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Featuring HARRY WHARTON & CO., the World-Famous

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Whole Hog !

HH BOU Christmas—" said Billy
Bunter, of the Romeve Form,
at Grevfriars.
And Harry Wharion & Co.
answored, with oie volee:
"o it, Bunter ™
Which was remarkablo.

Generally, at the end of terin, thero

was little cneouragement for Billy
Elunlter when e desired to discuss tho
* lLaols.™

Polite fellows, ‘ike Lord Mauleverer,
would disappear round corners when
Bunter came along. Less polite fel-
lows would veguest Bunter to go and
cat coke. Smithy  had |heaved a
cushion at him, when tho fat Owl of
the Remove proposed to accompany
Bmithy on his trip abroad that Christ-
mas.. Up to a day or two ngo, the
Famous Five had been equally shy of
Lthe subjeect.

Now  they wera all  smiles—
oneonraAgin sriles. When Billy

Bunter rolled up to them in the gquad,
they rewembered no pressing cengage-
ment elsowhere. They did nob attenmt
to cludo the topic.  With one volee,
they cncouraged Bunter to procced, in
the most hearty manner

Up to a day or two ago, Boly Cherry
bhad lifted one of the two largest fect
in the Greyfriars Remove, if DBunter
veferred to tho subjoet. ii'nw, z0 far
from showing any desire ta  boot
Bunter, Bob grianed his most amiahlo
grin. Harry Wharton, Frank Nugont
and Johnony Bull pave Bunter their
politest and meost genial sttention.
Huorreo Jamse: Ram Singh'’s faco was
wreatied in durky smiles. Nothing
could have been moro pleasant, agree-
able, and enconragine; yet Bunter did
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not look bucked. On tho other hand,
he looked worricd.

“About Christmas—-" he repeated.

“Carry on, old chap!” said Bob.

“ About—about Christmas—" stam-
moered Bunter.

“We've Fad hat!” Nugent re-
marked.  “You'ro repecaling yoursclf,
old fat bean ™

“I—I mean—»"*

"Coungh 6 up!™  eaid  Iarey
Wharton.
L P | moean  about—obout Christ-
mas—"

Evidently Bunter found s hitile dif-
ficulty in gelting it out. However, it
had to be got out.

“Wou—you sce, I've asked vou fel-
lows to DBunler Court for the Clwist-
mas holidays—" gaspod the fat Owl.

“We'vo  aceeptod !” said Harry
Wharton gravely “Thai's all vight,
Bunter

“The aceoptininess of the esteemod
invitation was terrifically unanimous !
said Ilovree Jamszel Ham Singh, with
a =riling nod.

“Alind, I meant 1t——" =nid Bunter,
bBlinking aaxeously afd ithe Famous Five
through his bir spectacles,

“0f course!™ agrecd Nugent.

“I wasn't pulling sour leg, or angy-
ihing,” continucd DBunter. “My idea
was that, baing such pals, we should
be together for theso hole—"

= Splmldi{i idea 1Y said Johnny DBull
*Wao're not letting you down, Bunter [

“¥on surely didn’t think we'd let you
down, old fat fruit ! said DBob Cherrey

reproachially.
“Oh! Nol* gnslpcd Bunter. “But
~hit——  Mind, meant ikl I—I

wanted you fellows to como to Bunter
Court. 1 never eoxpeeted you fo
refuse, or—or anything of that sort,
vou know. As I said, i yvou fellows
couldn't como with me, I'd como with
vou, but I=I never cxpected you fo
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Chums of GREYFRIARS.

declice my invitation. I—I was jolly
glad when you aceepted it |

“You looked glad!” assented Bob.

"As lad a3z you look now!™
remarked Nugent.

_Billy Bunter grinned fenh]gu

“But—but as it turns out,” he said,
“we—wa shall have to wash it out,
aftor all. It—it turns out to bLe—ho
impossible for me to take & parly homoe
io Bunter Court. But—but vou won's
lose me for Christmas. Yon can take
my word for that! ¥'1l come with vou
fellows instead! Bee?”

The Famous Five, apparently, did
not “zec.” In fact, they were doter-
mingd not to “sece,™

Billy Bunter had asked the Co. home
for Christmas, with the deeply artiul
intontion of wangling it in reverse
order.

Onco it was established that they
were to pass the Christimas holidays
togetiwer, it was—or should have been
—ecasy cnough for something to happen
at Bunter Court to bar aoff that
Chuistimas party, leaving the chums of
ihie Wemeve landed with Bunter.

But it hadn't worked out like that!

Greaktly to Billy's surprise and dis-
may, the Famous Five had not only
accopted  the invitation, but scomed
fearfully keen on it—so keen on ik, that
they furmed deaf ecavs io hints and
CXCUSS, .

To a stateinent that Ae. Bunter was
aing to hava the decorators in over
Chiistimas, they had replied that thev
waould help with the deeorating. To a
statement that there was measles at
Bunter Court, they gencrously offerved
to lend md in tho nuarsing, regardless
of tha risk of infection

Bunter had dropped the decorators
and the measles as chickens that would
not fight. Now, cvidently, he had
thonght of another dadge. The Famous
Five wore quite intercsted to hoar
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what It was. Bul I* was not going to
produce any effect on them. Bunter,
at holiday-time, was & sticker. Now he
was going to learn what it was like to
be stuck |

Five heads were solemnly shaken.

“I'm afraid it's rather foo late fo
make new arrangements now, Bunter [”
said Bob Cherry.

" Much too late !’ said Nugent.

“The latefulness is too terrifie!”
declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The stickfulness to the esteemed pro-
gramme is the proper caper.”

“But I—T1 say, you fellows—" stut-
tered Bunter.

“My dear chap,” said Johnny Bull,
“it's all rightt F‘:Ve're coming | Have
vou let vour pater know about sending
the Rolls for ust

“But I—1 say, vou fellows,” gasped
Bunter, “I—I'm fearfully sorry, and
all  that, but—but—there's been a
ﬁra_*_._'.‘l‘

“A  what?" Harry
Wharton.

“A  fire!™ stuttered Bunter. A
fire at Bunter Court! SBe vou see—7

But, my dear chap, fires are all
right 11 December I said Bob Cherry.
“We shall expect to find a fire there
—Yipletide logs erackling and Dblazin
on the old hearth in the ancient L
hall of Bunter Court—"

“I—I mean, the houze has been
burned down!” gasped Bunter.

“Oh crikey I

The TFamous Five fuirly gasped.
Thizs was really poing 1t strong!
Decorators and moeasles having failed
to work the oracle, Bunter had been
dviven to the desperate resource of
burning dowrn his anccstral home !

cjaculated

“Ho—s0  you  see——"" stammered
Bunter,

He blinked at the Famous Five.
Docorators they had  heeded not;

measles they took in their stride, as it
were,  But even these sticky beasts
vould net stick on for a Christmas
party at s manpsion ihat had heen
burned to the ground, Bunter was
cing the wheole hog this time, and he
wek no doubt that it was a winner.

And, indeed, the playful five were
vather at a loss, for o moment or two.
Not, of ecourse, that they had the
romotest idea of going with Bunter
for the holidays. They were only
keeping him up to it from a sense of
humouor, deriving entertaimmnent from
hiz dodges and wriggles. But they
were going to lkeep him up to it fo the
very last day—only on break-up daw
was Bunter going to be allowed to
csea[!m without five wvisitors for Christ-
nas

“Not even a few rvooms left?” asked

“INob o wall lefi stending 7 szaid
Blﬁltﬂl‘. “*The whole mansion gutted,
ol

“What about the spacious garage?
We might—-=" iy g

“The garage went with
saidl  DBunter Thastily. “Heaps of
ashes—and einders! Smoking ruing!”
~ “Well, that docs scemn rather to wash
it out!” said Bob, He glanced at his
fricnds, “As Mr. Bunter will miss us
at Christmas, vou chaps, it's up to us
to  express our sympathy for this
terrible eatastrophe. Let's po and ask
Queleh to let us use his phone. Il
ring up Bunter's pater, and we'll tell
him how fearfully szorry we arc that

the rest”

his historie mansion haoz been burned .

dewn.™

“Wo can't do less!"’ agreed Ilary
YWharton. ¥ -

“A few words of
time will be
srid Johnny

mpathy at such a
rumfﬁ and comforting,®
ull. *Let's|®

Enlarged Christmas Mumber

“I—I—I say, you fellows” gasped
Butter, "you—you can’t get mii pater
on the phone! You—you see, the tele-
phone was burnt out with the man-
a10n=-=——""

“I suppose it would be!” said Bob.
“8till, we'll try. wa ecan't get
through, that will wash it out, of
course. But we'll try.”

“Oh, wyes, we'll fryl” said Nugent
decidedly.

“[—~I—I wouldn't, old chap—"

“Must [” said Bob., “Why, dash it
all, your pater was going to give us s
tremendous time—huge parties In a
superb mansion, crowded by titled
people—skating on the immense lake
it the groun hunting and shooting
and whatnot! Why, the very least wo
can do is to express our gimpathy. NOW
the whole bag of tricks has been
hurnﬁ:il to the ground. Come on, you
men |

The Famous Five walked cf to the
House,

Eilly Bunter blinked after them in
utter diamay.

What offect such a  telephone-call
~would produce on Mr. William Samuel
Bunter he could not imagine. Mr.
Buntor would be surprised to hear that
a party had been coming for Christmas,
anyhow, He would be El-l:-il]r MOra BUC-
prised at condolences on his immense
mansion having been burned to the
ground, The fat Owl was only foo well
aware that Bunter Villa still stood 1o its

g P .._d_.;-'

Ever since Bunter has
been in the Greyiriars Remove
he has landed himself on the
Famous Five for the Christmas
holidays. But this year the art-
ful dodger issues invitations to
the Famous Five, There's a
catch in if somewhere !

accustomed place, and that the tele-
‘phone was in working order |

*Oh erikey I gasped Bunter.

It dawned on his fat mind that that
catastrophic conflagration, like tho
decorators and the moasles, waz a
chicken that would not fight. Ho rushed
after the jumors,

“I—I—I sgay, you fellows—" ho
squeaked,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bobh Cherry
logked round, “ What 15 1t now 17

“I==1 say, d-d-den’t phone!” paspod
Bunter. * It—it's all right ! !—Ii n't
finished telling you ! hat I mcant to
say was that—that the fire was—was got
Ut g prm—

b crumbs | ,

“And—and—and it's all right! The

—the place m-m-might have been
burned down, only it—it wasn't | That's
what I meant to say! D-d-don't
phone [

“Oh 1" gasped Bobh, * All right, then !
Rely on us for the hols, Bonter I

“Brast! I=I mean, right-ho, old
chap " groaned Bunter, and he rolled
away.

And not till he was pgone did the
elnums of the Remove chortle,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Beastly for Bunter !

i SAY, Smithy—"

Herbert  Vernon-Bmith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, gave no
heed. It was early morming; the

bell for school was almost due to ring

3

when Billy Buanter came on the Bounder
under the frosty old eclms after
breakfast,

JHe blinked at him in surprise l:hmuih
his big spcctacles, wondering what the
dickens Smithy was up to.

Bmithy was standing close to one of
the old trecs, at a short distance from
tho letter-box in the schoal wall. There
was a snowball in his hand and a grin
on his face.

Snnthy ¥

“Waiting for somchody,
asked Bunter, L

“Yea; shut up!” said the Bounder
over his shoulder,

“If it's that beast Wharton—

“Fathead 1"

.The Bounder would not have bcen
likely to take careful cover bchind a
tree if he had been going to snowball
snother Remove fellow. Bmithy was
watching for bigger game than a junior.

There had been a fall of snow over
night, and Greyiriars gleamed white
that morning. In the distance, nearer
the House, dozena of fellows were
cogaged with snowballs—Remove and
Fourth and 8hell. They had becn
snowballing one asnother till Colker of
the Fifth appeared in the offing—then.
by common consent, they esnowballed
Coker, and old Horace was having quito
& busy day.

But the Boundor was not looking in
that direction. Neither was Billy Bunter
intercsted.

Bunter was thin‘l»:in%c:ut his problem
of the five visitors for Buntor Court who
wera displaying sticking powers worthy
of the fat Owl himself, Quite unawaroe
that thﬁir wero only pulling his fat leg,
Bunter found thiz a worrying problom.
Decorators, measles, and a Ere having
failed, Bunter had to think of a8 now
dodge for making them como wnstuck—
and, coming on the Bounder, it oecurred
to him to try his Juck opgain with
Bmithy,

SBmithy’s millionaire pater was taking
him for a ran abroad that Christmas—a
irip that Bunter would have beon vory
happy to shave. A cushion landing on
his fat weaistcoat had discouraged him—
but hope springs cternal in the human
breast.  YE Bunior eould hx it up with
Smithy for the wvae, that unfortunato
invitation to Bunter Cowrt would havo
to fall through—indeed, Bunter, in that
case, was preparced to clear off with
Smithy, leaving hiz Christmas party to
wonder what had become of him !

I say, Bmithy, about tho hols—"
said Bunter hopefully.

“ Bhut up, ass " breathed Vernou-
Anrith. “Carne will be slong in a
minute—I heard him fell Loder he was
going Lo post a letter., Dry up, and
clear I

“Oh crikey ™ ﬁ‘aap&ﬂ Bunter, “You're
poing to snowball a Bixth Form prefect |
I say, Bmithy 7

€5 BI,I.E'.E ﬂﬁ 1.:?

“I say, I'll jolly well give him one,
too, if you like I said Bunter.

“¥ou fat ass, you'd better cut ™

“Oh, I ain’t afrsid of Carnc!™
declared Bunter. “ He 1.1'11&1:?3&& me the
other day, and Compton of the Filth
gtopped him and jolly well punched
him, and he's let me alone since thoen.
He funks that new chap in the Fifth!
I'll back you up, old chap "

“* et out 1" answered
gratefully,

“0Oh, really,” Smithy—"

“Hook it!" snapped tho Dounder
impatiently,

“About the hols, old chapt” said

¢ Boundoer une

Bunter,  #“I've been looking for yen,
old fellow., T was going to say—-
Beast 1Y

Yernon-Smith terned on Bunter and
tapped the snowball on his fat little
Tae MaorET LIsRARY.~—No. 1,505,
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nose. The fat Junior tottered ‘back,
- slipped. cn the snowy ground, and sat

oW,
* Boast !

“Urrrgh ™ gasped Bunter,
U [*

Smithy turned his back on him again,
Pecring from behindg the frosty trunk of
the elm, he spotted a Sixth Form senior
coming down to the letter-box. It was
Arthur Carne of the Bixth, the fellow
for whom Smithy was waiting and
watching.

Smithy’s hand went up, and the snow.
bali flew, with & desdly aceuracy of aim.
I'here was a sudden spluttoring yell
from Carno as he+ received it on his ear
and went staggering.

Almost as ewiftly as the snowball the
Bounder shot away n the opposite
direction. Arthur Carne was a very
unpopular prefect, and it was quite a
lavk to catch him behind the ear with
a snowball, but it was an extremely
visky game,

A qunior whoe got a Sixth Forim
prefect with o snowball could not depart
from tho spot too gquickly, Like the
guests in Macheth, Smithy stood not
upon the order of his going, but went
at pnce—and he vanished liko & ghost
at eock-crow—while Carne of the Sixth
was still staggering and clawing snow
from his ear. A moment more, and
=mithy mingled with the merry crowd
snowballing Coker of the Fifth, .

“Ooooogh 1" gaspad Carne, as he
clawed snow, and he glared round with
an iofuriated glare for the fellow who
had “‘got™ him. o

Thera was no doubting the direction
from which the snowball had come.
tarne of the Bixth rushed in that
directiop, and came round the frosty
¢lm at such a rush that he stumbled
over a fat junjor who was just baegin-
mu% to scramble to his fect and gather
up fallen school books.

“Ow 1" howled Bunter. “Gerroff |”

Carne sprawled over him. Bunter,
snuashed into the snow, gurgled wildly.
Carna scrambled up.

“You cheeky

“Youl” he gasped.
young rotter |

Bmithy had vanished. Dunter was on
the spok. It was rather natural that
Carne should take it for granted that it
waa Bunter who had buzzed that snow-
ball at his ear. Bunter had reason, the
next moment, to repent him that he had
not taken Bmithy’s advice and “cut”
Carne’s left hand grasped his collar and
yanked him to his feet. His right hand
rose and fell,

Carno had left hia official ashplant in
hia study. But bhe had a heavy Land.
It landed on Bunter rather like a flail.

Bang, bang. bang |

“Ow! " Ohl Yow-ow-ow!” roared

Bunter. “I say—— Yarooh! It wasn't
-——whooop—meo | any,
Yooop!| I=I say, leago!
tell Compton |*
_ If Billy Bunter hoped that that would
induce Carne of tho Bixth to “leapo™
it showed that Bunter hed a hopeful
nature,

Thae name of Compton, the new fellow
in the Fifth, was like & red ru?' to a
bull to Arthur Carne. Not only had
Compton taken the place in the first
eleven to which Carne considered him-
self entitled, but he had actuall
handled the prefect and pot away wit
it, s0 to speak, Billy Bunter could
hardly have made a more unfortunate
break, Clarne’s face, alveady red with
rage, grew crimson, his eyes glinted,
and hiz hands descended on Bunter
harder and faster.

Bang, bang, bang!

“Varooh! Helpl Yoo-hoop!"” roared
the hapless Ow)l. “Oh crikey! Oh
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Arng—
Stoppit | I'1l

The Magnet

erutobs! Ch lor’ | T say—— TYaroooh!
Stoppit 1 Yn&h%: i

Bang, bang! Thump! Bang!

In frantic desperation unter
wrenched and tora himself locse. He
dorted away at top speed. After him
rushed Carne,

But for that unfortunate mention of
Compton, Carne might have considered
that - Bunter had had - enough-—as,
indeed, he hadl Now he wanted to
give him some more! DBunter gave a
terrified blink over his shoulder, saw
thoe exasperated prefeet in pursnit, and
foirly flew. His fat little legs twinkled
as he sprinted.

Carne, no doubt, would have captured
him and administered some more of the
same, but the bell rang, and he remem-
bered that he had not yet posted his
letter. Bo, giving up the chase, the
bully of the Sixth walked back to the
letter-box. .

Bunter, ‘unaware that he had given
up the chase, flew on. Panting for
breath, puffing and- blowing; the fat
junior covered the ground, and flew into
the House rather liké a runaway lorry.

“Urrrgh ! gurgled Bunter, as he
joined the Remove fellows in thé Form-
room passage, where they were head-
ing for the Bemove-room, as the bell

coased to clang. “Grocogh! I'say, you
foellows—— Urrerggh 1

“Shaking down your brekker, old fat
man " asked Bob Cherry.

“Urrggh! That beast Carne
Urrggh 1 gasped Bunter. “Hoe thought

I'd snowballed him, and if was that
beast Bmithﬂ Urrgegh 1#

“Hsz, ha, ha t”

“I told you to cutl” grinned the
Bounder. “If you ask for these things,
old fat slug, you must expect to geb
them 1"

“Beast! TI've dropped my books [®
i,'napad Bunter. “I1 say, you fellows,
va left my books——"

“ Here comes Quelsh 1*

My, Quelch came up the passage, to
lot his Form into the Form-room. Billy
Bunter rolled in with the rest—minus
his books! He could only hope that
Quelch's eyes would pess him dver in
first and second lessons, and that he
would pot want his bockst Bunter, ns
mentioned, had & hopeful pature!

THE THIED CHAPTER.

Bend Over !
ki UNTER :
“Oh lor*!™  proaned Billy
Bunter.

First lesgon was safely aver.
Billy Bunter had not been called on to
construe Quelch’s %lm]al: eye had passed
him over, and Billy Bunter breathed
mora freely when Latin was shut dewn
and done with.

Second lesson that morning was
English literature.  For  literature,
English or foreign, Billy Bunter cared
about a3 much as he did for the classig
tongue of Virgil and Horace. Btill, it
came easier;” and, on the whole, Bunter
felt that he could stand English
literature. Compared with Latin ov
maths, indeed, it might be called almost
agresabla!l It was work, and, therefore,
rotten; bub not quite so rotten as other
forms of work |

But for English literature a fcllow
had to have a book., Billy Bunter’s
volumo of “Selected Verse ” was lying,
along with his Virgil and his Latin
grammear, somewhere under the frosty
elms near the letier-box.

The Remove wers doing “Gray’s
Etggg in a Country Churchyard,” of
which Bunter remembered ing

except {hat the curfew tolled the knell
of parting day. _

It was ikav?‘ue!n!i, of course, to cail
on Bunter! Wibley, who was great on
elocution, eould have spouted verse in
great style; and any fellow in the Re-
maove could have delivered it better ihan
Bunter., But Mr., Quelech was one of
those dutiful schoolmasters who give
spectal attention to backwerd pupile—
for which William George Bumter wsas
not in the least grateful. Dunter could
have done quite well with & much less
dutiful Form-master.

:‘I say, lend me vour book, Toddy IV
said Eﬂ.mi:ﬁr‘I in an anguished winsper.

* Bunter "

Quelch’s ears were ns keen as his
gimlet eyes.

“ Oh, yes, sic!™

“You are perfectly aware, Bunler
that I do not allow borrewing books in
this Form ! Where i3 your own book¥”

“I—I dropped it, sirl” stomnered
Bunter.

“You dropped it!" repeated Mr
Quelch staring at the fat Owl, ““.And
why did you not pick it uvp again,
Bunter 1

“I—TI wae in a—a—a hurrey, siv! T—I
was afraid of being late for class, siv 17
stuttered Bunter.

At which there was a %'cnﬂrai grin in
the Remove and a grim frown from tho
Remove master. Punetuality—especially
for clasz—was not incloded in the list of
Bunter's wvirtues. Very often ho was
late—though net so often os hoe would
have liked to be. It was frue that ha
had been in a hurry that wmorning, buk
certainly his hurry had uot been due to
any desire to Lo punctuuwl for class.

“1 presume, Bunter, that youn have
forgotten your book ! said Mre. Queleh
sternly, “You will go and feteh % at
once, and you will take fifty lines ™

“Oh loe'! I mean, yes, sie ™

Billy Bunter rolled out of the Form-
room, leaving the rest of the Remove Lo
the delignts of English literature.

Ha rolled out into the guad.

. It was frosty ond cold, and there was
snow on the ground, and a keen wind
blew from the sca. But there was a
glimmer of winter sunshine; and Bun-
ter, though no whale on fresh air, pre-
ferred 16 to the Form-roons.

In & few minutes he reached the spot
whera lils books had been dropped, and
recovered them. A few more minutes
would have sufficed to return to tha
Bemove-room gnd English Literature.

But Bunter, onn the present oceasion,
was in no hurry. Carne was in the Sixtl
Form Room at clazz; and there was no
danger of running into him. Having
been awarded fifty lines for not bringing
in his books, Bunter felt that he wai
entitled to have his money's-worth, as it
WEre.

English litersture was less offcnsive
than other forms of exertion—still, iln
less & fellow had of it the better!
Instead, therefore, of heading for the
House, Billy Bunter allowed himself the
luxury of a stroll round the quad—all
the more enjoyable from tho reflection
that the other fellows were mugging up
English literature while he was loafing
about in happy laziness !

Having a hopeful natore, Bunter
hoped that Mr. Quaich would believe
that it had taken him a long time to find
those books. After all, some fellows
might have kicked them out of sight,
{mg Bunter might have had to hunt
for them. It hadn't happened—but it
might bave! It would do for Queleh,
anyhow—and it was as near the truth as
Bunter was accustomed to get.

When half an hour bhad elapsed, haw-
ever, even Billy Bunter had a feeling
that he had better turn up in the Form-



room again. He had no more yearning
for English literature than before; but
ho realised thet it would be prudent not
to put Queleh’s credulity to too severe a
gtrain.

Quelch was not one of those trustful
masters—the kind that Bunter liked. He
was quite capable of doubting a fellow's
word when he was telling “ whoppers.”

S0 Bunter rolled, at last, hacf to the
Housa.

But he pausad on his way to the Form-
room. By that time the letters would be
in the rack, which the fellows were
accustorned to take in break, which fol-
lowed second lesson, It would not take
more than a minute to plance over the
letters and ascertain whether there was
one itq: hirg. t}]'.‘tugﬁr ;w,m
expecting a posta er

tHe blinked over the letters.
There were a good many,
and he blinked inquisitively
at every one of them. None
was dressed o Bunter:
there was still, it seemed,
delay in the fﬁngﬂxpecmd
arrival of his celebrated
glata] order | His eyes, and.

15 spectacles, fixed rather
curiously on a letter ad-
dressed to V. Compton.

Valentine Compton, the
new  fellow 1n the Fifth
Form, did not have many
letters. But Bunter knew
that he was e:-:p&ctin% one ;
for on every occasion for the

ast few days when Bunter
wil rolled up to sece whether
his postal order had come,
Compton had alse turned up
to look for letters,

Now there was ono for
Compton; and Bunter had
no doubt that it was from
that uncle of his who had
senit him to Greyfriars—Cap-
tain Compton, the owner of
the handsome steam-yacht

Firedly.

Enmathing about the hols,
no doubt, It was known that
Compton of the Fifth was
going on a cruise that Christ-
mas vacation, in his uncle’s
vachk.

Billy Bunter had thought
severnl times of giving the
new man in the Fifth a hint

that & Christmas cruise
would suit him down to_the
ground. But even Billy

Bunter's cheek, extensive as
it was, had ita limit, and ho
had not ventured to give
Compton of the TFifth that
hint.

Bunter waz blinking at that letter,
noting that the postmark was Dover,
when & footstep startled him.

Carne of the SBixth came down the
corridor from the Sixth Form Room.

“(h1” gasped Bunter, in alarm.

Arthur Carne was the very last fellow
at Greyirviars that heo wanted to meet.
He was surprised to see him out of
Form, and eertainly had not expected
to sea him,

Clarne stared at him. ‘

“What the dickens——" ho exelaimed,
evidently a3 surprized to szes Bunter
out of Form &5 Bunter was to see him.
He made & movement towards the fat
Owl, his hand half raised.

Bunter did not linger.

Ho flew.

In about three seconds the fat junior
arrived at the door of the Remove-room
as breathless as when he had arrived for
firat lesson that morning. He was gasp-
ing as he rolled 1n.

“Bunter ! came Mr. Quelch's voice.

English Jiterature was going strong;

Enlarged Christmas Rumber

but it was suspended as Billy Bunter
rolled in. Quelech’s gimlet oyes fixed
on him, with a glint in them that Bunfer
did net like af all.

“Oh 1 Yes, sir " gasped Bunter.

“¥ou have been u.%srmt more than half
an hour, Buntor [

 #I—I—I had to hunt for those books,
gir I stammered Bunter. “Some—some
fellow had kicked them about, sir, and
they were all over the Ehﬂﬁ' sir; and—
and as soon as I—I found them, I—I
ran all the way back, sir!”

Mr. Quelch %E‘Eﬂd gt him, Bunter's
gasping, breathless state seemed to bear
out his statement that he had hurried.
It was clear that lie had, at sll events,
done the last lap at top speed.

e Co et attn P
e e
2

It was Bunfer's misfortune that he
naver could leave well alone. Ho had,
at least, a sporting chanece of pgetbing
by, so far. But a plain, unvarnished tale
was never good enough for Bunfer.

“I never went for a walk, sir, in the
quad after I got the books!” went on
Bunter, by way of a convincing detail.
“I was hunting for those books all the
time, and I never even stopped to look
for letters when I came in, and——"

Mry. Queleh picked up the cane from
hiz deslk.

“ Bunter !

“Oht! Yes, sie?”

“Bend over that chair, Bunter.”

“Oh lor'!®

It was ¢clear that ihe Bemove master
did not believe Bunter; Bunter did not
know why, He bent sorrowfully over
the chair.

Whack !

1 'ﬁv‘}w !.'H'

“That is for remaining out of closs,
Bunter. And that—-"

Whack !

-

o Wbﬂﬂp Iu
“—is for telling watruths, Bunter.”
“Yow-ow-ow 1"
“You may go to your place, Bunter.”
L13 '}w !H
Billy Bunter went to his place, Hs
wriggled painfully as he sai there till
the bell went for break.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

The Missing Letter |

1 MITHY, old fellow |
“ Beat 1" :
“But, I say, 8mithy——0?"
“You fat, frowsy frog!” said
the Bounder. “If rou say “hols’ just
once, I'll boot you '’
* Beast |

Billy Bunter's Christmas . 2o, Loy

‘I was going to tell yon
there's & letter for you in the
rack, you beast !

