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Grand Enlarged Christmas Nuber!

INKY IN ALIL HIS GLORY!
(The Magnificent Scene when Harry Wharton & Co. arrive as Hurree Singh's guests for Christmas.)
Mo, 723, Vol XX Week Ending December :7th, 1321.
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Address all your letters to:

The Editor. "'Tlln Magnet Librar

The Flesiway House, Farringdom
Be., London, E.C.4.

Lam siwaye ploased to hear from my chums,

e SIS 1 G

Mp Chrisimas IMessage!

IRST of all, T must wish you all
F A Merry Christimes. This is the
time of the year when everyonme

is full of good wishes, and 1
azssyre every one of n ihousanda and
thousands of chum-readers of 1his_gaper
that my wishes are very sincere. 1 shall
think of you all op Christinas Day, and
shall trast that you are all having as

good a time as mvself.

If the MacxeT LisraRy helps you lo
make this Christmas the wost enjoy-
able you have known, shall feel
that ali the work 1 have put in has not
been in vain. I am inumenscly
with the Cliristinas Number of the

“CGreyfnars Herald,” and it is indeed

uuﬂhrdlhu v it oocuples Iin our
ink the Famous Five
hm‘n L-ul.ad up exiremely altbough
we could ouly let them have three pages
for this week.
ﬂurthﬂsue&utn]lr. Richards
for a wiost story. Our author
who writes adventures of Herdock

Sholmes was caught o a very humarous

mood, and he has given us a story which
ig cerlain to bring roars of laughier to all
iy readery’ lipe
might add that when sending his
story 10 me, Mr. Frank Richards wished
me Lo once more assure all his friends
that they have his very best wishes for
a Merry Chrisimas, He tells me he
always knocks a year off his age at
Christroas time—he iz still heart and
soul with the boye! Mr. Chapman, ioo,
senids his greetings 1o you all and 1
and my siaff most heartily endorse all
their gm-d wishes.
Have a good time, hoys and girls,
and let tlus Christmas I;m nothing but
3 time of joy and goodwill,

WNext Monday's grand, compleie story
of Harry rton & Co. will be

entitied :

= FAITHFUL TO HIS FRIEND !”

By Frank Richards.
In this story we hear of Tom Haed-
q-u:;;, v.;m mects & very old friend who

ia in sdverse circumstances. ‘This friend
has to stand many triale—but he does
not stand them alone., Tom Redwing,

heum!mnf; fuithiul to Lis fviond, is a
towor atwng{h and I.'S‘}Iﬂtﬂ. ver ﬁ
largely in remmmg the trouble whic
enw-ln-pen his frien

This &z a splendid story, full of buman
interest and adventure, and I strongly
advise all my friends to ordéy their copy
of the MAGNET LIBRARY well im advance.

Harry Wharlon & Co. pronmse a
apﬁ:mi Pantomime Number of the

“Herald,” and that, I am wure, will be
crammed full of fun "and thrills. I heavy,

ton, that Harry Wharton & Co. ara
changi tim front page of iho
“Heral I shall be mteresied to sce

“what !'-nfm the change tlakes,

NUR POSTCARDS.

In the [ust plm:e I must ask readers
who have sent in 'Lfl-ﬂ:l.l' roupons 1o exer-
vise pattence—it 13 impossible to get the
cards te readers within two hours of
receiving their letlers, as some seem to
think is possible! 1 have managed to

ecp pace with the demand so far, and
I do not think readora have had tt:- wail
more than a day or so for the veward
of their efforts to obtain new readers
for this paper.

I shall again publith a coupon nexi
week, which has ouly 6 be filled wp
according 1o the instructions for post-
card portraits of your favourite charac-
ters to be seal you.

I wish to thank all readers who have
writlen (o me praising the portraits. I
write to sach

am sorry I cannet possibly

rund-r.r y poet. 1 want to get the cards
to readers who have qualified for

them' Thauk you, boys and girls, and I

hope your pleasure 13 as great as mine !
(nce more, a very Merry Christinas
to il my readers.

your €ditor.
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Another Grand, Long, Complete Greyfriars Story Next Week 3
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A Magnificent, Extra-Long, Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co.’s

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Jam from India !

6 HAT time does ths Jam
W arrive, Inky®"
 About three o’clock,

my esteamed chums."

“By Lrain?”

“No: the excellent Jam iLravels
car[uliyl. 1

Billy Bunter pricked up his ears.

Bunter was passing Study Ne. 1,
in the Remove, and at the sound of
voices from within, he lingered, and
listened. That was o little way
Bunter had.

Bunter’s eyes glistened behind his
big epectacles, and he moved
:rn,utin:-usi;,r nearer to the door of
Study No. 1. Bunter was keenly
inlerested in the jam that was to
arrive by car at about three o'clock,
If a consignment of jam  was
arriving at Greyiriars for Harry
Wharton & Co., Billy Bunter in-
tended to be on the scens when it
arrived.

“Then we'll chuck footer,” szid
Harry Wharton.
be on hand te zes the Jam, Inky.”

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, the
Nabob of Bhampur, nodded.

T

Christmas Holidays.

“You'll have to|

LR Akl .

“'This i3 so, my esteemed Whar-
ton.”

“We'll back you up!™ said Baob
Cherry, * We'll all. be around, and
give the Jam a distingnished re-
ception.”

“Good!” said Frank Nugent.

“I've never seen that variety of |

jam before.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows——" Billy
Buntar rolled into the study.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter's
heard about the Jam!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry., And there was a loud
chortle in Study No. 1.

Billy Bunter blinked at the
Famous Five of the Remove rather
pozzled, He did not see where the
joke came in.

“1 say, you fellows, are vou ex-
pecting the jam in time for tea?’™
askad ihe Owl of the Remove,

“Ha, ha! Yes™

“You've been listening, vou fat
bounder!"” growled Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull! I just hap-

ened to cateh & word as I was pass-
ing the door—sheer chancet 1 was
coming to see vou fellows——"

“ Well, von've seen us now,” said
Johnny, *“Roll along!™
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“ About Christmas,” said Bun-
ter. “I suppose you fellows haven't
forgotten that we shall be break-
ing up for Christmas spon, I'm
making up & Christmas-party for
Bunter Court, ¥ou fellows care to
come "

* Bow-wow !

“That isn't the way to reply to a
or Christmas,

b Chercy. I've refused several
Ermm% invitations for the holidays,
simply because I'm glmnﬁatn ask you
fellows ‘home!” said Bunter re-
proachfally,

“Cut slong and accept some of
them, then, before it's too late!”
suggested Bob Cherry. :
we couldn’t very well come along to
Bunter Court in December. As the
place heran’t been built :jlmt, wo
should find it rather parky "’

“0h, really, Cherry——" |

“* 5o you'd better make a seleclion
from the immense list of Emssing
invitations you've received, Bun-
ter,” said Bob. * Leave us out!”

“Well, about the jam——="

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“If yon fellows are getting in n
thumping * lot of jam this after.
noon—""
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“Not a thomoing lot,"” chuckled
Harry Wharlon. **How much does the
Jam weigh, Inky?"

“ About eight stone, my estéemed
chum,” grinped the-Nabob of Bhanipur,

Ei"'jl’ unter- jumnped.

“"Eight stone!™ he velled.

“ Aboutfully, my esteamed Bunter"

“Butthat's a huodredweight ! gazped
Bunter., " Mean to say you're gelting a
hundredweaight of jam ™"

“Just that 1" said Nugent.

Bunter’s mouth watered,

The merc thought of revelling in =«
hundredweight, of jam dazzled  the fat
junior, Ewven William George Bunter
would*have had to rest occasionally in
getting throngh a consigninent like that.

“"(h, I say, you fellows ! he breathed.
Lhat—that’s splendid! It—il’s ripping!
Whera does the jam come fromi™

“India," said Wharton.

"o they make jam in India?
Inky, ia the jam nice "

“ Extremely so, my dear Bunier,”
grinned the Nabhob of Bhanipur. |
have alwayaz found the estesmed Jam
delightful,**

“{rood!" eaid Bunter. “I'm glad I
dropped in to see you [fellows gbout
Chrstmas, 0f course, you won't want
& hundredweight of jam all to your-
gclvee. I'm willing to take half of it
off your hands for cash.”

" Puzzle—find the cash!™
Johnny Bull,

“(Cagh—as s2o0o0n sz my postal-order
comaes,” gaid Dunter Grmly. " I"va men.
tioned to you fellows that I'm expecting
a postal-order, I bhelieve !

“Ha, ha! 1 believe you have!”
chortled Bob Cherry. * I geem to remoeng-
ber something of the sort.”

“Is it & go, then?" astked DBunter
eagerly.

lurree Singh shook his dusky head.

“1 am not disposing of the Jam sale-
fully,” he noswered,

“HBut you won't want it all, Inky!
Suppoze you let me have about & stone
of it—cash, you know !’

The dusky nabob chuckled, but shook
his head again.., His face was wreathed
in smiles, Apparently he saw some-
thing very humoroms in Bunter's re-
quest for o portion of the jam. DBunter
cvoenld see nothing humorous in it.

“Well, if it's not for =ale, vou ean
make mo a present of it!" sugpested
Bunter. “ A chap can accept a prerent
fronm a opob—specially at Christmas-time.
I'm not a fellow to acceot presents, as
a rule—""

“0Oh, my hat!"”

“T'm more parlienlar than some
fellows ! snorted Bunter, with a glare
at the chuckling juniors. *But in_ this
case, baing Christmas-time, I should not.
refuse, Inky. How much am I going to
have "

“Nix, my estcomned Bunter!”

“Dh, really, Inky——="

“The nixfulness is terrific,” said the
nabol.

“PDon't be a pig, Inky,” urged Bunter,
“I'm asking you down to Bunter Court
for Christmas, vou know. One pood turn
deserves another., If you don’t whack
out the jam, when you're getting such
a thumping lot of 1t, yon can't expect
me to take you in for the vac, Can
you ¥’

F'"Hﬂ‘ ha, ha!” roared the Famous

Lve,

“ Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at,” said Bunter peevishly., "I say, you
fellows, 1'm ﬁain!} to make you a gener-
ous bifer. ere’'s going to be quite a
distingnizshed party at Bunter Court for
Christmas, That chap Drake, who uzed
to ho here—the chap who's become a

NEXT
MONDAY!
Tae MicXET LIBRARY.—No.

I say,

remarked

"' FAITHFUL TO HIS FRIEND:™

detective—I'm asking him, &nd his
governor, Ferrers Locke—you'd like to
meet Drake again, and of course, Ferrers
Locke is & great calch, Now, you
fellowe do the decent thing over this
jawm, and I'll stand you & coupls of weeka
at bBunter Court. What do you say to
that "

Bob Cherry winked at his comrades—
a wink unetean hy the short-zsighied Owl
of tha Remove.

*'That's g good offer,” he said gravely.
" Buppose we agree Lo let Bunter cal as
much aa he likes of the Janr—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The whole study shrieked.

“I1 don't see ‘where the cackle comes
in,” said Bunter, *If you fellows agrea
to thag—" :

“What about it, Inky?” asked Harry
Wharton, laughing. **The Jamn's coming
for vou, not for us."

Hurree Singh chuckled.

“The agreefulness is terrific,” he
answered, * 1f Bunter cares to eat the
Jam, he may go sheadiully, and I shall
not stop him,"

“As mmuch as I like?" asked Bunter

cagoerly.

*Certainfully.”

“(th, good!™ Bunter rubbad his fat
hands together, "“You're not a bad
sort, Inky, In fact, you're quite
docent,”

“The estosmed opinion of the ridieu-
lous Bunter is grateful and comforting
to my unworthy self,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur gracefully.

“ And the jam gets hera at thres?”

“ Abountfully.™

Bunter glanced at the study elnck.

“Why, it's five to three now!” he
exclaimed. *I say, you fallows, if you'd
like to go down to the footsr you can
leave the jam to me. I'll look after it.”

“Oh, we'll o there ! said Bab Cherry.
"Wa want to see how you like that Jam,
Bunter. You've never eaten snything
like it before.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Botter get along to the gawer LowP
seid Wharton, * Come on, you Fellows I

“* I'm comnng ! gasped RBunter.

The Famous Five quitted Study No. L
and Billy Bunter rollad after them, gquite
a beatific expression on his fat  fac
Thera was a keen wind in the quad.
rangle, and it was very cold. Bunter

referred, as a rule, to spend a half.

oliday loafing over the fire in cold
weather. But now he braved the wind
in the quadrangle without flinching. He
wanted to see that enormous consignment
of jam from India. He was very keen
on it. His fat mind revelled in the pros
pect of unlimited jam till the end af the
ternt.

Hurres Jamset Ram S8ingh glanced
down the road towards Courtfield., In
tha distance a biz motor-ear could be
soen coming on fowards the schoal.

“Ta that the car, Inky?" asked Bob.

“T thinkfully opine s6,” assented the
nabob.

Bunter blinked at the distant car. "He
seemed puzzled

"I should have thought it would come
by lorry,” he remarked. “Is the jam
renlly caming here in a touring car,
Inky 7

Hurree: Singh nodded.

“Well, my hat!” szaid Bunter. "I
supnosa the packing-caze is inside the
car?™

“I hardly think the Jam’s in a pack-
ing-case.” grinned Bab Cherry, and the
chnma of tha Remoave roared again.

“Wall, it would be in jars, 1 suppose.
Put the jara ara bound to be in a pack-
ing-cnea of some sort.,” said Bunter

=

There Are Two Magniftcent Complete School Stories in the ** Popular !

“ Jolly queer idea to stick it inside a car
Iike that! Expensive, too! You do
chuck your money about, Inky. 1 say,
there’'s a nigger driving that carl!” ex-
claimed Buuntor, as the automobile came
Naaros,

“Not a nigger, my esteemed fatheaded
Bunter,” said the nabob mildly. "A
Hindu."

“Zameo thing," said Bunter.

“The saméfulness is not terrific.”

“There's another mg{er sitting beside
him,” said Bunter, blin Entﬁ curiously at
the oncoming car. " Are they in charge
of the jam, Inky?”

n

“Looks like it," said Hob Cherry,
{ihlf;e!?lmg'. “Can you see the Jam yet,
I th

“ Yes, my esteemed chum.”

The big car was guite close now. It
was nlﬁsuﬁ but the nabob's keen eye had
caught sight of a dark face within. Billy
Buntor h%inlmdlut_ the car wath inlense
interest and curiosity.

“Blest if I can see the jam " he said.
“J can sea an old nigger sitting there in
a turban, that's all I"

“If that old merchant heava you eall
him a nigger, Bunter, he may tell one
of his servants to chop your head off I
grinned Bob Cherry. " That old nigger,
as you call him, is an Indian prince,"

“0Oh!" said Bunter, *“ Relation of
yonrs, Inky?"

“My esteemed unecle. ™ .

“ But where's the Jjam? Is he sitting
on it§"

“Ha. ha, ha!"

The big car rolled up, and slowed down
at the gateway. The turbaned Orviental
within glanced at the group of juniors,
wha lifted their caps very politely. The
dark gentlefnan smiled, with a faeh of
whita testh, and returned the saluta
palitely, and made an affectionate sign
t to Hurres Singh. The car turned in at
the gates, and the juniors followed i
i?. Billy Punter caught at the nabob’s

aloova,

“1 say. Inky, hadn't the jam better
be unloaded at the lodge. Gosling can
take it in——"'

Hurree Singh shook his head, and the
juniora hurried on. The car moved at a
leigprrely rate up the drive, and they over-
tock it at the great doorway, Bunter
trotting breathlessly to keep up. 'The
car halted at the steps, and tl';I’ﬂ dusky
sarvant, who was seated besida the dusky
chauffeur, jumped down and opened the
door,

The old genileman stepped out.

e was enveloped in & fur-lined over-
coat, probably finding the English winter
rather cold after India. But glimpses of
rich Oriental attire eould be seen, and his
turban glittered with jewels,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh salaamed
to his esteemed uncle, and hia esteemed
uncle salaamed to Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh, much to tha entertainment of a
seove of Greyfriars fellows who were
looking on.

Then they shook hands in the English
manner. And then Hurree Singh pre-
sented his chums in turn, with polite
~eremoniousness, but somehow forgetting
Buntear,

But Bunter was not thinking of a pra.
santation to the visitor, even if he was-a
prince in his own ecountry. Bunter was
blinking into the motor-car in search of
the jam.

Thera was no sign of anything in the
shape of a packing-caze, or even a hox,
‘inside  that  magnificently-uphalstered
motor-car. Unless the jam was hidden
under the seats. it wag diffienlt to guess

where it eould pessibly be.  Bunter
A BPLEHNDI TALE OF CGCREYFRIARS. Hir
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blinked into the ¢ar and then blinked at
‘nabob. He was puzzled and he was
annoyed.

“ 1 say, you fellows, where's the jam?
lie demanded.

The little dark pgentleman looked
round, with a ghtter of jewels as he
moved,

“Thia is one other friend of yourst”
he asked. _

“Jt iz the esteemed Bunter,” zaid
Hurree Singh. *Come with me, my
unéle! I will show you the way to the
Head. "

“Where's the jem?” yelled Bunter,
heedlozs of the visitor,

Mr. Quielch, tho master of the Remaove,
ag:pearﬂd in the doorway. He saluted
the Indian gentleman very politely.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh procesded to
present him.

