


SPECIAL LONG COMPLETE STORY OF EXCITING CHRISTMAS ADVENTURE—

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Bump !

"% BOUT CHRISTMAS—"
Billy Bunter,

He got oo further.

Fiva fellows, who had been
walking and talking in the old quad of
Greyirmars, suddenly broke into & run.

v Wharton & Co. of the Hemava

did not seers to want to hear about
Christmas—f{rom Billy Bunter,

They studded.

Billy Bunter blinked after them,
through his big epectacles, in surprize
and indignation.

“¥ say, you fellows!” he roared.
say, don't clear off while a fellow's talk-
i.n% to you. L

sald

L

I zay, stop!
ut the Famaus Five of the Remove
did not stop.

They accelerated. ;

Billy Bunter grunted angrily.

Just hefore Greyfriars School broke
up for the Christmas holidays, the fat
Owl of the Remove was rather anxious
to discuss the * hols.” )

But never had Billy Bunter's fascinat-
ing company been so little sought after,

Fellows would turn corners, or slam
study doors, or hurl Latin grammars,
when they saw Bunter coming,

Getting “ fixed up ” for Christmas was
rather diffioult in these circumstances.
Time was getting short now, and Bunter
was anxious to get fixed vp.  Every-
body else seemed to want to leave him
unfixed,

“Beasts 1" prunted Dunter,

He rolled after the Famous Five, as
thiey trotted away by the path through
the frosty elms,
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"I say, vou fellows I he bawled.

Bob Cherry looked back over s
sheunlder, with a cheery, grinning face.

“Hea's after us I he remarked.

“Frot on!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

“The trotfulness is the proper caper !”

grinmed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“Put it on terrifically I

“1 zay, you fellows—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Eilly Bunter put on a spurt. Really,

be wanted to spesk to these unsociable
heasts before the bell went for third
schaal.

“ Put it on |¥ chuckled Frank Nugenk.

Five sturdy -and healthy juntors
enjoyed a rapid sprint on a firm, frosty
winter’s morning The fat Owl of the
Remove, toiling in the rear, did not
enjoy it. He had more weight to _carry
than any member of the Famous Five—
in fact, as much as any two of them.
Looking back at the gasping, splutter-
ing Owl as they ran, with ]aughmﬁ
iaces, the chums of the Remove trotie
rapidly over the carpet of snow on the
Elm Walk.

It was because they were looking back
just then, as they ranm, that the umnex-
pected happened.

Lertainly they did net suppose that
any fellow was loafing about in that
rather secluded spot. And if a fellow
was there, there was no reason why he
should not eee them coming, and step
out of the way.

But, as it happened, a fellow was
there, and he did not see them coming.
Neither did he hear them, as their foot-
steps made no sound on the soft snow.

It was & senior—a Fifth Form man—

who was there, It was Cedric Hiltonm,

the slim, clegant, handsome dandy of
the Fifth. Ha was standing mn the
middle of the path, with his back
towards the quad, and his whole atten-
tion was concentrated on a letter he was
reading.

From the expression of comcentrated
thought on Cedric Hilton's face, and the
deep wrinkle in his brow, it secmed thab
the letter contained matters of urgent
mmport.

Perhaps he had retired to that quiet
spot to read it without danger of inter-
ruption. If so, he was rather unlucky.
¥or he was interrupted, suddenly, uncx-
pectedly, and violently.

Crash !

Before they knew he was there, the
running juniors crashed into his back.
Hilton of the Fifth pave a startled wyell,
and pitched forward on his hands and
knees.

The letter flew from kis hand.

The winter wind caught it, and blew
it a dozen feet away before it dropped
into the snow.

But Hilton was not thinking of the
letter.

Ee sprawled face down in the anow,
with five startled and breathlezs Hemove
fellows sprawling over him.

“YWhat the thump-—" gasped Dob

Cherry.
“Whe the dickens—" gurgled
Jahnny Bull

“What the terrific thump—"
“{h, my hat !

“He, he, ha!” came {rom _Billy
Bunter. The fat Owl, from a distance,
beheld the sprawling heap, and
chuckled, *“He, he, hel! I zar, you
fellowsg——e He, he, he!™

Bunter seemed amused.
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ITilton of the Fifilk was not ammsed.
Ile turned a ved and furious face on the
juniors, as he struggled in their midst.

“You young rotters! Yon—you—
grogogh !~ I'll—oocogh I he splutterad.
“T'Il smash the lot of you! Gerroff!
Qooogh 1"

"The breathless five scrambled vp.

Hilten dragged himseli to s ieef
more  slowly. e  was  breathhess,
smothered with snow, and seemed in oo
Lad temper. e

“Sorry 1" gasped Wharton. “Didn't
o Vo ——" .

“The serrowfulness is terrifie——

“ What the thomp did you stick in the
way for?” demanded Jobnny Bull.
“Your own fanlt!” .

Ililton did not answer. . Ilaving
recovered a litile of his breath, he made
a jump af the junmiors,

“Hook it!” chuckied BPob,

“Stop I” roared Ililton furionsly,
the five seudded on up the path.
rushed in fierce pursat,

Tividently Hilton of the Tifth wanted
vengeance, and wanted it badly. Hae
had had a nasty jar, there was no
doubt about that. Ile was bumped and
shaken, and in o towering rage. Ile
fairly raced after the Removites,

They flaw! )

Really it was rather kind of them 1o
run for it. The five sturdy Removites
rould have handled Hilton, and handled
him quite easily, had they chosen s¢ to
da. i

as
11s

But, having already barged him
over, they did not want te damage him
any more. So they stamped on the gas,
a to speak,

“ Beasts 1" gasped Bunter.

At thaet rate of speed, the fat Owl of
thie Remove had no chance of overtak-
ing the fellows with whom he was so
anxious to discuss tho important gues-
tion of the Christmas holidays, .

They vanished through the elms, with
Tlilton of the Fifth in het and fieree
wresuit. Bunter conld only hope that
}m wonld cateh them, amd whop them
all round. That would be some conso-
lation. .

Mecanwhile, he picked up the letter
Hilton had dropped. ‘The December
wind had ]a.ndejln it within a couploe of
varda of him. L

Bunter’s idea in picking up tho letter,
was simply that which any fellow might
have had—of returning it to the owner.

But it was like Bunter to leok at it
and read it—which, it was to be hoped
ab least, other fellows would not have

done ! :
As he blinked at Hilton's letter
through hiz big spectacles, Duntor’s

littte round eyes almost bulged through
those big spectacles,

“Oh erikev I ho gasped,

Had Hilton of the Fifil retlurned st
that moment, no deubt Billy Bunter
wottld have handed over the lotler, But
¥ilton did not appear. And the Owl
of the Remove shoved it into his pocket,
anil rolled back to the guad, with quite
;m extracrdinary expression on his fat
acd,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Just Like Coker!
1 SIDE_' thern I gaid Colker of the

Fifih.
“Iih, whot* rpasped Pofter.
“Look !™ sald Coler, and he
pointed,

Five juniors of the Remove, rather
red, and a little breathless, bnt appar-
ently in cheery spirita, had burst from
e lenfless old elms, and were sprint-
ing along the gravel path, where Colicy
sl hia friends walked in ztate,

After then, snow-smothered, his lat

gone, and lis eves pleaming with wrath,
sprinted Ililton of the Fifth. )

Potter and Greeno stared at him. Tk
was very nnnznal for Hilton, the elegant
dandy of the Fifth, to be seen in an
excited state. Generally, he was cool
and calm, and, in Coker's opinion,
lnckadaisical! MNow he was neithor
cool nor cnlm, and anything huat lacka-
daisical.  Something. ovidently, bLad
bappened to excite his wrath,

“My hat! EHilton's got lis rag out ™
said Greene, “Looks as if he's beon
rolling i the snow.”™

“SHtop them ! repeated Coker.

That was Uoker all over |

Ho strode inlo the way of ithe Tamous
Five, to stop them|

Horace (oker did not think much of
Hilton. e considered him a drawling,
lazy dandy and slacker, and had, m-
deed, more than opee Lold him so. S]],
he was a Iifth Iorm man—and so0 was

Coker. If checky juniors had lbeen
rapring a Fifth IForm man, Coker was
the fellow to step in and sea him
righted. Goker was, in fact, the fcllow

to step into any tronbla that camo his

Way.

“1 say-——7" hegan Potter.

“Don't jaw, do as I tell you!™
smapped  Colker, over his  shoulder.

Coker did not like argument. .
Potter and Greene, of the Fifth, did

not jaw. But they did not do as Uoker

told them! They right-wheeled and
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Many and varied have been
Billy Bunter’s schemes for
“ fixing up *’ for the Christ-
mas Holidays. Buf the idea
of hooking on to Hilton, the
dandy of the Fifth Form,
and gefting an invitation to
Hilton Hall, seems a hope-
less proposition—yet Bunter
does it !

Vemn e m e e

marched off, leaving Coker on his own
to deal with any troubla he might
collect. It was nearly time for thirl
school, with Mr. Prout, anyhow, ond
they headed for the House. ) .

Loker, on hig own, plantod limszelf in
the way of the running five. )

“Btop ! he shouted, holding wp his
hand.

The Famouz Five did not skop.

Hilton was close behimd, on vengeancee
Lent! ‘T'hey did not want to handie
Hilton. But thev had no objection {o
handling Coker, if he wanled them to.
Apparently he 4id!

“ Charge 1" grinned Bob Cherry.

“*P'he chorpeiulness is ierrifio.”

*Parga him over!™

If Coker thought that his lifted hand
aml hiz eommanding voice would stop
tlie running Removites, it was only one
af Horaee Coler's many miztakes,

Instead of stopping, the chums of the
Remove rushed right at Coker.  “They
charged in a bonel, end the Dburly
Horace was swept fairly off his feot.

“Whooop 1" roared Coker, as he wenk
dowr. ) :

o grabbod wildly af the juniors, ITis
grasp closed on Bob Cherry, and Lob
was drageed down with him,

“Ow! Leggo, you ass!” gasped Bob,

Tlwrmp !

Holding Dol with one hand, Cloker
thumped witle the aitber. Thers was 2
terrilic roar from Bob Cherev. Coluer's
thump was hard amd heavy.

“Naroooh ! Rescue

He rolled over in deadly combat with
Coker, They mixed with gravel and
snow a3 they rolled,

“Hold on! Rescue |" panted Wharton.

The Famens Five had iatendad to
leave Coker for-dead, as it wers, and
race on to the House, But Colker had
got hold of one, and the other four
turned back promptly fo the resous.

They hurled themselves on Horace
Coker in a hody,

Iilton was coming up fast. But they
had a few moments,  They put those
few moments to the best use. Coker's
grasp was dragged away from Bob, In
the grip of five pairs of hands, he was
rolted over on tho path, DBeside the path
was o bank of snow, rocently swept up
by Mr. Mimble, the gardener. Coker's
liead was shoved into it! He gurgled
horribly as his features were buried in
EIOW,

Johnny Bnll caught up & handful of
gravel to shove down Coker's baele,
Frank Nugent prabbed a handful of
snow to shove after it. HMurres Jamsek
Ram Bingh erushed Coker's hat on the
back of Ceker's head, driving his face
¥t deeper into the snow, Coker, in his
yresﬂm psition, was favourably placed
or smacking., Bob Cherry administered
a tremendous smack on Coker's trousers
that rang like a pistol-shet. A gurgling
roar  camo from  Horace. BTEY
Wharton grabbed up snow, kneaded a
rapid snowhball, and met IHilton, as he
tora up, with a missila that squashed all
over his face, . .

The next momont Hilton was jnmping
at him,

Bmack !

"Wow " roared Wharton,
him 1"

Hilton had ne time for another smacks
Tha whole Co. turned on him as one
man. Owing to Coker’s intervention, he
had eaught them. Buot it was rather
like catching Tartars! In o few scconds
Iin wished that he hadn’t.

He hardly knew what happened in
ilhose Liectic seconds. The Famous Five
did not want to damage him. They
thought they had damaged him enough,
bargiog lim over under fhe elms. But
he had to be stopped from smacking
heads. They collared him, whirled him
over, and up-ended lim,

If the burly, becfy (Coker had had
little ¢lianes in tha hands of the five,
the slim and elegant Hilton had less!

Jrash ! Bump!

ITo landed on Coker's back as Horaca
struggled up out of the snow bank,
flattening Horaca down agsin.

“TWrrrggh 1™ gurgled Coker, as Hilton
crashed on him, and his rngged featurea
were buried deep again,

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Hook it 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. resumoed theis
sprint. They headed for the House,
lﬂu%{lin breathilessly. Hilton, perhaps,
might fm.-u. pursued them farther, but
he had no chance. Coker, twisting
round in ithe snow, grabbed at him
blindly, and thumped wildly, With his
ryes, nose, and mouth fnll of & mixture
of snow and gravel, Coker could seo
nothing for the moment—hut he could
fecl, and he feli somebody bumping on
him, and he grasped of that :sqmr-gody
amil punched—hlindly, but heftily !

%W aw 1" velled Halton, as he got tha
puneh. “Ow ! Yoie—>»

T smash won I aplottered Clolzor.
“You cheeky fags—vou voung hooligans
—1"1l spiflicate you—I'll pulverise you—
take ihat——"

S0w! You fool!

% And {liab—""

Y oo 11 .

“And that!™ panted Coker, Tollin
over his adversary. and punching har
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and punching coften. *And that! I'll
teach. you! I 3 .

“Qw! Ohl Yarooh! You mad fool,
leggo!” yelled Hilton, struggling
frantically in the powerfu) grasp of the
hefty. Horace.

“ And that — why — what — who——"
Cloker blinked at Hilton, realising that
it was not o cheeky fag ihat he had in
his grasp.

“let po,
ITiltan,

“YWhere ara those fapst™

“You blithering idiol 1™

Coker let go and stared round for the
fags! ‘They had vanished, Cedrie
Hilton staggered to his feot.

Coker, still in a state of bewilderment,
giarcd blankly. He did not secm to
expect  what happened next—thoogh
really ha might have expected it. il-
ton; boiling with rage, hit out, and
Coker went over as if a cannon-shot had
hit him. Onece more Horace plunged
lieadlong in snow.

Cedrie Hilton walked away to the
House. He walked quickly. Tt had
been o satisfaction te hnock Coker
down. It would not have been =0 satis-
factory to wait for wnat would happen
when Coker got up again. the time
Coker extracted himself from the snow
end gathered his seaitered wils once
more, the dandy of the Yifth had gone.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Letier from Hilton Hall !
B that day was mathematics with
Mr. Lascelles, Blaths, as a rule,
did not make Remove fellows pgrin.
Maths, rather, made them {rown, if not

ILLY BUNTEER grinned.
groan. But Bunter was giinning,

vou dummy!” shricked

Third school for the Remove

Che Magmet Library

Bunter was not giving o lot of atten-
tion to Larry Lascelless. He was not
thinking of maths. He was thinking of
tho lotter in his pocket. 3

Ho had not seen Hilton of the Fifth
sinee picking up that lost letter. That
letter intercsted Rilly Bunter—deeply.
It was the cawse of the grin that over-
spread his fat visage. Several fellows,
u}l?::mrving that fat grin, grinned them-
selves, wondering whethor it meant that
the Ow! of the Remaove had succecded
at long last in “fixing up ™ for the
Christmas holidavs, If zo, they did not
envy the fellow le had fixed on.

Mr, Laseelles, having turned his back
on his ¢lass to chalk & diagram on the
blackboard, Billy Bunter drew the lotter
from his pocket. Under the cover of his
desk, surreptitiously, he read it through
again. .

He wonderod whether Cedrie riion
had missed that letter. Hilton, of
course, was now in the Fifth Form with
Prout. He could hardly have scarched
for the Jost letter yot- When he searched
for it he was not likely to find it—
unless Billy Bunter chose. Bunter eould
itmagine his feclings when he missed ik,
and failed to locates it. It was not such
& letler as the dandy of the Fifth would
have carcd, or dared, to lnt anyono at
U;;cyfriurs see—if hie could have helped
it!

Borva him  jolly swell right, was
Bunter's opinion. IF a fallow chese to
be a shady blockgunrd and play ducks
and drakes with the rules of the school
and run the rizk of getting the sack,
seeve him jolly swell right to have a
sCATE.

Clertainly, if that letter had fallen
into the hands of Dr. Locke, it would
have made the Head open his oyes wide.
Certainly it would have been followed
by Ililion of the IMifth being called into
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“SOLDIERS
1 OF FORTUNE ”

A HA'PENNY A DAY! No one would
join the Feoreign Legion at such a rate of
yment and expect to get away witha
rtune. Yet that was the purpose be-
hind the enlistment of PTAIN
USTICE and his pals—Dr. O'Malley,
n Connor and Midge.
“There's a Britisher in the Foreign
Legion,” Justice was told, * who has
inherited a fortune. [If you can find him
and help him to escape, there's twenty
thousand pounds in 1t for you. What
about it 3"
Justice and his pals were penniless at
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the time.
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little guessing all that was to happen
before he touched the money, Make sure

J of reading this stirring yarn of amazing

adventures, ”

Ask for No, 457 of the

D LIBRARY

On Sale at all Newsagents and Bookstalls .7

e i i e i e A e ol e A e B A i, i i e e A Al e e it A, A .

the headmaster’s study! And if the
ITead went into the matter, as doubtless
he would, it conld hardly fail to he
followed by certain facts coming to
light with regard to the Fifth Form
sportsman’s manners and customs,
Which, in turn, would be followed,
almost cortainly, by the “order of tho
boot ¥ for Cedrie Lilton. Undoubtedly
i1t was o very remarkable and unusual
Ieftor for o Greyfriars fellow to reccive
It ran;
“Ililion Iall,
“Blackmaoor,
“ Devan..

“Dear Master Cedrie,~I regret to
say that it is not in my power lo
accede to vour requesh for o further
loan of fifteen pounds, I doubt
whether Sir Gilbert would ever for-
give me if he became aware thas I
have advanced any swns to his son.
e would, I am assured, be greatly
mconsed ot an action which ho waonll
regard, and rightly, as unbecoming
in his butler. I am bound to sey thak
it has weighed on my mind.

“1 suggest, sir,. that you write
direct to your father, and explain to
him vour difficulties. Burely, sir, your
dells are of such a natore that you
can explain them to your father.

" Yours respectinlly,
“Francis WaALSINGRAM.Z

It was a dignified letter; with a sort
of staid, respectable, upper-servant
dignity. Billy Bunter could picture tho
butler of IHilten Hall: solid, Emr_ﬂ}‘.
probably with & port wine complexion.

e grinned.

Then he gave a jump as Peter Todd
rapped him on a fat shoulder, He
crumpled the letter hastily in his hand.

“Invitation for Christmas, old fat
bean ?* asked Toddy.

“Fh! ©Oh, yes! Nol!™
Bunter,

“Yes, and no ! azked Peter,
- “I—I—I mean yes! One of my many
invitations,” said Bunter. *“I've been
fatrly snowed under with 'em, Toddry,
as you know.™

“1 don't know !” pointed out Toddy

“Why, I've told you."

*That’s why I don't know.*”

¥ Beoast 1®

“Well, if somehody’s asked you for
the hols, perhaps you'll give us s rest
in  the TRemovel” grinned Peter,
“Manleverer’s lodking quite weary and
worn’

*“Oh, really, Toddy——" i

“And Smithy's swern to brain you
with a golf club if you put your head
into his study again to speak about
Christmas——"

“ Beoast 1"

“Who's the happy man?’ asked
Toddy, “One of those 8t. Jim's fellows
who are =0 fond of you—I don't think I

“ Exactly,” said Bunter. " ¥You know
how pally I am with D'Arey of St
Jim's, Xe's written to ask me for
Christmaz, apd=—and this iz hizs letter.
I'm not sure I shall go, though! Tho
fact is, Toddy, that humble as your
home 13, compared with D’Arcy’s, I'd
rather come home with an old pal”

Mr. Lascelles glanced round from the
blackboard. . .

“Are you talking in class, Bunter?”

“Qh, no, sirl” gasped Bunter, “F
never opened my lips, sirl I was only
telling Toeddy about = letter I've had
from Tom Merry——"

“ Silonon I

Billy Bunter was silent. Mr. Lascelles
turned to the blackboard again., Dob
Cherry, who had caught Tom Merry's
name, leaned over and tapped Dunter,

stammered
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Crash ! Bump! gras

Coker's back, as Horaee struggled out of the spow-bank, “U
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ihe slim and elegant Hilton, and he was hurled throngh the alr. He landed on

fﬂggh l"

gurgled Coker, as Hilton erashed on him, and

his rugged features were buried deep in snow again. ** Ha, ha, ha 1 ** Harry Wharten & Co. laughed merrily, and then

resumed their sprint round the snewy quad.
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“You've heard from Tom Merry, at
At Jim’s? he asked.

“Yasoinvitation for Christmas, you
know 1" gsaid Bunter, blinking at lum.
“We're rather pally, of conrse!”

“Tt was [)'Arey & minute ago!™ mur-
mured Peter Todd,

Billy Bunter started.

“T—I mean IVArey,” ho stammered.
#t's from Yom IV Arev—1 mean Arthur
Aupustus 1Y'Arcy—my old pal at St
Jim's, you know. He’s fearfully keen
for me to come for Christmas, DBug I'm
not going, Bob—I'm coming with you
to Wharton Lodge—"

“There'll he a fat porpaise found
dead there, if you do!” remarked Bob,
“ Beast ! .
My, Lascelles planced round again.

“If there is any more_ talking, the
clazz will be detained half an hour [
Y remarked,

There was no more talking!

Third school was over at [ast, and the
Remove were dismissed. Several fellows,
as they went out, had & wary eye on
Dunter—espeeially Lord Mauleverer,
who was leading quite a hunted life now
that break-up was so near at hand.

But Bunter, for once, did not secm
keen on discussing the important and
urgent guestion of the Christmas hols,
in the Remove. Ha rolled away towards
the Fifth Form Room. Mr., Prout was
o fow minutes later dismissing the
Fifth, and Bunter waited for them to
come onk.

When they came he made a grab at
Cedrie Ililton’s sleeve, as the dandy of
the Fifth passed him,

“T say, Hilton I he squeaked,

“Don’t bother 1 snapped Hilton., e
was not looking in o good tomper,

g g i ksl M

Bunter could guesa why. That letter
from the butler of Hilton Hall was not
enlenlated to make its recipient good-
tempered.

“But I say—"

“Take your grubby paw off my sleeve,
vou sticky little cheeky tick!" exclaimed
Hilton angrily.

“But, I say-—-look hero—m">"

Without waiting to hear what Bunter
had to say, Hilton jerked his arm loose,

rabbed Bunter by the eollar, twirled
}im round, and planted o foot behind
(14318

“Yarooooh 1" roared Dunter, as he
flew,

Hilton, with an angry grunt, walked
on, and left him to roar.

THE FOURTH CHATTER.
Missing !

TEPHEN PRICE of the TFifth
Form, followed Hilton into the
quadrangle.

There had been another fall of
snow during third school, and the whole
quad was a sheet of white. A number
of jumicrs, with cheery shouts, were
dizporting  themselves there, and
snowballs were whizzing—a erowd of the
Remove doing battle with Temple,
Dabney, & Co. of the Fourth.

Hilton frowned, and dodged whizzing
snowballs, as he walked quickly across
towards the old ¢lms. Trice, following
him, had to hurry. Ile caught Hilton
by the arm, as the dandy of the Filth
turned into the Tim Walk,

“Hold on,” said Prico, “whal's the
horry, Cedric?"

g e

“I've dropped something along here—
don't delay me now | muttered Hilton.

“Well, 1'l] help you look for it!” said
Price. “ Look here, you havern't told me
yet whether you've raised the wind 1™

Hilton gave an angry laugh.

*MNo!™ he answercd.

“We'ra both rather in a hole, then!"
anid Price.

“And wo've got to stay in it1" said
Hilton, shrugging his shoulders. “I've
teied my last resource, and failed.”

“The butler at home ™

“ Yes.” Iilton compressed hiz lips.
“Thoe stodgy old ass! I've borrowed
off him a dozen fimes at home in the
holiduys; and I thought—well, he
sprung a fiver when I wrote o week or
two ago, and I suppose it fod him up.
I owe him some money, of course.’

“Lock  hore,” muttered  Trice.
“Walsingham must get a good salary
from vour father; and there's pickings,
too, in such a place as Hilton Hall—
one of the x'.'ea’:tl’iaiest country houses in
Devonshire. I'd bet & good deal that
your father's butler has a nice little pile
stacked away in the bank. T've seen
him—and he looks a quict saving sort of
man.”

Hilton shrugged his shoulders again
i patiently,

“Well, he won’t shell it out to me,™
ha said. “T asked him to lend me fiftecn

nids—that would have seen both of ua
through—and he's coughed up ."’“hi“g
but advice. Ie says it's on his min
that he's lent mo money at all, without
my father's knowledge.”

rice sneered. ’

“hit late in the day for him to hegin

that,” he said. “He's done it, and »
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wood many limes, teo.  Look here,
Uedrie, he ean do it apain

“ Ha's refused I satd Hiltton curtly.
*Ne you think I going to ask a sor-
vant a favour twice™

“ Make him ' said Price. "

“How can I make him, you asa?”