“Oh!” said Smithy, and
he chuelded.

Cominy out in break, some
of the Remove fellows were
going to look for letters,
others gomng out into the
%;}md. Among the latter was

ernon-B8mith, when Billy
Bunter cluteched him by the
sleeve.

“You sce, I looked ot the
rack when I came iﬂ',” ax-
plained Bunter. *There
wasn't one for me, but I
noticed one for you, old
chap.”

“ Thanks [*

Herbort Vernon-8mith

changed his dircction and
headed for the lotters. The
fat Owl rolled after him.

Often and often thers was a
remittance in letters for the
Bounder—and Billy Bunter
was deoply interested in
letters that contained remit-
tances. Not for the first
time, he had been disap-
ointed about a postal order.

‘he Bounder certainly was
not an #asy man to “touch »
for o loan; still, there was a
sporting chance of picking
up some of the crumbs that
fell from the rich man’s
table.

The fat Owl kept his cyes
and hiz speetacles fixed on
Smithy ns the latter took his
letter from Mr. Samuel
Vernon-Smith, the million-
aire financier, no doubt refer-
ring o the arrangements for
the Bounder's holiday abroad
that Christmas, Smithy read it with
interest, apparently unaware that
Bunter was equally interested, if not
more 30,

Other fellows came lﬁmig for letters,
among them some of the IFifth. Comp-
ton, the new fellow in that Form, came
up with Blundell and Potter and
Greene.  For all three of his com-
panions there were letters, but a shade
of -::hsﬁp[iumnr:ment came over Valentine
Compton's handsome face as he glanced
over the rack.

“ Expecting one, cld beani?” asked
Blundell.

“"Well, yes,” atswered Compton. 1
rather thuugilt I should hear from my
uncle. Next post, perhaps.”

Billy Bunter blinked round at him,
forgetting evem his interest in the
Bounder's letter in his surprise.

“I say, Compton ! he squeaked.

The Fifth Form man glanced at him.

“I say, there's one for you,
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Compton 1"  said  Bunter.
blind, old ehap 1"

“What do you mean, you young ass?"”
asked Compton curtly. “There’s no
letter for me hera!”

“I jolly well saw it when I was out
before break ™ declared Bunter, ™ There
it is—sticking next to Temple's letter.”

Compton smiled. There was a letter
next to Temple's lotter, but it was ad-
dressed to Coker.

“Yon want egme new speos, I should
think, yvou young ass!"® he sabd good-
humouredly, a.r.lf,igba valked out into the
frosty quad with his /riends. -

Bunter blinked :fter bim in astonish-
ment. 3 -

“ Doesn't Compton want his letter?
he ejeculated. “Why, I've seen him
rooting over the rack every day, look-
inE for one, and.now—"

fPhere isn't one for Compton, fat-
head 1 said Harry Wharton,

“There jolly well is!” said DBunter.

'”'-IA.SE IH
 The Famous TFive went out. Other
fellows took their letters snd cleared

“Getting

El
4 Billy Bunter jammed his Lﬁ%l spec-
tacles a little more firmily on his fat

little nose and blinked at the rack
where half a dozen lettors still
remained. _

“I say, Smithy, you Ilook!” said
Bunter. “Tm a bit short-sighted, you
know. I say, isn't Compton’s letter
thera ¥

ﬂNﬂl ags Ilr

“I'hen somebody’s taken it by mis-
take,” said Bunter. “1 jolly well know
it was there when I looked in second
lesson. Perhaps Carno may have
thought i1t was his; his name begins
with o C.”

Herbert Vernon-Smith lad not
finished reading tho epistle from his
millionaire g:ter, but he put it into his
pocket and fixed his ayes very curiously
on the fat Owl of the Remove.

Any other fellow would have fanpcied
that the short-sighted Owl had made »
ristake, as often he did; but the men-
tion of Carne struck Smithy at once.

“What do you mean about Carne,
Buntor ' he asked quietly. “Carnc
Lhasn't been along for letters at all.”

“He came when I was here in second
lesson,” n‘xaﬂainﬁd Bunter. *'The Head
muzt have let him out of the Sixth.”

“Qure theore letter
Compton 1"

“I saw it, fathead! It was post-
marked Dover ™ answored Bunter. 1
wondered if there was something in it
about that Christmas cruise that Comp-
ton's going to have. Not that I looked
at it, you know. I'm not the chap to
lock at other fellows' lotters, I hope.”

. "You saw the postmark without look-
Ing ot i
“Ves—I mean no! Anvhow, I jolly
well know there wasz one for Compton
when I was ont in -econd lesson "' said
Bunter. “If T were Compton I'd ask
Carne whether he took 1t by mistake.
I've made mistakes like that, you know.
I say, Bmithy, what's in your letter?”
Billy Bunter’s fat mind came back to
the really important subject. “I1 sup-
pose your pater’s sent you a lLip just
before break-up i
“Wo,”" grinned the Bounder: “just &
lettez,”
“Dh crlkﬂgl I zay, Smithy, my
postal order hasn't come,” said Bunter.
*“It's rather rum. but it hasn’t! Lot of
delay in the post at Christmas-time, you
knew; T suppose that's it. 1 say., old
chap, what sbout letting me have the
five bob, and taking the postal order
when it comes? T say, you heast, don’t
winlk off while a chap’s talking to you ¥
TAe Magwer LiBrany.—Nn, 1%05

“Was o for

The hagnet

Tha Bounder, howover, did walk off.

“Reast 17 snorted Buontor.

And he rollod away in search of Lord
Mauleverer.

Vernon-3mith went out into the quad
with a deeply thoughsful shade on his
brow. The [amous Five and some
other Remove fellows had started a
snowhball serap with Hobson & Co. of
the Shell, but the Bounder did not jain
in the game; heo tramped away by him-
self, his hands driven deep into his
p::rcimta, thinking.

Smit. had noticed--as, no doubt,
other fellows had—that Compton of the
Ififth had not missed looking for lettera
for some daye I;_:-s:si:.—mmz’l Smithy hed a
deep and peculiar interest in the noew
fellow in the Fifth, which  Valentine
Compton never dreamed of suspecting.

Compton seemed, in fact, quite an un-
suspicious fellow in every way, consider-
g the strange game he was playing at
Greyfriars Bchool—a game known to no
other Greyiriars man, but Vernon-Smith
of the Remove, '

But 8mithy knew tha that handsome
aid expensive steam-yacht, the Firefly,
was in veality & smoggling eralt. o
knew that Captain Compton—aold boy of
Greyfriars, as he was—was the leader
of & emugglinﬁ gang. And he knmew-—
what the police and the Customs
authorities certainly never dreamed of
—that the smuggling game was carrvied
on through Greyiriars Scheal.

He knew that contraband goods were
run seeretly into tho sea-cave under the
Shoulder at Pegg, and that Compton
of the Fiith conveyed them away by tha
secret passage that ran from the sea-
cave to the school
"That underground
strictly out of bounds for Greyfriars
fellows, as was the cea-cave itself. But
there was one Grexyiriars man who dis-
regarded the Head’s zevera order on
that subject—and that fellow was
Valentine Compton of the Fifth Form,
as Bmithy knew only too well,

Smithy had net the slightest doubt
that the letter Compion was expecting
referred to some consignment of
smuggled goods in the sca.cave.  And
a2 Bmithy had set himself to defeat the
ﬁmugigii_ng game ot the school he was
keenly intercseed 10 the maltor.

And so, it seemed, was Carne of the
Sixth, the néw fellow’s enemy, ‘That
Carnre suspected Compton of somothing,
Smithy was aware, as he had scen the
spying prefect  seavching the new
fellow's study at mudnight. He could
hardly suspect the strange truth, but he
suspected something

Carno was not o zcrupulous fellow in
hiz enmities. Had he carried his un-
scrupulousness to the extent of “ pinch-
mﬁ” a letter addressed. to another
fallow? It looked like it, from what
Bunter declared. It was casy cnough
for o senior to make some excusa for
petting out of the Term-room belore
break, and seeing the letters hefora the
other fellows came out. But for the
fact that Dunter had been out of his
Form-room in socond selool,
conld have been no suspicion,

It was impossible for a Lower Fourth
jurior to question Sixth Form men,
ut Vernon-Smith was determined to
make sure whethor Arthur Carne had
been out of his Form-room that moro-
ing. According to Bunter, he had, but
the Bounder wanted to imuw from a
rather more reliable source than
Bunter. He stuﬁp&d to speak to Win-
gate of the 8ixth in the quad. All the
Sixth, of course, would know whether
a member of that Form had gone out
of the Bixth Form Boom during class,

“I say, Wingate, did you drop somo

BSSQEC  Was

‘Bixth was

thero'

stamps when you looked for leifers in
second school 2 asked Smnithy,

He held up a strip of half a Jdozen
stulﬂps—mken from ~his own peocket-
ook,

The Greyfriars
L.

“Eh? I wasn’'t out
school,’” he zaid.

“Somebody must have been,” =atd
?arnm:-smit%. “The stampa weren's
lying thera when we went into elass.”

“Better ask Carne,™ rajd Wingade,
“Io had to go out to get a book he'd
forgotten.”

“Oh, all right!”

Vernon-S8mith  walked back to the
House. He kuew now what he wanted
to know. Carne of the Sixth lad lefi
his Form-room durmg second  school,
and there was no doubt now that
Bunter had seen him looking for
letters. The fat Owl had wondeved
whetlier Carne might have taken
Compton’s letter by “mistake,” as
bothh the pames began with o “CM
Smithy bad no doubt now that Carne
had taken the letter, ihouzh wot by
mistako.

captain  stared ab

m socond

He wrinkled his brows in  docp
thought.

Smithy hardly knew whether he waa
friend or foe to the =school boy
smugeler. He liked Compton, os
averybody did. He admired him and
respected  him,  The fellow was a3

splendid footballer, and helped to win
matches for Greviriars, HMHe waa hind
and good-natured, generons to o fault;
brave as o lion, Nobody had forgotten
how he had awum out on the tide to
reseue Billy and Bessie Bunter in o
drifting boat.  Yet, with all his
splendid qualities, he was mixed up in
go ,shady a business as smuggling. It
was fixed in Smithy's mind that no act
or word of his should bring that hand-
somo head low in disgrace and shame.
But whatever might be Smithy*s feel-
ings ar intentions, thero was vo dounbt
about Carne’s. Carne «iscoverad
wihat Smiihy already knew, ho would
shout it from the honse-tapa. .
The letter would be in code. Smiiliy
had scen one of Captain Cempton's
missives, and deciphered the code
Would Carne decipher 16?7 Given ifuwe,

he probably would, And then—
Nobody had a right to screen a
Lreaker of tho law. On thea other

hand, nobody had a right (o steal s
letter and prv into it. Caron of fhn
doing wrong, and hknow that
ho was deing wrong. Ilis motive wag
malice, and his action wonld have
caused the headmaster o expel hiin
f:;:u_u the school had Dr. Locke known
of it

Vernon-Smith made up his mind at
last what to do. _ ;

Compton of the Fifth had left his
compantons, and was strolling undey
the frosty old elms, with a thonghtiul
shade on his brow. Smithy could guess
the subject of his thouglis. Ho cut
across and mtercepted the 1Nifth Form

JI1ATL,

_ Valentine Compton glanced at him
mq}t{nr:n%]:.u Never by so much a3 a
look hed Smithy hinted at what he
knew. The schoolboy smuggler kneow
that someone at Greyfrinrs had spotted
his game, for twice a hidden hand had
intervened, and cavused contraband
goods {0 reach official hands. But
who it waz, he could not begin fo
gnesa, and hoe gertainly nevor thowght
of a junior in the Remove.

1 say, Compton, you never got your
letter 1his morning, I think ! =aid
Vernou-Smith casually,.  “A chap in
my Form -zaw one far soun when Lo
waa out i zeeond selool.  Muet have
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** About the hols, old chap ! ** said
fat

=

been taken by misteke. I thought I'd
mention it

Compton looked at him very hard.

“MNo bizney of mine, of course,”
said Smithy carclessly. “But 1 hear
that Carne of the Sixth came out be-
fore break to look for letters, and if
he rﬂuda a mistake, he's the fellow fo

agk.

He walked away before the Fifth
Form man could answer.

Valentine Compton stared after him
blankly. Then, with a darkening
brow, he walked to the House,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

RTHUR CARNE of the Bixth
Form sat in his study in break,
with the door locked,

Loder of the Sixth had locked
fay D, but, “adin, that Carne was
“sportmg his oak,” bhad p.. .»d on.
Carne was not likerijr to let Lode, or
any other fellow, into his study just
then.

On Carne's study fire was a steaming
kettle. Carne was bolding an envelope
ovor the steaming spout to loosen the
flap of an envelope.

Carne's face was pale and set, and
there was a bead or two of perspira-
tipn on his forehead. To do him
justice, he was thoroughly ashamed of
what he was doing. The bare thought
of an eye falling on him and his
occupation at that moment made him
shudder.

Lut he did not hesitate.

Carne, like some other fellows, had
noticed that Compton of the Fifth had
been looking for letlers of late. That

Bunter.

east !

i, i ol

was why He had forgotton a necessary
book that morning, and left the Bixth
Formm Room to fetch it in  second
scthool. Several times Carne had con-
trived to look at the letters before
tha other fellows, This time he had
had luck.

That Billy Bunter, prowling out of
his Form, :i:tﬂ.d noticed that letter in
the rack, addressed to Compton, did
not even cross his mind, Had he
thought of it, it would not have con-
cerned him. A Remove fag had
nothing to do with the IMifth or their
correspondence,

Carne hod gone back to the Sixth
Form Room with Compton's letter in
his pocket. Immediately the bell rang
for break he had hurried to his study,
and set the kettle on the fire, with the
door locked, and the curtain across the
window.

He was pale, uneasy, ashamed, but
determined. e tried to think that he
was doing a prefect’s duty in spotting
the secrets of a fellow who, he Ead no
doubt whatever, had shady secrets to
keep. But he could not guite succeed
in that, He knew that he was doing
a mean and rotten thing, and he
shivered at the thought of any Grey-
friars fellow seeingp him at it.

The flap came open.

With an unsteady hand. he drew a
single folded sheet from the envelope.
He opened if, and fixed his eyes on
itl

What was the fellow's szecret?

It was bevond Uarne's power of
Fuessing. e had fancied at first
that it was something in his own line
—backing horses, corresponding  with
bookmakers. But he was sure now
that 1t was not that. He had dis-
covered the secret recess under the

ﬂwi!‘l‘

'|'. L

R A P s A T A

“ I've been looking for you, old fellow.
Vernon-Smith iurned on the Owl of the Remove and fapped the snowball on his fat liftle nose.
junior, tottering backwards, *°

I was golng fo say—— Beast 1" ¥
* Urrrgh [ ** gasped the #*

floor of Compton'’s study in his mid-
night search, and from that sceret re-
ceess he had taken & sealed packet.
That sealed packet had beesn snatchod
away in the dark, by whose hand he
did not know; for he, no more than
Gnrﬁtﬂn had the slightest knowledgo
of the Bounder's part in this strange
EAIS. |

Twice since then he had found oppor-

tunities of peering into that recess
under the floor of the Fifth Form
study; but he had found it empty.

Compton used it no longer. he had
gnything to hide, a3 no doubt he had,
he hid it elsewhere.

What had been in that sealed packet?
What waa the seeret that his rival
and enemy kopt zo carefully guarded?

Carne could not begin to puess. Dut
he was going to know. And he hoped
that a surreptitious “squint ' at Comp-
ton's correspondence might let in some
light on the mystery. With gleaming
eyes he read the letter. It ran:

“You had better get a suitcase or
bafz,: for the trip. Wednesday is a
holiday, and you had better take that
day, as it may meed time to do shop-
ping at Lantham.”

Carne shut his teeth hard, almost

snarling over that letter. It was a
single sheet, unsigned. What Jdid it
mean §

The writing was rather large and
gfrawliug. and filled the shect, brief as

1 epistle was., Anyone seeing 1t
might have supposed that it was a de-
tached sheet from & longer letter.

Certainly no one, seaing 1if, would
have supposed that there was anything
spspicious in it.
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Captain Compton=—if this was from
the captain—advised his nephew to
get & suitcase for the trip, and to get
it on Wednesday, which was 8 half-
holiday at Greviriars School, as it
might need ftime to do shopping at
Lanthamm. Nothing could heve been
mare utterly ordinary and common.
plaee,

But Carne felt, and knew, that thero
was more to it than that., He was
assured that that innocent-looking
letter was in somo sort of code,

Had hoe not, when spying on Comp-
ton i tho {quistera. seen him chango
colour reading a letter which, on
the tace of it, referred fo so simple o
matter as getting a watch ropaired?

That letter had been n code; so was
this. DBut what was the code? How
was he to penetrate itf

And fromn whom did it come? Thero
Was no signature.

Fellows whoe had seen Complon of the
Fiith looking for letterz supposed thot
he , was expecting & letter from  his
tincle, who was his %;umﬂiun, and who
had sent him 1o school. But if this
lotter was in code, it did not secem pos-
sibla to Carne that it could come from
Compton’s unele, A [jetter written in
code implied a scoret—a shady secret—a
secret that the fellow dared not have
known, Was it, after all, a letter from
some racing man—as Carnce had at first
suspected ¥ What could the fellow pos-
sibly be mixed up in, unless it was that!?
Something—something  shady. But
what ? .

Arthur Carno felt, in his very bones,
that he waz on tho vorge of o discovery
—af & revelation that would give him
tho upper hand of his rival; perhaps
enable him to drive tho fellow fron the
school. ] )

Yet ho could make nothing of it. Ilo

MR
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tried reading the letter backwayrds; -wilh
hopeless results. What was tho cedel

“Wednesday ¥ was ientioned in the
letter. Was it a code word, or did it
refer to the day of the week? He could
not guess, To-morrow was Wednesday,
and he could, at ull events, keep an eye
on Compton that day. Most likely thio
fellow would be playing footbell,
There was a Fiith Form pick-np fixed
for the afterncon, weather permitting.
If he stood out of it Carne’s .eve would
po on him, But it was the vagucst of
elues—if it was a clue at all,

The spying senior gritted hia teeth
ovuer that puzaling letter. Break i
not last long—and he had to seal tho
letter up again and-replace it.n the rack
unseen, i-giu dared not keep it in his

ggession. Compton might learn from
Mr Prout that a letter hoad arrived for
him, and mniss it, if he did not find it
sopner or lster. There was nothing in
the letter--on the face of it, at least—
that a prefect could use against o
fellow. He had to have his letter. 1t
would be eapy enough to slip it into tho
rack aftor all the tellows had gone 1n
for third school, by being & few
minutes late himself. But he wanted
to olucidate the meanming before e
parked with it

Or was he in ecrror, znd did !hqt
wretched letter mwean exacily what 1t
zaid. He was sara it did net.  But
W h g e

Knock !

Carne fairly bounded at that knock at
s study door. There was vothing sur
prising 1 someone knooking at his door
—~FLader, or Walker, or some fellow who
wanted to speal to him.  DBut it startled
him horribly--with a stolen letter in
his hand.

Knock t

“Wha's there
“3'm lLmsy, Loder

“It's Compton 1" came a cool, quiet
voice,

Coarne's heart almest died within him.
Compton was at his deor! Did he know
—cauld he know? He had been in Forn
with Prout when Carne purlomed tho
lottor. He could not know )

But what did he want? He had na
busine:s in u Sixth Form study—Irast
of all in Carne's, his etromy's |

“What the dooce do vou wanti®
Carne steadied his voice. “1 don’t re-
wember asking you here, Compton.”

“E want my letter, please™

¥ P

The voice was still calm, conl, quict:
but & wunderclap could not  have
gtartled the spy of Greyfriars more,

“What #* stammered Corne,  * Whet
did you say #”

“My letter, Will you open yowmr door,
Carne? I seo it's locked |

There was o faint, mocking inflexion

U-nl"ﬁﬂ's voice shook,

. the calin voico.

Carno trembled from head to foot.
The fellow knew! How did he Lnow?
He might havoe heard froin Prout that
there was & letter—it was possible, In
that case, he wust have expeated to find
it i the rack—and had not found
it! But why did he think of Cama?
Cleavly, lhe had thought of him, and
como to Coarne for his letter.,

For o moment Cernc thought of
[:ﬂSSm[; the letter into the firve and deny-
ing all knowledge of it. DBut he dared
not.  Compton had not come there
without a reason. Bomeone maust have
seen him take the letter.

“Will you let me in, Carne?" came
the cool voice. “I really must have my
Jetter, you kuow *
~ Bwiftly Carne slipped the leiter back
inta tho envelope and stuck down tho
flap. Ha shoved the kettle out of sight
in the ctundy enpboard. Then, with o
shaking hand, e lighted a cigorelto
and blew out 2 whiff of smoke. That
would account for the door being
locked |

Ho theow the cigarette into tho five,
stepped to the door. and unlocked it.
The letter was left lying on the table,

Carne had pulled himself together
Ilis manner was normal cuough as ho
jerked the doar apen

Valentine Compton stood thero, Ilis
kean, grey eves flasbed at Carne for a
moment. But his manner was cool and
nonchalant.

"My letier! he said guite politely.
“I think you must have taken it hy
mistake, Carne !

I¥d the fellow reallv think so, Corne
wondered. At all eventa, there was
no evidonec—at least, no proof—that
the Bixth Form spy had opencd it.

“Borry I Carne epoke quite casvally,
“1 picked the letter up in a huarry. I
was going 1o put it back in iba rack
when I went to class, as T found P'd
taken the wrong letter. There it isl”

Compton gave a faint smiff. e had
notierd the whilf of cigarectc-smoke.
Thaet was an unspoken explanation of
ihe Tncked Joor

“Iand it over. will vou ¥ he said.

Carne picked up the letter and tossed
it to him.

“Thanks 1” ; :

Compton slipped it fnto his pockel
aned walked away. ;

Carne shut the door after him.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Taken In !
W@ BAY, you fellows—"
“Say onl® grinnad Bch
Charvy

It woz tea-time, a timin when
Billy Duntcr, howsoever forgetful at



othar times, was sure to remember his
old pals. :
Ile had remembered the Famous Five,
however, at apn inauspicious moment.
Funds were short in the famous Co.,
and they were booked for tea in Hall
—tho last resort of the stony. They
wera gbout to proceed in that direetion,
to claim their whack in the “doorsteps
and dishwater,” as the juniors deseribed
the school tea, when the Owl of the
Remove appeared in the offing.
Whether Bunter was bent on scroung-
ing & tea, or whether he had thought
out some new dodge to bar off the

visitora from Bunter Courk, it was
equally enfermimnﬁ fo the Iamous
Five. They gave him en-

couraging smiles.
“I say, I've had rather
good  news, ong

. you chaps!
said © Bunter, blinking at

them i.hmugh his  big
spectacles, ‘Everything's
going to be tip-top at

Bunter Court, and the pater
is simply delighted to hear
that you're coming.” i

“Ohl” gasped five fel- N
lows together.

This was unexpected.

For one awful moment
they wondered  whether
Bunter was 1n deadl
carnest, having made up {ia fat mind
to it, and whether they were booked
for the hols with Bunter.

That would have been an unexpected
and extremely dismaying outcome to the
joke on the fat Owll

But their anxiety was relieved the
next moment, DBunter rattled on:

“0.K., you chaps! Theroe's going to
be some rather big affairs—iancy-dress
dances, and so on. One of the princes
has promized to come, I°ll tell you &l
about it—over tea! Come oni”

*Q0h 1" repeated Harry Wharion.

He understood now. Bunter twas
going to serounge a tea on the strength
of that accepted invitation. Later, the
noxt dodge for barring off the party
would come to light.

“"Tea in your study, Harry, ald -:hﬂ.lp
—what?" asked Bunter breezily. *If
there's anything to cook, I'm your
man M

No.

“Oht Not in my study, this

time !” said Harry.
“Bob's " asked Bunter. “Come on,
then 1™

“No: not in my study, this time "
grinned Bob Cherry, :

“Well, vou're rather asses to tea In
Bull's study, with that tick Fishy
therc,” said Bunter. " He's sure to barge
in. Ha's always locking out for a chance
to serounge a feed on the cheap. Mean
you know, and greedy! Nlessed if 1
sea anything to cackle at! Come on,
T've a lot to tell you fellows over tea!
If it's in Bull's study—"

“But it isn't,” grinned Johnny Bull.

“Eh? Where iz it, then?” asked
Bunter. “ It must be in one of your
studies, I suppose—Wharton's, or Bob's,
er Bull's”

"bWe-*m beaing out to-day,”

“‘éh! 1 suppose you can take =
friend in?"” asked Bunter.

As the Famous Five were going to tea
in Hall, there was ne doubt that they
could také a friend—or as many friends
as they liked. They could, indeed, have
taken tha whole school | .

But Bob Cherry gave his chums a
look of grave inguiry.

“What about it, you men i* he asked.
“Think we could take Bunter in?"

" Lobk here, of course you jolly well
can ! exclonimed Dunter warmly., I
may as well say that I expect it of you.

explained

Enlarged Cbristmas Tumber

I've been dizsappointed about a postal
order; and, to tell you {fcllows the
truth, I'm short of cash. Toddy's
teaing out, and vou know what Peter
Todd's like when he teas out—there's
nothing for me in Study No. 7. Selfish,
vou know. TI'll come with you fellows.
“ou can fake me in”

Bobh Cherry winked at his ehums.
“You fellows think we can take
Punter in?"” he asked.

“Well,” said Harry, *if he nzks
uﬂ-—"':"

“Tha askfulness ia terrifie !’ remarked
Hurrece Jamset Ram  Singh, with a
dusky grin. * Let uz take the esteemed

and absurd Bunter in.”

The curly headed member of the

Famous Five cannot resist a spot

of leg-pulling—even at Christmas-
time.

One reason why Santa Claus never vislis
Bunter 1s that the poor old bean doesn'i
know how Bunter snores. I mean fo say,
would you drop down a chimney inte a
room with a roaring lion ¢

L * ¥

When Loder siepped upon our silde
His ﬂlghl was simply splendid.
We laughed untll we nearly cried,
"PEpUG 3] MO SEM ST I09
L ] E *
Bllly Bunier Is very anxious to Know
what he’s going to get for his Christmas
resents. He is dreaming of wvast tuck-
mpers and faf cheques. But I'm alraid
he'll find they are only ** présents of mind."”
L * »

Coker of the Fifth has missed his Aunt
Judy's special Christmas ham!mr. He
doesn’t even know what was In it. Bunifer
could glve him some Inside infor mation !

L w =

The Greylriars Ghost hasn’ been seen
these last two nlghts. I expect he's busy
on the 500 lines Quelchy gave him for
waking him up at midnight last Monday !

L ¥ L

Fisher T. Fish is anxious to know who's
going fo invite him for the wae. The
answer should rejolee his heart—he'll be
leff a-loan |

] # ¥

Sir Hilton Popper has invited Mr. Prout
fo Popper Court for Christmas. It serves
him right I . .

Robert Donald Ogllvy is going back
to his Scoitish Iair for the festive season.
(He'll have 3 piping time 1) Cecil Reginald
Temple is ** winterin® on the Riviera."
{That ought to be Nice.) Bolsover major
has booked seven fights to ses him through
the first week of the vac. (A happy Boxing
Day, Bolsy I]* g

I hear that Mauly has so much money
that he never dreams of putiing threepenny-
bits in the Christmas pud. He always
uses ive-pound notes |

¥ & ¥

Here's luck and fuek to all at Chrisimas,
and oeazns of g!ngar-pilup to make us merry.
And never forget the good old motio,
“ Thirst come, t served [V

RETENAR
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“How can we?"” asked Johnny Bull

“Of courze you jolly well can!” ex-
claimed Bunter, “I've asked you fel-
lows home for Christmas, haven't I7?
You're going fo have s fremendous
time—simply  tremendous ! Bunter
Court will seem like the *Arabian
Nights’ to you after your own humble
homeg=——"

L 13 nh ﬂ!‘i k‘E!f Ili‘

“Everything first-class and stip-top,
regardless of expense!” said Bunter.
“1 think the least you can do is to see
a fellow thraugh at tea-time, when he's
been dissppeinted about a postal order |
If you're feaing out to-day, of course,
you ean take a pal! 1 expect it of you!

