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This being our Graud Christmas
Number, T do nob want to stast writing
about next week untd I have assured

ou all of my very heartiest good wishes
or o right Merry Christmas, and the
brightest of New Years. I shall think
of ‘you all when T it down {o my
Cheistmas dinner on Saturday nexi, and
shall hope that every one of you will be
in a3 happy o frame of mind as I am
certain to be myaelf.

I forzet everything at Christmas-Lime
—I sven forget about the Maguer
Library and all that I intend to do to
make it the finest bdys”™ papér on the
market. Bat [ do net forget my chums
“+:the readers of the Macwzr—who are
digtributed over the whole world. I am
with every one of them in thought.

"1 shall be enjoying myself on Baturday
next, boys and girls, and I am geoing to

e that avery ene of vou will be enjoy-

yourselves every bit as much. A
least, I most "devoutediy hope that this
Chrietmas may ke the finest you have
ever axpertenced. If wishes are any
good, therefore, you are all assured of a
right merey time. :

Now I think it timme I wrote something

sbout next wepl's programme. Thia ia.

to be the New Year jssue, and I am glad
to say I am gtarfing 1921 very well
mdeed. Tt ja mice to feol that!

Our gt'an{l, lomg. complele story of
Harry Wharton & Co 13 entitled :

TPONSONBY'S VIETIMIM
By Frank Richards.

This is an extra lone story, and deuls
with more trouble that comes upon
Herherd Vernon-Smith.  The Bounder,
poor chap, has had a rough road teo
Eravel over lately, and the furtlies mis-
fortunea which befall Lim make very
good rending if they do call for the
greatest aympathy with Vernon-Smith.

On the whole, L think it would be
better 1f I refrained from ielling yon all
that happens, because the interest in the
etory might be somewhat less when you
oome to read it T will sav, however,
that MMr. Richards haz positively shone
in giving us this story, and I am sure
every ove of you will thoroughly enjoy
avery line.

GRAND MNEW FEATURE.

_ A= I informed you last week, our next
pwue of the Magxer Library will contain

& magnificent four-page supplement
entitled :
“BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.”

The whale of thizs supplement has-been
worked out by Billy Limself, and, from
that alone, you can guess there's plenty
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of fun coming to you, O course, T per-
look at the first jasue of hiv “ Weekly,”
and T laughed until my offiee-boy put on
his hat to foteli o doctor, vonvinced that
I was in a fit.

William George, however, sat 1n the
most comfortable chair in rpy office, and
fairly beamed with delight  He was
taking it for granted that T was highly
arnused at the contenits of his paper—
as inderd | was,. But [ fdar that the
amusement was caused far more by the
unigue manner in which Billy considers o
weekly should be run, than hy the
witlmess of contents,

illustrations to the *Weekly " himself,
but at that T put my foot down with a
E bang. und as I happened to catch Billy's
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corn a deal more emplimsiz was obtained.
Mr. Chapman has drawn the illustrations,
although Billy says that he could have
drawn them moach better himself. (I
let lim have & try, and when 1 blundly
suggested that hiz rough-out wasz not
too bad, he very indignantly informed
me that the drawing was finishetd, It
was=—it went in the wastepaper-basket !

s
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I However, I am quite certain that yon

are all going to thoroughly enjoy every
Iins of

" BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY,”

which will be found in our next issue of
the Micxer Library.

anaded the great Billy ro let me have a

Billy very much wanted to do the|

SOMETHING Tﬂ'TEI'...'ﬂﬂH FORWARD

I have receutly reccived a, number of
letters from my chums all over the
world, in which they ask me {o have
.more complete stories in our companign
paper, the *Popular.” It is a singuler
fack that one and all say they have
thoroughly enjoyed the grand  serials
witich have been published, and consider
themn the best to be obtained in ahy
boys’ paper.

_Well, T have, as usual, given due -
sideration o these letters, and trust that
these words will serve to answer all
eorrespondents on the subject.

3 When ;t,hﬂ present  seriala In the

Popular " have been completed I will
do my best to satisfy all readers by
having another complete story ih placo
of two of the serials. I cannot yet
promise as to the nature of the third
complete story, for T have so many
different requests to entertain thot to
rush into a promise wounld be rash,

[ am analysing the letters, and will go
by the majority. i readers want 3
L boxing story, o hoxing story they eball
have. IF, on the other hand, they desire
a manema story, that shall rule the dy.

E take this opportunity of asking my
churme who have not written fo say whai
they would like T mean, what manner
of story they wauld like to have, School,
bowing, football, cinema, adventpre—
what would wew like?

SOMETHING FOR ME, TOO!

Mow T wn going 1o ask von to do
something for me, boys and girla,

Last vear abont thix time [ asked you
to make a veaolution to help me toget
ew readers of the Maoner Libeary, T
am now golng to repeat that reguest,
il shall hope that [ shall cecelve (he
same amouwnt of backing as vou gave wmo
throughout 1920

it you have a chum, or know of a boy
or girl who does not read the Magner
Library, will you lemd them this copy
so that they can see what the papor i=
really lke: [ am sure that many
thomsands of boyz and girls would taka
in the Magxer Library vegnlarly every
weol if they only had a plimopse of the
paper before thee spent their money.
Thpt 12 the rezolution T wank you to
make 4o endeavour to discover one boy
et girl 2 week whoe does not read o
Magwgr Libeary, lend him or her wour
copy for a few dava, and get 4 new
regular rqe:uﬂ\?r for me.




~of ' The Popuiar.”” Order At Once to Make Sure of a Copy! 3

A Splendid Christmas School Story of 20,000 words, abounding in thrilling
and breathless incidents, and one which you will enjoy reading from
the beginning to the end.

= _ - ok

= ¥ L3 . n .. " - L= ! - o - — A E -
s S g o T B £ o e S e
T T Eom
- - =

A Magnificent Long Complete
Tale of &an adventure which
befalls the Chums of the Remove
whilst on their way bame for the
Christmas vacation. Specially
written for the Magnet Library.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Off for Christmnas !
g SAY, you fellows——*
Nobody heeded Billy Bunter.
]slwa METTy volces were raised in melody—tmre or less melodions—and Banter's voice was drowned,
Greylriars School had broken up for Christmaas; and Harry Wharton & Co. were hemeward bound
for the holidays. They sesmod to be enjoving themmelves, Their Yoices could be heard at & considerable
distence along the train,
There wae snow banked along the railway-track, and light flakes Auttered against the blurred windows,
A mist bung over the landeecape. -:mih the mist, trecs, leafless and gaunt, flitted by the rushing train,
It .“l:’ cold, there was no mistake about that. But the Famous Five of 1]{:;9 Greviriars Remove were in great
spirits,
Bob Cherry was beating time with his boots, partls to keep his feet warm, partly to add to the merr
din. Frank Nugent did lus bit with a pair of costanets,  Johnny Bull vhimg:i it with hia mﬂiﬂl—r
oceasionally a little late, occasionally a little early, The result was, as Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh justly re-
matked, terrific,
Billy Bunter wasn’t worrving about carolsinging.  He was searching round about him for some-

thing to cat. It was a quarter of an hour since he bad czten. o Bunter was fecling hungry.
“1 say, you lellows——"

@
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o Harry Wharton paused, to ejaculate:
* * Shut up, Bunter!”
““Where's the sandwiches?"
“¥You've wolfed them!™
* Aren't there nny more?”
s “No. Bhut up!”
oA “Where's the caket”
; “"The esteemed and greedy Dunter has scoffed all the cake '™ said Iurree Jamszet Ram Singh,
Billy Bunter snortad.
“¥You fellows got any toffee?”
“Shut up!”
Billy Bunler did not shut up; he wenl on apeaking, in wrath and imndiznation. But “ Cood KE“}I
. Wenceslas * filled the carrimge, with all the strength of five healthy pairs of youthful lungs, and Bunter's
¢ voice was drowned agnin, .
, A man in a thick overcoat, with a cap with flapa pulled down over his ears, came along the train corridor,
and glanced into the carriage. e appeaved to be looking for a seat.
The trmin waos crowded, and the firat-clazs carriage accupiod by the chums of freviriars was full, But

Harry Wharton & Co. were hospitable. They gave *Goml King Wenceslas ® o rest, and Hearry addressed
the stranger in the doorway. }

» “Looking for a eeat, st? We can make room, if youn like!”

Tre Macxer Linrany.—No. 672,



E

“We can't!” squeaked Billy Banter.
;.::PT’ not going to be crowded, YWhae-

ni’

" Pry up, Bunter!™

The man in the doorway glanced over
the cariage, IHe was not a_pre 8-
eosging - looking  gentleman. He had
narrow, forrety oyes, and a scar across
his rather prominent nose, and a mouth
that seemed to shut like a vice, Ie
thook his head in response to Harry
Whartoit's cheery address.

“Thauks, ne! I'm looking for a—a
friend. I think he's on the train. Per-
haps yon've seen him—a tall man with
a rod beard, in an ulster———"’

“T don't think I've noticed——"

“1 saw the chap,” =aid DBob Cherry.
“He came alonz the corridor a faw
stations. back. 1 don’t know if he's on
tha train now."”

L Gﬂfﬂll"

Without stopping to thank Dob for
his information, the man with the
scarrod nose turned away, snd disap-
peared along the corridor.

“T say, you fallows, have
‘hullseyes?” asked Bunler, taking advan-
tage of the pause in the carclling, "It's
o lorig-run to the next station, and I'm

ol gol any

hungry 1"

“You must be!™ saud Johmny Ball,
with ui-:-{-.;i; sarcham.  “‘You've scoffed
nearly all the grub we got for the
journey.!" .

“I've had a morsel or I;woi;’ said
Bunter, **I really think you might have

provided a bit better for your guests,
Wharten I”

“I suppuse von don't want me to
arrive at Wharton Lodge in o [amished
condition, do you?' domandad Bunter,
with digimty.

Harry Wharton laughed,

“My dear povpeiss, I dow't want you
to arvive there at all!” he auswered,

“Oh, really, Whartcn——"'

“T1s Buntor coming to the Lodge,
then 1 asked Nugent..

“Not that I know of.”

“Tf thot's the way you treat a fellow,
Wharion, after giving him pressing in
vitalions——"

“ Bow-wow 1™

“¥ve rofuzed severn]l other invitations
for ‘this,” said Billy Bunter Inoftily.
“Lord Mauleverer wanted ms to g0
home with him—-"'

“T den't think!" chnekled Bob Cherry.

* Vernon-Bmith begged me——'*

“ Boaw-wow !

“D'Arcy, uf‘ 3t. Jun's, wrote me a
long letter, ur 1uf me to come and spend

1

Christmas with him——"
“That's jolly odd!"” zaid IHarry
Wharton.

“It may seem odd to you, Wharton.
Not being a popular fellow yourself, you

don't understand my popularity——"

“I mean it's odd, becauss D'Arey is
corming to me for Christmas,” explained
Wharton, *8o—="

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“That—that—that's what I mean!™
slammered Bunter, taken aback for just
one moment. **He—ho wanted mo fo—
to meet him at your place, I mean,
That's why I accepted your invitation.”

“But I didn't——"

“There was Kerr, too,” said Bunter
‘umml‘.iy. “KErr, of 3t. Jim’s, sent me
A telegram, begging me to up to
ﬁmﬂar%rd with hﬁl? % jolly n&nﬁ? ‘ﬁ-‘ffllt.'—-
I believe Edinburgh is a ripping placa—
only—only ——*

“Only Kerr doesn't know he invited
Fyoul” suggested Dob Cherry. '

“*Ha, ha, hal™

* Nothing of the sorl!” roared Bunter.
“1 mcan fshculd have gone to Seotland
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with Kevr, ouly I felt that I couldn’t
very well leave Wharton in the lurch.”

“My dear man, you needn’'t have
worried,” said Harry Wharton, laughing,
“¥ou took us to Bunter Court, you [fat
framd, =0 yon never thought of being
invited anvywhere!  Aund Bunter Court
turned out to belong to somebody olsa!™

“0h, rezlly,. Wharton——""'

Billy Bunter was interrupted.

There was a sudden feavful erash, and
the train ‘staggered, and shook, and
stopped, and the next moment the scene
was one of wild donfusion,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton's Trust !

ARRY WIIARTON dragged him-
self cut of a bank of snow, and

H E“pgd*
He stared ronnd him dazedly.

He was half-stunned by the shock, but
he knew there had been a smash, and
his first thought, on realising that he
was not injured himself, was to help the
others. Ha dashed the snow from his
eyos with his hand, and shouted:

“Bob! Frank—-"

“ Hallo, hatlo, hallo!”

*“*Here!” e¢ome MNugont’s gasping voice.

“ Johnny, are you hurt#"

“No fear! You all right, Inky?”?

*The mnghtfulnees 18 torrific, my
egteemed Johnny !

“Where's Bunter?"

* Yarooooch I

That dismal howl (old where Bunter
Wis,

In the thick miet that hung over the
railway-track, carringes were rolled e¢n
their sides; men trumped therough the
mist, a ring and disappearing ; voices
shouted and echood,

“It's a collision!” gasped Nugent.
“An emply poods-wargon on the line,
somebody sayg—»"

* Anybody hurt?”

“¥Yow-ow-ow! Help!™

“I'm afratd Bunter's hort,” said Bob
Cherry with a greve face.

Tho fat junior wos lying in thick
anow Deside the line. Ile was groaning
deoply.  All the juniors were brinscd
and scratched; the carriage in which
they had been seated was a wreck, Thev
had ecscaped very luckily; but it locked
ag if Bunter had fared worse,

They gathered round him anxiously.
All Ihily Bunter's irritating ways were
forgotten at that moment.

“What is it, Bunter-——-:"

Groan !

“Where's the pain, old chap?”

“A-m-my logs ave broken ! said Bun-
ter faintly., **Gel an ambulance! I—I
may hold out long enough to get to
Wharton Lodze—+>"

Bob Cherry made a rapid examination
of Bunter’s legs—which, excepting for

an excess of fab, wero in quite a healthy
comdition.  There was . prowl of wra
from Deb. 1t was exasperating for Bun-

ter to berin malingeving, when prob-
Hlﬂ'y' others wera rr.t:%'ll hgllﬂ't-.- ¥

“Your legs are all right, vou ot
chump—just a bruise—"

“I—I mean, my armsy—"

1] ""fh'&t]”

“Both broken! I--I think I could be
catried 23 far as Wharton Lodge—"

“Pinch his arms and see if thoy're
broken!"” growled Johuny Bull.

“¥avoooh! I—1 mean my neck !™
; “Your neck?” howled Harry Whar-
a1y

“Yes—my neck's dislocated—"
CM"I've a jolly gaod mind to dislocate
it, anyhow ! exclaimed Bolb Chevry.
“You shamming porpoise, vou ecan uo
and ent coke! TLet's go and sce if we
can ba of any use, you chaps.”

" Help ™

'

| hssing out hoarse

Jng him spinning away from

4nother Stirring School Story of Tom Merry & Co, in—

The cry came from the mist cloze al
hand, down the slope from the roldways
track,

“Come on ! shouted Wharton.