“My esteemed and wenerable Form-
master the Sahib Quelech—my excallant
uncle the Jam Sahib. Bahadur BMunny
8ingh——"

The Indian gentleman salaamed, and
the Form-master bowed deeply. Buntor
blinked at them. Mr, Qualch ushered
the dark gentleman into the house very
impressively. - KEvidently the Fam Sahib
Bahadur Munny Singh was a great gun.
Billy Bunter clutched at Wharton's
gleove.

“Where's the jamn?" he hissed.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“There he is, just gone in with Inky.”

£l Eh lE-ll

“That's the Jam !™

“Wha-a-at?  Wharrer
That's Inky’s uncle—"

“Inky'a uncle is & Jam. "

" A—a—a Jam ! stuttered Bunter.

The oxpression on Bunter's fat face

was worth at least a guines s box. He
blinked blandly at the chums of the
Remove.
A giddy Jam 1” chuckled Bob Cherry.
"“That's the Jamm Inky was expecting this
afternoon, Bunty—about 2 hundred-
weoight of him——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

“¥You ses, il's & title in India,” ex-

tained Hhrrﬂ Wharton, laughing. 1

on't know whether they have any nobby
nob dalled a marthalade, but they cer.
tainly have & Jam, and Inky's uncle is a
Jam,™

“Oh!" gasped Dunter.

“ But the agresment holds good,” said

you meant

Bold Cherry. * You can eat as much of
the Jam a8 vou like——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“"Unless he raises objections, of
coursge——"

“He might!" chortled Johnny- Bull.
“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter bestowed a glare an the
chums of the Remove that bade fair to
track hiz spectacles. He rolled away, in
utter disgust. But ha did net follow the
Jam Sahib Eahadur' Munny Singh
Hoalthy as Bunter's appetite was, and
attached as he was to almost any kind
of jam, he evidently did not want to
sample that jam

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Something Like Foothall !

r HE Jam Bahib Bahadur Munnpy
Singh was an object of great
interest to the Greyiriars juniors
that afterncon.

His title was interesling in itself.

All sorts and conditions of people had
visited Groyfriars at one time or another,

i
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The juniors unrolled the pac'wzs, aud four Christmas candles wers revealed,

““He, he, he ! " chuckled Billy Bunter,
He, he, he 1 **

“* Inky is pulling your leg ! Candles !

(See Chapler 4.)

The Jam was & very benign and affable
old gentleman.

Bob Cherry declared that in his own
country the Jam wag a terrfic poltentate,
and that heads were lopped off at a mere
nod from him.

But the Jam did not look ke a gentla-
man who ordered heads Lo be lopped off.
He seemed full of the milk of human
kindness, and he was evidently very

affectionately attached to his nephew, the

Nabob of Bhanipur.

For some time the Jam was shubt up
with Dr. Locke, and later on he was
seen walking about Greyfriars, taking a
survey of the old schoel, escorted by the
Head in on.

Only very distinguished wvisitors were
shown around personally by Dr. Locke,
so it.wad plain that the Jam was a groat
gun.

The two august gentlemen arrived on
the football-yround together, and paused
to look on for a few minutes.

Harry Whartor & Co. were punting a
ball about on Little Bide, to keep them-
solves waim, with a crowd of other
BEemovites. Hurroo Jamszet Ram Einrih
was with his chums at thé footer while
hid angust uncle was oecupied with the
headmaster.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes the
giddy Jam """ murmured Bob Cherry, as
the glitter of the jawellad turban caught
his eye. ‘Bunter hasn't scoffed that
Jam, afler all

“Ha, ha, ha !

It wae an honour te the juniors for
the great and glorious Jam to stand in
the keen wind looking ut the'r play, and
they felt it. Skinner of the Remove
strotled on to the fietd &nd;f'ni‘ndd in the

help it; but on this oceasion Skinner had
a special motive.

“Give a fellow a chance at the ball !
he called ont.

“Bow wow!"™ said Beb Cherry,
“What on earth do you want with a
footer, Skinner?”

“I want the Jam {o see me do a goal-
kick I’ paid Skinner,

“The Jam would have to stand there
till he struck roots if he waited for you
to get the ball anywhere near the goal !"

“Well, let’s try [' said Bkinner.

Skinner was given his chance. He cal-.
culated his kick very carefully, and he
was just going to let Ay, when Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh made a rush forward
and collared Bkinner round the neck,

Crash !

Skinnor and the nabob went to the
ground togothor,

“Yarooooh !"” roared Skinner.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” shouted Bob
EII?HF; ““This isn't Bugger practice,

“Yoop!" howled SBkinner. *Le !
hlnnrgpgnrmp! Wharrer you n!?-ggﬁh
crumbs I’

i H[I. ]']E.. hﬂ-.r“
‘The Jam Munny Singh smiled as he
looked on, and glanced at the Haad,

who seemed rather puzzled by the scene,
“"One good e—yes " said the J-m.
“My nephew play same oas honourable
schoolfeal mvs—yeaf Fine I
And the Jam clapped his hands.
Bkinner was rvolling on the ground in
the grasp of Hurree Singh, and yelling
at the top of his voice.
‘Hurree 8inth was rubbing Skinner's
features into the carth, and Bkinner did
not seem to be enjoyving the process.

but it was uncommon for the old schoo! | punt-about. Skinner, the slacker, nevor “Fine !"” anid the Jam Bahadur, ©0

io ha distinguished by the visit of a Jam. | exerted himself in that way if he could ' yes! Very fina!” >
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# Ah—or—yes!” murmuwred the Head.
"We will—er—ahgm—pass on. Yonder
there is a serfior gpame——" ]

And the H walked hig august
visitor off to Big Side, whers the Sixth
were al footballk

“Will you fellows draggimofi " came
in muffled accents from larold Skinner.
“11l emash him! I'll— Ilelp! Yoop!
Ilelp 1

Tlarry Wharten and Johony Bull
geived the nabob and jerked him away
from his victim. Hurree Singh rose
brealhlessly.

Skinner sat up and spluttered.

“What on earth’s the game?” de-
manded Wharton. * What sort of footef
will your uncle think we play at Grey-
friars after that®"

“My esteemed chum, the humorous
and rascally Skiunor, was aboul to kick
the ball at my honourable and ludicrous
uncle —"

“Oh ! exclaimed Wharton.
= "That waa Bkinner’s little game, was
it 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry. * Skinner,

n o :

* Yow-ow-ow 1"

“1 thought that was what he was up
tol” sid Peter Todd., *Inky stopped
him just in thue 1

* Yow-ow-ow-wow |7

“Bump him !” roared Johuny Rull.

“Leggo!” ruved Skinner. *“Only a
E’olm. you rotters! I was only geing to

iff his silly turban off— Yavooooh "

“ Bump him

**¥ooop! Help!?

The Jomn Bahadur, evidently under tho
fmpmasim: that thiz was the famous
Brtish grme of [ootball, looked back
and cb his hands with enthusiasm.

“Oh! Fine! Fine! he ejaculated.

He tore himself quite reluctantly awa
froni the sceme to accompany the Haaﬁ
to Big Side, and his looks showea that
he diﬁ nol find the Sixth Form gamo
nearly so interesting,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Nabob’s Guests !

€8 Y estéemed chums—-"
“Hallo, hallo, halla! Is
the Jam coming to tea in the
study, InkyI”

Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh shook his
head.

“My excellent uncle is parvtaking of
teaful refreshmient with the worthy
Ilead and the elegant mem-sahib.,” he
answered. “He is going departfully in
thord, time, and T ain going with him—="

“0Oh!* said Bob. ““He's taking you
back to London ¥

“Exactfully! I am sorry te leave
iny esteamed and ridiculous chums,” said
tha nabob; “but weo shall meet again
Uhristmasfully I"

“"Lucky barge®, to get away nearl
a weak before break-np!” said Fran
Nugent.

“Yon'll be coming home with mo for
Chygstimasn, Inky " asked Wharton.

1 want my esteemed chum Wharton,
and my other excellent pals, to come to
gi‘a for Christmas ! expluined Hurree

ingh.

“Ti's rather a lpng step to Dhanipur,
ian’t 1I‘if;-i”’ grinned Bﬁh C-!!]mrry‘ "

* My excellent uncle wishes ma to bring
my friends to his mansion in esteamed
Londen for Chriztmas, where there will
he high old time V" said the nabob. "I
amn going with him, by kind permission
of hgnqurable Head, to make all arrangs-
menta preparefully, d my chuma will
honaur .me with their desirable company
at Christmas |

HEXT
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L IngE.

“zood old Jam 1" gaid Bob.

“T1t will Lo rerrific honour and pleasure
for my vnworthy seli—"

“Cut it out, Inky 1™ eaid Harry, laugh-
“We'll come IV

*'Yes, rather!”

“The ~worthy Jam has taken ldrge
mangion in fashionable square”™ said
tha nabob. *“ Everything will be very
top-hole, and the gruhﬁﬂnes& will be
terrific !

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“"What about Drake?'" asked Harry
Wharton, ‘I was going to have Drake
home for Christmas if he'd come—-"

“"The askfulness will also be extended
to the esteemed Drake.”

# Gmd ]?l‘

“Count me 1n, Inky 1" saad a fat voice
at the«door, and 'Billj unter blinked into
Study No. 1.

"ﬁy eateemed Bunter—!" murmured
the nabob.

“1 wouldn't desert you for anything
zaid Bunter, * For your sake, Inky, I'll
give up my own party at Bunter Court.”

“Don't ! said Johnny Bull.

“¥ou fellows can come on to Bunter
Court afterwards, if you like,” said the
Owl of the Remove., ““Bring vour uncle,
too, Inkw, and his set of niggers. There's
plenty of room at Bunter Conrt. You
can send down the car for us when school
breaks up, if you like. I'm accustomed
to travelling by car, you know."

“My worthy ond ludicrous Bunter,
—

11%

“Consider it settled!” said DBunter
brecazy. I dare say I shall get on all
right with your uncle, Inky. Funny old

codger, isn't ha 3"

(Y] Eh li-r!

“That turban and his features would
make his fortune in & cireus, wouldn't
they 1" gaid Bumter agreeably,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked
rather fixedly at the fat junior, but he
did not answer,

“Will thora bo a lot of other niggers
there, Inky " ¢ontinued Bunter,

“Thera will be esteomed Indian frienda
of my respected uncle,” said the nabob
mildly. .

“Waeall, T don’t mind,” said Bunler

generously. ‘' Bit queer to be mixing up
with & [ot of stove-polish gentry; but,
dash it gll, I'm no snoh! I'l be guite

eivil to théem, Inky.™

“The excelfent Bunter will lack the
opportunity of bestowing civility upon
estearmed unele and other niggers,” eaid
the nabob lg;riml;u “The niggerful door-
heeper will have order to give esleemexd
Bunter tha boot, ¥ estecmed Bunter

shows u}g.“

"EII?’ E:]Ihn!Iﬂky—“

1] h, red :I;I:- n

“Seab, you fat bounder!”
Johnny Bulk

“OfF courge, T know you're only jok-
ing, Inky, old chap,” said Dunter, “]I’r.n
coming! And I tell vour what. I'n
felephone to the pater to send the Holls-

growled

t Rovee for us. Now, what about teal”

That gunestion was not answered,

Rob Cherry took the Owl of the Re-
move by one fat ear, with a finger and
thumb that gripped like o vice, and led
him into the passage,

ﬁﬂl&!did not speals, though Bunter did
~—tondly,

Having led the Owl dnfo the passage,
Bob slewed him yound by his fat ear and
planted a heavy boot behind him.

“Travel 1" ha zaid briefiy.

And Bunter travelled.

The propulsion of Bob Cherry's boot
was an jrresistible argument. Bunier
had no choice aboat travelling.

il

Have You Tried the “ Popular * ' Poplets " ?

_ Then the Famous Five saf-down lo tea
in Study No. 1 in a merry mood. Christ-
mas with a Jon was an experience rather
out of the common, and the chuma of
the Rémgve were rather looking forward
to it. There wag no doubt that the fes-
tivities would be on a scale of Oriental
magnificence.

After tea Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
made 8 round of the Remove passage,
adding hames to the list of his guests,

Vernon-Bmith, and Tom Redwing, and
Peter T'odd, and Tom Brown, and Squiff,
and several other {fellows willingly
accepted the invitation to the large man-
slon in the fashionable squara for
Uhlristma.s. ; | .

t was going to he quite a large
from Grf;frfﬁra, huﬁq did nutgmgﬁ:dg
William (George Bunter, in spite of that
fat youth'a willingness to be civil to the
miggers for the occasion.

hen the ear came round for the Jam,
the Head ecame out fo say good-bye to
his distinguished vizitor, and 4 cro
gathered round to see the Jam Bahadur
off,

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh stepped
mto the car with his esteemed uncle.
Heo saud ﬁc:od-hyﬁ to his chums, and the
dusky chauffeur started the engine.
Billy Bunter shoved through the juniors
and I{ﬂﬂchad_ tIuIa El?r:l" y

* Au reyoir, Inky e gasped,

o Gﬂﬂd}ifﬂ, my esteemed, ridiculous
Bunter !" _

“See you again at Christmas, Inky "

“1 think notfully.”

“Oh, really, Inlky

“Stand clear there, Bunter, you ass "
called out Johnny Ball,

The big car started.

The Gr?ijlfriura fellows raised a cheer
as it rolled away with the Jam and the
nabab, -

Bunter stood blinking after it, with &
rather dubious expression on his fat face.
Bunter was quite determined that he was
not going to be laft out of tha Christmas
fostivities, especially as he had heard
Hurree Singh remark that the grubful-
ness would be terrific. That was an
attraction that Williom George Bunter
Foould not possibly have resisted.

When Harry Wharton & Co. turned
Fback into the house, the fat junior fol-
r!mﬁfr fth o Il b b

“Will you fellows be going up by
train 1" he asked

T Maat Jikely.”

"]é suppose one of you could lend me
my fare, tf my postal-order doesn’t come
before we break upi”

. “¥You won't be going,” eaid Johnny
Bull. " “And the Head will hand you
 your f,ng‘re'llmg money to get home.”

Bunter blinked at him.

- "My tféar chap, I can hardly decline
i Inky's jnvitation, when he's depending
oo me {o come !, he answered.

“Inky’s what?"

“His pressing
Bunter firmly.

“Why, you fat owl—"

“T shall have to tell Lord Mauleverar
1 can't come to his plate, after all,” said
Bunter, thoughtfully ; *and one of you
Jellows might lend me a stamp, to write
to D'Arcy at 8t Jim's, He wanta me
badly, but, of course, I can' te him
now ["ve promised Inky. 1 %:::upa Yol
| fellows will behave yourselves at the
 Jam's place.”

“What "

“ None of vour blessed horseplay, and
all ‘that,”” said Bunter. “I don’t want
to be disgraced by o mob of dashed

invitation !™  eaid

hooligans, you know.”

A SPLENDID TALE OF GREYFRIARS.
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*“Why,

rion.

“ Remember that you'll be with me,
and that I shall expect you to behave
vourselves,” said Bunter. “'I ghall he
vesponsible for you, in-a way., Inky
looks on me as the head of the party,
baing so pally with me. Mind you take
sormo clean collars, Bob.”

“Why, I—I1—I—" spluttered Eob
Cherry.

“ And for goodness” sake, Johnny Bull,
don't hdve ﬁaggy trousers on f&n oCoa-
cion like thig!" said Bunter. * Baggy
knees are all very well for the Remove
passage; but at the Jam's mansion I
ghall expact you to do me credit—as far
as you can, of course.”

And the Owl of the Remove rolled
away, leaving the Co. staring after him
as if mesmerisad. William George
Bunler had gquite taken their breath

BWAY.

FOU—FOR—"" stultered

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Christmas Candles !
6 ASTER WHARTON "
M Gosling, tho porter,
peared in the doorway of
Study No. 1. It was a couple
of days sines Flurree. Bingh's departure
for London with his esteemed relative
tho Jan. Four members of the Famous
Five were at tea in Study No. 1 when
Gosling appeared in the offing.

The porter had a parcel in his hand,
which had apparently srrived by post.
Hurry Wharton glanced round.

“pot in, old bean!" he said cheerily.
" What, iz it "

“It's & parcel for you, YWharton!”
rame Billy Bunier's voice from behind
the school porter. "I say, shall I open it
for you?™

Gosling came into the shudy and laid
the parcel on the table.
¢ Jest arrived, Master Wharton," he
said, “I thought I'd bring it up for

¥ou, sir.”
The chuoms of the Remove smiled.
As o rule, Gesling would not have

‘mas alw

ap--

dreamed of carrying up a paveel to a
junior study, if he could possibly have
elped it. But the approach of Christ-
a3 made a considerable differ-
ence to the crusty old gentleman. It
was not so much that the festive season
softened  hizs heart, but (here was an
oxpectation of o crop of tips when the
school broke up. Gosling’s crnsty old
voica gradually softened as Christmos
drew near, from the growl of a mastiff
tothe coo of a dove,

“Thanks nc end, old bean!” zaid the
captain of the Remove.

Groaling lingered.

“Them stairs is steop ! he remarked,

“They is!"” snid Bob Cherry sympa-
thetically, "I say, you chaps, wo ought
to help Gosling dﬂwmtairs, as he's dome
up to oblige us,"

“Good egg ! snid Nugent.

“As Inky would say, the goodfulness
of the egp 13 terrific ! chuckled Johnny
Bull. “Hold on, Gosling; we'll all
benr & hand!"