“8ir Gilbert Hilton would sack him,
ten to one, if he knew Lie’d been lending
s maney.” .

“I shouldn't wonder! I fancy that's
;.','hzjlt'la worryin® poor old Walsingham »

utle 1™

“Well, his_ place is worth lificen
pounds to hon!” kaid Price coolly.
“Give bim a hint that Sir Gilbert wall
hear about it if be doesn’t squecze oul
tlie loan you wani.” g

ITilton stopped and stared ab_ his
friend. He was deeply under DPrice’s
influcnees indeed, but for that ;l‘rl'ec!oua
pel probably Hilton never would have
dabbled in blackguardizm at all. But
though Hilton could be led into reckless
follies, for which he would have been
expeiled if found out, thers was a limit.
Iie stared at Price, at first as if unable
to believe that he was in earnest; then,
s he realised that the cad of the Fifth
meant what he s=aid, Iilton's brows
darkened blackly.

“You rottor, Price ! he muttered.

“ Look herg——"

“(Oh, shut up " :

IHilton tramped on through the carpet
of snow towards the spot under the elma
where the Famous Five had barged him
over more than an_ heur agoe. Price,
scowling, followed him. .

“Took here, let me sco the butler's
Jetter,” he muttered. “It mayn't bo so
tina] as you think—=" .

“You ran see it when we find it
said Hilton, *Help me to look for it
1t's about here somewhere."”

Price gave a jump.

“Ts that what you've lost?”

" ¥es M .

“Why, you utter ass!™ sawd Price
aghast.  “Soppose it was found—ane
sren— Js there anything in it to put a
zak on the track?”

“Tots| A lot about debis and-—"

“Well, my hat! You must be a fool
to Iot a thing like that lie sbout where
anyhody cnuﬁ] pick it up 1”

“How could I help it? snapped
Hiltan, “1 was reading it here—I1 came
here to bo guiet—when a mob of
Remove kids rushed me over, and I
must have dropped it. I forgot 1t for &
minute while I eut after the youmg
ruffians. Then that fool Coker had to
barge in—and then it was the bell, and
I had to go in lo third school. DBut the
letter must be here—wa're the first out
of the MHouse t¢ come aocross in this
directlon——= )

“ For goodness’ sake look for it! The
wind may have blown it anywhere.”

“Oh, rotl It's about here some-
where,”

The twe Iifih Formers scarched up
and down the walk for the lost letter,
Aore snow having fallen, it was rather
difficult to trace the exact spot where
Hilton had been barged over. But he
found it at last, and they searched up
and down and round about.

The December wind, blowing ap from
the sea, was whistling ameng the old
frosty trumks, Cortainly so lizht an
ohiect as a letter might have been blown
wlimost anywhere, At the samo time, it
mizht have been covered from sight by
Lhe fresh snowflakes,

Hilion began to realise that finding
{hat fetter was net o simpla o matter
w= he had supposed

Nathing Leing found on the path, they
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rxtended tha search among the trees.
Bat it was in vain, and after o quarcter
of an hour of vain stosping and peering
and groping they met on the Ilm Walk
again, tired and peevish,

" Gone " said Price.

Y Covered up by the snow most likely,”
sald Hiltem. His face was pale and
iroubled. “ DBy gad, if that letter is
SOQTE i

“Tell me what's 10 it s0 near &5 you
remmember.

“I remember it pretty well—I'd read
it three or four times,” growled Hilton;
and he explained the contents of the
letter frown Francis Walsingham almost
word for word.

T'rice whistled.

“If that gets to the Ilead, Cedrie,
your're as good as bunked!” he said.
“IMow are ynu going to explain debts
ithat you can’t mention to your father?
The Head will want to know every
single detail.  You'll be up befors him,
and he'll et it 21l cub of you from start
{o finish.”

“Do you think I deon't 'know that?”
ashed Flilton zavagely. " Don't tell me
what 1 know better than sou do. The
letter’s got to he found.”

“If 1t had heen in the envelope it
would have been dillerent,” muttered
U'rice. “DMost fellows, pickin’ it up and
seein’ your name on the envelope, would
bring 1t to you without lookin' into it
But an open lettor——"

“Oht, rot] Alost follows wouldn’t read
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it—some indquisitive fag might, perhaps!
But a master—I[ wonder——2

“This 1z the spot where Prout takes
hiz trot every day az rezular as clock-
work 1 If Prout found it——"

“We've got to get hoeld of it1®
muttered Hilten. “It must be here
gsomewhere—right under our noses very
. BN fags barged

“You say some fags barged you over.
Did one of them——"

“MNo; they ran on, ond I ran after

them. They couldn’t even bave scen
that 1 had a letter at all”

"“"Whae were they?

“Wharton and his gang in  the
Remove™

#0h ! They’re checky Foung

seoundrels, but they're not tha sort to
Lap 2 [ellow’s letter—certainly not to
read it] That's all right! Was anyone
elso pear T

Hilton made an offort to remember.

“No! I don’t think sol Oh, yes—
thera was some fag cackling when they
were refling over me—that fat young ass
Bunter, 1 think—"

" Bunter 1™ repeated Price. * Bunter
of the Remove? Sneaking little beast—
I know he's been kicked & hundred
times for spying into fellows’ letters, If
ha spotted b you can bet he's read it
Still, I don't see why he should walk off
with it." )

Hilten uitered a startled execlamation.

“Oh gad! Bunter spoke to me when
Prout let uas out—gravhed st my arm
when I camo out of the Form-room. Ha
wanted to zpeak to mo! I—1 wonder if
lr had the letler and was going to give
it to me——™"

“If =0, why didn’t he?” ;

“Well, how was I to know? I kicked
him—stieking his grubby paw on my
sloovo—="

“Well, some fellows do hunt for all
the trouble they can find, and no mis.
take 1" said Price, in disoust. “*Ten to
one he picked up the letior and had if in
his pocket for you. You can bet he's
read it—he's that sort I-=-but it looks as
if he wanted to give it back to you.
You'd better hunt up Bunter and—-"

Hilten did not need telling that.
Without waiting for Stephen Pries to
finish, he ran down the path through the
elims and cut across the quad towards
the House.

“Hore, look out!? reared a dozen
voices.

“Gerrout of the way!” gelled Tob
Cherry.

“Give that TFifth Torm tick a few ¥
shouted Johnny Bull.

Hilton, in his hurry, rushed through
thae crowd of juniors who were snowball-
ing in the quad. Two or three of them
staggered as he rushed by and barged
them, Ilarey Wharton slipped in the
snow and fell, and Temple of the Fourth
p:t-uhqd over, with a roar.

“Give him a few!” wyolled Frank
Mugent.

“Cheeky tick 1

*Iifth Term swanking ass!  Pelt
him [*

Removites and Fourth Formers, who
had been pelting one another, with ona
accord ceased to do so and devoted all
their attention to Hilton of tho Fifth}

A volley of snowballs erashed and
sinashed on him from all sides.

“Give him. beans|” shouted Harry
Whg‘_tnn,lmramhiing up. i P

"(zive him jip 1Y gaspe cmple of
the Fourth. pi= BwP P

“Go iti"

“1¥a, ha, ha 1

Hilton st:?feregl as_he received the
volleying, e slipped and sat down,
and there was o roar of Jaughter.

Snowballs pelted on him from all sides

as he sat.
Crash! Bmash! Squash!
gad! Vou young ruflians!

“(Oh I—
* gasped Hilton.

I—TI'l}

*Give him some more [

“Co ip 1™

“Ha, ha, ha*

Hilton scrambled wp, red with fury.
The juniors, roaring with laughter,
erowded round him, whizzing snowballs,
Herbert Vernon-8mith landed one on
his chin; Peter Todd one in his eyg,
ANl over him snowhalls smashed and
squashed. He %m’c the merry juniors a
foree glare and cut away fo tho House,

“ After him!” shouted the Bounder,

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

And lavzghing juniors end whizsin
snowballs followed Hilton of the Iift
fill he dodped inte the House and
gsrp{}:}cd. Ile was rather glad to get
insida.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunier’s Back Up!
Hc NNEEKY cad1” said Billy Bunter

in_tones of deep and intense
indignation. :
“Say, what's biting you?” in.
guired Fisher T, Fish. :

They were the only fellows in the Rag.

Cold and frosty as it was, most of the
gfnmm preferred the open spaces after

aza.

But there was a big fire in the Rag;
and Illy Bunter gravitated to the fire-
side, 88 A matter of course. Frowsling
over a iire appealed to the Owl of the
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Remnve much more than snowballing
in th: guad. e

Fizhier T. Tish, the junier from New
Yorl, had also sought the warmth of
the fireside in the Rag, He was scated
st flie table, with a sheet of paper
covered with fizures before him, &
stump of pencil in his bony fBngers and
s thoughttul wrinkle in his bony brow.

Fishy was making up hia term’s
accounts—a process that Fishy generally
enjoyed.

n this oceasion, however, the joy of
that happy oceupation war rather
dashed. 'lphe gum of threepence seeincd
to be missing somehow! Iisher T.
IFish prided himself on knowing where
his money went and on being able to
accourt for all his expenditure to the
Fast halfpenny.

8o it was guite a worry to find that
gap in his accounts. Ile must have
gpent that threepence, but he could not
receall when and why. Te could not
of course, have given It away—giving

d“i not know that he had the letter at
alk.

Hiiton had kicked him for grabbing
his spotless sleeve with a grubby, sticky
paw, &3, no doubt, any other Fifth Foumn
senior might have done! B5till, con-
sidering why Bunter had stulpﬁccl him
comipg away from the Tifth Form
room, it was rather unfortunate.

Bunter had beon poing to return thak
lotter I Now he wasn't going to! He
would, ns he clegantly expressed it to
himszalf, zee Flilton blowed frst 1

“(h, here you are, Bunter ™ said
Hilton. "“I've been looking for you!l
Did you pick up a letter of mine in the
gquad this merming

Bunter did not answer.

Ha blinked at Hilton through his
speclacles, first ab his feet, then at his
face, then at his fect again, then once
mora at his astonished face.

This was what Bunter called logkin
a fellow up snd down. Tt expresse
withering contempt and dizdain,

" Deaf ™ snapped Hilton.

Hilton, who was about to grns nt the
fat junior, dropped his hand suddenly.

“Then you've got the letter?” ho
breathad,

“ Fird gut 1

“ You've read it I

“I hope I'm not the fellow to read a
follow'z  letter ! sdid  Bunter, with
dignity. *That's an insuli, Hilton1 IF
‘ou've coms hers to insult me, you'd

etter go! I'm not going to be in-
eulted by a fellow who borrows money
from his father's butler.”

Hilton panted.

Thero words, of course, were a }Jruuf
that Dunter had picked up the lotter
and that he had read it. Hilton had no
farther to scek. Obviously, Bunter had
the letter.

“Give me my letter !” he breathed.

“What letter ?* ssked Bunter calmly.

*You know yvou picked up my letter
in the quad—"

“A fellow may have picked up a
letter, and a fellow may not!" said
Bunter cheerfully. “A fellow may have
coma to give 1t to

anything away was apgainst Fishy's
p&tur% alrlgl tjgm-

ing. Tracking down 2
that elusive three- ‘ed

ence  Fisher T
Fish was very busy,
end he had not

even observed Bun-
ter till that fat and
fatuons yoonth broke
the silence.
“*Bwanking cad "
went on Bunter,

“Aw, oan 1t
runted Fisher T.
Fish. As he was the
only person present,
he supposed that
DBunter was address-
g him. "*What's
ting you, you ple-
faced geck®™
“Kicking a fel-
loew 1" said Bunter.
“Hotten cad I

I ain't kicked
vou yet, that I
know  of, but I
guess I soon will if
you don't pack it
up!” grunted

“Iht

talking f0 you,
Fishy I" said Buntor, blinking at the
American l,iur:ii:ﬂ:' through his big
epectacles. “1I say, Fishy, what do you
think of a fellow kicking a fellow, when
a fellow had taken the trouble to pick
up a_fellow’s letter, and was going to
give it back to a fellow £ )

Fishy did not snswer that guestion.
Heo bent his bony brows over his
account: again.

“Checky cad 1” said Bunter. " Swank-
ing ass, you know ! Well, he jolly well
won't get it in a hurry now! Me can
whistle for it, see?”

*“Can't you quit chewing the rag when
jt:_'_gﬁ:y‘n doing figures 1™ asked Fisher T,
dash.

Hilton of the Fifth looked into the
Fagr. He was in search of William
CGeorge Bunter.

As he spotted the Fat fgure in the
armehair the fire he came into the
room, erossing over quickly fo Bunter,

Bunter sat upright in the srmchair
and blinked at him with a cold, dis-
dainful blink,

Bunter was wrathy.

Really, he had some cause to be in-
dignant. It was true that he had read
Hilton's letter, which he had no business
to do; but Hilton did oot know that—

I wasn't

i * .

“Y¥ou needn’'t speak to me ! said
Bunter.

“What do you mean, you young asst”
exclaimed Hilton angrily.

!Ji‘

“I mean exaotly what I say!” an-
swered Bunter coolly. ™ You can go and
ecat coke, Hilten | If you've lost o letter,
gﬂ and leok for it! 1 suppose you

on't expect Remove fellows to pick up
vour letters for youl™

“I asked you if vou picked it up !
snapped Hilton, ]gid you 1M

*IFind out!” answered Bunter.

“What " roared Hilton,

Billy Bunter heaved himsclf ont of
the armechair. He stood prepared to
dodge round that chair if Hilton pro-
ceedod to active meazurcs.

“I snid find out ! ha answered.

“If you'ro asking for a thrashing,
Bunter—

#* All right I* 2aid Bunter. * You lay o
finger on me, that’'s alll You've kicked
me ! Well, you kick me again |”

“I'lt kick you all round the room ¥

“Do " eaid Bunter defiantly, but at
the same time preparing to dml;i;!.
“Do, you rotter | 1 dars say you'd like
vour Form-master to see that letter,
ile, he, he! Prout would be interested 1™

- is;c-u, and you may

ave kicked him,
like a cheeky,
swanking TFifth
Form cad! "Well,
if & fellow kicks a
fellow, he can't ex-
. peet a fellow to do
him: favours, find-
ing letters for him,
and all that. If
you've lost & lctfer
ou'd better go an
ook for it I'm
jolly well not going
to bother about ik
for youl"

“You've got it!"
roared Hilton.

“Yah!1" retorted
Bunter,

“Will Fou give
ma my letter?”
hissed Hilton.

“If o fellow
found a letter, a fol-
low would want to
make sure whose
letter it was beforo
he gave it to any-
bady,” said Bunter.
“UWell, suppose I
found a letter about

moncy from his

o fellow borrowin
father’a butler ! Is that tho sort of
letter you mcani”

“Waal, I swow [ ajaculated Fisher T.
Fish, looking on nnﬂ] listening with the
kecnest interest,

His interest in this cxtroordinary
interview was sa keon that Iishy even
forgot the threepence he had been trail-
1’n§I down through his accounts ]

ilton glared round at him.

“CGet out 1" he Enapfnd.

He did not want Fishy's long, kecen
cars io lap up this sort of information.

“ Eh—-what?” ejaculated Fisher 'T.
Fish. “This here is our room, ain't it?
I guess I ‘sin't vamoosing the ranch!
Nunk .

Fishy was indignant. Really, it waa
hardly reasonable for a senior to bntt
inta the junior room and order a junior
to gel out of it !

But Hilton of the Fifth was angry,
excited, apprehensive, end in no it
to be reasonable. He turned on TFisher
T. Fizsh and grabbed him by the collar.

“Here, you let up!™ yelled the in-
dignant Fishy. “Wake snakes! 1'II
gay this is the limit! I'll say it's the
bee's kneel I'll say—— Yarooocop [
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Fisher T. Fish roared as he spun out
of the Hag and zat down with & bump
in the passage outsida. Hilton slammed
the door on him, and then strode back
f Bunter, with clenched fhsts and
gleaming cyes,

_ “You've got my letter! You've read
11" he panted. “Give it to me at onco
—at once, or I'll smash you [

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wrathy !

ILLY BUNTER dquaked.

Ha was secared.
Hilten of the Fifth was
generally  good - tempered  &nd
casy-going—too lazy and carcless, in
fact, to gef into violent tompers. Dut,
lika most weak and  irrezoluta
characters, he was capable of sudden
burzta of passionate anger. At thae
present moment his face wos pale with

rage, his eyves glinting,

The fear of that tell-tale letter falline
into Dir. Locke's hands and causing an
mauiry into his debtz and difficultics
was bad enough. But to a proud fellow
lilta Hilton, it was even worse for his
dizereditable transactions Lo be knaown to
the school, especially to the Juniers. 1o
could imazine the surprise, the mockery,
the derision if it beeame known that he
had been borrowing money of hia
father’s butlor!

And Bunter, the tattler and chatter-
box of Greyiriars, had read the letter,
and knew it all! And he was kecping
the letter]

Hilton was in a mood and a temper
to give the fat Owl of the Remove such
a handling as he had never had before
in all his fat carcer., Mis look was o
terrifying that Bunter squeaked with
alarm, and bolted round the long table
in the Rag.
h_Tha Fifth Form man rushed after

1171,

As n rule Bunter would have had no
more chance in a footrace with the
glim, agile Hilton than a tortolse in a
race with & hara DBuf fcar lent Bunter
wings, so to speak.

He fairly flew !

Hilton pursued him fiercely round
one end of the table. Bunter raced
round the other end,

such speed did the terrified fat Owl
?u_t on that he kept his distance; and
1ilton halted, panting, with the long
ocaken table still between them.

He glared ot Bunter across 1t

“I—I say, Lkeep off, you beast!”
gesped Bunter. 1 saw, I haven't gob
that letter| I mever picked it up in
the quadl T wasn't on the spot at all
when I was there—I mean, when I
wasn’'t  there. And I came to
give you the beastly letter back-—you
know I di Keep off, you beast ™

“Give it ma now ¥

Hilton leansd over the table. He
could not reach Bunter, but ha was

reparing to clamber across and ba
Eim. It was a fearfully undignifie
proceeding fo: a Fifth Form man—
—egpecially so proud and haughty a
TFifth Form man as Cedric Hilton.

But he had forgotten all about dignity
now. At sny moment & crowd .of
juniors migkt come swarming into the
Rag., It was unusual for the room to
be deserted—only the enowball battle
was keeping all the fellows ocut of the
Housa. Hilton was wild with im-
patience to get hold of the lest letter
while ha ha.c? Bunter to himself.

Bunter watched him warily.

He dared not bolt for the door— .
Hilten would have overtaken him
before he reached it, But ho was ready
to dodge. :
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“Well, vou beast, vou kicked roe!™
he pasped, "I was going to #ive you
the letter, wasn't It I spoke to you
—piel=—— Deast I”

Hilion come sprawling scross the
tahle.

Billy Bunter popped down, dodged
under, and shot through under the
tahle with wonderful activity,

By tho time Hilten landed on one
side Bunter popped up on the other,
spluttering  for breath and crumsen
with excriton. )

The long oak table was still between
thiem.

“ [—I—T’ll——" panted Hilton.

"PBeast! You keep off 17 pasped
Bunteor,
“You young scoundrel!” roared

Hilton. “I'll take you to your Formne
master for keeping my letter 1” i
“Vae, vou'd like 2 beak to see it,
wouldn’t wou?" grinned Bunter. *
den’t think! Let's go to the Head
about it, what? e, he, he!” )
The door of the Hag opened. The
angry, bony faco of Fisher T. Fish
glared in. 7
“Bay, you mugwump !’ yvelled Fisher
T. Tish. *“You figure that you can
boost a guy oubt of his own quarters,
what? You Sgure——  Oh, jumping
Jehosaphat 1™
Fishy backed ont and slammed the
door hastily, as Hilton made a stride at
hiny, with a furious face.

The Tirth Former turned back, pant-
ing, to Bunter. That fat youth
retreated aleng the Farther side of the
long table, waiching him warily
through his big spectacles.

“Will you pgive me that
panted Hilton.

“Wo, I won't!” said Bunler, watch-
ful and wary, “In the fivst place, I
haven't got itl I den't know any-
thing about it! What sheuld I know
about wour roften letiers from men-
gervants ¥

“¥Vou blithering fat idiet, you've ad-
mitted that you've pob ! Yen sald
you eame fo give it back to me!”

S0 T did,” =said Bunter, “"and what
thanks did I get? You kicked mo—"

“1 nover knew you had the letter!
If you'd given it to me—"

“Well, [ was going to give it to you,
wasn't 17" said Bunter. *1 was going
to speal to vou fiest, that’s all. One
good turn deserves another [

Hilton made a move to circum-
navigate the table, Bunter made a
correaponding move. Nover had the
fat Owl been so wary, The Tifth Form
man poused again, So did Bunter,

“¥ou conldn’t let a fellow speak|”
went on Bunler. " Kicking = fellow
before Tie eould open his mouth I

“I—I'm sorry I kicked youl New
give mo the letter! Throw it across
the table.”

“That's all very well I” said Bunfer.
“Dut U've got & pain!  You kicked me
—vou wonldn't let a fellow =zpeakl
You won't let & fellow speak now !

W hat do you mezn, your fat idiet$™

“Well, one good turn  descrves
another,” said Bunter. “I pick ug

e

letter ¥*'

letters for you—letters that would
vau sacked if the Head saw them, as
vou know jolly well., I do it out of
siieer good-nature, This is the thanks
I gpet! Buppose the Head had bagged
it, or vour healk, Prout! Where would
vou bef Well, I think one good turn
deserves another.  I've been  disap-
pointed about a postal order—"
“What 1

" ostal order, I wes expecting it

of my titled relations,”

¥

from onhe

u:cp!uiuml Bunter. * It hasn't como—
“Will you give me that leitert™
*Tlo let & fellow speak! The postal

order was for five shillings [ said
Bunter, "I rhink you might lend me
the five shillings. One good turn

deserves another, as I said! That's
what I was going to say to you when
vou eame out of the Form-room; and
inztcad of letting & chap speak you
kicknd re !

“You—you—yon young seoundre] 1”
gasped Iilton.  He understood now.
% You want me to tip you five bob for
picking up my letter 1™

*(h, really, Hiltont I hope I'm not
a fellow to be tipped!” excloimed
Bunter indignantly. “If that's the
rotten way you'ro going to put ik you
way as well drop the subject.””

*¥Yeou—you—you—=">" 1

“1 don't see why a fellow shouldn't

R e P T R R R A A i T T R

Christmas Presents For
Readers !

Penknives, Pocket Wallets, Fountain
Pens, eic.

Six more prizes have been awerded to
readers Lhis week for their eiforis in our

simple pompotition on S Why [ Like The
GEM.?" The Chriztmas prize-winners are:

¥. THORNTON, 27, Harrington Stroet,
Doncaster.— Penknifa,
W. BROWM, 6, Ealing Park Gardens,

Ezling, London, W.5—Packet Wallet.

F. PAWSOM, 3, Pattarson Avenue, Ghorliom
curn-Hardy, Manchester.—Penknife.

{. SMEETOMN, 1, Highwood Parade, High
Stroet, Morth Finchley, London—Book.

¥, BAXEMNDALE, 1, Yincant S5treet, Opons
shaw, Manchester.—Fountain Pen,

B, GRAHAM, 5% Stewart Street, Otiawa,
antano, Canada.—Special Prize.

It you want te qualify for one of these
grand prizes, just give your opinion on &
posteard why you like The GEM, our com-
panion paper, and post Lhe eard to:

MAGKET 100 Frizes Competition,
6, Carmelite Street,
Lomden, E.C4 (Comp.}.

Ask your nawsagent to-tlay for The GEM,
the all-school story paper which is publishod
every Wednesday, price 2d.  The grand
Christmas number, contining a great yarn
of Tom Merry & GCao., entitled *THE
SPECTRE OF 8T. JIM'S [*' ia now on sale.

lend a fellow five bob, when a fellow
does o fellow a favour—finding lost
letters for him, and all that!™ eaid
Bunter. “1 shall hand vyou the postal
order a2 soon as it ecomes!  That's
underztood If you think I'd take
money—"

Bunter broke off, with a pasp of
alarm, az Hilton made & ferea  rush
rimnd the mhled I‘Elmlt'm{ Ew:em: round
the opposite end Like lLighining.,

After him raced Hilton of the Fifth.

Twice round the long talble they went,
like o game of the mulberry-bush!
The specd that the fut Owl of the
Remove put up was amazing, consider-
ing the weight he had to carry.