He rushed through the clinging misb
and falling flakes, which hid from his
oyes the man who calied [or help,

Ho came npon him in o few seconds,
however.,

A tall man, with a red beard, was
stretched in the snow, in g crumpled
ulster, snd the deadly paleness of lus
Learded face ahm-mg that he +was
mjured,

‘o Wharton's astonishment, o man
was kneeling with one knee on the
mjured man's chest, his clenched fish
ithreatening the suffierer., It was the
man with the scarred nose.

“(aive me the papers, or—" ho waa

T:.r from his set lips.

Wharton's eyes blazed with indignos
tion,

An act of robbery at such o time was
50 base as to be almost incredible: but
it was evident that the ruffian was bent
upon rbbbing the injured man.

With o rash, Harry Wharton came on
the scene,

Ha did not sto

He struck ‘fiercely at the man with the
scarred nose, and {nia clenched st came
with & crash on the rascal's jaw, send-
13 victam,
&

to speak,

a man rolled in the snow with
veoll of surprise and pain.

“"You coward!" shouted Wharion,
“"You villain !

“What on earlh—-" usF&ll Bab
Cherry, dashing up breathlessly,

“That willain~he was robbing this
chap—-"

“Collar him ! shouted Bob.

Harry Wharton dropped in the snow
beside the injured man. Bob Cherry ran
at the sprawling rufian with the scarred
nese; but the raseal was on his feet in
g twinkling, and dashing away in the
mist,

The red-bearded man gazed up ab
Wharton.

“Thank you!™ 'he poanted. " Wou—
you've saved the—tho papers-—-"

“You're hurt—-"

“My leg—vou can't help me—I can't
H‘Ewea . But—but keep  that  villain
e

“Rely on me!™ said ITarry.

He made the injured man as comforts
ablo as he could: but thore wns evi.
denily nothing io be done till a doctor
arrived. The man’s face was deathly-
whito and drawn with pein: once his
ayee closed, but they opened agnin with
g wild stare.

“The papers—" he panted. “I'veo
been robbod——"

“Tt's all vight,” suid Harry soothingly,
“Thoe man's gone—wa're here—""

“I—F Foel in my breast-pocket
and asce if the paperes are safe theve "

Hanrﬁaf Wharton did as_he was bad,

He drew out of an mner pocket a
bulky envelope of thick cartridge paper,
sealed in zeveral places,

“Ia that it3"

The white face lighted ap.

“That's it—it's safe—safe—"

“Quite safe!” paid Harry, “Shafl I
pub it back ¥

The glistening eyea seavched his face.

“You are a schoolboy 1™

“Yes—my name's Wharton—ef Crey-
frinrg—"

“You have a face to be trusted.” Tha
man's voice was low and husky, and
Wharton had to bend his head to catch
the words, *Listen ta mea! I sghall
faint eoon—I can feel myself going! 1
—I'm badly hurt-—I shall be in hospital

ang=-——-"

A doclor’s coming——" said Bob
Cherry.

“Let me espeak!  The papers—tha
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Jerrold Drew shook himsell fres. He flung open

the earriage

door and leaped recklessly
gof, the papers | ** erfed Harry. Bul they were too Iate |  (See chfptar &)

from the irain, *“‘Stop him, he's I

papers must be made safe befors I—I
—gﬂfﬂrl&, my senses gol You, Wharton,
yon—"

“Yes," said Harry gently.

“Can I irust you? When I'm uncon-
scions, that villamm will get hold of them
—and if they fall fu the hands of Jerrold
Thew, oll 18 lost—tha serret will be gone
and——" He groaned. ‘Any risk—rather
than that—any 113k! But you've an
hopest face—""

“1 hope so0,” said Ilarry.

“listen to me! I may lie for days
unconscions—Ileaven knows—will you
take the pepers—take them——-="7"

Y Yes, yoa ™

“Toake them to the nddress on tho
Em'e]qge-—ialm them—your expenses will
be paid by the man they'ro addressed to,
Bwear to me that you will take them—
fuithfully——" Ilo broke off, gasping.

For a single instant Wharton paused.

He was on his way home for Christ-
mag, with his friends; his uncle and aunt
were expecting him. ;

But the pause was only an instant,

The man before him was in a serious
condition, that was clear—and Wharton
could not think of refusing.

“1 will do aa you wish,” he said.

At oncel”

At oncel” said Harry.

" On your honouwr—"'

"Yon, yos!”

* Put tfm pers in your Yot-l:nt-—-—qui:-k
~pnd—and beware of Jorrold Drew—"*"
He broke off and groaued. * Teil him—

tell hipp——="

#Tell whom?*"

“You'll find the name—and the
gddresa—on the paper——" The voice

was husky and low. “Tall him what's
happened to me—he'll know my name—
m:gﬁn !::!mﬂpine—-—-tell him—tell bim
'r-It,E T

The broken voice died away.

The red-bearded man's syes closed.

“Poor chap!™ muttered Bob Cherry.

McAlpitie’s eyes opened again wildly.

Ile mattoned to Wharton to place the
envelope in his pocket, and the Grey-
friavs junior obeyed, buttoning his coat
over 1t

A glimmer of satisfaction came over
the white fuce,

The pallid lips moved, and Wharton
bent low to catch the whispered words.

“"Beware of him—Jorrold Drew—the
man—the man who—who tried to get the
papers. He—he will try—"

Te shuddered, and was silent. His
eyes closed, and did not open again. He
was Insensib

“Ta this the man?"” The doctor came
up withh the ¥nilway guard, and the
Greyfriavs juniors stepped back, leaving
the insensible man in the doctor’s care,

The passengers were alrendy iremping
away down the line towards the nesrest
station, Farry Wharton & Co. followed
them. Wharton's face was very thought-
ful. In an inside pocket, under his but-
toned coat, reposed the mysterious papers
to which the injured man attm:ha:fc 80
strange an importance. IHe was not sorry
that he had accepted the trust: buob it
made a greal difference to hus plans. He
could not go on to Wharton Lodge with
his friends now.

“1 say, vou fellows—" Bunter's voice
came howling through the mist as the
Juniors started.

“Come on, Bunler !

T can't walk, you know | You fellowy
will have to earry me "

“Ratg 1"

The juntors tramped on, and the next
mament there wuas a thudding of heavy
footsteps in the enow as 'Bifi;r ‘Bunter
came scidding after them. The Owl of

Greyfriars had found that he conld walk,
after all,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Biart |

L HIS8 is something like !
Thus-William George Bunter,
with his mouth full.

) Tha juniors had reached tho
slation at last, after a long and weary
tramp through snow and mist, and they
wore lunching—a very late lunch. They
were all hungry, espeaally Bunter, And
Bunter attacked tho good things that
were placed before hin, and did not
utter &8 word wntil he had disposed of
enough for three fellows. Then he ro-
marked that this was something like.
And then he went on,

Harry Wharton & Clo. made a good
menl, but their thoughts took & wider
range than Bunler's. They were think-
ing of the injured men—MeAlpine -
conveyed to haagi;l, to spend his Christ-
mas on & sick-bed, and of the strange
iruat he had reposed in Harry Whar.
ton's hands. The long, thick envelope
was still in Wharton's pocket; he had
not looked at it yed mince placing i
there.

“1 can telephone him from hers”
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Harry Wharlon observed thoughtfully.
*] must get rid of this packet before
I go home. But you fellows—"

“"Can't we como and sce
through ¥’ asked Bob Cherry.

Wharton reflected.

“I don't kmow yef where I've gotl to
f:"" he said. *1'd hetter look at the

mng.”

HE glaneced round,

‘The juniors had o corner table to them-
selves 1n the refreshment-buffet, but the
room was orowded, There were many
stranded passengers from the wrecked
train there, and a good number of
Greyiriars fellows,

" That chap with the busted nose ian't
here,” zaid Bob Cherry, locking round
“He wouldn't dare to shoew up, 1 think;
we conld give him in charge for trying
to rob the injufed man.”

“MeAlpine thoughi he would try to
5;11- hold ef the papers again, whatever

ey are,” said Harry, " Koeep your cyes
open, anyhaw,"

IIe drew lho long envelope from Ins
pocket,

The name and address were typed on
it, and Harry Wharton uttered an ex-
clamatign of surprise as he looked at
them

For the poacket was addressed :

“GZ. I Kerr, Fsq.,

24, Castlogate Siroet,
Edinburgh."

“Kerr 1" ejaculated Beb  Cherrs.
“Is that o relation of Kerr of the
Fourth Form at 8f. Jim’s, I wonder 7

“Must be,” said Harry. *The initials
aro the same, and Kerr lives in Edin-
turgh. 1 remember he wroter once in
ithe vae, and his address was Castlegate
Slreet.”

“Tis fulher, then ¥

“*Most likely—in {act, preity certain.”

“YWhat o dashed curious thing !** said
Johnny Dull. *I suppose Kerr's gone
home from 8t, Jim"s before this.”

“1 believe they break up 2 day earher
than we do at Bt. Jim's,”” said Harry.
“ Anyhow, I couldn’t hand this packet
to Eorr: I've undertaken to deliver it
myself, But-——"

“It's a jolly loug run up to Edin-
burgh,” said Frank Nuogenit, with &
whistle,

Harry Wharton nodded.

It had not occurred to him, when hao
accepted tho trust from the injured
man, that he was called upon to make
& journey almost from one end of the
kingdom to the other.

ut he felt that he eould not have
refused it, in any case. His Christmas
holidey could be sacrificed for the sake
of kindness to one whe was siricken
heipless,

“I say, I'll come if you like"
Bunter, blinking uwp through his hig
spectacles, as he refilled his plate. “T'l
protect you, I shall want & sleeping-car,
of course, and good grub—and plenty of
it. I'll settle later for the expensc.”

* Fathead I

“I've given directions ot Greyfrinrs
for any lettora to be sent on to Wharton
Lodge, you kaow—""

“The dickens you have?”

“ 8¢ when my postal-order comes—---"

“¥Your what "

“Postal-order! When my postal-
order comes U'll settlo up for the ¢xpense
of my rum up lo Scotland.”™

it A“ !Jl

“Oh, really, Wharlon——"

"We can't all go,” said Harry. “The
exponse would be a bit too steep; aund
though I suppose Mr. Kerr will fool the
bill, we can't very well atick him for a
small fortune. But P'd like one of you
fellows to come with me, In cage—-"
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* ¥ou sha'n't go alone, thal’s certain,”
said Bob Cherry 'dl.i{!itit‘d,l}'. “"That chap
with the boko may get on your track.
You'd better take the Fighting Editor
of tho *Greyiriars Herald® with you—
littlo me, you kiow. I should ba waeful
in a serap.”

Wharton smiled,

“I'd like you to come, Bob. Will you
other fcllows go on to the Lodge—"

“Ueortainly,” said Bunier.

“We'll go on, and explain to Colonel
Wharton,” said Johnny Bull, * Better
than telephoning--save time.”

“Good!”
“Better telephone for the colonel’s
‘car,” suggesled DBunter. *“I should

prefer to travel in a car,”

“To dry up, Bunter!”

“If that's what you eall hospitality
to a Christmas guest, Wharton—"'

Harry Whovton rose from the table.

“You fellows are finished 7"

L] YEE\-”

“I'm not finshed, satd DBunter. 1
sha'n't Lo finished for somo time yeb."

“Well, keep on 28 long as you like.
My bill, please, waiter.”

“How can I keep on if you'ro going
to pay tho bill now " demanded Bunter
warmly., *“Do you thiok I'm going fo
pay bitls mysclf when I'm your guest,
Wharton #"

Hurry Wharton paid the bill unheed-
g, wnd the juniors went out. Billy
Bunter grouted with dissatisfaction, and
rolled alter themn. He did not feel in-
clined to continue his fecd at his own
expense.  As a malter of fact, hé could
not have continued it much longer with.
out danger to his buttons,

Iayry Wharton made an inguiry at
the booking-office for trains. In one

direction the line was blocked by the

wreck; in the other thore was a frain
soon to start which would carry the
Christmas party withi some distance of
Wharton Lodge, At an adjoining inn
Idarry found ho was able to hire a trap
to take hun and Bob Cherry to the
junction, where ho could get a train
for London. The chums parted, Billy
Bunter going on with the parly for
the Lodge, THaving accepted his own
mvitation thero for Christmas, William
George Bunter was not to be detorred,

Johnny Bull was the bearer of a
note from Harry to his uncle, Colomel
Wharton, explaining tho curions cireum-
slances.

“DBost of luck, old chap 1™ said Frank
Nugent, leaning out of the carriage
window, “Eeep an eye open for that
chap with the bokeo I"

“You bet ! zaid Bob.

“I say, you fellowsg—— Nugent, let
a chap speak! I say, Wharton—-"
Billy Buuter's fat face blinked from the
train, 1 say, have you pot plenty of
money for your journey-—=

“ Quite enough,” said Harry,

“You ought to have a hit over, in
case of accident,™ ;

“Are yow going lo offer fo lend unsd
some?™  grinted Bob Cherry.  “0h,
what a surprise

“The surprisefulness s terrific '™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Nunno! Not exactly, But von
ought to have a bit over.” b

“Well, we've got a bit over,™ spid
Harvy.

“Eure !

“Yeu, ass!"

Y Move than you're likely to spond?™
asked Bunter anxionsly,

“I think ea”

MGood! Then you can lewd me a
nuaid,”

“What "

YA guid. Tl oeettle up when vouw

a

‘started en

come back. T expect to fnd several

postal-prders woiling for mo at  the
iodge.™

“You silly ass!"” yoared DBob.

“ Ohy, veally, Cherry—— Yarocoogh ™

Bunter disappeared from -the carriage
witidow, There was & sound of Johnuy
Buil’s heavy foot coming inkto contact
with Bunter's podgy person, and loud
roars from the Owl of the Remove.

“QGood-bye !

“Toerific  luckfulness, my estcemed
chums

The train steamed out.

Then Harry Wharton and Dob Cherry
turned away, and hurried to the inn for
the trap,

i el

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Desperaie Attack ]
E'RE being followed!"
Bob Cherry uttered that ex-
clamation E.ﬂddenlg::
wling on

The trap was
through falling Aakes, the two juniors
about their

sitting with their coats u
ears, The driver was muffled up to the
eyes, with his cap drawn down,
hitiger wind swept along the snowy lane,
The chums of Greyfriars were fairly
their  strange Christmas
journey, :
Maore than once they glanced back
through the falling flakes and the cling-
mg mtat,

Both of themi were thinking of the
ﬁan with the scarred nose--Jerrold
rewy, a3 MceAlpine had called him,
They wondered whother they would
see him before they reached their lopg
journey’s end. They were aware that
the man could easily have spied upon
them at their starting-point.  And ',gonh
Cherry uttered a sudden exelamatiof

a8 a cyclist came into view behind, driv-
g ou his machine hard Ehmug,h iha

Alw. ;

Harry Wharlon fixed his eyes on ths
rider mstantly,

The man wus muffled in a waterproof
cape, ond his eap, with faps, wod
drawn down about his ears; but Harry
recogniged the long, scarred nose al a
glance,

It was the man who had sought to
rob McAlpine of the mysterious papers.