The Greylriars porter did not wail for
assistance from the merry Removites
Heo departed haslily from the study, and
was heard to grunt omphatically as he
disapreared down the Remove staircase.
Posasibly he feared Uhiat his desrent
might have been ltoo rapid with the
assistance of the chums of the Remove.

Billy Bunter relled into the study, and
started wunfastening ihe parcel. He
soemed more curious about its contents
than the junior " {o whem b was
addroszed.

_ *Tuck, mcat likely,” said Bunter. “It

1zn't a hamper—and it's not a large

narcel—but it's most likely tuck. Were

wu expecting luck from somebody,
harton®™

“"Not that I know of," saul Havey.

;ﬁ_ﬁ*u look at it. Why, s Inky's
I

“The parcel's from Inky,'" said
Nugeant.

“Christmaa presenfs, perhans,®™  anid
Billy Bunter, his eyea glistening behind
hia big spectac'rs. * Something for me

in it, I should think; Inky would hardly
HSure this

forget his best pal.

R

addressed to you, Wharlow®  Just like
that nss Gosling to bring it to the wrong
study—"

“Look at it, fathead!”

Bunter blinked at Lthe label. . There
was no doubt that the packape was
addressed to Harry Wharlon; but the
Owl of the Remove did not «com 1o be
quite satisfiod. Ele shook his head.

“IU's Inky's fist,” he admitted. * Iut
he might have wrillen ithe wrong nowe
by mistake; he's a bit careless. If he's
sending avound Christias prescnls, it'a
odd that he should overlook me—very
odd! T think that this parccl is most
likely for me, Wharton; and on the
whole, I'll take it to my own study to
undo it."”"

Bunter picked up the parcel.

My only hat!™  cjuculaled DBob
Cherry. “Kwk him, somchody 1™

Johnny Ball was nearest Bunier, He

Lrought a heavy boot into the discassion,
and there was a howl from Bunter as he
dropped the packato on lhe table again.

“"Yow! Doast!"

“ Unpack it, Wharlon,” said Nugent.
“Lot’s see what old Inky's up to”

“That’s my parcel, I believe!™ yelled
Bunter.

“Bhut vp, ass ™ _

Harry Wharton unvelled eeversl thick
gheels of brown paper, ond disclosed a

oK.

The juniors gathered round curiously
to see the box opencd.  Wharton un-
hooked the lid and threw it up.

Inzida the box were four separato
packoges.
~Earh had a name written on the out-
siddo of if, rnd the names were Wharlon,
MNugent, Cherry, and Bull.,

“One each!” romarked Frank,

“Isn't there one for me?"” demanded
Bunter,

“Looks as if thore isn"l," chuckled
Bol Cherry. “Inky must really have
forgetion rﬁm‘r pally he was with you,
Bunter."

“Mny be one under the mf.'l:inﬁ."
grunied DBunter. Awnd he searched
through the box. But thore was nothiug

ig 1 for Bunter. Astonishing as it scomed to

IL

I!'I

Lrake stepped tv the doorway and glanced into the room. On a chair lay a bag—still locked ; but the side had been gashed
open with & knife. ““It is the cand es I want ! said Drake. “You'd better hand them over,Din Das | ** (See Chapler 12.)
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the Owl of the Remove, Hurrea Jamset
Ram Bingh had apparently forgotten
that hig best pal at Greyfriare was

Williap George Bunter.
he four juniors wunrolled their
packets,
Bunter eyed them almast wolfishly.
“You've dgﬂt mine, DBull!” he ex-
claimed suddenly.
* Fathead !”

“There's my name on it——"

“"Is your name spelt B-TI.L-L?" de-
manded Johnny Bull

“That isn’t a double L, I think—looks
to me more like WNTER,” eiid Bunter,
“The B and the 1 are plain encugh.”

“Dh, go and eat coke )

“Lcok here, if ‘there's something
valuable in that parcel, it's for me!”
rogred Bunter.

Unheeding Bunter, the juniors un-
rolled the four packages. S2omewhat to
their swiprize, what looked like four
Iarégu Christmas candles were revezled,

Candles!” exclamed Bob.

Bunter's elonded brow eclearad,

“He, ho, hel” he chuckled. “Yom
can have them; blessed if I want =
candle! Inky iz pulling your leg! He,
ha, he '’

The jumors gazed at the candles
rather taken aback. They wers large,
handsome candles, certainly, of a very
hard aromatic wax. But it was rather
a peculiar gift to receive from their
d ﬁ chum the Nabob of Bhanipur.

MHold on!  There's a letter with
mthe,"” said Wharton, “ Here it is. It
was folded round the candle.”

The four juniors gathered round the
lattar, Billy Bunter contipued to
cachinate, evidently very much tickled
by the nature of the Christmas presents.
- Wharton read the letter cloud. It
Yan:

"¢ My esteemed Wharton,—1 trust-
fully hope that my excellent
ndiculous chums will accept the humible
and  ludicrous present of honourable
candles. X begfully request. that they
shall not be lLighted wuntil placed on
esteermned Christmas-tree on Christmas
Day in mansion of exeellent Jam. Then
there will ha small delightful surprise for
eateemed chuins,

“¢ With kindful regardings,

"' HURREE JAMBET Rax Smxea.' "
. "“Well, my hat!” said Liob Cherry. “]

suppose this is some little joke of Inky’s..

Bomething happens when the candles are
lighted, I suppose.”

“1 suppose so,” spid Harnry,  “They
look ordinary enough—just wax and a
wick! But I suppose fhere’s something
else about them, or Inky wouldn’t be so
pacticular gbout their not hﬁing,lighled
iill thay're on the Chnstmas-tree.”

“He, he, he!”

“What are you going off like an
alarm-clock for, Bunter?”

“He, he, he! Inky's just polling your
ler 1" chuckled Bunter., * Those eandles
are worth about half-a-crown each! He
he, hel If that's Inky's idea of a
Christmas present, ho needn’t troubla {o
remember me. He, he, ha!”

“Fathead |
“Sorry for
grinned Bunter,
“But we'ra not dicappointed,” said
Harry Wharton mildly. *“We'ra not

Bunters, you know.”

“Inky's rolling in money, and you
jolly well expected something decent,”
grinned Bunter. *“Serve you jolly well
right! He, he, he! I never could stand

HEXT
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your disappointnent,”

Y Harry Wharton
and’

chaps who suck up to a fellow because
he's wealithy., Not in my line at all.”

*“Oh, my hat!"

*This cuzht to ba a leszon to you!”
ﬁhq:ﬁlﬂq* Bunter, “I'm jolly glad! He,
Lhe, he
> Btult-er’a cachinnation was suddenly
rintergupted by Johnny Buall's boot being
re-introduced into the conversation.

There was a loud howl from Willlam
Gecrge Buntar.

"Ow! Yah! PBoeast!™

Bunter -roiled out of -the sludy. But
he put his head into the deorway again
to ejaculate:

‘U'm jelly glad! He, ha, hal™

Then he vanished at fop speed.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“We'll put Inky's candles away some-
where mﬁ, and take them to Londonw
with us,” he said. * Home ass might get
lighting them by mistake, I suppose
Inky’s got some rcason for mot wapting
“them %-‘i:::h‘ted till they're on the
ﬂri&?nﬂs-tme. Anyhow, we'll do as he

R

“As he begfully requests;" chuckled
Bob Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha!®
i And the four candles wére replaced in
the box, and the box was hestowed in
Wharton's desk, and locked up.
then the four j:niors gave their attention
to prep, and for the time tle Christmas
Can were dismizsed from their minds.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Dangerons Hands !

g NEKY I
I Billy Bunter

name, in great surprise.

It was the day following the
arrival of the Christmos candles for
& Co,, and the
December dusk waa thick in the Gray-
friara quadrangle. Billy Bunter was
ambling between the old ¢lms and the
school wall, braving the keen winter
wind—for & good reason.
ginkled, he was devouring jam-tarts from
a bag under his arm. The tarts did not
helong to Bunter; hence his retirement
to & secluded spot while he devoured
them.

A rustle in the ivy on the wall caught
Bunter's exr, and he glanced round. A
it haypened, he was in the deep shadow
of a tree, and ::iuitﬂ invisible to anyone
:limbing the wall. But as he blinked in
the direction of runtli:(:ig sound,
Bunter caught a glimpze of & dusky face
and deep black eyes.

“Inky! My  hat!”

Bunler,

He stood where he was, lransfixed
with a jam-tart half-way {o his mouth,
with astonishment.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was sup
posed to be in his uncle’s mansion ar
London, makin magnificent prepara
tiona for thé Christmas festivitiesa. And
here he was—climbing over the schoo'
wall in the most secret and surreptitious
manner,

It did not occur to Bunter for the
moment that possibly the dusk:
clamberer was net Inky. The bronse
Oriental face and black eyes, of which
he caught only a glimpse, were enougl
for Bunter. He did not expeét to see any
other Indian at Greyirars; and he did
not think of doubting for a2 momoent that
this was the nabeb; though why he
ghould be returning to his school in such

murmured

purzla.

** FAITHFUL TO HIS FRIEND !

Bunter stood quite still, watching and

1§

cjaculated tho.

While he.

a surreptiflous mManner was an amaging.
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listening, He heard tho climber drop
from the wall, with another rustle of

i'l.rg; but he could not see him now.
The dusky intruder was hidden in tho
shadows,

Bunter grinned,
For some reason the Oriental was ereep-
Fing secretly into the prdcincts of Grey-
frairs:; and DBunter datermined to give
him a fright. He heard a fajnt footinll,
indieating that the Indian was coming
towards the trees, under which the fat
juntor stood. ]
. Bunter drew back quietly behind a
big trunk, and walched, still grinning.
A dim figure in- a heavy overcoat
looimed in the dusk near him. Then
Bunter gave a sudden yell.

“Halla, Inky!”

His intention was to stactle the in-
truder by that sudden yell

He sgucceadod; there was 1o dounbt
about that.

The intruder jumped almost clear
of the ground, and gave a asping ory.

But what followed startled Bunter
more than he had startled the Indian.

The dim form made a spring at him,
and Bunter felt a hand grasp his fat

i[-.l.hrunat in a grip like that of a vice.

Over his startled fat face loomed a
dusky countenance, with glittering
black eyes.

Buntar's heart almost ceased to beat
with fright.

It was not Inky!

That iron grip was not Hurree
Singh's; and o face, now that
Bunter saw it more cinmiy, was older
than Inky's. It was the face of an
indian at least twenty years older than
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Two fisrce black eyes, set very cloee
together over a prominent nose like a
beak, glittered at the frightened Owl.

Bunter would have yelled; but he
eould make no sound with the iron grip
of the Indian compressing his throat.

He was forced back ngainst the treo
and pinned there, helpless in the grasp
-of his assailant. ; : .

His round eyes dilated behind his
spectacles as he blinked at the dark face
[ before him in utter terrof.

It was not Inky—it was some man he
had never seen before—and the expres-
sion on his dusky face was hard, cruel,
ruthless. What the man ‘could possibly
~vant within the walls of CGreyiriars was
a mystery to Bunter.. DBut realised
that he was in dangerous hands

“ Bilence 1" -

Bunter did not need the imjunclion;
the grip on his throot kept him silent,
His ?ﬂ.t limbs were shaking with terror.

A shiver ran throwgh lim, as sonie-
thing glittered in tho dusk. It was n
knife that the Indian had taken out
fromn under his heavy overcont.

“Hilence! If you call oul, you will
never utter a sound again on this earth I
muttered the man in perfect English,

Ha loosened his grasp on DBunter.

“Oh dear !" gas the fat junior.

“ Are you alone herci”

“*Yes!” gosped Dunter,

The man with the beaky nose stared
round him suspiciously in the December
duak,

But there was ne sound in  the
quadrangle, and the lighls of the schaal-
house were hidden in tho winter mist
that hung low over the guad.

‘He seemed reassured at last, Bunter
did not make & sound or a movement;
the cold steel glimmering within a foot
of him had an hypnotic effect on the
hwl of the Remowe. The Hindu fixed
his Black eve again on the Owl's scared

A SPLENDID TALE OF GREYFRIARS.

face.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Money Prizes and Footballs Are Offered in * Poplets ™!

" What i your pame?”™

“*“f-b-bub-bub-bub—"
Bunter.

(1.1 1"'}."1‘?]]‘

“ Buib-bub-Bunter,”

“¥You nre not Wharten "

“Eh? WNo! Oh, I'm Bunter! WH—if
you want Wharton, he's indoors!"
gasped Bunter.

He felf o sense of relief at finding that
it was the captain of the Remove that
the mysterious Hindu seemed ito be
after,

“You know Wharton®"

“Yes: he's in my Form.™

“Has he received o parcel by post?”

Bunter started.

“¥es; yesterdny he had one—some
silly Christmaz candles——"

‘:F}le black eyes flashed.

“IFrom Hurree Jamset Ram Singh?”

“Y¥es." )

“Where are the candles now?”

“In Wharton's study.”

“Where is that?”

.}Ec"' 1 in the Remove passage.”

a hawk-faped Oriental made an
impatient gesture. It was evident that
he knew nothing about the ipterior
arrangements of Greyfriars, and pro-
bably had never heard of the celebrated
Remove passage.

Bunter was feeling a litlle reassured
NIOW, Evidently this mystenons
maurader did not want him—and Bunter
guezsed, though he was not guite sure,
that the knife was only diaplaved to
scare him, Tf he wanted Inky’s Christ-
mas candles he was welgome te them, so
far ps Willidm George Bunter was con-
cerned.

“Listen to me,” said the Hindu,
after a pause. 1 am a servant of the
Huzoor Hurree Singh, and he has sent
me to take away the candles ™

stuttered

“Hgs he really ™ gtnuped Bunter.
“They are of no value, and were sent
by mistake."

Bunter blinked at the man.

“J1 am here fo tuke them wway,” cone
tinued the Hindu, watching Bunter
like & hawk., “You will guide me t.
where they are piaced, boy. I will

ive you money for your trouble.™

“1'd do it like a shot,” said Bunter;
“but the chaps will be in their EEHEIJ}
now, most likely. They jolly well won't
let. you take the candles, unless you've

of ha.?me:.hmg written from Hurree

1 T

%lj.mtﬂ grinnéd a little as he spoke.
He was not a very bright youth, but he
did not think for a moment of believing:
the Hindu's statement. A servant of
Hurree Singh, zent to take away the
mysterious candles, would not have
ontered the achool like a thief in th:
night, that was clear. The man wanled
io obtain ihe candles for his own p»
poses, though what those purposes could
be was a deep mystery to Bunter, Fouw
candles worth about half-a-crown each
hardly justified all these surreptitiou:
proceedings, so far as Bunter could see

Therse was a pause after Bunter': |
reply. The Hindu seemed to be think-
ing deeply.

“I—1I say, lemme go now !" mumble:
Bunter. "“It's close on bed-time, yvou
know, end—and the prefects will ~ b
after me if I dom’t show up in bLime
for dorm.”

"You will
me ¥

“Like a shot,” said Bunier, glad of
the chance of getting nearer to the
schoolhouse.

“Lead the way! If you give the
alarm, I shall drive my knife betweer
your shoulders!”

NEXT
MONDAY!

point out the room Lo

* FAITHFUL TO HIS FRIEND!"

4y 1T

Bunter led the way in the gloom.

1 Thera was a light from the window of
Study No. 1, glimmering down through

the mist; showing that Wharton and
Nugent were In their quarters. BDunter
pointed out the window.

“That’'s Stody No. 1, he szaid.

Tha Hindu stared up at the lighted
window.

“The candles are there?"

“¥es: locked up in Wharton's desk.™

“They have not beon used—lighted "

“No; Inky told Wharton they weren't
io be lighted till they were put on the
Christmas-tree.”

The Hindu nodded; he seemed to be
quite as well aware of these details as
Bunter himself.

“There’s someone in the room now!”
he muttered.

“Yes—Wharton and Nugent will be
there. Perhaps Johnny IE.?H and Bob
Cherry as well. I—I say, can I go now 7

“You say it is nearly bed-time?”

“Yos—ten minutes or so.”

“These boys will leave their sfudy at
bed-tima?"’

“¥Yes, or sconer,”

The Hindu secanned the lighted win-
dow again, and hiz ecye followed down,
the thick ivy from the window-zill to the
ground. Bunter could ses that he was
calculating his chance of climbing the
ivy to the window of Study No. 1.

he light in the study window sud.
denly went out. .

“They're gone now ™ gnid Bunter.

“To bed?”

“Not till half-past nine. Most likeiy
down to the Common-room, or to another
gtudy along the passage.”

The Hindu muttereg something -in his
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own tongne in tones of eatisfaction. i
black eyes scanned the ivy again.

“I—1 . lemme go!” mumbled
Bunter. " It—il's jolly c-c-cold out hare,
you know!"

*“Bilemee 1" The word came in a
ferocious hiss that zent a-chill of fear to
Bunter's heart,

The Hindu turned on him. He drow a
coil of thin strong cord fram his pocket
and vproceeded 1o bind Buntar's wrista
and ankles. The Owl of the Remove did
not dare atiempt resistance. He was
bound Lill ho could not stir o limb, and
then & gag was inseérted in his capacions
mouth and fastened there with a cord
passing round his head.