%‘-.lu.t the active ifth Iorm  man
guined, Iis oulstretched fingers were
almost touching Bunter’s fat shoulder,
when {he Ow of the Remove, in zhecr
desperation, made a bolt for the door.

w door flew open again ns Bunter
rushed for it. Fisher T. Fish's indig-
nant how! was heard,

“I'm telling you, he slung me ont—
slung me out on my neck! A Fifth

Form gny sling’inj:?a. galoot out on his

neck ! I say—"

“Bescue 1™ yelled Buonler. "1 say,
you fellows, help!”

Flilton was fairly on  him. But

thore was help &t hand wow.  Yisher T
Fish had rathered the clans, 50 lo
speak. Bix or seven Remove fellows
had arrived, all in a state of wrath and
indignation at the bare idea of a Fifth

Form man throwing his weiglit about

in the junior guarters
“Halla, halle, hallo!™ roared DBob
Cherry.

“Yaroooh 1™ yelled Buonter ez Iilton
grabbed him. * Help ™

“Pila in ! shouied the Nounder.

" Collar hip 1" shouted Squnilf.

“Down with the Fifth 1™

“Kick him out!™

The Removites did mot stay o ask
uestions. They collaved Milton of the
Fifth right and left. 1e was deagged
away from Buonter, sod bundled head-
long out of the Bag.

Billy Bunter leaned on the table and
EESFML But ke grinned as he gasped.

Hilton, perhaps, wus not anxious to
explain how matters stood, considerin
what was in that letter ! But if hia b
wanted to coxplain, he had noe cliance
The Removites handled him promptly,
effectively, and theroughly.

e went rolling along the passage,
in a dishevellad heap, panting  and
gasping, gurgling and 5|{ﬂutlann]g, his
collar forn, his tie streaming, bis lair a
tousled mop |

If any man in the Fifth fancicd that
he ecould throw his weight about in the
Rag, the Remove were quite keen to
demonserate fo him {hat he couldn’ !
They made it asbundently clear to
Cedric Hilton.

He was deposited at the end of the
passage in & gurgling hicap  Thero was
en elephantine tread, as 3r. Prout, the
master of the INifth, rolled up.

“What—what—what—"" boomoed
Prout.

With a rapid paitering of feet, tho
juniors bolied back te the Rag. Hilten
was in no state to bolt.  Ilo rolled at
Prout’s fect, gurgling.

Prout star% down ot him,

“ Hilton 1

“Gurrrggih 1”

“This 13 disgraceful, Ililton! Un-
paralleled! A IMitth TParm boy induls-
mg in horzeplay in the paszages, with
a crowd of Lower boys! [ am shocked
«1I am ashsmed! MHiltoo, are you oot
ashamed of yoarsclf }*

“Wurrggh 1

“Rise " hooted Prout.  “'Tale two
hundred linezs of Viegil, 1liltonl G,
sir—go aml make yourself more pre-
septable ! You are in a disgraceful
state ! Upon my word' A boy of my
Form=—a sonior Form! Go!”

And llilton, gasping, wenl!

——

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
What Abont Christmas?

i IIRISTMAS—"
Bifly Buuter poused az he
Licard that.

Bunler wos coming aloug the
Toinove passage, heading for the stairs,
at tea-time. The door of Study No. 1
waz half open, and the woice from
within came elearly 1o DBunler's fat
CATE. )
Bunfer was interesied—deeply inter-
eslod=—in any discussion in that study
relerring to Cheistmas,  And le Tad
iue Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,401,
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no cbjeclion—none whatever—to hear-
ing what waz oot intended for his fab
oars.

S0 he paused, and listened.

The Famous Five were all there. They
penerally tea’d topether in that stedy.
Apparently they were discussing the
“hals "—a very mterosting question, in-
deed, to Billy Bunter.

Bunter was still unfixed for the hols.

Lord Mauleverer, driven to plain
Englizh, bad told him that if he men-
tioned Christmas to him again he
would kick him from one end of the
Remove passago to the other. He-

retfully, Dunter had had to give up
the idea of passing the festive season
at Mauleverer Towers.

It was doubiful whether cven Peter
Todd’s humbler abode iIn Bloomsbury
would -be open to him, According to
Toddy, it wouldn't be.

Bunter had told Ogilvy that he
rather liked the idea of a Christmas
up in Seotland. e had told Morgan
that he rather liked the idea of a
Christmas in Wales. But the answera
of Ogilvy and Morgan had been far
from encouraging. In fact, those
answers had decided DBunter not to
honour either Scotland or Wales,

It wasg all the more annoving, because
ecverybody else seemed to share that
extraordinary lack of enthusizsm for
Bunter's company.

Bunter knew that his presence was
cnough to make any Christmas poarty
B SLCCESS, But nobody shared that
knowledga with him.

It really locked as if it would have
te be Dunter Court or nothing,

Bunter Court, of course, would have
been all right—as right as rain—if it
had been anything like Bunter’s de-
veriptions of it Unfortunately, on
closa inspection, Bunicr Court dwindled
into Bunter Villa. DBunter did not
vearn for home, sweob home.

Harry Wharton & Co. were hizs last
resource. And these beasts, after all
Bunter had done for them, did not sgem
keen=in fact, they would rush off if
Bunter rolled up and mentioned
Christmas,

“It's rather rottem, you men,” went
on Wharton's wvoice. “*My uncloe and
aunt fully intended to Le home for
Christmas. Dut Aunt Amy isn't so
well, and my uncle’s written that he
doesn’t think she’d better travel in
winter, and so that's that!™

“0Oh lor’ 1* murmured Bunter, in the
passage.

Ho was aware that Wharton'’s aunt
had been abroad for her health, and
that licr brother, the old ecolonel, was
with her. If they were not returning
to Wharton Lodge beforo Christimas,
evidently the usuval festivitics would not
take place therec—and Bunter. was
dighed.

“The rottenfulness is terrifie, my
esteemed Wharton [V remarked Iurree
Jamset Ham Singh.

A d Bob's fathor, being away over
the e race business—" seid MNupent.

“Ha won't be back for weeks,” said
Bob Cherry, “And the mater's going
!f stay with her people. Otherwise,
1—-.-.

“Oh lor’ I* murmured Dunter again.

Cherry Place, it scemed, was no
more available than Wharion Lodpe.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We're rather at o loosn cnd,” he
wid, “Of course, I thought it was all
clear when I aszked you fellows 1o
Wharten Lodge. We eould all land on

Tae Micxer LisrarT.—No. 1,401,

Johnny, if lhis uncle wasn't laid up,

L]

“I'd be glad, of course,” said Johnny
Bull; “but it would be a bit dismal,
with illness in the house.” )

“Well, there's liltle me left,” eaid
Frank Nugent. “The anly thing is,
you'll have to como to me. I'll make
Dicky behave himself, somchow.™

“Your people have s crowd, anyhow,
and they don't want to be landed with
such a mob,” said Harry doubtfully.
“It's too thick.”

“1t’s all right,” said Frank.

“0Oh erikey!” murmured Bunter.

Bunier knew that it was close
quarters at Nugent's home at Christmas,
with hiz brothers and his sisters, his
uncles and his aunts. Mo doubt his
hospitable parents would squecze in_his
school [riends, if he asked then:. But
it was Erett}.r cortain that Bunter would
never be sgueezed in,  Billy Bunter
saw his last chance vanishing.

“Looak here! Al you fellows will
have to como home with me,” declared
Frank. *“I can fix it all right. I don't
say it won't be a ecrush—it will But
the more the merrier.”

Billy Bunter blinked in 2t the door.

“I say, you fellows——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! How did
Bunter know we had mince pies?”
asked Bob.,

“Ha, ha, halt”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

" Where will you have it?" asked
Bob, picking up a mince pie and tak-
ing aim. * ¥ou say the word Christmas,
and you get it in the eve1”

Bunter gave a disdainful sniff, After
what he had heard outside the door, he
had na further desire to discuss the
Christmas holidays with the Famous
Five. Evidently therz wasz nothing

dair}g, . .
“I'va just looked in to tell you that
I cen't come with you for Christmas,
Wharton, that's all,” he said loftily,
“Thanks ' =soid Haorry, laughing.
“Sorry, and all that; but it can’t be
done,” said Bunter. “I'd streich =
point and give you soma of my time,
if 1 could. But, dash it all, you can’t
expect it from a fellow who's simply
rushed with  invitations!  If you've
been counting on me, I'm sorry, but
you'll hava to wash it out.”™

Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly
at the fat Owl of the Bemaove,

This was quite unexpeoted.

“Well, my hat!? said Bob.

Ilurree Jamset RRam Singh chuckled,

“Thoe esteemed DBunter has been
eavesdropping  doorfully, and  knows
that the absoed festivities are off,” he
remarked.

“0Oh, really, Inky——"

“0h!” exclaimed Wharton, as he
uniderstand,  “¥You fat, frabjous fat-
head——"

*(Oh, really, Wharton, I never heard
8 word vou fellows were saying in the
study,” said Bunter, “I hope I'm ot
the follow to listen at a door. T meraly
want you to vnderstand, quite clearly,
that you can't have me for Christmas,
I was thinking of it; but it won’t do.
You ean cram in ab Nugent's little
place, if you like,” added Dunter, with
a sneer, “Hardly good encugh Zor
I,

“Kick him, somebody !” said the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“Beast! I'd esk you to Bunter
Court,” went on the Owl of the Remova
thoughtfully: “but it would hardly dJo.
Wea shall have somo rather distin-
guished company there—a lot of titled
people, and probably one or two of the

% Che Magnet Libravy 24

I could hardly ask wyou fels

a3

prinegs,
lows——

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Blessed if I see anything lo cackle
at!” snorted Bunter. “1 say, those
mince pics look all right !

“I'va got one for you,” =aid DBob.
“Htand steady ™

Bunter kept a wary eye on the minee
pic in Bob’s hand.

“1 haven't eomo to tea,” ho said
with dignity. * As it happens, I'm
oing to tea in the Fifth. Some fc1-
ows ean go to tea in semior studies.
&till, I'll have one of those mince pies.”™

“Heore you are!” said Bob,

Whin [

Bunter was wary, but not quite wacy
cnangl. A fat and flaky mince pie
sijuazshed on his fat little nose,

“Yooop ! roared Bunter.

“Goal ™

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Tw ! Beast! Wow! Gurrrggh ™

“Have another?” asked Bob,

Billy Bunter made & backward jump
out of the study. Apparently he did
not want another.

“Beast!” roared Bunter. “ You coma
out here, Bob Cherry, and I'll jolly
well mop vp the passnge with you!”

i Cﬂmmg 1»

Boh rose from his chair. There was
a patier of retreating feet in the Re-
move passage. By the time Bob
reached the door, Bunter had reached
the stairs—having, apparently, changed
his mind about mopping up the pas-
sn.ﬁe with DBob. 2

ob grinned, and kicked the door
shut. Tea was resumed in Study No 1,
and the discussion of the guestion of
the Christmag holidays—a question that
was rather o problem, and that was to
bo sclved in o way of which the Famous
I'ive, as yet, had not the remotest idea,
It was the unexpected-—ihe very unax-
pected—that was going to happon that
Chriztmas.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Case of Conscienca !

4 E'S ecoming 1” muttered Price of
the Fifth.
Stephen Price glanced outb of
his study deoorway along the
Fifth Form passage.

Coming along by the games study was
a fat figure.

Price stepped back. .

“It's all serene I”* he =aid, with a half-
contemptuous glance at Cedriec Hilton's
clonded face. “Ho'll bo here in a
minute] We'll have that letter off him
in o few ticks after he's in the study ¥

“I'm dashed if I like the idea of ask-
ing a sneaking fag to tea, to grab him
when he gets into the study 1” grunted
Hilton,

Prica sneered.

“Well, you didn’t ask him to tea—I
did! The fat scoundrel would go any-
where for & feed! I dom’t think we
need be very particular in dealing with
a young rotter who reads other fellows'
letters and pinches themn |”

“Well, po; that's s0,” agreed Hilton.
“ Anyhow, we've got to kave itl If he
shows that letter abanut among the other
fags I shall be cackled to death! EBEor-
rowin' moncy of & butler, bﬁ gad! Tt
wonld be a standin’ joke all over the
school 1 . ]

* Rather worse than a joke if Prout
or the Head got hold of it 1 said Priee,
“¥ou'd be bunked so quick, it w.. .d
make your head swim [
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There was a fat prunt outside the
gludy.

Billy Bunter had srrived.

Prico opened the door wide, and the
fat junior rolled in. Stephen FPrice
closed the door as soon as he was in
tho study and put his back to it.

Hilton grinned faintly,

If Bunter meant to keep that lefter—
&3 it seemed that he did—his obtusencss
in accepting an invitation to tea in
Hiltont's study was rather remarkable.
It was true that, as Price said, Bunter
watld Sgo anywhera for a
feed,  Btill, even the fat Qwl
gnight have realised that
Hilton's study was a danget-
ous guarter for him, in the j
cirewmstances.

He seemed quite assured
and at ease, however. Taking
no notice of Price’s action in

backing against the door, he
ﬂﬂddﬂfﬂhﬂﬂrﬂj’ to the Iifth ¥
Rt lato—whatT” asked | o
ot late—what 1™ aske
Bunter. From
“That's all right!"™ said
Prica grimly.
*I can't really get away atb
tes-time, you Lknow,” said
Bunter. “Fellows want me

to tea with them. The men
in Study No. 1 wera pressing
me to stay and help them
with & lot of minca pies
they've an But I told them
I conldn’t al:o?, a3 1 was tea-
ing in the Fifth. I say, like
me to help to get it? I'm
rather & dab at cooking and

all that!"
st the study

He blinked
table. There was mo zign of

tea.
*That will do!" said Price
rufily. " “I've asked 3Fou

W

when that letter was enongh to get the
fcllow sacked from Greyiriars and into
a fearful row with his pater at homo
if it came to light.

But RBilly Bunter's ideas and wicws

had changed since them. Rlilton had
kicked him—and ho was hurt. And
Hilton's almest {rantic anxicty to

regain  possession of that dangerous
letter had made it more and more clear
to Bunter's fat mind now how wery
dangerous that letter was.

Bunter was not going to be kicked

the Headmaster, DR, LOCKE.

Moy Chrisimas cheer be gours this gear

dAnd oll your jops incrcase,

Iy passing on from fricnd o frivad
In all the Tappy Rowrs pgon spend,

* ool will fo wen gnd peaee 1

Xt vings aned clitmes from ancient limes,

A sonyy that shall not ecase,

Through ages gone the notes have rolled,
dAnd shall go on to years unilold,

“ Glood 1oill e men and pegee ! ™

From the Mastler of the Fifth, PAUL PROUT,
¥Your readers all desive, sto doubt,

A Christmeas wish from me, Paul Prout ;
I'm noet much good at rhyme,
Dut sfill, as this iz Christmas lime,
I'il do my best fo make o verse,

Adrd doubtless mich iz written worse.
Wihen I wwas poxng—some Hme ago,
But not so very long, you knoio—

ell, weell !

BE o e When Plancus, os i8's oft excpressed,
= To teal sfud Bunter, Was consul—pardon e the jest—
For Hilton's letter ! Hand When I wras yototg, as ¥ repeat,

it over I

“What letter?” e

" No good beating about the
bush | You've got Ifilton’s
letter, and you're going to
l:uﬂ:l:u:IlII it over, hers E.l':lli BOW,
or m mg to who ou
with a fives bat till :,ruupdgt”
sgaid Price coolly.

Ho picked up s fives bat
from the bookcase. His ex-
pression showed that he was
quite roady to suit the astion
to the word.

Somewhat to the surprise
of the Fifth Form men, Billy
Bunter did not seem alarmed.
Ho kept a wary eye on the
fives bat, but a wide grin
overspread his fat face.

“Think I've got the letter
on me " he pshed,

“What 1" ejaculated Prica
and Hilton together.

“He, ha, ha!™

Bunter chuckled. Hs was
an ass—more fool than rogue.
But he was not guile ass
encugh to bring that letter
into Hilton’s study whep he
did not intend to hand it over
to its owner.

Bunter, to do him justice,
had fully intended to give
Hilton back the latter. HHe
had considered that Hilton
might lend him five beb in
return for that service. Littlo
endugh, too, Bunter thought,

|

If

I

CAPIER.

I gnice was af a Christnmas treat . « 2 »

(40 pages omilled here.)

X wish pou, and mmy poend’s done,

Happy Christmas, evergonc.

From the DMaster of the Upper Fourth Form, ME.
{Particelarly fo fhe boys of his Form.)
I wish you the best of enjorrment
I'n all that egoh one of yon ashs
To give gou some sort of employgment
I've s¢t you some holiday fashs.

o are so busy this season
That gou do ot de them, I fear

That youe, for a very geod repson,

Will not kave a« Hoappy Newo Yogrs

From MR. LARRY LASCELLES, Matlwcinolics and
Ciarnes Master,

frives me greatest happiness
To send this little greeting

May fellowszhip and fricndship blcss

FEagch festive Christmas mmeefling @

Altough, as I myself confess,

A Clhyistnmas feast wants beating,

Ian't eat, like DBunter, to excess,

O else pou’'ll pay for eating !

IFrom the School Porter, WILLIAM GOSLING,

N, oawgjer think a man ke e
Caon rite his fthovis i poitery ¥
(I think Gossy fneans ** poetry.'—I00.)
IMm bizen all the Hve-long dapy,
And don't get mueh by way of pay.
ept rtwhen young gents is fond of tippling—
{Should be v EHpping,' no doubi.—ED.)
I ain't no Skeats or Bedyard Kippling,
dAnd all T got to =ay's this "ere—

£ Merry Crissmos and ¢ "Appy Noo Fora,
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for nothing—if Le could help it. And
he was not going to be in a hurry to part
with the power that chance had placed
in his hands.

_ If Iilton didr't like if, he eould lump
it. Ho shouldn't be in such a hurcy
to kick a chap whe was doing himn a
good turn] That was how Buuter
argued it out.

o grinned cheerfully as the two
Iifth ¥oriers glared at him as if they
could have caten him.

It dawned wpon them thas
Bunter, fusl as ho un-
doubtedly was, was not such a
foo! a3 he looked.

Price had asked him to tea
in the study, without a doubt
that the letter would be 1o L
pocket, Evidently he had
talten too much for granted.

“Oh gad!” mutterod
Hilten.
“You young rascal!”

Price’s grip closed almost
convulsively on the handle
of the fivea bat. “Wherc's
that letteri?™

“1f Hilton's lost a leiter,”
eaid Bunter calmly, “all he's
gat to do 1s fo put a netice on
tho board!l That's what w
fellow does when he loses any-

thing. If he thinks I've got
it, he can take me to the
Head! I'm willing to gol”

Hilton drew & deep breatl.
“I'll give you five shillings
for that letter, Bunter!™ ho

sRid.
“Keep it!" sald Donter.
“You fold me in tha
Rag-—"

“I tcld you nothing of the
sork! I said that I should ba
willing to accept a loan of five
shillings, sa I'd been dis-
appointed about a postal
order. 'That's guite differcnot.”

Hilton breathed hard.

“Well, put it like that,”
he szaid. *“Bring ma the
lotter, and I'll lend you five
shillings "

“Aftor kicking a chap
eneered Bunter. * You're too
i_clnll_? handy with your boot,

ilton! If you think you can
kick a chap just sz you like
because you'rs in the Iifth,
vou're jolly well mistaken—
sea !

Price made a movement,

“You can keep that fives
hat to yourself, Price " said
Dunter coolly. “Vou won't
get the letter | You touch mo
with that ives but, and that
letter goes straight to Dr.
Locke I’

Price looked a: if he were
gﬁm% to touwch Dumter with
the fwves bal, and touch him
hard, all t’he BRI,
Hilton hastily interposed.

“Chucl: it, I'ricer! That's
o gmd? Lok bore, Bunter,
don't boe a dishonourable
little beoast!”

“Well, I like that!" said
Bunter écrisiﬂ;ﬂl‘j. 41 haven't
borrowed money of & butler,
enyvhow ! I don't owe a lot of
TOOTaY can't pay, and
chnnee it! If I owe m fow
little amounts hero and there,
I shouldn't mind tho Hn:f:lti
knowing, Would you like him

St
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to know what you owe—and where yon
owo it? 1le, he, hel* .

“T'1I stnash him t* breathed Price.

“Dol” jerred Bunter, " ¥You'll be up
before tho Head along with Halton!
You're pretty well known to be hand-
in-glove—you and IHiltom, and Walker
and Carne, of the Bixth, and Loder,
too! Onee the Head gets on tho frock,
I dare say he'll root out the whele
ganﬁ; He, he, heo!”

“Don’t tonch him 1™ matlored Iilton.

Prico laid down the fives bat. His
face was bitter and viclpus: but, In
point of fact, he dared not touch the
fat and fatwous junior who held the
whip-hiand., That fatal letter spelled
danger for Price, as well as his com-
rade. What might come out if Ililton
was once up before tho Beak, grimly
and closely questioned about those mys-
terious debfs that he could nof tell his
futher about?

In his wmind's eye, Price saw the
whole story of dingy blackguardism
comuthig to light—the sack for Iilton,
probably for himself, perhaps for their
friends in the Sixth!

Billy Bunter chuckled.

The "mera fact that he was not
thrashed on the spot, as he richly
deserved, showed him how strong was
the power in his hands, Heo was not
the fellow to part with it, now that ho
realised it clearly.

“What do you want, Bunter” asked
Hilton at last.

“I've come here to teal!” answered
Bunter ealmly. “Naturally, T want
tea!  T'vo refused a lob of fellows in
the Remove to come here to tea with
you. I supposa you're going to stand
a fellow tea aftor asking him ¥

Price clenched his lands almost
wildly. Hilton gave him s bitter, sar-
castic look.

“'This 1z what's come of your precious
oleverncss ' he said " We're as far as
ever from geitin' the Jetter! That
young scoundrel means to stick to it if
be canl “Where is it, Bunter?”

“Tn my stedy!” answered Dunter
coolly. " Parked in s safe place, tool
I'm not surc what I'm going to do with
ihat letter! I've got my comscience to
consider 1"

“What

“Bome fellows are eonscientious!™
eaid Bunter. " Not in the Fifth, I dare
say! I've always been a bit particular
in such things! The Head would bunk
you if he knew! You can’t expect an
hongurable chap to stand between you
and what you've asked forl It's prac-
tically making me as bad as yourself I

Hilton gazed at him,

Certainly it had not cecurred to him
that Bunter was acting  * conscien-
ticusly * in this matter. o was un-
awere of the mysterious way in which
Bunter's fat intellect moved, its wonders
to Parform.

“A fellow has to have his duty clear
before he can decide !” went on the con-
scienticus Bunter, “What worries me
i3, that I think it's my duty to place
that letter before the Head, and let him
judge for himself. At the zame time, I
want to be as essy 83 I can with you,
Hilten! You're not & bad chap, snd
I've heard the fellows say that it's Prico
whe's lad you into being a rotter like
himself. I shall have to think tha
matter over. I can say, at least, that
I'll go as easy with you vs I can.”

Hilton almost choked.

The look on his face warned the con-
ecicntious Bunter that be had better not
pile it on further.

“But never mind that now,” said
Bunter briskly. "I've come hera to
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fea ! Tel's have fen, and talk ik over
like ~like pals! What ¥ .

The expressions on the faces of MMilton
and Price indicated cxactly how pally
they felt. But there was no lhelp for
it—and they had tea,

Bunter, at least, enjoyed the tea.

_I!: was quite a nien tea, and DBunter
disposed of the lion's share, and enjoyed
k. He chattered cheerily over tea.
The fact that his hosts had little or
nothing to say did not worry Bunier,
He talked enough for three.

After tea, however, the chilly atme-
splicre of the study did not tempt
Banter to linger.

Having cast a final blink over the
table, and ascortained that thers was
nothing more to eat, he ro=o to 418

“Thanks for the feed ! he said airily.
"T'il drop in again to tea, Hilton, if 1
can lind an opportunity, Il try to find
one to-miorrow. 'Ta-ta, old beans ™

Bunter rolled away, happy and sticky
and grinning,

Hilton kicked the door shut after him,
and looked at Price,

“What are we goin’ to dol?” Lo
muptiered.

Stephen Price shrugged his shoulders,
He did not see that there was anvihiog
thrat could be done. :

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunfer Makes Up His Mind!
ib BILTDN TALL ™™

(L] I‘}II?H
“Decent sort of show 1 said
Bunter. “IHardly up to Dunter
Clourt, T dare say. DBut fzirly decent,”

Peler Todd looked at him,

“A fellow might do worse [” argued
Bunter,

It was the i:'«:ﬂh:m.-in:u‘;il day. Wiih
break-up se eloss at hand, all the
fellows were thinking of the Christmas
holidays, and Billy DBunter's fal
thoughts wore concentrated on that sub-
ject more than any other fellows. For

illy Bunter was still unfixed.

What he had heard in Study No. 1
had rendered him more unfixed than
ever. For that resource was quite cut
off now.

When he joined Peter in the guad
after morning classes, Peter was quito
prepared to hear that Punter had
decided en Bloomsbury, He was also
prepered to disabuse Bunfer's mind- of
that idea in the plaincst of plain
English.

