
'-u you Yeall b imy:mn, t\nger-

‘Dn ou want me to jerk you out |
the uﬂ"’ Frank Nugent’s patien.
to be wearing very llnn.

“Oh, ly, Nugent—'

“Turn out, you fat rotier!”

“I—I_ say, I—I remembu now
gasped Bunter. A few more “ whoppers
mattered little to Bunter; but tumi -
out of his warm n i
a great deal
Jimmy Silver's place. You—you'll fir
it lh:rn all right. 1 remember now

ropped fmm my pocket in—in i
musiv-room.”

k angrily.
n some other b
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You weren't wearing your overcoat
the music-room "
mee more it was borne in upon
oter's fat mind that a certain class of
sons should have good memories,
I—1I moan, I put it in my trousers'
ket for safety, when I took my coat
he stammered. *“Then—then I.
& something out, and the blessed
ram fell on the ‘floor. 1 was going

vou call that civil—"
s there, it's all right,” said

“T can bike over to-morrow and
You're sure?”

Quite sure,” said Bunter. He would
== said anything to be allowed to go
ep.

right,
d Nugent.
Goo'-night I*
7 Bunter was aslee)
losed the door. The aff
«gram worried Nugent a little;
zot worry Bunter.

following morning there was

on_the river, which was frozen

ank.

then.  Good-night,”

before Nugent
air of the
but it

me, recoverin
of m fuur-mlfe walk on lhp d-y
came down for lunch, however,
g2 and cheery, and thinking of any-
¢ but Nugent's missing telegram.
h he was reminded of it, as
s going over to the Priory on
vcle to recover it, and Bob Cherry
hony Bull and Hurree Jamset
Singh were going with him. The
splained to Bunter, in the plain
r of the Greyiriars Remove,
thought of him for losing the
and Bunter grinned. hey
after a telegram that was no
existence, but the Owl of the
s kept his own counsel on that
His opinion was that it served
ewsts right,
chuckled as the four juniors
wd out their, bicycles. There was
:n the roads, and the spin was
kely to be a very enjoyable one.
Saturday afterncon, and by tha
sbably Harry Wharton had
tha Blue Lion, in Wold, wher
to his telegram, he was to wait
gent. And Nugent, heading for
ry, was riding away in exactly
«ite direetion,
chuckled a fat chuckle,
nion  was it served
right, and served Nugent
and, in fact, served all the beasts
And while Frank Nugent was
on & wild- §ocy1 chase, and Harry
wwn waited for the friend who did
=, Billy Bunter en:
s comlortable arme
= fire and r-ninjml a long nap, in
fat and fatuous contentment,
reamed, it was of cake for tea
to follow,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Waiting !

RRY WHARTON looked out of
window into the straggling
High blmnt of the little Wile-

3|

. i Tk A,
» lato fall of snow roofs snd
. window-sills gleamed white
the December dusk. A cold
ept down the street, and pedes-
-med up their cost-collars against

was & strange enongh change from

wlmt he had lately scen in the sunny
South, but it was a welcome change to
bis_eyes.

He watched the street for Frank
1ge
Only half a mile away was Nugent's
home, where Frank a s other friends
were gathered for Christmas,

Wharton had reached Wold about mid-
day. He had lunched at the cosy, old-
fashioned inn, and now he was waiting
in the deserted coffec-room.

More than once he blamed himself for
having decided upon that programme,
and thought that he would have done
better to make directly for the Oaks,
taking Nugent's welcome for granted.

Yet, upon the whole, he was not sorry
for his decision. Nugent knew that he
was there, and if he wanted him he
would come.

Howsoever long the teleg
have taken in deliv Nugent
have had it the pre day, If he
shared Wharton's rnm-i!:mnry mood, he
would come to the Blue Lion in Wold to
welcome his reconciled chim,

As the afternoon grew dimmer to-
wards evening Wharton's face grew
morae sombre, like the weather outside.

might
must

True, he had not told Nugent—he had
not been able to tell him—at what pre-
cise time he would arrive. That had de-

pended on somewhat uncertain trains,
But surely Nugent might have come

down_to the inn during the sfternoon,
aven if Wharton might possibly not have

bridg: dropj
it Into the stream
low, (See Chapler 6.)

arrived till evening. It was only halt
a mile, and his time was his own.

He had not come yet.

Wharton was tired with his journey.
He had lost no time on the long, long
route from the Bouth of France back to
England. He was tired and in need ol
rest. But he could not rest mow.
He had come home with his heart
full of kindness towards old chums,
eager for a reconciliatio
get all offences—g
had been very resolved that he would
be on his guard against his own pas-
nate temper. That he would mot
<y offonces, that he would not suspect
neglect or indifference,

But now—
In # of his resoluti the old
black bitterness was rotu The

thought ihat he had made himself too
cheap—that he had “eaten humble pie,”
us the Bounder expressed it, and eaten
it in vain, made his cheeks burn. Ha
had made the most open and frank over-
tures towards a recomciliation. Had he
h('rn met half-way, had he been met at
would Imve been satisficd. But
\ngc 1t did not come,

Lights twinkled along the street in the
Jark.

d

Why did not Nugent come?

Darker and darker grow the brow of
the captain of the Remove, blacker and
more bitter his thoughts. He hat
humbled himself for nothing. He had

Tuz Macxer Lisrarv.—No BBL
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askod his old friend for renewed friend-
had been refused. Nugent
did not mean to come.

Wharton stared from tha vunr]u- at
the ikl ights.
his good resolutions, ".'l”hc breach, this
would be final. There wouldbe no
bridging the gulf, no attempt, on his
side, to bridge it again. ¢ would
make sure—he could not make too sure.

Nugent must have had the telegram.
Totters might go astray, especially at
Christmas-time, Not so a telegram.
He could not suppose for a moment that
his message of peace and goodwill had
not been delivered. It was futile to
think of such an explanation as that.

But—it was 'Inmli possible—Nugent
might have changed his plans for Christ-
mas, He might not be, after all, at
home. It was not p:ebuhlc, but it was
possible, and he would leave nothing to
chance. If the old friendship was to be
broken off for ever, it should not be by
his fau]l-t]wre should be no room for a

mistal

He le!L the coffee-room, and found the
innkecper, a fat, good-natured gentle-
man with a red face and a fruity voice.
Very little questioning was needed. Mr.

ugent was well wn in the locality.
The innkeeper knew all about Master
Frank's ('hnlunu party at the Oaks.
The Greyfriars juniors had been in Wold
several times, two or three times at the
mh Certainly Master Frank was not
for Christmas. He was at home,
...d his young_brother, too—a_*“ young
rip,” ns the innkeeper told Wharton
with a cheory grin, That very morning,
in fact, Mr. Bunce had been driving put
the Oaks in his trap, and
Muiter Frank oo ihe ke skafing with's
merry party of his friends.

Wharton returned to the desérted
coffee-room, his heart heavy and his
brow sombre.

The merry party had been skating on
the ice that morning. Nugent was at
home. They had not cared to think of
their chum’ who was returning to join
them. Not one of them, it seemed, had
given him a thought. Kven Bob Cherry
—frank and hearty old Bob, whom
Wharton would never have dreamed
capable of bearing a grudge—even he
cato to meet his former chum
w:th o welcoming word.

Nugent had not shown the
lou lha telegram. Indeed,
hu intended to repulse his old chu it
qluntu likely that he had kept it to

exonerated Bob, and

-:

In

Johnny Ilull and Hurree Jamsef Ram
Ringh.
But Nugent?

Why was he keeping up the gmdgn
like this? There had been hot words in
the last few days at Greyfriars, Whar-
ton's anxiety for his uncle, ent_ in
Russia, had undoubtedly had an effect
on his temper. He admitted that he had
been irritable, and in that mood pecu-
liarly amenable to mischiof-makers like
Bunter and Skinner., He adi
he had refused Nugent's invitation for
Christmas rudely cnough.

But surely his telegram llxmad for
that. He had held out the olive-b

Perbaps he regarded lnm
in"—as if he were a fellow like Bunter.

“butting

Wharton's
thought,

The evening was growing old,

A yawning waiter came to inguire if
Wharton wanted supper, to ask him if
hq wished to engage a room. The soli-
tary schoolboy hanging sbout the inn

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No, 881,

cheeks crimsoned at the

By himsell was rather a puzzde to the
le of the Blue Lion.

Wharton sat down to a lonely supper,
having engaged a room. He could not
leave Wold that night. He was not
going to Nugent's place, but he had to
think out where he was going.

Almost at every footstep Wharton
raised his head, thinking that it might
be Nugent at last.

Ho would have been glad had his chum
arrived even at the eleventh hour with
some explanation of his tardiness. Many
things might have happened to delay
him, if rmly he came at last.

ut he did not come.

Wharton waited, drearily enough,
until the inn closed for the night, and

n he went to his room,

It was long before he slept.

Mingled with his anger and mdagnm
tion was sham me had
offered friendship where it wu not
wanted. That he had laid himself open
to this cruel and humiliating rebuff,

Never again, at all events, That was his
bitter thought.

He slept at lut with the winter wind
howling round his w W, ENOW!

fluttering  lightly ngnmn the panes.
Nugent, in his room at 50
near, and yet so far, was nleepmg

soundly enough, little drummg that his
absent chum was so near at hand. Billy
Bunter was sleeping still more soundly,
the sleep of the well-fed and the well-
satisfied ; and if Bunter dreamed, it was
of turkey and mince p.u. and cestainly
not of the harm he had d

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Cut Direet |
i HARTON !
Wharton rose from _the
breakfast-table, in the Blue
Lion Tnn, in surprise, his face lighting
up a g deal.

The morning was bright and clear—
rp winter's morning. Wharton, as
ho sat at breakfast, had heard a tar stop
outside the inn, and the sound of r!mery.
youthful voices, but had not heeded.
Four fellows v\uppﬂl in coats and
scarves came tramping in, and one of
them, as he saw Harry Wharton at the
table, greeted him cheerily.

It was Jimmy Silver, the c:phm of
the Fourth Form at Hookw -whom
Harry had met on the foothall feld at

Greyiriars only & few weeks before.
Lovell_and Raby and Newcome were
with him.

“Fancy meeting you, old bean !” said
Arthur Edward Lovell, as he shook hands
with the Greyfriars |umor

“Jolly glad to see you,”
very cordially. Sore as he was feeling,
solitary and discredited by his own
friends, it was & real pleasure to see the
cheery faces of the Rookwooders, and to
hear their cheery greeting.

b Bt-ymf here " asked Raby.

"Yu, till my train goes,” uad Harry,

“We saw some friends of yours yes-
terday,” remarked Newcome,

Wharton coloured faintly.

He remembered t Jimmy Silver's
home was only a fow miles from Frank
Nugent's pl and he guessed who

said Harry

wcru lhe friends ta whom
hu
(ln your own here!"
Silver |hrer|1\

“Yes

o Bomnd to catch your train? We's
going for a little bit of a joy-ride, and
you'd care to cone——+

“Good egg!” said Jimmy S8ilver
three chums cheerily.

“We dropped in here for some coffec
said Jimmy. *“We're only a few mil
from home, you know, Never dreame
of dropping on you here. I believe ose
of your friends mentioned that you wess
in France for the Christmas huﬁdlys.“

“1 was,” said Harry. “I came baci
however, 1° ng on to Bournemou:
—to my au

Perhaps the Rookwood fellows woe
dered a little why Harry was not goi
on to the Oaks to see his school chums
also, they must have been surprised the
a fellow who had just returned fros
B‘rnm. and was going to Bournemout!
for a day at that little tox

Newcorr«

asked Jimmno

m \\':Iu ire.
nm th-t did mot concern Jimmy Bilve
they were the reverse

luqs‘ ‘e
“Bound to get thero today " asl
Lovel

'Oh no !"

“Then come for a pin in the
mlh us. Lots of room.

arton emiled.

Thn cheery cordiality of the Rookwor
fellows was like a tonic to him in k
black and despondent m

“I'll be jolly glad,”
had rather too much of
the last few dh-ya, and it's
to see you chaps.
my table wh'.lp‘ 1
Sha'n’t be lo

* Right-ho !

Jimmy Bilver & Co. sat down rou
the table, and there was a buzz of c-lu'« v
chat_as the coffee was disposed of, o
the Greyfriars junior finished his brea
fast. As Wharton did not refer with .
single word to his- nds at the Oal
the Rookwooders did not mention the
further—perhaps surmising that the
was a rift in the lute somewhere.

Harry Wharton went for his coat ar
hat and joined the Rookwood quartet:
|n the car, which was waiting outside ..

n,  The chaufifeur drove on throug
ﬂnu High Street of Wold and out into th
open_country.  Harry Wharton's fa
was bright now; the cheery company -
the Rookwooders, indeed, waa just whs
he needed then.

“Ever seen
Jimmy Silver,

Wharton shook his head.