The Hindu lifted him—with some
exerlion—and laid him on the ground
in the deep shadow of an elm. unter
made no sound or movement while he
was bound and gagged: he was too
terrified for that. He blinked with
dilated eyes after the Hindu as the man
glided away in the gleom. A rustle of
ivy came to his ears, and he knew thak
the litha Oriental waz climbing up to-
warde tha windew of Study No. 1 in the
Eemove,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Thief in the Night !

INGATE of the Bixth glanced

W round the Remove dormitory.

The hali-honr had chimed,

and the Removites were about

to turn in. But there was one member

of the Lower Fourth Form missing from
tha- dormitory.

“* Wheare's rasmed
Wingate.

Bunter?"” out

e s
ro s o — W

ey

head first !

The frain had started, but the boy detective was not to be beaten. He grasped
the door, the window of which was down, and fairly shot into the carrlage,
{See Chapler 13.)

ii

A SPLENDID TALE OF GREYFRIARS.
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* Hallo, hallo, hallo! The Owl's miss-
ing!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. * Batter
look for him in ths pantry, Wingate I”

There was a-laugh.

“"Doesn't anybady know where the
fap duffer isi” exclaimed the Greyfriars
capdiin -impatiently,

1 know he bapged a bhap of tarta

from my study,” said Vernon-Smith. *1I !

was keening a fives-bat ready for him,
but I didn't see him again.”

Bob Cherry chucklad.

“Heo's ILEEEI!:E out of the way of
S8mithy's bat,” ha remarked. *He's for-
gotten all about dorm.”

“I'll jolly well warm him for forget-
ting dorm!" said Wingate angnly.
“"Bome of you go and rout him out !

‘' Right-ho, Wingate!"

The Remove fellows were not specially
keen on going to bed—in fact, they were
Jrather pleased to get another ten
minutes or so. Mino or ten fellows who
had® not started taking their boots off

t left the Remove mitory to look
or Bunter.

“Where the thump can he be? asked
Bob Cherry. " Can’t bo out of doors atp
this time of night."”

“I believe he scuttled out when he
hli%ged my tarts,” said the Bounder.
“ But he must have come in again before
this—thes door's bean shut some time.™

“We'll rout him out of a box-room
or one of the Remova studhies" mi&
Peter Todd,

“Blessed M T see why he hasn't turned
up!" Harry Wharton remarked. * He
muet have finished the tarts long ago.
They wouldn't last Bunter long."

“He's in hiding!"  chuckled Bob,
“We'll rout him ocut! Some &f you
Iti'iluws hdraw the box-room, and I'll go
along the angra,

"ﬁight lﬁms g

Harry- Wharton and two or three
juniors went along to the boXx-room, and

ater Todd locked into Study Neo. T.
Bop Cherry and Nugent wedt along to
Study No. 1. :

If Bunter was in hiding, for fear of
tho wrath to come, it was most hLkely
that he had taken refuge in a study,
where thera would ba the remains of a
fire. So the juniora looked into all the
studios along the Remove passage.

Bob Cherry gave a soft chuckle as he
came to the door of Etud; MNo. 1. A
slizht movement from within caught hia

ear.

"“He's thera I murmured Bob,

There was a faint glimmor of light
under the door.

Bolb Cherry turned the handle, Lo
throw open the door, but it did not
move. 1t waa locked inside.

Hea thumped on the ’imuetﬂ.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo ! roared Bob,

He heard a sudden movement inside
tha study, and a catching of breath.
Someone had evidently been startled by
the thunderous summeons at the door.
Bob rattled the handle.

“Bunter!" he roared.

tha Bge.

“Yes; he's gpot the door locked I

“The .silly azs!"

The searchers scudded along the pas-
sagae and gathered round the door of
Study No. 1. There was a heavy thump-
ing on the panals.

* Bunter [ roared Bab.
vou fat idiet! Unlack the door!™

“Come out, Bunter ¥

“Wingata will bhe after you in a
minute, yoi fat duffer!” shouted Harry
Wharton., “Coma owt at once!"

Thera was no answor from within the
study, and the door was not opened.

NEXT
MONDAY !

TrRE Macwer LisRsry.—No. 723

HIs ha there!” called Wharton along

“ Bed-time, |

Vernon-Bmith stooped and put his ¢ye
to the kevhole,

Then he gave a yell

“Great Secolt!™

“Wh-t's the row, Smithv? Nothing

happenad to Bunter, I suppose—"
" erglars " yelled Smith.
“What?"

“Bunter's not there—I couldn’t sece
him, anyhow! There’s a Hindu at your
desk, Wharton 1" .

“A Hindu—at my desk!” siuttered
Wharton. )

* Look

The captain of the Remove, in utter
amazement, pul his eye to the keyhole.

Inside, the study was glimmering wi
the light of an clectric lantern. The

light shene on Wharton's desk, and a

man in an overtoat was stooping over
the desk. The lock had already been
foraed, and two or three drawers pulled
out, and the contents scattered. har-
ton had a glimpse of the man's profile—
it was that of a Hindu.

The captain of the Remove gasped.

“A burglar in & junior study!™ he
exclaimed.  “Must be potty!l  Here,
wo're jolly well going to break in the
doar "

“What's the row there?" called
Wingate over the banisters,. * Have you
found Bunter?®”

“Burglars!" roared Bob.

“What?"

“A Hindu breaking into* Wharton's
degh——"

H.R'ﬂt IHI

“Coame and look—"

Wingate was on the seene in a
twinkling. He stooped and peered
through the keghala.

Hoedless of the_elamour at the deor,
tha hawk-faced Hindu was tearing out
the drawers of the desk in frantic haste,
scattoring the contents far and wide ns
ha searched eagerly Tor what he wanted.

“Great Scott!” gasped Wingate.

He jumped up.

“ﬁ]blcgscd lLur rlar 1" said Johnny
Bull, in wonder. * t the thump can
he want in your desk, Wharton1"

“Give it up!" said Harry. *There's
nothing there of much value—only a few
pounds, anyhow "

Wingate strode alonp the passage and
grasped the heavy form that stood in
the window reeess. :

“Lend a hand here!” he called.

" What-ho!”

The form was rushed to the door of
Study No. 1. It crashed on the lock
with a terrific concussion.

Crash !

There was a gasp within, and the
Hinidu sprang away irom the desk, Thea
door shoolk and . shivered, and it was
obvious that it would fly open under a
oo lauhn;nrn such assaunlts,

There was no time for the rascal Yo
completa his search if he was not to be
taken. He made a spring for the
windaw.

Crash!

‘The lock gave way, and the door flav
ﬂﬁan with a bang. ingate rushed ints
the Etud;,l, with tha mob of: juniors i
wild exeiternent at hiz heels,

They were just-in time to ses tho dark.
faced man vanish from the open window,

Wingate rpshed to the window.

Felow him the ivy was shaking and
rustling as the man descended, hand-
below-hand, with reckless hurry, and
tha activity of 8 monkey.

“Btop " roared Wingate.

The man did not even look up. In the
Decamber dimness Winrate caught only
a glimpse of him descending rapidly.

=ited juniors.

Have You Tried the ** Popular ' * Poplets ' 9

“We can cut him off in the quad if
we horry " exclaimed Wharton.

“Come on 1" shouted Bob,

The juniors went seampering down the
stairs, Mr. Quelch mel them in the
lower hall, amazed and greatly scanda-
lised by the terrifioc uprosr from the
Remove passage.

 Boys; what—what——"" he began.

u Burgﬁarﬂ, sir|

%Wha-a—at?” .

ingate came Epeedi down the
stairs. He rushed to the ':ignur, and tore
it open.

“Come on " roared Johnny Dull

The juniora rushed on past thair
astonished Form-master, aftér Wingate,
into the misty quad. They tore round
the house to the wall under tha windows
of the Remove pamaa?m

A shadow loomed for a moment in the
mist, -and thera was a pattering of run-

ning feet.
“He's off 1" yolled Nugent. * After
him "

The escaping thief had reached tha
ground loss tgan & minute befora the
crowd arrived on the spot. He Bed into
the mist and darkness, snd there was a
roar behind him, and a frantic rush in
puramt; All Greyfriars was alprmed
now, and a hundred fellows, of all Forms,
had turned out into the quad.

There was little chance of running the
fugitive down now that he was free in
the darkness and shadowy mist. But
the Creyfriars fellows did thair hest.
They- scattered among the elms, and
shouted to ome another, groping their
way in the gloom. Bob Cherry stumbled
aver something that moved and wriggled,
and iminediately ho grasped it and held
on, and yelled:

‘I've got him I™

e ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,

A Mystery !
BﬂB CHEKRY'S voice rang throngh
e winter night.
“I've pot him! Bear a hand
hera! I've got the brute!”

“"Good! Hold on to him I

*“Bring a light, somebody 17

"Hang on, b1

Bob Cherry's prisoner did not resist.
He wriggled on the ground under Bob's
grasp. and that was all. He seomed in-
capable of resistance. - Neither did he
ntter a word, save for & faint inarticulate
gurgle.

A dozen fellows wore aquickly on the
spot, grasping the prisoner on all sides,
groping in the gloom for a grip on him:

Mr. Quelch came hurrying up with a
lamp.

“ What—what—what is 1t7" he gasped.

“ ot him, sirl"”

“The burglar, sir,” said Bob breath-
lessly. “‘He was crouching here, and I
fairly stumbled over him——"

“Got him safe, sir!" said Nugent.

Mr. Quelch brought the light nearer,
and it glimmered on the prisaner, who
wriggled feebly in the grasp of Lhe ex-
Then there was a stertled
vell.

“ Bunter I

“It's Buntar 1"

“My only hat!" gasped Bob Cherry.

The prisonar was released as suddenly
aa if he had become red-hot. The juniors
blinked at Bunter in utter astonishnient,

“He is tied up!” said Mr. Quelch.
“He—he seems to have sau:nnm:uh'ilim%t in hia
mouth. A—a—a gag, apparently | Release
him at once, my boys 1"

(Continued on page 16,)

“FAITHFUL TO HIS FRIENDI™ A = ™o or o anod



SPECIAL CHRISTMAS NUMBER!1

¥

-
NG

N2

o

o

g
el :;-i-'r i

R

&

5 g

o

34

e
e 3%

-
Fa!

L
Y

W

NG e

,Ltb-:-.-. o L‘g“fﬁﬁh 'r-"'u-.q_ . %..-l"'

i

The Ci

reviriars

i z

No. 51,
Week Ending

D

e 0o E M 1 A ] mmll‘-l{f

THE POET’S
DREAM !

( By Dick Penfold.
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I threw o snowball in the air,

It fell to earth—I know nét where!
I simply heard a sickering squelch,
Then, turning, gazed at Mr. Quelch!

Hiz mortar-board was in the snow,
I murmured, ** [Here's & pretty go!

Quelchy will lamn me with his cane;’

For days I sha'n't sit dewn again!”
Bul lo! great wonders came about.
He -did not rave, he did not shout,
He patted me with groat affection,

And said " Good shot!” and “ Fine
direclion!"

Then to his study Quelchy led me,

He fawned on me, and then he fed
me.

Then from his shelf he promptly
took

A cane? 0Oh, no—a handsome book!

“This is my ¢ Greyfriars History,"
I've finished it ot last, you see.
Will you notept it, bound in ealf?"

“Yeos, rather!" I replied. * INot
halfi"

“Here, alss, my esteemed young
friend,

I a romittance you may spend!™

Foml words of fervent thanks 1
apoke,

For Quelchy's kindness — then
awoke |

Supplement 1.
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EDITORIAL] !

By Harry Waarton.
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A rlghf merry Clirlstmas to you,
readers all!

1 am ndittie early, perhaps, In voleing
this time-honowred greeting; but better
be carly thun late, as Hob Cherry saya
when he turps out at five In the
moroniog !

Nearly twelve months have elapied
sinee bthe " Greyfrinrs Herald * made its
appearance in supplement form. Dur-
ing this peried, [ am II::pJa_\r to say
that wo live mode erowds of new
chums, and our great arny of renders
has been multipilied.

This ts our Hrst Christmas Number,
and we hnve dome all that is humanly
po=sible fo make it o Buccesa,

Our journalistle labours ' have some-
timez been ecarried on far jule the
pight. Whole gallons of midnight oil

muat have been consumed. It has beco
hard work, but pleasant work, and if
this little paper of ours shoold add to
the cnjoyrment of the Christmas revels
=il it should create loughter and diapel
gloom=then we shall be more than
content,

Our tolls over, we are now glylng our-
gelves up to the enjoyment of a jolly
good holiday., But dea’t imagine from
this that there will be no "Gireyfoiars
Herald " aext week. We ghall appear
on the scene as usual, with a Bpecial
Pantomime Number. And you will be
given a feast of fun, 1 can nssure ¥ou,

Although in the midat of a whirl of
plepsure, we. are not forgetful of our
reader chuma at this joneture. We
want them all to have a jolly good
time, and enjoy themaelves to the full,
May this coming Christmas be the
prandest they have ever spent! May
it be full of fun and mirth and wuo-
selflsh plensure. 1 use the word "un-
selfish * advisedly, for it is in the little
gifts and kind thoughta for others that
trua happiness and the true spirit of
Christmas les.

A rTight merry Christmas to  you,
readers all! And the whole of my ataff
—ye3, and all Greyfriars, too—join me
in the greeting!

HARRY WHARTON!

5 - - b,
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CHRISTMAS ;
CHIMES! !

By Mark Linley. !
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Chrietmas  again, with all its
delights! Yuleiide, with its revel
and dance end song! Would that I
were & Byron or o Penfeld, that I
might do justice to the festive
sepson in hdneyed lines of chyme!
‘The long and weary term is over,
and we are off for the holidays!

*® ® ]

Horry Wharton & Co. are bound
for Londen town. There, Horreo
Singh will be enthroned in state as
his Highness the Nabob of Bhani-
pur, DBut there is no need for moe
te deseribe this wonderful function.
I will leave that to the gifted pen
of Mr. Frank Richards.

- %' -

The masters are bent on having a
real good time. Mr. Prout and Mr.
Quelch nre going up to Scotland Lo
play goli—or to uproot lumps of
turf, whiclrever way you like Lo

ut it. DMr. Twigg 15 going to
Switzerland, and as the Twigg is
bent, 80 the Capper iz .’in-n:ﬁm:m:l+
Let us hope they won't lose their
siquilibrinm while crossing n perilous
pracipice in the Alps. When the
Greyiriurs census is taken at the
commencemont of uext term, we
don"t want to find ourselves wilh
two Form-masters unaccounted for!

Me. Larry Lascelles tells me that
he intends to take a footballing
holiday. He is keeping goal for
Courtheld Athletic. They have a
match on _Christmas  meorning,
annther on B-l:l:r.m? Day, and yot
another on the following Saturday.
So Mr. Lascelles” “holiday " will
he & jolly sirenuous one!
e, e,
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Decomber 17th, 1921,
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£ UNDER THE MISTLETOE!

By Tom Brown. E‘E
HIPEVIEIFHEDELBIBD

A mauarrain upon the pernicious practice of
kigsing under the mistletoe!

1 don't kEnow what a murrain s exactly,
but I do know that I feel more than usually
savage when anybody mentions the word
“mistletoe.”

The mistlefoe i3 the one black spet on the
ghining horizon of Christmas.

If a fellow wants ta kias his pretty cousin,
why shoild he be compelled to drag her into
the brillinotly illuminated hall, and *peck ™
her in the presence of a crowd. of grioning
people? Why must they stapd directl
under the mistletoe In order to make this
demonstration of cousinly affection?

It zeems all rot to me.

The. mistletos may bave its champlons, but
personully I consider that the man who in-
vented that Idiotic Christmas stunt of kizeing
onder the mistletoe was efther mad or
drunk—or both!

Last Chtizmas I went to stay with my
Aunt Flora.

Aunt Plora 8 an awfully decent sort, on
the whole. But she has one vies. Bhe be-
believes in the absurd, old-fushioned custom
which s the subject of this article,

"Thomas," she said Lo me on Christmas
Ewg, "1 want you to hang some mistletog
in the hall.™

*Hang the mistletoe!” I growled.

" Precisely!”

Sa I fetched a pair of steps and a bunch
of mistletoe, and sct about the task.

When I reached t.hn top of the steps
they slipped, and tjlnzm:nnmarrl a praceful
nose-dive on to the ball mat., It did pot im-
prove either the sbupe of the mat or the
shape of My nose,

hen I had eufleiently recovered my
senses to muake a second Attempt, I man-
aged to alflx the buneh of mis lctoe to a
hook on the ceiling. Then I went and ob-
tuined firgt ald for my damaged nasal organ.

"Whien I reached the tap of the stebs they
slipped, and I performed a graceful nose-
dive on the hall mat !

My Aunt Flora was holding a Christuas

Dance that evening., AU the old frumps of
the village were coming.

Ye gods! What a time 1 had!

Every time [ went inte the hall, and
aceidentally drifted to the spot beneath the
mistletoe, some old dame of aboub seventy
sommers and, an  equivalent pumber of
winters would rush towards me, and give me
an endearing peck on the cheek.

HNow, if there ia one thing that I strongly
chject to, it 'is being pecked by ancient
apinstera.

It waan't altogether the spinsters’ fault;
it.t wag the fault of that confounded mistle-
o8

I should think I was kissed about [fty
Ltimes that eveming.