Wharton set his teeth,

“Drive faster,” he mutlered to the
driver.

The latter shook his. head.

“Bhe's going as fagt as js safe on
this ere road, #ir,” he answered. * Wea
don't want any blooming accident, sir!™

“*Yary woll.”

The juniors waiched the eyelist, their
hearis heating.

In spite of the snow on the voad, wet
and slippery, the rider was coming on
at o jrace, and wmpidly overbuuling
the Liap.

Closer and ologer, till he was only a
few wyards belind, and his sharp, ratty
ayes were fixed on the juniors, evidently
recognising them at o glance,

“Hiop!” he shouted,

"o and eat coke!" answered Bob
Cherry.

The flakes were still falling {hickly,
and a gocd deal of snow had fallen into
the trap. Unseen by the eyelist, Boh
Cherey had gathered up several hand-
fuls, and wos kneading a hard suowball,

The rider drew clozer.

“Stop the trap at ones!™ Divw hissed,
“T know you have the papers, Wharton,
I was ihere, watehing, I heard you
p;lu-‘tl. him your name., I raw you take
ithe puperst™

Wharton set his teetis,

“You scoundral i he mul. “If you

dare to follow ws #s far as the town, 1
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Drew tock the envelope with trembling hands, and his eyes blazed as he read the typewrliten address. ** You are a thief T *
cried Harry Wharton hotly, as he watched the man pui the package in his breast poeket.

(See Chapter 9.)

shall give you into charce of Lhe
I}I}HDE!H

Jerrold Drew snecicd,

“1 order you to stop "

“Rati!"

“Throw out the papers, then,™

Harry Wharton lavghed coutempt-
uonsly.

The driver pglanced ryound for a

mometit curionzly,  The man with the
scarred noso did not heed him. His
glittering eves were fixed upon the two
juniors.

:;}::-llllqg.'ﬁu stop?" he shouted.

LB

“Then I'll make wou!"

He veleased ono hand from his handle-
bars, and it fumbled under Lis cape.

The next moment it Aashed into view,
and a revolver glimmered among the
falling soowflakes.

“ Btop, or I'll shoot !

Vhizz!

Eveu as the revolver came up Baob
Chorry hurled the snowball with uner
ring aim,

It struck the pursuer full
scarred nose,

The:¢ycle wenl over with a censh,

With only one hand holding, on slip-
pery snow, the pursuer was  ulledly
unable to withstand that suddea and we-
axpecled atteck.

The revolver {low from his hand, and
the bicyele whitded over and erumpled
up, Bemding 1s rider crashing into (he
AW,

The trap rattled on.

“Good muan, Bob!" panted Wharton.
#(th, good man!"

upott lis

They walched back breathlessls,

For a full minute fhe dazed rvuffiun
wiad scrambling helplessly in the snow,
while the teap increased ita distence.

Then they saw hitn stagger to his feet,
his face livid with rage, and drag up the
bicycle and essay lo mow:t. Fven at
the distance they henrd his shout of
rage as the maching buckiad up.

“Damoged!"”  shouted Bob  Cherry,
“Hurray ™

The man made a savege offort fo pot
the machine right, but it was evident
that the crash had sericuvaly injured it.
With a curse, he let it whirl over into
the snow again.’

Ho stood shaking o savage fist afier
the trap for a moment, and then groped
mn the snow frantically,

Wharton’s hearl thumped.

He knew that the muffian was secking
the fallen revolver., Buot the ligure waz
growing dim in the mist- now. A
IITULED TR s

The distant fgure rose upeight again;
the revolver glinnnerad in his ?uuh:h He
threw up the weapon und fired.

C'rack !

The bullet come nowhere near the
trap, If the ruffian was a good shot, his
snill had shaken him enough to speil his
marksmanship,

Before he could fire again, the mist
was too thick for aim o taken,
though na he was swallowed from -=ight
the q&numa of the Remnove heard another
diztant roport.

The trap bowled on,

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry
breathlessly.  “Fhat—that was rather

a mavrow  shave, ILovy.  T-1 say,
we've laken on rather o hig comtract
1o get those papers to Scotlol.,  He's
desperabe ™

Harry Wharton nodded.

Y No doubt about that,” he sanl. [
suppose the packet is very valuuble;
but we've got 1t safe. Heo won't dare tn
try u game like that again when we're
out of the lanes,”

“He can't follow us now!” chuckled
Biol, “His bike's crocked. That wax
the Inckiest snowball I ever chucked !

Hall an howr later the Lrap was rat-
thng into a street. The juniors drove
at once for the railwuy-stution. There
was g ocuarter of an hour to wait for the
eX]Iress,

The puzeled driver was paid wnd dis-
missed—puzzled  becanse hiz faros  did
not go at once to the police-station with
information of the attack. But they
had no thne for that. They had & vory
shrewd idea that Jerrold Drew would
know how fo keep clear of the pblice,
atid the express for Tondon had to be
l;:{tllg]tt. (zlad enough were the chumg
of Gregfriars when the (rain came in,
and they cut acress the misty platform
and jumped into a carriuge, and found
themselves whirling away towards the
distant metropolis.

As the train began to move, Bob
Cherry caught Wharton by the arm ard
pointed to the platform.

A bhurried figure dashed on, awvd
stopped, stering at the train. The gliul
of two ratty eves caught the eyes of the
(areviviars jnniors, 'fhe man with the
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scarred nose rushed across the platf

LN 143
and a porter ¢anght him by the arm and
m¥ m back,

“Tog late, sir———"

* Lot v go—"

The train g&tharﬂd speed, The misty
station vanished behind, and the man

with the acerred nose was séen no more,
Fob Cherry dropped hack into his sest.
“He's a sticker, Bob 1"
“85 are we,” said Bob Cherry, “Je
jis sticker, Lu es sficker, nous sommes
hﬂw W;n laughed
rton laughed.
o ﬁl beat him, yet, though.”
"Wes, rather|”
In the gre-.!y fog of London the janiors
kept A wary look-ont for the scarred man.

ut they did not see him, and they had.

un o hope that he was off the scent
when they boarded the gredt express for
the Nortl,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Fight In {the Express!

UMP. bump, bump!
B The rhvthmic beat of the train

had o lulling effect on the tired
Juniors,

It seemed io them that they had been
travelling for days on end already. They
had had a grey glimpse of London under
a fog, ind the mist clung to the land-
scape aa they sped northwards, It wae
wegather to make a bright fire in a cosy
1oom particularly welecome; and they
thought of Wharlon Lodge, and the
holly, rather dismally. But they had
their daty to do, and they did not regret
that they were doing it. Through.a
landecape veilad in night znd mist the
gpread expross reared on. -

The two junicrs had the carriage to
thempelves, and they were nnrﬁ]ing.
They had arranged that both should not
slecp at the same time on the journey;
elways one or the other was to wake,
But the motion and hum of the train
lulled them, and they dozed.

They did not hear a soft fooifall in
the corrider of the train, nor see the
ﬁ!lmt. of rotty eves that turned upon

aril.

Jerrold Drew szet his tecth sharply, as
hé locked into the carriage.

Both the juniors were dozing as the
h:mﬁt bumped on through the wintry
‘uight.

i‘F‘Jllj.t. lagt 1"

Drew multered the words inaudibly.

He glanced up and down the corridor.
A passenger came strolling along, light-
ing & cigaretto as he came. Drew turned
from the doorway, and became deeply
interested in the lights that flashed by
the train in the night,

The passenger smoked his cigaretie in
8 leisurcly way in the ecorridor, little
dreaming of the fury his leisurely move-
ment caused in the breast of the muffled-
uwp man who stared from the dark
window.

The cigaretta finished, he returnad to
his carrisge in the same leisurely way,
yawning.

Then Jerrold Drew moved,

The train corridor was deseried now,
save by himself, ¥leo moved softly and
stezlthily into the doorway of the com-
rertment cecupted by the doming juniors
of Greyfriars.

The Scottish express roared and
Lbumped on, and the juniors still dozed.

Jerrold Drow wes bending  over
Wharton now.

In the pocket of the junior, he knew,
yeposed the Jong envelope McAlpine had

hended to him; in & minute moro the
precious papers would have been in his
thisyish fingers,
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At that moment Wharton's éyes
open

Ho had only been dozing: nd the hot
breath of the ruffian on his face had been
sufficient to startle him back into wake-
fulness.

He gave a sharp cry at the sight of
the u_fm:-rejd'faca within & foot of h?:E aw .

ou "

He started up, so suddenly that hie [ Th

head camo into contact with Drew’s
chin, and the man lurched back with a
howl of pain.

“Bob " yelled Wharton.

But Bob Cherry was already awake
lnf'l ':?p his I&-i&lt.. " D

wve me tha papers!” pant TEW,

“Back up, Harey !”

The ruffian’'s grasp was om Wharton,
and they went to the floor of the carriage

ther, #ruggling,

The npmr's savage hands tore at
Wharton's coat. )

Bob hurled himself upon the scarred
man recklessly,

Irew pave a howl, as Bob's grosp
fastened on his threak, dragging him
fiercely awny from his victim,
t_Hﬂ turned on Bob Cherry like =

Iger.

A furious blow on the chest sent Dob
slaggering, his knees caught a seat, and
he gat down with a crash.

In & second the ruffian was struggling
with Wharton again.

The junior fm;ﬂht desperately : but his
voat was drogged open, end a thievish
hand waa zeeking for the papers.

* Help 1"

Bob staggered up, winded, breathless,
ond grabbed at the communication cord,

“(Five me the papers!”

“ Never "

“Your life—""

L 1] Hﬂ!.l}.["

Wharton struck furiously at the
enraged faco over him, az the man
dracged at the long envelope in his
pockot,

Drew reeled aside. with aching jaw, as
the junior’s clenched fist struck him like
a lump of iron.

But the long envelope was in his hand,

Bob Cherry dragged the cord, and then
turned on the rufMan and grasped him.
There wes & buzz in the corridor; the
shouta had been heard along the train,

axpress was already sleckening
apeed,

The ruffian struggled to his feetk.

Both the juniore had hold of him, and
he could net shake them off ; they chung
to him like hounds to a stag,

“Hold him 1" panted Wharton, * Hold
him—belp's coming——"

“Help! Help?’

Two or three faces stared in, in amaze-
ment, from the corridor. Hariy Whar-
ton snatched at the long envelope.

Crash !

The man's elbow went through the
windaw, and the glass shattered and
sphintered, :

Through the opening he flung the
packet,

Harry Wharlon gave a cry as the

precicus  envelope vanished into the
mght. :
‘You villain! Sto top the train!”

Jerrold Drew shoock himself freec. He
flung open the carriage door as the trzin
slowed.

“Hold him, Harry H

But the ruffian had leaped recklessly
from the train,

With staving eyes, the juniors watched
him, and saw him roll down a bank of
snow; then, as the train glided on, he
vanished,

With o groen and a clabter, the expross
came to a halr.

A dozen voices demanded

tao know
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what hed happoned; but the juniors I
not heed, i X !

The precious packet, entrusted to
Harry Yglmrmn b{dﬂ:a man who now lay
in hospital, was lost—logt| They were

thinking only. of that. Without o word
in reply to the -excited gquestions that
werd ered on them, Harry and Bob
Cherry sprang from the halted train,
o guard shouted after them angrily.

They did not heed.

They ran, trampling through the snow.
Lack along the track, The hitter win
lashed their faces; Aokes of snow whirled
about them,

“We've got to Bnd it, Bob!" panted
Wharton, % :

“Come back!” came a roar from the
train.

They plunged on in the darknass.

Harry Wharton glanced back a few
minutea later.  The tail-lights of the
cxpreas were disappearing in the night.
Theo train was whirling on again towards
its next stop at Crewe, leaving hehind.
the two juniors and the man with the
gcarred nose, and the packet of papers
addrossed to George Kerr's father at
Edinburgh, lving somewhers in the snow
under the falling flakes.

THE 8IXTH CHAFPTER.
Baffled !

RUDDY gleam of light waveréd

A in the derkness.
Harry Wharlon dashed the
fekes of whirling snow from s
eves, and looked. On the snow-covered
strotch beside the raibway-track was a
little building—a hat—and from ils
opening the ruddy gleam danced and
wavered against the darkness. It chme
from a coke fire burning in a tin buéket,

“Jt's a platelayer’s hut!”  gabped
Bob Cherry. “Let's ask him; he ‘may
hava seen—m=m"

HGGM!FI

They tramped on.

'I"‘in.-u::r:IIr or three miles had passed undér
their feet, and they had gecn nolking
of the man with the injured nose.

They wondered whether ho had been
injured in his desperate leap from the
train.

%n far as they could calenlato, they
wore now somowhere about the spot
where the envelope had been thrown
from the train, and cvery moment they
feared to gee the ruffian engaged in the
search for it. He waa aormed, they
knew, and they were not: but they did
ot pause or falter. Harry Wharton's
trust was to be fulfilled, whatever tho
dunger.

But the man did not appear.

They wern tired and bitterly cold, and
they wera glad to arrive in the wam
glow of the platelayer’s hut,

A burly man was seabed there, half-
zsleep,

1Ta started up at the sight of tha two
schoolboys, evidently aslovnded Lo ses
them there, at that hour, by the railway-
track.

“What the thunder are you kids deont
hera?” he demanded. “Don't you
know you ain’'t allowed near the lina?"

Harry Wharton smiled fainily.

“We're looking for something  that
was thrown from a train,” he said.
“You saw the Scotch express pass,
suppose §°

The man stared ot Bim curiously.

“T "spose s0," he asseniled.

“A rascal tried to rob me on  tha
train,” explained Wharton, *T{a got
a letter from my pocket, and threw 3t
out of the window-—"

“B,"l' gum &
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¥ Pérhaps you've scen someihing  of
it:;-ﬂ .

The platelaver twned a quid of
tobacco m his check, and appearcd to

reflect.
“P'r'aps I 'ave ! he assented.
Harry Wharton's face lighted up.
“Thank goodness! Give it lo me——-
The man.chuckled,

i

“Not so fast!”™ he remarked.
F'.l;’:’r’&ps you ﬂlink I'm greeni™

o, Nor——

“P'r'aps you ihink I bekeve cvery
yvarn o schoolboy comes - along and spins
me " suggested the platelayer, who ap-
peared to be & gentleman of humorous
tendoncies. '

“My dear chap——"

*Vou sava as how a bloks robbed you
of & letter in the express——"

*Yea, woa" _ _ .

“And chucked it out of winder?

“Ves, somewhers about here, I
think.”

“P'y'aps it might hit a bloke on the
noge as it came down,” zaid the plate-

layer. .
“You've got it?" exclaimed Tiob
Cherry. .
“P'raps,” continuad the plalelaying
gmtlemnn, with irriteting calmness—
‘p'r'apa you could describe that there

letter which you eays belongs to you?"

Wharton drew a breath of relief.

“Fasily I ho exclmimed. “It's’a long
patridge-envelope——-"

tAnything else?"”

“With a typewritten address—"

rar, 'ear! Go on™ _

“The address iz ‘G. F. HKerr, 24,
Castlegate Street, Edinburgh.”’