“Then you'll seo tho ,nll, old pla
to-day,” said Jimmy. *V i g 1
stop at Amesbury for Iunch n i
giddy Drul | remnants in !he dtr
home to tea, Nice little run-

e

be said.

real plmf
Have your coffec
finish” my brekke

Stonchenge!”  ask:

d Harry.
"You'll Some back with us o my-place
to tea, of course.  Yowll get a goc
in the morning,” said Jimmy
look it out for you.”
'ou can drop me at the in

If you' re putting in anothc
t Wold, you'ro jolly well going ¢
put it in at the Priory,” said Jimm;
Silver,

Wharton smiled,

“Can you land a fellow suddenly ox
poopl- like that 1" he as

bt as rain,” said .lu'nmy Bilver

“The pater wouldn’t mind if T brought
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wome half the Fourth Form for Christ-
T'll telephone home from Ames.
, and tell ti to send down to the
lor vour bags, see?”
Vou're awfully good,

said Wharton,

'-Irr}‘.
l:no(] man !
You've met all m;
ey I; e you, and I can Orll \rml thay n
ll-llu what are sou

" said Lovell.
anced round quickly.
fa ppeared in the
ng nlrmg in_the sunny
ing—Frank N Cherry,
reo Tamest Ram Singh, Jobany Bull
Billy Bunter.
be car was approaching them at a
gl speed; and Arthur ward Lovell
wved his hand cheerily to the Grey-
-wrs fellows.
The latter waved bacl d then all
s sudden they stared in amazement at
ght of Harry Wharton in the car.
Bunter felt an inward quiver.
the only fellow there who knew
been at Wold.
t ejaculated Bob Cherry.
the Gl-eyfnns fellows, excepting
mter, 8 that Harry Wharton
wus still with the Bounder in the South
France, They almost wondered
wiher they wete dreaming for a
ment.
car came gliding past.
nk Nugent made a step towards it,
« eves fixed on Wharton's face. For an
t ler; Wharton  breathed

“nriahtﬁcmhlrﬂ. Sk whb
_= reply to Nugent's eager look, whicl
« &« not understand, he stared fixedly
4 stonily st his old chum without a
of itiol
) I,.thgm waa that, if Nugent
«i changed his mind, and thought of
g friendliness now, it was too late,
stared icily at Nugent, without a

#rank started back.
= could not understand that look—it
wss the cut direct! The colour Aushed
» Frank's cheeks.
e stopped, as if mohd to the ground,
The car dashed o
There was Dot ~ sign from Harry
Tharton that he even knew the Grey-
srs fellows by sight. They were left
s=ng hlankly after the car.
mmy Silver gave the junior beside
= a rather queer look.

Like to stop and speak to the
»cu‘ * he asked.
no '™
I' ight-ho, then!”
o car rushed on. The Groylriars

+¥ vanished behind, The die was cast
-—Hm-y Wharton had eut his old
«ds in publie; and he was not sorry
wt he had done so, And if he felt a
P.p did not show it. Like Pharach

d hardened his heart.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The End of a Friendship !

E, he, he!”
H Billy Bunter’s wnmuosical
cachinnation passed unheeded.
Frank Nugent and his com-
wies stood in the road, st; i after the

Johrny DBull was frowning rather
darkly. Bob Cherry looked puzzled, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's dusky face

. when they had sup-
pazed him nearly a thowsand miles
nml his conduct was more
far fromn agreeable,
, my Jn.w- saidd Dob at Im
“1t was Wharton, right enongli.
what the dickens is he doing l:crn"
“He st have rted  with the
said Johnny
had some

“1 can't uhﬂnrsl.ml

is lip quiverin, cut us—before
ihe Rookwood ellun too! What the
thump does he mean by it2"

Johnny Bull shrugged his shoulders.

“Who cares " he el

“Well, 1 do, for one,” said Bob
Cherry. " And so do you, Johnny, old
wman.”

RESULT OF ** MAGNET "
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Manor Park,
London, E.12,

for the following line:
“$0 SELDOM SINCERE.”

Another £8 Bike Given Away
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“I'm fed-up, T know th
Johnuy Bull. “What does he
ng us the marble eye like thas
ad some little troublo at Gre:
he refused to come  us for Christmas
—but that's no reason
“No. It's jl)”\' r|||ea-rf' said Bob
ruminatingly. “Nothing's  happened
since the school broke up to put up his
back to this extent, that I know of.”

S'np cack! Bunter. bother you!"
“0Oh, really, erry
“1 can't understand said Frank,
“He's here—and with the Rookwond
chaps, too. He can't have fixed up the
vac with Jimmy Silver. We saw Silver
vesterday, and he never mentioned
Wharton, Flo would bhave been bound
to mention it. And what bas he got his
back up like that for "

“Oh, let him rip!” nm\lnl Johney
L T tell you I'm fed-up!
yon fellows—"
Ilunls-l’
if we're going to Stone-
. we've got to catch our
" urged Bunier.
m:u'h Lout Stonehenge, but we don't
want to lose our train and be late for
at Amesbury !

“ Better get on, I suppose,” said Bob.

Nugent nodded silently, and the Grey-
friars party walked on towards Wold.

Billy Bunter blinked rather curiously
at his compan and soveral times he
grinned a fat_grin, like a fellow who
was in possession of s humorous secret.
Bunter was quite well aware why Whar-
ton's “back " was up to such an exas-
perating extent.

Bunter had, as a matter of fact, for-
gotten all about Wharton that morning.
until the sight of him in the car
the captain of the Remove to his fatuous
memory.

As Wharton was still i m the vieinity, it
waa clear—to Bunter—that he had waited
all the previous day for hunnt to come
to the Blue Lion, and waited in vai

Bunter co have enlightened “his
companions with a few waords, but
was very careful mot to utter those few
waol e consequences of having
read. and destroyed, Nugent's telegram,

would have boen rather too painful for
:hm Owl of rh» Remove.

He kept his own connzel; but he

rinned to himself as he hurd the other
?ﬁllmu diseussing the matter in puzzl
und angry tones.

e party were in good time for the
mm at Wold, and it rolled away with
them for Amesh

As it happened, Nugent had arranged
an excursion that day to see the ruins of
Stonehenge, quite unaware that Jimmy
Silver & Co. had made the same arrange-
ment. Where Wharton and_ the Rook-
wood fellows were going in the car
Nugent bad not the faintest idea; and
he did not think of guessing that the
dallnlhm of the two parties was

B.Ih Runter was comforted by -m':c“

at Ameshury in excellent time for hu

at the CGeorge. After lunch the party

walked ont to Stonehenge, Bunter, how-
to rest st the

od o
halp n

nd he was not disy
ntrete'h "his fat logs, if he coul
He preferred a doze over a
with a couple of teas on his own befu\-v
the party came back to tea—when he
would be quite ready to join them in
another,

Frank Nugent had started ot cheerily
cnough with his friends that bright
winter mumm; but his checriness was
gone now

e tried to keep cheerful, not desiring
to be a wet blanket on the party: but
in spite of himself his face was clouded
and his heart was heavy. And he was
angry, too

Wharton's conduct was, so far as he
could see, quite indefensible. The old
friendship was dead and gone, that was
cloar, and if Wharton wanted it so, let
it be so: but he need not have insnlted
liis old friends in the presence of fellows
from another school; he need not have
bﬁm ywhere near Nugent's home at
all.

Why had he come there, knowing that
in that neighbourhood he might mect his
former friends oy _moment on the
s, if he intended to
a @ this when he met them ?

It looked as if Wharton, in his bitter-
ness and rancour, had gone out of
way to come into coniact w his
carded friends, in order to
wound them,

At Stonchenge, while his friends wera
oxpl z among the ancient monoliths
—strange rolics of a forgotten time-
Frank Nugent left them to it, ars
wandered away by himeelf,

(Continued on page 16.)
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AKNIG

A Gallant I'h-mnrl
ELF ﬂd|

rang through the
frosty air, and the solitary
1

“H
horteman drew rein sharply.

The winter dusk was gathering, and

Hampstead Heath was veiled in  mst,
through which the trees, with their
mantles of glittering snow, loomed like
ghosts.

The horseman hesitated for a second.
He was not sure of the direction from
which the cry had come. But even as he

sed it was repeated, with agonised

the horseman
full over con
, across a level

slope

u
risking an ugly
cealed branches or roc

patch of ground, and so to the brink of

sicep

dashed,

a deep quarry, Here he drow rein an

allo! “Hallo! here are you?
“Qver the brink. Qm.k for Hunrni
n\u-‘ 1 ean hold on no longer.
“Don't let go, my lad. I'll have you
in safety within the moment
And the horseman carefully clambered
over the edge of the quarry, where a

Ioosening Angers.

alender figure hung, clutching an out
mmduu.v root with fast-looseming fingers.

The horseman’s arm was round him
just in time, and slowly, with no little
difficulty, his rescuer drew him back to
safety.

He lay panting on the rmow for a few
minutes, while the man ,a.. e lrn:zr\
lm ers back to I fe

and turned gr-hful l)m s m fi
bt-m above him.

“You saved my life, sir. I missed my
footing in the snow, and T should have
been on those jagged stomes st the
bottom of the quarry by now had it not
been for you. If 1 can show my grati-
tude—

The horseman heiped him to his feet.

He was a youth of some sixteen years,
slender, and good to look upon. = His
well-cut coat and laced tricorn proclaimed
him to be of quality, but there v
trace of the effeminacy of the town

-5

tude, sir—"
seman laughed and
n the back
“Tush, lad!

clapped

There's no question of

gratitude. I only did what any other

wan would ha' done, "Twere best you
'u8 MaGNET Lismrary.—No.

OFTRER

*w%.

as

Peter | When
do you hold

hastened home ere you catch an ague.”

My name 1 Peter Meyrick,” said 0|lr
iy “1 live quite closc to here.
Won't you come back with me?

Mether | your = prae-
would ba glad to welcome you.” tices 1 .
*“No, Sir Peter—you see, 1 know your Her ladyship

always entered into

ame—1 will not come back with you. 1 :
have urgent business to attend to.” | 8oything her eon
r Peter gave & ery of dismay. proposed, and  the
And here have I been hindering you | two were far more like

good friends than parent
end child. Bir Peter, the
clder, bad died when his

1 this time.

Your pardon, sir. Mayhap
shall be in the position to

y o he
bowed to the stranger and turned | %00 Woe but two years old, and
his foce tawards bome, walking sharply priany bataiah, wasall1nll 1o e
restore the eircu to his cramped ",°7"‘ mother.
while his gallant rescuer re They are coming here to-morrow

night, mother, and I am going to Aunt
Clarice’s on Wednesday.  Then to the
| squive’s on Thursday, and back here ox

mounted his horse, and, after watching
the lad out of sight, trotted back to the
road.

| Priday.
Lo i Scogie s “T will have a firc put in the picture
“You are very late, dear!” exclaimed
Tady Murrid, i Pater axtered Iurl'f“”"’—‘ Poter,  You will ba sbla to
boudoir, having thrown off his outdoor | Practise ““?“ Hhae .11 will piay “]"
lothes and donned shoes in place of his | *Pinet till you are used to singing with
ok Biola out accompaniment.”
Sir Peter kissed his mother, and sat | S0 it was arranged. And the next

w s merry gathering in the
gallery. There wers #ix in the
ny, all healthy English lade, used

he saddle in the daytime and music
in the evening.

Lady Meyrick presided at the spinct,
and the old gallery rang with youthful
voices raised in song.

During a rest Sir Peter

| down by the blazing fire to roast chest-

nuts.

1 hnd an adventure, mother dear.
y pleasant one, cither.

th by a shart
Crag
pery and 1

cross the H
, and _walked too
unurn The snow was sl
missed my footing.”

“1 came

related his

A little cry of horror from Lady | adventure of the previous night.
Meyrick. hat .,mmv ought to be fenced
“T clung to a root and called for help. said the eldest son

squire's
for, L,“‘,.u

bighwaymen

Iz came just m time
couldn’t have held on m
gentleman heard me

egad! 1 “It's a deat

Tac 4
“There is a path which runs down it.

of

ir
“ Peter, why did you nm lmn
here, that 1 might have thmked hlm

Id not come, mother, Well

ot a chance to repay him o
shouldn't have been here now
had it not been for his courage.”

There was a moment's silence, in
which Bir Peter thought of the handsom
face that had bent above him, and th
strong hands that had drawn back
from certain death,

Then he roused hin

' forgotten |
hath arranged &
carol m.gmg expe-

N obtain

gentlemen the
They have oft disappea:
its edge when pursued, and
ever discovered how they did

A sudden thought turned

iauin oaly & The
FOf ]

Hla rescuer had clambered so nimbly
over the edge of the treacherous preei-
He would not accompany him

Was it possible that the man he owec
his life to was & common footpad?

“He'd have robl me there and
then !" muttered the lad. “He was no
thief. It was a coincidence.”

If and laughed.
Aunt Clavice

:‘nr our
Christmas

this
Jack

to

.
“To bo sure. It
will be great fun,




|r l)ew-rall
han

“What are This is brutality

you mum-
bling abo: lhe poor fellow is swoo

Peter A tumult greeted the judge's inhuman
Jack, laugh-

ecommand, and at that very moment Si
F foot struck -
pistols,

inst the
hey lay on the
ol and his .-,m lighted upon the
Itlmk mask which had been cast aside in
the struggle.

80 it came about that a thunderous
report caused the travellers to forget
their captive and sw .l to face a
masked figure, who ugly-look
e-pistols at an um-amloruhh

“Trying over
olo?"

was  think-
ing,” replied 8ir Peter,
“Let's have another try
at ‘A Child this Day is
Bun and stab me, Rex,
|( you don' n tune this time

co went on,
the taml-

shouted Sir Peter, dis
as well as he could

s were

s on the Saturday
arning _from hia aunt's
3 ting the quarry this t

ay a finger on yo

frosty air, and then came a great yell
umph.
By xml he's down!

guests in “Macbeth,” the

stood not wpon the order of
ing,” but -went al once.

The coach clattered away and disa)

Dou't Jet him

peared in the distance, and when
The Highwayman ! ter was quite sure they were alone, he
by Sir | loosened the highwayman's bonds and
D N et helped him to his fe
A coach was standing there, Lean on sir
and & great crowd of travellers | Pulling off k
nmlcl- into his deep [mcl.( ts.

unded someone who lay on the

int to resist, the wounded man
llowid Him o sappotd Blia s tis
Grange, where Lady Meyrick was ready

Ho'll slip from

“Truss him up, lads!
well !

we do not bind him

a rough voice, which Bir Poter to help any friendless thing that ever
sed a8 pelonging to Mr. Justice | s0ught her
ull. the most notorious bully in the | - She gave a ory of pity when 8
county. Peter led the S ng man in

her boudoir.
“Bit down here, sir!”
ing a chair to the fire.