"What a charming boy dear Thomas st
I heard one old frump remark to Aunt

Flora. "He has such a chuobby little face,
blees him!"
EBarly on Christmas morning  “dear

Thomus ” aroese, went down to the hall, and
lieuved a brick at the bunch of mistletoe.
And when the next dance ecame off—on
Boxing MNight—be was free from the un-
welcome attentions of the aged apinstera,

“Down with the mistletoel™. That will he
my war-cry this Christmas., And if I hap-
pen to gee any of it suspended from the
ceiling, I shall flee for my life!

THE MAagyET LIPBARY.—No. 723,
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- By JOHNNY BULL.

6% T'8 o wicked waste!" declared Bllly
Bunter, In tones which rang through
the Hemove dormitory.

“Hallo! Another anti-waste candi.
date! sald Versono-Smith, "What's &
wicked waste, Bunoty?"

“Why, theyve made mince-ples and
Christmas puddings, and all sorts of good
things, down ip the kitehen, And we aha 't
be here to eat them.”

“They're for the staff—the domestic staffl”
gaid Harry Wharton "They want their
Christmas dinner 23 much a8 you do,
porpoise—and they've earned it, too!™

“¥er, rather!”

“1 gtill think I£'s a wicked waste!” gaid the
fat junior. “A dozen fat puddings—nearly
a8 pluomp as myselfl—and half a gross of
minee-pies! 1 peeped intp the kitchen this
ovening, and. counted "em 1™

“Well, what do vou propose to do about
it nsked Bob Cherry.

Billv Bunter didn't answer that question.
Ha had already decided what he was going
to do. But'ib would not Le good policy Lo
make hiz intentions puhlic.

Bunter was fa:-dl?;;t bunpry. There was
acarcely a minute of the doy or night when
he fel* otherwise. Ewecn in his sleep he
generally ‘dreams that he i5 wasting -.away
throurh lack of nourlshment.

The fat junlor's vlaws were eut and dried.

When the midnieht chihmez rang ouf, e
would pay a visit tn the domestic regions,
and  conpsiderally  Tedunee the nomber of
mitnee-ples and Christmas puddings which had
been prepared by the cnok™s deff handa,

Bunter had no di'fculty in hntﬁmg LwWake,

The Chrigtmas spirit was In the alr, and
there waa o buzz of excited chatter in the
Remove dormitory. It did not die away until
after cleven a'clock.

Then, one by one, the fellows sank into
the arms of Morphcus.

Billy Bunter lay propped up.on the pillows,
hiz mnonth
things to come.

Baaom !

The frst stroke of midofcht eauzed Rilly
Bunoter to abandon his warm hol,. He put
on a" pair of trousets over hbis pyjamas,
encased his feet in o rpair of slippers, and
made 4 stealthy exit from the dormitory.

But for the prospect of o Teed, Bunter
wanld mever have wventured out into the
darknesz. Tle was short-=lehted In daxlight.
In darknesz, he was as hlisd as n bat.

At the fop of the stnirs he caught hia
foot In a sbtair-reed, and pitehed forward
inftn epace after the maonor of a high diver.

Thers waz a zericsa of crashes oa  Billy
Bunter hempad from ane erinir to another.
He frished up nearly at the bottom, and
wonidered if an earthonake had happened.

“Oar-ow-ow [M he aroaned. 1 heliewve 1've
fractured my epine and twisted my neck!
Your o

The nnize of RBonter's descent mnal have
bheen hieard. Tut-the fat jupior dido't stop
tn think aof thot. He picked himeelf wp,
tenderly caressed Wia thieh. and contlnwcd
hiz excurzion to the sehool kitchen.

It was very dark and uncanny i the
ETrrlu.turs. and Bunter's heart quailed within

m.

Bunter waz an Imaginative youth,
he hegan ta imagine things now.

Bupnosing the Greyfriars phost came along
and wayluid him in ome of the darkened
cartders ar in the kitchen?

Bome fellows snid that the Greyfriara
phost was o flchion. Dunter believed it to
be o fack.

But he had gone tos far to retract. He
was pow within a few yards of hiz goal,

With fast-beatinz beart, he stepped Into
the kitchen.

All was in darkness.

Bunter groped on the mantelsheld for
mateches, bt fonnd none.

“T wmuzt wmake the best of it!*

ani

b

mnbtp{gd. “Xow, where's the blessed cup-

watering in anticipation of good

hl!-l

He groped his way round the kitehen until
his hapds came infto contact with the cup-
board which contained the mince-pies aod
the Christmas pudd!ng:a.

It wos the work of a few seconds to o
the caphboard, and to take a plump pud ng'
therefrom.

Although the podding was the size of a
faothall, Bonter lifted it to his lipa with
both hapds, and prepared to take an
epormons bite.

Then Le gave a violent gtart. The pudding
slipped from his grasp, and went crashing
to the floor.

Clank, clank, clank!

Those welrd sounds,
ing its chains, were distinctly audible.
they wera gradually getting ncarer.

asg of a ghhet ciank-
And

Billy Bunter _i:nm'.i'_cd' up fhe pu-tiIT:fmg. -r.'m-d

the next momeni . a figure appeared in the
oorway.

With chatlering teeth, the Llerrificd Bunter
edged back against the capboard.

HSelf-preservation belng the first law ol
nature, By Eunt.m' icked up the pudding
which he had dmmw in his fright.

The next moment, a whiteclad figare
appeared in the doprway of the kitchen.

With a Hitle yelp of terror, Billy Bunter
hurted the pudding with all his foree ot the
ghostly intruder.

“Yaroooh !

Billy Bunler's getion waz followed By A
very uoghostiike yell. And the figure in the
doorway toppled over bockwards.

A drcad eilence ensued. Then the fignre
nictlr-ed {tzelf up, and an electric-torch flashed
out.

tilly Bunter uttered an ejaculation of

dismny.

“i1 crumhbs! It—Mt"a old Prout!™

“Y¥ea!" sald the master of the TFifth
atermly, “It iz ‘' old Prout,” as you choosa

to desigmate mel™

It Jdidn"t take Buopter long to grasp the
aituation.

Mr. Pront has been awakened by strange
nolaes.  He had seired the firzt garment
which ecame to hand—a long white vmpines
coat, which had beep haogiog behiod the
dpor of his bed-room—and he had hurried
forth to investipate, taking with bhim his
celebrated Winchester repeater., The clank-
ing nolse had been caused by the rifle knock-
ing ap agaiost the wall of the corridor s
Mr. Prout walked

"I have cauwght you in the act of rifing
the school kitehen, Bunter!' zakd Mr. Prout
sternly.  “There will Le @ furiher. charge
agoinst you of horlisg a plam-pudding ot
n Form-master. Yoo will attend at the
beadmaster's study after breakfust in the
morning.”

The penalty which Billy Bunter pald for
his mizdeoings consisted of three stinging cuts
on each bhand swith the Head's cane.

Bunter took hiz licking with stoical forti-
tude—uccording to his own account. In
reality, he made a nofse which wounld have
done ecredit to a specially-trained collectlon
of Christmas waits!

[Supplement ii,



THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

ILLY RUNTEDR turned a flushed face
from the Common-room fire.
“Ta-night, you fellows,” e
announced, in his high-pitched volee,
“1 ghall hang up my stocking.”

"You—you'll do what?™ gasped Johnny
Bull, wondering if he had beard aright,

*Hang up my stocking."

“HBut that sort of thing Is cnly done In
one’s pursery daya' said Harry Wharton.
®“ And even then it’s not done in the middie
wf December. Chriztmas Eve ls the time for
hauging stockimgs.”

“But 1 sha'n't be here on Christmas Eve,”
eald Eltlg Bunter, =1 shall either be at
Dunter Court—our ancestral
know—or In London, as a2 memhber of Inky's
bouse-party. If I hang -my stocking on the

hed.-rail to-night., Santa Claus & sure to
come,"
The juniora stared in amazement at the

Ow! of the Remove, .

“You belleve that therc’s such o pérsch
ns Hanta Clans?" aeked Frank Nugent.

“0f courge! He's o genial old josser with
a Anwing beurd, and a sack over his shounlkder.
He'll come down the chimney to-night—"

“If he's as fat as you, he'll find it a tight
aquecze I sald Squill.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“0Oh, really-—
fellows to cackle,

1t*s all very well for you
Santa Claus isn't a fletion;
he's a fact. As I was saying, he’ll come
down the ¢hlmoey to-night, call ot  the
Hemove dorm, and cram my stocking with
cood things."

“Your aock, yon mean!" sald Peter Todd.

“0h, no; I sha'n't hang cne of my socks.
It wonidn't hold cnough grub to feed a small-
sized sparrow. I've got a special long stock-
ing that I've raked out from my lecker, and
1 ghall haog it over the hed-rabl—" _

“The stocking, or the locker?" asked Dick
Ponfold. )

“Phe stocking, of course, you aas! An
when 1 wake rf' in the moring, tlhe stock-
ing won't he limp and cmpty. It'll be
bulging—simply crammed with stuf!™”

“ Look here, Dunter,” said Harry Wharton,
“wou don't seriously mean to say that you
Lelieve in the existence of Santa Clausi™

“1f I dida't believe It, I shouldo't trouble
to hang my stocking.,” was the reply.

“Well, yon can hang your stocking every
night tili Doomsaday.” eaird the captain of the
Eemove, “but you won't have apy luck!”

At that moment Wingate of the Sixth
looks~d in.

" Besd-time, you kids ! he sald cheerfully.

As the Removites trooped ol to the dormi-
tﬂ:y' Boleover major nudged Skinper in the
riba,

*“1 aay, Skinncy,” he said, "lend me your
tame hedgelog !

Skinner stared.

“What on earth for?" he Inguired.

“To put in Bunter's stocking.”

Bkinner chuckled.

“I've got a Sanla Claus rig-ont in my
study,” Uuolsover went on, "l'fl pop dowi-
stairs in the mildle of the night ang put it
of.  Bunter will think that the geouvine Santa
Clana bz arrived, to cram his stocking with
pood things, He'll zee me put something in
his stocking, and he'll get out of hed to in-
veatipote, Anml, instead of fnding a stocking
fall of tuck, he'll puneture his bamd on the
prickles of your hedgebogl™

“Hna, hg, ha

ARipner seemed to regard i az a huge joke.

“T'N sty awake and see the fan,” he spid.

IL waz a loie time hefore the fellawa
ileapped off ta sleep that night. Being Lhe
Last pizit of the term. there was mueh to
talk abewmt, For upwards of an bBour thera
was i puerfcet bozz of conversation,

Supgplement i)

mansion, ryou

But gradually the wvolces died away, and
one by one the fellows dropped off to sleep.

It was close vpon mildnight when Billy
Bunter's sonorous snore boomed throuph the
dornitory.

The fat junlor had carefuily hung his stock-
Ing, and he fully expected to wake up and
fnd it packed with good things.

On hearing Billy Bunter znore, Bolsover
major promptly turned out.

"You fellows awake?” he murmured.

There wns no response, save for a slight
chuckle on the part of Skinner.

Beolsaver slipped on & dressing-mown over
his pyjamas, thrust his feet into elippers, and
then went downstairs,

It was a3 dark as piteh, bnt Bolsover
managed to grope his way to the Remove
passage, and to bhis own study.

Arrived here, he switehed on the light, and

then procecded to dleguisc himscf as the
celehrated Banta Claus,

The: long, trailing garments, aod the sweep-

(ing white heard, completely transformed Bol-

BOVET maI]nr. Iiis own mother would pot have
known him, could she have zecn him then.

“Now for the giddy hedgelog!” muttercd
Bolsover. E

Skinner kept hls prickly and pecutiar pet |
the wood-shed, # P e i
Bolsover didn't relish visiting one of the
ontbuilidings at that time of night. Dot le

Py 11 e

Greedily Billy Bunter grabbed at his

stocking, and then gave a yell which fairly

awakened the echoes. ** Yow-ouw-ow [ It's
a hedgehog " he groaned,

gerewed his courage to the silcking polnt,
aoil carricd out his plan.

In the waoot-shed he found a anck. This he
Alled with shavings, in order to give it a
halging appearance. Then he gingerly picked
up the hedgebog, and placed that [']:1 the
sgack also.

He lost no time In petting back to the
Remove dormitory, It was chilly and un-
canny in the Close, and Bolsover major was
in mortal forror of meeting the Gresfriars
glost, -

A few moments later Bolsover—the modern
santn Clauns—=shuffied inte the Remove dor-
milory wiltle his bulging sonck,

He lighted a cawdle; then he  atepped
towards Billy Bunter's bed, and tickled the
i‘.‘qt- junior wnder the chin, in order to awaken
i,

Filly Bunter sat up Io bed, and hlinked
around him. Theo his heart gave a jump.

In the suhdned ticht of the candle he eould
see the fignre of Santa Claus moving about
at the oot of his bed,

“I[—1 say!" murmurcd Dunter.
really you, Hanta Claus?

Y Yea," answered Bolsover, in a deep, clicer-
ful volee.

“Are you filling up my stocking§™

“Is that

By BOB CHERRY,
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“Yes, my child.”

“0Oh, good}

“Yon must not look and sec what is In 18
until the morning.”

* All serene, sir.”

Billy Bunter wasn't quite surc whether i
was correct to address Santa Claus as “eir,”
But it was best to be on the gafe side, ha
reflected.

Santa Claus had now finished Alling tha
stocking. He pansed for o mament at the
foot of the bed, and beamed at Billy Bunter.

“Good-night, my chubby infant!” he sald.

There was a titver from &kinner’s bed, and
Aanta Claus frowned. Fortunately, however,
Bitly Bunter failed to hear the titter.

No sooner had Santa Claus left the dorml-
tory than Dilly Bunter hastily slipped out of
bed. He was eonsumed with curio: ity to know
what wns In his stocking, He had promised
Santa Claus that he wounld not invesiigato
until the morning, but Bllly Bunter's pro-
misca were of the picerust variety.

Greedily the fat junfor grabhed at his steck-
ing.  And then he Fave a yell which falrly
awakencd the echoca

It was as if a score of sharp splkez had
been driven into his hand,

Billy Bunter sprang back, nursiog tho
injured hand, and slowly tumbling 1o the
fact that he had been japed.

“Wihy, it'a a bheastly ho
gronned. " Yow-ow-ow 1"

ITall the dormitory had boen awakencd by
Bunter's yell of anguish.

* Halle, hallo, hallal” I murmurad drowsily.
" What's the matter, Bunteri”

" 8ome beast has smuggled o hedgehog Into
my stocking!™

"Ha, ha, ha=

"It's nothing to laueh at!” moaned Bonter,
“I'm Punctun_-d all over! I =shall pet hlood=
poisoning, or thydrophobla, or szomethingl
Skiuner, you rotter, it's your hedgchog! Take

it wway il bury it 1f you don’t, I'l por
and wake Quelchy, and tell him what's hap-

hedgehog 1™

pencd !

‘This threat rather ecarcd Skinner, for ho
knew that Bunter was not above sneaking.

The cul of the Remove reluctantly aroae,
and carried his procious pet back to its rests
ing-place in the wood-shod.

Delow stafrs he met Bolsover malor, and
they lawghed lowd and lowg over the hoax
which had been played on Billy Bunter.

As for the fat junlor, he ercpt back into
bed in disgnst.

He was hitterly disappointed. Santa Claos
had Jet bim down horreibly. He Lhad ux-
pected “hiz stocking to Le crammed full of
good things, and he had maae the discovery—
the very painful discovery—of o heidgehog |

Noxt marning, however, whcno the risings
bill elanged out, there was a joylul sur-
prise for Billy Bunter.

He looked nt his stocking, ond, lo! ik was
full of the most tempting delicacies!

Hurry Wharton & Co. were amazed. And
Skinner and DBolsover. were [airly fabbers
gastl,

It was as if 8 miracle had happencd!

And tho miracle was nover explained, ex-
copt to o select fow.

We learnt afterwards that it wae zood-
hearted Mark Linley who had played the poart
of Santa Claus.

“1 felt sorry for poor old Bunter,” said
Marky, "I know he's & socak and a glutton
and mll that, but, dash it all, it's the eml
of tiwe tern, and—well, 3 felt guily justificd
in loading up Benter's stocking.”

2o the sequel was quite a happy dne for
Hilly Duunter, after all. And the fat junior's
faith in Banta Claus remuina unshaken |
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An Amazing Adventure of the Unique Detective, Mr. Herlock Shulmes.
Recorded by Dr. JOTSON.

T was Christmas Eve., I had been
guminoned hy telephone to the side of
my one remmning patient. A glance
informed me that he had developed

obligue curvature of the offslde. vertebrae,
and that an immediate’ operation. was
necessary. Setting down my lttle biack tool-
bag, I éxtracted the varlous saws, filee, and
chisels needful for my himdne tozk.

That operation I repard with pleasure as
one of t.lu:r most successful of my career. |
removed the obstraneons ¢uticls and the yerl-
forfh valvule in o manner whith would bove
beén a bredit to the suffkoh royal himaeif.
After I had elgned the debth certificate, 1
pat Gtk in hizh fettle for home. Never
hefors had T h:en 50 consciows of that Yule-
tide epirit of “Peace on Earth and Good
Will Men "

As T turned info $I|r1'ﬁ:e1' Eutr&et
in which my fnmous detective
friend, Mr. Herlock Shoimed, and
1" had our apariments, 1 saw
a lonf, atteouwdted figure a little
way  ahead. bulky parcel
awung from his  right Tand.
Hastening ulﬂui, I clapped the
pedestrian on the shoulder,

“Al, ray denr
Taking home the
poose, I percelve™

Herlock Sholmes

with a smile.