“Wo'll sea about (hat,” said the
burly man coolly. *You stand off and
don't snatch. If you enatches, 1 gives
you o oner on the boko. ¥ou catch on
to that?"

Wharton smiled,

“1 worr't enatch,” he esaid.

To his immensa relief, the t)Jhatanla.;\wa*:'
turned into his hut, and drew from some
Ipgons & long cartridge-envelope, bulky
wikh its contents.

That'a jt ! shoutedl .Bob,

* Jest you wait & minute!™

The platelayer examined the envelope
sedulously, reading the address on it
with great care. Then, with a cheery
grin_he handed it to [larry Wharton.

" Your property, 1 reckon,” he said.

Wharton breathed more freely when
the precions packet was in his  hands.
He put it into the inside-pocket where it
had repozed before, and bulloned his

coat,
- “Thanks, thanks!” he exclaimed.

“All 1‘Eg1ht, guv'por, It fair hit me
on the nose at it came fiying out of the
train,” said the man, grinning. 1
‘eard the winder break, and then it came
—fair calching me on the conk, Never
sy s'prised] in my life, Thank you
kindly, s1f,” he acdded, as Harry Whare-
ton pressed a fen-shilling note into his
hand.

“Like to warm vour feel ere, afore
you go on®” he asked. * You'll 'ave to
walk to Urewe, T reckon™

Thoe chums of Greyfriars were glad
cnough of the sheller of the warm hut
from the wind and the suow,

They =zat down to warm their feet in
a mood of thankful relicf. The precinus
lotter wasz safe once more; ang Harry
Wharton was determined that ot should
never leave his poseossion again.

The railwayman gave them a tin can
of coffee to sip from, and the hot
heverage warmed and cheered them.

“I wonder what that thief is doing ¥'"
Bolbh Cherry said presently. “If he
wasni't hurt in jumping out, he's bound
to come nosing along hore.”

“Hallo; here's somebody else,” said

the platelayer. “"It"s raining visitore
thiz blessed night !

A figure loomed up in the glow of 1he
coko fire.

“Jerrold Drew !™ breathed Wharton.

The man waa limping.

The thick snow had saved him from
severe injury, after his desperate. leap
from the express, but evidently his leg
waa frurt, for he dragged it ns he
tramped. His late appearunce on the
scene  was  accountod for now.  He
ﬂl:ﬂ]IJ‘pE:! i the glow of ‘the ecke fire, and
spoke o the workman.

“Have you seen—:=7

Then_he stopped as his eyes fell upon
the two juniors in the hut.

“I've found you !*

“You've found us, yon eeountrel!”
exclaimed Wharton, _springing up.
“And we've found yon !

“Have you got the letter?" cxclaimed
Drew hoarsely,

“¥os, you villain!
vou dare!™

*Give it to me ™

The man advanced inta the hut with
glittering eyes,

*'Old 'ard there!”

A burly form interposed. The ruddy
platelayer grinned d-humonredly at
the furtous face of the scarred man,

“No good scowling at me!" he said
cheerfully. “You can't scare Bill Wil
linms with an ugly face—though if you
could, I reckon wdurs i3 ugly enough to
do the trick."”

“Let me Pm, you fool I

“"You calling me names?” zaid Mr.
Williama.  “I reckon--—" He broke
off as o revolver flashed out’ in the
ruffian’s hand. By gum, is that your
goame 7"

““Btand back, or—"

Swish !

Bill Williams had the coffec-can in his
igangl. and it was still half-full of hat
liquid. With a jerk of his arm, he sent
the hot coffes in a scndden stream full
into the scarred face,

Jarrold Drew staggered back with a
choked yell.

In an inslant the platelayer had
knocked the revolver from his hand, and
it fell into a corner of the hut

“Pick that up, you kids,” said Mr.
Williamna.

In 8 seeondd Harry Wharton had the
deadly weapon in his hand.

Drew was gonuging savagely at his face,
where the coffec was streaming. He waos
blittded for a moment or twao.
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A string of ficrce curses poured from
his lipa.

“Bave youwr breath, ofd bird!" sug-
gested BMr. Willians, “ You'll want il
to eool your porndge. you know.”™

“ Collar him ! breathed Bob Charrv.
“Now's our chance! This chap will help
us arrest him. We'll give him in charge
H.ﬂd-'——"

“Good! Lend a hand, Williams ™ ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.  “That thief
ought to be handed over to the polics
fo—*’

“I'm your man. I reckon.”

Jerrold Drew sprang back.

For & moment his ratty oyes glinled
and glittered at the three, ns if he madi-
tated a desperate attack, in apiie of the
odds against him. ,

But he thought better of it, and
sprang back into the darkness.

“ After him!"' ronred Boh.

The two juniors and the plalelayer
rushed ount of the hut. But Jerrold
Drew was apringing awav inin the durk-
ness, and in a few zeconda ihe night had
swallowed him up.

hr. Williams stoppel.

“T reckon I can't leave myv "n* ! hae
said, “*You'll 'ave to lesve it to tha
coppers, You can give inlormalion at
Crewe.”

The juniora stopped reluetantly.

It evidently was not of much nse tn
saarch for the ruffian in the darknesa and
the falling snow. and they returned (n
the warmth of the hut. fo rest before
resuming their wav. Bunt the precions
documents were snfa in Harey Wharton's
innér pocket: and thev were very chesr
ful as thev sat Ly the coke fire and
chatted with the cheery plutelayer.

- —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton’s Deviea |

WINTRY davwn glimmuorad aver
Crewe when Harry Wharton and
Bob Cherry tramped.into the
town of raillways and railway
works. DMist wrapped the distant Walah
hilla, and hung over the town, and the
L.MN.W. works, with their thousands of
busy hands. Harry Wharton thad bean
thinking as he tramped through 1he
snow. An idea was working in his mind,
which had occeurred to him during the
rest in the platelayer’s hut, The chums
breakfasted at the Crowe Arms, and aftor
breakfast Harry ingquired for o stutionor’s
shap, and Lhey proceaded to it at once.

“What's the game?" asked Dol. ' Nl

at{ﬁ;pmg io muurf pictire-posteurds?”
arcy laughel.

““Wo: no tie for that.”

“ I we had time we could have a loak
at the Potleries while we're here,” said
Bob. “I'd like to no end. Bul we'vo
got to eatch the Carlisle train, old lﬂ!!:r.“

“IWe're got time, Bob. Come in !

In the stalioner’s Harry Wharlon
selected a cartridge paper envelope, of
the same sive as that containing the
procions papers. He asked the shopman
where he could get un address tyvped on
it.

“Here, sir!" was Lthe answer.  “T}
typa it on my machine, if you like"

“Thanks!” said Harry., **The adilress
is 24, Castlegate Btreet, Edintirgh."”

The shopman typed the address in a
fow minntes, and Harry paid for his pur-
chasa, bought o copy of the “1aily
Mail,” and left the shaop.

Hea glanced wp and down the sireot.
The snow was falling, and thero wera
E!anty of waylarers tramping through i,

ut no sign of the man with the scarved
oaa,

Harry backed info a narrow entry.

“You've gol some wax vestas, Bob!"

il I‘%t:ﬂuﬂ ”
aE Maower Taanany,—No. 672,
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¥ Any sealing-wax 1

Hfiealing-wax! I don't generally carry
pesiing-wax. What the thum i

“Go and get a stick of it, then—red "

“0h, all right! I think I catch on,”
sald Bob. .

In the seclusion of the narrow eptry
Harry Wharton carefully folded the
“Daily Mail ¥ into tha same size as the
envelope, and pushed it inside the letter.
It made a pnn-iat about as bulky as the

ona entrustad to him by Angus
MoAlpine.

Bob returned in o fow minutes with the
maling-wax,

He understood the scheme now, and he
hald a saccession of wax vestas ﬂurnmg,
while Harry melted the wax and sealed
the new envelope carefully, using e
shilling as & seal to press on the hot wax,

In & very short time & new packet had
bean produced, an exact facsimile of the
original onae,

The original packet Harry took from

his pocket, and passed to his cham,
“You'va got a safe inside pocket,
Bob 1"
*¥eou bat!"

“Ahove 1t in, then!”

Bob carefully depoaited the precicus
totter in an inside pocket, and buttoned
cost and jacket over it

The new letter remained in Harry's
hands,

He rubbed it on the ground for n
minute fo give it the stained look of the
old sne, which had been considerably
srilad by what it had gone through since
it came into Harry's keeping.

Then he placed it in the pocket where
ke had kept the originnl Jetter.

Bob chuckled softly.

“Cute " ho remarked.

“One never knows!"” said Harry, 1
fasl sura that that willain will follow us
to Edinburgh. knows we are going
thers, of eourse.*

v Plain anough.”

“He mmarly bagged the letter last
time. Ho may gquits bag it next time.
One naver knows, ™

Bob. chortled.
“And if he should succeed and bag

it L

“He will bag a copy of the ' Daily
Mail,’ * said Hﬁrr harton, laughing,
“ while e real letter sale.”

Eﬂu kea
"Ha, ha !’

“He will be welcome to it. He can
consola himsel! by reading the news in
the ' Daily Mail." Ha will find the latest
news there, if that’'s any comfort to
him.*

Harry Wharton glanced out of the
entry, and then the chums proceeded to
the raillway-station.

The adventure of the night had dela])rad
their journey northword, but they had
causa to congratulate themselves on their
good luck eo far.

They had to wait for the train to
Carliale, and during their wait they kept
& wary look-out for Jerrold Drew.

That the man with the scarred nose
would not abandon the pursuit, thay felt
partain,

_ Heo had come nesr to success once, and
it wax evident that he knew the value of
the papers he was aeekin& a value which

war & mystery to the chuma of Grey-
[riara, Not that they were ingmisitive
on the subject. They were thinking enly

of the packet's safe delivery at Mr.
Kerr’s houss in Edinburgh. :
luﬂhﬂ? took therr places in the tran at

It was with great relief that they heard
the engine scream, and felt the express
mr:m:g under them. ]

Their eves were on the platform, which
was pretty well crowded, as the train
moved.

“EE MagueET Liseart.—No. 672,

Boh uttered a sudden suppressed ex- |

clamation.

“There he ia!™

*“Where 1" )

"Back of that nputomatic machine.
Look 1* _

' Keep out of sicht I whispered Harry.

For a moment he caught 2 glimpse of
8 dark face, with a scar on the préminent
nose. It was Jerrold Drew.

The man's eyes flached at the train as
it rolled by.

Harry and Bob kept back oub of sight
as well as they equld. Whether the
rascal had seen them they .could not be

gure,

At all events, he was left behind on
the platform at Crewe, and they had
gained a start wpon their relentless pur-
suer,

Harry sebtled back comfortably in his
soat as the express rushed on to the
northward. .

“We've cleared him, Bob,"” he whis-
pered. There were other passangers in
the carriage, and he spoke i a whisper,
“He can’t oyertake us new. We're
going on without a stop.”

“Good luck ! said Bob. ]

1t %& guesses we're going by Carlisle

““Hea'a bound to "

““He will come on by the next express,
I suppose. But we shall over ‘the
border by the time he gets to Carliste,
I hope, at least.”

“He's heat ™ srid Boh.

“ Looks like it 1" _ _

Tha chums of Greyfriars felt their
spirite rise. The snow was no loriwer
falling, but from the carriage window
thaw looked out on a ecountry clad in
whita,

Cheshire— Laneashire—Weslmorland—
under & winter sun, through glimmering
sheets of snow—the express raced om.,

The chuma of Greylriars were tired,
but in good spirits, when the train
honmed, at last. into Carlisle,

Had they shaken off the man with the
scarred nose?

It scemed so,

¥ o
mmmmmﬂr
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But at tha bottom of thelr hearfs thed
1 did not believe 20; and they felt, thiey
{ knew, that deedly danger was to doy
t,he;':t' Stepa until they reached the Scot
capital,

[ S

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Over {he Border—the Enemy I

ARLISLE was & town where the
chuma of Greyfriars would have
liked to linger—with its memories
of olden times, of ancient dwys

when there was a kingdom of Streto.
¢lyds, before the English came to Eng:
land—of later days of Border warfare,
But thera was ho time for lingering.
t Harry and Bob Cherry saw little but the
railwaycstation, and a glimpsa of the
cathedral. 'The train bore them on past
the. ancient Homan Wall, and thgr,'f ran
on through the “ Waverley ™ region—in
Scotland new. And still they had aeon
nothing' of their pursver,

Snow was falling in Roxburghohire,
Eildon Hill was a mass of white ag thay
sighted. it—or, rather, threo massea of
white—it was the hill that, according te
ancient légend, wae split in three ?I:-I;Eﬂtl
command of the wizard, Michael Boodv
It was cold enough, n_.né thick flakes. of
snow were driven on the train by the
bitter ‘wind. The juniors. deew their
coats about them, as they looked out on
the white landscape.
| "Real Christmas weather, anghow,®

said Bob Cherry. cheerily. *But I abbll
be glad to get into _thﬂ- giddy- Athens of

{ the North, and stick my toes into &

fire !
" ¥es rather!" assenbod Harry.
“Wao shall be in Malrose soon.'?

“The trein's slowing,™

“Blow it " aﬁd IE}b. "What's fha
row nowi"

The chumas rose to their leet, and
peerad out into the BRLOW.

The train had :

Dozens: of voices, from the windows,
demanded to know what was the mauer.
A guard came along with a lantern in his

hand.
“Snow blocked on the line®

“(Oh, rotten 1" Emwiﬁd Bob.
“ Beastly luck }" seid Harry. ‘' Bud
* He called out to the goaid.
" Hnﬂw long befora we get on i ;
unno. Home hours, ﬁrhnps.
i “Qﬁn wo walk into Melrore from
arp v

“If you choose.” f o ofiad

Some passangers wera already alighting
from the train. Melrose was not d'?stnnt,
but the train was at a standstill, IHarry
and Bob Ch left their carriage,
They debated whether to wait, or lo
walk—as_ some of the passengers were
already doing.

“If we wait, it gives that rotter Drew
an chance to overtake us,” said Ilarry,
“In fact——" Ha paused,

“What 7’ asked Bob, pulling up his
coat-collar againat- the wind and the
SILOW.

“We had & wait in Carlisle. It's pos-
sible—it's not likely, but it’s possible, he'a
somewhere on this train."

“Not very likely, old chap.”

“MNo; but we want to pet on, Bob.
Let's walk into Melroge. There may ba
a train readé to take us on to Edinburg}!:.
It will be all right if wo keep with the
crowd -— there's
walking.”

“Right-ho 1" assented Bob.

And they started on.

“Chance to view the abbey,' mumbled
Bob, as they started. *“¥ou know what
Scott says—'If thou wonldat view faiz
Melrose aright, go visit it by pale moons

a couplo of dozem
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"Bob Cherry hurled the snowball with unerring aim. It struek ike pursuer full upen his scarred nose, and the eycle went
over with a erash, * Good man, Bob ! " panfed Wharton, *‘Oh, good man! ™ (Sce Chapter 4.)

iz, it's hidden in the mist,” said Ilarry.
" MNever mind Melrose Abbey now: bul
woe might give it a look-in coming back,
I suppore  that  river's the Tweed.
Groogh! Tt's cold 1™

“{Miten is, in December,” grinned Bob.
“Put it on—aorly a2 mile or two to gu!
Ifere's the road! Follow tha crowd [P

Tho juniors tramped on through the
falling Haoloes,

They had intended to keep in touch
nilth tr'na other passengers who wore walk.
ing, but after a shori distancoe had been
coverad they broke into a trot to keep
thrmaelves warm.