Soma peoc wretch of a footpad,”
stered the boy, di uslell at the evi-
+ cruelty of the judge’s manner.

n other voice spoke, weakly and

entreaty

the love of henwu do not bind

inded 3 if you knew what 1
1 swear not to_attempt escapo!”

blood went singing to Sir Peter's

she eried, draw-
“T will send for

e of her that she
made but went straight
lholll the task of mercy,

anger had llnm'k & glass
gly w his_ ars

]

knew that voice, altered though it ound the
by pain; he would have known it
ag a thousand.

iow could be save his rescuer?

The judge's voice spoke mgain, with
r:hln chuckle,

surpri
n.v. 1 bad 1o lhmlﬂll that T owed
my life to Sir Pe eyrick !
holding | out h_
injured hand,

un’
“Many
B

ut
He broke
Inol(éki ROTOSE
k, who

off _and
to Lady Meyric

was  regarding
with no little aston
“ Madawm,
accept  your
'I\ sspitality withoul re-
un\u]u; to you the fact

k ne
Peter heard s great to-do on the | lad an' he's dono his last act in this
world! Inter the coach—sharp's the |

ots wero fired, shouts rang through | word! boys'll be up in no

. TaGemp JTORY FTHE Co9 XL 477

“That ths gentleman saved my life
st the quarry, mother,” finished Sir
Peter,

Lady
nwl

Meyrick came forward impul-

heaven that I have
had the opportuni repaying you
some ittlo of tho grest debt I owe you

he debt is on my side, mada
d 1 cannot llluw ain in
gnorance of i oment
longer. You will nrnlul..l» have heard

“Men

t,” ho

miled wistfully.
Dick u

pi
1f he had ex;
change, the hig

llil‘l[('{] the gentle face to
hwayman had misjudged

to him and laid her hand
ulder.
is a proverb, sir, which tells us

that * gncd lllrl deserves another.
You saved my i

So Richard’ i‘nrpln, gentle of the
road, remained at the Grange an
honoured guest till his wound was
bealed, and then bade his host and
hostess good-bye.

He grn[wd Sir Peter's hand as be
prepared to leave the house.

A thundereus report caused the
travel !u relesse " thelr captive,

They roun ace a masked
fAgure, wha held two volyiooking
miartal m; short

horse-pistols at unco:
range

“You played the highwayman to save
my life, Sir Peter,” he = “Let that
suffice. "Tis a fool's game, after all.”
n wo not prevail upon you to turn
from it, sir?” came the soft voico of
Lady Meyrick.

Furn

from it. madam? Ay
Three Legged Mare! A highw
havo lived and a highwayman I shall
die. There's Black Bess wa for me

at a little inn we both know of, and she

dm'!] never wait for me m vain, Fare-
ends! Forge!
months |I(('r‘ Sir Peter

Ho had ridden up to London and had
been stopped by crowds in Tyburn Lane.

A cart ae slowly down the road,
bearing o tall, slender igure, whase head
was very upright and whose eyes were

proud,
ﬁ.‘e i

A stifled
lips, and, w
a gallop bae
Turpin's l\qr\h had come true; he had
turne 1 the road enly to make his
Inst to the “Three Legged
the gibbet. And so he died.
to two people, at least, his n
always hold kindly memories,

Mare
Bui
THE EXD.
Tur Macser Lisrary,—No. 88L

Peter's
e sot it at

broke from

fre

would
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(Continued from page 13)

Fle was thinking of that meeting with
‘Wharton, and the more h! thought of it
the deeper his anger grew

\\h-l had be done to deserve to be so
treat

His conseience told him, nothing.

During those last weeks at Groyfriars
he had been patient, kind, under tho

wing irritation of Wharton's temper.
E:hufbornn with_his ¢ s h
had borne with him m
fore. The breach had ne
wish, and be had lmpq.vd that
heal: that after the parting, d
vacation, they wmld macl as friends
again ot Greyfriars, wilh all disagree-
ment forgotten, and nothing like n
‘rlzdg« n|| either side. That now was

im|
’Phry would have to mect
as friends, as enemies then,
ose it s0. There was a limit to
ience—an end to forbearance. The

His cheeks burned with anger and re-

sentment at the memory of that cold,

cutting, steely glance from the captain
the Remove in Jimmy Silver's car.

looked up at the sound of Jimmy

oice,
i The Rookwood fellows had Ieft the ear
at the Amesbury inn, and walked out to

Stonehenge. 50 they tame on
Nugent, at a distance from his com-
panions.
“Oh, you here, Silver!" stammered
Frank.

He spoke to Jimmy ; but his cves were
| | a cold. averted
X \'hlanﬂnn

we came over to see (he giddy
Tnir of the Druids, aad you seem to have

loﬂe the same !" said Jimmy cheerily.
““Yes, the other chaps are there. [T
vas just walking round,” said Frank,

yather confusedly.
He pulled bimself togetlier
“I see that Wharton's with vou. I

want to speak to him.  We'll come on
after you rhlpv

fmmy & (o exchanged =
glance, and Ilml on. ITarry Wharton

would have walked on-with them, but
Nugent planted himsell directly in his

path.
“Stop!" he said.
Wharton stopped
The Rookwood fellows. not looking
back, passed on out of sight, towards the
monoliths looming up over the plain.
The two Cireyfriars follows—onee the
olnaut of chums, the firmest of friends,
to face, regarding one
-nullur with knit brows and gleaming
exes.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

‘The Fight !
& WELL"‘ sai hu‘vnt at llsL
 Well ! Whar-
ton, with l whrug of the
"“Iut hiave you got to sar?

hing.
Nuahmg"‘ said Nugent.
Tux Magser Lisnary,—No. 881,

face—the face of | I

“ Nothing at all!” said Wharton, with
a carelessness he was far from feeling.
What is, there to say? Will you let

Bt et

“My rnomh aro out of sight already,”

said Harry, "let me pass, Frank
Nugent
* Not you've explained!”

W, re's nothing to explain. T'm

dom th you and {MI ‘re dona with me.
You've made ear enough, and 1
want to make it :qunlly clear. Now

stand aside!”

ide !

“And you think th
said Nugent, w]ﬂl s ’Y of menace in
his voice, *“¥You think I'm going to be
ed with um"‘
I think you will have to be."

“You've insulted me—gone out of
your way to do it —before fellows belong-
ing to another scl oo—""

*You asked for it! I want to have
nothing to do with you and nothing to
say to you, or your friends, either!”
said W' lurvun. Isn't that pl-m enough ?
How can 1 make it plainer1”

Nugent's cheeks burned.

“It's quite plain enough” he s
Go your own way, hanged
you! I've stood enough from you—more
than any other fellow would have stood.
now "

all I want”

s good enough

said Wharton
Do you want

I'm dono with you! repeated
Nugeut. * You know, if you care tn own
the truth, that it's your own roiten

hat's to blame. You neglocted
lo, and treated him disrespoct-
y )\m bqforo he went to Russia to
his ; and it weighed on your
1 took it out of every
stand it—me nicat of

hillm\- that wuufd
b
Wharton crimsoned.
“That's enunxll' Let me plu
“ Not till you've apologi
The captai s of the Rmme burst into

y. You've been a fake
d, and you want me to say I'm
ty, It's not really likely, is it?"
You'll* apologise. for insulting me
Lefore |hp Rookwood fellows this morn.
ing, or you'll put up your hands!” wid
Nugent  doggedly. ‘ve stood more
than enough, but even the worm will
turn. Take your choico!”

His checks flamed as he saw the
slightly derisive smile on the face of the
cuptain of the Remove.

The challenge was indeed a rash one.
‘The slim and graceful Nugent was no
match for the captain of the Remove—
the best fighting man, with the exception
of Bab Lhnny, in a fighting Form.

l\ngc-nt clenched his hands convul-

\rmn rotter I he breathed
“That's rnml%h Nugent 1*
Nugent trembled with rage.
ou think you can treat me how yon
Jike because you'rs a better man with
the rflnvul ‘We'll see. Put up your

Ilu advanced on Wharton, his face
erimson, his -?u blazing, his hands up.
The captain of the Remove backed away
ut his hands behind him.

you put up your hands?”
ed Nugent furiously.
said Wharton quietly.

“Coward 1"

Wharton shrugged his shoulders eon-
temptuously.

“ At Greyfriars we alwnys umudpred it
bad form fo scrap on a Bumine he said.

“You should h-m ht of that
before. ot oy o

You're
take a licking. n ;-our chaice.”

e l tell you—
Nugent run'lu'll at him, hiiting out,
o himself with anger and exaspora-

“ Hands off " roared Wharton.

“You rotter, you cad, take that!™
Nugent's fist crashed in the face of the
captain of the Remove.

he next moment they were fighting.

No one, secing the two juniors foot to
foot, hand to hand, with faces flaming
with anger n:u:l enmity, uonld have
deemed that the two been the
closest of chums nhmuqhum their school-
da; Both of them had n it
now; both of them remembered only
m;unn. real or fancied.

d\:_nfou ht l'unou-l: foot to foot. A

trap ¥ with a party of sighiseers
bound for Stonehenge, and the ocew m-
stared at the two fighting schooll
Neither Wharton nor Nugent nut-ocd nr
heeded them.

Nugent was no match for the captain
of lhe Remove, but his passionate
and resentment seemed to lend hm
strength, and for some minutes he had
the upper hand. Wharton retreated
before his furions mlnugh‘. with marks
of fierce blows on

Then  he rrmvl\rvd nd began to
attack fiercely in his turn, There was &
crash as Nugent went to the frostx
ground.

He was up again in a twinkling, how-
evet, and rushing .
The ﬁgm. nn resumed furiously, and

paus

hw
ﬁghlmg Then
He was not so soon on his feot
time,
But
Weight and strength were telling against

he clambered up unsteadily.

im, @ was outolassed, and ho knew
it. He knew that he was beaten, but he
would not admit it. He uugely relu. rd
io realiso it, He strugy on
peratel o enatcls vielory e i fae
of

But there was no chance for him. He
vu'nl down again heavily, and lay pant

Illrry Wharton stepped back.
“‘That's enough !” he said curtly.
It's not enough! I'm going on

“You ean't go on!” snapped  the
captain of ﬂne emove. “Don't be s
fool, Nugent."

You rotter! You'll see.”

Nugent scrambled vp. His handsome
face, almost girlish in its delicacy _of

feature, was sadly marked mow. Hi:
strongth was almost gone, but his
courage was indomitable, He would

bave died & _hundred deaths sooner thar
have yielded while he had the force left
in him to raise his hand for a blow.
Wharton backed away.
1 tell y you fool I
gent's answer was a fierce blow,
The captain of the Remove struck it

aside. Again and again Nugent struck
and ain fnd again his blows woere
warded casily, coolly, till he stopped.

panting with rage and shame, Wharton
was not returning a single blow now
He contented himself v.ﬁ defence, and
his defence was child's play. It was the
crowning humiliation to poor Nugent.
He st and panted.
“You've licked me!” he choked
“You rotter, you've licked me! I can’t

sank on a stone by
the roadside, -h-kmg from head to fool.
Wharton looked at him.
hue was compunction in his look.
gent, you loreed me to it.
mm-k !h‘ first blow. You made

ou
me




VERY PRICE
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sht. Goodness knows T never wanted | juniors had met Jimmy Silver & Co., | *Wharton?”

2 5 and exchanged cheery ~greetings with | *Yes

‘ Leave me alone !” muttered Nugent, | them. They had been sbout to leave “ Nugent!”

ith a bitter look. *You've insulted me | when the Rookwooders arrived. and they | Frank’s faco was erimson.
nd humiliated me. I'm licked, and I were are that Nugent had walked | “Yes, Wharton,” ho said. “I-T
know it! l:oul. of my sight, at least.” [ away in the direction ni Amesbury, | started it, if you want to know. I told

Nugent Wharton made a step | which was on their way So they | him he'd gbt to apologise.

wards him nterad along, 1ooking for Lim, wou. e jolly well ought!” grunted

‘ Don’ 1 exclaimed Nugent | dering if he had met with Whatton, who | Johnny Bull. " 80 he would, if he had
hril I tell you! ou | had apparently lingered on the road | any decency

ake me sick "

Wharton stopped, brmhmg hard.

He did not answer. He gave Nugent

¥ one look, and then walked on

‘ards Stonehenge, Five minutes later
#= passed Bob Cherry & Co. on the road,

ning to look for Nugent. They looked

him, and with averted face he passed
sem,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bitter Blood !

OB CHERRY turned his head to
lovk after the captain of the
Remove. His brows knitted in a
dark line and his eyes gleamed.

»d-tempered and placable as Bob
wrry was, there was something i
averted look of his former i end, in
scornful dlsru ard of his existence,

+ “raised his g
m!urn and follow Wharton,
10 account there and then.

ong the other sightscers amid the
oliths of Stonehenge the Greyfriars

behind Jimmy Silver & Co.

They came on Nugent quite suddenly.

He was seated on a stone by the road,
with a rather daszed expression on his
face, d-bbmr at his nose with his hand-
smh.-r hich was reddened as he

a

Bob hurried up to him with a startled
exclamation.

** Franky, old man—"

My esteemed Franky—" exclaimed
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

Nugent coloured as he looked up at his
friends. He tried to pull himself
together, to assume an air of unconcern,
But it was difficult, for he had exerted
himsell beyond his strength in the un-
equal fight, and he was feeling utterly
spent and worn.

“You've been
Johnny Bull.

Nugent nodded.

“Old chap, you look a bit knocked
sbout,” ‘said’ Bob Cherry snxiously, * I
wish you hadn’t Jeft us.” Who w
some blessed hoolig

gt exclaimed

“Where is he?” mlm Juhnny Bull,
uuh a warlike lool mun
was Wharton.
Bob jumnped.

eft.
i J‘nd Im wouldn't1” said Bob.
“N

0.