But other thoughts, it seomed, wore in
Bunter's mind,

“Ever been to Devonshire, Peter i he
asked. “Ever seen Blackmoori™

“¥ea, I've seen it!” answered Deter.
"Got friends thero?”

"Well, yes,” said Dunter.

"What are they in for?

“Eh?* Bunter blinked at
“What do you mean, you ass?” )

“1 suppose they're in for something,
or they wounldn’t be in Dlackmoor,” said
Poter. “It's & prison, isn't it?”

“You silly ass!” hooted Dunfer. "I
don't mean Blackmoor Prizon! I say,
is Hilton Hall near the convict prison af
Blackmoor 1

“ Blessed if I know! It can’t be many
miles from it, if it's at Blackmoor,”
answored Peter. “If you've got friends
there, can’t you tell & fellow what
they'rs in for?”

“Oh, don't bo = poat?’ grunted
Bunter. “I1 was speoking of Hilton
Hll, at Blackmoor. 1 belicve it’s a
decant sort of show. Hilton's father ia
a baronet, and kecps up some Et{}lﬂ.
I'va heard fellows say they have a big
time there at Christimas, Hilton's one

Liitn.

of the wealthiest {ellows in the Fifil,
though e happens to be hard ap just
now——"*

“How do you knowi” .

“Oh, we've got rather pally I said
DBunter. *1 tlunk a fellow might have
2 decent time at Hilton Hall for the
hols. What do you think, Toddy "

T'oddy could only stare.

"You don't mean that you'rs frying
to stick Hilton of tha Fifch for Chyist-
mas ™ he ejeculated.

“Oh, really, Toddy—" .

“Hilton's a bit of an ess!” =sid
Toddy., - *“He lots that worm, Irice,
%um s ont him and land him in scrapes,

ut he's not ass cnough ta let you hook
an te him for the hols, old
Forget it 1

“¥ah ™ retorted Bunter.

e rolled away, leaving Feter
cliekling.

Bunter’s idea was that he had, at long
last, solved his difficult problem.

He blinked round the quadrangle, aml
spoticd Hilton of the Fifth, walking by
himself near the elma.

Hilton’s handsome face was cloaded.

It was not mmmg troublea that
worried him now., 'That merning ho
had reccived a handsome Christimas
“tip " by post from one of his many
wealthy rvelatives.

That tip had rclieved the dandy of
the Fifth from financial pressure. 1o
was able to clear up his little secounts
at the Threo Fishers, and lend Price
& helping hand in doing the sams,

But there was a moro iroublezoma
trouble on Lis mind—the missing lettert
How to got that letter back from
Bunter, was a problem which the sports.
man of Groyiriars had not been ablo to
snl_'rrg‘ ] ]

His face lighted a litile as e saw the
fat junior rolling up to him. Ile had a
mmomentary hope that the young rascal
had decided to let him have the lettcr.

Ha restrained his intense desire to
kick Bunter across the quad, and gave
him o nod.

Buntcr nedded and grinned cheerily.

“Break-up soon, onow, ililton!™ he
remarked breeeily.

“Eh? ¥Yesl”

“Taking anybody home with you for
tho hols ™

“What the dooce lhas that to do with
you?” snapped Hilten, “I—I mean,
yes. Priec 15 comin’ with me.”

“ Price t” re,?cuted Bunter, frowning a
little,  “Can’t say I like the fellow.
Still, I dare say I could stand him, if
you make a point of it.”

Hilton stared at him,

“What on earth do
grunted irritably. “Look here, Bunter!
I want you to give meo that letter—bo &
decent chap—"'

“l hope I'm m decent chap,” eaid
Bunter, with dignity. “A bit more
decent than a fellow who owes moncy
at pubs, and—"

“Will you give me that letfer??
breathed Hilten.

“1 was thinking of giving it to you

at man!

ou mean " he

for—for a Christmas present ™ esaid
Bunter, " What about that "
“Thon't be & silly ass! I shan't be

seping you till next term ! said Hilton,
“(Jive me the letter now !V

“The fact iz, old chap——"

Hilton wmado a convalsive movement,
and Bunter hastily backed away. “Old
chap ™ from the fat 0wl of the Removo
was & little too much for the dendy of
the Fifth Form.

“The fact iz, old chap,” repeated
Bunter, watching him warlly, “"LI'm
rather at o loose end for the hols. I've
decided not to go with Mauly—he bores
a fellow so!  Bmithy’s wrged me o
go with him—but he's a bit of »
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Two or three of the juniors staggered as Hilton barged info them.

“ Pelt him {**

* Give him jip ! ** gasped Temple.

* Cheeky tick ! **
Removites and Fourth Formers, who had been pelting one another, devoted all thelr attention to Hilton.
A volley of snowballs crashed and smashed on the Fifth Former {rom all sides.

““ Filth Form swanking ass [ ¥

¢ Give him beans ! ' shouted Wharton.

S R 0 T R T TR N R 0 e e T R T T R0 T e S L A e S

Bounder—not my class, really! Whar-
ton’s people bave let him dewn, so that'a
washed out. I've goft a lot of other
invitations, of course.  Still, 1 could
give you a few days, if you were keen
on it."

“You fat fool!”

“0Oh, all right!” said Bunler. “If
vou don’t want me, I'd rather you said
a6, All right!™

Hea turnad away. 5

“Look hero, Bunter, you born idiot,

el

“Borry I can’t stop to talk! I've got
to go and see the Heoad 1™
“Hold on! Leok here! I can't aszk

you home for Christmas—of course 1
can’'t I muttered Hilton. “Don't be &
silly ass! A Removo fag! Don't be a
silly idict! Look here! I'm in funds
again, and I'll give you a pound for
that letter !” .

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed behind
his spectacles. liven Bunter had his
limit, and he was not coming down lo
that |

“That's enough!™ said Bunter cut-
tingly. “1 suppose a shady blackguard
like you, Hilton, doesn’t understand a
decent chap | Eeep your putrid maonay !
Think I'd touch it¥*

“Will_you give me that letter?”
gasped Hilton.

“MNa, I won't! I've thought the
magtter out, and I think that the Head
ought to sen it. MNow leave a follow
alone.” . .

And Bunter turned his back on Hilton
of the Yifth and statted towards tho
House, with his fat little nose in the
air,

Hilton stood staring after him, Then,
his temper suddenly failing him, he

made a tush after the fat junior and
grasped Lim by the collar. .
“Ow " roared Bunter, *Leggo!™
Bang!
Bunter’s fat head banged on the trunk
of the nearest elm, It was quite 4 hard

ha.ﬂg. It did not damapos the o, b!.!t-
to judge by Bunter's fearful roar, 1t
damared Dunter.

“Faroooh ™

Pang |

“Oh erikey 1
“There, you young rascal!” panfed

Hilton. *Take that! And that!”
Bang
“Whoooop! Yow-ow-ow-woooop! I

say—yarooh [ roarcd Bunier, * Leggo!

Oh lor’ 1 Oh crikey[ Yeoooooopl”
“Apd thaf-——*
Bang| )
“Yawpl TYoocop! Ow! Wowl
Wow 1V

With a swing of hiz amn Hilton sent
the fat junmor rolling wnder the olms.
He stalked away with o black brow,
wird went inlo the House.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Fized Up!

ARRY WHARTON startcd, sl
glanced round.

“¥You fool!” .

Wharton was eomning down the
staircase when he heard thab remark, in
low, concentrated tones,

It was not a customary mode of
address at Greyiriars, ‘The captain of
tho Remove glanced round in surprise,

Two Iifth Form men were standing
by the stairs—Hilton and Price, Hillou
was scowling; D'rice looked angry and

victous., I Prica whe
speaking.

S ¥ou fooll
You A

“"Hem ! said Wharton loudly,

Price staried, stared up, and broko
off suddenly. Wharton laughed anmd
went on his way. Ho had given Frien
the hint that thers woro other cars, as
well as Hiiton's, to hear him,
“You silly ass!” muttered Hilton,
‘Do you want to tell all Gregfriara?”

“All  Greyfriars will Enow soon
cnough, nt this rate!" said Prico, but
in & very subdued veieo now. “You
can't afford to row with that fat frealk,
and you know 1t!™

“1 can't stand his check! I tell you
lic's haed the neck to ask moe to lake
in home for Christmas—-""

“What the thump does it matler?
If ho takes the lettor with him, and he'a
surc to, you can get it off him al home.™

“Yes, but——

“Don't you want to come back o
Greviriors next term ¥ hissed Price, * 1
can toll you, it depends on that fat freck
now, whether you do or not. Me, too,
very likely! I'm as deep in the mmd
a3 you are in the mire, if there's a
rl::‘wrﬂl

Iilton's lip curled sarveastically, 1lis

al, no doubt, was concerncd for him;
wut was more deeply concerned for
himself.

“You've got 1o hold a candle to the
devil 1 wont on Price, “T toll you you
can’t afford to quarrel with the fat Titklo
heast: He's pot you in the hollow of
his hand, amf ho knows it. Where is
lre mow ™

(Continued on page 10.)
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Continued from pegs 13.)

*T1 left him in the quad—'"

“Look for him coming in, then!
Cateh him before he goes to the Head [
If the Beak ezeea that letber—"

“"Heare he comes!”

Billy Punter rolled in as Harry
Wharton was poing out. His fat face
was crimsen with wrath, and he was
vubbing his head.

Wharton stopped, atarin

“What's the trouble, c-ig
he asked. “B

at him,

il fat m?a’n?"
AT e Ol napper !’
0w 1 MpeigBun{ar. i a?e had it
banged | ow! DBut I'll make that
beast git up! I'll make him squirm!
I'll make him sorry for himsgelf | Bang-
ing & fellow's napper! Wow! What
do you think of a fellow who borrows
monsy of his fether’s butler ta pay
betting men at a pub? What?!"

“Eh, what? What the dickens are
you burbling about?’” asked Iarry
Wharton blankly.

“1 ean jolly well tell you—T'Il jolly
well tell all Greyfriars—"

“Bunter !” called out Price of the
Fifth, almost in an agony of apprchen-
sion, “I say, Bunter|”

Bunter blinked round through his
epectecles,

“Go and eat coke!™ he yapped.
“Who cares for you, I'd like to know?
You can jolly well tell Hilton—-"'

“Hilton wants o speak to you.”

“He can wait I’ sncered Bunter.
don't want to speak te.him| I-—"

“About Christmas!” said Pricc.

“0Oh " said Bunter,

Prica gave his comrade a look, It
was a very expressive lopk, But Cedric
Hilton did not need it. He realised
HLh_ﬂ.t ke had to do if he was to save his
EKIM,

“I—I wanted to ask you, Bunter—"
he stammerad,
“Well, what?” said Bunter disaain-

::I

fu §
“I=I—I was thinkin" you might like’

to come to my place for Christmas,”
gasped Hilton, “I—-I—I'd be glad if
you would ?

Bunter was still rubbing his head.
But the wrath faded out of his fat
face. This was what he wanted,

“Well, T don't know, Hilton,” ha said,
“1 might come! I've got rather a lot
of engagements for the hols. Stil], I'll
come [’

Harry Wharton stared blankly. Of
all the Greyfriars fellows, Hilton of tho
Fifth would have scemed, to him, tho
least likely to be landed with William
George Bunter for the holidays,

But it was no business of his, of
course, though he could not help wonder-
ing az he went ont into tha guad.

Bunter rubbed his head tenderly, Ha
had an ache there. Hilton had smitten
the elm with that fat head, not wiscly
but too well.

But the fat Ow] was grinning now.

All serene, Hilton I ho =ard. “I'll
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I can't promize you the whoele
rather rushed with
But I'll

come !
of the vac—I'm
engagements for Christimas,
give vou sll the time I can.”

Hilton
sulfocabing. )

“I'hat's settled, then,"” said Price, his
eyes gleaming at the fat junior.

*0h, quite!” said Bunter. *I'll let
sou know exactly when I can come, and
how long 1 ean stay, Hilton. We'll talk
it over ab tea 1f you like. Shall I come
to tea in your study 77’

Hilton secmed hardly able to sprak.
But he nodded assent, and walked away
with Price.

Bunter grionned and rolled inte the

scemed on the point of

ar.

'lﬁmt lingering pain in his napper was
a matter of small mement now. He
was, ab long last, fixed up for Christmas !

Certainly, plenty of fellowz would
rather have remained unfixed, than have
fixed themselves up by such verr un-
usual methods. ut William George
Bunter did not worry about that,

Hilton Hall was rather a “catch ™ for
Christmas. Sir Gilbert Hilton was &
wealthy gentleman, snd Bunter had
heard a good deal about Hilton's expen-
sive home on the moors of Devonshire,

‘There was no doubt that a fellow
could have & good time thera!

By ordinary metheds, Billy Bunter
certainly nover could have sccured an
invitation to Hilton Hall! Se he had
to be satisfhed with securing it by ex-
traordinary methods.

Anyhow, he had it! That was that !

“Look here, you fellows!” called out
Skinner, as Bunter rolled into the Rag.
“Here comes DBunter! Who wants
Bunter for the hols?”

i :_E[ﬂ, h&, ha ¥
. Billy Bunter blinked round at tho
i}upmm in the Rag with a disdainful

link. Bunter's unfixed state for tho
hols was a standing joke in the Removo
by this time.

But that vufixed state was a thing of
the past now. DBunter, at last, was

fixad !
“¥ou can cackle, Skinner!® ho
sncered. I fancy you'd bo jolly glad

to get invited to Hilten Hall.”

“Jolly glad ! agreed Bkinner, with
a chockle. “As glad as you would be,
old fat freak.”

"Wall, Hilton’s asked me—"

“Tell us another!® supgested the
Bounder.

* Wharton heard him ask me, if you
don’t believe it,” said Bunter, with a
contemptuous sniff. I rather think I

all go.?

“I rather think vou will, if you get
half o chance, or a quarter of onel”
said the Bounder, staring at him. *“But
what's the good of telling us that!
That  swanking TFifth Form man
w!-fuldn’{; ask a junior—and you least of
1 _:IJ

“*Well, he's asked meo.”

Y Gammon ! gaid Skinner.

Bunter gave another sniff.

“¥ou can ask Hilton I he rematked.
“I'm going home with him when we
break up! Ei"m not specially keen on it—
I've got a whole lot of invitations. But
Hilton scemed keen, so I said I'd go.”

“How on sarth did you wangle 1t#%
ESk%lh tha ]ﬁuundqi]].‘, ﬂiln wonder.

i , really, -8 i v LE) )

“Hilton's rather soft,” said Skinner.
*Ha lets Price stick on him like &
limpet. But Bunter—how the thump

did you work it, Bunter, if it’s true}?”
“Wea'ra rather pallyl®? explained
Bunter,

“Bow-wow 1V
*Yah!" sald Bunter clegantly,

%'Che Mlagnet Library &

When Harry Wharton came fnto the
Rig o littlo later, two or three fellows
called to him., They wanted to know,

“ Bunter says you heard Hilton of the
Fifth ask him heme for the lels,” said
Skinner. “Did you?™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 did {” he answered.

“Well, my hat! That swanking ass
—asking  Bunter!? said Skinner.
“What on earth has he asked him for¥”

* Beeauso he wants him, I suppose.”

“IMow could anyone want Buanter

“Ha, ha, La!?

“Ask me ancther!™ said Wharton,
laughing. “Anyhow, he's welcomes to
bim |

If caused a good deal of surprise in
the Remove—and some envy among
soma of tho fellows. There was no doubt
that it was rather & “catch® to be
asked to 8ir Gilbert Hilton's magnifi-
cent abodo for Christmas. Plenty of
fellows in the Fifth and in the Sixth,
would have been pleased by such an
invitation. And Bunter—Rilly Bunter
of the Remove—was the lucky man|

Skinner & Co. could enly wonder how
Bunter had “wangled ” it! Thoy were
sure that ho had wangled it somehow.
But how, they werc certainly not likely

“Don’t bother, Bunter!"

to gucss!
1 I

It was the next day in break,
Bnow was falling in the quad ,}_fml
ap,

——,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Pressing Invitation !
SAY, you fellows!”

the Iamouws Five wero in the
discussing break-up. It was not wet
finally devided what the Co, were going
to do about Christmas: and with that
unsolved problem on their minds, they
d.1d not want to be bothered by Bunter.
S0, with the plain language that was
customary in the Lower Fourth, they
told him so.

“But, I say——" persisted Bunter,

“Buzz 1" gaid Johony Bull,

“I've  hecen Inuging

ellows——2

“What rotten luck for us that you've
found us!™ sighed Bob Cherry.

“'I'ha rottenfelness of the luck is
terrific.”’

“If that's how you thank a fellow for
taking the trouble to fix you up for
Christmas—" zaid Buntor,

Fl'lch??]

*What 1"

The Famous Five starcd at Bunter.
Ile had succeeded in astenishing themn.

“I mean it,"” said Bunter. “ You're at
a looga end for the hals, the lot of you
Well, we're pals, ain’s we?™

cnflem i

for you

“I'm asked to a splendid place,” went
on Bunter, * Hilton Iall, you know, on
Blackmoor in Deovenshire. Hunting
shoating, fishing, motoring, all sortz o
things. FHilton's pater is fearfully rich.
Magnificent butler — mon named
Walsingham. Hae, he, he! Well, I'm
going, you know! Hilton's so keen on
it; that I could hardly refuse. Buoi—"

“*Is there & “but’?? esked Harry,
smiling.

“Well, you see, Iilton's a genjor, and
so is Price,” said Bunter. “I'd like
to have some friends of my own there,
I thought of you follows™

Ok, my hat!™ 3

“I'd like you fo ¢come!™ said Bunter,
“] can ask anybody I like—that's all
right | You'd cnjey yoursclves no end.
I hear there’s going to be big doings—
fancy dress ball, and all that. You can
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go for rides on the moor, foo- Liilton's
pler keeps a lot of horses 1 lis stables,
Ripping lime all round! Will you
come

The chums of the emove conld only
sHare.,

Joldomn, or never, had ilicy been so
taken by surprise,

“In not pulling rour leg!” sad
Bunter reassuringly, “1 really mean
ir, ald chaps 1+

“1 fancy Hilton would hiave something
to say about it! said Nugent, laughing,
“I can seo him filling iz pater’s house
with Homove fellows.”

“T don't think I'? grinned Dol Chervy.

My dear chapg—-~"F

“Bash 1" gatd Harry Wharton, © un
away and play, Bunter [

“Bat T mean it—*"

“Tpes Hilton mean 117" asked Bob,
Langhing.

“Oh, he'll
pleased—"

“Rot I prunted Johnny Bnll

“Look here, will you come :? hooted
Bunter.

v Ng! Ol

Billy Bunter did not eut. |

e stood and blinked at the chums of
the Removo through his big spectacles,
with a wrathful blink,

“TLook here; you're not fixed up for
the LolsP? Ye exclaimed. * And you'd
jollv well Yke it at 1lilton Hall.”

]" We'd like it all right,” said Earry,
g g——"

“Well, come, then!’ =zaid Bunter,
" Iook hove, I want you to come.”

* Why 7

i "l.'.-*c]'tl, we're pals,” said Bunter

Le pleased—FErightfully

17

“I've had some hols with you fellows.
Why shouldn't you have one with me ™

“Um 1"

“The fact is, I shouldn’t care to Lo
thero without soma friends of my own,'
satd Bunter. “I don't know what that
cad Price might be getting up tol I
don't trust Price 1*

“What the thump——*

“Well, ha's an awful rotter, yon
know,” said Bunter, shaking his lead.
“With Price there, I should feel safer
with soma friends roond me.™

“Bafer I'* repeated Wharton blankly.

“Well, yes, i the gireomstanees, you
know.™

“What circumstanoes§™

"(Oh, nothing! I mean—that
nothing! I'm not afraid of
pinching anvthing, of course——"

(Couiinwcd on wexd page.)
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fast your Soccer gueries to ¢ Linesman,' tfo The MAGNET, Tha Flestway Houss,

it's his Job and his pleasura to answer knotty

problems from readers,

THAT NEVER-SAY-DIE SPIRIT !

Farringdon Sireet, London, E.G.4.
FOOTBALL maich isn't lost until
it is won ! I don’t suppose for a
woment that this 15 {he fivet {inw
you have hesyd that eort of
expression, But although the sentiment
in perhiapa o8 old as football iteclf, thera
are very good reasons for reminding our-
selves of ib from time to time. IE simply
drives home, of course, the necescity for
keoping on 't-r;_r'jng until the finel whistle
sounds. Ton't give up ! i

In League football there i an oxira
induceinent to keep on trying. Goal
gverage often couniz when the final
recloning comes, 8o it i3 up to every
player, and every team, to keep gomng to
the ond in opder to get as many goals os
pozaible, or slternatively, to keep the
other {ellows® score down te the mimmun.

Quite often & big eflort may bo ihe
means of gaving or even winning & match
which ot one period eeeimns hopelesaly
lost. 'This present football season has
heen remarkeble, so far aa the first-class
pumes ape concerned, for the number of
emazing ralliee by which teams have
saved points.

One of my Middleshrough readers hag
writton me & most enthusiastie leiter
ahont (he way in which his pet tesm,
Middlesbrough, saved a match the other
day. They were playing Preston North
Fnd, and if the truth must be told,
Middlesbrough were being considerably
overplayed.

They weere Lo gools down. Then
they made o fortcard line switell,
bringing 6 goturtg enfside-right fo
centre-forward. And in this noiw

sition Fodon scored three goals,
and  Middlesbrough were soved
frons defeal.

Toxts for quite n lot of sermona on
foothall could be got fromn this experience.
It showed the value of a change of position,
for ingtance, when & game is in & desperato
atate. Ib elso shows the possibilities for
o lad full of dash and enthusissm. Fonton

5 only twenty years of age, and was
discovered by Manager Petor MoWillinm
when playing foothall on & spate plece of
gml_m(]l. I want to wish the lad further
successes in the goal-scoring line, but, of
eourse, he ean't hope to go on petting
ihres per match. Once a forward bepine
to pef goals the opponents set a speeial
wolch on him. To put the same thought
in snother way, it is ever so much casier
to get o reputation sa 8 goal-seorer than
it is Yo live up to thet reputation.

CORNER KICKS |

HILE I am tolking about the valus
of iho never-say-die epirit, I
might as well refer to the amazing
performancoe of Sydnoy Gibbona,
the centre half-back of Fulham. On the
snme day that Fenton seored his threo
aals to save Middlesbrough from' defeat,
%ibbc-ns also seored thrae for Fulhem in
the last twenty-three minutes to enable
the side to draw sgsingt Southampton
after being three goals down. 1 do nob
recall & previous oceasion in firet-class
football when a cenfre-half has scored
three goals in suceession as Gibbona did
in this mateh. As tho forwards of Fulham
couldn't ecore that day, Gibbons took it
upon himsell to go through,

It pays in thiz gome to spring o
surprise on gour opponcnia,

Another of my readers tells me that
somehow or other the team for which he
plays searcely over moenages to score &

oal from a eorer-kick. " We have had
windreda of these this season,” he says,
“but we haven't ecored more than two
goals. How iz it " I am afrnid thet,
aa I have had no opportunity of watchin
the teon for which this chum plays,
can’t tell him why they don't score maors
poals from eornor-licks. But I can tell
himm why there aren't mnors poals scored,
following corner-kicks, in a general sense.
This is because thers iz too much of the
orthodox about the taking of corners,

The ?!ayer whose job i ix to put
the ball over from the corner-flag
Just tries fe drop it Fomeiohere into
goal and lopes for the best. The
best very scldome molerioliscs,

It is high time somae new methods wers
Q‘i‘n‘FIﬁi}‘ed in the taking of corner-kioks,
&H was very pleassod to see, when
watching Grimshy Town the other day,
that the players of the team have been
thinking out ways and means of using
corner-kicks to fuller advantage.

THE * STAND-OFF * FORWARD 1

HE Grimaby scheme, which I should
recommend othor clubs to try,
ia this.

IVhen a corner-hick iz granted o
Grimasby, one of the forwards lakes
up a position only a feir pards aweay
Frame the eorncr-fing, ond Insicad
of the Dall bLelng swung info the
thildedle, it ia passed back along the
frrowsd fo Hiis other forvvard.

Not for one moment would I suggest
that this idea will work every tims,
because it i8 chvious if it wes done every
time the opposition would send o player
to wateh what I might call the * stand-off **
forward. But thiz new ides fa worth while
from two points of view, It ects the
opponents wondering whet ia going to
happen, and in the second place, means
that one opponent hea to Lo drawn from
the goal ares to watch the “atand.off
forward. Vaoriety is the spice of life in
football, and I am ell for trying new ideas.

This reader who is specially interested
in corner-kicks nsks mea if it is permissiblo
for & player taking & cormer to dribble the
Ball kimself towards goal. The answor i
in the negative,

A player faking o corner-Tick
st not play the ball a second tHime
unt{l it hox been ploged by some
other player,.