They wers out of sight of the ross,
when :II,IE:"I'F Wharton hﬁicﬂ suddenly.

“We ought to see the lights by this
time, Bob ! he exclaimed.

¥ ghould have thought so——"

“Hold on a minute! I suppese we're
goin figlht-f"

“We haven't turned——""

“It might have been necessary to
f i —

“Oh, my hat!
athers to come up,™

“More haste, less speed,” sard Harry
rucfully.  * Anyhow, wo can't ba far
wrong. But for the mist, we should see
tha lights of Melrose. I'm sure of that,
There's a sort of glimmer yonder——"

“That's Melrose,” satd DBob, staring
through the dosk and the falling fakes.
* But how to get to it—"

“The others will be up soon,”

“Not if we've miseed the road.”

“Wait and see, anvhow., Here comes
gomcbody,

From the dusk behind loomed a figure,
muffled in a thick uleter, and with cap
with flaps drawn down over the ears,
Harry had noticed that uleter when he
.alighted from the train:

“That'a one of the passengers, Bob.”

Tet's wait for the

“Gaod! Then we're right. Let's nsh
him."

i Gﬂﬂ‘d Eu

Tha juniors weited for the man in the
ulster to come up.  Harry Whartoo
stepped towards him.

‘““Is this right for Melrose,
Great Scott 1™

Ha sprang boack.

From under the drawn-down cap a peait
of gleaming, ferrety cves glinted at hun ;
ho caught a glimpss of a fleshy nose with
& FeAr,

“Draw 1 he panted.

“Draw 1" yelled Bol.

"Stop!" shouted Jerrold Drew, [Hia
hand waa in his ulster. They knew for
whas, *“Stop, or—"

“Hook it, Harry !

T‘im juniors dashed on down the snowy
ID.JFI‘ E.-h'!-l'.ll KL
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Ferrold Drew's shout rang Gehind them.

They did not heed,

As fast as their active limbs could earey
thern, they dashed on through the snow,

Crack !

Theres was a flash in the dusk, and a
sharp report. A bullet knocked -up the
snow o few yards from the racing jnniors.

Flarry Wharton sct his teeth.

“Keep it up, Bob1¥

“You bet!”

They ran on hard.

It was only too clear that Jerrold Drew
had been in the same train from Car:
ligle, though the fact that the juniors
were in a erowded carriage had kept him

at.a- distance.
The anow-block on the line had given
kim his opportunity.
They had missed the direet road into
Molrgse, and the pursuer- was on t.é:mir
ate

track, ‘and he had followed. them.

had thrown them almost into the hands

of the man with the scarred nose.

But not quite—yet, As he ran on,
I]in;piug and stumbling in . the snow,
Harry remembered, with a throb of re-
lief, the packet he had made up at Crowe,
in imitation ef thnt addressed to BMr,

Kerr. He dret eloser to his ehium as he
ralk.
“ Bob 1"~

“VYes, old seoit ! panted Bob.

“If he gets me, sou keep on. You
understand 1"

*“Yea, but—"

“Do as T tell you, Bob. The letter's
got to be saved. If we can't both get
clear, you'ro fo save it!"

Bob breathed hard.

“Right !" he said laconically.

Herry looked back.

A dozen yards behind was the nlstered
Ggure, in hot pursuit. The man with the
pcarred nose was not gaining, but he was
not losing ground. The revolver rang
ouf a second time, but the bullet did not
come near the flitting figures in the mist,

“Keep on vour hardest, Bob 1" mut-
tered Harry, * el into Malrose, and to
the station. I'H join you later.™

"Eut'_"'_"-ﬂ

“Do as I tell you, old chap. If there's
a train north, take it, ard I'lt coms on ta
Edinburgh later. Don't jaw, old follow !
We can’'l both get awevs—another shot
may do it!”

“You're leader, old chap.
you 53_3.‘"

Crack !

Agamn the revolver rang.

The bullet knocled up the snow a vard
from Harry's feet. Tt waz at Ilarey
Wharton that the ruffian was firing. To
Bob Cherry he gave no thought. Huarry
was the bearer of the pracious packot -t
all events, so Jerrold Drew still belioved.

Harry Wharton slackenad down,

He knew that this race ecould not go
on—that the revolver turned the scales
against them. And Bob must get away
with the precious letler.

“Go it, Bob!” he breathed, as he
glowed.

For an instant Dob Chorry hesitated,

It went right against the grain to leave
hiz chumm—to leave him alone, in the

hour of danger.

But he knew that Harry was right.

He gritted his teath, and ran on in (he
dusky gloom and the snow, with all his
strength. and speed, while his chum
dropped hehind. And from Jerrold
Drew, racing in pursuit, there came an
exclamation ~of triumph. He was sure

his prize now.
Tie MacneT Lisrary.—No. 672
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Jerrold Drew’s Prize !
TORP1™
The man  with  the
nose came panting up.
His P:r'eap?md ﬁﬂ*&lt: on Havry
Whurton all the time, since Harry had
spoken to him on the road. Iie knew
that 1t was Harry who had slowed down,
and he gave no thought to the other
junior who was vanishing in the gloom.
Harry turned back, hizs heart beating.
He knew the terrible rizk he ran, But
he did not falter. OUnly as o last des-
perate resource was Drew prepared to
sted blood. He would not, if he counld
help it, iFm’r. his worthloss neck in the
noose. It thejunior gave up the packet
he would not use the revolver. That was

senrred

he weapon was glimmering m the man's
hand as he came panting up.

He levelled it at the Greviviaras junior
ag he stopped, and for & moment it
gepmed to Harey that the ruifan was
about lo pull trigeer:

But he did not.

" “You young hound!” gasped Jerrvold

Drew. “ You've given me a chasé!™

“Your own fault!"” said Harvy, as
coolly as he could. *“What do you
want?"

“¥You know what T wanf, yon young
scoundrel '

“Seoundrel vourzell ! vetorted Harry.

The ruffian made a motion with the
revolver., His ferrety eyes blazed ‘over
it it the Greyfriars junior,

“T've n mind to shoot vou dead where
vou atand!” he said, between ‘his toeth,
“Why shouldn’t I#"

“ Bacanse thore's a rope ready for you,
if vou do!” veplied Harry Wharton
| coolly,
Fou wonld ™

Jerrold. Drow gritted lis teeth.

But he lowered the revolver,

“Don’t. bandy words with me, you
.}"H'll‘l;.g hound! Give me the packet ™

“What rpacket?™”

Bob Cherry hod already vanished in
the distance. Ilarry Wharton was seak-
ing to gain time—to give Bob time to
et clear. At any risk the precious letter
»d to be saved.

S ¥ou know what packet I mean!™
hissed Drew. *“The letter that Angus
McAlpine gave rou after the accident!”

“You've no right——""

Deew laughed savagely.

“liive 1t to me!”

“I won't!™

The ruffian came ¢loser.  [e had taken
the revolver by the barrel now,

“Listen to me!” he =akd, his oyes
glittering at the jumior. “1d have shot
vou down, like & dog, rather than lose
that letter, and taken the risk of my
meck.  DBut now, if vou don’t hand over
the letier at once, T shall stan vou with
my vevolver-bult, and take it from vou!
Do you think 1'm not n earnpst?"

Theve wos no doubt on that point, and
Harry Wharion koew it.  But he faced
the rufbian calmly,

“1 promiscd Lo take that letler to
Edinburgh,” said Wharlon.

“Yon can't keep that promi=e now,

grinped Drew., “DBut never mind—I
shall take 1% to Edinburgh.”

“Yon!" exclaimed Ilarry,

“I!" said Jerrold Drew, with a

chuckle., “I shall see Mr. Kerr, at 24
Castlegate. Btreet, instead of you. Pos
sibly he won't bo so pleased té zee me!”
The ruffian chuckled again. “But he
will 3ee me, never fear. And he can have
hia Jetter—if he pays for it! It will cost
him twenty thousand pounds, that iz all!
MNow hand it over to me, befora I crack

1

your head, an take it from you !
Earry threw open his roat.

etty certain; but the risk was great,

“Bat for that, I've no doubt

—

cartridge envelope, gpd
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“I ean’t prevent vour taking the letipr
from my pocket,” ho said,

* Right—you can't!"

“Take it, then," said Harry, “I shall
not give it to you. Take ik, 1f you are a
thief "

Drew laughed.

Keeping the revolver in hie right hand,
he thrust his left into the-coat, snd fslt
in the inside pocket.

His eyes glittered, as he felt the thiek
drew it out from
the pocket,
arey Wharton stepped back.

“Are you done, you thiefi"

“Wait a2 minute! Strike a mateh!”

Harry Wharton felt for & match-box,
and struck a match, while the ruffiun
glanced nt the long cartridge envelape,

The wind extinguished the match in &
moment; but the brief glimmer had
been sufficient for Drew o read the.
tf%ﬂ:ﬂ address on the envelope.

12 oyc3 blazed as the mateh went out.

1] ijd E!I

Harry Wharton turned away.

The ruffian gave him no further heed.

He turped in the oppdsite direction,
But he s'l.?li{lig' bhacl in & moment,

“Hoy ! harton [

Well?"” called out Harry, keeping his
distance.

“You'll go on to Edinburgh——"

£1] YQE-F’

“Tell Mr, Kerr he can expect a call
from me hefore Christmas.”

“Very wellt" .

Tho  rufian chockled gagain, and
tramped away, the sealed letter in his

pocket, Ile disappeared in a fow
momants.

Harry Wharton hurried on, s heart
throbbing.

_The ruffan was gone, with the impda-
tion letter; and o copv of the “Dnmily
?:;flad * to reward him when he opewrd
1

Harry laughed silently at the thought.

When would he open it?

Mot out of doors, probably, in the wind
and the snpw, when it contained valuable
papera. He wonld weit till he was in
shelter somewhere before he opened khe
envelope and examined his prize. Tt whs
evident that he hed not ths faintest
glimmering of suspicion of the trick that
had been played on him.

. Before he discovered it, the Greyfriars
jumiors would be far out of the redch
of lns pursuit.

Harry ran on through the folling snow.
The thick flakes had obliterated Dob
Cherry’s fooiprints. Where his clum
was Harry did not know: but he was
safe. Ho saw the light of a wayside wn
at last, and stopped to inguire his woy,

He found that it was & two-miles’ walk
into Melrose from the inn, but the good-
natured Seottish innkeapor came ont, and
pointed out the way to him carafully.

Harry tramped on in great spirits, i
ﬁ]pllt'.' of the cold and the snow; he had
defeated his releniless pursuer, and that
wis cnough for him.

e aroived in Melrose af last, aod
harried te the ratlwav-station. Thein
wore a good wumber of people ilicere,
waiting for traina, and as Harey Wharton
came along the platform, lookine for Iins
Cherey, a8 voico he koow called out his
N,

“Iallo, Wharton! You here!

He turned, and met & smiline face anil
an outstretched hand. Three juniovs «f
Bt, Jim's smiled at him, and he rocog-
nised Kerr and Figgins and Faily Wenn,
of the 3t, Jim's Fourth,

“Well met, old top!"” grinned Figgins.

“Fancy meeting you!” said Fatty
Wynmn,

Harry Wharton shook hands with the
Bt. Jim's fellows. He was glad enough
to meet them—especially Kerr
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THE FAMOUS FIVE AT BUNTER GOURT.

(A cheery scene from the Orand Story of the first pari
of Harry Wharton’s Christmas Holidays ia this week's
fasup of ' THE POPULAR.'

{Ouwt on Friduy.)

“ITave you seen Bob # .erry?" he

asked, Y[ expected to nad hun here
somewhere, . 1 1
Whal IIaven't zeen him. What are

yoir doing up here ¥

Ilarry gmiled.

“I think I shall swprise you, herr,”
he answered,

“How's that ¥ .

“I'm going to your father's house 1
Edinburgh.”

“Good man ' said Werr, " So are we,
We've had o day out rooting round
Walter Scotl's country, and we're going
hack, as soon as there's a train. We'll
travel together. But what's on "

ST explain——"7

“Iold on,” said Fatiy Wynn, “Leil's
o into the buffet; yon can explain
there, I'my sure you want something lo
ont 3

“Quite trae, T do”

“T thought =0," said Fally Winn, with

snii:ihuliﬂ-n, “And I know I do. Come
on. '

“Onr train's signalled, though,” sau
Figuines. . ]

“I can't go on without Bob,” said
Hurev., “1F he's not here :F-IH.—-—"

“ Next train will do for us,” smid Kerr.
“1 want to knew what the game 13,
Wharton, Come on.” )

“ Nothing like laying a solid founda-
tion,” said Fatty Wynn, with an atr of
great wisdom.,

“ You've laid about filtecn solid founda-
tions  to-day, Fatty,” grmned George
Figging.  “DBut come and lay another,”

And the 5t Jim's juniors marched
Harry Wharton into the refreshment
department, where, over ham and epgs
and hot coffee, lie explained the statle
of affairs—much to the astonishment of
Fig%im & Co. ]

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" A stentorian
voice interrupted the juniors, as a uew-

romer arrived, and stamped snow [rom
hia hq-c:ltg bestde the table. " Here wea
are sgain.”

“Rob ™ exclaimed Harey, jumping up.

“Bame old bean!™ grinned Bob
Cherry. “How do voy do, you fellowa?
Quite & pleassa=t surprize to ran on sowg
pals in the muudle of Caledonia stern and
wild,. S0 wyou got bere lirst after all
Harry! I've been tramping around, ﬂ.ﬂlj
found myseli viewing Melrose Abbey in
the snow at the finish; after that it was
Flu'm gailing, and here 1 am. Tf Wynn
iasn't finished the available supplics, 1'll
have something to bite™ )

And Bob Cherry had something to hito

quite a large and exiensive bito it
proved

“"All safe?” mard IHarrey,

“What do you tinnk?" griopned Bob,
with liis month [full. *“*Bafe and sound—
all sorene—Al at Llogds—mnothing

THE MAaxET JABRARY.—N=. T2,
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matler but a fiest-class hunger, and I'm
caring that, Aund that chap with the
boke—"

*“I'robably eujoving the * Daily Mail '
by this time,” sud  larry Wharton,
langhing.

“Ha, ha, ha!