“But, Frank—

“Oh, T know I'm a fool I"” said Frank
bitterly. “I'm no match_for him. I've
got what I asked for, if it comes to
that. But 1'll try again, next term et
Greyfriars, It doesn't rest here.”

Bob Cherry whistled softly.

He could understand Nugent’s resent-

ment, his bumiliation and impotent
anger. But this bitterness was quite &
new ﬂllng in Frank,

Wharton had
indeed worn out the patience of the
most patient of his chums. Henceforth
it was Nugent who was unforgiving.
“Wharton oughtn't to have handled
you, even if you rowed with
Juh,m, Bull, in his quiet,
You're no match

I wish I'd been
im somebody a bit
tougher to lle, By Jove, I've a
jolly good mind to go after him now!”

ohnny Bull sent a wrathful glare in
the direction of the ancient British
monoliths that loomed over the frosty

eedn’t blamse him, as fur as that
y 1 made him put
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up his hands; he was unwilling. And
ho let me off lightly, 1 couldn’t touch
him, and he knew it, and he—he spaced
ugnnu faco was ed mth

“Next time—next time—"
Let's get back, Franky, old man,”
said Bob thcrry .m.lly

Nugent rose from the stone, and
walked back to Amesbary with his com-
vades. 'I'hey went in a rather moody
silence.

me.’
erimson.

it only too clear that the old
fnondlhxp, unbroken for so long, was
roken at last, and it was not pleasant
to think of it. Next term at Greyfriars
ﬂle Famous Five would e Famous
1o longer—one member of the Co.,
lnd its leader, would be wanting. It
would be a chmﬁc—n change very much
for the wuru. ‘here had been trouble
in il fore, more than once; but
it had llw-yu been set right, sooner or
later. It did not look as if this would
evor be set right. It was nok now a
question of Wharton “coming round,”
as his chums had hoped that he would
after the Christmas holidays. Nugent
was as bitter—moro bitter perhaps—
than the captain of the Remove; he
could not forgive hu humilistion. And
if Wharton should be willin :
bygones be bygones, it was ir]
tain that Nugent would be unwilling.
Many fellows in the Gmy!rllu
Remove considered N a-t “solt “; and
undoubtedly he was t-tempered
and most placable iel]nw in the Form,
slow to uiq offence, quick to forgive
it. But under his softness thero was
of strength of character; and
nce {m mind was made up he could be
lirm enougl
At the George in Amesbury Nugent
did what he could to remove the traces
of the fight, with some success; but
there remained plenty of evidence of n
hard scrap, certain to observed at
once when he reached home. He
warned his comrades to say nothing
about the quarrel with Wharton ; and it
Twas agreed that the captain of the
Remove should not be mentioned; dis-
cussion on that topic could scrve no
useful purpose, That Nugent had been
m a serap " -u]:un true nml sufficient
t

of his face.

Billy Bunter had had two ample teas
at the George during tho absenca of the
R v, and was now ready for a third,

e blinked inquisitively at Nugent'
swollen face over the tea-table.

*“You've been scrapping, Franky,"” he
said.

Nugent made no answer.
not in the least disposed to [’l’l!lly lhe
curiosity of the Owl of the Remove.
Fortunately, Bunter knew wuothing of
the encounter at Stonehenge, and could
not tattle on the subject at the Oaks.

1 say, you fellows, tho Rookwood
chaps came slong here while you were
gone,” said Buater.

“Did they 1" gmmad Bab.

“ They put up car here,” said
Bunter. saw thm from the window.
I say, “hlrton was with them.”

oWas het”

““Yes, I suw him,
.p«uk to th- !ella\ 1
huu o4

you know, I didn't
wouldn't, ycu

d growled lnhmnv ilul]

hluty

what? We can mrk on to them some-
how, ve it
“Cheese it!"” monod Bob. "We're
going home by train. And if the Rook-
oog re coming back here with
Wharto fellows, we m: as well
clear he!nfo they get bac!
“The clearfulness is the
assented Hurree Jamset
—

ruper caj l'l'
tam Singl

.1

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Shut up, and finish your tea
Bunter! You've got only a few minutes
more, and you've only eaten -nourb for
five so ln\ growled Jolmn) Bull

“Oh, really, Bull—"

Nugent had already rison from the
table, Another meeting with the Rook-
wooders, in company with Wharton,
would have been too awkward for ali
wnmrnull

Im jolly well not going to hurry!"
unter.

B Tfiecw's waly i train back to-day,”
said l’\ugent. “I1f you miss that,
Bunter, you'll be landed. We're not
going to’ wait.”

“There's lots of time for the train, and
you knuw it, Nugent. I m not fimshed

"'lhwn \'ou ‘Il stay on n]one.

“Oh, réally, Nugent——"

= Lhm HL

The bill at the inn was settled, and
the Greyfriars four walked out of the
George, Bunter calling after them that
he would follow them to the station
when he had finished his tea. Bob
Cherry & Co. did not heed him. They

id not eare in the slightest whether
Bunter followed them or not. he
choso to lose the train home it was his
own business. They had far more
weighty matters on their minds than
Bunter, weighty as he undoubtedly was
in his own way.

Billy Bunter went on with his tea.
But he slacked down his gastronomic
activities a little. Nugent had paid the
bill up to date, as it were, and any sub-
sequent liabilities incurred by Bunter
had to be settled out of his own pocket.
Bo the Owl of the Remove consider-
ably moderated his transports. Having
finished a large cake, and reluctantly
paid for the same, Bunter resisted the
temptation to order another, and walked
out into the inn yard to look at the car
in which Jimmy Silver & Co. had
arrived, and which wa= still waiting for

I’I-L

"[ m jolly well geiting a li
They can make room somehow. They
simply can’t refuse, especially if 1

p?. at I lost the train. The car

me!
And while Frank Nugent lnd hxl
friends took the train home to
minus Bunter, the Owl of the llemnre
waited at the George for Jimmy Silver
& Co. and Harry Wharton to return
from Btonchenge, quite determined to
get a lift back in the car, and-not to
take nu for an answer.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Light at Last |

oing to make a sugp
hooted Munter, “Silver's leit & car
here and gone off somewhere with his
friends. Well, suppose we wait till they
come lm.k and get a lift in the car
‘boms Tetter than going by train—
'l‘al MaoNeT Liseany.—No. B8l

hnu your car—what "

BAY, you fellows!’
‘fallol 10s Bunltr' " said
Anhur Edward Lovell, without
“Rosm to giva a follow a Lftr”
“Oh
Ju:um- Bilver & Co. had walked

d_back
from Stonchenge cheorily in the frosty

nl’tummn. They wera rather surpri
to sea William t!.mrge Bunter sitting o

their car, evidently wmtm for tn
Hnrry Wharton frowned slightl but
Rookwi fellows ‘k Junter

Fhumouredly,  But .hmm; Bilver
ooked thoughtful over his request for o
lift. As s matter of fact, the car was
well filled with five fellows in it, and
certainly t was no room for Bunter
A slim fellow might have been squeescd
in without great difficulty, but a fellow
of Bunter's extensive diameter and cir
cumference was quite another proposi-
tion.

“Lost my_train—the last train back.

too,” said Burlk-r lnrruwiu]J1 “Hard
hat 1‘! bs no

anxious about me at Nugent's place

eud

“Oh, in that case—"" said Jimmy.
“Oh, make | Toom somehow !
stranded—"

1 say, you
fellows, I'm no end sorry to bother you.
Quite an_accident losing my train, of

course, You see, I badn't finished my
cake when tho oﬂmr fellows went.”
““Oh, my ha

S0 'if you mu; can make room—"
said Bunter cheerily.

As the fat Greyfriars junior was
already ensconced in the car and showed
no sign whatever of miendm.- to move.
it was protty clear that the Rookwoodors
had to make room I‘nr him somehow,
or e]so sling him out by his collar.

“All right, we'll manage wmchuu 4
said Jimmy Silver, with a smile.

The Rookwooders and Harry Wharion
and Bunter crammed into the ecar, and
the chauffeur took his place and drove
the car out of the old streets of Ame-
bury. Wharton sat as far as he could
from Bunter; he was not anxious for the
sociely or the conversation of the Oul
of the Remove.

“I say, you re]lom did you see Nugent
and the ot at Stonehenge’
the Rook-

em,” said Jimmy
t you come and see ti

Lot of rot, il you
. ‘' Besidos,

it one of ynu rhn|--
undull Nugent?"”

“Too much fag.
ask me ! said Bunt,
hungry, 1 say, wi
that

“W!nn"

“He came back to the George faicly
knocked out!” grinned Bunter., “Ile'd
been scra) g with somebody, Omne of
you chaps

Cannml;- not!” said Jimmy rather

sharply.

The, Rookwooders could not help ex-
changing glances.  After the meeting
they had seen of Wharton and Nugent
thq did not nusd telling who had done
the pnnclu

Wharton'
“Well, !lu Ioulud fllr]j m:k" said
Bunter. “SBomebody above his weight

Poor old Franky! If I'd been
there I'd have handled the ¢! for him
and given him a jolly g Im!:m.!

Nugent ain't much of a scra
got pl plenty of pluck, you know, but I-n
isn't a hefty follow. H.nl en trick for a
lp!low to p:tci- into him, wasn't it1"

arton’s cheeks burned.
“l fa his mater will jump when
o sees s face,” ratiled on Bunier

“and his sisters, too. Amy an
think a lot of Frank. I wonder who be

yas scrapping with! Do you kaov,
The captain of the Remove did 10t
m to hear.

“Looks like more snow,” remarked
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v, by way of changing the painful

You should have scen his nose—"
=t on Bunter,

By the way, I've been wnminf to
ws vou, Bunter,” said Jimmy Bilv
You tol ou had lost his t
e came over yeste

the I‘nory

nter squirnred uncomfortably.

i he been a little less obtuse he

«ht have foreseen that Jimmy Silver
d mention the telegram when he
him again. Certainly Bunter did

it mentioned in the presence

v Wharton
C that's -]l right. Bilver!” said
0wl of the Remove hurriedly. “It

t important—it doesn’t matter.’
Nugent seemed to think that it mat-
o said Jimmy rather sharply.
told him you dropped it in the
-room at the Priory, and when the
aps came over yesterday for it we had
d of a 7nakmg everybody in
. It waen't found,
cnrlnn]y never did drop it
u. you remember what you

It's really a bit thick, Bunter!” said
shur Edward Lovell. *Telegrams are
v rather xmporunt and Nugent's
¢ in_the dark about whom it came
ht to try to remember

"
ry \\harlun sal very still in his

c—«nml to him as if an icy hand
gripped his heart,
Was

t telegram ! s
t barely possible— lhd lm mnﬁ.-
ible mistake, after all?
xed on Bunter, who avoided
s The uneasiness of the Owl
5e Remove was manifest. Bunier
wishing from the bottom of his fat
act that he bad not “stuck” the
wooders for a lift home in their car,
0 never mind!” gasped Bunter,
= fact is, now I come to think of it,
e aw
Blew away!" ejaculated Lovell,
hese winds, yon know—"
B Jc if it blew uuay, why the thump
rou tell Nugent you dropped it at
pll(‘e?" exe laimed Raby.
;]wdn

1 mean he was asking me about
waking me up, and T had to shut
p somehorw, you know ; he wouldn't
me go to sk

ell, my only hat!”

[ say, you fellows, it—it Jooks like
-1 mean snow ! stammered Bunter,
ous to get away from the subject.
arton found his voice,

Vhat's this about a Jost telegram?”
voice was husky, “It may have
mine. I telegraphed to Nugent

Oh, it wasn't yours!” exclaimed Bun.
= hastily
How do you know?”
Franky was expecting a wire from
swpuiff—it was from Squiff—-
Haw the thump do you know whom
as from1" asked Jimmy Silver. *It
=+ _lost unopened—or so I understood.”
Yes, exactly—of course—"
Do you fellows know when the tele-
e came?” asked nrrv
It came on Friday,” said Jimmy
er. “Nugent and his friends were
ending the |I-¥ ot my place, and it
e after they’d left home. Dunter
s up late, lllg he came on after them
1 bronght it for \ugmt—-nd lost it
re Nugent saw it.”

yesterday—well, I apologise now.”

““I'm sorry, Nugent,” said Wharton mnullaly.

“You wanted me to apologise
t's face dg;'m soften. "Ya

I dare say—words don't cost very much,” ha said bl
““We've said enough, I think," continued Nugent unheeding. And he hmnd
his on Harry Wharton and strode away.

(See Chapter 14.)

“Oh I muttered Wharton.

“Of eourse, it mayn't have been im-
portant—but it may hav en,” said
Jimmy inte: ightn's to have lost
I reall, ﬂun he might try to
ciber when and how he did it. It
found yet.”

Wharton sat still, his face very pale.

Nugent had not seen his telegram—
Nugent had not known that he was in
Wold that Saturday.

That fact leaped to his mind,

He understood now.

He understood Frank's anger u.l,u] :u
dignation, which had puzzled
angered him. He had never seen me
telegram; he did not know that Whar-
ton had wired from Nice at all.

It was a crushing discovery.