Take me inl’

“Let's1¥ spid Bob. “If
Bunter really likes to be
taken in—"

“Of course I wonld)™
said Dunter. “Tt's  the
very least you ecan do, I
think |

“Well, if it's the Jeast we
can do, we'll do iE!" said
the captain of tho Remove.
" We'll take you in, Bunler.””

“That's right, old chap !*
said  Bunter approvingly.

“You ean shut up, Bull,
These fellows are going to
take me in.”
“We are—we iz ! said Bob. “Cowe
!;I-l'l !H
“I1 gay, you fellows, iz it tea in
Mauiﬁ"s study 7 asked Bunter eagerly.
“0h, no, not in the Remave al all '™

answered Boh. * This way 1"

He led the way downstairs,

“Tea in the Sixth " asked Buntor, as
ha rolled after the smiling juniors, 1
say, hes old Wingate asked vou to lea 5

‘Wingate: Oh, no!™

“Well, it szt be a SBixth Form man.
I suppose, as vou're going downstair’
said the puzzled Owl, “T eav, which
Sixth Formt man is i

“Not a Bixih Form man at all, old
fat hoan !

“Oh! Tea with a beak?® Has Quelch
asked you——-"

“Not Quelch I

“Well, Prout only asks I'i{th Torm
men. 1 say, are you going to tea witls
the Head?' Bunter's eyes glizlened
behind his g spectacles 1 sax,
that's all right! Mrs. Locke always soes
that a fellow has enough fo cat when
& chap teas with the Head! I sav, is
the Head standing vou fellows this "

“ Exactly—the Head’s standing i1 !?
agreed Bob Cherry, which was undonli
edly correct, az the bLeadmaster was
responsible for tea in Hall.

“0h, good ! Bunier rolled on joy-
ously. “1I zay, there’s alwave a deeent
cake when & man teas wilh the Iiead!
I—I suppose the Head won't pmud you
fellows taking me in?"

"We'll chance it 1" said Bob gravelw,
" Anyway, we're jolly well taking xau
in, Bunfer! Come on!”

“Good " said Bunter,

And he came on, his fat face wroailcd
by & happy grin.

unter was not yet aware fhot it was
going fo be tea in Hall—and lind not the
slightest suspicion—so Far—low Lo was
being * taken 1n."’

But as tho juniorz headed for Ilall
—in which direction ather harvd-up el
lows were heading—Bunler holicd sl
blinked at them.

“1 say, you fellows, where are yvou
going 7" asked the fat Owl in surprise.

“Eh? We're going fo tea,” answered
Baob.

TWell, that's net the wayv. vouw ass?”
said Bunter. “The Head asks fellows to
{Copfinued on pajye 11.)
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Christmas present-trme 13 nearly here,
and of you want to make sure of a gifi
that will never lpse ifs interest—gou
must choose one of these magnificent
volumss. Al are ﬂrunggj bound in col-
oured covers and packed with splendid
features. Mnﬁc your choice here and
noiv and goure sure ro be salisfied
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The MODERN BOY'S Annual  §/-
LEETTER THAN EVER. Stories snd articles ehout

wonderful inventions and adventures—subiects that boys
~  most delight in—by the world's best writers, illustrated with
i photographs, drawings end two magnificent Colour Plates

I& The HOLIDAY Annual 5/~

[ﬂ The lamous schoolboy Annual which has been & prime
{ favourite lor so many years. Mo boy or girl can resist the
‘. fascination of its cheery stories of Harry Wharton & Co.
Y end many . another famous schoolboy characier s poems
% end its many humorous features. Four fine coloured plates.

i The Modern Boy's
New Book of AIRCRAFT  6/-

Flymg in all its forms. the full story ol the conguest of the
air, presented in story and picture. Scores ol photographs
of landplanes, seaplanes, Hying-boals, airships, aircrait-
carriers—and a fine colour plate by a famous airman-artist,

The POPULAR BOOK of
BOY'S STORIES 2/6

Packed with stones of thrilhng adventure, this Annual s
Eplendid value. Itz hundred and ninety pages of sp-:r;inf!y
g eelected fiction provide many hours of wholesome entertain-
4 ment for the healthy bay of to-day

/
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On sale ar ell Newsagents
and Booksellers
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tea in his honse. He hasn’t asked you
to tea in Hall, I suppose?”

“Not specially I’ admitted Bob. “It's
B sort of standing invitation.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.

Billy Bunter blinked at them. The
hlappjtrl grin faded from his fat face. He
glared.

“You silly idict1” yelled Bunter.

“Mean fo say you're going to tem in
Hall 1"

“Just that I" agreed Bob.

“¥You—you beast! You
Head was standing the tea !

“Ho he is] He always does!”

¥ You—you—yon sniggering idiot, 1
thought you meant tea with the Head I
shricked Bunter. “1I didn’t know you
meant tea in the Hall, vou fathead !
could go to tea in Hall, if I liked, with-
cut you fellows taking me in."

“Of course you could [ agreed Bob

said the

cheerfully. “8till, it's a pleasure to
take you in! You zee, you've taken us
in 2o often 4

“Wha-a-t7"”

“And one good turn deserves an-
other——""

“Ha, ha, ha!” yolled the Co.
fYou—you—you—" gasped Bunter.

“Come on, old fat man! What's the
row 1”7 asked Bob. “You-asked fo be
taken in, didn’t you? We've taken you
ip—" :

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Beast !” roarved Bunter.

“It's quite & pleasure to take you
in, old fat hean—you're not often taken
in, you kpow Y

“Ha, ha, ha ™

"“Yah!” snorted Bunter.

He rolled away, snorting.

Enlarged Christmas Humber

an'dea that they were at school to
acquire knowledge; but Billy Bunter’s
idea seemed to be that knowledge was
& fearfully disagreceable thing, to be
barred off at any cost.

So it was & pleasant surprise to Mr.
Quelch to see the fat junior wrinkling
his podgy brows in deep thought dver
his Latin paper.

Looking neither to the right nor to
the left, Billy Bunter fixed his eves,
and his epectacles, on the paper on his
desk, as if wholly absorbed in the same.

He did rot “sqguint’ at another
fellow’s paper—he did not whisper—
he did not chew toffee—he concentra-
ted his fat mind 1n deep thought—and
(Juelch eyed him with. unaccustomed
approval.

Obviously, Dunter was thinking hard
—and the Remove-master, in the inné-
cence of his heart, took 1t for granted
that the Latin paper was the subject of
deep cogitations.

As & matter of fact, the fat Owl

hardly saw the Latin $aper, though
hiz -eyes and his spectacles were fixed
oh it. He had a problem on his -fat
mind, of which Quelch knew nothing.
e was thinking out that problem.

Break-up was close at hand now.
Not only was Bunter still at a loose

end for the holidays. Worse than that
—he was landed with & Christmas
party !

It had seemed, to the artful dodger
of the Remove, the artfullest of dodges
to' ask the Famous Five home for
Christmas. He had no doubt that they
would decline: but it put matters on

The Famous Five, grinning, went into &

Hall.

Bunter did not follow them there.
Tho school tea was thelr resource in
hard times; but Billy Bunter had—or
hoped he had-—other resources. Not till
he had drawn every study in the Remove
blank, was Billy Bunter likely to fall
Lack on the “doorsteps and dishwater ™
in Hall.

Tha fat Owl rolled back to the Remove
studies, like & lion sceking what he
might devour.

arry Wharton & Co, went to the
“doorsteps and dishwater,” grinning
cheerfully over the way Billy Bunter
had been © tukep in,"

T

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Not a Winner !

R. QUELCH glanced at Billy
Bunter, the next morning, in
class, with an approving eye.

Seldom indeed 'did Quelch
regard that particular member of his
Form with an eye of approval.

William George Bunter was not only
the . most backward and obtuse fellow
in the Lower Fourth, he was also the
laziest, the most careless, and the mosk
inattentive—qgaalities  that, naturally,
did not endear him to a hard-working
Yorm-master.

But this moraing the fat Owl seemed
to be guite turning aver a new leaf.
The Remove were dealing with Latin
papers. When Bunter had a Latin
paper to do, his usual system was to
attﬂmjirt toe get & “sguint ¥ at ancther
fellow's paper—he did not whisper—
ANSWErS. _

If the master's eye wos off him, ha
would extract surreptitious toffee from
a sticky pocket, and chew the same,
He would whisper in class—he would
lounge and he would laze—he would, in
faot, do anﬁthing but work, if ho could
help it. There were fellows who had

READERS PLEASE NOTE
that the next issue ol the
MAGNET will be on sale
FRIDAY, December 18th ?
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a pleasant, pally footing. 1t showed
that what Bunter really wanted was
his old pals’ company at Christmas-
tide! It made it easier for him to
land himself on his intended wvietims.
They could come with him, or he
would go with them—and the more
they were together, the happier they
would be, as it were!

Instead of which, they had accepted
tha invitation

That was a surprise—still, Bunter
was equal to that! All he had te do
was to invent zfome excuse for washing
it ouf=—some eircumstance beyond a
fellow's control. The fact would
remain that he had asked them, and
established the friendly, shummy foot-
inf that avas necessary for asking him-
self to Wharton Lodge, to Cherry
Place, or Moor Fell.

Then came another surprise—and =&
most awkward onel! The Famous TFive
tiurned out to be as sticky as Bunter
himself ]

Hints were futile. They were not to
be hinted off. Decorators in the lhouse
did - not deter them—measles seemed
rather an attraction than otherwise.
Even burning Bunter Court to the
ground bad failed.

They were sticking on—just os
Bunter was accustomed to stick at such
times. How to make them come un-
stuck wrs Bunter's pressing problem.

To own wup that hes couldn™, and
musin't, take five fellows home with
him for Christmas was hardly possible,

It was, st any rate, 8 very last resource.

But mmethm% had to be donel

It locked as if, when Greyiriars broke
up, thoze five eticky beasta would travel
lxi_)mahmth Bunter whether he liked it
or no
. What Mr. Bunter would. say, and do,
if they arrived for the Christmas
vacation Billy Bunter did not know—
and hardly dared to think!

They had to be barred off somehow;
but how? If burnin
ko the ground woul
it to be dona?

With such s problem on his mind,
Bunter had no time to waste on Latin,
He waa not even giving it & single
thought. Mr. Quelch’s approving
glances were bestowed on him under an
enbire misapprehension,

Quite interested in Bunter’'s unusual
concentration, Mr, Quelch walked round
behind the forms, to glance at his pa;Er
end see how he was getting on.  He
naturally expected to see something un-
usually good.

Bunter, deep in. his problem, did not
observe him. With quite 8 gemal ex-
pression on his face, Quelch glanceil
over a fat shoulder at the paper on
DBunter's desk.

Then he started and stared.

There wera two blota on the paper,
and a smear | That was alll That was
the total outcome of half an hour's con-
centration on Bunter's part!

It dawned upon Mr. Quelch’s mind
that, whatcver Bunter was thinking of,

his ancestral home
not do it, how was

it was not Latin, The genial expression
faded from his face.

Rap |

BiIE Bunter came out of deep
thought, with a !iium , B8 & pointer
rapp-:d on his fat knuckles.

Ow ! roared Bunter. TWow |
Beast | Ow I

“ Bunter—"

“Oh! I—I didn't see you, sir! Oh!
I thought i1t was some other beast [V
gasped Bunter,

“You have not touched your paper,
Bunter [

“0Oh, yes, sir]

“What | hooted Mr. Quelch.
have written nothing 1

“Oh! I—I—f mean—"

*If you have not completed your
paper at the end of thea lesson, Bunter,
rou will be detained this sfternoon to

nish it."

“Oh log’ 1 o .

Billy Bunter had to dismiss his
problem from his fat mind. ¢ made
an attempt to get going on that Latin
PRper.

But it was hardly half done when tha
bell went for brealk. Billy Bunter rolled
out with the Remove, with the happy
prospect of detention in the afternocon
till t]]J:mb putrid paper was completed,

He had one -consolation, however,
That deep concentration in Form had
not been without results! He had
thought of e dodge! _

He hooked on to the Famous Five as
they went out into the quad.

“1 say, you fellows1” he squeaked,

Five fellows exchanged a cheery grin.
They guessed that another dodge was
cormng, and were intcrested to hear
what it was. :

“ About Christmas—" said Bunter.

“Carry on, old fat man|” said Bob
Cherry nncuuragiingl .

“I've had e letter fromm my pater,”
eaid Bunter. “He says that he would
be awfully pleased if you fellows came
for Christmas—"

L3 ﬂh 1u

“But—" said Bunter sadly.

“Is the butfulness terrific 1" inguired
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
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“Well, it turns out. that the pater has

decided to take the whole family for a
Christmas oruise I’ explained Bunter,
“In the—the circumstances Buntecr

Court will be shut up ever Christmas.”

The Famous Five smiled cheerily.
Evidaently the fact that Compton of tho
Fifth was going for a Christmas cruso
had put this wheeze into the fat Owl's

brain.

A Seai” paid Bunter,

“Quite 1 ogreed Wharton, *“What
do you follows say§ Like the idea of a
Christmas cruise with the DBunter
family 17

= %m& 1” E[Fiﬂ:] B?ihlﬂ ol

“Topm sal ugent heariily.

“Tha ml;ﬁ'uhesa in. terrific [

“Just the thing!” agreed Johnuy
Bull. “Tell vour pater it's all right,
Bunter, We’ﬁ come.”

Billy Bunter blinked at them. He had
fancied that this was & winner, It
Iookod like & loscr, however.

“I—I emay, you fellows,” he stam-
mered, “I—1 mean, I—1'"m afraid thero
wx;:t ba a lot of room on my paters

i ti_"'""""“
? “0Oh, wo can pack in!” said Bob,

“Dou't mind ua " paid Nugent. ‘“Wo
ahall be all right |1? )

“What—what I meap is, the—the

ater isn't taking the yacht|” gasped

unter, “He—he's going on one—one
of thoeo cruizes, you know—a steamer—
just an ordinary steamer—see !

"Oh * said Harry, *That's all right,
then! Lots of sccommodation on a
steamrer for a cruise. All your pater has
to do 18 to hook the tickets.™

" “That's all " agreed Bob. * Easyl”

“}—I—1 mean, all—all the sccom-
modation has  been—been  taken I”
gasped Bunter, * Every cabin booked—
every single cabin—"

“We could manage with double
cabins | said Bob solemnly.

“I—I wmean, every cabin—every
solitary one! No room on the steamer
for a =single extra possenger!” zaid
Bunter, “It’s rotten, I know! A (is-
.&pfrmutnmnt. to me, as well as to you
fellows. But—but there it 1s! But it's
all right! As yon—you can’t come with
me Il come with I:n:m fellows, ond—
and wo shall be all together just the
rame—and—and that's what we want,
isn't i

The Famous Five, with difficulty, kept
their faces seriouns. )

“Then,” said Bob, ™ it comes to this—
we'ro to como home with you and stay
till your people start on that cruise 7

“Oh! ¥West NMNo! I—I mean, thev're
starting on bresk-up day | o day
that we break up hore!” explained
Bunter.

“Then all wo can do is to see them
off #' said Bob Cherry. *What do you
fellows say? We break up fairly earl
in the day, and we can get off early if
we like. Bhall we go and see Mr,
Bunter and his family off on that
cruiga 1

“Let’s 1 snid Wharton at onee.

“ Jolly good idea 1* gaid Johnny Bull.
*Wheve do they start from, Buntor

" §-8-8-Southampton—-""

“1 belicvo there’'s a gquick train to
Southampton-—from Lanthdm—"

“I—1 mean, from—from Liverpool {*

“Oh, Liaverpool I” seid Bob thought-
fully. ‘“I'hat’s rather a step from here |
But, dach it all, we'll menago it. M,
Bunter was going to give uws o tre-
mendous time st Bunter Court if it had
vome off, and the least we can do is to
sco him off on his eruise|  We'll run
up to Liverpool.”

“Yes, rather I said Nugent.

“The ratherfulness is terrifio.”

% [~[—= Did I say Liverpool?”
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stuttored Bunter. “I—I—I meant

Glasgow 1"
“Oh ™ said DBob., “You meant
Glasgow 1
“Yes! That’'s—that's much too far,

vou know-—=>"

“Well, it's rather a trip ¥ ardmitted
Bob., * But where's there a will there's
o way. We'll go!”

“Wha-a-at 77 stuttered Bunter,

“Jaolly %ﬂnd idea !” declared Johuny
Bull, *We'll make a real trip of it
and sce the Bunters off at Glasgow, and
look round the place a bit. Big ship.
building works and all that—jolly well
worth seeing.”

“Fine [ agrecd Wharton, “We'll
travel ug with the Bunters, of course.”

Billy Bunter gazed at them.

“And you never know,” went on Bob.
“Bome of that crowd of pagsenpers moy
not turn u{.) at the last minute. Cahbins
are often left vacant, you know, when
people aren’t able to turn up for a
craise. Mr. Bunter may be able to pack
We'll take our bags
and hope for the best.”

“Yes, rather.” -

“Rely on us, Bunter ¥ said Bob, “Let
your pater know we shall be coming to
Bouthampton—1 mean Liverpool—that
13, Glasgow—to see him off. He ma
think it is up to him to stand our rail-
way tickets. If zo we shan't refuse.
Mention that we're hoping be may be
able to pack us in for the cruise, after
all, Anyhow, wo'll certainly travel up
with him.”

“But I—I—I say, you fellows—"
gasped Bunter.

“It's all right, old bean] We're
not letting you down,” said Bob re.
pssuringly. “ We'll all join Mr. Bunter,
and take our bags, and if he can’t cram
us into the steamer I'm sare he will fix
up something clso for us! Leave 1t at
that "

And the Famous Five went to Join in
Eunting s footer, leaving Billy Bunter

linking after them with an infuristed

blink.  Evidently his latest dodge was
as inefficacions as his carclier dodges.

Thoso sticky bheasts were not going to
como unstuck if they conld help it
Precorators, measles, firea at DBunter
Court, and cruises starting from
Glasgow secmned equally futile, It
veally began to look as ii’f Billy Bunter
would be driven to his last and most
desperate resource—tolling the truth !

Anvhow, his concentration on the

roblem that morning had not solved

i3 knotty problem. Tts only outcome
had been a Latin paper to write in
detention in the afterncon. The hapless
Ow] was still landed with his Christmas
party.

P —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
On Watch !

ARNE of the SBixth had an e¢yo on

the changing-room that afternoon.

The weather, after all, was pro-

pitious; the Fifth Form pick-up

was coming off. Carne was interestad to

know whether Valentine Compton was
going to be in the game.

He was not to be seon with Blundeil
and the rest when they went to chango.
Carne, lounging by the doorway,
watched tho footballers leave—without
Compton.

Evidently he was standing out.

There was a Sixth Form practico that
afternocon, but Carne did not think of
joining it. He had been assiduous all
that terin; giving Loder and Walker
and their sfurtiug pursuits the po-by, in
the hope of figuring in the first cleven,
But for Complon's coming, late in the
term, he would havo rpealised his am-

bition. But he had been disappointed;
and since thon he had slacked down,
falling a good deal into his old ways
But it was not only slackness that kept
him away from the football field now.
He wasz going to know how Compton of
the Fifth was oceupicd that afterncon.

True, the fellow might bo " swotting.”

mpton worked as hard in class as ho
played on the Soccer ground. He had
“hbrary leave,” and it was quite a }'qka
in the Fifth that he  “sopped ™ at
Prizeidnus—an ancient authar of whom
other Greyfriars fellows hardly knew tha
name, let alono the works, A “swot”
who was nothing but a swot would
hardly have been popular, but s fellow
who played Soccer as Compton did could
swot s much as he hiked, with no fellow
thinking the worse of him |

Ho might be swotting in his study, or

im the librar i—twwhers reposed the only
volume of Priseianus Greyfriars pose
scssed. On the other hand, ho maght

have made swotting tho excuso for cut-
ting the pick-up, having other business
on hand.

The spy of the Bixth was going to
know. at all cvents.

Ever since reading that lotter sur
reptitiously, Carne had been puszzling
over it in his mind. That It was in
code, he was assured; and he had little
doubt that, given time, he would havo
deciphercd the code, and read the real
meaning.  But, owing to Compton

having claimed the letter so promptly,

he had had no time to take a copy of

it, and he eould not recall it word for

;:.“rd' S0 1t had to remain a puzile to
itn.

If its apparent menning was its real
nweaning, ho doubt Compton would be
gowing to Lantham that afterncon, shop-
ping. That, at all events, would be easy
enough to ascertain.

But that that. was not Compton’s in-
tention Carne very soon learned, for a
few minutes aftor coming sway from the
winging-rooin he camo on Compton and
Coker of the Fifth. Compton had a
large notebook under his arm.,

“What rot, old man 1” Coker was say-
ithg. * Mean to say you'ra gfing to swob
on an afterncon like this? 1 e=ay, you'ro
an asz! Catch ma”

¥ Tastes differ, you know I” said Comp-
ton, with a smtia.

“1f that msz Blundell wanted me, I'd
jnmp at it!” grunted Coker. * But he
doesn’t—he don't know anything about
n man's form ot footer | But lock here,
Compton, if you're not playing footer,
como out of gates. What abont & run on
tha jiggers? Our spin was mucked up
last tupe, owing to your taking the
wrong turning and losing me on tho
road. But—"

“I'd liko to, old bean, but——"

“Well, if you'd like to, dol”

“ Another time, old fellow.” .

“Oh, you're sn ass, old chap ™ said
Coker, and he walked away to get out
his jigger on his own,

*Compton, with a notebook under his
arm, turncd into the corridor that led
to the library. ;

Carne lounged away to his study, his
hands in his pockets, s scowl on his face,
It looked as if the fellow was going to
swot, gfter all—gs he had gone to the
library with his notebook.

And yot—— Kasy enough for a fellow
to sit in the library, swotting, till every-
body else was occupied in one way o
another, and then gut quictly

Carne sinoked & cigarotto in his study,
and then loafed away to the Library
corridor  As o prefeect, he could po to
the library whenever he liked, without
ashing leave like lesser mortals, He was
gmn% to laok for a book—and ascertain
whether Compton was still there.
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glanced over a
T were two blots and a smear.

% Mr. Queleh
®  the pape

fat shoulder

o

at the pa
Rap !
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on Bunfer’s desk. Then he
illy Bunter came out of a deep thought, with a jump, as a pointer rapped

AL Ly

started and stared. All that was on

on his fat knuckles, “Wow ] Beast! Ow " he mﬂ“adgt tluﬁning round. *““Oh! I—I thought It was some other

Easy enough for him to slip out un-
noticed if he liked—except for Carne,
There was hardly a fellow in the House
that fine afterncon. Moreover, the
library corridor was forbidden to all but

refects and fellows who had “library
eave "—on account of the secret panel
in the old oak wall, which gave admit-
tance to the underground passage to the
sea-cave. Nobody was about as Carne
walked down that corridor. 2

His eyes gleamed as he looked into the
library., Valentine Compton was nof
there | The librarian was there, alone.

Evidently Compton was not swotting.
That big notebook under his arm was
pure camouflage.

Carne hreathed hard.

What that mystericus letter meant he
did not know and could not guess; but
he felt sure now that the “ Wednesday ”
mentioned in it was this Wednesday.
What was Compton up tof

Swotting had been his pretext for
cutting the Fifth Form pick-up and for
not going out with Coker. Bubt he was
not swotting, What was he doing1

Carne was going to know, if he could.
It was not more than ten minutes since
he hed seen the fellow walk inte the
library corridor. Wherever he had
gone, he was not far away—vet!

The Head's librarian glanced round
at Carne. Heo had the right of entry
thers as a prefect; but he was a very
unaccustomed visitor to that guarter.
Mr. Woose would not have been sur-

rised to see Compton of the Fifth; but
‘he was surprised to sea Carne of Lhe
dixth. He %’Iink&d at him through his
horn-rimmed spectacles inguiringly.

“Can I help you?" ho asked, taking it
if::r lﬁmnmd that Carne had como for a

8]

“Oh, I just looked in to speak to
Compton ! zaid Carne carelessly, “ Has
he been gone long 1" _

Mr. Woose blinked again.

“Uumgb&ul I have not seen him,” he
answered.

“He came hers about ten minutes
arn, Mr. Woosze,” said Carne, staring at
the librarian. “Perhaps you wercn't
lere then.”

“I have been here zince lunch,” an-
swered Mr, Woose. “Compton has not
;:umn here, Perhaps he - 1s coming
ater.”

111 Dh !."I‘

Carne stepped out of the library and
shut the door,

Compton had not been to the library
at all. The chance that the librarian
happened to be there made that clear.

He had seen the fellow turn into the
library corridor. Yet he had not gone
on to the librarr: Where the dickens
had he vanished to?

Arthur Carne walked slowly back
down the corridor. Midway he stopped.
Ha fizxed his eyes on the cak panel in
the wall, which, since it had been dis-
covered, all the school knew gave ad-
mittance to the secrck passage. .

Had the fellow gone through? Was
that what he was up to?

He had certainly entered that corridor
at one end, and had not arrived at the
other. True, he might have furned inio
w side passage—but why should he?

Onee before Carne had au?e-::tcd him
of breaking bounds in the direction of
the forbidden sen-cave, and had bolted
the door after him—as he supposed.
But the fellow had turned up for call-
over, and he had concluded that he had
been mistaken.

But now——

1t seemed unlikely. What interest
could the fellow have in going to tho
soa-oave—brosking bounds, in disregard
of the Head's severe order? He was
not & thoughtless fag, or an ass like
Coker. Judging by appesrances, he
was the last fellow at Greyiriars e risk
the headmaster's stern displeasure for
the sake of such a "lark " as exploring
a secret passage. It was really unlikely.

But it was easy to make surc!

Carne pressed the spring in the panel,
and opened it. He stepped through the
cavity in the thick, old wall, and
groped at the bolts on the oeken door
bevond.

They were unfastenad |

Had some fag been thers and with-
drawn the belts? It was possible. DBut
Carne did not think so. He had con-
cluded that it was s0 on the previous
occasion. He did not think so now.

Anyhow, he knew what he was going
to do. He shot tha bolts carctully.
Then he stepped out into the library
gorridor, and closed the panel. Then he
sat down in the window-seat at a little
distance.

If Compton of the Fifth was on the
wrong side of that bolted door, he had
him! No pal was going to have a
chanes of coming and Ietting him
through. That might have happenad
last tirme, for all Carne knew. It was
not going to happen now——he was going
to malke surc of that.

If Compton of the Fifth was out of
bounds, ho was booked for a row with
the Head—and that dutiful profect was
roing to make sure that he did not
erawl out of it

TaE MaoxeT LiBRARY —~No. 1.505.
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Sittine on the settes in the corrider,
Carne of the Sixth waited and watehed,
vather like o oat watching for a mouso.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Puliing Bunter’s Leg |

¢ E*EEN Wharton, Smithy 1"
“No; and don’t want to I
“Been bim, Reddyi”
“Horry, mo

Ono answer was polite, the other
wasn't; N},mt they came to the same
thing., Neither the Bounder nor Tom
Redwing could give Billy Bunter the
information. he sought.

Bunter snorted. ; ;

His Latin papor had cccupied him
for oo hour that afterncen. Now it was
done; not, perbaps, to his Form-
master’s sotisfaction, but done, any-
how. T?alﬁt F{?l waa free for the rest
of that helf-holiday.

He wns aware that Harry Wharton
& Co. were going out that afternoon—
o last ramble before the end of the
term, with ten out somewhere, Natur-
ally, ho had intended to _roll along.

s invited guests for Christmas could
hardly decline his company, Bunter
ronsidered. - But he knew, perhaps, just
how much they yearned for it—and he
was not surprised that they had cleared
off while he was in the Form-room with
that putrid Latin paper.

Decont fellows, of course, would have
left word for Bumter, so that he could
follow on. They hadn't! _

Billy Bunter stood st the %ateﬁ, blink-
ing ruunﬂdgim morosely through his
In actacles, _

‘Efemnn-ﬂmith and Redwing passed
Lim, going out. Two or three fellows
passed him, coming in, but to guestions
as to whether they had seen Wharton,
only shook their heads.