Whether Jarrold Drew was enjoying
tha “ Daily Mail ” or not, the chums did
not seo anything more of him before
they boarded the train for Edinburgh
with Figgina & Co. Fntigued; but in
great spirits, they ron into the * Modern
Athens "--but winter darknesz hid the
muost beautiful eity of Northein Lurope
from their oyes,

“I'll show ‘{eu some of our sights io-
mareow,” said Kerr. " Bul jnst now—
what we want is o taxi,"

And they rolled away through the
streets of Edinburgh—at their journcy's
end at last; and wi;!r; the precious doci-
meént still safe. arry Wharton lad
fulGlled his trust

IJ'I

A ———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise !

i OU'RE late I
Mr. Kerr was seated at the
telephone, in his study, at the
house in G&atie]g:t-a Streect,
when there came o tz;p gt the door. The
rest of the household wag in bed., The
door opened to admit George Francis
Kerr and s companmions.

Mr. Kerr glanced at Harry and Bob
Cherry curiously.

He spoke cheerfully to his son; but all
the juniors could see a deep shadow of
trouble and anxiety on his brow. He
placed the receiver ofi the hooks as the
juniors came in,

" Yes, father,” said Kevr, *but—"

“You see——" said Figgins.

“I think I know who these young |

gaﬂlien'l_el;:_ are,” said Mr, EKerr.

Harry Wharton, and Bob Cherry, of
Greyfriars.”  Kerr presented tho two
juniors. “'Wa fell in with them at Mel-
roso—my pater, you fellows.™

The old gentleman shook hands cour-
teously with the twe Greyfriars juniors,
and bade them welgome to his housc;
but calm and courteous as his mwanner
Was ihe trouble in his face was only, too
t-‘l:lf:r!e. Tha junices could guess that he
bad just received some bad news over the
telephone,

“You don't know why Wharton and
Cherry are in Edinburgh, father,” Kerr

an.

‘I think I do,™ suid Mr. Kerr guictly.

“You do?"” excluimed Flaery. ’

*Were you not bringing a letter {o
me?"

“Yes—but—how do you know?” ox.
claimed Havry Wharton, in astonishment,
o Wiit:;l]:rm ﬁfrujghi‘i on——""

“McAlpine—-is  he  aerigusl
asked Mr. Kerr J

“He is injured, sir, and will be in
hospital a few weeks, I think. But
there is no doubt about his recovery, I
beliove, )

“Thank heaven for that. After all
there is much to be thankful for,” said
Mr. Kerr, “My dear boys, you have
tried to do me a service—a groater ser-
vice than you can possibly imagine. If
you have failed, it is not by your own
fault, and I am as much obliged to yon
as if you had succeeded. I fear that vou
have been in danger.”

“That's nothing, sir,” said Ilarey.
“But why should vou (hink we have
failed ?'" -

hart 2

Mr. Kerr made a geslure towarg: the,

telephone.
*I have just lieard.”
ToE Maoxpr Lsrany.—No. 672,

to deal with

“Dut -I  don't  understand,”  saud
ITarey, in  bewilderment, while Liob
Cherry blinked amazedly at the old
gentleman.

Mr. -Kerr smiled patiently, It was
evident that he had received a blow;
but he bove it with the guict fortilude of
the Scottish nature.

“I will explain,” he sard. "I was
expocting McAlpine—he was to bring me
the papers. They relate to a new process
in dyeing, and embody the results of a
!nn%- series of experiments, carried out
by hin at s laboeatories in Kent. He
hiad suceceded in bringing the process lo
auccessfal rosults—ihe secret iz worth a
huga sum. But some time ago he found
that a spy waa lurking albout the labora-
tories--a man named Jerrold Drew.”

“*That’s the man "

“1 warned him to be on his puard-—
poor fellow. He was to come here to
spend Christmas with us, and bring the
papers. I was already more than anxious
about him, when I received the telephone
call; & few minutes before you arrived.”

L1 Hut__r!

“Ivom Jecrold Drew 1™ gaid Mr., Kerr.

“He 13 in Edinburgh?” exclaimed
Havry.

“Yes”

*“* He must have come straight on from

Meolrose, while wa——"

“No doubt. Please understand, my
dear boy, that I know vonr were not to
blame for losing the papers. You did
your best."

“Losing the papers!" asaid Harry
daredly. * But—in Heaven's name, Mr,
Kerr, ‘what has that villain teld you on
the telophone?”

“The whole story: that McAlpine wae |

injured m o rpilway accident in Kent,
and-—"

“That is true.”

“ That he entrusted the papers to some
schoulboys who were in the train, poing
home for their Christmis holidays.”

"’:purrmt I'"" gaid Bob Cherry. * Little
us!

Mr. Kerr smiled [aintly.

“He followed the two boys who started
northward, and at Melrese, owing to a
block on the line, the one who carried
the papers fell into his ~hands, after
leaving the train.”

“¥es, bub—""

. “ e Iﬂla the papers, and he is coming

P e——

“Enmin% here " exclaimed Harry,

“¥Yes. It 15 blackmail,” said Mr,
Keore guietly.  “The value of the papers
is immense—the new process will revolu-
tionise dyveing in thizs country. By i
means we hope to  beat the German
dyerz oul of competition, Drew's pirice
for the papers is twenty thousand
ponsds,”

S5 But, father-——" ejaculated Kerr.

1 shall not deal with a blackmailer,”
said Mr. Rerr, "DBut if I do not buy
the papers from him, he will sell them
in Germany—instead of crushing our
competitors, ther will be armed against
us with the new process.” He pressed
hiy hand to his brow for a moment. “ It
18 a bitter blow, but we must bBear it.
The man is coming here to make terms—I
have given him permission-to come. He
may be here in a few minutes. TUntil I
have acen Mr::i;l_pine, I cannet decide how

Em.',

“He dares to come here!™ exclaimed
Harry, in emazement,

“You forget he has the security of the
papers,” said Mr., Kerr. “If he is
seized, and charged with the robbery, tha
papers will be taken direct to Germany
by an sccomplice. That is his security;

and without MeAlpine's consent. I can-

-

not venture ‘to "deal with him as he
deserves. Poor ping has spent. ten
years on his work. Can I let him lose

Grand Yuletide Stories in This Week’s Issue—

it oll at the finish? Yet to make terms
with a blaclanailer——" He bit his lip
hard. 1 can ouly temporise with the
villain for the present.”

“Dut, sir, do you mean to say ihat he
thinks he has the papers? Ile hasn't
axemined them !’

Mr, Ierr smiled again,

“Unless he delivers the envelope into
my hands, unopened, sealed ns he found
it, he knows that he cannot expect a
penny,” he nnswered. “Jf he dared to
open. the envelope, he'd defeat his own
schems of blackmail. If his ayes hod
seen the actusl papors, the secret woild
ba known, and it would: not be worlh my
while te pay hra—I should have him
arrested instsad.”

“Oh ! exclaimed Harry.

He understood now

“Then he hazn't
envelope 7

“Certainly not. e will not bring it
hara,+ of course; he would not risk that.
It will be left in & safe place while he
comes to bargain with me. But he will
leave it unopened; he knows I should
pay hims nothing unless it can be
delivered unopened into my hands, the
secref safe. He knows 1 should have to
se¢ 1t, and examine the seals, before I
!1&}51 him his price—if I agreed to pay
il

Harry Wharton's eyez danced.

“Then he doesn't know—of course, ha
can’t know ! Oh, how good! Mr. Kerr,
et him come—let the scoundrel comne,
and telephone for the polica. The pape:s
are here.”

Mr. Kerr jumped.

“ What 7 i‘m stammered,

“Hand them out, Bob."

Bob Cherry was already {ombling in
his pockel for the precions enve 5
Mr. Kerr stared at it blankly as Bob held
1t out.,

* But-=but what—"

Harry Wharton explamed hastily, and
the old gentlemun listenad in  deep
astonishment, relief flashing over his
troubled face.

“Then—then he has the
envelopr——"" he stuttered,

“That's it 1"

“With nothing in it !"

“Only o * Daily Mail """ chortled Bob
Cherry.

“And-—and as it i3 unopsned, he atill
believes that hs has the prize he became
a Lhief to obtain " gasped Mr. Kerr,

“Exactly !"

“Ha, ha, ha ! shouied the jyniors, i:

reat glee. The thought that Jerrold
Jrew was aboubt lo arrive, lo demani
twenty thovsand pounds in ranzom for «

opened  the

imilndion.

copy of the "“Daily Mail " was vory
entertaming.
With a trembling hand Mr., Kepr

opened Lhe envelope Bob Cherry had
handed to him

He drew ont the papers, and examined
them by the shaded electrie lamp over his
desk.

For some minutes there wos silence.

Biut the junmors road the relief, the jou,
and satisfaction ithat dawned in the face
of Kerr's father,

After & hasty exannesalion of the
papers, the old peutlernan onlocked o
safe, thrust them inside, and locked the
sale agatn.

His kind old face was beaming as he
turned to the juntors,

“* All serens, sir?" asked Bob Clervy.

133 uite !-H-

" Caod g

There was a discreet tap ot the door
A manservant looked in, and annonnced
that a Mr. Drew had cnlled lo see M,
Kerr by appoinlment.

“8how him  in!” Alr.
ametly,

sl Ivcre
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Tarry Wharlon & Co. looked at one
another,

“XNow for the merry cireus!” mur-
mured Bob Cherry.

And there wers five smiling laces in
tha room as Mr. Jerrocld Drew was
shown in to keep his appointmaent,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Toils !

ERBROLD DREW ecame into the
J room with a swaggering gait,
His hard face wore o grin of
triumphant saiisfaction; he was in
high feather, and he did not take the
irouble to conceal the fact. o

He atarted at the sight of the juniors.

‘tThen he grinned.

At the sight of Harry Wharton and
Bob Cherry, he concluded—naturally
anuu%h in the circumstances—that the
ghoolboys had come on to Edinburgh to
veport their loss of the precious papers.

o pave them a mocking nod as he
croased the room towards Mr, Kerr.

The old gontleman eved him sternly.

Matters had changed sinca Mr., Keorr

had ‘received the insolent, triumphant
message  on  the telephone. Jerrold
Drew did not know yet hew they had
changed. But he was soon to know.
_ hood-evening, Mr. Kerr! A merry
Christmas 1" gaid the rascal, with a 'griu.
“You won't shake handsf Never
ming—-"'

"1 amn hardly likely to touch the hand
of 2 blackmailer and o thief!"” =said Mr.
Keorr drly.

Drew shrugged his shoulders,

“Well, I am here to talk business," he
remarked. *Tha social amenities can

asg, I see that Mcdlpine's meszengers

ave arrived.”

" Ad vou see.”

“No toubt they have told you what
has happened.”

“That s s0,”" zaid Mr. Kerr, eyeing
the rascal quietly.

“Bubstantisting what 1 explained on
the telephone,” said Jerrold Direw,

A smile flickered on the Scotlish
geintleman's face for a moment.

“Not wholly I he answered.

“I gave yvou the facts!” said Jerrold
Drow. “1f they have given you the
facts, their story agrees with mine. Do
you intend to send these youngsters out
of the room before wo talk business ¥

It is not necessary.”

“Vou mean that you want witnessos?
I care litila, Two of the boys, at least,
know all the circumstances already,” said
Jorrold Drew carelessly. * My safety is
n the secret I hold, and which you dare
not allow me to disclose.”

“ Are you sure of that?"

“Quite. McAlpine has spent years of
time, and thousands of pounds, on the
discovery of this process. I think it
would kill him if the secrel passed into
the hands of the (ierman dyors.”

Tt is possibie.”

“¥ou would lose hundreds
thousands, probably——"

* Probably."”

“1 am moderate i asking tweniy
thourand for the papers which have been
—ahem !—lost——-m-"

" Hiolen !

“Put it as you like."” Drew shrugped
his shoulders again. “I am not here to
bandy terms with you. The papers are
its & safe place.”

" Unopenead 7"

“MNaturally. If I saw the papers, the
secrot would be mine, as I understand as
much of chemistry as MeAlpine doss, In
that case the papers wnu'lrhn g0 mueh
waste-paper, so far as you are cun-
cerned,”

“True '

* 1 do not expecl you to pay me Lwenty

of

Order At Once to Make

thousand pounds for nothing,” said
Drew coolly, “I offer you your money's
worth. The envelope 1s intact—so far.
Before you pay me 2 penny, I will allow
it 1o be placed in your hand:;, for examina-
tion—in o safe place, of course, where
you cannot seize upon it. You shall
satisiy yourself that it iz intact; and you
will ransom it to the tune of twenty

thousand pounds. Gad! It's worth that,
I should say 1™

“More than that!"™ said Mr. Kerr
calmly.

“XYou agree?’

“Are you aware, Jerrold Drew, that

you can be sent to prison for 1'1::’bbur3
and attemptad blackmail "

Direw laughed.

“ ¥ am quite aware of it. "

“What is to prevent me from seizing
you where you stand, and handing you
over to the police?”

“Only the fact that the papers will be
haud:-:l ﬁva;: at micIini bt to & German
agent who 13 exceedingly anxious to pet
hold of them, if 1 dngnu!. raturn befgfa
that hour,” answerad Drew coolly,

“I am afraid that the papers will be
handed over, then—such as they are,”
said Mr. Kerr sedately. “I wish the
Gorman agent joy of them—quite an
agreeable little Christmas-box for him, in
fact. ™

Drew's lip enrled in a sneer.

“ Bluff is no use with me,” he said, "1
am here to rake terms. Twenty
thousand pounds is the price of tho
papers; if we come to no terms, the price
to-morrow will bo twenty-five thousand,
Tt will pay you to corie to business this
evening, My, Kerr I”

“I intend to do so.™

Mr. Kerr made & sign to the juniors,
who had drawn close, They were wait-
m%vll'ur the signal,

ith one aceord they sprang at the
rufian as Mr. Kerr signed,

Before Jerrold Drew had the remotest
chiance of getting at a concealed woapon
ha was down on the Acor, in the grasp of
five vigorous pairs of hands.

Bump !

The rascal rolled over on the carpet,

with a furious howl.
Figging’ kuee crashed on his chest, and
pinned him down; Harry Wharton und
Bob Cherry. had a wrist cach, and they
held on te them grimly; Fatty Wy
stood on the thrashing legs, and Ko
took the rascal round nock.

It was as complete and effective a
“tackle " as conld have been desired.
Mr. Kerr locked on, with a smile,

“¥You have him safe?"

“Ha, ha! Rather!”

“Just a few, sirI"
Cherry.

“Keep him so !

11 Yﬂu hEt- !Fl
-Jerrpld Drew aslruggled madly.

“Let me go-lct me— A thousand
CUPEE g amee™?

" Quiet, old top,"” suid Kerr, giving the
ruffian’s head a 'Eap on tha ﬂngﬁr, 1|:;l?*rl'.|.i4:!.':
elicited a fiendish yell
“ Mustn't swear, you know.,"

&d I'_"I_""“

“Quiet, dear boy "’

“Weo've got you by Lhe short haivs, old
beauty ! said Bob Cherry. “It's our
turn now, you know. Got anything to
tie the brute's paws with, Kerr §"

“Here!” snid Mr, Kerr,

Hea drew a coil of thick string from a
drawer of his desk. Bob Cherry took it,
unceoiled it, and folded the string till it
wa3 nearly as thick as a rope, and then
bound the ruffian’s wrists together.