“Oh, don’t worry !” said Bunter. “It's
all right, I tell nn’ Nugent will get it
all right. He's' told his father about it,
and Mr. Nugent is going to apply to the
Post Office on Monday for a copy of it
80 there's nothing to worry about.”
h, I dare say it's all right, then!”
said Juumy “OF course, he can always
get a new copy from the Post u)mm by
paying a fee. All the same—"

immy checked himself, r

that it would be far from
Bunter what he thought of him

Thr.- car ran on through the growing

embering
te to tell

Bunler blinked several times uneasily
at Wharton; but the rllI(llll of the Ro-
move did not speak to him, or look at
Hilh mEaittmch fo b reliol,

Wharton not ut word more
during the journey; vas almost dazed

F the discovery he had made, and
plunged into  deep and 1 rable

thought. He had come back from France
determined that any f.mh«-r trouble with
Id is fault

would not be suspicions or prompt (o
take offence. And lh»s was the outcome,

Certainly he had been right in his
conviction that the telegram must have

een ered at Nugent's house; cei-
tainly not later than Friday morni
That much was certain. But he ¢

not  possil have surmised what hi
happened to it afterwards,

But he knew—he knew—that he ought
to have trusted his friend more.

. Ho knew it, with a bitter, self-acous
ing conviction. He ought to have

mised anything, believed anyih
rather than that his old chum had
liberately insulted and ignored him
his offer of reconciliation.

No wonder Frank had b indignant :
no wonder his long-tried patience had
failed at last.

The car stopped.

Billy Bunter alighted at the gate of
the Oaks. Wharton glanced from the
car at the lighted windows of the hou-s
beyond the frosty trees, There
his friends—there was Nugent, his
marked by angry blows.  Wharion
shivered at that thought. There wera
his estranged [riends—estrangpd "
beyond hope.

“Now for home!” said Jimmy 8il

The car ran _on towards the Pri
The lights of Nugent's home val
behind in the December darkness

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No, 881,
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
rank Nugent's Last Woﬂl!

“ ROM—from Wharton
Frank Nugent rmmm:d the
words.

It was the following day.

Frank stood with a slip of paper in his

hands—the official copy of the lost tele-
gram.

*' Returni

Arrive Blue Lion, Wold,
Saturday.

Il you come there for me?
“Haxry Wiantox,”
‘That was the uhﬁram, which Frank
should have received on Friday morn-

lu‘—wlm:'h he would have received ol
nd-. afternoos hut I'm- Billy Bunlen

mir]d ing inquis
‘5!:5": -hmlad lnhlv

"Bn that accounts!” he said.

“The accountfulness is terrifio,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *'The
esteemed and ludicrous Wharton offered
the excellent olive branch, but the
receiving was & boot on the other leg.
The misay endfulness was great.”

Johnny ull gave a grunt.
retty clear now,”

he said.

I']ul s how the Rookwood chaps hap-
pened to mect Wharton yeste: y—he
was hanging about in Wohl Why
couldn’t he come on heret"

“Why " said Frank bitterly.

“Well, wo left rerl’nln on rather
rusty terms," Bob Cherry tolera-
ntly., “He mlE\t t have felt sure about
his :-mpuon vou know.

“ And why were we on r-utv terms

said Nugent. * Whose fault was that?"
“Wharton’s. I suppose, But—""
Nugent compressed his lips.

“This makes it clear; bub it makes
no difference,” he said. “You fellows
can do as you like, of course, but I'm

fed up, for onc. Lofs of fellows have
told me I was a fool to put up vulh
Wharton's temper. The very first ]y
he eame to Greyiriars I had u fight wit
im i Now I've had

help it. When we go back to Grey-
frnn l shall change my study and keep

distance.
% Franky, old man!" ;:-mnurecl !'k;h
ugent quietl
“1 don't bear any Fr;ndgw[‘l"n ,
don't, at least—but I'm_fed uj lnd l
don’t want any more. You fellows can
do as you like.

“Its nearmx Cl:nskmll said Bob
||u:tnmgly. On—on Christmas, you
know—"

He paused.

Nugent made no answer. He thrust
the crumpled slip of paper into his
pocket, and walked away by himself.
Bunter came out of the house,

at the gravefaced juniors, and
rnllad away after Nnnn(.

1 say, Franky—"

“Don't worry !” Frank.

“If that’s what call being polite
to a guest, Nugent, I can only say that
\our ideas of politeness ain't the same

s min l said_Billy Bunter, with a
gl'ut deal of dignity.

Nugent breathed liard. He was in no
m for Bunter
just then. But he
constrained himse!
to be as civi
possible to his un-
welcome guest.

“Wh is it?
What you
want ¢ he asked.

“That young

rotter,  Dicl
began Bunter.

“Do you mean my brother 1™ growled
“Don't eall hin names,

“Well, I can tell you I'm getting fed
up with him,” said Bunter warmly,
“and his friends, too. I really think,
Nugenr, you needn’'t have had a_gang

Beeond Form fags hers when 1 was
mmmg- You ""f"‘ have known that
1 shouldn’t care for it."

) that all?” snapped Nugent,

Making out that I was reading a
d Bunter. “I picked it up
kv for me, and the Aap

you've been prying into the
lotters !

“Oh, really, Nugent!”

“ Perhaps that's how you eame to lose
my telegram,” exclaimed Nugent, a -ud
den suspicion coming iuto his mind
“Did you open that, too, you Iat

“Oh, blow your telogram!" said
Bunter vishly. “I've heard enough
about that telegram, I can tell you—
you and the other chaps, and your
blessed pater, and Jimmy Silver—as if
a telegram had never been lost before.
What the thump did it maiter, too?
You didn't want to see Wharton!”

“Wharton !" repeated

“You saw bim yest
Bunter. “ My hehel is that it was
Wharton you were serapping with.”

“How did you know the telegram
from Wharton if you didn’t open
uul \n‘rnl bel.ween his teeth.

—I didn"t—"

“You've just uul 50."

“I—I meant—""

vou opened the telegram, and read
it,” said Frank, his face growing hard
and dark. “1 might have guessed as
much; and you never lost it—you didn’t
dare let me know you'd apened it.”

Nugent comprehended at last what had
happened to the telegram.

“0Oh, really, Nugeni—"

“You don’t know the harm you've
done,” said Frank, breathing hard,

“No harm that I can see, old_chap.
You didn’'t want Wharton here, 1 sup-

. Did you want to scrap w:th bun
r::: instead of at

#1—T say—"" stuttered Bunter,

Nugent turned his back on him, and
walked away. Billy Bunter was left
rooted to the ground, staring after him
through his big rpwl.lclu in a state of

great dismay. That Frank was “soft,”
and could be imposed upon nlmolf
any extent, was Bunter's ﬁnd ol

but_he realised now that thers w
limit—it was borne in upon his fat mind
that Nugent meant every word he had
s

“Oh dear!" murmured Bunter. “Oh.
my hat! Beast! Oh dear!”

Nugent walked on with a moody brow.
He was still feeling the effects of the
hapless fight of the previous day, and
he was not in a cheery mood. He
wanted to be alone just ﬁlen. and he
tramped along the snowy road, heedless
of where he was going.

“ Nugent

Frank nhrusd suddenly, and looked
at face flushed at the sight of

“You!" he muttered.

Wharton came um:rlv towards him.

“Frank old I—I've found out
about the telogra: 11 know now
that you never had it—""

Nugent's face set.

“I've had a copy of it from the post
office this morning,"” he said tsc:ln-llg,pﬂ

“Then—then you know—""

Well

Nugent's voice was cold and hard.

Harry Wharton breathed quickly.

“I'm st the Priory now,” he said
“Jimmy Silver has_asked me to st
aver Christimas. I—I came out this w
in the hnpe of coming across you,

n't come to your house.”

"1 |E|o\|ll| think not,” said Frank bit-
terly.

“It was a mistake,” said Harry. “T—
1 thought you'd had my telegram, and—
and—and—"

‘lt wu like you to think so,” said

e \'fhl
“It was like you. You thought I'd
your telegram, and turned you
a rotten, caddish way. Do you think I'i
have thought the same, in your place?”
“I'm sorry,” said Wharton, in @ low
voice.  “You wlnled me to apologise

“You needn’t say any more, Bunter,”
said Frank Nugent, pale with anger.
: lm going out now for an hour—"
come with you. old fellow.”
‘Whﬂ: I come back,” said Nugent,
A | nlnnll expect to find you

“If you're still here.” said Nugent
deliberately, “I shall kick you out of the
necessary, all the way to
I wish I'd taken
and done it the first day.
Bunter—if you know vrhal ()

I mean
good for you, you'll clear, quick."”

Bunter, with fat sarcam. ¢ s:.n]h v, F U, I apologi-e
cad—do him good to kick his heels at
nt's faco did not soften.
r.h‘n‘glu;m?::' in my opinion.” Yl‘m u;‘ﬁ !{“ s rd« rkl:.ldm):-l
“ = = i yery m e said, is
X dido’t—T mean—that s 10| pang gver his bruised fay
- take that back—or do you think a Tew

words will set it rlﬂnt as soon as it
oocurs to yon that you've been a hasty,
hot.tempered fool t

“Frank !"

“We've maid enough, T think,” said
Nu%nl ieily, and he turned his back
on Wharton, and walked away towards
his home.

Harry Wharton 1ooked after him_ fnr
some his own face
Thnn he, lon, lnrned away,

B.tiy Dum(\r was gone when Frank
Nugent reached home. Like the gentle
Macbeth,

upon the order of
his going, butdm

fat junior’s depa
- ture certainly dicl
; mot detract from th-
cheoriness of Fran'
Nugent's Christmis
party.
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zss.u:‘;asmm On the result of a

Whe pays ¢

is .
prepared for him.

lavry P, Wanniker is not such a

footer malch

.'?. a small fortune.

Sir Aubrey Ailen reckons he snoncy
mp '’ of a millionaire, however, to walk olh‘l' rn!n the trap

‘The Captives !
HE yellow light of the guttering
candles peopled the musty apart-
ment  with Hickering
s

her, distorted and grotesque.
sering shadows made uninspis
v for the iwelve men who, .
: gagged, were lying upon the 1ubb|6'd
« of the cellar heneath the Marquis

dows that darted hither and
Yet

Gandy, a disrepu
wicng public house in Little Smith
Storrydene,

ulnPd. deal table ran the length of
r, and ranged along either side
were upturned barrels that served
Sairs. The crumbling walls of the
me place were damp and festooned
cobwebs, and the clammy air was
= with the reek of ap tobacco
we and the fumes of stale aleohol.
sbbled floor was thick .with dirt,
qu.mion of ventilation seemed
scaped the builder of the un-
mhu!rhy hole.
« twelve bound men were young,
mbed, and well-dressed, and five of
amber wore horn-rimmed glasses,
bere was something about the cut
r clothes and the shape of their
that suggested New York ¥.
every hat was a broad-brimmed

aptives were the Chicago Stiffs,
erican tourists who claimed to
it the in Soccer.

iad been in captivity for nearly
four hours.

they knew not why.

amlm‘trr Town on
I||LI H.Dppml

R
the rolm-.\-mg g el s
per on Christmas Day that an

asked if he might

conversationalist, he quickly
hearts of his hosts Ly !.ouo]: ng
American cities and  Am
and it was not long before ho

| was voted a “real “—~which was
high praise indeed. .

Questioned, um fooiballers said they
were booked to play nst Storrydene
Villa on the morrow .gmmn Day. The
game was {o take place on the Chelsea
Tnil und. The Stiffs were to catch
the midnight train to London.

It was then about ten o'clock, so the
Americans were at & Joose end.

“Why not come slong to my club for
an hour 1" suggested the affable siranger.
“We can have a drink and a hand of
rds, 1 know you fellows like poker.”
The mention of poker was the bait to
which the team from Chicago rose at
once, and a little later the party set out
for the Marquis of Gandy, the disreput-
sble-looking public-house in Little Smith
Street.

The affable stranger chuckled as he
escorted the Americans to th club.

“We call it the * Thieves h:lvlu‘n.' o
he explained, “ for our club-room is really
a wine-cellar, It's a freak kind of club,
but thoroughly Bohemisn. We use
candles instead of electric light, and sit
on barrels in; of chairs. The Thieves'
Kitchen is the most exclusive elub in the
Midlands, gentlemen.”

The adventure made an immediate
appeal to the footballers, and they were
smiling like & crowd of schooll as
they followed the affable stranger across
the bar-parlour of the Marquis, through
s small, curtained door, and down a
ﬂxnll'. of narrow stairs,

Halting before a baize-covered door,
m guide had rapped in mysterious
fashion, and slowly and noiselessly the
door had opened.

A dozen masked figures were seated
round the stained tal and no sooner
did the Americans enter, blinking in the
flickering candlelight, than they found
themselves covered by a number of
gleaming revolvers.

The affable stranger’s affubility
dropped like a closk as he rapped out
the comman

“Put "em up!

He also warned his guests against the
futility of putting up a fight. He men
tioned that it was a habit of the Star-

guy

light Boys to shoot first and apologice
afterwards.

Bewildered by the dramatic turn of
events, the footballers
themselves to
at the back of their minds they believed
that the whole thing was s “rag,” the
stranger's idea of a joke,

The masked figures had slipped from
their barrels and vanished without a
sound, leaving only a squat, guomelike
oreature in cfnrn. a broad-shouldered,
bow-legged brute, who appeared at
regular intervals and atiended to the
prisoners’ wants. And nearly twenty-
four hours had passed, and the foot-
ballers were still bound and gagged.

It had already dawned upon them that
this was a queer kind of rag.

Nine tinny chimes floated into ihe
collar from the upper regions, and then
the door opened noisclessly, and the
affable stranger walked into the place,
his swarthy features twisted into a broad
grin.

Behind him came the gnomelike higure,
ite gnarled fists dangling almost to its

massive head on one s
horrible.

s, Gumper !” order
the affable strauger, sealing bimsell at
the head of the table.

He looked perfectly at ease,
though lw had held twelve Ame

their cramp
| glared across at the young man who had
| betrayed them, and twelve angry men
| began to talk at once, their nasal voices
| echoing through The Ameri-
| cans had the gift of pungent and pic

resque expression, and the things they
said to their host. were persoual and to
the point,

Baut there was a good deal of the sala-
mander about th able stranger, for
he merely smiled blandly as be listened
to the white-hot bombardment of hlis-
tering threats and abuse

£

1 "1 suppose you will have ta
pause an breath v he nest huxlw
, do

oke 1"
Tue Macxer Lisrany,—No, 881
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SCOTT COMING SOON!