“You have deduped ghth.
Joteon!™ L enid. “How did you
koowi"”

“1 noticed that your hand was
gripping a pair of  yellow,
wehbed feet. . There wae an
odour of well-hung poultry In
your track, awd—"

“Eoough, my dedr Joteop!™
erled my famous friend. "I sec
¥ou have proved an apt pupil
of my methads! Directiy you
began speakivgp: I knew  you
vere on the right scent™

I Aushied with pride ot this
Thigh * proise.

ABuk let ws nob tulk ghop!™ 1
aaid jocularly. * This in
Christmastide. EKnowin t-lm.t
my onhe remainiog pu.tr out
af his pabr, T can enloy ua BEA-
son in ecomfort, You  yourselt

Sholmes!
Christmas

regarded me

atricken though gécteel appearance, the
EROTMOHS num%—er af tax and rate formz lo
his possession, and that ring that glitters on
his "finger. And, uoless I am greatly mis-
taken--which T pever am--he was oo biz way
to wisit our rooms.”

As I belped Sholmes to ralse the man, 1
glanced at the gold ring which the eagle eye
of my astoundiog friend had noticed from
twenty yarmis® range. The roe bore the crest
of o fumous family—n dying duck dormant
with crossed battlc-axes on a backgreund of
split peos,

By thiz time an amosed and corfoms crowd
of wayfarers was uo'lhe-'.:tfnf Bholmes and 1
Tifted the dosed unfortvoate to hizs feet, and
escarted hbim to the house whereln we had
our apartments. Mrs. Spudeon, our laod-

lady, oproed the door. The good woman was

-tipa of biz flogers together.

wise the AN-Brltish Clothing Corporation,
for services Sholmes had rendered in solv-
ing the mystery of the Second Hanpd, Then
he sank into his armchair, and placed the
I found & perch
on the cocaing cask.

The wvhkitor showed surprize at Sholmes
manner of faddress.

"Ye3,” be remarked. "1 am indeed Daron
Battledore, of Bodkin CCasztle, Swapshire. 1
Eeek 1'1:11.|r aid, Mr. dholmes, A terrible
mystery s p;h:luul!i;p driving wme inzahe.
Castle Bodkin has become haupted, though
by what, I shudder to thiuk! Hollow groans,
the rnl:.!.lmg of chains, and the shuffling of
feet have reached my ears in the dead of
pight. It iz horrible—uncanoy—I caonot
gtafid it lomger! Come bock with me to
Bodkin Castle, Mr. Sholmeal! Although 1
am & member of an anetent titled
family, I can still afford to oifer
you Christmns hospitality '

I glinced at Sholmes anxiously.
It secmel most wnfortunate that
thia  distressed client ehould
arrive on Christmas Eve, of all
times,

“I will aceompany you to your
ancestral home fe-night, ryouor
lordship.” retarned Sholmes, *on
one condition—that my colleagne
Dr. Jotzon may come, tool 1
may need his valuable assistance
in the cose™

A happy smile lighted my face
s the barom readily agreed.

Ten mivutes later, after [ had
picked a valise, Herlock Sholmes
picked up his wiolin-case, without
which le stidom  journeyed far
" nfleld. Then, hooking his walk-
ing-stick in oy ear, the great
duetective followed our oristo-
cratie client from the house.

During the short railway
jnurney  to - Swapshire, Herlock
Hholmes plied Baron Battledore
with fquestin,

“"Have you any encemiez of
Whiom ¥oil, afe awuare, vour lord-
shipt

The baron looked surprised.

“Sueores,” he replled; "“the in-
come-tax  offlcials,  the  whole
Labour Party in the House of
LCommions, n butler npmed Spivet.,

lmve no case on hand, 1 peliave™

Instend of replyind to my re- | The pointed koot of steel shot out, and caught the ghostly | “hom 1 dismissed ~recently for
cagegsing o whistle—-
mark, geruck Sholmes grioved § knight on g tonder spot, “ Yoop ! Yow-ow 1™ “Quick, PE% whistlei” I colod.
“Look, Jotson!" Joison !*" shouted Herlock Sholmes,. “‘Fetch a tin- “A  whistle!” repeated  the
._1! f:}l]:.r;;m:! the fd!i“ﬁﬂmh in- openar [* (See page z2.) :;:lmuﬂ “Fe wan vi;;rl”f wetting
icated Dby my friend! any —with my race old wines!™
finger. In  the middle .Fnl' the Herlock Sholmes cust 1 pitving

mudd:; road almost opposlbe our apartments,

a tall gentleman, elad In o moth-eaten ovor-
v :-at, was performlugz the rnu.st. extrmrclllmr
comtortlons on  his woegk, e had ju
descended from p awiftiy-moviog bus.

As Sholmee and I hurried to his asslstaneg,
he gat up in the eoft mud, and, gazing sky-
ward, began making spismedic movements
with an upturned forefloger, a3 though count-
fng to Lumeelf. What he was couvnting 1
uttefly failed to percelve. Around him lay
seattered a number of hills and other decu-
ments that fwad fallen frem hiz pockete.

“The manm ia evidently s member of our
British aristocracy!" muttered Sholmes, aa
we erpased the road.

"My “dear Sholmes t* I panted. *What on
enfth mukes yog—-7-~"
*Bimple deduction, Jotson. His poverty.

HEXT
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not surprised that we had hmugxht BOTI&-
thing home with us. Blie ‘waz well used to
Sholmes turning wp with an assortment of
things that hie had run to enrth.

Hepairlng to our consultiog-room, 2holmer
offered our guest o pineh of cocaing mod my
favourite armechair.

"Thank you, Mr. Sholmes!"™ zald our
visitor, who had recognised the great detee-

tHye. “I was on my way to coosulf vyou
uﬂ]eln I met with my uwnfortunate side-
slip i

“Your lordshipp may spenk [Irecly hefore
my frieud and colleague, Dr. Jotzon,” said
Herlock Bbholmes.

Bholmes discarded his coat, and sellpped
inte his dressing-gown--that famous ehecked
article which hadl been presented to him by
Mezsrs,  Iscostein and Bloombaum, other-

A BPLENDID TALE

“FAITHFUL TO HIS FRIEND!" o

glanec nt me, awd then resumed the vross-
examination of cur client.

“Mow many servants hhs your lordship at
Bodkin Castle? he inquired,

“Ooly two foetmen aod a conk. The othera
have been ddriven away by the reeent
mysterious oceurrences. And theze throe
hoave threatencd fo leave

"Tvo mo relatives reslde with you at the
chatle?”

“None! I have anly one relative, and he
livea st Poshe Mall, over a mile nway., He
ia my nephew, Rir Egpbert Makesplosh, the
beir to the Battledore title.”

“You are on good terms with your nephew,
your lordshipd”

“Excellent terms. my dear Mr.

{Conboued on porge 2234

OF GREYFRIARS.
By FRANK IIIﬂHlHIIB-

Sholmes,

HH il



Another Grand Long Complete Greyfriars Story Next Week!

“THE MYSTERY OF THE
CHRISTMAS CANDLES!"
{Continucd from page 10.)

Many hands were already at work re-
leasing Bunter, The fat juniot was soon
free, and he sat up and spluttered.

£ rﬂmu h.J”

“What has happened, Bunteri” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch,

“Froooooogh I

* Bunter——"

“I'm c-c-cold——"

“Takea the boy indoors,” said Mr.
Quelch., *Take him into my study, to
the fire. All junidrs will go indoors at
once! Wingate, will' you uest the
Bixth to help you in searching for the—
the burglari”

“(Can't wo help, sir?" asked Bob.

“ Vol may go indoors, Cherry.”

The Removites reluctantly gave up the
hunt. As a maiter of fact, 1t was pretty
oortain that the mysterious Hindu was
by that time, well outside the walls

Gréyfriars, and far on the way to safety, |

Wingate and the Sixth-Formers made a
thorough search, however.

Harry Wharton & Co. marched Bunter
inte Mr. Queleh's study. The fat junior
was chivering and stuttering with cold.
Hea squatted before the fire, and rubbed
his fat hands, and gasped and groaned.
Te the questions the eager juniors
showerad 11?;3:1 him he made no answer
whalever, Ha was too busy looking after
his own comfort. :

Mr. Quelch came in at last, He was
looking very disturbed and a little cross.

“Have they caught him, =zir?" asked
Wh&rtm}.h_ . ped

“Ma: ha appears to have éscaped”™
paid Mr.. Queleh. **I shall telephone to
the police at once. Bunier |

“'Swl Yos, sir?™

“Kindly tell me how you came to be
in the state in which we found youl”
snepped Mr. Quelch. “Were you
stiacked by the man who seems to have
sttempted to commit a robbery here?”

“Ow! Yes, sir.”

“Tall me what happened, as briefly as

passible.”

“I—1 was taking a walk for—for
exercise before going to bed, sir,” said
Bunter. “Suddenly a fearful ruffian
Teaped on me, and pointed a pistol at my
head. and said * Handa upt® ™

“Keep to the facts, Bunter I"

“Oh! Ahl  Yos, sir. I mean, ha
took held of my throat, sir, and showed
me a knife!™ i

“Not mnch difference!” murmured
Bob Cherry. .

“Well. what then, Bunter?”

“He—he asked me about the candles,

Y .

“ (fandles P ejaculated Mr, Quelch.

*Yes, sir, candles.”

“Are you wandering fn your mind,
Bunteri”

“ Nunno, sir.”

“Do you mean to say that that un-
known man cana here to steal candles?"’
exclaimed the Remove-master,
- “¥or, sir. Wharton's
candles.”

“Mongense " said My, Quelch.
must be zome practical joke,’

““It wasn't, sir! He made me point
-out Wharton's study, and tell him where
‘the candles were, sir. I fonght fiercely,
but—"
® % WhatT" _

“ And felled him, sir, with one terrific
blow straight from the shoulder——"

NEXT
MONDAY !

Christmas
e It

“If you do not keep to the facts,
Bunter, T shall tane you!”

“0Oh, really, sir——"

“Tell me !
-absurd exaggerations and foolish boast.
ing " said the Remove master crosaly.

“Oh! He—ha tied me up, s=ir, and
shoved something into my mouth, and
stuck me under the tree, sir. It was
frlg*ht.fqlly cold. And—and I've lost the
tarts, sir—"

“Tho tarts{™

“I—I mean I hadn't any farts)”
gasped Bunter, catching Vernon-Smith's
eye aft that moment. ‘' Nothing of the

kind; sir! I—I was shivering and freez-
ing and shuddering and dving of cold,
gir, -and—and then some silly inliut came
silly

walloping over me—that fool

Charry, sie—"
“Oh ™ murmured Bob.
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““ And that's all, sir," said Bunter. “1
think I'm going to be seriously ill from
—Irom exposure, sir, and—anﬁ if you
don't mrind, I'd rather stay 'in bed all
day to-morrow, sir. My meals could be
sent up to the dormitory.”

- “Can you explain thiz, Wharton?
What are thesa candles to which Bunter

1 alludes?"

“Inky—I mean, Hurree Singh—sent us
four Chnstmas candles, =siv,” =aid Harry.
“They're not to be hghted till Christ-
mas Day. I can't understand why any-
body. should want to steal them., They
can't be worth more than = few
shillings."”

“ Extraordinary ¥ said Mr. Quelch.
“ Ara these—these candles still  safe,
Wharton 1"

“I haven't looked,
thought about them."

“I will go with you to your study,
Wharton. All the others will go to their
dormitory immediately.”

sir, I never

what happened without

I5

The Removitbs oleared off, Bunter
going with them with many deep groans,

Harry Wharton and the ava
master proceeded to Study Ne. 1.

That celebrated apariment wasz in wild
disorder,

The lock of the door was smashed, the
window was wide open, and the drawers

‘of Wharton's desk lay about the Boor,

and papers, books, pens, all gorts an
mdm of art.iclaapawe'm scatiered on
the carpet. The electrio lantern wsed by
the burglar was still there.

Mr. Quelch lighted the gas.

“ Mow look for the candles, Wharton,”
ha said.

*Certainly, sip”

Whartori opened the secret drawer of
hiz dask, in which the box of candles had
been placed. The drawer was not much
of a secret; the burglar certainly would
have discovered ‘it if ho had been given
time. Foriunately, he had been inter-
'Eupted before his search could extend so

ar _

“Hero they are, sir—quite safe "

“ Lat me au{: them, "._q

Wharton opened thée box, and the
Form-master locked at the four bir
coloured candles, knitting his browa.

“It is an cxtraordinary thing that a
burghaz should desire to possess himself of
such things ™ he said. “ Why did Hurree
Singh send these to you, Wharton 7"

A .gm;}- of Christmas present, 1 sup-
pose, sir,

“1t is very odd.” ]

“He said they're not to be lighted till
they're on the Christmas-tree, when we
shall get a aqr[:am_a.'" |

It is possible that somerarticle of value
may be concealed in them,” said Mr,
Quelch., * Bomething in the nature of a
surprise-packet, Evidently the Hindu
attached some value to them, as he ran
guch risks in coming here'to steal them.”

“ Looks like it, sir,” agreed the captain
of tha Remove, regarding the mystericus
candlea very curiously.

“1 shall inform the police immediately
of this ocenrrence, harton. In the
meantime, these candles had better bo
locked up in the Head's safe. If they are
really of value, they.are not safe here.”

And Mr. Quelch carried off tho box of
Christinas candles with him; and Harre
Wharton, very much puzzled, proceeded
to tha Remave dormitory. i

It was long befora the Removites slepd
thay night ! '

e ——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Off for the Holidays !

HERE was & great deal of excile-

I ment at Greyiriars the following
the subject of the at-

tempted  barglary. Inspector
Grimes came over from Courtficld, and
interviewed Wharton and Billy Bunter
and the Head, and inspected the set of
Christmas candles. . He smiled sceptically
as he looked at the candles, evidently
under the impression that they were not
really the thief's objective, The afair
was puzeling enough, and the inspector
romised to investigate it; and he took

18 departure _

The Christmas candles remained locked
up in the Head's safe till break-up day,
and in a day or two the excitement wae
forgotten. The candles, valuable or not,
were safe enough now, and it was not
likely that the thief would venture to
return.

Harry Wharton & Co. debated whether
they would write to the nabob an account
of what had happened, hut‘thlaﬂ decided
that there was no use in  bothering

day, oh
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Hurree Singh with the affair.  The
nabob's pecaliad present was sale now
and that was all that malterad.

The Co. kept their cyes wel open for
auy dark gentleman whe might show up
in the nmthbﬂurhnm:l during the follow-
ing dayz; Lot no dark genjleman dawned
upon them. And, in the excitement of
the approaching holidays, they soon
veaged to give the affair much thought.
It was arronged that Wharton was to
take the candles homa with him when the
school broke up, as his chums were going
with him. The party were to travel up
1]:53 London on the morning of Christmas

ve, fo arrive that day at the mansion of
Inky's esleemed relative the Jam.

B30  when 1he Greyiriare fellows
acattered to the four cornore of the king-
dom for the Chiistmas vacation, the box
of candles reposed at the boltom of
Wharton's trunk. The rest of Inky's
gucsts went their various ways, to meet
again on Christmas Eve at the Jum's
nangion. Billy Bunter waved a genial
good-bye to the Co. when they chapged
traing for Wharton e, :

“Bee you again Chrstmas!" called out
Bunter.

“ Bow-wow "
chorua,

“If you like, Wharton, I'll come along
with youn now, and we'll iravel up to
Inky's place together——"

“Rats 1"

“Yah!" yelled Bunter,

d t}m{ parted.

Harry Wharton & Co. had to change
traing a seconud time for Wharton Magnus,
atd they were careful to see to the trans-
fer of Lhe baggnge. A man, wrapped in
& heavy overcont, and deaply muflled
against the eold, with a cap drawn down
over hig brows, came along to the guard’s-
van, Bnd at sight of the junors, walked
uip the train quickly.  Bob Cherry
ﬁa:n{!eﬂ at him, and then locked after

im rather fixedly.

"That chap's & Hindu,” he said.

“After the gldy candles?™ grinned
Nugent.

“Well, he'z & Hindn!
chivey ! eaid Bob. “ Wea'il jolly well
keep our eyes open. Of course, there's

lenty of Ilindus about; but & chap can't

2 too careful, considering what's
happenead.”

“ Right egough ! agreed Wharton.

At Wharton Magnus, a little country
station, the four Removites left the train,
Clolonel Wharton was there to meect his
nephew, and they chatted on the platform
for a little time, while the other passen-
gers cleared off. Dob Cherry, remember-
ing the importance of loeking after the
baggage, hurried along the platform to
where the trunks had been deposited.
There were three boxes in a row.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!™ shonted Bob.
" Where's your box, Wharton i

“ Wheat 2"

The juniors came racing up.

“Wharton's box isn't hera 1" cxclaimed
Johmny Bull. " Has it gone on in the
train? Where's the porter ¥

“ T saw it put out,” said Harry,

JHe called to the old porter,. who had
known Harry from his earliest years.

Old Peter came up, touching his cap.

“ Where's the other box gone, Peter i
asked Wharton.

“The dark gentleman’s box 7" asked
Peter.

“The dark gentleman ! roared Bob,

“The dark gentleman pointed out the
th: and asked me to take it out to a
vab,” zaid Peter, scratching his head.
“{Of course, there ain’t a cab 'era, but I
told 'im he could get a fly from the
Wharton Arms——"

“Come on!" shouted Bob.