Mr. EKerr then tock up Teceiver
from the telephone, and gave a number,

The blackmailer gasped; he knew that
number, Mr Kerr was ringing up the
police |

chuckled Bob

from him,

Sure of a Copy!
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Tho old gentlemun speke a few crisp

gontences nte  the transmitter, and
replaced the receiver on the hools,
“The police will be here in fve

minittesz 1" he said,

“Youn dare not!"™ brealhed Drew,
grmdultr his teeth. "I I do not return
the—"

“You will not retuen 1™

" The envelope will be handed over ot
midnight—""

“To a German agent?” smiled Me,
Kerr.

“I have saild so. You dare not—"

“The German agenl iz welcome to it
and I trust he will find consolation and
entertainment in a copy of the *Daily
Ala) ' 1™

“Wha-a-t*"

“The latest news, you know !“J‘;rinnm]
Bob Cherry. “* All the winners !

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Jerrold Drew glared from one to the
other with the look of a caged tiger. Mpr.
Kerr hald up the apvelnpu from which he
had tsken the precious papers, and Drow
startod as he looked at it

“The papers are hers 1" said Mr. Kere
coldly. **They have been placed in my
hands by McAlpine's messengers. The
packet you stola wus o dummy ]Ilﬂ.nkﬂlil
containing a copy of the * Daily Mail,
adidressed end sealed, Do you unders
stand nov, you scoundrel ¥

Drow's jaw dmpgad.

It was evident that he understond,

His eyes bluzed at Harey Wharton.

“You—you—it was you—" Has
choled with rage,

Wharton nodded coolly.

Y Lattle me,” ho answered cheesfnlly,
“ While you were robbing we, my chum
was taking away the real pachet to safety.
There's many a ship, you know, "twixt anp
ant lip ™

“T'I remember this! I-I1-T1—"

“You'll have pleniy of time to think
of it, ca the merey treadmill,” soid Bob
Cherry.  “ You'll do well to remmember,
at the same {ime, that honesty is the best
policy.  Next lime you want a * Dail
Mail.! betier buy ona at 3 bookstal
Comes cheaper in the end |

“1tla, ha, ha!®

There was a heavy tread withont.

Frvo minutes later the man with tha
searred nose was led away between two
slalwart officers, with hondewffs on his
wrists.

L L ] [ - -

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were
speeding homeward, the next day, as fast
aes an express could carry them, for Whar-
ton Ledge and Chnrstmas festivities.
Kerr nnd his father had pressed them to
stay over Christmas, but they were
expected at home; and Wharlon, too,
had to gather in Jeck Drake and Dick
Radney, of the ' Benbow," for his Christ-
mas party. But it was necessary for
them to appear at the trial of tho man
with the scarred nose, and they promized
to return for tho latter part of the vaca-
tion—a promise that was duly ke

And then they had the opportunity of
“doing " F..din?burgh——thq- castle and
Calton Hill, Old Town and New Town
Holyrood Palace and Arthur's Seat; and
they “did ™ it with great enjoyment,

Harry Wharton'a §tl‘r'aamt- had been ful-
filled, and on Christmas Day at Wharton
Lodge, round the blazing log fie, the
chums of Greylriars heard the story of the
perilous journay, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh just remarked that it waa terrific,
And Billy Bunter expressed great surprise
that the perilons mission had been carried
through sucresefully without his valuable
assistance. But the perils were over now,
and the racollection of them only gave an
added zest to a Merry Christmaa.

THE END.
Tre Macxer Lignany.—No. 672,
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A TOLUMN OF TRIGKS AND GAMES

g
THAT WILL INTEREST YOU. ’z:
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The Dissolving Coin!

Hero i3 an interesting coniuring trick which can
be performed after very little practice. The con-
urer, standing a glass of water upon the table,

rrows a half-crown, and places it in the centre of
& hand¥erchiof. Ie then roquests a member of the
audience to hold it over the glass so that the folds
t}!:' the handkerchief hang around it, hiding it from
view,

The performer next asks the person to let the
eoin drop inte the water. He does so, and the
others heayr it tinkle as it atrikes the bottom of the
glass. But when the handkerchief is removed the
coin bas disappesred. This is how it is done:

As the performer walks amongat the audience
obtain the coin and hapdkerchief, he secrotly takes
/& watch-glass from his waistcont pocket where it
hins been placed in readiness,. As kis back 18 turned
towards - his audience, he must substitute the half-
crown for the watch-glass. The performer then faces
the guests holding up the watch-glasa in tha centre

of tho handkerchief instead of the coin, The person

who comes forward at the reguest of the conjurer
thinks' that it is the coin that he feels and hes
drop into the glass of water, and although he
carefully studies the bottom of the tumbler, he, or
any other -of the audience cannot see the watch-
lass, it being transparent. You can produce the
gntf-l’ﬂ‘ﬂﬁ'n from the pocket of the owner by placing
your hand, which has still the coin in the palm, into
the poeket, and when withdrawn, yon open the
hand, showing the ol

Th> Game of Shadows.

This i3 2 game for a mixed company.of guests in
the parlour. A white sheet is stretched againet the
wall with & lamp immediately befora 1t. All other
lights are extinguished. One of the company sits
on & chair with eyes fixed on the sheet, en half
a dozen people are selected to walk behind the sheet,
and the person on the chair tries to identify them by
thetr shadows as they pass, which are silhovetted on
the screen.

To increase the fun, simple disgeices are allowed,
but nothing complicated. After the six have passed
geross the sheet the next person . from outside the
room takes the place of the guesser, who, if he has
not been able to guess at least four out of the six,
must then retire outside to await his turn with the
others, and =0 on.

Musical Blall.

A person 1s statloned in each corner of the room,
Then apother of the party is blindfolded and led
into the eentre. A guest, ncting as master of the
ceremonies, points to each of the four in the corners
in gucceasion, and cach says, in o clear tone, the
word “Come,” or any other word chosen,

When the word has been spoken by each in turn,
the blind man endenvours to find s way towards
the person who spoke firat, and the others according
to their numbers, as one, fwo, three, and four,
When he resches the pecple, the blind man touches
them and savs “One,” or “Two,” and so on until
he has managed to go round to each of the four
eraons.

Alter that another of the guests is chosen for the
blind mozn, and four others for the ones to be placed
in the corners. Then the gamo proceeds as befova.

"TuE Maioser Lipeanxy.—No. 672,
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With Christmeas upon us once again, sporismen,
playerz and spectators alike, have quite a large
programme before them. ‘The players, especially
footballers, are in for & hard time of it; far,
boesides the game, travelling haz to be done, and
this, as you all know, is very tiring to the body.

The uatches arranged for on Christmas and
Boxing Day should provide some really good sport,
and of course the usual proportion of surprises that
come with the game. principal game in
London on Christinas Day is thet between Chelsen
and Liverpool at Stamford Bridge. Here is & game
wall worth witm:-uﬂirfl(!

On Boxing Day ‘all roads should lead to While
Hart Lane, Tottenham, where the 'Spurs entertain
Newcastle ' United, the “Cocks of the North,” in
their return game. I shall look to a reeord crowd
being present at this maich, for the * Magpies
are ever a great draw to London speclators, ss they
ﬂng such exepllent football, and are always herd

eat.
Cricket

Whilst we in this country are warming ourselves
round the fire and watching the Yule gradu-
ally burt sway, the M.C.{, will be enjoyiog the
tropical sunshine “down under.”

The first Teat Majch will be g thing of the past,
Land they will be engaged in two picnic matches—
fancy talking abont picnics here at this time of

year l—on Dece r @2nd (two ddys), agminst
Bathurst, N.8.W., and on the 2ZTth (tweo ya)
sguinst Bendigo,

e sl slssleilesfosbesleeliatonleclonlealoals i soalnale cloafe sdoledls
e : &
> SPORT TOPICS! E
o

E:' WHAT SPORTSMER DO AT o

Boxing.

Boxers will more or lesa be spending & guiet
Christinas, and they need it, too!

Joo Beckett, after his fight with Frank Moran,
will no doubt be with his folk at home in South-
smpton. He will have earned his rest, I am sure.

Such men as Jimmy Wilde, Billy Wells, Pate
Herman, and * Battling ™ Levinsky, must Lkeep
themselves fit and up to the scratch for their
engagements carly in the New Yenr. They must
‘not overdo it with the turkey and Christmas pudding,
yoli know !

Ice-skating.

Ice-skating is a very popular sport, whenever it
is possible to don skales, with many thousands
througheut the country. Not only during the day-
tie, but at might wwded by torchlights, lanterns,
or the moon, do the skaters glide gracefully over
the ice. Many people I know prefer skating at
night; they say the fun only begina then, and 1
must say they're right, Ilowever, day or night, it
is extremely dehightful fo bhe able to glide over
the frozen ponds, lakes, and rivers, entting figure
m%hta, and the numerons other fantastic designs.

et winter, whilst wp in the North, I watchad
s exciting ice hockey maich being
large-sized pond. T was very much etruck with the
dispiﬁ on both sides, for the skill in which they
dashad about after the ball, or, at least, shall I sav,
a rubber dize, was fruly remarkeble. This is not
eagy, let me tell you; wyou must execel with the
skates, und that means a lot of practice, with bumps
and bruisea into the bargnin.

Now {et me wish vou & very Happy Christmas,

played on a

;2:3 o good time with. your sporl, whatever it may

)
§
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A THRILLING STORY -——

—

DEALING WITH NERO, AND HISGLADIATORS.
BY FANMOULLS VICTOR NELSON.

BRAVFH

£l QEToT,

The Mareh on the City—Nero®s Terror !
i AlL to you, Marcus, hrave man

H and gladiator !

" Hail to Marcus—Marcus
the Brave! "We greet you, O
leader of our canse 1™

From lip to lip had passed the news
of Mareus” identity, and now cries of
enthusingrr welled up from thoe mizhty
mass of men who had followed the
Ganls,

“1 ask not to replace you, friend,”
Marcus said to the Gallic officer, hesitat-
ing.
wgver:’: his eword towards the throng.

“If they want you, as they do, O
Marcus, tarry not in leading them on
to our gloricus end!” he goswered
guictly. “None of us wish for per-
gonal honours. It is the one great object
and the suwccess of 1t that counts—the
dethroning of a bateful tyrant, who even
now has held sway gll too long 1"

When Marcus had returned to Rome,
with Strongbow and his crew as pri-
foners, the name of the young gladiator
snd that of his chum, Leg, had become
famous.

M was only when Nero cnst his dis-
pleasure wpon the two young Romans
ernd Euntee that their praises ceansed to
be sung. Now that the great crowd of
would-be warriora knew that the hand-
some young men who tolked with the
Gaul were Marens and Leo, of Congueror
fame, they wanted them to head their
advance on the city, and were quickly
i the mood to follow them through fire
and water, on to death itself if necessary,
and they sad the word.

Marens raised his sword and waved
it above his head as e strode forward.

“1 thank you for the bhonour you do
me, comrades ! he eried, his deep, stron
voice carrying to ihe earz of one an
all. “Wait but one moment, aid my
friendd and I will join you, and remain
with yvou to the Litter end ™

Marcus, a thunderous cheer ringing in
his vars, hurried back inte the house,
and quickly explainad to Eunice that he
must leave her, to fight in the canze of a
tormented and downtirodden peaple.

Being a Chrishian, to the girl, battle
ind bloodshed scemed all wrong, as a

neral rule; but, as she realised the
enonnity of Nero's erimes, even she
eould not lelp agreeingz that she would
not have Marcus do aught else hut that
which he intendod,

Ho canght her to him and kissed her:

upon: Lha hps,

" Furewell, denrost! Farewell wntd

their hiding-place.

But the latter only smiled and ]

THREADS OF THE STORY.

ARCUS, a gladiater of Ancient Rome, réturnd frem o coyage, during which
M he caplures Sirongbowr, a nolorious piratle.

{ Now read an.}

Nero's rule iz no more and I relurn to
you, flushed with victory !" Le said.

With tears in her eoves, which she
pluckily tried to hide, Eunice pressed his
fingers.  He raiged her hand to his
lips. Then, with his sword again in his
hand, he was gone, and the girl turned
to help Lucius gucconr the wounded.

Horses were given to Marcus and Leo.
Their friends, %iﬂrum and Vinitius, re-
mained behind to mourn their dead
brothers and give comfort to Mark and
Spartacvs, who were so sorely wounded.

The Gaul i armour rode with the
two gladiators, his face as grim as theirs,

In another hour the huge foree of men
wag [lighting hkard with an equal number
of the Imperor's pretorians, whoso
camp thev had to penetrate on their way
towards the city.

And away in hiz palace Nero crouchod

among his couvtiers, his bloated face a

dirly groy with fear.

News had reached hun of how serious
the ouwtbweak was becoming, and at last
the avch-murdercr, the foolish drunkard
;u_’n.l Ij?r::uceited mountebank, feared for
ns Llife,

—td ey

Conclusion !

IIERE c¢ame both victoriea and |
reverses for the Gallic legions,

and even now people refused
to believe that Cmsar’s power
was near its end.

“Who could possibly succeed him, with
all the descendants of the divine Augues-
tus dead? Nothing could break a rule
go &ll-powerful as Ins, and the revolution
would be put down, just as had others
1r the past,” they declared,

Nero himself lived in a maze of con-
theting  emotiona,

One day he wounld be shaking with
terror lest defeat of his pretorians came
at last, and he was dvagged from his
palace and slain, The next he would be
mtoxicated, and, as he held some great
feast, e would laugh at the idea of the
rebels gaimming: anything but total defeat
in the end,

Disregarding ugly news of sudden
sweeping  victories of the enemy, he
pleyed and sang and wrofe hia poema.
His prefect of pretorians, Horace,
warnoed him that, whilst other revolts of
the legions had had no real leader, thers
stood at the head of this cuthreak a tried
warrior and descendant of the ancient
kings of Agquitania, whilst fighting 1o
take possession of Bome itself, was ono
whom ihe rebels would [nllow into an

As his reward from Nero, 1he
Marcus claims the and of Bunfce, a Christion shave-ghri.
however, gpurns him, the girl having been condemnped to death. Marcus, in kis rage,
denownces the emiperor, whe has him threwn inte prison, Leo, after hacing gicaped
from the-cluichea of Nero, fulle in with a lroupe of acrobats, whoee valuable
asaitlance leads lo the rescue of Marcus and Eunice.
erew o search the Suburra for the mizsing gladiators, and the pirafe conmes across
A terrific fight enzues, in whtch many of Lhe piralez and
Strongbow are killed. At thet moment thousandz of Gapls arrice, and they ask
Marcus to Iead them against Nero.

Nero gets Strongbow and his

Nero,

inferito, if he so willed—Marcus, the
former gladiator whom Nero had perse-
cuted and betrayed.

For news that Mareus was fightin
with the rebels had not failed to re
Horaeo, and, indeed, he was of opinion
that {he bravery and skill and judgment
of Marcus as a fighter and ‘r_ca.ﬂr.-r of
men had much Lo do with the mauner in
which Nero's soldiery were again and
ARAIN reCOIving reverses

Nero at length was prevailed upon to
slip away to Achaes, and there he sang
and played to the Grecks, and forgot his
danger in their praises. Then, when
he learned that Mareus had heen heard
to laugh at him as a great artist, ond
declare him a fool and a braggart, iF
fievee anger he returned to Rome to urge
his soldiers to avenge lim,

With pretoriaus fighting on the larther
side of the city against the mulinous
legions, Nevo entered on the other, and
his coming flung into the shade all pre-
vious cercmonies in which he had been
the central figure.