Taking a cigar from his caso he lit
up, and smiled through the blue haze
J’ smoke, znd little by little the din
died down.

‘ u

“ Bay, drawled a big-limbed fair
man wil.ﬁ a closo-cropped head, “d'you
wind puttin' us wise about this circus?

1 suppose you kuow that you've kid-
napped twelve American citizens, and
that there'll be a whole heap of trouble
abotit it? You're soon goin' to learn
that it doesn't do to mankey with the
Btars and Stripes!” ;

The young man with the cigar_smiled
round at his glowering guests. o ap-
peared to be very amused about the
whole thing. _

“ Aren't you somewhat 1|ulgcm form-
ing your judgment, my dear Behmidt?”
he asked, “You seem to take it for
granted that 1 am at the bottom of this

{] actical joke.”

What I

Tyelve furious men shouted the word.
“ You've been the victims of a practical

joke,” smiled their host, dropping his

¢ ash into a pewter tankard.

ago skipper, nodded

oad
Sure,” he agre “we've
victjms all ri on this

d financed the tour. _
w, come off it, you cheap stiff 1"
growled Clancy, the centre-forward. “Is
Tt likely that he'd have kept us locked up
en we should have been playing

Storrydene Villa at Chelsea?™

“Quite likely,” smiled the young man
with the cigar, “It's a long story

“Then [ gness you'd better spill it!"
put in Schmidt. “And what about cut-
ting these blamed cords?”

e ether man hositated for perhaps
two seconds, that was all.

“Gumper,” he said, turning \lfoon the
dwarf, “release these gentlemen "

In  the circumstances it was @
courageous thing to do, for the foot-
% had vowed to take a terrible ven-

host t qu.
“old-timer "

i
t's hear

the
* Bhoot,
Schmidt.  “ Lef
*In the first place,” sai
for he it was, of course,
that Wanniker is running you

growled the burly
t arn.”

Nugent Ailen,
“do you think
fellows for

the good of his health 1"
The sudden guestion took the foot-
ballers nolma‘lmly by surprise, for there

was & wealth of meaning in the words.
The heavy jaw of Patsy Clancy utted
centre-forward leaned

v littlo eyes.

.. you,” drawled Patsy, “ what are
you drivin’ at? Harry P. Wanniker is
one of the whitest men I know, i
you've only got to say half a word
g -

'm not saying anything against
him,” put in Nugent hurriedly. “I was

1nerely preparing you for a surprise.”
“‘Say a word against Harry P. ¥
ean pare yoursell for a surprise

growled Schmidt, gazing reflectively at

one mighty fist. “Dut go ahead I
Nugent Beasley Ailen looked anything

but happy.as on.
“It's like thi said, glancing

round at the hard faces. Wanniker

and Bir Aubrey Ailen—the chairman of
Tue MaGNET Lisrary.—No. 83L

Storrydete Vil vou know—had a big
i the rity match between the
Villa and the Chicago Stiffs—"

The game we were sup| to p!ni'
this afternoon?®” put in Schmidt.
“Exactly,” said Nugent. “Both men

stood to win or lose a small fortune, and
it was Wanniker who decided to make
sure of the dollars. vell, he wired me
last night, and according to his
instructions, 1 took the
liberty of kidn: you gentlemen!”
The Americans exchanged glanees—in-
credulons, angry
‘(o on " growled
“ Wanniker, meanw!
men to take your place,”
Nugent, increasing the atter amazement
of his hearers, “and it was those substi-
tutes who turned out against the Villa
and got beaten by eight

broke in bali a _dozen ex-
and Nugent Ailen waved

the interruption aside.
“His big bet with Sir Anbre{ Ailen,
the Storrydene chairman, was all part of

a money-making scheme, for his agents—
both here and in America—were backing
Storrydene Villa to defeat the unbeaton
Chicago Stiffs; and it is safe to say that
never has so much money been at s
on the result of a Soccer match. It was
absolutely imperative that the Sti
should lose, so Wanniker decided upon
bold stroke, and played substitutes. He
took a great ri of course,
gambler's 1o it o series of risks.
new it was useless to appeal to you
fellows, and ask you to stand in with
him, for you are above selling a match;
but T am authorised to land each of you
two hundred pounds in notes on condi-
tion that you say nothing about what has

happened !
’qulrn hard-faced Americans ex-

changed glancos
“The dirty skunk " growled Schmidt.
hinks he can bribe us with

1" draw v, looking
cious. The poor mutt !
But that t all,” put in Nugent

Ailen, producing his last card. “You

fellows are due to play on the Chelsea
United ground at half-past two to-
morrow, and you are to play to win!”

This was an evening of surprises, and
the footballers were ready for anyth

“Go on, spill it!" growled Kelly, 519
goalkeeper,

“T don't know full particulars,” said
Nugent: “but another game has been
arranged between you an: the Villa, and
again there is a lot of money at stake.
And Wanniker has backed you to win

t a similar stake put

8 " he growled. 1
tell you straight, boys, I'm through with
him. shall turn out to-morrow.
What's more, I'll see that Storrydene
Villa win again, and by a scare of goals
this time! v P. Wanniker's going
to learn a lessor

A ennmn%llm ¢
Ailen's fleshy features as

flitted across Nugent
the er

players nodded.
The Chicago Stiffs were goire to play
to lose!

Tne Mystery !
WELVE  hard-faced Americans—
the Clicago Stiffs and_their
trainer—arrived at the Chelsea
Unil.edd'mmid on the stroke of
two o'clock, and they lost no time in get-
ting to their dressing-room and lock:
the door, and scarcely had the ke wm:s
than somebody raitied the handle.
“Say, open up, bovs!” eri arry P.
Wanniker. *I shall be tickled to deat
to sec you again!”

Silence.
“Say, you Seiffs, T'm Harry P. 1"
Silence.,

“What's got you, boys!" demandel
the le bed Ametrican, his long
horse-like face flushed.

Silgnee.

Harry P. Wanniker was the most sur-
prised man in London at that moment.

and he did not take kindly to this extra

ordinary trestment. What had bitten
the boys? he nsked himself. Perhaps
this was a joke.

He rrunh-d,

“TI seo 'em later,” he growled, his
brow puckered. “Can’t think what's got
‘em, the wops!" .

Harry P. did not see his men uniil a
few minutes to the half-hour, and then
they swept past him as though he were
complete llrdlngc".

H .
b he eried, following the
footballers down the passage.
chase _yoursolf I growled
Sch and Wanniker pushed his
broad-brimmed hat to the back of his
head and fumned.

Blurr%xlcnn Villa had already taken
the field—the same team that had
played the Americans before with the
exception of Hoppy Hawkins. The
Villa’s redoubtable goalie had been nn-
fortunate enough to contract & bad chill.
The doctor had placed him on the sick
despite Hoppy's continued avowal
that he was as fit as o fiddle. Gordon.
the reserve goalie, was therefore called
upon to fill the gap. The looks of sur-
prise when the Vilia team set eyes upon
the Americans were comical to behold
The Stiffs certainly bore somo re-
semblanco to the elevon who had been
so severely trounced, but the re-
somblance was_vory slight.

1 suppose they played their reserves
vesterday,” said Peter Voyce, address:

‘mﬁ. Noyle.
"fho other man nodded, n pusmled
light in his eyes.

That's about it, old mant”

agreed. “It's dashed rummy,

Wish we had old Hoppy with us!
And so thought all the other Villa

players.

The team was given n?m!uﬂh" time

for speculation, for referce—a
fussy-looking  individual = in  bagey
eyeling knickers—held w hurried con-

sultation with his linesmen and whistled
pers to the centre.

d you play a reserve team
lad!" asked Heft ebble,
ping Schmidt's nuhlmu‘ad hand.

“Rure " drawled the American. And
Hebble did not understand the meaning
of the little smilo that flitted across the
fellow’s clean-shaven features.

The choice of ends fell to Hefty, and
he decided to play with his back to the
sun; and within one minute from the
kiok-off Peter Voyce, the Btorrydene
centre-forward, had carved his way
through the Chicago defence and tested
Kelly with a tricky rising shot. Making
a too wild spring across the goalmouth.
the custodian just failed

ester-

to_accomplish

the ball crashing
the upright and
. And thus did

of being one goal down in the first few
seconds of the game.

Neither Kelly nor his team-mates
soemed to ied by the early re-
verse, for the forwards were smiling
somewhat grimly as they sauntered up
;I;n field and looked across to the club-

use.

Harry P. Wanniker, standing on the
balcony, did not miss thase grim smiles,
led jerkily at his long black
muttered.

nd ho p
cigar and
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“What's bitten "em?” he asked him-
«|f again and again; and he turned
harply as a throaty, unpleasant laugh
ame to his ears.

He found Bir Aubrey Ailen, the chair-
wan of the Storrydeme club, at his

how,
_“Hallo, Bad Man, you here!” he

rawled.

Oh, yes, I'm here!” grinned the
aronet. “ And I'm likely to stay here
as well! I'm going to be right on the

I'm
king no chances about that cheque !
ile shot a cunning side glance at Lord
Landsdale as he made the remark.
Don’t worry your pretty head about
at cheque, Man,” drawled the
an from New York, his clear eyes
-rmw}iln , “His lordship's looking
e

‘es—and who's looking after his
rdship ! sneered Ailen.
Sir Aubrey never missed an oppor-
nity of insulting the fine old sports-
or a plebei could not
or having been born
And on the present occa-
m be made the mistake of going a
ade too far.

‘sptain Denny, Harvey Graine, and

ier members of the Imperial Sporting

b were with Landsdale, and it was

= former who advanced swiftly upon
Ailen, gripped the [ellow bodily, and

ing him over the rail of the balcony
th & show of strength that made the
lookers gasp,

Ailon was no light-weight, yet Denny.
& over the rail, ed to hold
king burden at arm’s length.
“Let go, you maniac!” shouted the
crified  baromet, struggling madly.
Help! Leggo, you idiot!"”

Sir Aubrey made an unhappy choice
of words, for it was not his wish that
Denny should let a nasty drop
awaiting him should the gallant officer
obey m command—but Denny, ever
ready to oblige, opened his museular
fingers and allowed his burden to shoot
towards Mother Earth with the speed
of a huj comet.

Ailen not come to earth, however,
for it so happened that a flat-topped
barrow was standing directly beneath
the spot from which the baronet started
non-stop flight through space

v stacks of bills

spect head disappeared
beneatis the slopping surface, and the
weight of his portly body brought the
barrow, the bills, and the whole concern
down with a resounding crash.

1t was an angry billposter
n with a mottled complexi
walrus moustacho—who suddenly

ared on the scene and took a running

ick at the portion of Sir Aubrey that
was protruding through the tails of the
tight-fitting morning-coat.

“Come on! Outs tha
indignant bill-poster, his
tache bristling like an excited serubbing-
brush. “Out of it! What d’yer mean
by poking your nose into somethin’ that
don't concern yer? Nosey! That's
what you are! Ain't you ever scen a
pail o' paste before "

Thud! Thud! Thad!

Three kicks, landing in quick sue-
cession, found & billet between the
baronet’s coat-tails.

“Come onl Out of it, I tell yerl”

icking with
s & fine

roared the bill-poster, still
neatness and precision. ¢
thing when you can’t leave a bit o' paste
lying about! It didn’t do you no 'arm.
did it? The paste was quiet enough!
1t wasn't interfering with no one!
Docile—that’s what that paste was:
Nover mess about with another bloke's

paste! That's my motter! That's the
motter  that's carried me through
life—

It was at this moment that Bir

Aubrey Ailen, Bart,, scrambled to his
feet and wrenched the pail off his head,
a sticky mess streaming down his faco
d smothering his fancy waisteoat.

The “fans,” who should have been
sympathetic, lct out a yell of callons
laughter that m hare been hcard all
round the ground,

Sir Aubrey, incredible though it may
seem, did not swell the volume of merri-
ment with a gladsome “Ha, ha, ha!”
Instead, he pranced around and shook
his podgy fists at the moist-eyed towns-
folk who were enjoying his antics.

He of the walrus mousiache again
took a hand in the proceedings, and it
was obvions that he failed to recognise
Sir Aubrey Ailen, Bart

“Oh, said the bill-poster
pleasantly, glaring down at the pas
bespattered gentleman who was his
employer. “Oh, ho! Tryin' to 'ide
Enm’self in my pal

wouldn't spot
'ave that, y' know|
that!”

“Can’t you, you boitlo-nosed idiot!"

Sir Aubrey—and the mnext
moment he swung the bucket aloft and
" Walrus, after which he
turned sharply and tore towards the

o 'l
Sir Aubrey’s spectacular dive into the pail of paste brought the barrow, the bills, and the whole consern tumbling down

with a resounding erash, ** Hi !

Outa that !

roared an indignant bill-posier, and he took a runnin;
of Sir Aubrey's anatomy that was protruding through the tails of his morning coat.

Kkick at the portion

his page.)
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ANOTHER BRILLIANT FOOTER YARN NEXT

MONDAY, BOYS!

steps of tho club-house, lmum' n sticky
teail of paste in his wake.

[ E—

Harry P. Is Suspicious !
ARRY l’ \\'A\\IKEE of New
H York looked about as
dmriul u 'a |I3:Fuptw owl, as
he chewod savagely at his long
'bl.ck cigar and glared towards the field

|r Anl.nro Anlonn neat dnu |||k- the

te had corl ag its
su le, but the mlarlu hul al-
Fpeen _ forgotten by the loan-

|—he was

His team of nl;lwl s, |||u
had carried “e? 1
since thoy landed in .rlghud were

l’ down to Btorrydene Villa;
and 2 tho & game had scarcely starte

It was extraordinary, unbeljevable,
catastrophic, but it was not the carly
reverse that was troubling Harry P.
Wanniker; and neither did the twenty-
five thousand pounds he had at stake
enter into the mmatter.