Then Skinner and Snoop came up the
lane from Friardale, and Bunter pro-
+ounded his query over again.

i “1 say, ng follows, scen “Wharton
and his lot?” _

“Lots of times!” answered Skinner.

“Oh, really, Skinner! I say, I know
they’ve gone out—tell & chap if you've
coen them I”* yapped Bunter, “You see,
they started ficst, snd forgot to tell mo
which way they were goi d

“You mean tho Irmne
tell you?” grinned Snoop.

"]geaat} Eil-nnk heore, if you've scen

ed not to

them-—" s
“Saw them in Uncle Clegg's at Friar-
dale,” answered

Skinner r.-hee-rfu]!lﬁ.
“You won't catch them there, though.

Thay went slong the cliffs with the
stuff in a bag™ .

“Oh1® ocjaculated Bunter,  “All
right ™

Ho rolled ont, and rolled down the
lane towards the vii!aﬁ‘e: and, like Iser
in_the poemy, he rolled rapidly.

Skinner looked after him, and then
locked at the grinning Snoop.

“Do you think Bunter fancics, from
vwhat I =aid, that I saw Wharton and

his gang this afternoon, Snoopey ™ he.

wsked,

“Sort of 1” chuckled Snoop.

“Well, I never said sol” orgued
Shinner. *I saw the mob at Uncle

Clﬂgg’s in Iriardale and they took the
stuff along the ¢liffs in & bag. So they
did—last torm! DPoes that fat idiot
really think they’ve gone pienicking on
itho cliffs in Pecember? Bit parky, 1
should think! I saw them—ijust as I
said—ono dﬁ.g last term—"

“Ha, ha, bai” yelled Snoop.

“Bunter scems to have misunder-
stfood mel!” said 8kinner regretfully.
“ From the way he's bolted off, 1 mulﬂr
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think he must have fancied {hat X
meant that I saw them this afternoon |
Still, if I see himm when he comes in,
I'll explain that I meant one day lask
term-———-»>"

“Ha. ha, hal” .

Unaware that he was the victim of
Harold Blunner’s misdirected sense of
humour, the Owl of the Remove rolled
rapidly down Friardale Lan and
through the village. Less rapidiy—for
e was getting short of breath—ho
rolied on to the path over the cliffs.

If the Famous Five had laid in pro-
vender at Uncle Clegg's, and taken it
along the cliffs, it could only mean a
pienie.  Certainly 1t was, as Skinncr
remarked to Snoop, rather " parky ® for
pienicking  Still, the weather was fine,
though windy and cold, and Bunter
already know that they intended to tea
out that afterncon.

So he rolled on hopefully. ]

In frosty weather, 1t was quita a
healthy walk slong the cliffs to Pegg—
Jbut it was undoubtedly rather rough
going. On Bunter's left, as he plugged
along, the sea boomed and roared. The
tide was in, washing right up to the
line of chalk cliffs, and round the
mighty mass of the Shoulder, the waves
roa and foamed end raced. Those
strenuous heests, the Famous Five, wera
l;)uat the fellows to enjoy such 8 wall—
ut Billy Bunter was not enjoying it
He had storted at quite a good speed—
but he slowed more and more, and et
!mg_th. he dropped to a mere crawl.

is oyes, and his spectacles, were on
the wateh for the chums of the Remove,
But eyez and spectacles failed fo spot
them,

That, really, was not surpricing, for,
in cimint. of fact, Harry Wharton & Co.
had gone over to Higﬁciiﬁ'e thet after-
noon to say gm&-ﬁa te Courtenay and
the Caterpillar. Their rambla had led
them in preecisely the opposite direction
from that taken by Bunter. Had’the
fat junior been blessed with the vision
of an eagle, instend of that of an owl,
he could hardly have spotted the elusive
five, when they were nowhere in the
oliing.

Unaware, however, that it was on a
half-holiday the previous term
playful Bkinnor had scen them start for
the cliffs with & bag of provender, the
fat Owl ;{}Iugged on hopefully. He
began to fear that he was too late to
catch the beasts—though it did not
oocur to his fat brain that ho was three
or four months toa late!

“Oh lor’ ¥ gasped Bunter, at last,
coming to & halt. He sat down on a
chunk of rock to rest his weary fat

The clusive five were not in sight.
Nobody was in sight. TFew people
walked on the cliff path in the winter.

Bunter had it to himself. The view
was magnificent, if that was any com-
fort—the sca stretching away to the
horizon, tossing and tumbling—waves
breaking wnder the cliffs with a rush
and a roar in masses of white foam and
;E:ra;,r. But scenery did not ﬁp%eﬂ.l to
illy Bunter, A well-spread table, or
a well-packed picnic basket, was & view
on which he could have feasted his oyes
with pleasure. Bea and sky he passed
by like the idle wind which he regarded
not. :

“Booasts 1 groaned Bunter.

He rested—and plugged on apain. He
was drawing near to Pegr now, and
surely, if they were going to picnic at
all, J;Ej" would stop short of Pegg. But
they were not to bo seen. .

Eilly Bunter stopped agsin. He sat
down, gasping for bLreath. Cold as it
waoe, ha mopped peorepiration from his
fat brow. His fat littls legs wern
aching with cxertion. Hizs hopes of

that the h

sharing in that pienia weroe reduced o
zera. Indeed, a suspicion was cresping
into his mind, that that unutterable
beast, Skinner, had pulled his leg, and
that there wasn’t any picuic at all
After his exertions, that ides was simply
overwhelming |

“ Beost 1* moaned Bunter.

And he sat and. gasped and panted,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Trapped !
ALENTINE COMPTON drew o
lﬂﬂﬁi deep breath.
@ stood in the little stone
. room at the head of the spiral
stair that wound away in the darknesa
to the underground passage. .
He felt over the osken door with
his hand. )
1t did not vicld to his touch.

For s moment or two, he stood,
hreathing hard and deep. Then
turned on the light of & E&shvlnmp.

Coolly, though his heart was beating
unpleasantly, the schoclboy smuggler
groped ovor the oaken door.

It was fast, and he knew that it waa
holted on the other side. Ho was shut
out of Greyiriars.

. Hea Iremainai! cool and ealm. The

oy who was playing so strange s game
ar {Greyfriars ge‘hm} had plenty of
nerve. Somehow, he had to get out of
thia, But how?

There wore two outlets to that under-
ground passage: one by the caken door
inte Greyfriara 8chool, now shut and
Lolted against him—the other, by tho
sea-cave, under the rocks of the
Shoulder. But the ses-cove could only
be left by boat.

He was trapped,

Many times, in the weeks he had been
ut Creyfriors, he had {rodden that
spiral stair snd the tunnel below to the
cave. Once or twiee at night—bug
generally in  the day-time. With
“library leave™ he could pick his
moment for passing the seoret panel in
the corridor; he could linger in thab
corridor, with & book in his hand, till
@ was sure the coast was clear. It was
less risky than leaving Lis dormitory
at night.

Even if someone chanced to open the
panel in the corridor wall, which was
onlikely, it was so dark in the deep
cavity within, thaet no aye was likely to
note that the door was unbolted.

But—it had happened! The risk of it
had seemed so remote that he had never
given it more than a passing thought,
Now it had hoppened |

He was shut out] .

Someone must have discovered the
hidden door unbolted and shot the bolts.

W ho—how—why—mattered little. Ha
was shut out of the schosl
To get in, he had to knock, end

knock, and koock, till someonc chancins
to o in the library corvider shoul
hesr, That could only be a master or
a prefect. And that micant an inter-
view with the Head.

Clompton set his lips, hard, It would
have been bad encugh for a senior man
to be taken to the Head on the chargo
of reckle breaking bounds like an
unthinking fag.

But that was not all=te the School-
bn!‘, Smuggler | .

ie dayed not let it be known that he
used the secret passage to the ses--cavae,
There was too tnuch at stake fof that,

For several long minutes ho stood in
deep and - paiaful thought, the flas).
lamp fglimmering in bis hand, on the old
ook of the door. ]

There was no escape that wag—wiih-
out letting it become known to ell tho



gthool that Compton of the Fifth had
gone down the secret passape to the
smugglers’ caval

Wheever had bolted the door could
not know that he was on the other side
of it. He had not heen seen at the panel
in the corridor, ha knew that. If he was
able to escape by way of the sca-cave,
nothing wounld be known.

%ﬂul ha?

8 was going to try, at all events,
Tha sea-cave could uni‘yj be entered and
left by boat, and that only in fair
weather, Eﬂpli‘:ﬂﬂlﬂ swimmer as he was,
he doubted whether he could pull
thrﬂugh the wild waters that dashed and
roared and raved round the base of the
Shoulder, where the cave opened to the
gea, But it might be possible.

-~ [ S S L
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sent Tom Brown to ask him.

& ERRY Christmas, Gossy!” I
said, giving the porter & Lip
—which I shall expect tha
Editor to refund.

“Thank you kindly, Master Brown,
I'm sure 1” returned Gossy, his leathery
face wrinkling into a grin.

“Now, tell ma, Gossy—what do you do
with vourself at Christmas-time 1"

*I does wot I does all the rest of the
year,” snorted (Gossy, “and that 13—
works like a bloomin' nigger!” 1
coughed, and he eyed me suspiciously.
“You wyoung rips—beg yer pardon;
Femt-u, I mean—don't know wot a lot of
ard work hass to be done at thie "ere
schoal.” -

“That's true enough,’” I admitted.
“But I suppose vou take it a bit easier
at Christmar Gossy?”

#*Well Master Brown, not to deceive

He turned from the oaken door and
erossed the little stone room to the apiral
etair. With the fashlamp turned on to
light his way, he descen )

Ho reached the tunnel below. With o

dark brow, he tramped away. It was
a long tramp that deep, murky
tunnel, back to the sea-cave. But hs

had plenty of timae,

It was still early in the afternoon., He
would not bLe missed till calling-over.
If he could escape by the sea-cave at
all, he could get throurh before that.

But be would not be able to get to
Lantham. Captain Compton, waiting
for him at Lantham, would wait in vain.

That could not be helped, It
maiterad litile in comparison with get-
ting out of hiz present scrape
undetected.

But hizs brow was dark, and his heart
heavy, a3 he t.rum]pl:d by tha shadowy
underground tunnel,

ng Goes Gay!
-:‘-},E\’I -_::Jin' '%:
. A

We've often wondered how Gosling, the porter,
spends Christmas at the deserted school, so we
And here’s how—
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In earlier days, on board the Tirefly,
the smuggling game had seemed to him
more an adventure than anvthing else,
His uncle had been a good friend to
him—the only ona he had—and he had
looked at most things throwgh Captain
Compton’s eyes. Since he had been
at Grovfriars School, there had becn a
change.

Bomehow or other the trickery of it
came home fo his mind, as it had never
coma before. What had once seemed
like risky adventurs, now soemed, some.
how, more like sordid law-breaking—
as, mdeed, it was.

What would auy OGreyiriars fellow
think if he knew that he received letters
in a secret code? Old Wingate—or Blun-
dell=—or even young Wharton, of the Re-

FORCTRR RGBS RIAGAS  ver, 1 does. On
Christmias Eve,

f'rinstance, 1
jennerly goes
down to the
Btation IHotel
for a bit of &
dﬂ-”
“What's a
bit of & do ™

"Well, 1it's
Iike this ‘ere.
We ‘ave a fow
songs and
jokes and so
off, and thae
landlord al-
ways sgends In
a dozen wine
and a box of
cigars, with 'ia
com pliments,
Then we drors
the numbera of
our Christmas
dror, and jen-
nerly goes 8 bit gay. Well, arter that,
I walks home apen——="

“How?” 1 asked; and QCosling
glared.

“Porfickly sober, that's how! Wot
d'ye mean? Well, I was sayin’, I
nsually 'as & bit of supper in the ’ouse-

& 5
o !

=
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keeper’s room, and then [ call it a day
&n _igo to bed.”

“You hang up your stocking, of
course ¥

“You will 'ave vour little joke,” said
Gosling sourly. “ On Christmas morning
| Elwa:;a works like a nigger—"

The same nigger, or another one 7

“Like » nigger!” bawled Gualin&;
“And I ’as dinner in Mrs, Kebble's
{-ﬂ.r]qu.r with Mr and AIrs. Mimble.
Ve jennerly 'ave a turkey and pudden
and minge ples, and then we give Mrs,
Kebble o and with the ’ousework, as

move—what would any of them think
of such a thing? Or an honest fathead
like Coker—or even a spying ced, like
Carne? His nature was open and frank
—but he was committed to this miser-
able trickery,

Indeed, it was only that secret code
that saved himt from discovery, Once a
letter had been lost—and only to-day
Carne had taken his letter, and might
have opened it,

That fellow suspected him of some-
thing—though certainly not of being
what he was. Ile had not taken that
letter by *mistake "—he had taken it
to pry into; thers s very little doubt
that it had beem opeoned by steam in
Carne’s study before be recovered it.
But for the tip from young Vernon-
Bmith, it might have remained in
Carne’s hands long enough for him to
puzzle out what it meant.

Luckily the cods was not easily eluci-

- -l - -] S [ |
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dated. It was pot likely to oceur to any
fellow, seding o letter, to read every
fourth word, snd thus derive a meaning
from it different from the one on the
surface, With a clue to the eode, Carne
would have read in that letter: " Get
bag Wednesday and take it to Lan-
tham.” As it was, it wos certain thet,
if he had spied into it, he could not have
made head or tail of it

_But the wretohed trickery of it all
weighed on Compton’s mind and heart.
Captain Compton was waiting st Lan-
them Station that afternoon. He was to
hand over the “bag.” It was a locked
bag—now hidden carefully under his
Jacket—containing he did not know
what, and did not want to know—con-

A O (e ] <N - | - -] - [ -

Trotter and the maids all go ome. In
the avening 1 ususlly—="

“Go to the Three Fishera for a bit of
a do?®”

" Which the 'Ead would sack me for
going there, and well you know it.”
snorted Gosling,. “The Station Hotel's
a respeckable place. I jennerly pep in
it;.lual.'-ue- for a bit of—for & minnit or
“.alll

“1 supposo

4 ﬁ.rg 'H.‘r"l!,”
merriment,
night."

“I bet you do! I'd like to see you
%Iaymg ring-a-ring-a-roses with old

orer, Gossy. you put on paper hats
and kiss the Jlandlord under the
mistletoa I

“When vou've finished being ‘umor-
ous,” said Gosling bitterly, “ I'll go on,
We all mannidge to enjoy ourselves in
a H%;ﬁt’ thortful kind of way—"

crikey I'

“And then wo go ‘ome. Wall, on
Boxing Day I've always—"

" Dot tell mo; let meo guess! Worked
Ilike a nigger t”

I wasn't going to say nothing o' the
kind. I've always spent the day with a
friend o' mine at Margate, which 1 go
there by train in the morning.*

%ita of & do

“I supposs vou have two
there ™ ¥

“Me and my friend,” seid Gosling
crushingly, “sometimes goes to the
pickshers——>»

“ Do you hold her hand in the dark ?#
_“My friend is & man!” bawled Gos-
ling, eveing me fiercely. “ Look 'ere,
I've had enough o' your nonsense! ¥ou
‘op orf before I report yer I”

And he stepped back into his cottage,
slamming the door. A little later I saw
him walking indignantly out of gates.
No doubt he was going somewhera for
a bit of & do!

inu have a party ?”
e said haughtily, “a little
being as

it'e8 Christmas

traband poods of some sort, ecarefully
packed in a locked oilskin beg.

Something, whatever it was, that Cap-
tain Compton could not risk having in
his possession when he stepped on shore
from the Firefly ! Something that had
been run into the sea-cave, and left
hidden there, for him te fetch awav
when he received word, Well, the
yachisman-smuggler would wait for it
in vain to-day. Probably he was at
Lantham BStation now—pacing the plat-
form, watching the traing come in from
Courtlicld; while hia nephew was
wearily tramping back down the Jong
tunnel to the sea-cavel

Compton reached the end of the
tunnel at last, and clambered up into
the cave,

There he shut off his flashlamp and

{Continued on page 18.)
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Wpaam had remarked, thus bad begins
a1t worse remains behind |

o = el kT

[Continued from page 15.)

trumped throngh the vast cavern
wowsrds its outlet on the ses.

Daylight glimmered far shead of
bim; growing clearer as he neared the
eavern's mouth,

Dut he waes unable to walk as far as
the opening of the great arch of rock.
Even at low tide, the sea flowed into the
cave. INow it was high tide. and the
waves rushed and roared in at the cave-
ot

Compton stood at the water’s edge,
looking ont st the foaming waters, anl
the rugged rocks on cither hand.
Beyond, the open sea stretched wide,
grey, and tumbling in the winter wind.,
The wind-tossed waterz gleamed and
sparkled in the ¥rosty December sun-
£,

The dark clond left Valentine Comp-
ton’s brow, The keen eea-wind blew
into his face, frosh and im‘igcratm%,
after the elose, elammy air of the tunnel.
He loved the sea, and he had spent a
great denl of his boyhood on the wids
waters. One of the attractions of Grey-
friars School, to him, was that it was
uear the sea. As he breathed in the
:alt air, the cloud left his brow, and the
weizht rolled frem his heart. He was
Ho fm\gc-.r Compton of the Fifth, a Grey-
friars fellow with & sinister secret to
keep—he was the cocl, hardy, reckless
staugzler, depending on his courage, -his
roolness, and the strength of his limbs,
to escape from a dangerous snare,

Fow men, sven the hardy fishermen of
Pegg, would have cared to trust them.
:elvez to the wild waters, dashing and
foaming among the rocks. But the
thp:::lh-::.r Smuggler felt that he had no
CROCE.

He had to keep his secret from the
reinotest breath of suspicion. He had to
et away from that trep without 1 -ock-
ing at the hidden door st the school to
be let in. And there was only one way |

He made his preparations coclly. The
hag under his jacket wasz safely tied in
place. He took off his shoeg, and tied
themn on him by the laces. He sfepped
into the water—waited for a receding
wave, nnﬁ went out on if, swimming
strongly in a whirl and swirl of foam
anc eprav.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Saw !
L EASTS 1" groaned Billy Bunter.
Often and often it had seemed
to Billy Bunter that the world
was populated chiefly by beasts;
himself elmost the oonly really decent
fellow in it.
But never had ever 'thinf; and evers-
body seemed quite so beastly as now.
N::-I?hing scemed to be coming Punter's
WAy
Cloge on break-up, he had not landed
himszelf for the holidays.
that, he had got landed—with five sticky
beasts, who refuzed to come unstuck,
That was bad enough: ‘but, as Bhake-
Tug Maaner Lisnast.—No. 1,605.

-of the ses-cave,

Instead of

Tn the belief that he was trackin

idown a pienie, Bunter had trampe

Ho was tired.

gquite o long distance.
Hea

e was hungry. He was pooved!

B.. was on one of the loneliest spots in the
SN vicinity, with absolutely ro chance of

i cetting a Lift of any sort or kind., He
i ’:had walked miles to get where he was—
jand he had to walk move miles to get

away again!

Harry Wharton & Co, were beasts for
not waiting for him before they started
out for that pienie. Or, alterpatively,
as the lawyers say, Bkinner was n beast
for having sent him on a wild-
chase. In fact. they were all beastz—and
evervything was utterly beastly,

Bunter doubted now whether iihere
wos & picnic at all. Undoubtedly it was

" pm—kg' * weather, snd o "parky"”
spot, for gx;‘:m:kmg. 1t was just like
that utter beast. Skinner, to pull his fat

leg.

%inting on a chalk roek on the rugped
path over the eliffs, Billy Bunter
groaned dismally, and told the sea and
gliv what he thought of the beasts,

He had a long walk ahead of him: but
he was in no hurey to begin on it. He
wanted a rest and a feed—and as a feed
was not available, he took it out in
resfing,

Thus it was that his eyes, and his
epectacles, fell on a speck in the sea,
and he blinked at it 1n amazement as
he made out the form of a swimmer.

Why any fellow should go swimming,
in Decernber, was a mystery to Bunter,
That fellow must be a howling ass to be
swimming in the sea on a cold end
frosty day—an asbsolute 1diot!

All the same, he must be a jolly gmd
swimmer to be keeping afloat, indeed,
to be keeping alive, in the wind-tossed
waters under the cliffs. As good a
swiminer as ihat chap Compton, who
had =wvum out on a running tide to
rescue Bunter and his sistor Bessic from
a drifting boat, weeks ago. As the
thought of Compton came into his mind,
Bunter blinked curiously at the swimmer
far below. The distance was too great
for his limited vision; but he had an
ides that the fellow looked like Compton
of the IMifth.

“The silly ass!" grunted Bunter,

The chap muet be fearfully keen on
swimming fo be out in the sen on a
frosty day in December! It looked to
Bunter ag if he had his clothes on, too,
What the dickens was he domng it for?

Below the cliffs the sca came in with
a rush and a rowr, boom on boom of the
tide sgainst the rugged chalk. It looked
to Bunter as if the swimmer must have
come round the Shoulder—the direction
Had he swum out from
Pegg? But no swimmer could have
swum round the mighty, jutting mass of
the Bhoulder except on a wvery calm
day. He must have got into the water
on the nearer side of that great cliff.
If he didn't take jolly good care the
silly ass would get himself drowned,
Bunter considered.

The beach, under

the «<liffs,
covered by dee

water, Thers was
nowhera to land for miles, Sharp from
the foaming waters rose the stecp oliffs.
At low tide the swimmer might have
scrambled on the beach and hunted for
soma gully in the cliffs. Now there was

Wikd

he had been watching the swimmer for
several minutes. ‘

That fellow had not gone out swim-
ming in a wintry sea from choice.
He was in deadly danger and was
atrulgﬁimg for his life.

“0h loxr’ 1 gasped Bunter.

He startod to his feet, eyes and
spectacles fixed on the struggling figure
in the waters far below.

The chep must have tumbled in—
fallen from slippery chalk on the cliffs,
sarhaps. Certainly it did not ocour to

unter that he had bean trapped in the
sea-cave and was risking his life to
escape by the ontlet on the sea.

And he was almost sure that it was
Compton of the Fifith! Every now and
then thera came & glint of wintry sun-
light on a pale, sst face as Buuter
blinked down at him in horror.

Bunter ecould ese now that the
swimmer was making desperate eflorts
to pet ashore. Twice, thrice, the tide
washed him up to the cliffs, and he
vanished from Bunter’s sight under the
verge. Idut each time ho reappeared,
swept out apain hy the receding water,

Cn the steap, sliprﬂer chalk there was
no  hold—if he 9.5 elutehesd and
grasped, he had been forn away again.

Heo was still swimming strongly, but
even the short-sighted Owl of the
Remove could see the signs of coming
exhaustion. And he was sure now that
it was Compton of the Fifth,

“0Oh crumbs!” groaned Bunter, and
ha quite forgot that he was hungry and
that he was tired, realising that it was
o tragedy that was being enacted under

his eyes. :
He blinked wildly up and down the
cliff path. But thers was no ohe in

sight—no hope or chanca of help. More
than a mile by rugged ways, if he ran
on to Pe twice as far, the other way,
to Friardale. Long before help could
come, long before he could have covered
s quarter of the distance, the tragedy
would be over.

And he could not help! He could do
nothing but stare in horror and dismay,
losing sight of the swimmer when he
passed below the verge of the line of
cliffs=—for Bunter dared not approach
that dangerous edge and look over. ITor
his fat lifa he dared not.

“0Oh crikey |"” groaned Dunter, as ha
watched and  watched, when the
swimmer passed out of his vision onge .
more and failed to appear.

He watched and walched, his eyes
bulging behind hiz spectaclesz, Again
m:n;f again the swimmer had been swoept
in, and swept out again. Now he had
been 1;w+:-pt iz once morve—but not out
uEain

Had he crashed heldplesslr on the
rugged chalk and done downi Had his
body been sucked away, unseen, in an
wnder-tow? Or bad he, by some lucky
chance, succeeded in grasping some jut-
tin Fumt- of rock and helding ont

Only by urmglmg to the e of the
clif and looking over could Dunter
ascertain whether that was the case.
And ha dared not. ]

He stood with chatfering teeth.

Even if the desporate swimmer was
clinging to the rocks far below there
was no hope. No boat was in sight—
evan if a boat could have approached
the rocks without being dashed to pieces
on the foaming tide. And the wet
slippery chalk rose almost like a wali—
inacgessible, hardly to be climbed by =

at least ten feet of water all the way. monlkey, ere wes no chaoce—no
“Oh  erikey !" ejaculated Bunter huﬁq. :
suddenly. inute fellowed minute—long, long

He almost forgeb that hie was hungry
at the new thought that came into lus
mind—which would have entered any
mind but Bunter's immediately, but
which did not occur to the fat Owl ill

minutes. Bunter stood with fat knees
knocking together, his teeth chattering.
3till thera was no sign of the swimmer
reappearing on the sea. Either he had
gone down, or he was clinging to soms



rock—clinging thera t1]l he dropped off
uxhaustﬁd% %r perhaps ho wagpfryin
to climb where there was hardly a p

for a seagull !

Suddenly, from empty space, camo a
voice. Bunter jumped.

It was a faint but clear ¢ry from
under the verge of the cliff,

il HE-]F IH

It was Compton’s voice,

Ob erikey I gasped Bunter,

He had clambered up the chalk eliff,
then—he was holding on, below the
"-'ﬁi:ig'e that Bunter dared not approach,
Did ho know that somecbody was there,
or was he calling on the bare chance
that someona might be passing along
the Innu]f path above?l

“ Help 1

Bunter shuddered from
head to foot. He dared
not—dared not--go unear
that dizzy verge, The
thought of tho bhoundless
gpace beyond mada his fat
Leart quake. But the
felloww wsa there, clinging
on between life .and death
—and there was no help
for him, unless Bunier
could help him |
_There must have been o
little bit of British pluck
hidden somewhere under
Billy Bunter’s layera of
fat, for the Owl of the
Remove dropped ¢n hiz
honds and knees and,
trembling in every fab
limb, crawled to the dizs

edge of thoe chff an
blinked over.
Dc— Hﬂr
THETWELFTHCHAPTER.
Play Up, Bunter!
OMPTON hung to the
chiff, elamped to it
with hands and

fﬁﬂtl ]
Totigued, aching in ﬂmrﬁ
limb, he clung, with deat
ﬁawm_ng beneath him, and
nowing that there was no

so I'll

Enlarged Christinas Mnmber

Holding with ono hand, with one foot
jammed 1n & tiny crevice, he ¢lung on,
sticking to the ohiff like o fly to & wall;
and with the other hand he reached
up and groped—over slippery, glassy
surfaco,

Bix inches farther up was a jut that
would have given him a grasp—but cven
his outstretched finger-tips could not
touch it. Six inches—but it might as
well have been six feet, or six yards, as
it was hopelessly oub of reach, And only
gix inches farther, over that jutting
point, was the edge of the cliff path—
and safety |

Desperately ha strove, Dut it was in
vain~-there was no hold for o finger,

] [
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But there's never a friend like the old.

The former is held by a silver thread.

But the lalter by anchors of gold.”

your Christmas be right merry

Is the wish of,—<Yours, BOB CHERRY,
And no worries ever shorten

Your delight,—from HARRY WHARTON,
And | guess I'll join that wish,

(It costs nixes !)—F. T. FISH.

I can think of nothin® cleverer,

say the same,~MAULEYERER.

Here's the best of luck to you, gents !

] . .E:"-.;'fl' Ly
aelit] i RS N

A

“ A friend that is new may be all that is frue,

19

end he conld net draw himéclf
ancther inch, All his desperate nﬂ'am
hed gone for nothing.

It was without hope that he called for
help. A hull;mg hand from the path
above would have saved. him. But the
path over the cliffs was lonely in the
winter—thera wos ne chancéi—ng hope!
But he called ! It was & half-holiday at
Greyfriars, and by some happy chance
soma of the fellows might have como
nlong ‘the cliffs. Faintly, for he was af
the point of exhaustion, the schoolbo
smuggler colled, and cslled again amg
again, .