It was nob alwoys so. One year, by
miatale, the rulemakers did not include
corner-kicks among those in which a
player is debarred from pleying the ball
twice in succession. Bam Chedgzoy, who
wia then -autf:ida..nghﬂ for Ewerton,
spotted tho omission. So one day, when
taking a corner-kick, he dribbled the ball
inwards, Tho referea ato I\pm] himn = thoro
was an enrument, and "Slm]gy.u:.r proved
to the referee that this action woas in
aecord with the rule. Alas for Chedgzoy's
idens of adding a spice of variety to the
pome ; o special meecting of the law.
makers waa ealled forthwith, and a clause
ingerted whieh made it illapal for the teler
of & corner to kick the ball twice
sucecesively. “ LINESMAN."

Tue Maawer Lisrany.~—No. 1401,
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“ Pinching anything 7"

“Well, o lotter, for instabce, or—or
anything, you know! It's not that at
all, The fact is, I want my friends with
me. I—I've been looking forward to
Chiistmas with my old pals!” said
Bunter reproachfully. "I want you to
come! Skinner would jump at if, i I
asked him.”

“ Ask Skinner, them!”

“I don't want Skinoer! Catch
Skinner lending s fellow ten bob if ho
bappencd to be short of money—"

“Ha, ha, hal® .

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at. T say, you fellows, you'll
have & ripping timc at Hilten Hall!
And vou'll be doing me a favour by
coming ! There M

“You fat duffer I said arry. * ¥You
can't ask us to Hilton's place. And
we're nob keen on Hilton, anyhow, even
if he wanted us.” .

“0h, he's all right,” said Bunter. “A
bit of an ass, but not & bad chap at
ell, when Price leaves him alone.”

*“¥es, I bolieve that's so. But—""

“"Look here. I really want you to
come !” said Bunter, “I’ll speak to
Hilton, and ask him to speak to you,
if you like. You’ll find that he's fear-
fully keen on it.”

“What rott

“The rotfulness is torrific.”

"“Look here, will you come?"’ hooted
Bunter,

"Thﬂ.nk'S} nﬂ'!”

" Baagts I :

Billy Dunter, with a snort of indig-
nation, rolled away. Harry Wharton
& Co. looked at one snother. They
were puzzled and mystified; and a little
compunctions, Having made up their
minds that they could not possibly stand
Billy Bunter for the holidays, they could
not help iecling a2 little remorseful on
finding the Owl of the Remove so keen
to share his invitation to so magnificent
an abode as Hilton Hall.

No doubt, Bunter wanted fellows with
him whom he could “touch * for small
loana; they were well acquainted with

ts manners end ecostoms.  But they
realized that there was more in it than
that,

That, no doubt, was a powerful con-
sideration. But that was not all!

“Blessed if T can quito make the fat
duffer out!” said Bob Cherry. “If he
really wants us, I'm sorry—but we can's
go, of course,™ >

*OF course we can’t,” said Harry. “I
can't imagine why Hilton's asked him
at all—but he certainly can't want a
crowd of the Remove.”

“Hardly !” said Nugent. ]

“1f Hilton came and asked us nicely,
we might go |” seid Bob, with a chuckle.
“But I can’t sea Hilton doing it!"”

“Waot quite 1 said Harry, laughing.

And the chums of the Remove dia.
missed the matter—guite unaware thet,
as matters wore going to thrn out, j;hey
wore booked for Christmazz at Hilton

Hall 1
B following afterncen with & sur-
prised and startled Glink.

He had comea to tea |

Ha had not been asked so to do; bud
that, of course, was & trifle light as air
to William George Bunter. In the
pecnliar eireoumstances of the cssze he
counted on a welcome—not a hearty one,
Eur]m g! But anything ehort of being
waoted out was goed enoneh for Bunter.

Tae Macwer LipRaRY.—No. 1,401,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Left In the Lurch!

ILLY BUNTEER blinked inte
Hilton's study in the Fifth the

The Iagnet Library

But lic et with a surprise.

_ The study was empty [ Not only was
it empt:f,', but it had a_dismartled and
desorted appearanca. It locked like a
study that was done with for the term—
like a study looked when a fellow was
gone at break-up. There were no baoks
or personal belongings about—uo firs in
the grate—no sign of occupation at all!
Which was strange, as the term still had
& couple of days to run.

“Well, my hat!” said Bunter blankly.

Feollows sometimnes, by special leave,
got away & day or two before the end
of term. It looked as if Ifiltom and
Price had! ;

Bunter, after a long and indignant
blink into the deserted study, looked
along the pazzape. Coker of the Filil
was in his doorway, regarding him wilh
a %rin. Every day since he had been so
pally with Hilton, Bunter had come to
tea in that study; and Coker, observing
it, had wondered why on carth Hilton
waa doing it. It was, in Uoker's
opinion, letting down the Fifth to have
a8 Remove fag to ten every day.

Bo Coker was rather amused now! It
was clear that Bunter had come to fen
onca more—only to find the cupboard,
like Mrs, Hubbard's, bare!

“1 eay, Uoker, wherce's
called out Bunter.

Coker chuckled,

“Didn't you know he was gone?” he
ashked.

*(zono " repeated Bunter.

“"He got leave from the Hcad to get
off to-day—Hilton and Price.”

"The benst!” gazped Bunter. “He
never told me I

“Why the thump should he tell you,
you fat ass?™ prunted Coker.

“Tha rotter I pasped Bunter.
checky rolterl noaking of
leaving & fellow in the lurch.”

Coker stared at him.

But Bunter gave no farther heed to
Coker. He rolled out of the Iifth Form
passage in & stato of great wrath.

Hilton "

" The
and

Hilton was gonel Price was gono!
Prico did nol matter; but ilton
mattered s lot !

Bunter breathed wrath.

The rotter, of course, had got off early
for the hols to dodpe Bunter ! The fat
0wl rad no doubt about that!

And he had never said s word! Only
that morning, in break, Bunter had
spoken to him in the quad and
mentioned that ho would drop in at tea-
time! He had mentioned it as & hint to
Hilton to have something decent {or tes.
And the fellew had net let on—pever
given Bunter a hint that he would be
clearing off while the fellows were in
class.

Bunter was left in the lurch !

Hilton, prﬂimbl{, did not want his
eompany on the long railway journesy
fromm Kent to Deveonshire. Pessibly ha
fancied that this little trieck would
relieve him of Bunter altogether! If
he fancied that, he was mistaken !

“The awful cad ! breathed Bunter.

Theres were roasons—strong reasons—
why Bunter had wanted to travel in
company with Hilten down to Devon-
shire, hera was the railway farg,
which was rather steep.

Bunter would have his journey-money
on break-up daﬁ'{ but that was only
sufficient to sea him as far as Surrey,
where his home was Devonshire was
quite another proposition.

Even third-class, the fare was beyond
Bunter's financial rescurces. And he did

not want to travel third, IHe wanted
to travel ficst-elassl And he wanted &
lunch-basket on the train, He wanted

all sorts of things that a wealthy fellow
c%u[fd i:ifnrd and that Bunter couldn’t
affo

No wonder Bunter was wrathy!

Obviously, be was not going to travel
with Hiltenr now. Hilten was home by
{hat time. The short-sighted Owl of the
BRemove had not noticed that he was
albzent from the school dinner. DBut ho
remembered now that he had not zeen
him since morning break, Ile had
clearcd off with Price while the [ellows
were in third school—and never said a
word to Bunter, never given bim & hink
Mow he was at home!

“The beast!” gasped Bunier.

One thing was certain now—if Bunter
was going to Hilton Hall fur Christmas
la had to havo at least onc travelling-
;_:amr:aninn. Somebody had to stand his

are !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
Liouble, old fat rman?”

Bunter blinked round at Bob Cherry.

“1 say, ‘Hilton’s gone 1" he gasped.

“Yes, 1 heard a fellow say he went
Fh-:ﬁ morniag,” said Bob. “ What about

“(Oht! MNothing! But, I sap—I-—1
mean, of—of course, I knew; I had &
chat with him this morning! I say,
you're coming with mo for Christmas,
am’'t you, Bob, old chap?®

Lob chuckled.

“ Hilton ha
answered.

“(Oh, that's all right! I'm going, you
sce, and I ean take any friends with me
that I like. Sec?™

“ Not quite I

“Took here,
comme T

“Look here, you beast, I won't!”
grinned Bob, and he walked away.

Bunter breathed hard.

Hilton Hall was a very atiractive
Mace for the hols, The Co. were at a
oose end. They ought to have jumped
at the chancal
_ Apparently they weren’t going to
jump [ In faet, they required something
a little more definite in the way of an
invitation before they barged 1n eny-
where.  That, in Dunter’s opinion, was
rot—utter ret! Btill, there 1t wasl Ha
had to take fellows as he found them,
idiots as they were!

This matter required some thinking
out.

Bunter thought it out.

Writing to Hilton was no good. It
was not exactly B matter that ik was
judicious to put into black and white,
for one thing. And Devonshire was a
long way off, and with the Christmas
pésts in the usual state of delay and
confusion very likely an answer would
not arrive before break-upl! But that
wonderful invention, the telephone, was
a resourco, Punter had to borrow a
iolephone for a trunk call.

It was impossible to telenhone from
the post oflice. Trunk ealls had to be
paid for at that establishment.

In these circumstances, therefore, ik
was fortunate that DBMr. Prout, tho
master of the I7ifth, had gone down to
tha vicarage at Friardale for tea with
Mr. Lambe. Having ascertained thak
fact, Billy Bunier rolled away to
masters’ studics and dodged inte Prout's
study. :

Obviously Hilton Hall would be on the
phone.  Bunter did not know the
number, but the exchange could get it.
That was all right; they got it.

Bunter had rather a long wait, Dut
he was through at last, and a rather
rich, port-winey sort of voice came fo
his fat ears. .

“Hallo! This is Hilton Hall!”

“Is that Walsingham{” asked Bunter,
guessing 1t

“Speaking4”

It was the butler. )

“Tell Hilton that Dunter wants him

{Continued at botlom of next page.)

forgot to ask mel”

you beast, will you



Special Xmas Number

The following is all Billy Bunter’s own work,

especially the spelling and grammar.

A is far ALMONDS, delishus fo erunch—

I often eat 2 or 3 grosa bed Tunch.

It iz for ARFARFIIST on Criszsmus Day morn,

¥ take just a bile ot the ham ond iF's gorn,

C iz for CHESSENUTS and COEBNUTS in barrels,

And also for CAKES, CRACEERS, CHOCKLITS and
CARINOLS,

B ig for DINNER. Al me! Ok, may hat!

I simpply con’t worite amything abowt that.

E iz ENJOYMENT and EATING. Great game!
The fwo things lo me are eggsackiy the seme.
F fs the FIRESIDE. I Iuv it, you kno,
Compleet with o 100 baked chessnuls orF S0,

& is for GOOSE, which Pm free to admit

I'd eat HU I vold on the floor i o fift.

I is jor HOLLY. Sum faothedded clown

Is sure lo lcave some in the place I sitt down,

¥ is for ICING on topp of the cafwe, '

The thort of 11 makes me tul-tremble and shaoke.
F iz for JOKES, and no fathedd, I kope,
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Will trubble thiz yeer to present me with soap !
K ig for KITCHEN. I'd stay there for good

And spend oll my tisne 4o the plagee if T coold,

L is the LIQUID that's called EEMONADE—

I'd drown myself in i€ ond nol be afirode,

M is MINCE PILS, what a glowrious frect !

Not MISTLETOE—that is o thing you can’t eaf.
N is for NUTS. They're topp-hole, that's o fael!
I'd eal 'em by cortloads, provided they're crachd.
O ig for ORANGE —just caten & skore,

And now I feel gorry—I wish I'd afe mnmore.

P ia for PUDDING. We Burst intoe cheers
Diveckly tia Iucly rownd flgger appeers.

@ is for QUEER, and I''n talken thal woy

Abowt three o'clock in the morring neckst day.
R iz jor RAISINS. ¥ou stone "em all flrst,

Then steddily cal Ll you suddenily burst. A
8 iz for SUGARPLUMS, olso for SPICE;

Both very nurvishing, both very nice,

T iz for TURKEY. O, creeccher divine !

Roll on the glad day that il malie gou all miine,
U 48 for UNCLES, suck jollcy old chapps

Who give hansum pressenis lo neyvews—perraps !
Vis the VAC, ichich we welcome with shrieks !

Neo prep ond ne master for several oeels |

W's the lefter for WALNUTS and WINE ;

T'he jooce of the jinjer’s eggseedingly fine,

X stands for XMAS thel cums wounce o goeor,
Showt Hip-pip-hoovay! The glad sceson is heve )
Y is the YULE-LOG that splutters and burng

And keeps ug in Taonfort Hil shooltime refurns.
Z iz far TEAL, and it's generclly so,

For therc duzen't scem annything else that ewill go.,
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on the phonel Speaking from Gresfriars School 1™

“Perhaps I can take a message, esir] Mastor Cedric is
pln:,-mg billiards at the moment with his friend Mr.
Price.

“Tell him it's about a letter.”

“Yery well, sirl”

Bunter grinned over the phone. He had no doubt that
Eh?.t. messaga would bring Hillon to the other end without
elay.

He was right | A voice came through very quickly.

“Is that DBunter” snapped the woice of Hilton of the
Fifth. “What do you want?™

“Just rung you up for a littls chat, cld chap " answered
Bunter affably.

“NYou fat idiok ™

“Oh, really, Hilton—"

“If vou've got mnything to say—"

“Tots! I shall be coming along when we break up—"

51 thot bo Ceiming ucifok Tibirids

“1 shall be bringing a few friends with me—"

“ What ¢ e

"Can’t you hear

' Look here, Bunter——"
ma‘lll repeat it! 1 shall be bringing a few friends with

“You fat rascal!”

“If you're going to call & fellow names, ilton, you ma
aa well ring off. If you're not going to be ciwil I shall
have to change my mind about coming to you for the
vac. Unlers you really want me—="

“ ¥ou—you—you—-"=:

“Do yow want ma or not 7

"Ul_lp yes t!l :
*Right-hol Like me to bring & few friendsi”
:{‘hcm wWas B pause,
Look here, Bunter, you can't crowd the place with

fa.ﬁsl Don't be a silly young idiot1”
1 cen hardly come withcut my friends. You see, I've
asked them——
“¥ou cheeky little scoundrel [
Oh, all rightl If that’s the way vou're going to
talk—"
“*I—~T mean—>
: Efdi:.. ;:'ha-t d?\ you mea??"
oox here, what sort of 2 crew do vou wan i
If they're all decent—" ¥ hebhng
“Wharton's lot——*
“Oh, that lot!” Hilton's tone sounded relisved.

ehouldn’t mind that very much—th ;

e¥'re a decent erowd,

My father would like them, I dare say. You haven't

told them—"

There was a note of anxiety in Hilton's voice.

Bunter chuckled.

“I've only told them I want them to come.*’

*“1 shouldn’t have thought they'd barge in on that.
But you can bring them if you like.”

. “That's not quite good enough,” said Bunter calmly.

" They seem to make out that they can’t come on my

invitation—"

“Well, you fat idict, of coursa they do! They're not
l_l'lﬁ fﬂiuws to barge in whera they're not wanted. Wash
it outb!”

“I'm bringing them!
come on my Invitation.

“0Oh, rotl®

“You can pleass vourself, of ecourse, Hilton! I shan't
voms unless they do. If you don't want me——"

" Look herse——"

" There's lots of time for you to write to Wharton. ITe
will come if you put it really decently.”

“I—I—1 don't mind if they come. But—"

. “If Wharton gets a letter from you to-maorrew,

it really nice, it will be all right.

They’ra rather fussy.”

ZBuntm- heard a laugh along the wires,

« ‘Blessed if T sce anything to cackls at!” he snapped.
'E:.Fhan ate you laughing at, Hilton "
“Fussy, are they?” said Hilton.

}von’b barge into a
3

T

But the trouble is—they won't
I want you to ask them.”

i putting
Otherwise it won't?

“You mean, they
lace unless they're decently invited.
that what you call fussy?”
Oh, don't jaw! T can tell you thiz—if they're not
satisfied, and won't come, I won't come! That's that!”

“I'll write "

, Mmd} you cafch the post. JF anything
you won't seo me over Christiras! Got that?

You fat scoundrel—01>™

*“What |

“I mean, it's all right. Leavs it to mo. The pater likes
{gimg people sbout the place at Christmas, and 'E dare szav

I be pleased He knows Colonel Wharton, It's all

g0 WIOng,

right. T'll see that it’s all right.*
[(Continued on next page.)

When Choosing Your Christmas Present ., ..
Make It

The *HOBBY ANNUAL?®"™
i Price &/- : : ]

On Sale Eve rywhere.
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Wil you  have
minutes " came & voice.

Bunter goncronsly decided not to
It Prout be charged for anotlier three
minutes. Ho rang off.

another  thres

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Invitation {o Hilton Hall!

ARRY WHARTON tock down a
lotter in the rack, in break the
following morning, looking at it
in some surprise.

The postruark was Blackmoor, and he
cer:aiufy was not expecting any cotrre-
gpondence from Devonshire. The hand-
writing on the envelope was not fami-
liar, though he thought he had seen it
before

He slit the envelope and tool out the
letter.

If ha had been surprized before, he
was doubly surprised now. He stared
at the letter blankly.

“My hat!” he ejaculated.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! No bad news?”
asked Bob 1‘.I}hm'1‘§+

“Oh, nol omething  jolly  sur-
prising, though!” said the captain of
the Hemove. “Look at ik you men!
It concerns you as well as me.”

Wharton passed tha letter to Bob.

Standing in a little group by the win-
dow, the Famous TFive read it
together.

Undoubtedly it was surprising. At

the same time it was rather agreeable.

It ran:
"Hilton Hall,
*Blackmoor.

¥ Doear Wharton,—If you and wour
fricnds are not otherwise booked for
the hols, 1 should be very glad if
you'd come down here for Christ-
mas—the five of vou.

S AR A A AR S AT
THRILLS FOR SALE!

THERE are going fo be times during
this holiday scasen wwhen gou wwill
wand fo have @ good, long, emjoyable
veaild. There will be pleasant hours fo
Ul long after you Nave finished ihis
woeek's MAGNET, and that is why
grou should Enow about the ** Thriller
Library.** Iz geven-aid-sirpenny
novel fength yorns ore exactly whel
you wont.

As an imslance, fake ** KILLER
AROoARD " published this smonéh.
The author, (7. K. Teed, has long bhern
Fnown as a writer of tensely told
talexs of mystery ond adventure, ond
liere he gives us o yarn of ihe sea—
a story of conspiracy, infrigue, aml
sudden death oboerd a [wrury-
cruising liner, with a plot that moves
fJast and excitingly from one fresh
thrill to another.

It impozsilile to convey oll Hhe lure
arnd grippingness of this fivst-closs
gars heve. Bead it for yowrsclf, and
veérel in a6 recl Chyvistmes freal of
reading enteriginment.

Again, if you Hike o detective mys-
fery that is a puzzle for you fo solve
step by step with the sleuths of the
T, bBup the compunion volume,
“ JAOUSE FOR SALE," by E. Charles
Fivian.

Clever plofa, slirving adeenture,
exciting thrills. They're oll in the
i Thriller Librory.!'' If gour neirs-
agent hasn't got either of these fwvo
stories in slock, ask him fo order them
fer gou. FLool out for the yellow-
covered volumes teith fhe red band
:t:rmt the nagme ' Thriller Librarg,"

il

CThe INaanet Library

“The pater, of ecourse, scconds
this. Hs knows your uncle,
Colanel Wharton, and would be

glad to malie your acguaintance.

“The pater is rathor a ju]]t}' old
bean, and likes young people at
Christras, and there will be some
otherzs for you to mect. There's
gning to ba some stunts—a faney

ress dance and & treasure hunt on
the moors, and so on. I think
you'd be able to have o good time.

“I'd be really glad 1if wyou'd
come. We don't see o lob of one
another at school, being in different
Forms; but, of course, it's different
at home. I'll do my best to make
ik En!_l;.r for vou. )

“Wire reply; no time for letters
now. DMake it yos!

“Yours sincarely,
“Cepric Hiwtox."

Harry Wharton & Co. read that un-

cxpected  letter through, read it
through again, and looked at one
another.

“Well, my hat!" said Bob.

“Decent  sort  of  letter ™
Nugent.

“Yes, rather !V

“"The ratherfulness i3 terrifie!™

“Blessed if I quite make it out!”
said Harry. “Hilton’s a Fifth Form
man, and a bit swanky at that, and
cm[i,j the other day we were snow-
ba!”mg him. But he seems io wank
us

‘.‘Wcll, re wouldn't say he did if he
didn’t !” remarked Johnnvy Buall, %1
suppose he knows what he's talking

sald

about.”

*1 suppose sol”

“His ster knows my uncle,”
remarked Wharton. hey wcroa In

the War together, though they don't
see much of one another now, living so
far away. If the jolly ald bean would
like to make my acouaintance, I don't
see why he shouldn't.™

“Hear, hear!”

“It's a jollv decent letter, anvhow.™

“That's s0.”

The letter, as & matter of fact, was
quite cordial in tone, ond its cordi-
ality was genuine. Hilton, undoubt-
edly, did not want Bunter, and he had
been dismayed to hear that DBunter was
bringing friends with him; but, on the
ather hand, he had been grestly
relieved to hear who those friends
were | Probably he was thankful that
matters were no worse !

And, though the juniors did nob
know it, when Hilton had mentioned
the matter to his father, he had found
Sir Gilbert very pleased to hear that
Colonel Wharton's nephew was coming.
Hilton, with all his faults, had a strong
affection for his father, and was glad
to please the old gentleman. 8o, little
az DBilly Buniter suppozed it, he had
writtenr that lettor with sinecers cordi-
alitv, and really did mean what he
saidl o ik,

“1 sav, vou fellows—"

Dilly -.T.’»i}ntur rolled up, with a fat
grin on his fat face. He had spotted
that letter in the rack, and knew.

The chumsz of the Remove looked
round at him. They had forgotien
Bunter and the fact that he also was
Eﬂing to be st Hilton Hall for the holi-

avs.

" That Hilton 722

Bunter.

from grinned

&

“What does he sap i

"He's asked us for Christmas®

“He, Te, het"

¥Wall, where does the cackle come
in. vou fat ass?" asked Johuny Bull

gruflly.

i

i IL sav,

coming ¥
“Well, we haven't decided vot
“0Oh, rotl” said Bunter, “Of course

Fou fellows, Tou're

vou'll come! We'll travel down
togctE}Fr. I gleall Lo glad of your com-
ANy,

“AMore than we shall be of yours!™
grunted Johnny.

*0Oh, really, Boll! If yon ean’t jollr
well be eivil, I may change my mind
about taking you!™  said  Bunter
warmly.

“You're not taking us, voun fat idiot!
If we po, we go on Hilton’s invitation.
not yours. You've got nothing to do
with 1t

“ O, haven't 11" hooted Bunter.

“Wothing at all

”® Whiy, yvou cheehy ass—"

“YWell, what have you got to do with
it? demanded Johnny Bull.

“Oh! Mothing ! Nothing of
courra 1" said Bunter hastily.

“Bhut up, then!™

“Beast! I can jolly well tell you that
Hilton's only asked you as friends of
mine 1" hootod Dunter.

“What utter rof 1"

“Ave wo friends of yours?” inguired

Bob Cherry.
“Oh, really, Cherry——"
“Tirst I've heard of it 1*
“ Boast M

“Bunter ean't have anything to do
with thiz,” zoid Harey Wharton, staring
at the fat junior. “He's wangled an
invitation for himself somchow—"

*0h, really, Wharton [*

“But he can't have wangled one for
us! THilton's letter is genuine enough.
But if I thought—" Wharton paused.

“It—it's all right!” exclaimed
Bunter hastily. ad nothing to de
with it—not a thing! How—how conld
1t Isay, you fellows, I—— Don't walk
B Y 11.'h1|::;- a fellow's talking to you,
vou beasts 1™

But the chums of the Remove did
walk awar.

They diseussed the matter without the
assistance of William Ceorge Bunter.

That fat vouth was rather anxious.

. That the Famous Five would not go
if they even dreamed how matters stood
was certain. Thoy were rather more
“fussy ¥ in such matlers than Bunter !

Still, it was guite impossible for them

fDIf_llﬂ-s'S how mattera stood |

ilton’s letter had a genuine ring.
That was not ta be doubted! And that
kind invitation for tho Christmas
holidays eamne at an opportuns time.
There was no doubt of that, either,

Except on the grounds of a previeus
engagement, it would have been rather
ungracious to refuse. And there was
no other engagement.

After third school that morning Billy
Bunter's doubts were set ot rest when
Harry Wharton went down to the post
olfice to send a telegram.