H angey and worried
viour of his players—
. Gluckenheimer, and
They seomed to re-
joke, and they even

over the

Lol
Hchmidt, Clancy,
the rest of them.
gud the match as
8o far as to earry Leter Voyce up

Toa e after the youngster had scored
his second goal.
Haitry I'. was a hundred per cent
but—hang it all—that was

uys have plumb loco!”
muttered Wanniker, his strong fngers
closing round the rail of the balcon

with a p(mcr thn threate ne(l to_crusl
the wood.

matter with them
from the eyes upwards
Harry I’. found small comfort in this
refloction, however, for there was some-
thing coldly sane about the Chicago
Stiffs, as they played their Jeisurely, un-
hurried game, never making the least
offort to get on even terms with the
Villa; and Harry P. lost all patience
when Peter Voyce was allowed to break
away, to walk round Grebb and Berry,
and bring off the hat trick.
at was bad mouqh of course, but
when the Americans closed in upon the
youngster  and ahcnl dered him _in
triumph, it looked as though Wanniker

would leap over the baleony and dash
on to the field,
“Say, you dear old ladies!” h_e

yullud. cupplng his hands round bis
“Why don’t you kiss
Yon ri' sire pvm him the willies!™
Wanniker's metallic voice reached to
overy corner of the ground, and the
Stiffs were grinning as they turned with
studied deliberation and looked towards
0 clubhouse.

im?

“1 guetss we arve givin' him the
willies,” said Schmidt, glancing towards
Patsy Clancy.

His remark ﬂmhd back to the burn-
ing cars of Harry niker, and sent
that geutlem the verge of

’[‘Lc famous American sportsman was
u an utter loss to understand what had
over his eleven, and every
rmmc--l added to his rage and discom-
fiture; but he brightened up mewlml.
when  Gluckenheimer, taking a
from Maddenburg, beat Coyno vuth
almost childish case, and set across
Storrydene !crmory.

roared thousands
as the inside-left
and Thirlboy

er-cy ans,
darted betwoen Do
and reached the penalty arca. The en-
couraging yell changed to a hollow
groan of disap) mntuwnl. as the Amori-
slam at goal and sont
ng fully five feet above

nimer mi lnwa dnm his
best, o course, bu 3 eyes
!nlp:lng fire, had his own D[III‘IIDH upon
the point,

“They'ro  sollin' me, the Iu'
downers 1 he mused, a trifle bitterl
for he had spared no expense in il e
matter of the tovr. “That cur Ailen bas
got at ‘em!”

Scarcely had the thought flashed into
his mind than he swung round and
strode across the balcony o the smoke-
room of the clubhouse. The first person
he encountered was Ailen, who, washe
and brushed, and wearing & borrowed
overcoat over his damaged suit, was
ooking little the worse for his un-
phnn-nt experience.

@  barone unlovely face was
mmd mw ly grin, and s cigar
!ulu the corner of his thick-
ipped muuth And he had something
to fecl pleased sbout, of course,
nothing |’u than a miracle could give
the game to the team from Chicago.

Sic  Aubroy's twenty thousand
pounds were safe; W was who
would have to amount
to the Cit; ital. For
that was whi

ro the stake money Nugent
Nilcn had ghbly talked about would go.
*Not a bad game, old man,” remarked

Ailen affably. '-\\h-t 1 meon to say, it
whiles I\SIL very
plelﬂnﬂ)-—m ] ami - IM depends

one's point of suppose.

think my ‘team ought m win by a
uarrow IDargin—a ls or so!
ik your follws would posi-
at shove-ha’penny ! They're
ght build for the game!”

badin: was of a poor order,
...d H.m- . Wanniker grunted
hu greed, his eyes narrow-
mn’. u d:ed r man's
fleshy mnwnuln- “I don't want you
to think mo suspicious, old-timer, but I
asmm you ain't trying sny tricks to-
ay ?

Sir Ailen’s grin vanished, and gave
place to an expression of pained sur-
prise,
begad Ueuld you believe me guilty—" he

Suﬂ.- ) gﬂnmd Harry P, “I'd believe
. You'd rob a

ing
strode across thc cu t and passed out

of the room, and Sir Aubrey looked
anything but happy as he watched the
leas figure disappear.

“Where's he off to, I wonder?” he
mused uneasily; and he wondered how
he could prevent Wanniker holding even
u brief conversation with the Stiffs.

Only one more goal was sco scored belfors
half-time, Coyne finding the net with a
long, low dr and the footballers

from Chicago came in for a certain

Sir Aubrey Ailon was engaging
Wanniker in earnest conversation, as the
Americans passed into their dressing.
room, and the former smiled as he heard
the, doar slam and tho key turn in the

’J hrlutmg the baronet aside, Harry P.
dashed down the corridor and banged
upon the door with his hard fists,

“Bay, let me in, midt " he
shouted, a tinge of anry colour in his
cadaverous cheeks, his lean jaw jutting.

“Go, chase yourself |” came B voicu
from within the room.

Mutter: Wanniker whipped a re-
volver from his hip-pocket und el-npnd
the muzzlo against the keyhole.

“Open up, you boobs!” he shouted,
his eyes blazing. “Open up, or Ill blow

the Jock and the lot of to Harlem !
I give ¥ five seconds! ( wo—
three—' The trigger-finger
twitched. “ Fonr—'

The key turned in the lock and the
door swung open.
Out to Win!
S TROLLING into the dressing-room,

arry P. Wanniker throst his
Stetson off  his forchead and
looked round at the eleven muti-
nous faces,

There was a tense silence for fully

five seconds, and then Wa er 8]
L nin't plensed with you guys,” came
the mild announcement, and the remark
brought a queer smile into Schmidt’s

blue eyes.
“ Hear llut ha\ he asked, klam-mg
at his wmen. “H t pleased with s

No, Mr “‘mmlﬂ»r,

1 don't suj you
are. It's liko this: W g

to sec
dollars

Harey P.'s long black
rrnm lns thm hppr:i muulh nul led

hmnlhed. looking very
1 don’t get you'! I know that
somethin's got you, so I suggest that
You come across with the whole story,
1 tell you, hoys, by the natty
n wblnl«eu of George P. Washington,

that T don't undorstlnd lhu business,

There's somethin where.

Has tll;t nlmnk .'hh-n zul -nylhln to
with it

Harry P. Wanniker was very earnes!
as he put the question, and it dawned
upon Bcllmldt and lhl olhnr- Ihlt they
may have be asty in swallowing the
story that it put up to rim- 4
the cellar in Btorryde:

“(.,on[le on! said
signs of impationce.
have it without tr

ker, showing
it! And let
i There

i t he
been bluffed, Sehmxdu. plun;:d into
their story, tnunhmg upon the main

mu in crisp, y sentences, and the
horselike lemm.-: of Harry T
er became as hard as granite as
hn listened to the tale of Sir Aubrey
Ailen's perfidy, and the harsh things
er said about the portly baronet
|hrullenc:!. to blister the paintwork and
rip the paper off the walls

arry I, was a very angry man at
moment.

amonnt of Fharracking” as they clus| “And now liten to my end ur ol
tered round ga:... 3 ahd moved neroes | yarn,” be said. !hnemr at
the turf in a bod and quickly, l-m ¥, he told his bn-n:r‘

" Wako up. ffs1 You're like a lot
of old w

e Thuy weren't trying1”

Cluckenhei Led
the crowd hoped fur the best.
Tug MaoxeT Lisnany,—No. 881,

and

“ Brighten up, your ydeas, Chicago 1"

The “barracking * was mild and good-
natured, and Ekhnudt and his warriors
were ¥ roug!

the marrow pu-gv beneath the grand
stand and disappeared from view.

the facts of Lhe case, starting from the
Wednesday evening, when he had met
Sir Aubrey Ailen in the smoke-room of
rial Sporting Club in Northu:-
berland Avenue.

He mentioned how he and Ailen had
backed their respective clubs for twenty-
five thousand pounds aside, and touche:d
upon the telegram that had taken hir
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The portly figure of Sir Aubrey Allen was

light of fury glowed in his little eyes.

obvious intention of im|

tearing across
You're not trying, you
him. “ You're a traltor !

i

baronet was brandishing
* he shou

an umbreila, and the
rushing st Peler Voyce with the

(See page 27.)

haste to Paris on the morning of
game. He told how the wire had
ed to be & ruse to get him out of the
ry, and how ho had hired an _aero-

reached the Chelsea United

snd on the stroke of time, and dis-
ered that the so-called Chicago Stiffs
e all complete strangers to him.
It was not until later that he learnt
it was the notorious Starlight Boys
had captured the Stiffs and imper-

wcated them in the game against Storry-

= Villa.
Sublimely oblivious of the fact that
anniker had discovered the plot, Bir
srey had turned up at the Imperial
rting Club after the match, and had
sanded the American’s cheque for
aty-five thonsand pounds, and he had
ved the shock of his life when Harry
ad strolled into the crowded smoke-
om and denounced him,
W anuiker, of course, could have mads
riminal case of it, but he preferred to
the baronet where it would burt him
in the pocket.
It was agreed that the real Stiffs,
ing been released by Ailen's orders,
ald meet Storrydene Villa on the
owing day—Satu nd the result
the game was going to make a differ-
e of twenty-five thousand pounds to
er Wanniker or the baronet.
Wanniker, in forcing the bet, had felt
sadent of victory, yet hall-time found
s losing by five goals to
len, it seemed, would have the last
eh, after all.
1t looks to mie, boys,” drawled Harry
“as though your durned
nature is going o cost your

le  Wanniker something like
wdred thousand dollars. But it
cash that's troubling me a he
sther is it the thought that you'd

f your Uncle Wanniker.”
Schmidt and his men looked doleful
{ down-in-the-mouth as they gazed up
the tall American, and they wanted

quietly,
haritablo

to punch themselves for baving doubted

im for one moment. They thought
longingly, too, of what they would do io
the affable stranger when next they came
across him

“1 dunno what to say or
it, old-timer,” said Schmidt
fully, “but if you feel you'd like to kic
me into the next State, I tell you to go
right shead. We've been s bunch of
boneheads !

“Now then, you [ellows!” came the
}.n-h'lllllne voice of the referce. “Show a
eg !

Harry P. Wanniker was .Illxilin%.

“No, 1 don't wanta boot you fellers,
‘cause I like you too much,” he said.
“But there's somethin' you can do for
me."”

An eager chorus broke from the foot-
balleis.

how to say
almost

it
e i, bo' I*
suggest,” drawled Harry P. Wan-
niker, “that you ginks win this maich
for me.”

“And we sure will!” cried Schmidt
and Clancy. And the team from Chicago
raced out of the dressing-room and took

the Geld.
S house when the Chicago
filed across the cinder-track and

took the field, and a puzeled light dawned
in the baronet's dark eyes as he noticed
that something very like a “metamor-
phosis had taken place during the short
mterval, There was a subtle
in the demeanour of Wanniker's !
Gone was their casy-going, don't
attitude, and in its place wis an air of
grim  determination  that Ailen found
strangely disquictening.

The other people on the baleony also
noticed the peculiar bransformation, and

The Last Laugh !
IR AUBREY AILEN
ing upon the balcon:

Ve

nobody seemed the least bit surprised
when the Americans broke away imme.
diately after the resumption of play and
down the field like & human ava-

nche,

s spirited movement was greatly
liking of the “fans,” and the

spacious enclosure was soom a scene of

iotous, leathern-lunged pandemonium.

o on, the States”

That's the ticket 1"

“You're all over 'em, Chicago!”

Even such old stagers as Denning and
Thirlboy seemed to lose their heads in
that moment, but Hefty Hebble looked
as stolid as usual as be ambled forward
to meet the attack,

Gluckenheimer, Clancy, and Schmidt
speedily proved that they knew the short-
passing game from A to %, as Helty was
scon to learu to his cost, for they bluffed
the big fellow with the utmost coolness,
and mude an opening for thei
forward, who drove a terrific shot and
almost smashed an upright.  Striking
the hottom of the post, the leather tors
into the net, and the wild yell of “ Goal !
broke simultanecusly from thousands of
throats.

Grace, llebble’s burly partner, was
largely responsible for that goal, for he
skipped in front of Gordon and gave the
reserve custodian not the ghost of
chnm-"i

»

grinned ruefully as he fished

ball out of the not.