Above him the edge was clear cut
almost as sharp sa the edge of a roof.
One pull from & helpin
hand, and hiz grasp waoul
be on that edge—and it
would boe life instead of
death. If only thero wero
& cars to rl
. There were two fat cars
¢ that heard |
: A sound eamo fo him of
something that stirred amd
moved out of s sight
above the cliff-edge. Was
somtebody there? Was 1t
the wind?

o ;Heiphi" 3

i R omething projected over
% the verge above him. Ha
; starcd blankly at o fat
face whito with terror, at
wildly bLlinking oyes be-
hind a big pair of
spectacles |

Ho stazred up ot Billy
Bunter—and Billy Bunter
blinked down ot him!
Their cyes met!

Compton felt s Dittor
pang. Auyono—anyone but
that fat, clumsy, funky
ass could have =aved him.
Haorry Wharton or Bob
Cherry—8mithy or Red-

% wing—any kid in the Re-
‘move almost—except Bun-
2 tor ! Old Coker, if e had
beon there, would and
coitld have re dow
and grosped him and had

hope. Coolly, intrepidly, (That last greeting was FRANK NUGENT'S), him i jiffy. It was
mnﬁ&ﬁﬁt i“ Iia Et_rengtl ! 1 up 1 8 JEHIEY. L W3
he had token the chance, May your cup of joy be full Eﬁgﬁgnm{ﬁ-ﬂh !had HI;SE ::I.'il
nnd he knew now that ho Is the bellow of JOHN BULL. heard—by Bunter, too fat

had taken a chance too
IMAny. .

Powerful swimmor as ha
was, he had been littla
more than a plaything to
the roaring tide under the
chalk cliffs, in tho wators
tnssed and torm hy the
ficres winter wind. Ha
had planned to reach a
gulli in the mighty masa
of tha Shoulder, by which
le could have ¢ﬁm ed, but
he had been swept away
from it and aweﬁ down
the line of cliffs. Now, by
luck and pluck, he had got
hold and found that, steep

May a

May the seasonfulness bring

Gladful hours,~fram HURREE SINGH.
May you skorn to be a hunter

After grubb,—says BILLY BUNTER.
Or you'll finish up in quod,

So will Bunter —PETER TODD.
Unless, of course, that greedy glutten
Bursts before he's caught~TOM DUTTON.

lot of Christmas dinner

Be ‘ your lot,""—from HAROLD SKINNER.
An appetite to eat it with

As big as Bunter's, —VERNON-5MITH.
Here's all the luck the time can yield,

and holpless ond fright-
ened to give him aidl
“0Oh crikey 1" groaned
Buntor.
Compton did not spealk.
¥ He shut his teeth hawl, 3
. was the end of the school-
boy smuggler's wild life.
He had rekod 2, and ho
had the .eourago to faco ik
now ghat it was inovitalle,
Al py, Kik-ICik-
Clompton I* stuttered Bun-
{ey, through his chaiter-

ing teoth, **I=I—] gay-—-—
Oh low' 7
A faint smile  glided

ps the cliff logked, ho over Valentine Compton’s
SRlE chorhy BBl Geaeh FROM SAMSON QUINCEY IFFLEY FIELD, pale_face. 1lo was cool,
ing tho last ounce of his Hay fortune never let YOu duwn, sleadv—unzhaken, oven—

strength, he dragged him-
self up the almost perpen-
dicular ehalk. Up and up
and wpy, inch by neh, foot
by faot, 1ill ho was almast
*at the summit—only, after

And all your dreams come true,~~TOM BROWN
And may no beestly growsing croaker
Upsett yore party,—HORACE COKER.
May rich uncles send you tips

as he heard the rustle of
the winga of tha Angel of
Death.  Bunker, in saflotw,
was  trembding  like an
aspen; iz chattering {eath
clicked like eastanocts,

%

that desperate climb, to As fat as Bunter,—OLIVER KIFPPS. “lemI—T1 sssay—-"
4?::: thah-;up]pf hnptildnshcd Have a Christmas cake, not Stumma-cake, E pkr gILe d Donter, 04
romi hia lips. @ was crikey ’
clinging to the last jut of It’s nicer really,—says DICK RAKE, Compton spoke quietly.
Tieven Too 4T E-hﬂ\-'ﬁ H-&r hﬂrﬂ ﬁﬁ tﬂ.kil‘l Lo ﬂ‘“ﬁ Wﬂt&l’ ¥ &“'I}'I.l‘]"ﬂ H:]Ullﬂ' lhl':.‘i-'th
was smoath chalk on whieh And drownded,—GOSLING, Greyfriars Porter. Bunter 7 »

a Hy could hardly havo “Oh eprikey! Yeg, nld
crawled. Hﬂﬁﬂﬁﬂ!ﬁiﬂ‘ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂﬁmﬂm chapl Oh jiming 1
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“* Anybody in sight?™

“0h crumbs | I%n m:n-n-nobady ! Oh
BeiSSOrS 3 saon
“You can't help me | Get back, kid!
Compton’s voice was breathless, bub
cool, and there was & kind note 1n 1if.
“ Keep out of danger; vou can't hellpf”
He knew that it was the end. 15
strength wae spent; and when he
dropped into the roaring tide below, it
would be only to bo dashed helplessly
on the rocks till what was left of him
drifted out on the wild North Bea, The
end of tha schoolboy smuggler—the end
of Compton of the Greyirviars Flfﬂ}.
And even in those wild moments his
uncle, the yachtsman smuggler, was
acing the platform at, Lantham
tation, waiting for the bag of contra-
band that waa going down with him
when he went down to his death.
Billy Bunter gazed down at him in

Ej!ﬁ:;t. horror. his head back
‘s instinot 5 to DO 15 s ac
e S G G e e

from that- dreadful gulf ¢ _
space, hke a tortoise popping back into
its shell. But he did nof.

Tlat on his fat waistcoat on the cliff-
top, his fat chin over the verge, Bunter
gazed down at Compten with bulging
eye3 and swimming head,

“I—I—1 e-s-sa¥y—" he stuttered.
“1—1 say, I—I—I'm going to help you
up, old ﬂh-ﬁhvﬁl_la‘.%”

How he did it Bunter never knew.

It had happened Dbefore in Billy
Bunter's fat career that some sudden
crisis had called up unsuspected pluck
in his fat carcmss. ‘Now it happened
.~ again. Every nerve in Dunter’s podgy
body shrank from that vawning gulf of
space; his fat limbs almost crawled
" baek with him of their own accord—
but he remained whore he was, and his
fat right arm came trembling over the

verge. _

I-fies. fat hand was in casy reach of
Compton's, To grasp and hold for a
fleeting second, while Compton with his
other hand prasped at the jut of chalk.
That was what waz necded,

But in that ﬂﬂatinﬂ second Billy
Bunter would be in danger—in diro
danger—of being dragged herdlong over
the edga of the cliff, to go down. to
death in the roaring tide with Compton.

And he knew it 2 well as Compton
knew it. ,

Compton'e slim, strﬂngL fingers touched
the fat, grubby paw, but he did not
grasp it.

“Go back!” he said. He would not
risk dragging the fat junior down to
death.

“J—I—I won’t!” gasped Bunter., “1I
—1 say, tut-tut-take hold, and T'll
pip-pip-pullt  I—I say, bulrbub-bucl
up, or—or—ot=~—""[la shuddered. I

—1 say, I—I'm a '‘good weight, you
knos: .J—I think I can stand it!”
Compton drew a deep. hard breath,
It was life—the only chanes of lifel
And it was true that Bunter's tremend-
ous weight was in hiz favour. He waa
a foot shorter than Compton, but be
was & good deal heavier. Weight might
make up for fhe strength that was

wanting. ; y

“You're a good kid, Bunter|” =aid
Compton quietly. “I shan’t forget this,
kid! Keep your weight well back—and
here goes ™

e grasped the fat hand.

Bunter clamped himself down, holdin
on with one hand, with both feet, ans
clamping down his weight on the eliff.

Tor a fearful fraction of a second it
seerned to him that his right arm was
being torn away

But it was only a fraction of & second.
Then Compton’s other hand was reach-
ing at the jut of rock; he needed only

Tue Macxer Lisrary. —Noa, 1,605,
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8 jerk upwards, and Bunter's extendad
arm gavo him what he needed. .

Almoest before Bunter felt the strain,
the strain was gone, and Compton’s
weight was on his cther arm. & re-
leased Bunter's hand and ﬁrﬂ.ﬁped with
both—one on the jut of chalk, the other
on the cliff-edge.

“ Get back 1”

Bunter squirmed back.

Compton eclamberad over the edge.
Even then, with a good held, it was ndt

casy; but in a fow moments he waa up,

and over the verge and lying panting on
the oliff-top.

Spent, exhausted, he lay there, breath-
ing in deep gulps. Billy Bunter, n
dozen feet from the edge, sank down

on & chunk of rock and gurgled.
D“ﬂh crikey 1 Oh or'l gh crumbs !
w ¥

Compton sat up: he gave Bunter a

rather whimsical look.
“You've saved my life, Bunter!” he

zeid.
gasped Bunter. “Oh

“Have IM™ _
crikevy 1 Oh crumbs| Oh lor'| 1 say——

Ow! Oh dear [V
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
_ A Surprise for Smithy !
il F vou please, sir——"
Mr. E!,ue-lnh lanced up.
“What 1a it, Vernon-Smith "

Mr. Quelch was spending a
happy hour that frosty afternoon on his

-celebrated “ History of Greyfriars.” He

was not pleased to be interrupted, and
he rather barked at Smithy when the
Bounder tapped at hiz sindy door and
entered.

“1f you please, may I have leave to

o to the library?” asked Vernon-
mith meekly.
Mr, Qualcl?{ ava him a sharp lock.

His first thought was that that rather
reckless rneniber of his Form was more
interested in the pancl in the library
corridor than in any literary treasures
to be found in the library itself. Still,
it was improbable that a fellow who
planned poing out of bounds would como
to his Form-master’s study and appriso
him of the fact.

“For what reason, Vernon-Smith?
asked the Remove master.

“1I'd like to loock at Priscianus, if
I mav, sir,” said Smithy.

“Wha-a-at "

That the Bounder of Greyiriars was
interested in an ancient and arid author
whom Mr, Quelch himself had never
read was altogether too surprising.

“ I mean, sir,” Vernon-Smith hastencd
to explain, “that new chap in the Fifth
—Compton—has library leave, and the
fellows say that he has Priscianus out
when he goes there. I'd never heard of
him before Compton came, and I'd like
to see what it's like, aie,™

Mr. Queleh smiled.

If Vernon-Bmith, instead of pgelting
into somo scrape as usual on 2 half.
holiday, had a desire to sample an
ancient Latin author, his Form-master
was not the man to say him nay., He
had no dould that cne glance at the
solid pages of the excellent Prisecianus
would be sufficient for Bmiathy.

“Very well, Vernon-Bmith, you ma
have leave,” said Mr. Quelch.  “I will
give vou a note for Mr. Woosze,”

“Phank »ou, sir.”

_ Herbert Vernon-Smith left the study,
in possession of a noto for the Head's
librarian. He walked away to the
library corrider, and as he turned the
corner Wingate of the Bixth spotted
him and ealled to him.

“IHere, vou young sweep, where are
you going }*

Under the Head's instructions, all the
Greyfriars prefects had a sharp eye open
for adventurous juniors wandering in
the vicinity of the secret panal.

“Library leave, Wingate,' said the
Bounder, and he showed Mr. Quelch’s

note.

“Oh, all i:igh{-.F Don't hanf about in
the corridor!” said the Greyiriars cap-
tain significantly.
; Emitgn turned the corner and walked
down long, oak-panelled corridor
towards the big door of the library. He
atarted a little st the sight of Arthur
Carne of the Sixth Form eitting on the
settee by the window, half-way down the
corridor. _

Carne gave him a stare,

“What are you doing here, Vernon-
Smith 1"

The Bounder showed his note again.
Carne gave 8 nod and a grunt, and he
passed on.

Mr. Woose, az it happened, was not
there when the Buunser entered the
library; neither—and not wholly to his
surprise—was Compton of the Fiith.

S8mithy's new interest in that ancient
author Priscianus was entirely due to
his desire to ascertain whether Cornpton
was there.

He strongly suspected thaf Compton
E-_'a? not—and now he knew it for a
i Lt o

The letter which Carne had taken
from the rack the previous day had told
Carne little or nothing, although he had
read it: it had told the Bounder a good

deal, though he had not read it.

Smithy had no doubt that it was
another letter in code from Captain
Compton, and that it contained, in all
Embabi]it:,-, instructiona for the school-

oy smuggler. .

For that reason Smithy was interested
in Compton's movements on the half-
llzuzfa:lida:,r following the receipt of the
etter. :

8mithy was in the peeuliar position of
being both friend and foe to the school-
boy smuggler. Fle was his friend so far
as keeping his seeret went; his foe in
ant in Eﬂ{&h} determination to defeat
the smuggling game carried on through
Greyiriars School.

Having, like Carne, kept an cye on
the Fifth Form footballers, he knew that
Compton was * cutting * the pl_ﬁlrll-ug-.

A fow inguiries easily elicited theo
fact that Compton was making use of
his library leave—"swotting” in the
library, ?

That, to Smithy's mind, meant one
thing, and one thing only—that the
schoolboy smuggler was going down fo
the sea-cave by the secret tunnel.

Which, 1n turn, meant that another
consignment of smuggled goods was to
he brought up from the cave and taken
out of the school.

And that was where the Bounder
came in.

He had taken a walk with his chum
Redwing, but he had cut that walk
short. Now he was in the library—
first of all to ascortain whether Comp-
ton was there; second to keep an eyo
open for his veturn, if he was gone.

And that eyve was %:::ing to remain
very wide open, until he had a chance
of relieving the schoolboy smuggler of
the “smuggled goods, fo be passed on
to official quarters.

But tha sight of Carne of the Sixth
on the settee in the ecorridor, nlmost
oppositea tho secret panel, gave & new
furn to his thoughts.

Carne was Valentine Comptlon’s rival
and bitter enemy. He was not passin
his half-holiday vawning over & bog
in that ecorridor, without & moebive.

The Bounder whistled softly.
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Compton Dad gone down tho scorel )

way. Carne eit
pected itﬁ and he was sitting there on
the watch, :
Compton must have left the hidden
door unholted when he went. Carne,
uo deubt, had bolted it, to force him
to knock when he returned—to mako it
unmistakable, bayond the shadow of a
doubt, that he had been out of bounds,
ﬁld éand him in & serious row with the
ead.

“By gum!” murmured the Bounder.

Ho Lnitted his brows. Quito deter- T3

mincd as Smithy was to defeat the
smuggling ‘game carried on through tho
echool, ho was concerned for Compton
of the Fifth—a fcllow ho eould not help
liking, and whe, a3 ho easily guessed,

was hoavdly more than a tool in  the
hands of o hard and wnscrupulous
mian.

But there was nothing that he could
do, so long as Carne of the Bixth
remained thera; and it was clear that
Arthur Clarne was a fixture. The truth
ho could not know: but he either knew,
or suspceeted, that his enemy was out
of bounds, and he was not likely to
lnse this chance of scorving over him.

Vernon-8mith left the library, and
paszed Corne gpgain in the corridor,

The preiect hardly glanced at him s
he passed. He was guit-u unawara of
that particular junior’s interest in his
procecdings that afternoon.

Bruithy strolled .out into the guad,
with his hends in his pockets and o
thoughiful frewn on his brew. His
chum, dwing, was still out of gates,
Twice, during the next couple of
Lours, Vernon-Smith strolled into the
House and glanced down the library
corridor, _

Had Carno lost patience and gone
Amithy would have taken the chance of
cutting along fo the sceret panel and
unbolting the hidden door in the wall
behind it.

But Carne, though he was ecertainly
fod-up with his wigil, had not lost
patience. Onco before he had, as he
thought, bolted Compton out of the
House st the hidden door, but the
follow had tmrped up for ua'lling‘anver,
and he had had to conclude that he
was mistaken,

Now it seemed to Carne more pro
hable that he had not been mistaken
ithat time, but that some pal of Comp-
ton'a had found out how matters stoo
and let himy ont in time. If that had
happened last time, it was not going
to happen this time! Tired and impa-
tiont and irvitable, but viciously deter-
minad, Carne sat and yawned over his
uovel, prepared to sit there till the bell
rang for call-over, if necessary.

There was np chanco for a friendly
hand to intervéng. The Bounder gave
it up. It was gﬂttmi near lock-up
now—early, in tha. dark winter days.
Smithy strolled. down to the gates, to
eee Redwing when he came in,

Five fellows came down the road
from Courtfield Common. The Bounder
glanced at them and grinned.

“Did Bunter get you 7 he asked.

“ Bunter [ repeated Harry Wharton.
“No! Haven't seen the old fat bean1”

“Ho was inguiring &l ever the shop
for you, after he got out of the Form-
room | grinned Smathy,

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“Then we've becn in luek ¥ he said.
“He ncver founi us!”

“Tha luckfulneza was terrificl”
marked Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh,
" 8kinner, who was in tha gatewary,

ra-

chortled.
“I fancy Buntor went Iﬂbkiﬂﬁ for
vou fellows along the aliffiz!” he

remarkeds *I told him I'd seen you

r knew it, or sus-

Billy Bunter gazed down at
Compton, with bulging eyes and
swimmling head. *“1—I say
tut-tut-take hold of my hand, al:ui
I'l pip-plp-pull 1" he gasped.
** I say, bub-bub-buck up or—or—
or——"* He shuddered. *°I—I
say, [—I'm a good weighi, you
know. I—I think I can manage
ft1 “You'ra 8 good Kid,
Bunter ! ?* said Compton quietly.
““ 1 shan’t forget this | Keep your
weight back—and here goes 1 ™

lay in gprub at Uncle Clegg's, and stavt
for the cliffs; but Eﬂmﬂhﬁwq& forgot to
mention that it happened last term, and
Bunter secms to have fancied it was fo-

ha, ha [ .

“You've been in gates, BSmithy,™
said Bob Cherry. “How many goals
did that man Compton bag in the I'ifth
Form pick-up "

“J.:fﬂna; he didu't play in the pick-
.
* Ohl Swolting 7 osked  Bob.

“Jolly old Priscianus in the jolly old
library, what? Mather Compton than
this infant |

Tha chums of the Remove went in.

Smithy tapped Harry Wharton on the
arm, and the captain of the Remove
paused and looked round.

The Bounder did not speak till the
others were out of hearing,

“Compton's out of bounds, in the
seoret passage!” he said, in a low
voice, “Carne's spotted him, and he's
watching in the library corridor, like a
f[nti'!’ Think of anything a fellow can
o ]

Harry Wharton looked at him hard.
“ Last time, you cut along and un-
bolted the deor,” said Smithy. “This
time, that spying worm 13 sitling on
the spok”

“1I don’t know that it was Complon
last time, and I don't see why you or
Carne shonld supposo it 12 Compton this

time I answered tho captain of the
Remove. “Might be anybody—or
nobody 1

“F know it's Compton! It means o
row with the Hepd for him—and, in
his ease, goodnecss knows what clso it

Can vou think of any-

might mean.
:’!}:m that could bo done?” muttered
o
“Nothing—if -it's g prefect sitling
the spot watching. But-I dun'b;m: leve

under,
o

for & minute that Compton-

“(Oh, you're a fooll” snapped
Bounder.

] Wharton buist into a im.lglh
Looking past the Bounder, his eyes fell
on a handsome, athletio figuro commng
in at the gate,

Vernon-Smith stared at him angrily,
pnd then glanced round at the gate-
way. and fairly tottered at the sight of
Compton of the I'ifth coming inl

Absolutely certain as he was that
Valentine Compton was on the wrong
side of 8 bolted door, the ghoat of the
handsome Fifth Former could hardly
have startled him more, walking in at
tho gotes.

Compton of the Fifth passed the two
juniors without even noticing them, nnd
walked on to the House.

Harry Wharton chuckled.

“What about it now. Bmilhy 1™ ho
asked. i

Tae Mag¥er LIBRARY.—No0. 1,505

tha



24

The Bounder did not answer. Ie
s'ared at Compton of the Fifth, almost
stupefied.

arton, laughing, out after his
friends, leaving the astounded Bounder
etill staring.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Latest !
“ @ BAY, you fellows!” )
= Ol Willy, we have missed
you " 'm%hed Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, really, Thorry——"

“Did you spot a pieme on the cliffs,
old fat man!” called out Skinner.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Ti BE'HS-L !H

The December dusk was falling
thickly on Greyfriavs School, with a
few whirling flakes of snow. A crowd
of juniors had gathered round the fire
i the Rag, while they wailed for the
bell for calling-over.

] Il [ |'f.' I'i'.

L 1 il
" | - Wl

' .,-_.I;.E;[i/ .I
g 1

Mr. Pisher T. Fish will spond Christmag
(but nothing eles) ot Greyfrinrs, in the
delightful company of Mr. Fisher T. Fish,

- . "
Mr. Wun Lung, of China, is going home
for the wmk-m L
* * »
Lord Mauleverer has not broken up at
all. He is still in bed—wvery still. Nobody
troubled to wake him,

CHRISTMAS

The fMagnet

said Bunter. " PBut as it turned outl, it
was jolly lueky, you fellows!”

“Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry
heartily. *Otherwise, you might have
tracked us down at Higheliffe. Blessed

if I expected you to zce how lucky it
was, though."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Beast! I mean, it was lucks, as it
turned out, for if I hadn't been there, I
shouldn't have saved Compton's life!”
cxplained PBunter.

it Eh?l}

“What 1"

“ Which "

There was a general howl of astonish-
ment from the Remove fellows.

“You—you saved Compion's life I
babbled Bob Cherry,

“¥Yen old chap”

“My only summer bonnet! My only
winter toque! My only hat, umbrella,
and sunshade " gasped Bob.

il ¢ su{z. you fellows, it's true—"

“Ha, ha” hal”

LF ]
i

“It's really trug——"

iy

= Ng#re O o

Our Gossip Expert gives us inside
knowledge of the Christmas plans
of Greyfriars celebrities,

His Excellency, Horaco Cloker, i3 going
ta J a_nch::r for Christines, ns recommended
by his friends, Pottor and Crecne,

- % "

Mr. Bunter will oceupy his usual cell
at Bunter Court.

* - *

Mr. William Gosling will spend Christ-
mas in the company of solne very high-
apirited bottles,

» * e

Mr, Ogilvy inteods {o shoot thoe wild
haggis in the Highlanda, Scottish IMigh-
lancfs, of mu:sa 3 ﬂﬂlr Ehnnni;l Highlands.

The resson why Mr. Templo, of the
Upper Fourth, is going to the Riviera is
that he doecan’t tlunk it likely that the
Eiviera will come to him. It ought to, of
GOUTraa.

. " -

Mr. Peter Todd, our legal cxpert, hopes

to arrest Santa Claus for unlawlul brealang

risks 1” remarked Skinner. * Any fellow
here can see him doing ik 1"
“Ha, ha, ha !

“1 tell you the risk waa awiul—fear-
ful—in fact, frightful1” roared Bunter.
“And I shaved—saved his life! He's
no end grateful. He's asked me to go
on that Christmas eruise with him,
What about that? You fellows needn't
think that I asked him. I wouldn't!
He asked me. He said ° Bunter, old
chap, you're the pal a fellow wants
at gen, with your pluck!" His very
wourds [

“Ha, ha, ha [ yelled all the Remove,

“Bleszed if I see anything to cackle
at! You can ask Compton ¥ howled
the indignaot Owl. “He jolly well
knows I saved his life1”

“How did it heppen 1 asked Skinner.
“Did & mad bull get after him, and
you roshed at the bull, seized him b
the tail, swung him round your hea
and hurled him over a hedge 1

“Ha, ha, ha["
and ontering. He has a clear oase agaiast
him.

» " »

Mr, Harold Skinner is going into a wood
to look for Yule loga. He will, of courss,
keop his hat oo while woodpeckers ere
abouk. . .

Mr. Henry Quelch i3 poing to take
oxercigps to strengthon hia body. At
present his right arm is much stronger
than the rest of him, It gets more exercise.

] | »

Mr. (erald Loder is going to a party
with no fewer than four Hearts,
Spades, Clubs and Dismonds. They will,
no doubt, be up his sleeve,

* * *

Mr. William Wiblay has written a
complete pantomime which he intends
to send to Drury Lane. The cost of the
spoilt paper is borne by the school.

* » *

Mr. Claude Hoakins is spanding Christmes
at the North Pole, whero ho hopes to be
able to play his D. Major Fantasia undis.
turbed, except by ap occasicnal polar
bear, . . "

And yours 't-l:ilﬂlf, tho present writer,
will srend his Christmes dodging all the
gentlemen mentioned above,

T e T R R P o I M M i R S I R S RO R R AT

Billy Bunter rolled into tlhat apart-
roent, and was greeted Ly o general
grin.

Skinner had told his 1iltle joke up
Z‘I‘:I?ﬂ dﬁB'l.!..-_ﬁ the _-llhmqve. and til:ua idea ﬂj
Hiy Dunter, plugging over the rugee
clifi-path, in a wild winter wind, in
search of a picnic that wasn™ there,
struck most of the fellows as funny.

The Bounder was not smiling. He
stood staring at the fire, with a
puzzled, thoughtiul face,

He had been assuved. cuite certain,
that Compton of the Fifth had: gone
down  the secret passage. Ho was sure
that Carne of thoe Sixith believed so.
Yet the fellow had waolked in at the
gates ag if he had merely been out for
a stroll, Carne was still deing his cat-
and-mouse act i the hibrary corridor—
the Bounder had given him ancther
glance and seen thet he had not shifted.
Unaware that Compton had come in, he
was likely to keep it up till the bell
Tang. ernon-3mith  was  deeply
guzzled and pn:;{:lﬁxuﬂ. and he gave the
al Owl no hee

“That beast Skinner pulled my leg,”
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“True—when you're
chuckled Peter Todd, “ My dear chap,
the two things don't fil together 1™

“"The fitfulness: iz not terrific,
esteamed Bunter.”

“What on earth 13 the fot ass bab-
bling about now * askod Llarry Whar-
ton, in sheer wondor.

“Of his rocker! svepesled IHazel-
dene,

“Mad sz & hatter, T should think !
said Johnny Bull, staring blankly at
the fat Owl.

“1 say, vou fellows, T did!™ welled
Bunter I tell you hie was in fearful
danger, and I shaved Lis wifoe—I mean,
saved his life———'

“Well, thiz beats Danagher!” re-
marked Micky Desmond.

“It do—it does ! agreed Dob. ™ But
why Compton’s life specially ? Why not
Wingate's, or Coker’'s. Or mine, if you
come to that 1

“Ha ba, ha!”

“Yon silly asa!” howled Bunter. “I
saved Compton's life bucause he was
the fellow In danger! At awiul risk
to myse!f——"

“Bunter's the man to run awiul

telling  us!”

y

“No!” roared Bunter, " Nothing of
the sort| It happened near Pegg——"

“Oh, I can guwess i1t 1" declared Skin-
ner. “ It happened at the level crossing.
The espress train was rushing . down
on Compton when you seized it hietm
tail-light, swung it round your ad,
snd hurled it—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You silly ass, Skinner! Bhut up!
It was nothing ?I‘ the sort ! T say, you

fellows, you might be & bit serious,
when & chap's been through fearful
dangers, saving ' fellows' livesa!" said
Bunter warmly.

“Well, old fat bean, you're a bit hard
to take seriously " said Harry Wharton,
laughin% “But if you've been life-
saving, how did it happen?”

‘;Y':'u: seo, Compton fcll into the sea
and-—=—"

“VWes, ho's the chap to fall info the
sca | grinmed " Fathead |

“Well, he was in the sea, anyhow,
w!au%nmhﬂiellmr" .

“Amf' unter plunged into the raging
waves and swam ashore with Compton
on lis back !” said Skinner. “Is that
how it was, Bunter™




Enlarged Christnas Mumber

£50 IN PRIZES

the

" No | :i'eﬁed Bunter. e tﬁot. out and elimbed u
elp,

cliffs, but he couldn’t get over the top. Ho called for
ond I rushed to the cdge—"

“¥ou mean vou rushed away from it

“MNo. 1 don't!” howled Buanter. "I ruzhed to the cdgo
tl::;l leaned over. Beizing Compton, I swung him up io
safety—--="

“QOh. scissors!™

“Any of you fellows faney you ecan sco Bunler swinging
R FFifth Form man around 17 psked Skinner,

*Ha, ha. ha!”