The very walls of the city seemed to
quake and vibrate under the mighty
shouts of “Hail, Augustus! Hail, the
divine, the nnconguerable one, the im.
morial Cesar 1™

The knights, senalors, and an enore
mous gathering of nobles were gathered
to geeet him. TFlowers lay thick on the
road over which his magnificent proces.
sion passed.

On the surface it seemod that his power
was greater than ever, but in reality the
abyss gaped at the tyrant'as feet.

Soon after his return, since which
Nero had been ordering unparalleled
feasts and merry-making, real tervor
gripped Rome,

A courier, bloodslained, and mounted
on a horse that had been ridden almoat
to the point of dropping from sheer ox-
haustion, brought the report that
actually within the wulls of the city the
pretorians themselves had revolted.

Nero, who had been at rest, vainly
called for slaves and guards, and found
to hiz dismay that hiz palace was do-
sorted of the latter, and that the only
slaves remaining were pilfering and ery-
ing out for his death,

A amall band of preforians, remaning
loyal, had been waging a tervible fight
with tho hordes of these unpaid servitors,
and E‘paphmdinu;, answertng  the
omperar’s calls at last, warned him that
he must fiy.

Twe Macxer Lisrany.—No. 672



18

With & cloak draped about him, its
h a i'adow over his face,

ood throwin
Camsar Iﬁppedg from o door at the rear
of the palage, and gained a horse
Ewﬂailtm and threo other pretorian
officers had waiting.

The officers themrelres also had stecds
hidden there in tho shadows of the
gorden, and, with Nero almost insane
with fear, and shaking so that he could
hardly hold tho reing, & swift ride was
made through the city to the MNormen-
M esond. thi hrodit d

on i3 phroditus possessed a
vi]ia.,}.\'.*hﬂm he offered Noro refuge, They
had to poes the fringe of 2 pretorman

camp on the way. and heard arising m
it cheers fur boili the rebellion and
Aorcus.

Pessing the Normentauz Cate, they
roda throngh OQsbtranivm, and at dawn
reachod ﬁg phrodifue’  abode.,  But
scatcely had they stabled their horses
and entered than it waa learned that for
Lthe ampearor there was no oseape.

A friend of Epaphroditus sent a mea-
sognger, warniig him that Nero's where-
abouts was known, and that a horde of
protoriang were preparing to ride out to
the villa and do him to death.

As the man who brought the news had
found great difficulty in getling through
tﬂa ranks of ihe soldiers, whom he de-
dared now overrun all Rome, he lad
been greatly delayed, and the exeocn-
tionars might arrive at any moment.

“They call vou parricide, and swear
you shall dis 1he death decreed for auch
by ancient custam, sire!” the almost
Lroathless mau said, in conclusion.

“It means they will place your neck

in a fork, flog you to_death, and throw

;:lﬂ:;r OOT lr:rtln_ ﬂhn Ti]ﬁ'r‘ BT 5;;'
phroditus exclaimed, * Detter sec

death hy your own hand thay that !

Nore hid his face in his hands, and

d in a terrible faar.

*“Oh, is there no escape? Must it
be 1 he moaned hoarsely.

“By Bacchus, hark! Your enamies
come, O Caear I one of the other officers
crled at that moment, finging up a
silancing hand. And as they all stood
tense, listening. they heard the beat of
hoofs on the road in the distance.

“QOuick, sire!” Epaphroditus rapped.
handing him a dagger. " Make an end
of vourself; it iz the only way!"

Naro reeled, his mnhealthy face writh-
ing in his ageny of fear and indecision.

"By Hercules, what an artist is going
to hia death!” he whispered huskile.
“ And vet it must be—it must be?! Bo
this is loyalty, faithfulness!"

R S L R T

A SEASONABLE SUGGESTION

What arz you golng to give your small brother, sister, or chum
for Christmas? That may be a difficult. gquestion to answer,
for it {s not easy to choose a present that will suit your pocket
and at the same time be bound to

fore, this supgestion should be o

A Grand Coloured Christmas Pantomime Model

With Book of Words

that will keep boys and girls amused for hours, can
1 t be obtained by asking vour newsapgent for ¢ 1

«“CHUCKLES,”

Champion
Out on Friday. -
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Tha Children’s
Comic. -
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““ Hasten !" Epaphroditus cried, as the
thunder of hoofs grew nearer and nearer,
until # bocame a fast fatloo on the road

outside the villn,

MNoro raised his trembling hand, and
placed the hlads of the kunifs to his
throat. Hof he knew that he was uphi
to die, and could hot bring himself to do
more than feebly prick his skin.

A r&inizl§ of lieary blows on the wviilu
door, and Epaphraditus stepped sharply
forward. Before Nero realised his inten-
tion he thrust at the emperor’s arm,
q_lrimgng ithe knife deep into the bull-hike
noeck,

Without a sound the tyrant fell,
breathing his last opon the saffion-
strewn foor

The mercilezss hend who had brought
denth to countless thouwsamds had at lasi
met the grim spectre himself,

+

That wight, wiiz hiz work. in Roue
onded, Marcus hurried to Hunice. Teo
was with him, and, as they entered the
house of old Lucius, the Chyristian, the
gir]l took the hands of both with a glad
LT,

Mareus.gathered her into his arms, and
kissod her again and again. : _

“Nero i3 no more! At last, dear
heart, I cen ciaim my rowoard!” the
young Roman said ienderly.

“By Baochus, I feel ont of 3t Leo
grivhed. * Is there no fuir maidén here
whom 1 can kiss and find welcoming
mat"”

Eunice held out her hand, her eyes
shining like stars in her happiness.

As Leo clasped her fingers, shia drew
down his head and touched his cheek
with her lips.

“What girl would not kiszs and gwve
weleatne . 1o 4 noble-heurted. man like
vou, dear frisnd?” she said.  * But -for
vou. both T and ihe man I love best-on
carth wonld lie in our praves.” Then.
turning suddenly to Marens, and hiding
her face upou his shoulder, with s Lietla
sab: “Oh, take me away quikly from
this cruel, cruel city, where we have all
suffered so much !

“To.morrow, light of my eyes. we will
o wed,” Marcus returuned gently, as he
held her close. "Then we will join my
futher m Egypt.”

“The fulure is Lright for vou beth.
:ilenr ccr"_‘l‘ﬂdmi"\‘!-'au declared. Wilii
the passig of NOro  ¥your pain an
misery. aﬂgt,ha great darkness, was left
behind I'

THE EXD.
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Elusg the recipient. There-
the greatest help to you,
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Grand Yule-tide Stories in This Week’s Issue —
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*CHRIST MAS§
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e ile e Qoo fpale oo Ppifealp Dol eleiledd
GIVING HIMSELF A CHRISTMAS-BOX |

The absent-nunded professar went o
chitrch  on Christmas  moring, and
returnedd home to lunch triumphantly
waving an wmbrella to his wife,

“Well, my dear,” he said, “you see I
didn't leave it behind in the pew to-day.”

1 see you haven't,” replied lna wile,
“ The only trouble ja that you didn't take
the umbrella with you to chureh, because
it haa beon a clear and frosty mormang !V

A BIRTHRIGHT !

Chriztnias 1% pretty lttle good without,
shall we say, helf a doren good Christmas
meals.

Roast turkey, Christmas pudding, and
mince-pios are made to be eaten, " Fat
and let eat!” should be the motto at
Christipustime,

It was nt Cheistmas dinner. :

Young Bobbie had had a thivd-helpin
of everrthing, and with the stamina o
healthy youth, paeied hly plate for the
fourth Lelping of the ﬂfdmg.

“My goodness, Bobbie, how can you
eal so’ much !’ exclaimed his” mother,

“Punne " grifned Bobbie. ' 'Bpecls
it must b just my tack "

[

e

UNQUALIFIED ]

Oue day, as Willie's [ather was
up the mtetletoe, Willie begged hi
himn hang some up, too,

His father gave him a small piece, and
walked into the other room,

When he returned he found Wilhie
sitiing in a chair, puffing, and mopping
hia forahead.

He had tried to hang the mitletoe cn
the curtain-pole,

““What's the matter, sonnie *" asked his
father. * Can't you get it up?”
“No ! eried the little one.

short at one end [

nging
ta let

“1 2o foo

¢ YOU NEVER KNOW, YOU KNOW ]

Jimmy Clerkenwell and tha boy next
door wore discussing Christmaz: and
Christmas prosents.

Thay had mentioned most of the
articles that they would like to receive
themselves, and then the talk turned fo
the presents it was nécessary to give to
other ple.

“YWhat are you going to give vour
mother for Christmas?"” asked Jimmy,

“0Oh, I don't know!"” was the reply,
*T thought of giving her a paper-knife.”

* A paper-kmife ! echoed Jiromy scorn-
fully, “ What's the good of that?”

“Well, what ara you going to give
vours " questioned Jimmy's friend.

“(Oh,"” answered the young sage wisely,
“T believe in preparing for war m tnnes

of peace| I'm going to give her a pair
of elippers with soft soles!”
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WITH A FREE MUSK TEACHER.
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rend yal a FHELS Book pni:u.!_inu: ount rene ¢hances nod explain
Eﬂgtnﬂﬁu nyg our system.  Stale age and tend Sd aampe for postags
THE TEOHNOLOGICAL [METTIUTE OF GT ERITAIN, LTD.
49, Thanet House, 231 & 23% Btrand, Londen, 'W,0.7,

'REAL JOYS FOR BOYS

Toy MODELS

H.M.S5 Victory. The Tank.

Handley Page 1920
The Model Yacht Passenger Machine
18-Pdr., Q.F. Cun,

The Aeroplane

. . FULL IMSTRUSTIONS ON EACH ﬂ'l'l-rl',.
Lt LT

SEND 2!3 TO-DAY.

GETRLY BAIR ™ “Minscurled o once," wrlltea Major, Thousands of tes-
timonials, proof sent.  Summers' ' Curlb eyl géraightest hadr, 175 316
{stamps accepted) —SUMMERS (Dept. M.T.}. Upper Ru=eell &f.. Brighton.

CARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz, 12 by 10 EN.
P pEre M B D OCCHEAP V'HOTO MATERIAL  CATALOGUE
AND SAMPLES FREE.—~HAUKETTE, JULY ROAD, LIVEEPOOL.

TOEREACCO EABIT POSITIVELT CURED IN THREE DATA.—Famous
Specinliat's  proseriplion, 1 B—H, HUGHES (Bex B.F), HULME,
MARCIHESTER,

HOME CIFEMATOOGRAFPHS fram £L£L1.—Tenl Yahiee Flimea Galare,
A Room for Winlber Evenlnga., Lists Free—=Desk E.. DEAN CINEMA CO,,
94, Urayion Avenue, West BEpling, Londgn.

MODEL BTEAM ENGINES.-lucomativez, Huilwars, Blectrls Motors &
Di¥nang, Walberies, Seenmiilafors. M nlel marie, fiftlings, te., elo, Intercstiog
illszdrated catsiopue, A (PO onlp).~MODEL 000, 38 (AP}, Queen's

Boad, Axton, Birmooghim.
EEVERAL JINCHEB TJ‘IE‘

INCREASE YOUR HEIGHT E7erac iwonss

Toss Svstern never fails, Pirlen 776, complete, Purtionlors 3d. stamyp,
i P. ROSS, 16, LANGDALLDT ROAD, BCARBOROUTGH. W

WATY HAIR-WAVEINE [3 POSITIVELY NUARLANTEED TG MAER
ANY JATR WAYY, HUKDREIDA OF TESTIMOXTALY, ITrice 1/8; dnuh!;
abee 276, Satizfackion gumenntecd.—W 4 "I.'I!'."['.'i E 00, T, Market 8t., Blackpaal,

7 E FUN I The Latest Boreatniogly Fuony Surprlse Novelty,
FRE causinig Tomks of lauzintur, FRIE toall panding
1f- for TO Cute Conjurin Tricks, 132 Jolly Joke Tricks, & c:mamé;: Trickas,
6 Cunping Cord Tricks, f Myatifying Magic Tricks, & Jokery' Comigal Cards,
Eenaatlonal Ventriloguism Becret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attraotions. Thou-
sands delighted! Great Fun! Portsl Address: O, HUOGHES, 15 W aE.,
Edgbsatop, Birmioghe. (Big box Demon Mouafache Grower, 1/ 2 post fres, }

[y ann

' EE All applications for Advertisement | HOH
E Space in this publication should be ﬂ]:lg
EEIII addressed to the Advertisement E%E
ooo | Dept., UNION JACK SERIES, § oo
= The Fleetway House, Farringdon E%E

J Ah Street, E.C.4. Ena
n-_l-
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"BILLY

BUNTER—FO

A Screamingly Funny Set of Comic Pictures, drawn b:.r'_ J. MacWilson.

RM-MASTER!

1. 'Twaa :Christmas morn, and a big hamper areived for
Whuckem's
Academy. “ My word, boys,”” tootled the one and onty Billy,
“hereis luck, if you like! This is from my titled relntive,

thé Fat and frivolous Form-master of Dr

Lord Bunter de {srunter,”

3. “I can alwaya do with an extra sixpence, lade," wuffled
W.5 B, "“Ii'a as simplo as ]gl_amng* an order with your wews-
ageht for the ¢ Popular.” Hand over the tanner in cash, and
I'll let you watch me store awny the bottles of ginger-pop
I'll buy with it."

5. And while Bunter was looking about him for Joe

Beckett, the juniors behind him affectinnately lasped. the
hacions nnd nulritious tllrhﬂ;ﬁﬂ. plum

_ ffuddings, ‘and fruit. that
.]l::adt t‘;l:ﬁ" from the dith, * Now, boys,* cried Willie, “lel’s
eat 1k: : _
THE MacxeT, Lisrany.—No. 672,
D

2. “We'll help vou eat the tuck, sir,” volunteered the
Liight fittle fags. Bul our prize porpeise shook his handsbnde
locks, © Nay, lads,” he said, Then thiat young rascal, Willie-

c Wagp, bet Billy o sixpence he couldn’t balafice the dish~of
grub on a stick. _ L

. J
4. Put imstead of giving Billy that sixponce, Willie hanpded
him a straight Jeft hook to the Lroad and manly waistcoat!
“Och!” gasped Billy. “Ha, ka, bhal” daughed the other
nanghly nipgpers. “ ¥ou seem to have overbalanced gome-

what, sic ™

iy
W
:

y .I:". I“'II-—.'|_ g

L

6. “"Here's your sixpence, siv!” And that bad lad thraw
Billy the tanner and pranced oft.gaily 'with hiz checry litfla
chums. * * Geroogh!" gulped Buner, “How shall T haye &
Merzy Christmas now?"™ "“Chop chips, eat coke, and fry your
face; s !” advided the Toughing ladlets,

25-42-20