(he crowd, of course, was almost d

rious with dolight, for thero was likely
be xcitement if the famious

)
Beiffs r the form that had en
abled th v beat Manchester Town

rack teams,
s 1

ot ‘e light I
ah then! What abart it 7
The Americans saw that no time wa<
wasted, and scarcely was play resmmcd
Tue Magxer Lismany.—No, 581




“ LOOK OUT FOR THE NEW DETECTIVE STORY BY—

than Gluckenhsimer robbed Coyne of | pulled joyously at his black cigar, and | probably saved Harry P. Wanniker
the ball and sent Doss away down the lled across the balcon: rom physical violence, for the baronet
Jine; and Gracs, remembering Ailen, this min't a bad game, | was clenching his podgy fists even as
jous blunder, became sudde is it 1" drawled the America an  ear-splitting  voe Y i

od  tackled with all s away an afternoon—what nounced the fact that Patsy Clancy had
Subiloty of & baby olepbant. Doss, a| He grinned down into Sir Aubrey’s | beaten the unhappy Gordon with
wizard-winger, had not the slightest| blazing eyes. lot depends upon | rasping

ulty in_ waltzing round the burly | one's point of view

it ippose, Didn't il

k. the ‘centre he dropped into| you mention something about it a little [ “Only two wore, you Btiffs!”

the goalmouth was as near perfection | while back? fellors had |  * Attaboy !

as a centre could be. better chuc take to cal-| Oh, you babes! et em alight,
The Chicago backs and hall-backs | lecting stan eing about the | Chicago [

wars i bty i i g i v thing they could lick Sir Aubrey Ailen appeared to be the

mannce in which they swept the ball
and the Storrydene defenders over the
goalline was & new departure in goal
tactics,

o
Wanuiker was paying Ailen back in | only person on the ground who was not
the latt own coin; and a savage | shouting himsell hoarse; but certain it
from Ailen. is that %\c would have raised his throaty
got v voice had he not been past coherent
you—you lean fish ! narled  the | speech. He could do no more than
baronct, his little eses popping out of | splutter, little eyes goggling, his
his head. “You seem 1o forget that{ head whirling.
gir | we're got a three-goal load !” . “ One—two—three I roared the fans.
The American’s long black cigar | And it seemed to Sir Aubrey that they
solled leisurely from one comner of the | were mocking him.
thin-lipped mouth to the othe The score stood at five to - three:
“Sure,” nodded Harry P., “but sy ‘Wanniker's team needed only two more
h

o
dram, finger towards the centre
took not the slightest notice
Aubrey Ailen, who was gesticulating
wildly” from the balcony of the club-

That was a foul, ref " shouted the

boys have got plenty of time in which} gonls t liso !
- 't 0 ay ¥, goals to equalise !
basonet, *Done vou khow rough sy | co” wipe the carth with your bunch of |~ And thres to
gans, sir! hali-witted paralytics ! ave a cigar, And there was his cheque for twenty

i ; bad man five thousand ponnds at stake !
The air was throbbing with sound, of | “'gir  Aubrey Ailen was very angry e mers pﬂ.uuxht seemed  lo go
course, so Sir Aubrey's remarks were | yith Wanniker; but he made it & rule | straight to Aileen’s brain and madden
lost in the din; and those fans who | nover 1o refuse anything—eren from his for he looked anything but sane
heard his throaty voice merely turned | worsi v. ay he swung round and shook a Reshy
their heads and grinned up at him. “1 dow’t mind if T do!” he growled, | fist under the American’s aquiline nosr
Thrusting his hands into the armholes | taking tho woed that Harry P. pro-| wp 3  You—y spluttered
of his twaistcoat, Harry P. Wanniker | duced from his waistcont pocket. Nas ol Hing B Wantiker aoded

_— ey Lighting up. 8ir | oomplete understanding.
0 || Aubrey pulled at the b clod, * T 1
A Sure Guide to a Jolly Christmas! || cigar for  somo e drikwhed R nad % o
This Wondertul 20-page Book Given || seconds; then he = ‘ﬂ" “.”“; s
| FREE in— I i bt s et
i 2E g an afternoon

turned a wry face
b Wanniker,
h

ng| “You won't win, you long streak!”
; with { shouted the baronet,” quivering like &
marked intentness. y. “My boys are letting you
“I don't think lightly, leading you up the
much  of this!"{E ! Just you waii a mioute, you
swrowled the baronet, | gum-chewing slab :*
waving  the gift | Nodding gonially, Harry
inder s

P. Wanniker

now and | did wait for a minute, it was sixty

sniffing.  *What is | seconds—to a  tick on

it imer sent Urace ing, red
Harry . Wan. | the fourth goal for the Chicago Stiffs.

niker  shook _ his his was almost the last straw, so far

head

t hio did 1ot | as the baronet was conee for be was
planee down at hic ) postively gibbering as | shed to the
tioner, edge of the baleony and shook his fist at

an X
=4 ;'““l*"‘ I"ﬂl" Storrydene players

wnn ! he drawled : : e ; "

nnd the quist siste You idiots You incompetent

monkeys!" ho shouted, *What do 1 pay
you for! You're not trving! You're
I bble!  Vayee
urselves together, you

went brought
suortof indignation
rom Ailen.
“Conldn’t say!”
eried  8ir  Aubiey
his face turning an
art shade of purple.
“Couldn’t say ! You
krow where vou got
the confounded
cigar, T suppose?
You didn't ok
off

yout"

housands of eyes t towards
iaving figure on th alcony, but
baronet was blind and deaf to everything
other than the knowledge that Wanm
might win the game, after all
oals would do the trick, and the

ilfs had twelve minutes in which to get
thein |

ir Aubrey was a bundle of nerves, and
he was muttering savagely as he turned
and mae rom th lcony, leay-
ing & horse Ameri-
can to chuckle at his discomfiture.
and the other players

av determined side as they
ined up once more, for they were acutely
snseious of the fact that they were being
outplayed and run off their legs. Never
% had Gordon, the rese calie, put up
" 1! What n besut ! | sueh a poor show between the sticks.

s mper Chri s Attaboy A sudden silence settled upon the vast
of the Boys' Friend Out To-day. Goal ! crowd as the whistle shrilled, and Peter
Don't be without it whatever you do!| he scoring of the | Yoyce tonched the leather to Coyne:

— —__.—— | Siffe’ third goallbut a yell burst forth when the inside

0. bad
inswered  Wannike
quiet] :

r of fact, T
ked ir ont of the
iter as T was com
ing to the ground.
1 saw a dustman
throw

the Grand

w204 pablabed srery Monday by the Propriaars, The Amaigemsied Froes (1933, Lid:, Th Ficstway lou
Adve ru.]-':l::?q-n '""nm-‘:y’ng--;.:r '?.gn"lmu. ‘ondon, EC. 4. Regist ranamisston by a3
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— AN OLD FAVOURITE — HEDLEY SCOTT! A REAL WINNER, CHUMS!

WHAT’S WRONG WITH THIS PICTURE?

See the G “ERRORS " C ition in thi
E25 IN PRIZES] oo e i aorteainis

il his eont

crned the hal! of pale pink: paper on

+ started on one of those chaj N barouet. o
runs that had wade his name | who 1 am? My name is \||v|| Rir stabbed at the cheque with the
st onntry.  Adopt- [ Aubeey w n~and I a
sction, tho <ir,” put in tha eonsiable

carved a  way
go defence and ronsed

cnt to fmrr Innl and the whale
el & ts breath as the

o ||('nL l.rnl.h and

exactly what you

state of pande-
et ullowed

ung it turf, and and congratulate yon
was comparatively saie when he It is dashed funny! I

pht again took np his position be von were a’ humorist I
vl of cantact nchond . up 1% Wam ¥ dear_fellow,” came ihn

1 then came the hollow grosn, And then came fifth goul! protesting voice of Lord Landsdale,
and lchral, for the The team from Chicaga hnd equalisod ! | dou't wider<tand yon! Dil you get tho

bar by a fraction | Fho face of Sir Aubroy .-‘\:lrn was dis- [ el 1

torted with rage as he gripped the rail of it all right " yefurned
A< a inat fact, it

1

of the baleony and prured abuse upon

g
ohble and his men, | has just cowe back from th 7

A sibilant gasp flouted over the wirs,
“Do I understand 1l rl

1 the heads of Hefiy I
ts of sympathy changed (0 o | hut he’ reached the
hter, and  Peter, turning | when Claney, in the
st gasped as he the gai broke away on his

gau- the Biiffs the lepd with a shot that

Gordon did not even s
s the lnst nuul of the match.
Wanniker had =aved his nan

twenty-five thousand pow * And nived & ahort, nota
o young F with the chéque, a note to the effeck that

atily, rush. N o . x X » the total sum

with the It was the Maonday (uHunmu t ovedit at the ( aultal and

ng  him. | game hetwoen the icteen shillings  and sevenpence.

Storeydene Villa, and ) !m penny! [ thought 1'd mention this

hangh, secretary to the City of London | trifling and unin tant peint, Lands

Hospital, was frowning angnly as he for the bank declines to’ meet your
re

mellow \ci\ e

that 1

and the Inghr
lopths of hi

frying,
Ailen thre

a

hed it snatehed the lelepho cr from its | friowd’s choquo for a paltry {wenty-fivo

et's hands, ety et | ool and aakal. for a I pown Uood-marning  to
1 wpon 8ir Aubrey's coat-tails had A short pause followed, then

r Imperial Sport Cluh? Aubrey Ailen lad had  the last

i 1= Lord Inmlulnh' ther?
a | L ale, idio Eh? What?  Oh, d
& latas two |.m|5 fyures in i.! i | Derringhangh - FLond ]‘.ru inghaugh | read the concluding stary
uken him gently by the arms, And, T say, you might eih the Jleep ont his , 8 oyt CRITHE
3 wo eseort yon, sirt” asked ano | of your eyes, young mar Durtand's Tramp Cunl Take the
constables, a guw'! natured grin It was ohvions that Lis lard-lip was in | ¢ip ol wrder nert Ma y'a Magxer
broad fealur re—o1— yihing it a s tomper. W )
ntha wa frown gave plaee in b <eowl 4y e Maaxer Lianany.. - No. 881
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1 rather f
liave been
Year's morn
Magnetites can iook Torward to & bright an
pleasing Sopplement well up to its nsual
standnrd

ney that Billy's resolutlon will

“ DORLAND'S TRUMP CARDI"

This pawerful yarn contindes the Btorrs
dene series that hos 0 populs
Seangat sy Tootbaling chums. - Deective
Inspector Dorland certainly has  trump
rd up s sleste, aud it takes oll the wint
Sir Aubrey s and leaves him
flous like a big fish nut Inr water, v;*htn
'.II( Allia v officer s it low
A GRAND SURPRISE! ta these pages, The date? Well, here's a 3 ""'w',"',_m Soi il ot BT L
iy werks past Magnetites have e 00 s Batrise for you, boys: this Erand | Lokt oal for this- story, clhame,  abd take
i ouring for snothe billed to start aation of orderlig. your Magnet
verint Teaturing " youne .
-Ferrers Locke's enpable THE WEEK AFTER NEXT!
Kow, ms I'm always out
loyal chums, 1 Jost et piece of mews worth bringing to A QUESTION ABOUT QGREYFRIARS.
pon M. 1(«11.-« Scott feation concerns - next Mondny's | Au old reader asks for compiete informa
A Marked Man! d Free Art Plate. This time Magnetites | tion aboul Greyfriars. 1 will do my best
low Claw ! and * Fo add to théir wonderful col- | oblige my correspondent.  Greyfriars i
to turn in @ sugge ships o magnificent photo of the River Bark, mear the coast
course, and it at once took my far M SCRMARINE M1, The vessel depioted re are between three aud four
I'm sure it will take yonrs, We need I the latest In_ submarines, and It y Is
go iuto the theme of ory tos much, | carries o 12-inel One begins to wonder,
but thi€ mnch can Juck | when garing at this buge guu, whnt would
rs throughout the piece. Th happen to the submarine if it were
T amir e e 1% FTRST CASE | A peally interestmg pleture, this, chums,
awny with the idea | one that on no aceount be missed
ere Locke will be ot bis back 1o | Make sure you get sours!

. The hes Ll
Herert Henr) :I.th, D.D.

The Masters.
Fitth Form: Paul Puntifex Frowt
Horace Manfred Hack
lrppc-r Fourth Form : Algern

to salve
thut

=Z

put him a 3 rake
ackics 8 pretiy rvap problem -m:nm) oif -

mak s goes orace Henry amuel. Quelch
ot \Ml\‘ng ul. err ls :u} ‘ “THE DOWNWARD PATHI" o mll’lr,“r’rrn Eusebius Tw
Lﬁ;f,‘.’f.':‘n':..,p R e I Marry Whartow's luck seems to be dead [  French: Heari €
expect from tl ky youth Hh path ‘. out.  Bit by lnl he is losing the esteem grrll:nn Ll.l;ll' nunLu .
1 dy los ! rence Lascel
anything 1...1‘.. rosy oné ; danger peeps out nt k e has nlrrs;lI; l‘:lr.‘LhT:n s ce Lases

g the wheel, but
“ et the As is fitting to this
reat, I I8 enbitied:

s coming to the surface. SIXTH FORM.
model youth, Harry looks Form master: Dr. Locke,
reer” of the one-time

He

T n b »
like running the

“ I Housder of Greytriars to u short FIFTH FORM
THREERITY DETRCTIRE fairly aske for trouble. and, as a mator Caplain : George Hinmdell
" T o sequence, gets it. Having ke arton
s gl Pt ','f',"‘ o nably thinks that he i3 being vic- SHELL.
the backgro Th rel .. Tk r-'(m'lll n '¢I|"Lc-ult.:m.;.ﬂu"|“m Captain : James Hobson.
eces o dets d el deduc: o ong ; here 8 L b8
i '.‘,’,'_‘"’,ﬂwﬁ,ﬁf'"_’{"'“ e N e break sooner or later. Whether that UPPER FOURTH FORM.
shows you that even a boy can do the things ibility worries Wharton you will gather Captain: Cecil Reginald Temple.
st undertaken by a full-grown man, | from reading next week’s yarn. Don't miss
e opmln. clinptérs of this | it chums, or you will regret it. REMOVE, LOWER FOURTH ;
ry two or three times, and without Captain: Harry W
pronoun
L ” R School Routine.
“THE DEPUTY DETECTIVE!" NEW YEAR " SUPPLEMENT! Risingbell: 730 winter
By Hadley Scott, As befits the occasion, Hurry Wharton & | Chapel.  Breakfast. q K H
bave tumed In a’ brecty New v oan school. (whl the excep

] a
to he the finest work this brillisat autlor ~|u-r<lq-wm In we read of resal (mm\
has ever turied out. Get ready to weicome | fr el us o acters d
young Jack Drake in his gigantic task: get | Loder, “Horace Coker, ete.  Even Bil i

y o welcome the reto Hedley Scott | ter resolves to cut “own his gormandiaing. | senfare, 16
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