“I—I—=T1 didn't exactly swing him up, perhaps ™ admitbed
Bunter, “DBut I got hold of his hand, and he drapged
himself up somehow. But if T hodn’s been there ho wonld
have been Iving in the sca—->*"

“While you're lying on share?”

“He would have been lying at the hotiom of the sea, you
beast ! After T saved his life ho said: © Brave chap! Dy
pum, what pluck I’ His very words.™

“Haz Compton been out of gates at all this afternoon ¥
psked Loddy

“¥es, I saw him eome in,” snid Harry Whaston., “Smithy
saw hum, oo, Dide’s you, Smithy 7" he added, with s grin.

Vernon-Smith gave him a strango look. Dilly Dunter's
story. stariling as it was, had given him a eclue.

“ Where did this happen, Bunter ¥ asked Smith

“You ass!” said Johnny Bull
pencd ot all ¥

*“Let Bantar speali 1 snapped the Bounder, ' Where did
you see Complon 1o the water, Bunter

“Up along the diffs,” asserted Bunter. * About a mila
out of Pegg you know—awlully dangerous spor, but, of
course, that was nothing to me i

“That wouldw't be far from the Shoulder, and the sea-
cave " said the Dounder; and Harry Wharton gave a start
as he guessed what was in the Bounder's mind.

“Compton didn’t leok wot whon we sww him conte in,®
said Harry deyly.

“Of course he dide’&)” yvapped Bunter. * After I saved
his life he walked along to Pegg with me and got his
clothes dried at the Anchor. He left me thera having tea
when he cleared. I've only just got back Tt was a jolly
?md tea—much bottor than T should have got with you
ellows, I can jolly well tell you. Compton told me to order
what T liked—and I jolly well did1”

“That part sounds truc!™ zaid Bob Cheyry.

“Ha. ha, hai”

“Tt was a jolly good feed,” said Bunter. “And I'm
goine to Compton'z stody to =upper to-night, too! I ashed
him -1 mean, he asked me—*"

“Ha ha, ha!?

“Bleszed if I ean see anything to cackle at! T suppose
a fellow ean stand a fellow a study supper, ofter a fellow's
saved his life!™ said Bunter warmly. I can tell you,
Compton was fearfully grateful. Precious few fellows would
have hung over a terrilic cliff and pulled hiny vp—>"

“And you're not ono of the giddy few, old fat man!”
grinned Nugent.

“Ha ha, ha!”

" Yor can jolly well ask Compton!” hooted Bunter in-
dignontiy, .-‘m:.'hudi',r might think I wa: an untrathiul
u.-]m%. to hear you fellows talk i#

“0Dh, my hat1”?

“Ha, ha. hal™

“Anvbody might1” gasped Bob Cherry.
“The mighifulness is terrifie 1

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's the hell 1?

Aned e juniors crowded away to Hall for calling-over,
still chuekling over " Bunter's latest,” But the Bounder wes
not chuckling. He knew now how Valentine Compton,
shut oul of the- school, had escaped from the sca.cave—
Eecping his sceret at the risk of his life.

thy guietly.
“Do you think it hap-

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Caich !
a -L-C-COMPTON 1" -
Carne stuttered the name.
It was half an hour since ealling over.

. Sixth Form prefects had the right 1o eat roll,
if 1t secmed good to them so to do. It seemed good to
Avthur Carne.

After the bell had ceased to clang Carne of ille Sixth
=11}l =at El?ht.

Absolutely assurcd that Valeatine Compton was out of
bounds in the scerot passage, barrcd out of the House Iay
tha bolted doar, Carme had only to wait and to wateh—and
he was waiting and watching.

He had no doubt that the fellow had got Lack, as far as
the hidden doaor, long amre, of course. He could uot escape

Wontfnued on page 213
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without knocking to be let out. He had

not knocked yet. But it had to comel
Carne ¢ould picture him—trapped like
g rabbit in a snare, putting off the in-

evitable till the latest possible momant.
No doubt he hoped that some pal would
have a chance of getting along ond
latting him in—as, Carne was now cofl-
vinced, had happened before. No such
chance was eoming his way.

When the bell rang, Carne funlly
expected to hear that long-delayed
ln:nfu:I-rc.I He heard nothing—and he
walfed.

The fellow was still putting it offi—
cutting eall-over | ell, ot himl

Carne was prepared to sit there till
dorm, if necessary. And he sat—till
suddenly. half an hour after call-over,
two fizures turned into the library cor-
ridor from the cnd near masbers
studies. .

Carne glanced at them—and jumped.
He stared, unable to believe hia eyes.
One of them was Prout, master of the
Fifth., The other was 1'}!Er.h*,-rl.birmi Comp-
ton, the new man in Prout's Form.
They were coming to the library to-
gether, Compton accommodating  his
pace to the slow and stately roll of his
Form-mastier.

" Comptan 1" stuttered Carne.

Hoe could not believe his eyes. For
hours—long, weary hours—he had sat
there, watching the secret panel, con-
vinced that Compton of the Fiiti'! was
on the wrong side eof the door hidden
behind it. And here was Compton of
the Fifth, walking along with FProut.

“I1 shall certaEhtﬁy bo “pleased to look
at tho passagzs in Priscianus that you
mention, my dear Compton!” Prout
was saying, in his deep, fruity voice.
“] had an argument with Mr. Capper
the other day, on the subject of the
word * proximior,” which he declared
was to be found in SBeneca. And you
think you have found it in Ulpian in
Prisoianus—"

FProut broke off, staring at Carne.
The petrified amazement in the Bixth
¥Former's face would have drawn any-
one's attention. Carne was staring at
Compton with bulging eyes—fairly
goggling at him. ]

cmpton raised his eyebrows slightly.

A faint smile played, for & moment,
over his handsome face.

A glance was snough to tell him how
matters stood. Carne, on the watch in
the library corridor, utterly astounded
to. see him coming aleng with FProut,
EEPlﬂinﬁd the bolted door |

Iz anvthing the matter, Carne?®”
azked the surprized Prout.

“Oht* gasped Carne. “Nol®

He almost totfered away.

Mr. Prout stared after him, prunted,
and walked on to the library with
Compton. .

Carne, still dizzy with astonishment,
tottered off the scene. IHad he been
mistaken, after all?  Mistaken last
time, and mistaken this time? It
lcoked as if he had—indeed, it seemed
certain that he had! Amazement,
chogrin, bitter disappeintment,
mingled in an unhappy variety of foel-
1Eg§, as the spy of the Sixth went to his
tudy.

“Wingate I He spoke to the Grey-
friars captain in the 8ixth Form pas
saﬁm. *Did Compton—I mean, did any
fellow cut calling-over thia evening?™

“Nobody 1" answered Wingate,

“Evervbody present?”

“VYes ™

“ Ok

Carne went into his study and
elammed the door. He had spbnt his
half-holiday watching like a cat for s
mouse—and this was the happy result!

THE Macwer Ligrary.—No. 1,505,
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Righh as Rain !

ILLY BUNTER grinned.
Ho grinned a happy grin.
After ;l:re in the Remove,
Bunter rolled out of Study No. T,
and his fat face wreathed with grins at
the sight of ihe Famous Five in &
group af the door of Wharton's etudy.

Bunter was bucked.

He was feeling like & mariner lost at
gon, who sighted land at last.

For it was all night now.

It was right as rain.

That worrying problem of the *hola ”
was a problem no longer.

What had happened that afternoon
had solved it] Thosze sticky beasts had
refused to come unstuck] They wera
keeping Bunter up to his reckless invi-
tation—they were not to be shaken off
unless the fat Owl was driven to the
last and desperate resource of telling
the truth, and owning up that he
couldn't, wouldn't and mustn't take a
party of Groyfriare fellows home for
Christmas, But it was all right now |
If a fellow stood a Christmas cruise in
an expensive vacht, they could hardly
make out that a fellow wasn't mal:ing
his invitation good! Bunter grinne
gll over his fat face, as he rolled down
the passage to Study No. 1.

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned, too.

They were expecting a new “dodge.”

At the moment they were, in point of
fact, discussing Christmas, As Whar-
ton's uncle and aunt wers to bs away
from Wharton Lodge over the festive
season, Harry was unable to make his
usual arrangements for the holidays.
But the arrangements the Famous Five
made, were not founded on Bunter's
invitation to Bunter Court. That was
only a little joke they were keeping up
till the last day of the term. ]

They judged, by the expansive grin
on Bunter's fat face, that the fat Owl
fancied that he had spotted a winner
this time. DBut they were prepared to
put “paid * to it, s they had put paid
to the decorators, the measles, the fira

at Bunter Court, and the trip from
Glasgow. They could only wonder
what the dodge was, and whether

Bunter had decidoed, as a last resouree,
to swallow up Bunter Court in an

“Then it's 2 gol” said Bunter., “T'll
have you st Bunter Court another time,
when the decorators haven't had the
measfes—] mean, when the measles
haven't had a fire—I—I moean, some
other time, you know. Blessed if I see
anything to c¢ackle at! Plenty of
fellows in the Remove would jump st
a chanee of a Christmas cruise on a
splendid yacht 1™

“We'll jump all
Harr harton.

“Tha jumpfulness will be prepos-
terous I chuckled Hurree Jumset Ram
Singh.

“Then I'll make a list of the names
to hand to my friend,” =zaid Bunter.

Withdrawing a grubby sheet of paper
and a pencil {rom his pocket, the (Ewl
of the Roemove seribbled down the
names of the Famous Five.

“1t's a go, then?” said Bunter.

“It's o go!” agreed Harry Wharton,
langhing. “Mind telling us where the
Jal!{ old yacht is parked 1"

“If any 1" murmured Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“0Oh, wes—at Dover!” eaid Bunter.
“We'll cut across to Dover, see, when
we break up, and go straight on beard.
You can write to your people and tell
them about it.”

Bob Cherry winked at his chums.

“1 think we'll leave that till we're
on the yacht,” he said. “We'll wire-
lezsz it from the magnificent yacht, old
man "

“¥es, better not write in a hurry”
said MNugent gravely. *Something
might happen to that yacht before we

et on board."

“ Might have the decorators in,” sup-
gested Johnny Bull,

“Or the esteemed measles.”

“Or a fre,” said Harry Wharton,
with o nod. “I've got a sort of feel-
ing that something may happen to that

right I" assured

yacht before we actually step on
board.” ]

“By the wayv, what's 1t called?”
asked Bob.

“The Firefly ! said Bunter.

“Eh? Bame name as Compton's
uncle’s vacht?” asked Bob. “Sort of
coincidence, what T

HEhR? It's the eame vacht”™

explained Bunter. “I'm asking you to
join me in a Christmas cruize with

carthguake ! Compton of the Fifth."

“Hallo, hallo, hallo?™ esaid Bob  *“Oh, my hat 1" gasped Wharton.
Cherry cheerily.  “Just the man we  “Dpe: Compton know?” chortled
want to seel Let’s talk about Rab.

Christmas [ i }a, ha, hal”

“Let'a " grinned Johnny Dull, 1St i

"That's what I was gcﬁng to speak
about, wyou fellows,™ said DBunter
breezily. “I've aszked you men for the

hols! Youre coming! That’'s
settled 1"

“The settlefulness 18 terrifie, my
esteemned Bunter.”

“That trip I epoke of, from Glasgow,
iz washed out ! said Bunter carelessly.
“ But—"

“ But—"" grinned Boh.

“The fact 15" said Bunter. *If you
fellows are agreeable——"
“We are ™ said Bob Cherry. “ Most

agreeable chaps at Greylriars 1

“Ohk, really, Cherry! If yon fellows
arg agreeable, I want you to join me in
a cruise in a friend’s yacht,”™ explained
Bunter. “0Owing fo the pater having
the mesasles in—I mean, the decorators
—there won't be 2 lot doing at Bunter
Court. But vou'd like s Christmas
cruise all right, what@"

“Tine 1" said Bob.

“Best of everything—trip to the
Mediterranean—everything tip-top,™
said Bunter. “Like the ideaf™

“ Ripping !

#The ripfulness is terrific |

“ Better mention it to him1” gurgled
Johnny Bull.  “Otherwise, he might
be surprised, when we walk on his
uncle's yacht, and tell him that we've
come for a cruise |

“Ha, ha, ha I yelled the Co.

“0h, don't be mlly asses, you know !
sald Bunter., “0Of course, Compton's
asked me. We're rather pally, vou
know., I asked bhim this afterncon—I
mean, he asked me—and when T sald I
would be bringing a few friends,
said, ' Bring a dozen if you like, old
fellow !" Hiz very words,”

“Oh scissors " _

“1 suppose you fellows believe me?”
said Bunier warmly.

i D}-.

it Believe you!” gasped Dob.
crumbs 1

%3 pan gee a Fifth Form man taking
g mob of juniors eruising abt Chyist-
mas,” said Frank Nugent. #It's so
probable 17

“0Oh, really, you fellows—*

The Famecus Five roared. Of all
Billy Bunter's dodges, this seemed to
them the most fatheaded.

That Compton of the Fifth had the

remotest idea of asking Bunier to join
(Continuéd on poge 20.)

he
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A blazing fire, a crowd of chums, and a good song! What can beat it 2 Here's your chance to |oin
the Greyiriars Breaking.Up Concert by singing the old tunes with new words by HAROLD SKINNER. B
TR R T P T P T TR R T T e T e T T T B e T ) P T T R TR T TR T TR T R R T P R T T T 1

OW, you fellows, draw a deep breath, and then let
drive all together to the tume of “Como Lasses and

Lads I IHere's your notel (Pong!)

Come, fellows and lads! Come, fatheads and cads!
And away 1o the station hie!
Forget your cares and your master’s glares,
And forget vour old school tig,
For Christmas is hore again |
And Gosling has losé his frown,
So tip him, tip him, tip him, tip him,
Tip him half-z-crown!

We laugh and shout as we all go out
To get on the station bus,
And Temple and Fry must mind their ove
If they think of slopping usl
Old Coker is yushing up
With a face like a circus clown, )
Ha trip him, trip him, trip him, trip him,
Trip him upside downl

OF course, the drawback of Lreaking-up day is that we're
sll stony—"lhearts of oak,” in other words, Well, let's
sing about it] (Pongl)

Come, cheer up, my lads, [or old Christmas is here,
And we'ra all going home for the rest of the year.
Though our pockats arc empty of money to zpend,
Wa'll laugh =3 we borrow a bob from a [riend.
Hearts of onk we may be,
Stony broke, as you scel
Our pockets have noe ready! Steady, boys, sicudy!
We'll go out singing carvols till wa 011 them again!

Come, put on your coats, we'll go caroling now,
Let us give ‘em an earin]l of “ Mistletoe HBough ™
We'll make all the ¢himmey-pots quiver and quake
To soo what thoy say when the Christians Awake ]
Hearts of oak we shall be,
Stony broke, you'll agrec!
They'll give ns no rveady! Steady, boys, steady ]
¥e'll make 'em pay us double to go farther away |

'Hlem!| I sco Johnny Buall haz just brought out Lis
cornet. That's tornet?! We'll have to sing this one loud
enough to drown the row. Let's sing it humorously by
making the “oo's’" in the first verse and the *Groch ™ i
the second into long, draown-out wails in Imitation of
dobinny's cornet.  And the “BLOW * in the ehorus must bo
a real earthguake.

¥yo ken John Bull and his cornet, too?

IYva ken John Bull and hiz hnllabaloo?

D'yo ken John Bull and his tootle-cotle-oo?
As he sounds his horn in the morning |

Oh, the sound of s horn brings me from my boed,

And Bolsover chucks a boot at his head,

For his eruel BLOW would awaken the dead,
Qr old Quelch from kis lair in the morning !

Yoy, we ken John Buell and his cornet, too.

And we've often waondered what te do

To st::rtvr that gruesame groaning—Grooooh —
When he =ounds his horn in tho moruing !

O, the sound of Lis horn, cté.

Yes, we ken John Bull, and we'ro glad to say
‘The scheol is breaking u[f) to-day.
And soonm he’ll ‘bo gone far, far away,
And wo'll ne'er bear his horn in the moruing!
Oh, the sonnd of lLis horn, eto

Now Bunter's to the fore with a solo, and we're all
going to roar ont * Excelsior.” Heady?

The shades of night were falling fast,

Az out of Groyfviars College passed

A certain fat amd flabby freak

With tear-drops Jripping down his cheek,
Excelsior 1| Excelsior |

You can put the “ Excelsiors ¥ in the other ver:es.

His brow was zad, he shook his head.
“1- know not where to go,” he eaid,

“For many a weary month 've sought,
And sought in vain, for Bunter Court ]

“Yve often seen it—in my mincd-—
:'_".!'i.:t. somehow I can pever hnd

That palace built of gold and pearls,
Where Bunter dines with dokes and earls ™

At break of doy that youth was found
Asleep upon the frosty ground.

smile seross his features passed,
For he'd found Buonter Court at last!

Which just proves that in Dunter’s ease there's na plaes
likg home. Now I =eo Johnny Bull' i eranking up the
cornet again, 20 we'll wind up with a real rip-snorvies.
Tha old favourite: “When Jobuny Comes Marching
Homeo ' Eere gocsl

When Johnny gpoes inarching home lo-day,
Hurrali! ITureaht

TI¢'Il take his cormet far awny,

) Hurrah! Eurrah | ]

The Greyfriars men will cheer him then;

The school will be at pesco agen,

Aund wo'll gll feel gay when-—-
Johnny goes marching home |

When Colker goes scorching home io-day,
My hatl My hat!
Upon his motov-hike he'il lay
¥You Hat! Quite Oat!
Dowere, beware, and take good care,
Yor there's death and slavghter everywhere,
And a cloud of dust when—
Caker goes scorching home |

We're all going marching home to-day,
Huyrrah! Hurrah |
To Creyiriars College we can say
Ta-tal Ta-tal
With no more frowns or Latin nouis,
Oy dodging men mocaps and gowna,
I1t’s Christinas-time, and—
We're all going marching bomo!
Tus Matyer LIppsry.—No. 1,503,
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that crwgo for Christmas, and take a
party of friends with him, seemed more
jmprobable than tho decorators, the
measles, the fire, or the Glasgow trip.
Obviously—to them—it was going to
fall through, and Bunter was going to
sticl on to his old pals instead=—if he
could. ]

“Dlessed if I see anything to cackle
at " snovted DBuntor. “1 den't call
that the way to troat a fellow who's
gstanding vou a splendid Christmas
gruise !

“ Nunnoe 1 gasped Bob, “All serene,
old fat man! Bui—in case there's any
mistake in the matter—wo'll speak to
Compton 1™ . ,

4 Yes—hettor have s word with him "
grinned Nugent, “The least we can do
iz to thank him for such o nipping
invitation.”

“Yes, rather!" 1

“The ratherfulness is terrifie.”

To the surprise of the Famous Five,
Bunter nodded assent. They fully
expected, of course, that as soon as he
found that they were going to speak
to Compton about it, & mnew dodgo
would be fnrthﬂﬂmln%g.

Instead of which, Bunter secemed to
think it was quite & good idea.

“ Yag, that's all right ! said Bunter,
“He knows you're coming, A& I've
told him, you see, we fixed it up this
afternoon at Pegg, after [ saved his
life, he was fearfully surprised—I
mean le was fearfully pleased, and he
gald yes at oncel Jumped at if, in
foct! You sce, az I had saved his
life nt awful risk, he couldn’t wvery
well do anything else, I mean he was
so grateful that he jumped at the
chance, never suw & man &0 surprised,
I mcan bucked1 ° The very thing, old
chap,” he said to me, his very wordsl|
Still, you may as well thank him for
the invitation." )

Bob bestowed another wink on s
friends. 1 .

“Let's go and de it now,"” he said.

*Yes let'sl”

“Right-ho,” said DBunter. “I'm
going to supper in Compton’s study
now, mod Fou can come along] and
:q'u:ni: i him. I ecan't land the lot of

ot on him for supper. there mayn't be
citough to go round. I mean, it's
ha.rdﬁ.f the thing, is i1t7 But come
along and speak to him.” :

Bunter rolled towards the stairs

Harry Wharton & Co. stared after

him.

The Owl of the Remove blinked
round over a fat shoulder.

#1 say, you fellows, come onl!” he
squea!—m&i

“Cireat pip!” said Bob. T supres
it's not -pssilde, you ©w . that Buonosr's
teiling anything within « i miles of the
truth this tiree, iz 143

“Hardly I

“'Then what is the fat goat up to?¥”

“ Keoping it to the last minute,” said
Johnuny Bull, %1 suppose Compton
i.:"':,t in his study, and Bunter knows
it

Harry Wharton laughed.

“That would bp it, I suppose,” ha
agreed. Y Well, let’s keep the fat
villain up to it, if Compton isn't in his
gfudy we'll make him hunt the chap
aut, whorover he is, his face will be
worth watching

“Ha, he, hat® )

“1 say, you {ellows, are you coming ¥
velled DBunter.

“Coming I" answercd Bob.

And they camet

Bunter rolled down the Reomove
staircase, and wacross the landing to
the Fifth Form passage,

Tue Maguer Lipnany,—No. 1,505,
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Coker of the Fifth, at the door of the
games study, gave him o stare,

“What the thump do you want here,
you fat frﬂg?” he grunted. .

“Compton’s asked me to suppor In
hiz study1” answered Bunter with
dignii.y.

Gammon 1" sald Coker.

“¥ah!"” answered Dunter slegantly.

He rolled on. Harry Wharton &
Co. followed him. He stopped at the
door of Compton's study. o

That door was open. The Juniors
eould see that the table within was
spread for supper. Compton of the
I'ifth was standing by the mantel-
piece, leaning on his elbow, a thought-
ful shade on his handsome, pleasant
faco.

As Billy Bunter had marched wp to
the study as bold as brass, the chums
of the Remove had taken it for granted
that Compton was not there, But
there he was!

Mow they cxpected Dunter to heal
a prompt retreat! Instead of which,
the fat Owl rolled cheerily into the
study, just like a fellow who was
cxpected to supper.

To the further amazement of the
Removites, Valenline Complon gave
him a pleasant nod and a smile.

“Not late, what?" asked Bunter,

“No: that’s all pight!?
Compton.,

Harry Wharton & Co, at the doom
way, gazed, dumb, Dunter ovidently
had bern azked to supper in that Fifth
Form study !

“Thesa chaps are my pals!™ said
Bunter with a wave of a fatk Land to
the bunch of astonished jutoors 1 the
doorway. “They've comne to thank you
for you# wnvitation, Compton [V

Compton glanced 2t the Famous
Five,

They stood dumb, pelrified!  They
wondercd whether they were dreaming
this !

The Fifth
pleazantly.

satd

Forviner smiled at them

“That's all right,” he said. “I've
written to my uwncle at Dover, and
you'll be expected. I hope vou'll enjoy
vour cruise on tho Firefly., I'll iry to
ke it agrecable fo you”

The Famous TFive coulld not speak.
They could enly gaze. Dilly Dunter,
anxious to get on o the supper scene,
shut the door. 'Then they gazed at the
door. They scemod rooted,

¥Well I said Bob Cherry at last

And the Famous Five walked away
down the passege, stll wondering
whether thev were dreaming !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Shadowed !

ERBERT VERNON-BMITH had
& curious ¢ve on Compton of the
Fifth the following day.

He was not surprised when,
after morning school, the handsome
Fifth Former walked down to the gates
in hat and ecoat., There was no bulge
to be detected under the wellfitting
overcoat: but the Bounder had not the
elightest doubt that something was con-
eealed there all the same. And Herbert
Vernon-8mith sauntered in the same
direction. )

Compton was not likely to take any
spoecial notice of se incensiderabla a
person as a Remove junior DBut he
had te take notice of Horace Coker,
when that burly and beefy youth joined
him on his way to the gates,

“GZoing for a trot before tiflin, old
chap?” asked Coker.

“Oh! Yest™

“I"l come.”

The Bounder Eui:p‘ress&d a grin. He
guessed  exactly hew much Compton
wanted company on that walk before
dinner, But the new man in the Fifth
nedded pleasantly, and walked out of
gates with the boofy Horace.

The Bounder strolled after them.

Smithy had been thinking the matter
out with hizg usual cool and keen

sagacity. The schoolboy smuggler had
gone down to the sca-cave the previous
day f[or contraband goods. e had

beenn unable to return by the wav he
had gone, and had resorted to the
desperate expedient of swirnming oub
of the cave and climbmg the cliffs
Had he left the goods in the cave, or
faken them with him when he sot out
on that desperats venture?

If the former, the coniraband was

still at tho seca-cave., If the latter,
Compton had it with him, and had to
get rid of it at the earliest possible
moment. In which case the Bounder
expecied him to go out of pates os
Eﬁnn as claszes permitted bhim so to
0.

Now he was going!

Suuntering down Friardale Lane
after the two Fifth Formers, Smithy
kept his 13:5;&3 nip-en for the proof he
expected that he was on the right
track. If the schoolboy smuggler had
some packel or parcel to get rid of,
he could not carry out lis purpose in
Coker's presence. *dle would have to
drop Coker somewhere en route.

“Bit parky what?”  remarked
Horace, as a aﬁarp. wintry blast from
the sca swept down the lane. “It's
going to freeze, I fancy.”

Hdelly eold!” agreed Complon.
“Look here, let's trot! TI'll give you
ton yards start, and beat yvou to the
village, old bean.”

Horuce Coker glared at him. He
liked Compton-—cverybody did. But
he was not taking this sort of thing.

“Why, you ass!™ sald Horace. " Give
me a start? I'd run ﬁnu off your legs
without any start! My hat! Pl give
vou ten yards start Y

“Well, let's start level, then!" said
Compton. “The fellow who loses stand-
tea. 1n the study this afterncon, what?”

Coker grinned.

“Dione!™ he somwd.  “DMake it a
decent spread, old chap, you'll lose!™

And, starting level, they ranl

Coker quickly forped ghead., Coker
had o belief that he could beat any
other Grevfriars man at anything,
factball, cricket, rowing, swimming.
running, or any old thing! On thi:
ogeasion, at all events, it %mkad ns 1f
Coke  could! ‘w1 he drew right
ahead of Compten: and ov he bime
the latter recached the atiie, half-way,
Coker was out of sight ahead down
the winding lane.

Leaving the happy Horace to it
Compton stepped over the stile, and
walked up the footpath through the
frosty wood.

The Bounder grinned.

Coker of the Fifth, puffing and blow-
ing, was going all cut for Friardale.
Coker's idea was that he was winning
that race: and he certamly had not the
faintest idea that Compton had turned
off in o different direction as soon o
he wes out of sight.

But Compton had, and he was walking
away awiftly in the direction of the
ruined priery in Faardale Wood.

At & cautious distance behind hin,
the DBounder of Greyfriars threaded hig
way through the wood.

{Confinuvcd on page 28)
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Every now and then he had 2
glimpse of Compton’s rather tall head,
which was enough for him.

Thée Fifth Former had left the foot-
path, and was making his way through
the wood, among the frosty trunks and
frozen brambles. That made 1t un-
likely that ani;; chance eye would fall
on him. At the samo time it made a
shadower’s task easier. If Compton
glanced round he saw nothing tho
wary Bounder. ’

From the direction he was taking,
Vernon-Smith was able to guess his des-
tination. A quarter of an hour after
crossing the stile, the Fiith Former
passed thmugh_tha old shattered arch
that gave admittance fo the ruined
Priory. ] o

Ho disappeared from Smithy’s view;
but a minute later the Bounder was
peering through o gn&; in the old broken
masonty, tangled with frosty ivy. Then
he sighted Compton again. i .

Tho Fifth Former was standing still,
glaneing about him in the old ruin in
the heart of the wood.

It was a solitary spot at all times,
and espeeially so in the depth of winter,
No one was to be gcen there; but for
five or six minutes Valentine Compton
stood where he was, his keen oyes scan-
ning the place, evidently to make assur-
ance dounbly sure that he was not
observed. : ; s

Smithy, crouching low in the ivied
gap in the old wall, watched in. silence,
8 ﬁlrking #rin on his face. If he had
doubted before, he was sure now. He
had only to wait |

Compton stirred at last.

His hand slid under the coat, and the
Bounder had a glimpse of an oilzkin
bag for a second, Then the Yifth
armer stooped, and the bag was
thrust into a deep oreviee between two
of the crocked old stono Aags.

The Fifth Former stepped to a heavy,
rugged mass of masonry near at hand,
grasped it, and rolled 1t over.