NEXT
MONDAY!
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The juniors rushed oul of the station.?
Colonel Wharton followed them at a
more lewsurely pace, while old Peler
stood scratching his head in perplexity.
It was evident that the dark gentleman
who shad travelled by the frain had]
designs on Wharton's box, and pretty
clear that he was the same Hindu who
had attempted to burgle Study No. 11
at Greyfrinrs. It was a daring altempt,
and had the juniors been a litile less
walchfnl it would certainly have suc-
coaded, The portor had catried out the
box at the durk gentleman's hehest,
without the slightest suspicion that it
belonged to another passenger.

But tha juniors weroe in time,

Qutside the station the box reposed’
on the pavement; and a ““fly ” was just
driving up. The costed and mull}'md
Hidw was calling te the driver as the
vehicle arrived.

“Quick! Take up my box!
a grpat hurry 1"

“That's the man !" roared Bob Cherry.

The Hindu spun round.

Harry Wharton & Co. rushed straight
at him. For a moment the man hesi-
tated, his black eyes blazing at the
juniors. But he evidently realised that
the game was up. He turned, and fled
street, leaving the box
whara it s , and the driver of the
“fly * blinking after him in astonish-
ment,

“* Chasge him!" yelled Johnny Bull.

The juniors scudded in pursuit. DBut
the dark man was out of the village in
¢ minute, arid he daried away down a
misty lane and vanished. IHarry Wharton
& Co. slackened down,

“ No good chasing him across the Relds
in the mist!” said Harry. *“We shall
never get him! Come back!"”

The juniors returned to the station.
They found Colonel Wharton awaiting
them there.

“YWell, what does this mean?" asked
the colonel, eyeing the breathless juniors
curigusly.

Harry Wharton explained, and the
party started for Wharton Lodge. The
calonal tugged thoughtfully at his white
mouatache,

“Tt'e pratt{ clear that there’s some-
thing wvaluable about Hurrea 8Singh's
Christmas candles,” he said, with a smile,
“It's rather odd how that dark fellow
has got on the track of them, however.
You will have lo be careful in taking
lhem up to Eondon, EHarry,”

“T jolly well won't let them go out
of my hands on Christmas Eve !™ said
Harry, ‘“‘He won't get another chance
at themi, the rascal! He must have been
waiting for the break-up at Greyirars,
and must have u—ut-:lmg us leave the
school—"'

“Chance for Drike if he had ba'g d
them !" grinned Bob Cherry. 'ﬁe
could have set Drake to elucidating the
‘ Mystery of the Missing Candles "—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors arrived at Wharton Lodge

I am in

in great apirita. During their brief
stay there, befors starting for London,
nothing was seen or heard of the

mysterious Hindu. And when on Christ-
mas Eve the chums of Greyfriars caught
their train, Harry Wharton carried the
Er&n:mm candles in s own bag, which
¢ did not even trust-to the ﬁa

a porter. And, so far as the juniors could
see, there was no dark gentleman on the
train. And they arrived at the London
terminus  without adventure, and feal-
ing that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's
mj'tiatezu‘ma Christmas presant was safe
ab last.

| Harr

nds of |-

SPLENDID

There Are Two Magnificent Complete School Stories in the * Popular ]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Robbed !

i EA'LYM}'GH fellows——"
"My only hat! Buanter!™
“Bunter—you bounder!™
Harry Wharten & Co. stepped
from .lheir. carriage, and were greeted
on the platfprm by no less a person than
William George Bunter. The Owl of the
Remove grinned at them genially.
“Thought I'd -meet your train!” he
remarked. 1 happened to hear yuu
mention the {rain yon were coming by
at areyfriars, you know—="
“You fat E:mutd&r!_”
“The other fellows hive come up,”
said Bunler, “I've seem Vernon-Smith
Toddy and Browney, and two or
three more. They crammed into o toxi
to drive to Inky's place. The beasia
wouldn't give me a lfti— IX—I mean
I refused their pressing offer of & lift,
because I th-:-ugkt I'd better wajt for
you fellows. Inky would like us®all to
arrive together, wouldn't he?"
“I don’t think he'd like you to arrivo
at all!"™ said Wharlon.
*Oh, really, Wharton——"'
“Buzz off 1" suggested Johnny Bull.
“You fellows can lend me some things,
of course,” said Dunter. “I see you've
{:r_pught j‘ﬂ-ilr bags. ]It%‘lmlght I wouldn't
g any lugerage. I'll carry your ba
for you if yaﬁgliﬁg, Wharton." ! !
“Let it alone !
Bunter chuckled.

“Giot those precious candles in it?”
he grinned. I su you're going
to ugree to my having one of them,
Wharton 7"

“Cheese 1t "

“1 hate selfishness!” zaid Bunter re-
provingly. * Well, shall T call a taxi
for you fellows? There's rather o rush
on Lhem, It won't take us long to drive
to Trumpington Squore. Take care of
that bag, harton. . There's a dark
entleman on the platform somewhere.

saw him in the crowd, May be the
same chap——""

Y Keep your eyes open, you fellows!"”
said Bob. i {

“¥es, rather!”

The Greyfriara juniors passed iho
barrier and gave up their lickets, and
Bunter parted with his platform-ticket.
The Owl of the Remove stuck very closo
to the Co, With all his nerve, Billy
Bunter seemed to prefer to arrive at
the Jam's mansion in compeny with
Wharton & Co. Evidently ho
hoped to insinuwate himself into the
Christmas parly under the wing, as it
wore, of Inky's special chums, Outside
the barrier there was # jostling, hurry-
g crowd of people going to catch trains
or coming away from trains, and the
chums of the Romove found themsalves
separated. Billy Bunter caught hold of
the sleeve of Wharton's eoat and hunsz
on grimly, quite determined not to be
shaken off in the throng.

“Let go, you ass!” exclaimed Harry.

*0h, really, old chap—-="

“You fut duffer—"

“Here, hold on!"” excdaimed Bunter.
“I've dropped my umbrella! Silly uss
jostled me—->"

“Let go my coat!” roared Wharlon.

“Bha'n"t! You're not going to dodgo
me ! Lemme get my umbrella I howlod
Bunter.

Still grasping Wharten's sleeve wilh
one tenacious hand, Billy Bunter stooped
and groped for the fallen umbrella with
the other. Two or three people jostled
him, and the Owl of the Remove sab

TALE OF GCREYFRIARS. L
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idown amd roared. Wharlon was half
drnggod over by Bunter's grasp on his
arm. Heg shook himself angrily, but the
Nwl of the Remove was not to be lightly
:haken off. At the same moment some-
one horried by and crashed against
Wharton, almost sending him staggering
rergr Bunger, A prip fostened on his
richt wrilt, twisting it suddenly and
swvagely, and almost before he knew
what was happening his bag was
wranched fl'l:rmpﬁ'fﬁ hand.
on turned with a ery.

“Stop thief!"” he shouted.

He had one glimpse of & man in an
avercoat, muffled up, who plunged into
tha jostling throng and disappeared,
Wharton would have rushed furiously
after him, but Bunter caught at his
eoat again and held on.

“T say, Harry, old chap—"

“Lot go!” shrieked Wharton, drag-
ging at his coak.

113 BI.“.'-,. I Eﬂ.jl'—-'—"

Wharton wronched himself looze. IHe
darted inte the crowd in the direction
iha thisf had taken; but the man and
the bag had vanished.

“Hallo, hallo, hullo!" Bob Cherry
cama through the crowd with Nugent,
and Johnny Bull arrived from another
divection,  * Anything wp, Harry 1"

“Tho bag-—" gasped Wharton.

“What "

“It's taken——"

[N My hﬂ ]IF

“That fool Bunter was holding me !”
saaped Wharton, " Somebody twisted
my wrist, and grabbed it and cleared!
It waos the Hindu, of course—the man
wo saw at Wharton Magnus! The bag's
rone—and the candles—"'

“Oreat Scoft!”

Bunter came up gasping,

“Wharton, you beast, I've lost my
iimbrella ! ou'll have to buy me a
new umbrella ! It was dll your fault——"

#8hut up 1" howled Wharton.

“It was a jolly good umbrella—cost
three guineas—  Yaroooh ! roared
Iunter, as Wharton, ont of all patience,
thumped his hat and flattened it over his
eyes.
Billy Bunter was busy with his hat
for some time, and the chums of Grey-
friurs held a hurried consultation,

“Drake!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“What about Drake——"

“He's the man!"” said Bob, wilh con-
viction. **We're secing him at Inky's,
veur know——"

“Ho mayn't be there yet—most likely
not—-""

“Cut off 1o Baker Sireet,” said Bob.
“Wae'll po to the station police hero
ahout the bagp, and you eut off to Baker
Street for Drake; and if he's left, keop
un to Inky's, and see him there. Jump
into a tax), and don’t lose a tick 1™

“"Good 7 said Wharton. “It's tho
leat thing.”

“Get & move on.”

Harry Wharton ran for a taxi.

“Baker Street, driver, as fast ag yon
rani—Ferrers Locke's house,”

" Yes, sirl"
The taxi glided away,
It stopped at last oulside the house of

itha famowa Daker Stroet detective.,

A handsome fellow of about Whartan's
age had just come down the steps with
a bag in his hand, Thore was a taxicab
waitin amd he wag abont to Btﬂt} into
il, ‘1: I:Il.l"ﬂT'I ll'fll]l."‘{i r'l'ul]l ]Ii.‘! "Hj]lll'_lﬂ‘lﬂ.'
el shoutoed ;

“Ihake ™

HEXT
MONDAY !

—

“ FAITHFUL TO HIS FRIEND!"™

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Detcetive on the Case !
ACK DRAKE glanced round

J SUFDPIES,
His faco brightened at the sight
of s old school-fellow., He turned
from the waiting- taxi, and hurried tn.
wards Wharton.
“Hallo, old top!l”
“ Jally lad to sce you!" He shook
hands with Wharton through the win-
dow. "1 didn't know you were enlling
for me. I was just off to Inky's—-"
“*Homething's happened! 1 want your
hnlpi” said Harry. “Hend your taxi
Hway, and jump in here, will you?”
" Certamnly I
Drake dismissed the waiting ecabman,
and Wharton opened the door for him,
and ha stepped into Whartan's vehicle,
Harry diracted the driver to veturn to
the: station thoy had left, and the taxi
lided awav. Drake sat down facing
harton, his bag on the fleor. Billy
Bunter i:rh'nl-:-cd at him with a gonial
Erin.
"85 you're coming the

in

to

Fu.t'l'.]'yr,
| Drake, old béan?” he asked. *“Jolly

glad you'll be there "

*Thanks!" said Drake rather dryly.

“I managed “to ecome,” continned
Bunter., “INArcy of 3Bt Jim's begped
me, almost with tears in his eyos, to stay
on at his place, but I said 1 couldn’t let
Inky down. I couldn't, could 11"

*Will you dry up, you [at chump?”
sard Harry impatiently.

“Oh, really, Wharton-—->»

"Give ue a rest, Bunter,"” said Drale
“¥You said something had ]'HI.EPEHE‘I.’*.
Wharton, If I can help you——o

“I hooe you can,'" said Harry., 1
hardly like to turn up at Inky's place
without the candles—"

“"The what?" ejoculated Drake,

“I'd bettor spin you the whole yarn,"
eaid Harry,

And he told the story of the Christ-
mag candles from the beginning, the boy
detective listening attentively,

Drake did not interrupt him onee,

Billy Bunter did several times; but
Forrers Locke's assistant paid no hood
to the Owl of the Remove,

The bay detective was soon in posses
sion of the whole curious story, and
Wharton looked at him anxiously. He
had ‘a strong hope that Drake might be
able to heu:\ him, but he had to confess
that ha did not see how the boy detee.
tiva was to do it. Tha man who had
snatched the bag at the terminus had
vanished into the crowd, and was lost
in the wildorncss of London. How
¥arrers Locke's pupil was to get on his
track was a mystery to Ilarry—if,
indeed, he could do so at all.

“You think there's a chanece?"” asked
[Tarry at last,

“1 hope 80" said Drake
" Wa'll clljn our best, anvhow,
didn’t see much of the mun who robled
_‘,'{.JLI?“

“Only that he was a Hindu,"

“The same who tried to bag your
luggape at Wharlon Magnus?”

“I am almost sure.  Anvhow, it seoms

tty certwin, doesn’t it?"

Dirake nodded.

“If it was the same inon, he had a
prominent nose, and black eycs set rathey
¢loge together,” said Harry.

Drake turned to Bunter,

“Docs that fit the man who eallard
you in the quad at Greyfriars, Bunteri”
he asked,

“Yas."

“Good!

aquictly.

Now, tell me your yarn—

You.

L

ha exclaimod. |

A EPLEN

‘ Poplets.”* 1

just what happened to you that {ime,”™
said Drake

“I was—was pacing the quad,” seid
Bunter. " Buddenly there was a fearful
yell, and about thirty Hindus rushed at
‘ma with drawn scimitarg——"

“For goodness’ sake, tell Drake the
truth, you fat-fool I sheuted Wharton.

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Lot himi run on,” said Drake, with a
amile. " 1've had some training at dis-
cntm]ﬁimg the truth from the les——*

“0Oh, really, Drake, if you think 1
wounld tell you a whopper—or ever
axargernte—"

“Get on with the washing, old top!"

Bunter grunted, and  proceeded with
his thrilling yarn. Eyidently, his tale of
udventure had grown since the break-up
it Greyfriara, It was now a thrilling,
fearsome narralive, caleulated to make
anyone's knotled and combined locks ta
sart, and each particular hair to stand
m end, like quills upon the fretful
noreupine,

But Javk Drake listened to it pationtly.

Doubtlesa he was easily able to pick
out the facts from the fiction and to
reduco Bumter's startling yarn to the
proper proportions,

“The man seems to have gone to
Groyirinrs specially for the candlea?”
the boy detective remarked.

“830 he snid,"” answeresd Bunter.

“Ile wanted Wharton’s study, not one
of the others—"

“Yea "

““He seemed to know thet the parcel
had been sent by post to Wharton,”

“ Must have,” said Bunter.

“It's jolly queer how the man knew
nnythm&r about the candles. at all,”
Harry Wharton remarked., *'They con-
tained soma sort of a Christmas surpriso
for us; Lut how a stranger could get on
to it 13 o giddy mystery! Must have
been spying=on Inky somehow.!

Jack Drake no&da;rd without speaking.

He eat in silence while the taxi buzzed
on to the stotion, evidently thinking the
mattor out.

Boly Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Nugent were waiting outside the station
for Wharten., They came up quickly as
the taxi stopped, and Wharton waved to
them {rom Lthe window.

“"Got him 1" said Dob Cherry, with
satisfoction, " Good old Drake! Jally
ghhd to seq youl! Are you going to ro
capture thoso blessed candles for usi™

“I'm going to try,” said Droke, wilh
a smile,

“What's the first move?! We've told
the police here about #; but, of course,
they can't do  anything—the man's
vanishesl long ago!™

“Teller pet otato Inky's,” said Drake.

“Put——" Wharton hesitated. “Wa
—we don’t like turning up without tha
cardlisa, Deake. If there's thn faintesg
chanes of 1'9-:"!)1-'Eriﬂ$ thern—*

*'1 think there is, " said Drake quietly.
“Bot von toekd me, I think, that the
candlea ara not to he produced: Lill to-
maorrow, when thﬂ;r*ra to e put on the
Christinas-troe—-

(1] 'n}‘-ﬂ-!.-bﬂ- m.l!

“Then you needn't menlion to Inkw
that they're lost,” said Drake. “I’'ve

i twenty-four houra to wark in, and in
that time I may be able to hand over
the candles, and it will Lo all right.
Don't say n word to Inky until the
mattei's zeltled ono way or the other.™

“Good ! said Nugent. “That will
bo all right.,  Are vou coming on to
Inky's with ws 1"

“Yas: I'm a guest, you know."

“1 mean, about looking for the thief
and——"

DID TALE OF
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Bump !

There was a rending sound of parting eloth !
had done it—with fatal resulis {0 Drake’s evening trousers,
#jaculated Bob Cherry. ** Merry Christmas ! Good old
what [ ”* chuckled the genial Jam. (See Chapler 14.)

That second bump
“My hat!"™

English game ! What,

" Never mind about that now.”

Huium looked surprised.

“Oh, all right! I—I thought—"

“ILeave it to Drake,” said Dob
Cherry.  “Drake has his own giddy
mysterious methods, 1 shouldn't wonder
if he's got hizs eye on the thief already,
and is going 1o produce him out of his
hat like a conjurer,”

Jack Drake laughed,

“It's not quite so ongy as that” he

said. ‘““But you can leave it to me to
doa the besi I can. Now let's pet on {o
Inky's."”

And the juniors crowded into the tgxi
und started for the mansion in Trump-
inglon Square, the residence of the
Eﬁbob of DBhanipur and his estecmed
uncle the Jam Sohip Baehadur Munny
Singh.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Inky In All His Glory!

RIGIIT lights gleamed from a
score of windows into the Decem-
ber dusk. The greal doors slood
wide open, giving & ghmpse of u |

vast hall blazing with light and . colour.
Gorgeous Persian fugs coverad the wide
stone. slens, and lay glimmering across
the pavement. As the taw stopped n
dusky foolrnan, in-the magnificent Orien-
tal livery of Bhanipir, opened the dour
and salaamed prefoundly. Haorry Whar-
ton & o, blinked a little. They had
expected Hurree Jamset Ram Singh to
“goread " himself a little; but thoy had
scarcely looked for this midgnificence.
From somewhere within the mansion
chme sweet sirains of music.