The die was cast 1

Bunter was going to have his friends
round hin at Hilton Halll He was
going fo be safe from Price’s knavish
triclkis! Ho waz going to be able to
borrow anything lie needed in the way
of clothes, and collars, and shirts! Ho
was going to travel first-class—and he
was going to have his fare paid! And
all—so far na Bunter waa concerned—
was calm and brightl

13

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER,
" Windy ¥

Blackmoor !
" ABL 1™
“(Cpld 1
Y Bnowy 1"
“But jolly ' said Bob Cherry.
That was Bol all gover! Bob looked
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A stocky figure in uniform, armed with a rifie, loomed up bel

on their faces, dazzling them.
Hall ! #* answered Wharlon.
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on the bright side of things. He could
gee something jolly in & ecold, dark,
windy, snowy night on a wild, blesk
mMoor.

“The jollifulness does not secem to be
terrifie 1”7  murinured Ilurree  Jamset
Ram Singh, shivering as he put up the
collar of his overcoat and tucked a
warm searf round his dusky neck.

“I say, you fellows—"

“ Hallo, halle, hallet Jolly, ain't it
old fat beani® roared Bob Cherry.
“Enjoying life—what "

“Urrgh! It'a k-k-kick-cold |” gronted
Bunter. “Beastly I I say, you fellows,
can’t you seo the cari”

“What cari”

“1 suppose Hilton's sent a car™

“Lmkps as if he hasn't1"

“The checky cad!”

“Dash it all, they might have sent
something,” said Johony Ball, peering
inte the Deeember gloom. “ Not the
night for a walk.”

But there wes no ear—not the ghost
of ane.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood looking
out of the little country station at Black-
HMWOOT, :

The station was outside the village—a
little distance from the ncarest houses
or cottages. Through the gloom of
December, twinkling lightz could be
geen here and thers from windows.

It had been rather a long run on the
Great Western, and then a short run
on & local line to Blackmoor,

Wight had fallen long before the Grey-
friars fellows were at tho end of their
jonrney.

It was a dark, bitter night, with
snowflakes whirling on the wind that
swept over the moor. There was no sign
of a wvehicle of any sort outside the
etation.

P &

ore

with a curt laugh,

Bunter had taken it for granted that
there would be & car from Hilten Iall.
Tha other fellows had cxpected that
thera would be something=—or, at all
events, that they could get a convey:
anea of some kind.

There was nothing I

Inquiry of the stationmaster had
clicited the infeormation that Hilton
Hall was & mile away by the lane across
the moor. The baggage could be sent
on by a leeal carrier’s cart; that was
all right. But a boy had to be sent to
carry ward to the earrier in the village.
It meant a long wait, if the juniors
travelled in the eart along with their
bags—even if there was room for so
many, which was doubtful, and even
if they cared fo arrive at & place like
Hilton Hall in a carrier’s car—which
was not an attractive idea.

So the chums of the Remove looked
into the wintry night dubiously. A walk
of a mile would not hurt any of them—
except Bunter | DBaonter did not want to
walk a mile. Of the 1,760 vards in a
mile, thers were 1,750 too many for
DBunter,

; He grumbled loud and he grumbled
on

“The cheek 1 he znorted. ¥ The neck |
I'll jolly well talk to Hilton about this!
Leaving us in the lurch like this] Look
here, vou let him kpow the train, dide't
you, Wharton %

[} ‘ESFEJ‘

“Then what docs he mean

Wharton could not  answer that
question. Probally there was more than
one car at an establishment like Hilton
Hall; very likely three or four, or half
a dozen.  Heally, Hilton might have
sent something.

“After all,
Nugent.

we ocan  walkl?  zaid

Y
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Harry Wharton & Go. Then a sudden light flashed out
** What are you doing here ? ** came a sharp, harsh voice.
# Is that bullding yonder Hilton Hall? »

“ We're trying to lind Hillon

** No, it’s Blackmoor Prison !'* said the man,

B L R e R R R A o
A7 den’t want to walk ! hooled
EBuntcr.

“AWell, vou can erawl on your hands
and knecs, if you like that better,” sug-
gested Bob Cherry.

“ Beast Y

“I Jdaro say there's some mistake in
the matter,” said Harry. " Lilton can’t
mean fo treat vz uncivilly after asking
us hero.  Somebody’s forgotten,
perhaps.™

“Vory likely I agreed Bob,

Billy Bunter gave & snort. IHe was
not so sure that Hilton did not mean ta
be uneivil, considering the peculiar cirs
cumstances. Certainly he was not likely
tl_alnllm:aie civility on Buuter, if he could

elp it

“Well, wo can walk,” said Harry, at
last; *the ecarrier will bring on our
bags, and a mile won't kill us, even in
the dark and the wind. Let's get
going.”

“Let's 17 agreed Nugent.

1 say, you fellows—="

*Dome on, Bunter I

“T'11 jolly well talk to him when I sea
him I* growled Bunter. "“The checky
ass ! More likely Priee, thongh! This
is just onc of Price’s tricks! That cad
would di='v us if he could.”

The Famous Five made no roply to

that. They started, and Billy Dunter
rolled  after  them, gronting  and
snorting.

The twinkling lights of the village dis-
appearcd behind as they tramped aleng
the dusky lane across the moor.

All was darkness, with a ghostly
glimmer of snow in the gleom.

The lane, like many Dovenshire lanes,
was rather sunken. There weora high
banks on either side, with patches of
loafless  thicket along  the  sumimit
sprinkled with snow.

Tueg Maguer [ABRART.—No. 1,401,
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On either hand the wild, rugged moor
stretched away—Dbleak and silent and
desolate. .

The wind came almost like & knife.
In tho sunken lane the darkness was like
the inside of & hat. Here and there a
wintry star sparkled in a heavy skv.

Cheery as the chums of the Remove
were, the darkness and silence and
solitudo of the wild moor affected them
a little. They tramped on almost in
silence  for ﬁm first hali-mile—even
Bunter’s grousing dying away as
braath grew shorter.

“Hallo, hallo, halle, here's a cross-
road !" ecjaculated Bob Cherry, coming
tc o stop. :

They peered about them. The faint
glimmer of the stars showed that the
rozd forked in front of them, dividing
mte twao,

“There's a signboard here!”
Harry.

“8ea what's on it1” grinned Bob.

L H H,m I:‘J

At the parting of the ways was a
finzer-post. The projecting arms were
well above the level of & head. No
doubt they bore information for way-
farers. Dut in the darkness they might
as well have been blank.

“Try & match,” said Nugent.

“Wot much use in this wind. But I'll
fry.”

Match after match was struck. But
it was useless; the rough wind blew
them instantly out. A matchbox having
been half-emptied, they gave it up.

Bunter, lecaning on the post to rest
his weary, fat limbs, groaned.

“T say, you fellows, can't you find the
way ™

':Lml:s as if we shall have to chance
it"

“Haven't you got an electric torch

"In my bag,” said Harry, "

“You silly ass, haven't you got one in
your pocket?”

L1 Nﬂ !H‘

“1 think you might have thought of
it

“Fave vou got one "

“0Oh, don’t jaw!l Look here, what
are we going to doi"” howled Bunter.
“I'm cold and tired and hungry—
especially hungrey I

“We can't stick here,” said Bob.
“No chanee of anybody coming by; woe
might be in & jolly old desert for all

gaid

50
i

the inhsbitants wo'ra likely to see!
Hilton's place secms to bhe rather off
the map.*

“Let's get ont” said Johnny Bull
“Take the right—it’s g3 good as the
other, as we don't know which.” :

“Lgok here, lot's take the left I” said
Billy Bunter. “I fancy it's the left1”

That remark from Bunter was die-
tated by sheer irritable crossness of
temper. He had no more idea than
the other fellows which way led to
Hilten Hall.

“¥Yeou silly ass——" began Johnny
Bull.

“Beast 1”  hooted Banter. “ Look
here, tako the leftl I'm nob going to
walk all over this beastly moor all
nith to please you—see I¥

“(h, take the left ! said Harry. "It
doesn’t matter a straw which, as we
don't know which to take”

And the juniors followed the lams
that pavted on the left. Certainly, it
seemed a matter of little moment, as
they had not the faintest idea which
was the correct one.

They tramped on through the windy
darkness. Black against the dark sky,
a mass of buildings rose dimly at |ﬂngtﬁ.

Tue Macser Liskary.—No. 1,401

hiz

Not a light waz to be seen, but it was |
unmistakably a building, snd & very
large one,

“T say, wou fellows, there it is!1" ox-
claimed Billy Bunter, in great relief.
“I jolly well knew that left was
right !

" Blessed if that looks like a country
mansion I said Bob.

“You silly ass, what do you think it
is? I say—"

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By Harold Skinner.

Ne. 26.—JOHNNY BULLDOG!

(Johnny Bull—the blunt, outspoken member
of the Famous Five.)

7
/“

P 5
Why wasn't Johnny born a bulidog T
it evidently suita him, as you gseal
For he's an honast; blunt, courageous,
coal d-ui],
His growl is what a bulldog®s growl
should be.

He note and epeaka and hits sftralght
from the shoulder.
Onea day pachaps 1I'll fight him, but
befora
1 do 50 he must grow a little aolder—
Bay when he's just turpned ninsty-three

or four ]
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“¥alt 1" came a sharp voice from the
darkness,

“Wha-a-t#"

"Halt! Stand where you arel”

In ufter amazement, the junmrs
halted. Rilly Bunter gave & squeak of
startled alarm. A stocky figure in
uniferm loomed up, and, fo their
further amazement, the juniors caught
the gleam of a rifle, A sudden light
Ehashed put on their faces, dazzling

em.

HChe Magnet Library 26

“Who are you? What are you doing
here?”’ came the sharp, harsh voice
from behind the dazezling light.

“71 say, you fellowsg——" g

“8hut up, Bunler! We're trying to
find Hilten Hall [” answered Wharton.
“Ys that building yonder Hilton Hall{"

There was a curt laugh.

“Hardly I*

“Then what—""

“It's Blackmoor Prison ™

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Mant in the Dark !

L LACKMOOR PRISON I

The schoolboys repeated the

words,

They peered through the
darkness at the great, wall-encircled
building, black against the dark sky.

Blackmoor Prisonl

They had, of course, heard of the
greak conviet prison en the moors.
They had not been thinking of it, how-
ever, and it was startling to find them-
gelves almost under its massive walls.

They could puess now who had chal-
lenged them. It was 8 warder, on hia
round outside the prison.

The light which shone in their faces,
dazzling them,. hid him from their
gight. But they knew that he was
scanning them keenly. , ;

His scrutiny, however, satisfied him.
Ho could hardly have taken the party
of schoolboys for friends or con-
federates of the desperate men im-
prizoned behind thosa high walls.

“If you're looking for Hilten
Hall—"

The wvoice was less sharp now, and
the light, suddenly shut off, leit the
juniors mn the darkness again.

“Yes,™” answered Harry., “You can
tell us?"

“Youn've taken the wrong road if you
game up from the station. Go back to
the cross-ronds, and take the road on
the right.”

" Thanks 1™

The Greyiriars party turned to
retrace their footateﬁas. Billy Bunter
groaned dismally. y insisting on
taking the left instead of the right, he
had put in an extra quarter of a mile
for mithing. That quarter of a mile
had to be negotiated again, back to the
corner.

Blackmoor Prison wvanizhed in the
darkness behind. The wind blew more
sharply than ever, and the flakes wera
falling thicker.

“(h, the beast " groaned Bunter, as
they reached the Eign;l?st at last. “I'L
make him =it up for this!"

" Fathead 1" said Bob.

"Be&-ﬁt 1n

“Come on 1" seid Harty., “We know
where wo are now, and it's only half a
mile from here.”

“Only I groaned Bunter.

On the right road ot last, the Grey-
friars fellows tramped on. They were
ell rather tired, and not in their usual
cheery temper. This, really, was not
how they had expected to reach Hilton
Hell. If Hiiton had carelessly landed
them in a derk and dismal tramp like
thiz, it was not the sort of hospitality
they had looked for. Bunter was not
surprised; but the Famons Five were
surprised, and not pleased.

“Halle, halle, hallo I ejaculated DBob
Cherey suddenly. ™ Whe—"

“What—" began Harry.

“*Thera was sam&hnd]ir——” Bob
stared round in the thick gloom. *1
saw somebody—— He's gone |V
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“T saw npothing 1" zaid Johnny Dull.

* Listen |7 ) .

Throvgh the how!l of the bitter wind
a faint sound came from the dark lanoe
shead. Tt counded like the patfering
of running fect. . ]

“Bomebody el walking to Hilton
Flall in the dark ™ saidl Bob., *We
startled him. Bleezed if | can sec why
he zhould bolt like that, though! I
supposs he didn't take us for a mob of
escaped conviets 1™

“Mizht have, in the dark ! said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “ Anyhow,
he's hooked it] Let's get on !

The pattering of hurried feet had
died away in o moment or twe. The

juniors tramped on, keeping their eyes
about them as they went.  Somchody
was ghend of them on the dark road,
though he seomed anxious to keep his
distance. )

In so solitary a place, it wns perha
natural that o single wayfarer should
not desire to run into a party of
strangers in the dark. Still, the ineci-
dent startled them o little.

But nothing more was seen or heard
of the dark figure that Bob had
glimpsed for o second before it fled.

e I—fa.lla. hallo, hallo] There's &
light I” excloimed Bob, lifting his hand
to point. 5

“TIilton Hall at last1” eaid Nugent,
in great relief.

f ler’ 1” groancd DBunter. “My
g are nearly dropping off | I'm fear-
Iy hungry ! Oh erikey I”

“MNot far now, old faf bean, az we
can sce a  light!” said Wharton en-
couragingly. “Ten minutes, and we'll
ba in "

"Ten minutos!®
“Oh lor* ¥

“THare's the place IM

The road ran by a high park wall
A preat pateway appeared in the wall,
the gates standing wide open. Over the

stone arch of the gateway burned a
light. Now that they were closs at
hand, the juniors could ece a glimmer
of lights alse from the blinded windows
of the lodge within, Tast the lodge a
great drive curved between lines of
gncient caks and beeches in the direc-
tion of the still unseen mansion.

“Better make sure we're at the right
shop 1" said Beb. “It looks like a bit
of a walk to the house from here.”

Harri’ Wharton nedded, and knocked
at the lodge door. It was opened by a
galmn.p. red-faced man, evidently the
odge-liacper. e stared at the school-
bovs in surprise.

“Thiz 12 Hilten Hall, I supposei”
esked Harry.,

“¥es, =i, FTou'll be the woung
entlemen from the school that Master
‘mlrie's expecting 17

“I suppose we ave,” said Harry, with
e smile. "We're from Greyiciars,
anyhow.*

“Fou havent walked from Black-
moor Station, sie?™

#%es,” answered Harry.  “We had
up”

“Didn’t you find {hn car there, sivi”

" There wasn't_any car there,” hoare 1
Bunter. *And I'll jolly well tell Hil-
tont what 1 think og him, too!™

“3huot up, Bunter "

“Yah!"

The Hilton Hall lodze-keeper blinked
st Bunter. Then he addressed Whar-
ton againd

“The car wont, sir.
it.™

“Price!” repeated Harey.

"Yes, zir.  Ha stopprd to ask wa
about the short cut to the stafion as he

le
fn

groaned  Bunter.

Mr., Price drove

aas going. Can’t umdcrstand how you
dido't find the cer there,” said the
ladge-keeper, seratching & puzeed
hend.

“Oh, the bBeast!” gasped Bunter, "1
know this was one obf Price’s tricks
o missed us on purpose, of course.™

“Let's get onl” satd Harry abroptly,

Tha juniors leoled rather erim as
thay went on up the long drive. Drica
of the IFifth, apparently, hod offered
to drive to the stabion for them, an
had somchow missed them. Hilten
yight want them at the Hall; but it
was vory probeble that his pal, Price,
didn’t. Bunter was not the only one
of the party who suspected that I'rice
of tho Fifth had deliberately missed
them at the station, and given (hem
that long sud weary walk.

“I suppose o fellow eouldn’t punch
& fellow’s head, when o fellow iz a fel-
low’s pguest,” remarked Jobany Bull
thaughtfu]ly’, “and the other fellow’s a
guezt, toof’

“Hardly,” said Harry.
have been a nmstake, too—

“Fat lot of mistake about it! Cateh
Pricey offering 1o feich us from the
station, if he didn’t mean to play some
dirty trick.”

“Well, we ean't say anything——"

“It oy

A¥

“(Can't wel” hootod Bunter. “I can
jolly well tell you—="

“(Oh, dry up, Bunter!®

“ Boast 1"

Glimmering windows, in a lon

facade of an extensive mansion, loomer
throngh the gloom—a welcome sight to
the weary juniors, They tramped on
up the drive, their feet mnlun;rh‘no
gound on tho earpet of snow. illy
Bunter, weary and worn, rolled on be-
hind the other fellows.

Tha glimmer from the dislance only
madea the darkness densor under the
leafloss branches Suddenly,  unecx-
pectedly, Bob Cherry bumped into an

&b 0
d

23

exclamations. DBut his aszilant was

ne. The instaut that savage blow had
ﬁgen struck, the half-scon fipure had
darted oway, and was swallowed up in
the darkuess.

B ——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTEH.
(Guests at Hilton Halll
n—
“What the thump--—"
“Run into & trogt™
“Ow!  Nao!” gasped Bob
Cherry, staggering to his feet, with o

helping hand  from Wharton, “Oh
crumbs! Somebody hit me !
" Wha-a-t?"

#1 ran into somebody, and he hit me
—knocked me over!” gasped Bob. Ho
glared round in the thick gloom, pulled
ont his handkerchicf, snd dabbed his
nose. “Ow!l My boke's nearly busted!
Wow I

“T say, you fellows, let’zs get on!”
come Bunter's peevich volee. “I'm
fearfully hungry. You shouldn't run
into & troe, Cherry 1Y

“1 dida’t run into a free!™
Bioh. X

“Well, sou must have, if you've
banged your nose. There's nobody
here. Look here, como onl” yapped
Bunter impatiently. "“1'm going on,
anyhow

And the fat Owl rolled on towards
the glimmering windows, )

ok dabled his nose, breathing hard.

His comrades blinked at him in the
gloom with rather doubtful looks. It
was clear that Bob had had ratler a
bang on his noss. But thera was no
sipn or sound of anvone hut themselves
on the oak avenue. And it was amaz-
ing, incxplicable, that if anyone was
there, he had knocked one of the Grey-
friars fellows down, and bolted.

(Continued on next page.)
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“You—you're sure, Dok said Harey
dubiously.

Bob pave an angry snort. He knew
that he had seen a pair of startled eyes
glittering at him,-and he knew that he
had been hit, and hit hard. And that
hard knock had rather ruffled his
termper.

“You silly ass, of course I'm sure
he snapped. " Look at my nose !”

“¥ou might have barged into a tree
in this darknesg—"

“1 tell you lie bit me right in the
face, whoever he wasl” roared Dob,
“I'd jolly well like 4o lay hands on
him, too! I dare sav it’s the fellow
we came on in the lane—ahend of us
E“ the time. And I ran into him again

ere

“Must be going to Hilten Hall, in
that case, same as we ore,” said Frank

par
| ]

Nugent. “1 don’t see why he should
Biff you.™

“I don't, either, But he did.”

“YWell, he's gome, anyhow,” said
Joknny Bull.

“I'd jcrll:,* well smash him, if he
wasn't " growled Bob. “Who the

thump ean it have been—and why did
he punch me, blow him

The other fellows made no answer to
that. If it had htplp_eneﬂ, they ecould
not explain it; and they were not quite
sure that it had happened. Really it
seemned more probable that Bob had
barged into o tree-trunk, or a trailing
brench in the dark, and fancied the

st
“Oh, let's get on!” said Bob gruffy.
Ho restored s rather stained hand-
kerchief to his pocket, and they got

un‘l

Ahead of them now light streamed
out into_the night from a great door-
way, wide open,

unter had arrived first. TIle wwas
already in the spaciouz old cak hall of
Sir Gilbert Hilton's mansion, when the
Famous Five resumed their way.

Bright and hospitablo that old oak
hall Iooked, with its bright lights, and
leaping, blazing log-fire, when the cold
an wgarﬁ_jlunmra reached it.

Cedric Hilton, looking very handsome
and eclegant in evening clothes, was
regarding the fat Owl of thea Remove
with a faint smile,

He had his hands in the pockets of
hiz trousers, which was perhaps the
reason  why he did nobt shake hands
with that distinguished pguest.

*IWalked from the station——*
Buntor wes saying, in tones of deep
and thrilling indignation as the ¥Famous
Five came up to the deorway. “Tramp-
ing thr-}ugh tho snow and wind—-—"

“Why didn't you hop into the car®”

“There wasn't ony car!™ roared
Bunter, “That cad Price let us down
on purpose—seatY

“Dear me!™ said Hilten,
vawn., “So you've walked.”

"Yee; and I ean jolly well tell you
that—"

“Hclp bMr. Bunter off with his coat,
Walsingham.”

A portly man, with plump cheeks,
and @ complexion like rich old port
wine, eyed Bunter with as much dis
approval as a well-trained butler could
perimit himself to reveal

e helped Bunter off with his coat.

Tha fat junior proceeded to warm
himself at the blazing lom-five. It waos
grateful and cﬂmft}ﬂiﬂ51 after that long
walk in December cold and darkness.

Hilton turned to the open doorway
a3 the chums of the Remove arrived
thore.

His gresting of Billy Bunter had been
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with a

far from eordial or flattering. Dt his
manner changed as ho met the Famous
Five,

His hands came oub of his tronsers
pockets at once, amd @ pleasant smile
came over his face.

“(Mi, here vou are, voung 'uns!” lLie
said.,  “DBunter says that you've had
to walle, I'm an‘fu”:.-' 5OTTY, Pripe
took the car for you, buk e must have
missed you, somchow. It's a rotten
night for a drive, and fancy lw's
missed his way,  He hasn't got back
yet, anyhow.”

Snart from Duntor.

Bunter was quite sure that the coad
of the Fifth had intentionally let the
party down at the station. The other
fellows had wery little doubt about it
cithee s but they were not disposed to

sa.;[g:.o.

tlton, at all events, was not te
blame for what Price might have done,
and his ,Fr&&tin of the chums of the
Remove left nothing to be desired.

He shoole hands with them  wverw
cordially, and made them very welcone,
and scemed, in fact, gemuinely glad to
geo them,

Aware that they knew nothing, and
suspected nothing, of Billy DBunter’s
knavish tricks, and that they had
accepted his invitation in pood faith,
the dandy of the Fifth made himself as
agrecable as he could—and Cedrie Hil-
ton could be very agrecable when he
liked.

Walsingham, who had eyed DBuntor
very dubtously, had quite s different ex-
prossion as he gave his stately attention
to the Famous Five,

Apparently Walsingham was pleased
to approve of them.

“That man Price is an ass,* said Hil-
ton as the junicrs warmed their hands at
the fire. "I told him to let a chauffenr
take the ecar, bot he wanied o go.
VWhere's the pater, Walsingham ¥

“*In the library, Mazter Cedrie.”

“Come in and sce the pater, »on
men.™ said Hillon.

“I'm hungry!"” said Bunter.

(14 Eh !1?

"T'm hungrey !

“Walsingham, will rou see that Mr.
Bunter has some supper immediately,”
said Hilton gravely. “You men come
with me.™

Harry Wharton & Co. were taken ints
the library to make the aeguaintance
of Hilton's father; whom they found to
be a hospitable, stout gentleman with a
red face and white whiskers, Rilly
Bunter gave his attontion to the mers
important matier of supper.

—_—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Faco at the Window !

O0M !
Boom! Booam!
It was a deep, clanging note of
a bell wafted on the wild
December wind across the snowy maor.

It rang and echoed over banks of
ETOW, rosty  thickets, and frozen
streams, through darkoess and gloom:
and penetrated into the brightly ﬁg‘hted
and cheary apartment where the Groy-
friars patty sat ot supper.

Havry Wharton & Coa.
very merry and bright.

Hilton Hall was a magnificent plaee,
and its hespitality seemed unbounded.
They liked the place; they liked old
SBir Gilbert and his lady; tlex Iiked
and were secretly amused by the stately
Walsingham, and they liked Hilton Lim.
self more than they hod ever snpposed
at Greviriars that they would like the

were looking
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dandified sportsman of the Fillh Form.

The only flvr in the ointinent was
Steplun Price, Milton's Fifth Form pal,
who hardly made s seeret of the fact
tiiat ho regavded tho junior pariy as
quite saperihuons at the Iall

Price had come in with the car, and
explained that he had lost his way on
the short cub the lodge-keeper had told
limi about.

Fhe juniors Dhad their own opinion
about that, which they kept fo them-

selves, .
Price_was not present now. IMillon
was. IHomer was over long age ot

Ililton Hall: and Hilten Lhad dined ; buot
he praced the suppev-boaed witlh his
elegant presence.

Walsingham  waiied on the supper-
party,

Bilty Banter Dlinked ak lam several
Fimes throngh lis bz egpeelacles ool
grinned.

This was the butler whoe had lent
ITilton maney, and whose dipnisied com-
mignieation on the subjoct had fatlen
into Bunter's fat hands.