It camo to rest over the spot where
he had placed the oilskin bag.

Then, after another swift glance
around, the schaclboy smuggler walked

nickly away, and disappeared through
the old arch. A rustle floated back to
the Bounder's ears from the wood, died
away, and he was gone.

Vernon-Smith chuckled softly.

He was in no hurry to stir. He gave
Compton of the Fifth time to hurry back
to Friardale Lane and follow Coker.

For ten minutes Bmithy remained
where ha was. Then, nssured that the
coast was clear, he scrambled through
the gap into the ruined priory.

Ho reached the mass of masonry that
Compton had rolled over the hidden
bag. Ho grinned as ho looked at it

1t was large, heavy, and rugged—not
casy to move, No one, entering the old
priory, would have thought of giving it
any special attnntian—cm'pnmh would
not havo thought of shifting 1t. The
Bounder himself would not have had
tho faintest suspicion that anything was
hidden beneath it, had not his wary
eye been on Captain Compton’s nephew.
That hiding-place was as eafe as any
that Compton of the Fiith could have
found in the county of Kent—had no
eve been on him |

Likely cnough, had all gone well the
previons day, the schoolboy smuggler
hrad plam}edy to take that bag to =a
greater distance—very likely to hand it
over to an associate. But that was only
possible on & half-holiday. Certainly he
could wot venture to meet o confoderato
anywhed near the school, Naither
could he km? such dangerous goods in
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hi5| possoesion longer than was unavoid-
abla,

He had found a safe place of conecal-
ment for the bag, He had only to
write, or felephone, to the yachtsman-
smuggler. In a few hours, i)_rnhabl}-,
one of the gang would be strolling into
the ruined priory, ll:n.:-w}ng exactly
where to look for the hidden bag—
probably while Compton and the rest of
the Greyfriars fellows were 1o class that
afternoon |

Whosver came to look for that bag
was not going to find it

Herbert Vernon-Smith grasped the
mass of masonry and exeried lis
strength, ke had fo exert it to the
utmost.

But the rugged mass rolled aside, and
the crevice ﬁetw&an the old Hags was
revealed. The Bounder groped in it and
drew out the oilskin bag. It was locked,
but he did not need to look inta it to
know that it contained contraband.

A few minutes later it was safely
hidden under 8mithy’s overcoat, and he
was walking away through the wood,

He grinned cheertly as he went, He
rcached the lane and headed for the
village. Before he reached I'riardale
ho passed Coker and Compton in the
lane, coming back, Horace Coker wos
grinning., Colker was feeling pleased
with hunself. Not only had he won
that race, but he had had to wait a
jolly long time for Compton to rejoin
him,

"¥ou must have erawled, old man,”
ho was saying, as the Bounder passoed,
“Did wyou crawl on your hands and
kneez? Ha, ha, hat”

Compton smiled, and they walked on
topether, “I'he Bounder smiled, too, as
he went into the village.

He stopped at Mr, Tozer's cottage,
P..c, Tozer was the whole police force
of Friardale. When he was nob on
duly, he was generally to be found in
his parden. Ile wasz in his garden now,
plying a hoe.

In front of the cotiage gutden was
a laurel hedge. WVernon-Bmith stopped
by the hedge and glanced over it at
My, Tozer across the garden. Mr
Tozer's back was to him, and, anyhow,
he was too busy to heed a schoolboy
glancing over his hedge.

Standing close to the hedge, the
Bounder drew the oilskin bag from
under his coat and pushed it through
the laurels. Ii drepped.

Bmithy gauntered away up the village
skrect,

Sooner or lator—probably sooner
rather than later—Mr. Tozer would pick
up that locked oflskin bag under the
laurel hedge, probably greatly to his
astonishment. It would not be long
i resching official hands—which was
all the Bounder cared about.

He walked cheerfully up the lanc back
to the school, and arrived in good time

for dinner,

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry, 83 he camo in.  *Somebody
sent you a Christmas tip, Smithy?

You're looking fearfully bucked !

“I'm feeling bucked !” explained tha
Bounder. “I've been doing a good
deed 1"

“(Oh, my hat1” gasped Bob

The Bounder chuckled, and went into
the House. When the follows came out
after dinner, Smithy noticed that
Compton of the Fifth stopped to speak
to his Form-master.

“If you'd give me leave {o use your
telephone, sir, to speak to my uncle
about some arrangemonts I heve to
meke—="

“Certainly, my dear Compton, cer-
tainly I* said Mr, Prout.

Complton went to the Fifth Form
IIIESE-I.‘!-I‘PE study. The Bounder strolled
out into the quad, grinning. Compton's
unole, no doubt, would be glad to get
that telophone call But the Bounder
rather thought that Captain Compton
would not derive much benefit from it,

B

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Clear!

Y LESSED if I understand it1”
aaid Harry Wharton.
* Bame here 17 admitted Frank
Nugent,

“The samefulness is terrificl” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the all-rightfulness 15 also great.”

“All right, s far as that goes [ said
Bob Cherry., * But—"

“But——" said Johnny Byl

“Well, we're landed!” said Bob.
“We took that fat idiot at his word,
to pull his ailly leg, and now—"

“Mighi be landed worse!” said the
captain of the Remove, laughing, “A
Christmas cruise, dropping in at foreign
parts, is rather a catch. We've seen
the Firefly—she’s & topping wyacht. I
can't say I took much of a fancy to
Captain Compton from the little 1 saw
of him, but I dare say he will be quite
niee when a fellow comes to know him,”

“Must be rather decent if he lets his
nephew crowd his jolly old yacht with
a party of schoolboys,” sard Bob, *Of
course, we're specially nica schoolboys—
best of the bunch, in fact—still, there's
a lot of clderly gents who  wouldn't
chjoy our company, ripping as it i3.”

“But I ean't understand it,"  sad
JTarry. “Compton might have asked
fellows in his own Form, but—Bunier's
wangled it somchow [

“The wanglefulness
been——"

“ilerrifie 1" chuckled Bob.

“0Of course we like old Compton, and
a Christmas ernise would suit us down
to the ground,” said Harry; * but—"
He paused. “If Compton wants us,
we'll be jolly glad to go, but—but—look
here, if that fzt ass has wangled it, we
can't be landed on Compton fpr the
hols. At the same time, we don'i want
to seem ungrateful for such a jolly
ripping invitation. It's a bit awkward.”

It was—the Co. felt thatl

Billy Bunter's Christmas party had
been merely a jest—from the point of
view of the Christmas party | ‘The fab
Owl's wriggles, to ﬁ:.‘:t out of the diffi-
culty in \-.-gir:h he had placed himself,
had breen extromely ontertsining. Not
for o moment had any member of the
party suppnarzd that he would reslly be

oing with William Geerge Bunter for

hristmas. They had been simply
dumbfounded when Compton of the
Fifth endersed the invitation. .

They were rather move particular in
such matters than Billy Bunter. They
had an objection, which Billy Bunter
conld never have understood, to going
where ther were not wanted |

If Bunter had placed the Fifth ¥Form
man under some obligation, and screwed
an invitation out of him in consequence,
it was all right—for Bunter1 It was, so
to-speak, the nature of the beast |

But the Famous Five were not the
follows to accept that sort of invitation.
At the same time, Compton had been
quite plensant about it, taking it for

ranted that they were coming, and
%iﬂy Dunter was_holding them to the
compact. Billy Bunter wonted them,
whether Compton did or not ! ,

After all his maﬁ' end various
wriggles to get out having them

must  have
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Bunter removed the lid Iram the nardhua;rﬂ hox and ]iﬂed nal ihe naws%apars. Then ha gave a jump as his eyes fell on a
cake of scap ! Even Bunter could not eat a cake of Eﬂﬂ? * Ha. ** came & yell frem the ofher oceupants of ﬂ!lﬂ
carriage. *‘Beasis I " ;ra}.lﬁrli Bunier,
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for fho holidays, circumstances had not be terrific!” apreed Hurreo Jamset Bob., “But—if that fat frcag has planied

changed, and Buntor was keen on it. Roam Singh, with & duﬁky grin, himsgelf on Compton, end planted us
That (hristmas cruise had turned up, *Oh, ru&]l v, Inky* along with him—- {}h my hat!”

for Bunter, like corn in Egypt in one “Look here, Bunter,” said Harry  “Oh, really, Cherry! Don't I keep

of the loan years, It solved his problem Wharton abruptly. “Why the thump on telling vou thot Cowmpton ashed

and let him out of his mra.}izﬁ It placed has Compton asked you on his uncle’s me?* hooted Bunter. “I never ssked

himl in the position of taking & party yacht for Christmas?” him—uever thought of if! .-_ﬂn:d he
of Remove fellows for a tip-top holiday. “Eh? Becanse we're pala!” ex- never looked surprised when I asked
It made his words good. lennd Bunter. “I've rather taken lum, cither.” '

They had agreed to gpo with Dunter up, you know—=" “0Oh cruembs!”
in tho ahm!um certainiy that they  “You silly ass!™ hooted the captain “’Hﬂthmg of the kind,” szaid Buntev
wouldn't be ‘geing, even if the {fat of the RRemove. warmly. *“The actual fact is that he

osofer had to do gaa away on break-up  “Oh, really, Wharton—" ceme up to me, in—in the quad, and
kp by himself to escape them! But “How did you wangle it, 1511 fat snid ‘ Look here, Bunter, old son, I'm
1ha:.r had agreed—and, as it turned out frunﬁp‘r’ * demanded Johnny going on a cruise this Christmas, and
thiat Bunter held them to it, they could ow did I what?" asm:d Bunfen I want to teke a friend whe'll de me
lardly ‘let him down ! Ti:te:}r wore, in “Wangle i, you fat wangler,” credit! Will you como?’ Thosa wero
fnct, as Bob seid, landed! grunted Johnny. Compton's. expct. worde. Nothing sur-

“T say, you fellows!” Dilly Bunter  Billy ertar gazed at Johooy Bull prising :n thm; Iauppqme-l Going on &
rolled up to thomn as they woro discuss- through hls hlg spectacles. He looked orujse in_ ab dorcign ports,
H] the matter in the quad after dinner, him up and bhe looked him down. and ﬂ..’!l t.hﬂ-t, na%nﬁ he wants to take

soy, I've phoned homo for the Rolls _“I hope” said Bunter, with dignity, whu’li l‘ra ﬂr- it to him. I said:
o take us to Dover to join Pu! *hﬂ-b Fm not the sort of chap to ﬁ;y AT © _ﬂ-]'.l. pa oxactly how it ie,
Uﬂmfrmn g yacht when we brca.l: up \‘r&ﬂg e an leltmlﬂ-ll for the hols.” iﬂu mug‘h' Say Tno
: dm:jT 111,.5 -:mﬁml far “?i of coursaf® E'h er;ltm' s " said B mors | ’ Just
a~ked Johnny Bull with deop sarcasm. * Compton asked me,” sai unter. e ", H
“Of course,” pzsented Dunter. “TUn. " He saﬂi ‘ Like to coms cruising for _]rnh],ﬁ-?;r ;:_r:j i& e smngie e aheieh
lese—unloss tha pater thinks therc’s too Cliristmas, Bunter, old chap?’ hey = Boast1®
!'l]!.lﬂh SIIG'I-"-" ﬂll !.I L Iﬂﬂdﬂ Iﬂ thﬂt- MEQ? Wi hlﬂ 'ﬁ'm‘dET I E-H-Id g IEhtﬂ'd ﬂ-id i ":ll.T'} cu‘"’t Ha! L E“id I—I“rr:ir ﬁIluI\.E”‘:
we'll go by train.” - bean, but os it hoppens, I'm takin his hoad. : '
“I shouldn’t wonder if there turns party home to Bunter Court, an I “Well, T like ﬂm“u gasped Bunter.
out to be too much show on the roads!” can’t let them down!' He said “ Bring «Mgan to say vou'ro leifing mo down !
remarked Bob Cherry thoughtfully. them, too!' T said * Dashed JE I 1 say you fellows, you must come!

“If we go by train, I shull stand the don’ 617 That's how it happened.” Haven't I told vou, all along, that 1
fares, of course, as you'ro my gucsts _Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at want my oll pals round me at YVule-
for Christmas!" said Bunter. “TFrom Bunter. .e'&a Eunter ﬂ-tu.tred that that tide? Theo inore we are together, the
the minute we step outside the gates was how it had ha m: , Lthey Ime.w of happier we'll be, and all that! I joily
here, you leave cverything to me. course, that it ha n't happened i1 ke well want my friends with me on thar
Ewulhmg, mind!  If you spend o that. But how it bad happened, they vacht. I don't suppose Complon's
*sm%iﬂ sixpence, I shail be n ended, did not know. things would {it me, if you comne to

happen to be short of ready cash, “I think we'd better speak to that—"
you can lend me a few pounds till we Comptoni” said Harry at Jast. “He's “Eh?”

et on the yacht. 1 should not refuse been jolly decent about it, but & fellow  “I—I meen—I don’t mean—that i-
t." wantz to be sure—" I sup a fellow esn borrow a fow
“The refusefulness would probably “He's backed Bunter up in it,” =aid ;?['EB MrcNET LIBRARY,—No. 1,505
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things from His pals, if he happens to
ba travelling light!” said Bunter. “If
vow're going to make & fuss about a pal
borrowing a dinner-jacket or a pair of

‘E Ha, hs, hal®

“Blessed if I oan ses anything to
enckle at. X want you fellows because
you're dear old pals” eaid Bunter
warmly.. * ¥You needn't be afraid that
I shall borrow any tin on the oruige.
I'm g¢xpecting a lot of Christmas tips
from my titled relations, as well as
soing postal orders, and——"

“Bunter wants us!” grinned Bob. “I
think we can rely on the genuineness of
Bunter's wish to havo his old pals
around—when he runs short of ocollars
and socks, snyhow. But Compton can's
wmﬁ }:a hmi:i:nw éﬂr gacks.”

o really, Chorry——"

“ Bleased if 1 know what to do I" said

Harey.

“My dear chap, it's all right!”
assured Bunter, " Compton asked me
epecially ‘to bring you. He said: ‘' Mind

ou bring Wharton—I' like that chap '

‘hey were his words! Then he said:
“And Nugent—and Cherry—and Inky,
and dash it all, bring Bull, teo?” 1
said : ‘ Say no more, old fellow—it's a

n[! EFY

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there’s old
Compton |¥ exclaimed Bob Cherry, ns
the [Fifth Former came out of tho

House, "Let's ask him, plain—-"

“1 say, you fellows—" squeaked
Bunter. “1 say, I keep on telling you
it's all right] 1 say——"

Bunter was not heeded. If it was “all
right,” it was all right: but the chums
af the Remove wanted to know that it
was &ll right from Compton of the
Fifth, not from William George Bunter.

They cut across to intercept the Fifth
Form man, leaving Bunter squeaking.

Compton gave them a nod and &
smile. Compton, tha.l:-ly, had been
surprised, when Billy Bunter raised the
subject of that Christmas crmﬂa_—iaamg
no i:ime in putting to the test his grati-
tude for services rendered. But he was,
in point of fact, glad to be able to
bestow some reward on the fat Owl.
Anyhow, he had played up with his
usual good temper ond good humour.

“0h, I was going to speak to you
fellows,” he said, before they could
begin, *I've just been on the phone to
my uncle, Everything's fixed up for
vou on the Fire,l’i;r, and I hope you'll
wve & good time.”

“You're awiully good{” said Harry.
NB“L___'__H

“I say, Wharton, shut up!” equeaked
Runtor.

“Don’t you waht to come?” asked
Compten, with a smile.

“I sar, wyou follows—vow-ow-ow—
leave off stamping on my foot, Dull,
vou beast ™

"We'd like to come, no cnd, if you
wank us ! said Harry Wharton frankly.

“We'd like nothing better, Cempton.
But if that fat churap has wangled
this—esee f—we'd rather have it out
plain.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton ”

Compton ]{;u hed.

“I quite ynderstand,” he said. “T'll
put it plain, kid! Bunter gavoe me a
helping hand yesterday, at some risk to
himszelf, and it's & real pleasure to me to
fix him up for Christmas—I'd gladly do
more, if I could. As T understand that
vou follows were going with Bunter for
Christmas, 1 shall be glad if wyou'll
coma, t

"But we weren’t!"” said Johnny Bull

The Magnet

Bunter! We were pulling

leg."‘

“Oh, really, Bull—*

“That's how it stands, Compton!”
said Harry Wharton. "

“I see!” Compton laughed again.
“Well, then, I'm nakin% yolul 6N my own
account, leaving our Fump friend out
of the reckening. I'll be jolly plad if
vau'll come on that cruise, and m
unele will be equally pleased. That all
right”

“Right as rain*

“The rightfulhesz iz terrific.”

Compton nodded, and walked on.

his  silly

Billy Bunter blinked reproachfully at
the IFamousz Five through his big
spectacles.

“Perhaps you believe it's all right
now |* he snorted. “I told you it was
all right! 1 say, wou fallows, now
that's gettled, there’s anocther matter I
wanbed to mention. Did I tell you
fellows that I was expecting a postal

N L p— 4 Bob Ch
id  you gazpe b orTy.
“Yes, [ =ecom to remember something
nfqt‘!#eﬁﬁnﬂ,n-h .
» 18 hasn't come——

“{&o hon 1™

It hasn't!™ said Bunter. "And if
you fellows could lend meo the ten hab,
and take the postal order when it
comes—— I say, yon fellows, don't
walk off while a chap's talkinﬁg‘ to youl
I say, where are you going ?

But Billy Bunter's Christmas party
did not stay to explain where they wera
going, ‘They just went!

—

THE RINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Off for Chrisimas !

& HAT about & cake?”
Billy Bunter propounded

that query on the last morn-
ing of the term with a
thoughtful seriousness such as befitted
so_important & subject.
Ile blinked at the Famous Five with
owl-like sericusness as he propounded it.
Greyfriars School was breaking up
for the holidays that day, and most of
the Greyfriars fellows were thinking

of railway trasins, home, Christmas
festivities, and so on.  Bunter, it
seemed, was thinking of ecske! That

was, indeed, a subject that was never
far from Bunter's thoughta,

“Cake I repeated Cheryy.

“Yes, old chap! I mean, in case we
%ﬁt hungry in the trainl” eoxplained

unter. “‘That is, I mean in gase you
fellows get hungry in the trein. I'm
thinking of you, of course. Ii's not
much I eat at any time, 88 you know,*

“We know | assented Harry Wharton
gravely.

“The knowfulness is terrific.”

“1 was gpoing to stand the cake I" went
on Bunter. “I think it's rather & good
ides, as you fellows might pet hungry
in the train. Mrs., Mimble's got zome
lovely Christmas cakes — absolutely
serumptious ! 1 was going fo get one
he&-}m wa started, only Compton's gone,
an B

“Eh )
“Compton  went off early,” said
RBunter. **We shan’t see him again till

we go on the Fivefly.”

“ What's that got to de with a cake "
asked Frank Nugent.

“(Oht Nothing 1" said Bunter hastily.
“Of course, I shouldn’t have thought of
borrowing five bob from Compton.”

“You fat villain

“Oh, really, Wharton! Look here,

“I'd stand it myself, only Compton's
gone—I mean, I've been disappointed
about 2 postal order! If you get hungry

in the train=—-—

“We shan't got h in the train,”
said Bob Eﬂheg:rr, ﬁ%ﬁng his head,
“ How could we get hungry in the train
when we're going by car? Has that
Rolls rollod up vet, Bunter?”

“Eht 0Oh, no! I'm rather soirry, you
fellows, but it turns out t-h:t{ Irt-I'l'c:!
chauffeur’s ill, and the pater won't be
able to send tho Rolls, after all. We
shall have to go by train.”

I.was afraid eomething of that sort
;.:muld happen |” eaid Bob regretfully,

I had & wort of fecling that we
shouldn’t see that Rolls. One of thoso
premonitions, you know."

“Oh, really, Cherry! Well, what
fﬂ}c-ui: that cake }* ? asked Bunter,
‘Owing to the delai in the post—
Christmas-time, you know—my postal
order hasn’t come, and I'm a {ait short
of cash. As I'm taking you fellows on
a Erat-class and expensive holidoy 1
think it's up to you to stand tho cake.
Mrs. Mimble's 5}:-1;‘ jolly good oncs mt
five bob each. Which of you fellows is
gﬂ‘f‘lﬂhm get one 1"

: ho anawers that tho whichfulposs
15 terrific, my esteemed Bunter.”

“Now, look here, you fellows—"

“That's all right, Bunty 1 said Bob
reassuringly. “%?a ehan't get hungry
Ln the train. If we do we'll grin and
car it"

“Well, look here, I might!” vapped
Bunter, “See? And I maﬂ:*,r s 15&]?[;53
plainly that I cxpect iﬁn:m fellows to
stand a cake. After all I've done for
you I think it's the least you can do.
Talk about ingratitude being a sharper
tooth than a ﬂer!:mﬂt.’s chald !”

“Oh, my hat1”

“Bunter puts it so nicely I said Bob
Cherry, glancing at his chums. “It's up
te us, as he says. If Bunter wants o
cake in the train—"

“Well, I jolly well do I” said Buntor.

“Then I'll jolly well go and got one 1
s21d Bob, ;

“Billy ass ! commented Johnny Dull.
“Clatch me blowing five bob on the fat
cormorant !

“You shut up, Bull!” said Bunter
warmly., "I say, Cherry, T'H come with
vou and get the cake—"

“Hallo, hallo, halla! There's Carno
of the Sixth! I believe he's looking for
you, Bunter—"

Billy Bunter vanished inte tho House,
If Carne of the Sixth was looking for
Billy Bunter, Billy Bunter was anxious
not to be found by him.

“Why the dickens don’t vou want
Bunter to come with you to geb the
cake, fathead 7" asked Nugont.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Bunler's so jolly dputimllarra.bmtt hia
cakes 1 he explained. “ Eo mightn't be
satisfied with the one I'm going to got.
There are cakes and eakes 1™

B“It}hl Iz it & jape?” asked Johnny
ull,

“My dear chap, it's & cake! DBunter
thinks it's up to us to stand him a cake
to take in the train! I'm going to sland
him a cakel” ]

And, leaving his chums rather
mystified, Bob Cherry cut across to the
tuckshop and disappeared inside that
establishinent.

It was ten minuies before he emerged
again. He carried in his hand a parccl
wrapped in thick paper and carefully
tied with string. It was a rather bulky
parcel and seemed to weigh o good deal.

bluntly. *That was only & joke on what about a cake? asked Bunter. “That's a jolly big cske!” s=aid
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Johnny Ball, staring at it. - “ You never
got that for five bol.” .
“I never gave five bob for it, that’s &

cert Y admitted Bob, “Mrs. Mimble

isn't selling theso cakes at five bob, I

can jolly well tell you., But it's not so
big as it looks—thore's some packing in
tho box,™ '

“Merry  Christinas, you fellows
called out the Bounder, Smithy was
ﬁtﬂpﬁmg into the magnificent car sent
by his millionaire pater to take him
away.

Hiz chum, Redwing, was already
one, and the Bounder was going. The
‘amouns Five came up to say good-hye,
and the Bounder grecied them with a
cheery grin. There had been rows that
term, and the Bounder and the captain
of the Remove hod got as far as punch-
ing noses. But hittle incidents like that
were: forgotten now,

“Good-bye, Smithy, old man!” snid
Harry., “Have a good time on the jolly
old Continent.”

“I'l watch it!" said the Bounder.
“Might happen to meet you in the
sunny south, as T hear vou'ra goin
eryimng with Compton. Just a wowr
with you, Wharton, before I clear.”

The Co. went into the Fouse, Bob
swinging his parcel by the siring,
leaving the eaptain of the Remove
standing by the car with Herbert
Vernon-Bmith.

“What iz tt, Bmithy 7" asked Harry,
in some surprise. :

“Just o word, as I said”
Boundoer spoke in a low veice. “That
man Compton of the Fifth iz one of
best—and I dare say yow've forgotton
what I confided to you on that subject.
BO—a=

Harry Wharton launghed. .

“Do you still faney he's mixed up in
smugeling 1" he asked.
that Mr. Tozer found a bag of smuggled

!J!‘

n

[arged Cbhrist

(1)

¥ Now Greyiriars Schoeol is glad and gay,

And alt her sons ars jolly,

% For we are breaking up to-day 1

"T'va  hoard |

goods in his garden the other day. Do 3

vou think Compton put it there?”

“No!"” The Bounder chuckled. *“1
don't think that ! Hardly | I've notlung
to say against Compton—I like him as
much as yon do. But I'm going fo give
vou a tip! Compton’s all right—but
ihat vnele of his, the jolly old captain,
is & hard nut to erack ! Mind your step
while you're cruising on the Furefly 1™

Harry Wharton stared at him.

“What the dickens do wyou mean,
Smithy 7* he asked restively. *Tell me
what you're driving at, if you're
driving at anything.”

“Verb sap " drawled ithe Bounder.
“ A word to the wise is said to be sufli-
cient. It may suit the jolly old captain’s
game to have a crowd of nice, mnocent,
unsuspecting  schoolboys on his yacht,
Ha might End g usc to put them fol
When you touch at a port, old bean, my
tip to you is to carry nothing ashore
without knowing exactly what it 1s
That's the lot 1" ]

Vernon-8mith jumped into the car,
and it glided away to the gates; the
Bounder looking back, and waving his
hand with a friendly, buf rather mock
ini grin on his face, ;

Tarry Wharton stood staring after
him blankly. He knitted his brows as
he realised what the Bounder's warning
meank. : )

0f what Smithy had seid te him
before on the subject of Captain Comp-
ton and the Tivefly, Harry Wharton
had sald nothing—but he had not for
gotten ! But not for & moment did the
captain of the Homove believe as the
Bounder believed—or, if he had known
it, a3 tho Bounder know! Yef, somo
how, the Bounder’s parting  words,
evidently uttered as a friendly warning,
struck him with a sense of misgiving.

(Continued an page 32.)

Away with melanchely |
When grand old Chrisimas-tide comes
round
We say good-hye to worry !

™ and good-bye Greyfriars | We are bonnd

For Wharton Lodge in Surrey.

g {2}
s The snow is thiek on trees and hills,

Tha frost Is on the hadges !
But now’s the time [or winter thrills,
For snowballing and sledges !
Let Ay your snowhalls with a grin,
At all departing scholars.

& There's one for Coker—on the chin !

% The Lu&gﬂﬁ

E But who (except Bob Cherry) cares?
AR

How he hollers !

(%)
which once in ages past,
Defled the Roundheads' banner,
Now stands secure, In peace af last,
An ancienf English manor.
There Calonel Wharton's will Is [aw,
“To all the peopla present,
With white¢ mousiache and squars-set jaw
He's siriet, but kind zod pleasant.

Greai Caesar !

{8}

The Colonel's face is rather grim

» When he sess Bunter sticking,

He seams inclined fo start on him
And give that youlk a kickiog ;

But then Aunt Amy, mild and kind,
Grasts Bunter very sweetly,

Which changes Colonel Wharton's mind
And makes him act discreetly.

(B)
Hang high the holly where you pleasse,
And set the Yule log blazing,
Begin the gay festiviiies, _
With shouis of laughter raising,
Now Bob has [allen down the stairs,
With halt a ton of hally, '

We think It rather joliy !

THE FIRST OF A
BRILLIANT NEW
SERIES OF POEMS
BY QUR LONG-
HAIRED POET

(3}
Now for the stalien and the irain,
We quickly rise and scamper,
While Bunter plaads with us in valn,
Ta buy a lunsheon hamper,
Tha Owl is at his usual dodge,
Of stleking to our parly,
And I he geis to Wharion Lodga,
His weleome won't be hearty !

(5
There with his Eistnr! Harry’s aunt,
The Colonel’s keeping Yuletide,
In good old-fashloned style which can't
Conmipara with “beasily " schooltime.
Tha housé whth joyful laughier rings

And even our old -Barrel
Forgets his titd: and- sings
A merry Christmas earol;

{7
S0 Harry Wharton's home-ig full
0f schoolehums, gay and merry ;
With Buntier, Nugent, Inky, Bull,
Tom Redwing and Bob Cherry,
And Smithy's there, though he has ways
That frequently are roiten,
Eunt in the jolly Christmas days
Such things are all forgotten.