Dunter wondored what the stately
Welsinghoimn would have thought if L
had known what Buanter know !

Beom, boom, beom! came suddenly
the deep, erhoing nole of fhe heavy
bell in the distance, and the cheery burz
of wvolees died away 23 the juniora
started and listened.

Boom. bgom!

“Hallo, halle, halle, what 1{hae
thump—"" cjoculaied Bob Cherry.
“By gad!™ said Hilten. “That's the

alarm bell at Blackmaooy !
to his feet and listened.

The juniors all rese—exeopt Bunter!
Bunter was dealing with mince pies,
which were going down like ovstevs.

“The alarm hell!” repeated Wharton.

“ Listen ™

“What does it mean?” asked Nugent.

“I fancy it means that one of the con-
viets has got loose ! answered 1liliaon.
“They ring it to give the alorm if a
prisoner gefs away., I =npposn they'va
found thet a man is nissiog”

Itlunm, boom ! came tho decp echoing
note.

The juniors felk a fheill,

An eseaped conviet!” breatlied Dol
Cherry. He remembered the running
man in the lane and the blow ihat had
been strock when in the dark avenuo.
He gave his comrades a sfartled look.

Y %ou kids haven't seen anything of a
man about the moor?' exclaimed
Hilton, in surprise.

“Wa jolly well have I answered Dob,
and ha related what had happencd on
the avenue,

Hilton whistled.

“By gum!” said Johnny Dull
looks——"

“It does "™ said Harry.

"You'd better let the servants kEnew,
Walsingham,” said Hilton, “They’ve
only just missed him and sfarted tho
alarm-bell; but he may have got away
hiours ago.”

“Certainly, Master Cedrie!?

*1 say. you fellows 15 that window
fastened ? I eax, lock the door—"

“Fathead 1

“ DPeast " roarcd Ponter.  “If yon
think I'm poing to be mmsdered in my
bed by escaping conviels—"

“Ass| Bhut up!™

Hilton erpssed fo the tall windowa
and pulled aside the curtains, Outside
was black darkness with a glimmer of
snowlakes whirline on the wind. 1'rom
the distanes came ihe steady, uncensing
booming clang of the alarm-bell at
Blackmoor Prison.

e started

s i
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The Greyivinrs fellows looked out into
the December night.

Homewhere out on the wild moor o
Ininted man was desperately skulking
::ndkdc-dgmg, with pursuit hot on his
rack.

VWhoever he was and whatever he had
dane, tlmi,' could not help feeling an
impulse of compassion for him.  They
turnod away from the window.

“Poor hbeggar!® muttered Jobnny
Bull, “What a Christmas for him [®

“1 saw, you fellows——"

“ O, tjrz.r up, Bunter [*

But wes the escaped conviet skulking
ent on the wild moor? Who was it that
had struck Bob Cherry down under tho
leafless oaks om ithe avenue?! Bob
roemembercd the glittering cyes ihat had
fHashed from the darkness for = split
second, and he hod no doubts. Likely
enough the desperate man was lurking

ithe white, desperate face pressed to the
window,

Harry Wharton found his volce.

“The eonviet !

Ililten rushed to the window.

The face vanizhed,

In an instant it was lost In ilie
December derkness. They might almost
have believed that it had been a vision
of fanay,

Crash !

Clatter |

Tinkle [

“* What—7?"

“0Oh erikey 1 gasped Bunter.
butler——"

“Walsingham 1™ gasped Hiltan.

They ran to him. The Imiler of
Ifilton Hall had fallen 1o the floor in a
faint. The fray had fallen io the
ground, and every glass was smashod—
pnd Walsingham lay uneconscious on tho

il 114
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The butler gazed at him for 4
momaont, Then, remembering, he
staggered to his feet, his face flooded
with erimsaon.

“I—I am sorry, sir,” he stammered.
“I—1 regret—J]-—J— you will
CXeuse me, Sir, I—1 will go to my
TOOITL.

LEF R
“Fou'd better, I think,? said Hilton

dr&r}'

alsingham almost totfered from the
room. Thers was & howl from under the
iable. RBilly Bunter had taken refuge

thera.

“I say, you fellows, keep him off] I
say——" velled Bunter.

*“1¥a, ha, ha!"

“I say !” yelled Bunter. "I say, you
fellows, lock all the doors! Bar all the

windows! Oh dear, I wish I hadn't
come here for Christmas! Oh lex'! IL°
say, you foellows—"

B T T T S L O P T T T T S T e b 0 0 T T e P o P P P R i T Sl s
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(Some of the leading

Lights at Grey-
friars recall their jolliest holidays.)

DR. LOCHE (The Headmasier) 2

Christinas is the Festival of Youlh,
It ig, thercfore, natural that my hap-
piest Christmas, alihough I have seen
over sixly of themn, should be in my
hoghood doys. The Christmas of
1878 is still spoken of as ** the gloomy
Christmoas,'” owing o internal trouble
ortd conflict in the couniry. To me
it was the happiest, On Ulkristmos
Euve my train eas anowed up in KHent,
and the possengers were compelled
to remain af o little country inn near
hy. Helween us wo made up a splen-
lid party; ond 1 inl: that gathering,
most of us Birangers fo cach other,
weas the happiest I have ever seen.
It was late onn Boxing Day before the
line was clear, aond I can only say that
I bnorded the frain aguin with great
regeet.,

MR. PROUT {Master of the Fifth) 3

My happicst Chrisimas was spent
on beard skip coming home from

round the nearest inhabited spot in the
hope of laying his hands om food, a
change of clothes, money—and he wasg
likely to hesitate at little to obtain what
ho needed to help his eseape.

Boom, boom, boom! came the hoarse
clang of the bell across-the moor:

Bob Cherry gave a suddén shout,

“Look ™

He pointed to the window.

Livery eye turned on 1t again,

A face was pressed fo the frosty pane.

Spellbound, the schoelboys stared
at it

It was a white, haggard faco with
gaunk features and burning”eyes that
glittered into the room under the convick
cap.

The Greyfriars fellows stood rooted to
the floor, gazing. Walsingham, with a
tray of refreshments in his plump hands,
stood transfived like the rest. His eyes
glmost bulged fromm his plump face abk

Canada. Practically all the passen-
gers were prostrafe weilh mal-de-mer,
and it was very enjopable fto me fo
ol mapsclf well and healilip in the
middst of so much suffering. I cone-
forted the sick by telling them of the
good things they were wmdssing ix the
dining saloon.

HARRY WIHARTOXN :

My happlest Christmas wes spent
ot Wharlon Lodge. Sfrongely enough,
il was Bunfer who made it 86 happy—
e stayped areay [

RILLY BUNTER:

The best Crissmus I remnember was
al Bunter Court, where we had a big
poriy with 10 princes, 22 dules, 48
eriz, amd gobowt 100 viscounts. My

ater garve a free feed to surm . of the
owcer klasses, such as Darons,and
nuigghis, and if wens good to see the poor
fellowns enjoymng if. ' not o snobb,
I hope, so I was glad to lovk in for a
fere minnits to see the poor being fodd,
amwd I even let a mere lord cash a
postle erder for me.

LORD MACLEVERER :
Too much fag to remember. Sovey!

HORACE COKER (of the Fifth) :

My happiyest Crizsmas way when I
ran deross Loder of the dth in Ehe Vack,
i Nathing verry [uckey abowt that,
gou say ¥ Wasn't there! I wras on
my moter-byke tohen I ran acraoss

polished floor,

“What the dooce!” gasped Iilton.
“What—"

e lifted the butler's unconseious head
onn his knee. The juniors stared in
amazement. They had been startled by
the sudden face at the window—ithe
white, desperate face of tha hunted
canvict, No deoubt Walsingham had
heen startled also. But why he should
have fainted was another matter.

“ Water !* said Hilion.

Harry Wharton enatched a carafe
from the table, Hilton dashead the water
on the onconscious face. Whalsingham's
eyes opened wildly,

“His face ! The juniors, in wonder,
ecaitght ihe muttered words that fell
from his lips, “A convict—at Black-
moor [©

“Pull wourself together,
ham I** said Hilton rather groffly,
Wis & }:-ndt af a shock, but, dash it all,
man——=2

£e

Wa !ainf-
o

him. Servs him rwrvight for not look=
| inggy wehere I'm going [

nonr CHERRY :

My happiest Christmas was twhen 1
shkated through a hole in the ice at
Johnny RBull’'s place. 1 didn't feel
very happy wwhen T gpent in, buf I
felt mighty Rappy twhen I got out
agoin, gowuw bet [

FISHOER T. FISH @

Last year I found fen cents i the
quad. after the fellotes had all gone
home.

ROLSOVER MAJOR :

My worat Chrigtmas was oo gears
agae when a fellow nomed Binks gave
me o bigel ege,. My happiest Christ-
maa was last year tchen I gave the
felloww named Binks a black eye,

WIDN LUNG @

My haoppiest Christmas wwas spend
in China—uwhatl you think ¥ I happy
heraouse I am 7,000 miles ciwcoy from
fot Buniey. Happler st if I had been
10,060,

HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH ;

My absurd Christmases are mostly
spentfully emploged in the care of the
esteemed Colonel Wharlon, weho is
somewhotfully like o gunrdion to me
whilst I stayfully remoin in England.
Al Chriatmages with fhe esteemed
dnd ridiculous colonel dre nonsensic-
ally happy.

But nobody heeded Bunter. Hilton
Hall was in & state of excitement now
from end to end at the nows that the
escaped convict had been seen. Men
with lanterns gearched the grounds,
keepers armed with guns hunted high
and low, joiped before long by warders
from Blackmoor Prison, But no trace
was found of Conviet 33; and Harry
Wharton & Ce. wondered whether they
would see or hear anvthing more of the
hunted man during Christmas at Hilton
Hall|

THE EXDy

[(Now look out for more thrills gnd
gaeititgy  adveniurés tnr Y"HUNTED
DOV N 1" the next yarn in this grand
Christmas series.  Order next week's
Macxer to-day and aveid disappoind
srent, shumsf)
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OUR POPULAR OLD-TIME TALE

OF THRILLING

ADVENTURE.

CaApTldl

By
Morton Pike.

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

M spife of the activitics of Dan
Hickerman, an Excise-officer, Tom
Bale, the most daring smuggler in
Widewater, succeeds in londing mang
a rich carge. Determined not to be
autdone, Hickerman informs the
Press-gong thot Rolke is aboutl fo
marry Nancy Jepp, daughter of the
Tocal innkeeper, and that the oceosion

offers a fine opporiunity to rope in o
Tundred or more stout fellows us well
as Roke himaelf. The plan foils,
however, thanks 1o a timely warning
from “Caplain Crimson,;"” o mys-
ferious highicaprmoen, amd the able
ussistance of Billy Jepp ond his chum,
Jaek Lennard. ** Gur birds Tave fluwn,
then,"” saps the Naval officer, on
arriving of the chureh. *° Plagwe on
wyour clevernesy, Hickeryai. You
havert'd gobt Hhe bruins of o robbit! iy
(New read on.)
A Ducking for Daniel !

HI: bo'sun’s lond guffaw rammed
the inzult home, and the exaspor-
ated Hickerman glared murder at
tho speaker.

“Wo must find them—they have
gearce ten' minutes start of wsi” he
gasped.

“Jhen vou may find 'em yvourself.
T and my fellows have hiad enough of
this wild-gooss chase!” retorted the
licutenant. “Bo'sun, tell the party to
fall in! We march now I

Lesning far out through an em-
brasure, Jack and Billy saw the pig-
tailed seamen pouring from the porch;
the Marines already moving to the gate,
and the licutenant, turning & con-
temptuous back on the angry Iicker-
man, doff his laced hat to the pretty
face at the chaise window. -

“Clear the way there, lads, and give
the bride a right good send off I" he
cried gallantly. )

The *tarpaulinsg ” theceupon raised a
hearty chear, in which the crowd joined,
as the crack of old Reuben's whip set
the four grevs into a brisk trot.

Between the brown roofs of the town,
Jack and Billy watched the chaise cross
the bridge, and the Press-gang swing
down the steep hill in its wake; and
sinee their point of vantage gave them
a good view of the road, they waited
until the column had passed in a cloud
of dust beyond the distant mill.

"They've gone, Jack. And now we'll
tell Tom that he can dance at his own
wedding, after all,” cried Billy, as the
bells rang out again. *Come on!™

Several of the excited groups of
townsfolk, discussing that strange busi-
ness in the street, and, knowing the two
raseals were generally at the gmrmn of
anything out- of the common, tried to
stay them, But not until old Smuggler
Ben's youngest prandson, Roger Guy,
darted from a side alley, did they stop.

“Hi! Hard a-starboard, you! Hold
on ! he shouted. " Grandfather saw
¥ou on the tower-top through his spy-

RITMTSON!

e

flaas, and sends warning to Tom to lie
ow vet awhile, i by chance you know
where he's  hiding? Hiclrerman's
dragoons are on guard at the Boar, so
that none may come nigh the placo,
with six more at Tom's new cottogs,
and a party on the wall abreast of his

lugger, They mean to take him!”
“ Phew! There's spite for you!” ex-
claimed Jack. “Nice news for us to

carry to the cellars under the abbey
yonder.”

Roger Quy checked them as they
started to run again, snd his eyes
sparkled with a look of intelligence.

“We ran two loads of French brandy
up thera last night, and stowed tho
kegs in the waterside vault against the
old monks’ landing-place. The hoats
are hid among the reeds, and Tom and
the rest are welcome to uze ‘em, if
they're in the mind to slip down-
stream after dark.” .

Both looked quickly at Jack, whe nad
laughed aloud in an odd way. -

“Why should Tom wait for night-
fall 7 ho demanded. “I've got a much
better idea than that, and I tell it
your a8 we go

Overbearing bully though he was,
Daniel Hickerman was brave enough,
as men go, and with his dismounted
dragoons clattering about in their
clumsy jack-boots, he hoped against
hopo that the youmg smuggler would
try to jein Nancy as soon oz word
reached him of the Press-gang's
departure.

ooner or later, whorever ho might be
hiding, one of his many friends and

Hickerman was selzed, and flung into the muddy ecreck!

nccomplicra was certain to carry 1lie
news to him.

Hiclkerman had found, te iz cost,
that Tom was always warned in tiae,
rnd the Ixecise-officer lhad begun to
have strong suspicion ihat Bily awl
Jack were often his informants, which
was perfectly true,

As the afterncon sun_began to throw
the shadow of Dr. ILennard's lous:
peross the road on to the front of {ho
Black Boar, he suddenly remembercd
that the last time he had set eyes on
the adventureloving pair was o the
church tower some hours ago.

“What has como to thozse infernal
voung seamps, I'd like to know " he
muttered savagely, glaring along the
empty street towards the bridge..

A solitary figure, with o slight Limp,
was approaching. It was Mr. Faleon,
tho genial tenant of the Abbey 1arm.
eomung  for Lis evening draught, no
doubt, and & little earlier than usual.

But for the fack that he himzelf Diad
spoiled the wedding feast, iha ol
gentleman  would  have lbeon  an
honoured guest, Ilickerman thought,
with a feeling of grim satisfaction,
eurtly returning Mr. Faleon's nod.
However, ha could nobt zesist on 2
natured shot as the East India mo-
chant placed his hand on the door.

“Ye'll find g eold ecomfort, amd no
company inside tonight,” ha ecallad.
“YWaur honour's the fivsk customer Lhis
three hours past.”

“ Az for that, my friend, I have never
quarrelled with my own company yet,”
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amiled Mr. Faleon dryly; and he woent
in, leaving Hickerman with the con-
sciousness that some of the troopers
grinned at the snub,

Then as amother deor opened coms-
where in the house, and a burst of
woices sounded for a moment ceasing
sbruptly as tha door closed again,
Hickerman started. .

“Remember my orders!” be said, to
the picket of dragoonz. " If Roke pre-
sents himself while I am away, you will
eeize him at all costs, even to HAring,
if needs be*

The next moment he turned quickly
undgr the arch, and eatered the stable-
yard.

To the other group.on guard at the
gido door there, the Hxcize-officer re-
peatad his instruetions asz he passed,
walking with o cautious step by the
long row of barns and stabling to the
gate at the far end.

“Impossible ! Cunning as they are!”
he was mutt&rin\?, az he came out on to
the river-bank there, and saw six men
lolling on the grass abreast of the gaily
decked craft in which the yuuuﬂg SR -
gler had so often defied all efiortz at
cagtur&

loser at hand, at the bottom of the
deep tidal créek that ended helow the
walled-in garden of the Black Boar,
two boats were drawn up on the mud,
and Hickerman swora under his breath.

- The door in the garden wall was ajar,
and he went in, the fruit-trees hiding
Lis approach as he crept cautiously to-
wards the house,

Then, as e raised his bloodshot cves,
until they wera level with the sill, he
realised how thoroughly he had IJIEE'EI
outwitted, for he was now locking into
the large club-room where, at a table

roaning with good things, sat Tom

ke and hiz laughing bride, with sll
their chosen friends, including Jack
and Billy and Mr. Falcon, who had just
arrived, and was taking his seat next
to the happy pair.

All was good humour, even if the
merriment was restrained for, obvious
reasons, and there seemed to ba one
huga joke which they were all sharing
in common, ner did it need old man
Jepp's raized hand and warning words
to tell the watcher what the joke was.

N oW, entlemen,” said the inn-
keeper, lifting his goblet, “another
roast; but not so noisy this time, if you
please, lest that black spoil-sport ont-
tide shenld chance to get wind of us
after all. Mr. Feleon has come just
in tima to wish what i3 in all our
hearte—health, and long life to our un-
known  friend, “Captain  Crimson,”
without whose help my girl here would
be in tears to-day, and Tom wearing
handouffs !

A erash of splinfering glass made
them all turn to the window with a ery,
as the enraged bully smashed the pane
with his loaded ‘Pﬁ‘?}ii.

“The handeuffs shall he be wearin
in & brace of shakes!” thundere
Hickerman, racing down the garden.
before even the active smugglers could
make a movement.

Jack, who was nearcst to the door
opened it, thinking on the instani of
the stairs, as.the only way of eseape,
In so doing he let in another startling
sound from the road outside.

A rider was pulling up hiz blowing
horse, and the man's shout reached
them.

“wlount, all of ye, and back to -the
regiment—on  the spur!?” he gyelled:
“The Pretender has landed, and the
country is invaded! To your horses,
men; and God save King Geovgs I7?

A rousing cheer answered him as the
men ran to the big barn where the
horses were standing saddled by Hicker-
man's own crders. Thea Esxecise-officer
found himself jostled most unceremoni-
ously a3 he arrived.

“What ara you foolz about?? ha
roared. “Twenty men with fixed
bayonets to follow me—the rest hold
the other doors, At last we've got
‘em 1M

The men only. laughed as they came
clattering out, and Hickerman strode
up to the captain.

“Do-1 understand, sir—" he began
furiously.

But thet gentleman eut him shart,

“If you do "twill be the frst time in
%mur ife, vou precious bungler!™ he
aughed. “All mounted, sergeant?
Good !

Before he could find his voice Hicker-
man_waa left standing alone in the
middle of the yard.

“Now, vyou miserable blubber-

rudgér 1 said "a& veoice in his ear,
shortly afterwards. “You've done your
best to spoil my wedding day, but “tis
our tarn now [

The next moment strong arms
plucked the startled bully from his feet
armid & roar of laughter, and carried
hirm, bellowing vengeance, through the

gate ab the far end.
% All together, lads, with & heave-
ho!” laughed Tom Roke, when they

came to the river wall. ]

The last thing Mr. Daniel Hickerman
saw as they flung him into the muddy
crecl with a mighty splash, were the
two faces of Jack and Billy, who had
dene so much to bring his punishment
about. .

Later, when he Houndered out and
slunk away to  This Iﬂdﬁing’ & beaten
man, the fiddler was sdding nsult io
injury, and playing : “Haste io ihe
Wedding ** with mnght and main.

The Farm in the Hollow!

i HAT do ve think of this,
Jepp ¥ cried Dir. Lennard,
the popular old army
surgeon of Widewater,

stalking into the yard of the Black

Boar, where he found the worthy land-

lord seratching a "JEI‘E" puzzled head.

“That young scamp of a son of mune

has bolted, leaving a letter behind him

with the pleasing news that he has gone
off to join the Dragoons !

“Then we're both in the samo boat,
doctor, vou and T,” nodded old man
Jepp, “for my boy Billy has gone with
him! The pair always were as thick
as thicves! The plague on the Pre-
tender, says I. I was just coming over
to you, doctor, to ack what we'd betler
de abont ib." )

“ Zounds, Jepp, there's nothing to be
done. They've gone, that's all, And

et "—Dr, Lennard broke off,. and into
1is eyes there crept an odd little twinkle
among the glisten there that might have
been tears—" had you and I been their
age, with fighting in the air, I'm not
sure we wouldn't have done the same
thing 1™

“I'm certain I should, doctor!” ex-
claimed the sturdy innkeeper, clenching
& pair of huge fists, .

The two irate fathers hroke info a
hearty laugh. ]

Mot but what 'tis a heavy blow to
my missus and myself,” econtinued Jepp
senior. “Naney, my dauvghter, married
yesterday; now Billy gong this morn-
ingl The old: house will be dead
without ‘cm. Bubt come you inside,

27

doctor ! We'll drink good luck to our
young fire-eaters, and confusion to the
Pretender—eh 2

Time passed on, and news filtered
slowly to Widewater. And what there
was of 1t was none too good; for Prince
Charles Edward, otherwise the Youn
Pretender, seemed to be having it
hiz own way.

True, he was still in Scotland, whera
he had taken Hdinburgh, and heaten Bir
John Copo at Preston Pags; but the
latest intellizence said thet he was
about to lay siege to Carlisle, and would
soon be on the march for Londan itself,
which was really very disturbing, and
getting far too close to be pleasant.

* Nothing from the boys yet ! maid
old man Jepp, seated in front of the
fire in his snug parlour, and shaking
his head sadly. “Nothing singe the
letter that told us the two bovs had
joined Cobham’s Dragoons’'as gentlemen
volunteers, which is four months ago |

& # - L] L] L

There was rumounr in the air; also,
there was snow, and the white flakes
danced and whirled on the heels of that
slarming whisper which had spread szo
mysteriously from village to village
along the frozen road.

The Pretender was coming at last
with his wild Highlandcra, who were
commonly reported to cat babies; no
one knew when, nor exactly from which
direction. But he was coming, and,
unless something was done very eooo,
he would be in London before one could
say “knife.”

Mot that anvene was particularly
anxious to do 56, when the better words
would have been” Present vour muskets !
Fire !"—or, better still, "Draw swords
and charge|” But the invaders had
managed to slip past the army of
Marshal Wade, which had fallen back
on Meweastle, The rest of the King's
forees wers round about Lichfield, and
it was very necessary to discover the
vebels' line of march before steps could
be token to stop them,

A mounted man pulled up on the
Derby road where a rutty cart-track
joined it, and, bending low in his
saddle, he searched the ground for signs
of foolmarks.

1f there were any, the last flurry of
snow had effectuzlly covered them up.
The fading light, however, showed him
the outline of farm buildings nestluug
in a hollow a guarter of 2 mile off, an
he wallied his horse towards them.

Thera was something stealthy in the
manner of the man's approach; tha
untied flap of his three-cornered hat
threw a shadow over his face, and the
dark blue mantle that hid his eivilian

arb from the tips of his ears to the
orown tops of his spurred riding-boots
made him little more than o blur
against the band of murky yellow
lingering in the west,

1t was a large farm, but no sound
came from it

No dog barked; no cattle lowed in
the harton: and the rider’s keen eves
fuiled ta catch any ray of light through
the closed shuiters

He paused, listening. at the yard
gate, and as he looked back along the
cart lane the snow began to fall again.

“ A bad night for the business!” lLe
muitered .

Then, pushing the gate gpen with the
toe of his boot, he rode in,

Ben't misz next weck’s chaplers of
thes powerful old-time story, chums,
whetcrer pau daf) .

Trae Macwer Lismant.—No. 1,401



Your €ditor Wishes ANl “ Waangtifes” A Very Bappy Christmas i

E.C.4.

churiss. onee were the

ELL,
st festive dinee of ol Hee

[ l grear ix ek funwd.  The e

For snivtl el jollity. hiappi-
nogs and  gromd-felfoceshipy, and  lost,
but nof least, the fime for our

GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

I feel eonfident el sy veader
chunis vl agree thot it iz o fip-fop
issnue.  Fy the time gon Jiaee el
there fere aves goa will o donhit Taes
Jormed un epfvion for gourselees . oand
I knoae that # el De an enthusiostie-
wlly forvonvalle one. Algo I acill fake
this apportnnity of wiskhing cvery one
of iy reoders

A VERY HAPFPY CHRISTMAS,

At Thin Frvee, o Jore teicks  anight
help o while cway e Hme of gour
Christuus porfy.