(8)
Than here*s fo us and everyons,
This good old Christmas season,
And may we all enjoy great fun,
With health and wealth and reason.
May greetings pass Irom friend to frlend
In wishes true and heariy,
And may all happiness descend
On every Christmas party.

NEXT WEEK—HAWKSCLIFF COTTAGE, the Home of TOM REDWING.




32

But he shruygged his shoulders and
tuined awsy irapatiently, Smithy was
an ass—and that was that. JIle dis
mizscd the matter from his mind as ho
followed his friends. :

Fellows were geing aow, in crowds.
Billy Bonter's fat vorce was heard as he
crammed .into the school omnibus with
the chums of the Remove.

“1 say, Cherry, I'll carry it, if you
Like,"

"That's all right—I'l ecarry it, old
fat man!" answered Bob. *1t's a bit
heavy."

“But, I say-—""

ueezo up, therei”

“Make room for a cha

“Don't tread on my
vou beast| Ow "

The crowdad bus rolled away with a
buzz eof cheery voicos for Courtfield,
As it rolled BI‘.R' the eoad over Courtfield
L‘q:::;tn;.p!n, iy ‘Hm:iter’s ; &E"l and
spectacles, - were glued on that heavy
parlc;el on Bob Eherrg%'a fmees,

Hoad it been confided to Bunter's
keeping, probably it would have heen
opetied in the bus, But Bob Cherry was

ing vave of that eake! 'That parecl
wap not to be opened 11 Billy ter
:u%i his Chrigtmas party were in the
rain.

Fherp was g awarm at Courthoeld
Station.  Harry Wharton took the
tickets for tho party, and socn all were
sboard the train y

The engino shrioked; the train rolled
out of the station.

Har arton & Co. looked merry
atid bright; but there was a stern frown
on the fat brow of William CGeorge
Bunter. He had eonly ono consolation;
the bulky pavced, contalning a cake,
thiat rostéd on Bob Chorry's knees, The
train had covered sbput & hundred
yards -from Courtficld Btation, when
Bi v Bunter stretched out s fat immi to
that pa _

“Trimma that cake [ said Bonter.,
“Hereyou aro, old fat man 1™
Billy Bunter took tho parcel on his

[
r

cot, Bolsover,

fat knees. He cut the string, and un- |kin

osing o card-
acked in.
He
Hea

WIAp the paper, discl
board box, such as cakos aro p
The frown left hia Ffat brow.
removed tho lid from thoe box.
blinked into it

Then he junped. A stack of old news-
popers was revealed,

" That's the pm:kinq 1"” exploined Bob |

enially, **The ctake's underncath, old
at bean! It's not quite so large as
you'd seppese from tho box, But it's
fgquile o cake,’

Bunter lifted out {he bundle of nows-
papers,. Thero was not much room for
anything clse in the box, But thero was
ropm for the cake. hore it was] It
wis not a large cake. It was a small
cako, Tt wes abput three inches long,
gl oval in shape.

Bunter gazad at it. Bunter could cat
almost anything=—eepeeially in the way
of cakes. But he could not eat that
cake. Even Billy Bunter could not eat
a cake of soap!

“Ha, ha, hal" came & yell from the
rest of the earriage.

“Beast 1" yelled Bunter,

““Ha, ha, hal"

Billy Bunter glared at the hilaricus
five with a glare that almost cracked
his gpectacles. Bunter did not seem
amused ! DBut the rumblo of the train
was drowned’ in the merry  voar from
Punter’s Chrstmas party !

THE EED.

(Look qut for a reel feast of thrills in
next  week's super  stoyy . of Ha
Wharton & Co., entitled “TH
CRUISE OF-THE FIREFLY! Is
ane of Frank Richards’ extra-sproialsl)

LL

The Magnet—Enlarged Christmas MWumber

WHO SAYS FIVE MINUTES WITH YOUR EDITOR? THEN-—

of the

Street,
addressed

EMPUS fugit| Time Hies—and
waits for ne man | There's not
the slightest doubt about it, either,
chums 1

It seems hardly believable that twelve
"have elapsed since 1 wrote my

last Christmas chat, Yet another Christmas
is here—another round of testivities will
shortly commence, And another chance
is given ma to. wish my loyal readers

whérever they may be the time-honoured
wish—

A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A BRIGHT
AND PROSPEROUS NEW YEAR|

Christmas is the greatest festival of the
year, and I feel sure that there is not one
of you K who has not leoked forward to
having & merry time. _ .

In the next few days you will all be
medting old friends and relations, and will
i‘arget all your troubles—if you have any—
during the Christimads festivities. It is my
mrn;:t wish tﬁ not one 'of you wﬂi have
anything to your pleasures during
Ehristmﬁs-ﬁme; P_

_ This festival is one during which we
should all be h But there must be
many whose Christmas will, through stress
of circumistances, be nothing out of the
ordinary. - May T ask all my ¢hums whoe
are d]jlm:-:d in better circumstances to give a
h:' thought to their less fortunate
1E F

A helping hand and a kind word will
a long way to make a few monre hearts
ight and cheerful during this time of

PEACE AND GOOD WILL TO ALL MENI

Your Editor sincerely hopes. that the
r that is drawing to a close has been
ind to all of you,

As 1 look back on the past, I have every
reason to feel grateful eek in and week
out, I have made new friends in all parts
of the world. Little wonder, then, that
the MAGNET has perhaps the largest
circulation of any bey's ‘paper on the
marlet |

It would, indeed, be the greatest pleasure
of my life at a time like this to be abls to
shake hands with all of you and petsonally
wish you a8 Merry Christmas. This is
i le, however, and I can only write
Etubniﬂdv lifl:uf mdgmtnmﬁng tl!;t_t *?;iﬂ tement

& bond o ip-which has s
up between us all—one that will, E f&eﬁ
confident, last for many years to come.

In presenting this

ENLARGED CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF

THE * MAGNET "'
my staff and I sincerely hope that the
additional reading-matter and the many

special features in 1t will be fully appreciated
by every one of you.

S this s the time when presents
_ are given, be sure and choose
something extra good |
The ** HOLIDAY ANNUAL "
iz a present which will gladden the heart

(Come Jvro 4. (Prmice,
% Bovs ~ano Girrs ./

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
B from his readers. Write to him:
* Magnet,”
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
London,

Editor

The Amalgamated

EC4. A stamped,
envelope will ensure a reply.

of every boy and girl. In its 266 pages
you w?ﬂ find grand school stories of
Greyifriars, 5t. Jim’'s, and Rookwood,
fun and adventure yarns, articles, poems,
sketches and coloured plates—in fact.
everything the modern boy and girl wants
to read, This year's 'f Heliday Annual "’
—the fnest of its kind. ever published—
is obtainable from all new ts at the
bargain price of five shillings. * Get in
on the ground floer 1 ' as Fisher T. Fish
would say, and get one of these world-
{amous Annuals while there is still time, It's

FAR TOO GOOD TO MISS |

At this juncture, I also have great

easure n bringing before your notice the

mper Christmas Issue of our companion
paper—the GEM, now. on sale, in.which
you will find a seasonable story.of Tom
Merry & Co., of 5t. Jini's, entitled :

“ THE MYSTERY. OF EBASTWOOD
HOUSE | "

By Martin Clifferd,

telling of the sensational disappearance
of Lord Eastwood and his son, Asthur
Auvgustus D'Arcy. In addition, there is
also a sparkling story dealing wnth the
early adventures ol our old 1&?uu,ribﬁ
Harry Wharton & Co., by the celebrat
Frank Richards.

Before 1 close this chat of mine, let me
inform you,” chums, that ‘there is a very
special reason why you should order next
week's issue "of the MAGNET eauly.

As you all know the old papér is usually
en sale eve Saturday. Well, next
week's issue LL BE PUBLISHED ON
FRIDAY, DECEMBER 18th. This is
done to cﬂgﬁ with the enormous rush at
this ‘time of the year,

I am sure you will all be pleased to get
your” copy of. the MAGNET early. So
don’t forget, the next issue of the MAGNET
will be on sale Friday moming next.
 And another bright and cheery number
it. will be, too. . The cial Christmasy
story of Harry Wharton & Co., is catitled :

“ THE CRUISE OF THE FIREFLY |
By Frank Richards,

and is the type of yarn one can read and
enjoy at this time of the year. Thrills,
fun and adventure follow in rapid succession
aboard the Firefly, bound for the Spanish
Coast on an untawful mission, unbeknown
to the Greyiriars puests aboard. The
climax comes when a pursuing craft
opens fire on the Firefly | If that's not
enough to pet you interested, well 1 don’t
know what is |
Till next Friday, then, here's wishing
you all that you can wish yourselves,
Your sincere Iriend,
THE EDITOR,

18-12-56



A CHRISTMAS

MYSTERY!

Another Rollicking Fine Instalment of Dichy
Nugent's Laughable Holiday Serial :
“THE HAWNTED HEADMASTER!"

JACK JOLLY'S LITTLE
MISTAKE!

- ”* "5{4171:&1’.1!&?1 Reskow !
ecpimott |

Doctor Bircherooll's
torrified howls rang out
dlefieningly on the mid-
nito air. The sito of o
weerd, spectral  shape,
aliding acroes his room
properly seared the Head
of St, Sem’a,  If it had
Been daylight, you would
have scen thet Jue face
wna nlmost green  with
fear, As it was, he was in
i blwo fonk !

Az the weerd shope
drow nearer and nearer
tn tho foot of the Put-U-
Dowon  bed, the Head's
pamiek reached a elimax,
He muade o dive under the
hedelothea and  stayed
there,  wuttering  mornful
aned mnufiled moans ! .

Meanwhile, hia eriea had
swokened many in the
“hool House, and lighta
were boing awitched on in
some of rgn darmilories,

Jack Jolly of the Fourth
was ono of the fivst to get
W Ho waa eouickly
joined by his pals, Merry
and Bright and Fearless.

“It waa the Ifead’s
voiee, you fellows,” re.
marked Jolly, as he glippoed
on & dressing-gown. " I'd
reckemnize it o hore.™

“ Porhaps thero's a berg-
Iar in hia room, tortehering
him till he rowveels the
ﬂhare::ehﬂut'ﬂ {rti;&m% akool
plate,” suggestod Merry.

* More probably he's
suffarine from nitemaro '
larfed Jolly. * To make
wp for his disappointment
over Mies Molly's Christ-
mes pooding turning out
sn t1ff, ho had o good feed
nf «dornute before going
ta bed—so it wouldn't be
serprizing. But we'll soon
find ount.”

With these words, the
kaptin of the Yourth led
the wry out of the dorm.
at the dubblo, and the Co.
aolloped along through the

deserterd sidges and
dewn the etairs towards
thn Head's study.

Their paco gui{:kﬂned. as
they rteached the floor
whers Dr.  Birchemall’s
study waa situated, for

the Head's yella, now
mnfHed, sounded more
urgent than over, They
heard hira  shouting :
“Ghoatsl Spooks!
Help 1 ¥

Such crieca mite well

have dawnted the hold.
est hart; but Jack Jolly
& Co. woro enly spurred
an 1o greator efforta. It
took & good deal more
than o meer ghost to
mula the herees of ihe
Fourth nersvss |

With an  edcurridgiog

shout on hia lips, Jolly
bust through the doorway
of the Head's study. It
was casier to do that than
he had abptissipated, for
the door proved to he

en ; anddl consekwently
tho kaptin of the Fourth
entered 1he room at an
unoggspectedly high speed
esnd fintshed upon the
floor with the rest of the
Co, on top of him !

But tho Fourth
Formera were on  their
fect again in a split second,
lnoking for tho ghost.
Arit they didn't bhave far
to lock. In tho darkness
of the middle of itha room,
they eaw a while, shape-
lezs masgs, (uivering, and
quaking like a jelly, and
utterimg  weerd,  mufled
mozans a3 it did so.

*The ghost!” cried
Jack Jolly. ¥ Give it
beans, you follows !

The Co. made a rash
at the thing they took te
e the ghost,

Bang ! Crash ! Wallep !

Under tho combined
weight of Jack Jelly
and his pals, the bed
collapsed with o defienin
clattor. Tho Fourt
Formers aned tho sus.
peckied ghost rolled over
on tho foor, strogsling
feercely.

“Don't let it et away,
vou chaps ! 7 shouted Jack
:f::rI]:.r. “(host or n

and teech it not to
hawnt 85t
ogain ! "

“* Mear, hear! "™

Jack Jolly and his
pals piled into the
* ghoat " for all they
wero worth @ and 1t
waa only when it
stortod  velling out
in & very familinr
voice that thoy real.
ized they had made
o slito mistako.

“ Half a minnit '
gesped Frank Fear-
leza. " There's some-
thing wrong here. g
It’a not a ghost, after &4
alt " e

“ My bat! Then who
jaat ¥
" Ale, you  wung id-
juta ' " yelled  the Hend's
well-inown voice—and the
shecta and blanlels that
surtonnded tho * ghost ™
were  flung  aside  to
teveol Doetor Lirchom-
all himseif.

“Why, it's tho JTepd!™
cjackulated Jack Jollv,
in perprize, a3 he got up
and switeherd on the light.
* What's ihe idea of you
dressimg up as a ghost,

Swamn's

gir ¥
* Lireoce | _
enorted Doelor Hirelicme.

ghost, we'll bump it o

TFathead ! ™

ol tendevle 1ubbine his |

i iihe

Ne. 219.

Eat, Drink and be Merry this Happy Christmas=tide !
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DABNEY A

I've never previously
had reason to suspect
Dabney of being de-
praved, Bub this Christ-
mes, I'm sorry to ;
the blighter has grim
determined to be a Life
and Soul of the Purty !

injured anattermy, as ho
staggered to  his  teet.
“*1 was protecting my-
eelf against that beestly
gpecier—mnot dressing up
as o ghost myself! It's a
bit thick for you yung
;-t?]jnra to como along and
d to my trubbles by
asgaulting e ¥

‘““ Ha, ha, ha 1™
“ Dashed if T sec any-
thing to cacklo at!™

zaic the Hend, peevishly,
ns Jack Jolly & Co. roarcd.
“You wouldn't, if you'd
peoen it ! "

“ No, but I mite put it
down to too many doe-
nutts ot suppor!”™ larfed
Jolly. “ 1 wouldn't worry
about ghosts, if I were you.,
It wasn't a ghost. It
wid & nitemare I

* Nitemare be blowad ! ™
snorted tho Heoad. ** 1t was
a real, genuine ghost, and,
brave as I am——"

*Oh crikey ! "

“I'm not going to stoy
hoere any more to-nito! "
finished thoe Head., 1
shall sleep in Mr, Lick.
ham's room to-nite. I am
suro  Lickham will be
dolited to make himsslf up

a bed on o cupple of
chairs ! Good-nite, boys ™

And Doetor Birchem-
all mado off at eggapress
speed, leaving the scoptical
Fourth Formers larhng it
to bust over Jack Jolly’a
little mistalo !

A BHOCK FOR 8T,
SAM'S !
“ AMorry Chuyistnras
overybody ! " j
Y Beo you next term 1Y
* Three cheera for tho
{:pﬂenla&‘a! Hip, hip,
I ———
Fho answering  choers
echoed  cheerfuliy  across

T

tho krisp air of the snow-
bound guad,

It waa the morning
after the cggsitement in
tho Hcead’a study, and
sevveral loaded shorra-
bangs wera just on the

oint of taking away tha
ellows for the Christmas
hollerdaya.

As the cheering dind
away, the engines began
te huvm, and the first of
the shanas moved away
from tho Skool House.

It was just onb that
moment that o bearded
figger in cop ond gown
cemie  cantering up  iho
drive, waoving his’ arms
wildly.

(1) Sfﬂp j i

“ Hallo, hallo !
Tead ! ™ egeselaimed Jack
Jolly. ““Stop the car,
driver. Perbops ho wants
to zive va all o Christmaz
Tresent 177

mforehunitly the sharra
was o bit elow in pulling
up, and, asz ‘the Hendl
galloped forward 1o meet
it, it. gavo a little jork
forward, givi him a
biff in the breadbasket
that nocked him head over
heels into the snow !

Bang !

“ Ow-ow-ow ! Yooop !
hooted Doetor Bircheinall,

EBut he was on his feet
agnin before you could say
* Nifot ™

“What iz the meooning
ol this hero ¥ ** ho wrapped
out, when he had re-
covered hia breth, * What
aroe vou all g-doing of 77

The follows m  the
sharrabangs stared.

“{oing home for our
Christmas hollerdays, of
eove, givy” srid Jack Jolly,
“It's brosking-up day
to-day.”

“ You'ro doing no such
thing 1 said the Head.
“ I'm sorry, and all that
—-but, for the time being,
Christrnas hollerdays aro
off 1 *

For a moment tho
fellowa in  the sharra.
bangs stared at the Head
in utter silence. Then
thoy found their tungs
vl there was o roar.

“ Cheeso it, sir ! "

“* Play the gamo | "

“Don’t ke o cadd,
giril ™

“ What's the big idca ¥ "

“1I'l tell you,” gaid
Doctor Birchemall, ' My
dawter, Miss Molly, is
migzing L

“Yes, bul-we'"

“ Last nite, boys,'! said

It"e tho

HARRY WHARTON
CALLING!

Hallo, everybody I This
is Harry Wharton ecalling
—and wishlog readers of
the ** Greyiriars Herald
all over ihe world s very
merry Christmas!  And
the same wish Iz cordially
gchoed by every member
of our schoolboy editorial
staff, not to mention all
the contributors whose
news and views have ap-
peared Ir our columns dur-
ing the last twelve months |

Dicky Nugent in par-
ticular wants to exiend ;3

rubby and ink-stained

nd of friendship to all
those who [Iollow  the
amazing and amusing
adveniures of the heroes
of 5. S5am"s. In a mood

ol unaccustomed exallas):

tion, he has actually burest
into verse to express his
feelings :

We wish yon joy and tong
of tuck-—

Prime t{urkeys, geese
and hams, boys—
Presents galore—and fofs

of luck ;
And sa say all §t, Sam’s
boys |

Qur old friend, Bob
Cherry, whose chirpy liitle
articles never fail to please,
would like to say, ** Hallo,
tallo, hallo! Here’s all
the best to all!' in a
woiee that would carry all

ver the Empire. And,
tom the sound of it when
18 fold me that, it won't
Jave to be a lol stronger {o
ichieve his wish !

Frank HNugent, Tom
grown, Dick Rake, Wil-
ilam Wibley, and Peter

Todd, to mention just
4 lew of our leading
prilers, all =end theilr

wecial greetings. Vernon=
jmith says he’s sure you're
| * Bounder®* have a
of t{ime. And Fisher T,
sh yawps * How'ya,
is1'™ Marjorie and the
%ﬂ House girls want me
ﬁ:nﬂy thelr very hest
§

Il you don*t spol the
4ame of your {favourite
poniributor amongst that
-Jot, chums—well, il's be=
pause we haven't space for
il of them ! '

Onee again, a very merry
Christmas to you abl !

ihe Head, with a eateh in
hia wvoice, “ I insulted
Miss Mollv's Christimng
pooding, mito say, ig
justisa 1o mysclf, thal
there was every reason-for
insulting it. It waoas. ns
tuff as n lump of concrote !
But Miss Molly cut.up
rusty when I tald hey whaot
I thought of it.”

“ Groto pipt”
“* And she went off in 2
huff, bova,™ aaid the

Head, tears gliszening in
his somewhat shifty oyes
aa ho spoke. * Where ghe
has gone, nobody hknowes:
Sho hoa vannished  just
an if the carth had opened
ol swallowed ber uwpt®

My hott”

“ That takes a Lit of
swallowing, sirl "

“ Nevertheless,
trew ! Do you cggspect
me, boys, in the eiroum.
stances, to allow you to go
homo just na if nothing had
happened § "

“"Is that o conundrum,
gir ¢V

“ Give it up

* That is egezactly what

i B

[LES TR 2 -
Lm not going to let you
ol aaid the Jlond
gternly,  ** Christmas hol-
ydays aro off till my

“Uowler is found and re-

itored Lo me. T s poing
e organise you into one
wagb  search-pariy—and
nobody will be allowed
fjo fall out till the eearch
e been suxxesafnl 17

i ﬂh oTumS [

"The sbarrabangs are
dlismissod ! ' eried Doctor
iﬁimhamull “The skool

M. assomble immojately
4 Big Hall to receove in-

tons ! Twamble out,
boya! ™

Slowly and reluetanily
wo boys elimbhead gut.

i

LE-ENXTER THE
GHOST !
- For tho reat of that dey
At Bam’s was more like o
Jpiniature Scotland Yard
than o shool for the sons of
Entleiaen. Iarties  of
ymatcher slooths, each cne
lieaded by o prafoct, went
Jut intoe the soow on
{aterious missions.

Doctor Birchemall sat
at hia desk, pouring over
the reports as they came in
and cggaamining finger-

prints and other colues
throngh an  enormous
mammifying glass. But,

despite his efforts, the day

wore on without any real.

nows of the missing Miss

Molly.
Parknesa had fallen
when Burleigh of the

Sixth, who wos the Head’s
firat assistant, called off
tho scarch for the day
and reported to his cheef,

thera it was to find
Doctor Birchemall leaning
up against the wall outaside
the study, noeking at the
neeze with fear, and Bur-
leigh getting up ifrom the
linoleum, nursing hia jow.

* What happened, Bur-
leigh * ** aszled Jack Jolly,
who ;ﬂﬂl :!11‘3% on the seon,

" watly apparition
Come -‘.}%!l'[‘.- c-l‘F thg PHﬁnd‘a
study and socked mo on
thoe jow, that’s all!*
groaned Burleigh.

And a buzz of sheer
amazement ran  through

Daoctor Birchemall

ns ha

frowned .{berueI{._ 5
ig  dis.

lissened  to
curridging report.

“You are sure you
searched everywhore, Bur-
leigh ¥ Did you look up
the chimbleys 1%

“Evory one ofthom,sir.™

“* Did you follow up any
footprints §

“ Duzzens of "em, sir”
snicd  DBurleigh.
turned out to be sheep’s
footprints and some ba-
longed to horses ond dogs 3
but we didn’t find a single
footprint belonging to a
missing yung T

The Xesad ross with a
weery sigh,

“Well, I'd better bo
making tracks, Burleigh.
Like to jcin me in a little
supper in Ty study 1

“ Thanks, sir; to tell
vou the trewth, I do feel
rather peckish,” konfessed
the kaptin of 3t. Bam’s,
with 2 grin. And the poair
of thein troited slong in
the diveetion of the Head's
atudy togaether.

Two wionits later the
skool was startled by the
vory dickonas of a din.

ang ! Crash 1 Wallop 1
Thud !

“ Help 1 It’a the ghost !
Rrakew | ™

“* Nob it, gie!? Don't
let it got ewoy 1™

Thers was n rugh of feet
from gll parte towards the

Head's  corridor, {rom
which dircetion the soumnd
had come.

When the erowd arrived

“ Home |.

the crowd. TIf Burleigh
had seen it, ihen thero was
no lopger any doubt about
it.  Doctor Birchemall's

r;pe-:ster was not a meer
£

ment of the imagination
butl & real, live ghost !

{(Don't wise the wup.
rouricus  Christmasy fun
i nexd week's {nslalnient )

libarato
musical
rest of the players look like
a lot of Mmbling
suffering
Dance.

well, :
guestions, wo all gave 1t up

And if there's any-
thing more depraved than

that, 1'd like you to name it !

I suspected there was

something wrong when Dab,
turned up to
wearing e grin that made me
thinlk at onee of a ventrilo-
quist’s duromy.
was not {ill the party was
rearly over that 1 found out
what it was,

the party

But it

In the meantime, Dab.

had beaten all the rest of
the party hollow at blind
man's haff, musical chairs,
charndes, riddles, and -

tellizanco teats !

Tl@ unfaltering way in
whie

nabbed his victim when he
waos
gueata speechloss with ad-
miration.

ho stepped out and

blind man left m

His cold, calculating, de-
movements ol
chaira made the

idiots

from St. Vitus

Tha carcless ease with

which he throw out riddles
and invented charades and
the easy carelegsness with
whicl}?}q
peopla’a
whelmed ua.

answered other
almost OVerTs

Asa for intelligence testg—
after the first few

BORED BY

CHRISTMAS !

Sad Story of a Supercilious
Senior !

 Don't talk to mie abons
Christroas,” yowned Cediie
Hilton, of tho Fifth, when
Blundell called to see him
on the eve of breaking.up.
* Peraonally, I think it’s
an sbseluto bore 1™

" Wha-a-at ¥

“ All right for kids, of
course—and the lower
i:a!asms,]'l‘ ﬂ]{lrgit.tﬂll Hilton,
anguwidly lighting a cigar-
ﬂttg M 'Hutgfﬂmm nfﬁ
world like me, what is thore
m it ? It simply bores mo to
tears to s=eo evervbody
dashin' about, smilin® an'
happy. I neaily yewn my
head off when I sce chaps
buyin' each other prezents
an ghakin' honda an’
tallkin® about ell tho jolly
best an'  ghould aunld
aequaintance  ho  forgot,
an' oll that vot., As to
Christmas parlieg——"

“Well, what oabout
Chiristmae parties ¢ "' asked

Blundell, m a semewhat
peeuliar voien.

" They give me chronic
heohy-jeebies ! ™ sighed
lﬂll-n_:;lll: :‘ Ifit’'s nn ?vam;;t;s

mblin* or in'  hil-
ﬁ:tﬁﬂ. of euml';akt} 'm all
in faveur."

Blundell stood up.

“H'mi! Well, it's just
aa well yon mentioned it,"”
ho said, * Matter of fact.
L'd ealled along to ask you
to o Christmas party I'm
haviug at home, But now
I understand how you fesl
phout Christmaa parties,
of course, I won’t do it.”

“ Hay ! Holf aminuts ! ™
yolled Halton, * I didn't
exactly mean-—="

But Blundell had alrcady
gone. And ourlast informa-
tion is that Hilten is still
gpendding Jus voae. Ricking
hirosclf round hia own
drawing-veom !

DABSTER AT

PARTIES—DASH HiMm!

Says
CECIL REGINALD TEMPLE

and left it to Dabney.
Somobody murmured some-
thing ut . Datas the
Second ; and, honour bright,
you people, it wasn't = hit
of an ation !

Naturally, body zot
fed up to tho teeth. There's
nothing more exasperating
al & party than o chap who's
bettor than everybody at
everything. Black lonlks
began to bo dirociod towurnds
Dab..

1 saw that something had
to be done to save ihe
evening,. And I did it by
reaching out from behind
& ceurtain m front of whicls
Dab. happened to be stand.
ing, and yanking him into &
recess by the neck !

* Now, you lootling fil-
head, tell moe what's the
ides ! " I higsed. * You're
ruining the evening for
awi;;-,rhudy. Yeu imugino
youra the life and soul of
the party—instead of which
you'rs a dashed nuisancs !

" DBut I've preparcd fou

months for this!™ Dals,
gasped.
slared.
“By gad! You have,
replly ¢ "
“Why mot?' sniifed

Dab, * Somebody has to b
the life and soul of 1ihw
party, I aup]!mm‘f Well,
why not me

* And you really mean io
gay you came hero to-night
with the deliberate intention
of doing all thia ¢ ™

* Oh, rather ! * said Dab,
as cool a8 & cucumher, “ I
did rmore than that. For the
last six weeks I'vo taken n
correspondencoe conrse  in
Drawing-room  Entertain-
ment !

Words failed mio for o few
minutes, I can tell you!
But they camo out with a
rush when I did start?
I told Dabney juat what ¥
thought of fellows who
gpecialised in being clover
at parties, and I told him
what 1 was in the habib
of doing to them if they
insisted on being clover ab
any party of mino. Finally,
1 told him that fellows who
had taken a course in
Drawing-room  Entertain-
ment got it twice a3 bad [

And after that Daobnew
piped down ond Bpornnal
people pot o look in—and
the party finished up =a
success, slter all |

DEBTS COLLECTED !

Just tell mo the name of
the chap and how much,
and 1'll collect that debt hie
owes you ali right! I pro-
vide my own bludgeons, and
absolutely noe charge s
made other than 75 per cent
commisrion on the amount
colloeted.—Write, wire, ar
call, BOLSOVER MAJOR,
He Men's Corper, The Rag,
Greylriars,