Can gon fie a porson up rwith three
inches of sfring so thot ke counet free
Rimself ¥ Sownds impossible, doesa't
it ? Yet it's perfectly casy when gon
fenere feoe to odo i, First ged gour
*Cpichine ' fo Vie foce doresecireds on
the cavrpet, thew, with the sfeing. e
the Hittle finger of Rix vight foad to
the IitHe fuger of Ris left hand, Nexok
Beyd hilg fegs boaek and Loek: the joined
hawds over the toex. Try as he will,
wour C ovdicdbm T il not Le able to
Jree himself,

Harving gyl the necessary apploeuse
From yory fricnds for this liftle stuant,
a5k theme if they car put o slrpence
into aun  cmpty  wmetchboxr  withoot

towching the sirpence roith e Tand,
They'll think pow've gowe eaackers
st gon slene e hoor casily I can
be done.

Get semeane to spin e

foweinto The
Oftrce. 180393 F

Your Editor is always pleased to hear froin
his readers.
*Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stasaped addressed envelope will

Write to him ;: Editor of the

ensure a reply,

corat e the feldle, #hewn. telile iF ix
spinning,  bring dewn  an cpnHy
motehbor shwoply on top of if. The

rofn il piéerce the Dor——oand flieee
wirne are !

Mo for o feie

THINGS VOU CANNGT DO !

You connod stamd ségidly sHIE for
fve minwtes if gou are Blindfalded,

You conund stund weith gows hock fo
e veall af o oo with both yeur feet
spread  oud fonielze  fouclhing  the
teainseoting.

You cannot ernsh an egyr placed
lengtfarise Defireen gour Ronds -t
%, if the egg s sownd oodd has g
ardinery shell.

Nawe we comme to o sbhuple cavd trick.
An wrdinagry pack of ploging-oards is
ropuired. Huring persuaded  gouy
guestn to seqt fhemselves eomforfably
raund the fire. aslh one of Hhem o gelect
o cord, saging that, without loolking
«f the card yowrself, you roill £001 them
wrloat it is. Holding the selected cmd
in front of you, gou then askh the rest
of the companyg to bear the numbep
amit  sudit dn muhnd—they will never
ficigr thee fuct thoet gow yowrself ran gee
Hhe eard fn e looking-glass ever the
mantelpicve,. You can ficep the com-
ity wngstified for some finme is
ey,

1 for o fere conundrums by
Nott'ny of a chamge. The ansiwers

nre  printed  with them, xo

that pou con ey them on grour
friemils.

Why zhould g seiler be the heat

anthority as to pwhad gocs on v fhe
soen ¥ He s been fo sce (seal,

BTy da Hfe the greatest of riddles @
Mecaise e sl give i up.

If the wiphubet avent oot fo tline,
el dne reonded O, T, 00, 4, ¥ oond X
o *  Phey eondd go ofter fea (1)

What is taken from gow Bofors oo
get Y Yoewr perfeoil.

Now for

ANOTHER COIN TRICK!

fn o xaup-plate plure o coin wod
Beside the Maliee ar fweerded gloas @
grine thecn ponr supficient wader indo
the plate fo corer the eoin. Noaxt
infornn perer [rieerds thot oo 1edlll picls
the coin up frome the plate withont
welling pony fingers,  Theyg weill fined
it diffived? o befivee that gote coan o
#H., el o rownd piece off a4 covlic on
the fop of arleich plgce Some picees of
pridgeia atvedd fore o Fhvee ackelies,  Sef
igpled fea Mlee prinper cied peinbefoes, ol
presly Hee wchode inlerncath the grloss,
aned then eait,  As sonn ax the comm-
frestinn is ever gou will gee the weoter
leqree the plate armd confer dhe aloss,
wherein (F vises, leaving the coin vy
on the plale. Vowr eran then pick gy
Fhae coin witfond rweelting gony fingors.

OfF conrse, aoll fricks can be wode
more anrusing if the teichater fakex
The froable beforelond 1o Ivarn o e
fight pattcr, se that the guesfs coan Do
feept i a grond Runrony i the erent of
@ teicle 'Y wof Debirg careied off sue-
ecasfully af firest. Howeeop. the tricks
eacribed on this poage shionld  be
practised beforehand so  thal thore
Wleieeded B veo rviake of fuitured.

Spaee ix vunning shovt, so heve i
next week's  progreameme of  good
things. Don't on any account miss

“PUNTED DOWN !
Ity Frank Richorls.

Yo" U e sovry if gpou do, Berdause
il's o top-notch geva thot's aliselutely
crmeded il interest, exciteecnt.
thvills, awcd Jun. Talke mpy tip ond

lace pour order for next weck's
MAGNET without oy delay.

* A special ¥ Uregfriars Herald ' will
alan appear, fogether with furllher
thrill-parked  chopters  of  Muovlon
Pile’s popular adeenfure parn,

YOUR EDITOR.

THE ‘HONOLULU’ UKULELE BANJO

A charming little instrument which can ke played
with very little tuition. Walnut stained Neck and

LADY'S
OR GENT'S
WRIST WATCHES

£3.3.0 value for 22 6

fienl's stge. Dold Luminous dial,  Splendid
guality,  tested  movement, highly  polished
platinon case, leather sewn strap.  Perfect

g Timekoeper., Seat om frec spproval, I
T aatisinctory pay 176 Imhngi]tlf until 228 iz
paid, or Fitted on Chrome Mesh extension
Srp At Lerms,  Ladyts sige same guoality

o Bliek Moire baud or cxpanding Dracelet,
Vi handsome velvel-dined case 38040 Sae
W forms 16 fortnighitly after receipt,

J.A.DAVIS & CO. XX

94 -104. DENMARK HILL LONDON.5.E.5

BE TALL

e

Your Ho ig'hb Terpasnl in 14 I}la = or Money Back,

Amazng Coprse, S0 Sowl ATAMEP NoW for
fron Dewk.—13 TEHEING SYSTEM, 28, Dean
Rom:l I.I:IHDGH N.W

P . ' MOROGCCD, "':III..!L{I‘A. BILAZIL,
5“? STAMPS FHEE FINLAND, KENYA, . 24, pn_ﬂ-
Apel THAIesl  ApTIvAiR L Alareact

Gd PO A RASTICK, 22, BANKSIDE RD., BGURNEHQ‘EITH

STAMMER!NG Cure yourssll ﬂﬂ I did, Particu.

R T HAMET uﬁ“%%%
GE. LONDON, W.C.1 !

Hoop, open back, Nickel Bezel, well Fretted Fingor
Board, Vellum Head. The whele sturdily 10/-
built, Complete with Free Lightuning
Tutor, Deposit 3/- and cight weekly payments of 1=,

Send for I8 wstipted Musival List, port frec 2d.
GEORGE GROSE & 0., 8, New Bridge Strest, Lendon, E e &
IHBRinﬂ_E m_'l. 0w n nr;ihl i B BFns, 0 T.H., nge 168, 4 BIL.T
cape 21, Trovs &ft. 5t 5, 104 58 atemnt
Is @Ganuine, Enm and Watch Yonrselt Grow! Foo £2 2x,
Fartieylnrs 2hd, slamp.—F, ROSE, Helght Bpocinlisd, Emrhumuuil
DIFFERENT FREE! Ilocludex Z5 ﬂulmhialﬁ, Setay 100 g1 hiee
22 varbeties, 100 Thiles of Countrles. 24, PHSEBE, r. UM biE A -
valy ~LISBURN & TOWNSEND, Lid. (T.J.8.), Liverpool,
' Rosdors of The Mngnot " wha nre troabled Aoyt thor
BE BIG Hitght, Ihesioue of Gencral Health slould write fop
my twe FHEE illustrated bosks, cocleaibg 2d. slamp,=—
P, CARNE, REHIWEBINA. CARDIFF, #.W.
BUMPER XMAS PARCE LS
~4/- VALUE FOR 2.
THLESCOPE, 20-inch, 3 Jointa,  good  feuecs,
Usnial price, 1/3.
"PEA PIBTOL, Antowatie I3 sLot, wilh anananition,
awal price, 173
BINOOULA il L|=I:I='L-io i. ity powl  Insca,
AL 3
ALL FOR 2/ tl}‘ fari ) md Paunu:

ad
SEND FOR YOUR PAREE SO0V, 1
H HEREERTS & CO. (Dt t :I:l~53!| B!I. Clapham
’ Park Road, L DOET, E‘Wd}
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GREAT CHRISTMAS
The Trevor Talble Silencer! Jush the

little gadget yow've been lovking for!

Easily altached to any table, it has

the effect of prevenling the tuble from

groaning under the weight of good
things. Make a present of one to your

anti-noiso pal. He'll

:
:

1s., from Trevor’s Table Silencers, Box
No. 99, “Greyfriars Herald.”
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% Christmas
3¢ pellets started
¥ face.
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SOON EXPLAINED

Some alarm was caused at the Fags’
Beano

The fags' first fears that a
gunman was in their midst vanished
when it was found that the “pellets
were only Bammy Bnuter's waistcoat
buttons, bursting under the

when mjysterious
hitting diners in the

P e e

strain | um
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—————

.J! L

“fThe Peadmaster reks
wests the plezzure
of vour company at

Tis €End-of=Cerm Supper in

Ball to=morrow nite at

7 p.m—R.LPY

Thesa magic words were one-
graved on a eard held in the
romewhat grimy paw of Mr.
T.ickham, the master of the

‘ourth Forin at 8, Sam’s. It
was the nite before Breaking-
up Day at §5t. Sam’s, and Mr.
Lickham had looked into
tho Head's study before re.
m:.m_..ﬁ with & view to axxept-
g the nvitation, |

*Trot in, Lickham, old
bean,” Dr. Birchemall called
out genially, as ho looked up
and reckernised his wvisitor.
“@et my invitaton 7 "

*“ Yea, rather, sir ! " grinned
Mr. Lickham. “And I'm
delited to axxept. It will be
simply ripping to Gnish up the
term with & jolly good feed.”

* Blow-out, you mean]"

correcied Dr.  Birchemall
anﬁw: “You shouldn't eay
feed,! Licklham : it sounds

undignified in a skoolmaster 1"
“Blow-out or feed, it's
going to cost you a pretty
enny, sir,”’ said Mr. Lickham,
ooking rather serious, **I
understand that you have
issued invitations to the hole
glool. Why, it will run you
into & quid at least [ *
“Two, I shouldn't bLe
serprized ! " smiled the Head.
“ But who ecaras ¥ Criasmass
eomes but ence o yoar. Blow
the eggepense 1
Mr. Lickham rubbed Lis
noze thoughtiully,

e e FER TR EL W e

=n

THE GHOST

S

OF St. SAM’S!

By Dicky Nugent

“Well, thal's all right ns
far as it goes, sir; bub unless
my memory plays me false,

on the rox when you tried to
borrow & bob this morning—
and you can't epend what you
haven't got, canyou ¥ What's
more, i you are ogospocking
to book it all up at the tuclk-
shop, you can rule ihat out,
too, The tackshop dame toll
me herself ihat sho woulda't
trust you for a brasa far-
thing 1 7

“ 1U'roo, Lickham.--all very
troo ! ' said the Head, smiling
slitely oul of his shifly green
eycs. ° Bub thers are weighs
aud means Y

“* T hoap so, sir, I'm sore
grinned Mr, Lickham. **The
boya ars very pleased about
iy, anyway. They really
didn't eggspect it this year.”

“You leave it to me,
Lickham,” larfed Dir, Birche-
mall, *The tuck will be
thero, deaspito the state of my
finances. And now, I want
vou to do me a favor. Would
you mind lpoking rouwnd the
dormitories before vou turn
in and warn cverybody not
to dreemn of venghering out
of their beds to-1ute §

* Whatever for, sir 7 "ashked
Mr. Lickham, in agtonishinent.
i Dr. Birchemall dropped his
| voice to a wisper. “To-nite,
Lickhan, is

muw

e —

the nite when

..—de,wmﬂ Bays
off hia appetite.
Nothing like _m,
_Three six.ipot seniors had
11

that redio fans objoct {o

thumped far too boiaterously,

He sioply Lknocked the eluffing out of

Petor !

To thosawho ara going to Hilton's place this
Christmns, woe can confidentinlly say : some
unexpecied treata of o partioularly Christ.

Em.,.wm.EE_ are in store for yvou.
* ¥ulo " be aurprised !

Wo hove pleasure in issning an official
denial to the rumour that if you stick a pin
in Bunter after his Chrisimas diuner, he'll

burst.

In our opinion, it's bigh time this [pllacy

awas “* exploded ] 2

CHRISTMAS CRACKERS

he wanls a Christmas
pudding that will take tho * edge ™

ging ** blnnt ** about it !

carala on the wicless turned down,
Wocould have told them from the beginning
* lonz
When Dution turned up lute at the School
Christmoas Supper and boisterously thuraped
Peter Todd on the back, he must have

the Ghost of
Bt. Sam’a
baunts the
ha 1le and
passidpes  of
thoold skool!"

their offer to

you Ltold me yourself you were _ tored.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE
=

Mr, Lickluam stortod wvio-
lently.
* Gegerhost, sic 27 he stut-

*I nover knew thera
was & pepechost at St Sam’s
before, "

*Then veur educalion, my
dear Lickham, has been sadly
negleeted,” yoinarked  tho
Head with & frown, * Know
you mof thalt on ope nite
cvery yoar a white spokiral
figgor zlides cerily round the
skool, utlering  hair-raising
groang and hart-rending moans
—and that deth from {right
is the lot of any unhappy
mortal who pgots into his
klutches § ™

* Wanno, sir, I never herd
tell of it 1** gasped Mr. Lick-
ham, with a fearful look over
his eholder.
ikt ™

“As {roo as I'm giandin
here," dectared tha Head,
siltiog back in his chair and
regarding tho master of the
Fourth with a fixed, hip-
nottick loek. * And this,
Lickham, happena ta be the
partikular nits when this
ghostly wisilor makes his
spektred rounds |

* Oh, crikey | Surely theres
nothing in it ! " gasped the
dismmaved Form-maester.

The Head lurfed—a mirth-
less, sinnister larf.

“ There's mothing in {the
ghost, if that's what wyou
mean-he's made of thin air !
But if you think he’s nothing
to be scared of on {hat
account, you'rs making a jolly
big mistake ! ™

Mr. Lickham shuddered.

* I shall take jolly good

IT?

“ 1t 1an't troo, |

care fo keap oub of his way
myself, I can assure vou,
siv I " ho remarked. ** Il &es
that the rest of the skool
hear aboub ib, too. Thanks
for the tip, sir 1™

* Don't mensh 1" grinned
the Head. * Sco that von
have a good nite's rest and
sleep the sleep of the unjust 1 "

For over an hour the Head
sat reading until tho chiming
of the skool cloek bLrought

atndy. Tho {thost of St
Sam’s—alias Dr. Birclicmall—
wns abroad !

¥or a ghost, the Tlead's
belinviour afle: thnt was
awlully urase. o wont
irom study to study all round
the house, collicting all the
tuck he could lay hiz hands
on and tramsiurine it to
a large sack hiddon under the
folds of his covrring shcet |

All went welf for a time,

him back Lo cartls.

and aa a matter of fact, tho
Head hadu' apected it
Lo go othorwize : e imajined
that alter the wirning ho lind
given bhrough [dr. Lackhiom,
tiobody would kol like ven-
chering out,

But, unkmowr to him, thres
dawntless junio:s had made
up their minds to brave tho
duenjers and findoat what they
could shout tls ghost ;3 and

g just as Dr. Birchemall was
s ahout to return to his study
with the spoilJuci Jolly &
“3f Uo., tho juniors-in quesiion,
® sputled him gliding down a

Litd passidpe and farlessly flung

Tinkle-tinkle-tinkle !

“ Midnite ! eride  Dr.
Birchemall, stulling his book
away carefully into his trowsis
pocket. ** Bust me if T wasn't
almost forgetting ! ¥

With a elitely sinnical grin
on s wrinkled fizz, the Heard
roso to his feet and went across;
to o cupboard. From the
cupboard hLie took a long white
shcet, e pair of rubber slippers, |
and a bottle marked * Phos.|
ferous Paint."

For two or three minnits he
bizzied himself daubing the
phoslerus paint over the sheet.
At the end of that time he
donned the rubber slippers and
covered himself from head to
foob with the sheet, Then,
uttering weerd moans and
groans as he did so, he turned

themselvos at' his
ligrer,

With o bum) and o yell,
the Head went down, with
Jaclk Jolly & (0. on top of
him,

“Yaroncoo! Clovroff my
chest I Waooooop<! ' yelled the
* Ghost ** ol 5 Sam’'s.

“Crate piptt I seem fo
reckernise thab-roiep 1 ** opoa.
claimed Jack Jilly..

* 1've herd it mysolf some-
where ! " said Mérry.

“ I know I ¥ muepod Brizht.
“It’s the o ﬂu_ﬁ Lot him
get up, you felksws ! ™

In & state of jjrate sorprize,
Jack Jolly & Co. jurgped to
their foet agin, and the
“ Ghost,"" lookihg congidor-
ably ihe wome for wear,
followed their gigsample.

“Wall, boysy wyou havoe

spelitral

out tho light and quitted the

solvod the mitery of the

waits t *

W

Many peopla like & ** snmooze *?
alter ithe plum pudding, but Lérd

sprig of holly !

e

At Uhristmas

Billy Bunier makes
8 special efort to eat even more

popular gitt at Christmas ]

Snow in pleniy iz Bob Checry's
idea of a2 merry Chrisimas. When

fed-—white with rage—andsuow |

3

Billy Budnter iﬁn
w-a._ua_"_. to brave the terrors of the

an authentic ghost !

thest of St Sam’s,”  Dr,
Birchemall remavked. ** Bub
now that you have done so,
I heap you'll keep mum
aboutk it

* Anything for a quiet life,
gir 1 ¥ prinned Jack Jolly.
“ But what made vou go
about dressed as a ghost ?
You've done sumo pretiy
things ab tines, sir, bhut noth-
ing half so potly as this! "

In tho dim moonlight that
lowminated 1he passidge,
the Head winked.

“1I'm not so polly as you
thinlk, Jolly, den't you worry
vour fat ! " he prinned. * The
fact is, 1 am o little short of
tucls dor fo-morrow nile's
blow-onut, and this strack me
as & good way of making up
the deficiency without beine
interfered with."

“ Gratepipt

“Don't run away wilh the
idea that my puests will have
only their own tuck to eat,”
added {the Mead hurriedly,
“This 18 meealy & rsnpall
addition io the blow-out I
have already laid in.”

“ And whatl sord of a blow-
oub is that, sir ¥ 7" ashked Morry
curiously.

“ One tin of sordines aud
half-a-durzen doonutts t "

grinned the Head, * Quilo o
rogpectable meal, of corse—
but not much to wack out

amongst a enpple of hundred
yong men !

“My hat, no!"

“* However, will: this little
extra,” eaid the Head, poink-
g to his bulging sack, ** wa
should mannidge guite mmnmﬂu.
But keep it dark, boys, won't
voil, in ¢ase my unusual style
of hospitality mite be mis.
understood.’

Ha shouldored his sack and
prepared {o go.

“ Don't miss the blow-out,
whatever you do,’” he cride,
as ho staggored away.
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POTTER and GREENE Say—

Blow o_m.._m.mmrmg
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OLEFR thourht it would

ba a bright idea to
have an old-fashioned
Chitstmas party in the study.

We fell in with the idea.
It's uecless to do otherwise.
1f you don’t fall in with
Colier's  1deas, Coker jolly
soon falls out with you !

The first step, Coker in-
formed us, was to haul in
tho good old Yule log. We
feebly suggested that it would
he simpler and more sensible
to feteh up a bucket of coals,
but Coker wouldn't hear of it.
The Yule log, he sad, was
indispensable, and in any
erase he had pone to the
trouble alrcady of merking
out an eminently suitable one
im a wood about half a mile
from the =school cates.

1t was a dickens of a job,
dr m.Em that huge log back
to the school, but we managed
i sommehow.  What annoyed
s was that all onr labour
turned out to be fruitless.
The log wes ten times as big
a3 our firegraie—and as we
didn’t  possess a chopper,
weo had no means of reducing it.

So Coker broke up an old
chair instead. VWood was
essontial, he said—coals would
never do for an old-fashioned
Christmas party |

Having, with some diffi-

ed

Christmas
¢ Parties

culty, ot the
fire going, Coker
eaid that =
Iittle carol-
singing was
aalled for., We
joined him in
“Good EKing Wenceslas™
rather relictantly. We're
quite capable of singing carols
on our own ; but Coker has
his own ideaz of music, and
it'a a littie diffienlt to har.
monige with hiro.

Two versea of * Good King
Wenceslas ™ were sufficient
to bring & mob of fellow Fifth
Formers to the door, yelling
to us to stop it in & most
un-Christmasy way. Ewen
Coker was a little taken aback
by the demonstration, and,
after making a foew uncom-
plimentary remarks about
their lack -of festive scason
gpirit, called off carol-singing
and said we'd betiter get on
with the cocking.

Now, as he'd bought o
chicken for the ocoasion,
the obvious thing te do about
tha cooking was to get eook
to do it for us. Bub the
obvicous thing had noe attrac-
tion for Coker, We had to
roast that

| H.u_

X

L, e d

to a cinder, some were still
practically raw, and the whola
of it reeked of the paraffin
wo had used to get the fire
going. The same applied to
the rest of the stuff we cooked.
In hbrief, Coler’a Christmas
feast was uneatable !

Ey the light of candles
{electric light, of course,
wouldn't have fitted in with
the old-fashioned ideal) we
strugeled through the * meal.™
An hilarious eveninzg then
concluded with the donming
of masks and a few fireside
games which ended in & riov
owing to one of the candles
getting fire {0 the whiskers
of Coker’s mask.

Wao can say that we're glad
wa'vo gtill got an up-to-date
Christmas to look forward to,

If Coker's by was &
genuine one, then blow old.
iashioned Christmas parties !

v —

OLD BOYS' CORNER.

T a recent meet of the

Poshgrave Hunt, Sir

Gouty Grumble swal-

lowead a bottle of red ink under

the mistaken impression that

1t waa ﬂ.uﬂwmﬁ port. Wo are

told that this is quite true,

&raﬁmﬁ- to us it sounds * ink-
red ".ibla,

Percy Brayne, cone-time
chess champion of Greylriars,
is suffering from a heard
attack, due to excitoment
caused by pondering over s
chessboard for two hours ancd
THEN making a wrong move !

chicken in the
w.a od old-
ashioned way
—gn & spib
before the
firo | Neod-
loes to say, it
was NOT a
SUCCeEs, SOme
partsof it
wWaro baked

OUR

F e

perfectly pro-

Bunter's recora at a silting is
48 mince pies. His closest rivals

belter than nolhing, though |

Fisher T.

Fish had been trying
to zell Removites a new invention

machine-gan was ** gnow * good!

volce in

* friumphs,”

Mauleverer hikes & * snooze ”” than ususl, Fellows like Smithy the Famous Five encountered family ghost st Hilton Hall— are his sister Bessie, and hizs —a snowball machine-gnn—for
before, and alter, snd often and Lord Mauleverer, and Harry Ponsonby & Co., of Ewwannm. untll be actu sew it ] The brother Sammy. Bunter’s record use in Christmas *¢ umnmmw_h Ng-
during, On one oceasion he had wqwmwﬂ,? to whom he tries to during a vac., Bob’s unerring ain sssurance thai it was only Bob wss not put up at home, Mr. body has had any faith in Fish¥’s oxnioits
to be awakened to decids whether * stick > for the *“hols,” iry with snowballs changed Pom- Cherry “ip costume ** fafled to Samuel Bunier, believing in a invention fsince  Bulsiroda E
he would like a second helping. to evoid Bunter more than usual. somby's “‘black ™ lsoks to | the Owl of the Remove— sufficient, but to Bunter’s mind, smothered * Fishy ¥ and his
Bob Cherry roused him—with 2 Bunter’s * pressnce iz not 2 * white '* onmes. Pon. & ¢o, . he still avers he has seenm a ** starvalion ' diet, Anything’s machine-gun in s gnow fight. The

HARODLD SHINNER. !
srith which to illuminate some of his ** shady

CHRISTMAS

PRESENTS

HE estaff of the * Greyiriars H.FEE,.
grs unhappily not in a position to
give Christmag presents on the acale

they'd like to. But just to let their friends
know they heven't forgotien them, they give
kelow a short list of some of the presents
thev'd like to dish out if they could. They
can only hope that the ** favoured " ones will
toke the will for the deed !

OLIVER EKIFP3. An autograph album
full of the signatures of the great, so that
he'll have some names to " conjure ' with,

DICKY NUGENT. An eloctric battery
in tha hope that it will help him to turn out
still more * shockers.”

PAUL PROUT, E5Q. M.A. A case of
oranges to assist him in keeping his * fruity "
ood condition,

BOLSOVER MAJOR. A "scrap” book
in swhich to keep a record of his boxing

A moeket torch

ILLY BUNTER. A safety-razor to
enable him to shove the whiskers off his
calebrated postal order—when it arrives |