NEXT
MONDAY !
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““Halaam, sahibs!" said the six-feel-
three of dusky magnificence, bowing to
the carpet pavement.

“Top of the afternoon, old top ™ an-
swered Bob Cherry affably.

“Will it please the huzoors to alight ?"

“Blest if T know what a huzoor is, but
it. will plense us to alight,” murmured
Johnoy DBull. And the juniors grinned.

They alighted.

The bags were lifted out by dusky sor-
vants in gorgeous garb, who appeared
to spring from nowhere,

A fat and impesing mejor-domo, glit-
tering in & jewelled turban, appeared to
conduct the guests inte the mansion,

In the hall, in the blaze of light, stood
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, io receive
his chums.

They almost jumped as thoy saw him.

Inky of the-Remove had vanished out
of all knowledge; in his place stood tho
Nuhob 'of Bhanipar,

Instead of the accustemed Flons,
Hurree Singh was <lad in the nalive
garl: of a prince of Tndia. )

Hiy costume, whicl rivalled Joseph's
celebrated cont in s colouring, glittered
with jowels of price, Hiz spolless lurban
wpz Fastenod with a E{igﬂﬂth: diumnnd,
which fairly blazed in the electric lights,

Only  his  smiling, dusky foce wax
faumiliar.

There was a new slateliness in  the
MNabob of Bhanipur, but he was still the
gamo cheery Inky of old in his friendly
gréeting to the chums of the Remove.

He salaomed graciously, a form of salu-
tation never used in the Hemove passage
at Greyfriars, but which seemed guite in

t

Have You Tried the * Popular ’ ** Poplets ' ?

place in Inky’s present magnificent sur-
roundings.
Then fa shook hands and grinned.
“Welcome, my estecmed and honour-
able chums!' he said. *The gladful-
ness of again beholding your handsoma

"and .ridiculous chivvies is enormous and

terrific," o

- “Good old Inky!" gaid Bob Cherry.
“I say, old bean, yon're rather going it,
aren't- you " .

Hurree Bingh grinned,

“It was the wishful desire of
esteemed uncle thal he should zee me in
pro style of Indian prince,” he ex-
plained. ** At first there wad little diffi-
culty in keeping pxeellent .turban from
falling off-fully. I have grown out of
habit of wearing esteemed Indian head-
gears, Dut it 15 bit of all right and frst
chop style—what? ‘1 am glad to zee my
esteemed old pel Drake. Trot in, old
beans—I mean, honour me by dea l'.l.i_ﬂﬁ
le 501l your feet upon my humble Iigmr.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Other estéemed chums have already
arrivefully turned wup,” said Hurreo
Singh. “8mithy, and Browncy, and
Toddy, and Squiffy, and Redwing, they
are all here. But what is this?"

The nabob looked at Bunter.

Bunter wriggled forward, with his
maost ingratiating smile upon his fat face.

“ Jolly glad Lo see }.‘ﬂﬂ,‘:inﬂkj' " he said.

-*1 say, this show of yours reminds me

of Bunter Court. It doss, really!”

For a8 moment the nabob hﬂd}r an in-
ward struggle. The sight of Rilly
Bunter did not seem to increase his plen-
sure on the joyful occasion, But hospi-
tality came before everything. Ho
zalaamed to Bunter.

“The esteemed and fat Bunter is wel-
come,’” said Inky.

"Of course!" znid Bunter. *1 fairly
had to jerk myself away from D'Arey’s
place, but I told him plainly I couldn’t
leave you in the lurch, Inky. I say, I'm
rather hungry."

" "Don't blame us for Bunter,” said
Nugont. ““The fat bounder waylaid us
at the station——""

“Oh, really, Hugeut.—.-—-“

“And wedged into the taxi,” said
Johnny Bull. “I'll shng him out on his
neck l'.g"l'_-"ﬂll lika I

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“All are weolcomo at this season of
estesmed festivily,” sald Hurree Jamset
Bam Singh. * EKalouth !™

The magnificent major-domo loomed
up. .

Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh spoke to
him in his own language, which Bob
Cherry always declured sounded to him
like cracking nuts,

“HKalouth will show you Lo vour
gquarters, old beans,” said Hurree fingh ;
and the juniors passed on with the dusky
major-domo,

kaloulh performed Lhe office with
preat gravity and stateliness. The Gray-
friarsa party were ushered up 2 vast
sinircase, to a suile of rooms that almoat
dazzled their eves.

There was a room for every fellow, and
every room- of magnificent size, and fur-
nished wilh Orienlal porgeousness, ye-
garvdless of expenso.

There they were lolt to their own Je-
viges for the pwresenl, {o remove he
stains of travel, :

*1 say, Wharlon "—DBunter Dblinked
mte Harry's room—"1 say, I haven't

rought anything- with me, vou know.
I supposa you can lewd me- sowme

pyjamas ¥ :
“My bag's gone,” said Harry., 1

A SPLENDID TALE OF GREYFRIARS.
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shall have to Warrdw some things off
someane myself.” _

Billy Bunter volled towards Frank
Nugent’s room.

He caught_sight of Jack Drake in the
carridor, strolling round and looking
about him. Drake disappeared among the
gigantic tubs of palms that decorated the
corridor. Billy Bunter grinned, and
scudded into Drake’s room.

A dusky walet had been assgned to
sach of the visitors, and Bunter found a
man laying out Drake's clothes in his

OO,
Y anasl English i atked Bunter,

“Yes, sahib.” _
# Ty changed rooma with Drake. You
can clear, TUnderstand! Bunk off [?

“To hear is to obey.”

The dusky valet glitfe-d noiselessly from
tha room, Bunter promptly locked the
door after him, : :

Then he examined Drake's possessions
with an appraising cye.

“Just ahont right!” he murmured.
“Fhe bags will bo a bit tight; but 1 can
manage. I shall have to slit the waistcoat
at the back; but the dinner-jacket will
cover that up. It's all right. I hope
dinner won't be late. ‘This Eastern mag-
nificenca iz all very weoll, but the grub is
the principal thing!™ :

Biﬁ_f Bunter proceeded to dress—iIn
Drake's clothes. There were several slits
and splits by the time he had finished;
but they were all coverad up successfully,
and Buntér surveyed the final result, in-a
tall pier-glass, with” great satisfaction,

When %I-E: strolled dewnstairs he felt a
alight inward trepidation. He coyld not
he%.p wondering whether Jack Drake
might not recognise his own clothes dis-
tended on Buntér's fat person.

To his relief, Drake did not appear.

Where he was, or what he was doing,
Bunter neither knew nor cared; he was
not interested in the {f“ il of Ferrers
T.ocke. But he was glad that Drake was
out of sight,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Faca to Freal

& IN DAS®
D Two glittering, black, bawk-
like eyes fixed upon Jack Drake

pestioningly, snspiciously.

“That i_%qm nanme, {Lllibl What does
tho sahib desire?"

“ A few words with you.”

“Tha hour is late, sahib.” )

“My busincss will not wait!" said
Drake quietly.

The Hindu eyed Lim.

The seene was a Bloomsbury lodging-
house, and the Hindu stood at the door
of a room, which he had opened to
Drake’s tap.

It was evident that the dark man would
have been glad to close ithe door agam,
and shut out his vistor; but there was
something in Drake’s manner that made
him hesitata.

“ What iz the sahib’s name?” he asked

at last.

“ PDrake.®

“1 do nob know the name.”

“"You may have heard the name of
Ferrers Locke,” said Drake.

- Din Das started. Evidently the name
of the celebrated Baker Biveet detoctive
was known to him,

“1 am Ferrers Locke's assistant,” said
rake, ' Will you el me in now, Mr.
Lhin Dasi?"

The Hindu compressed hig lips,

"¥ou have no business with me," he
said. "1 refuse to admit you.” He
made & movement to close the door.

NEXT
MONDAY !

“FAITHFUL TO HIS FRIEND!" %

Drak®d put his foob into the doorway.

*“*Do wvou prefer me to call in the
polica 7" he asked,

"The police ™

“There iz a_constable within call.”

Again the Hindun hesitated, Then he
opened the door wider.

“The may enter!” ha said
sullenly. :

Drake stepped into the room. Din Das
closed ’?ﬁa ., and stood with his back

to it, his ghttering black eyes fastened
upon the boy detectiva, Drake gave a
careless glange round him. Tha ahahlff
sithing-room communicated with a bed-
room, of which the door was ajar.

“And now, what is vyour business,
Sahib Drake?"” asked Din Das, in a low
voice that had a ring of menace in s
tones.

“1 have come for the bag you stole
from Harry Wharton at the railway
terminus.

“Bahib 1" :

“With the nabob’s candles in it," said
Drake.

Din Das breathed hard. Iis black
eyes, set cloze together over a beak of a
nose, gphttered like diamonds.

“he sahib talks in riddles,” he said
coldly. 1 know nothing of a bag and
candles.™

Drake amiled. .
“Tisten to me, Din Das,” he said
wietly, * You are a member of the Jam
ahib Bahadur Munny Singh's suite.
You are on leave of ahsence from his
servico. This evening I have been mak-
ing inguiries at the Jam's house, and
learned about you from Kalouth.”

“Por what reason, sahib i _

“T will explain. TFour Christmas
Imndlea—-nf some unknown value—were

19

sent to Wharton at, Greyfriars by Hurree
Jamset Ram-8ln ﬁl. Bhortly after he re-
ceived them 8 Hindu attempted to steal
them from the school,”

“1 know.nothing of it 1" _

“The sgme man repeated the attempt
on Whartop's way home, after the schoo
broke up,? tdnginned Drake. ' He made
a third attetpt at the London roilway-
station, and su ed. "

Din Das shru hiz shoulders.

“1 know nothing of it!" he repeated,
"Whg do you come to me with this tale,
sahib¥™

“1 questioned Kalouth,” continued
Drake, "I figured il cut t only a
member of the Jam's suite could posably
have known of the cxistence of the
candles—he must have seen Hurree Singh
preparing them, and. learned all aboub
them—and that was only possible to a
residant in the Jam’s mansion,™

The Hindu smiled savcastically,

“The Huzoor Jam Bahadur has =
hundred servants,” he said. “Why do

on come to me, who have been absent
?rom the huzoor’s mansion for more than
a week 1"

“Because you have been abzent,™
smiled Drake. Y1 have a good descrip-
tion of the thief at ﬂm;ﬁriara and I have
seen avery member of the Jam’s snite,
and he is not ameng them, I wanted to
find one who was absent, and I learned
all I wanted to know from Kalouth, I
am looking for'a Hindu with a prominent
nose and closa-set black eyes, Din Das.
Do you recognise the description 7

Din Das, did not answer, but he
breathed-hard,

“Kalonth told me of you, not know-
ing why I asked,” said Drake. “You are
the only member of the Jam's suite

Pop! It was a ljtﬁa explosion as the candles burned about half zn inch, and
the joniors watched breathlessly as a small ebony box flew out of each candle,
* Great Scott }'* ** My hat 1 exclalmed the juniors. (See Chapler 14.)
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abzent from his housa. It must have.
been & menmiber of his household who
learnod about the Christmas candles, and
knew that they weie of great value. T°
learned from Kalouth where to find you,
and now I have seen you [ rmgqisn the
description. Do you follow me?”
"The Hindu did not speak,

“II you prefer it T will eall witnesees
io prove that you are the wan, and
charge vou with the theft,” said Drake.
“1 should rather avold a scandal, and
‘take back tho stolen goods without fuse.
Yoit know yery well that Bunter could
identify. you, as well as several other
fellows, ﬂ}o vou cara to stand tho test!" {

The Hindu's black eyés were restlesa. |

Tt was evident that he had deemed him-
self secure and unsuspected, and that he
had only to avoid the Jam's house whila
the Greyiriars fellows were there, 1o
escape any possible suapicion.

He had not counted upon the pupil of
Fearrers Locka.

“I am here to take Wharton's pro-
perty,” said Drake. “ Return it to me,
and go your way. The Jam will be
warned of your dishonesty, and that is
all. Refuse, and you will be arrested!
Take your choicel I give you one
minunte.”

He waited quietly, :

Din Das made o gesture of resignation,

“The young sshib is very clever,” he
paid. *The game is up. You will find
the bag in my bed-room.” He waved a
dusky hand towards the half-open door.

“Good ! said Drake,

He stepped to the doorway and glanced
into the bed-room. On a chair lay a kit-
bag, still locked. But the side had been
gashed open with & knife. Several
articles were streaming out of the gashed
side of the bag, and Drake did not need
telling that tha box containing the
cendles had been removed.

He looked back st Din Das.

“It is the candles T want!” he said.
#“V¥ou will hard them to me, Din Das.
T do not intend to take my eyes off you.”

“To hear iz to obey 1" said Din Das.

He passed the bov-detective, and went
into tho bed-room. As he passed through
the doorway & sudden change came over
him. Droke was on the alert, but he
was not prepared for the Hindu's
sndden action. i

The bed-room door slammed in his face
in a twinkling.

Drake hurled himself on it the next
moment.

Click !

The koy turned om the other side.

“Open this door1” ghouted Drake
gavagely.

Hea heard the eound of a drawer being
dragged out, and dropned on his knea,
and looked throuch the keyhole.

From a drawer Din Das was taking an
oblong box, the hox eontaining Hurree
Singh's Christmas candles,

He slippod it under his coat, into on
insida-pocket, and turned to the window.
Theré was no other deor to the bed-room.

Drake sprang up ®nd seized a chair,
and erashed it on the lock of the door.

Crash, crash, crash |

In a couple of minutes the lock eracked
open, and Drake hurled back the door-
and rushed into the bed-room, He sprang
to the open window., Outside was a
rusty rainpipe clamped to the wall. And
as Drake looked down into the misty
gloom, he caught a elimpse of the nimble
Hindu dropping to the ground.

T'he boy detective did not hesilale,

He zvung himself from the window,
and’ clambered down the pipe with the

activity of a monkey.

HNEXT
MONDAY ! :
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As he sprang to the ground there was
a sound of pattering footsteps, and he

followed the sound through a misty enlry’

into the strest. In front of the house
there was waiting the taxi in which
Drake had come. He shouted to the
driver. j

“Have you seen a man—a Hindu—
tunming—"

The chauffeur nodded.

“Yes, sir. There was a taxi just pass-
ing, and he jumped into 1t. There he
goes 1M

Dirako gritted his teeth. It was sheer
ill-luck that a belated taxi should have
been passing ab that moment. The as-
caping thief had taken instant advantage
of it. Drake stared down the misty

streots, and caught the winking lights of-

the speeding taxicab.

“.Quick ! he panted. * After it! Don’t
lose sight of itl A five-pound note if you
run it down["

“Jump in, sir," said the driver, all
alacrity at once. ]

Drake sat panting in the taxi1 ms it
throbhbed in porsuit of the escaping thief.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Run Down !

£ TAND back ™
Jack -Drake raced acrose the
platform,
Was iuut on the ‘move. A porter and &
guard jumped towards the boy detective
on either side. But Drake eluded them,

and tora at the door of a third-class

The night express for Dover’

carriage, the nearest at hand, The door.

was loacked.
“ Stand back!™
Drake did not heed.

From the window of a carriage farthor

11{: the train & dark face locked, and two
black, jetty eyes scintillaled.

Din Des had reached Charing Cross
Station only a few minutes ahead of his
pursuer. In the station yard Drake had
loft his taxi, 8 couple of Currency notes
on the seat for the driver. There was no
time to stop. He ran info the station

i

It was easy to pick up the track of a:

hatless Hindu., Drake had barely time
io take his ticket at the beooking-office,
whera Din Das had taken one a couple
of minutes previcusly, and race for the
train.

Din Das grinned breathlessly as he
watched from his window. The carriage
door was locked, and the rter's ox-
tended hand was only & yard behind Jack
Drake.

But the boy detective was not to be
boaten.

Heo grasped the door, of which the.
and fairly shot into

window was dow
the carriags, hoadfirat. .

His heels disappeared from the eyes of
the astonished porter behind him.,

Thao train was moving.

There was an exclamation of amaze.
ment from two or three dpamng‘era i1
the carriage. They blinked at Drake.

“Noarly lost it, voung "un!” remarked
one.

Dirake picked himself up, breathlass,
and nodded with a smile.
“Nearly 1" he said.

good as a mile.”

The porter was ehouting, but his shouts
diégd away-as the train glided out of the
station,

Drake sat down next to the window.

He was in the same irain with Thn
Das. He knew that. The Hindu's
desporate flight had not thrown him off
the track. Ha could guess the thiof's
ohiset. But for his discovery by Drake.

" A miss is as

L
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Din Das would undoubtedly have re
mained in London, and resumed his place
in the Jam's household piter the Grey-
friars fellowe were gone. That was im-
possible now, The thief could only hope
to save his plunder and his liberty.

Drake looked out of the window, and
smiled as he saw a dark face projedting
from a window three carriages away.

The Hindu's eye: blazed at him, and
then the dusky head was withdrawn from
view,

The express raced on, gathering speed.

It'was not a corridor train, or Brake
would have proceeded to the Hindu’s
carriage at once. Bat he wasz ntt un-
easy, _

He had. only te watch the train, and
alight as soon as Din Das alighted.

The train slowed down. _

Drake looked out watchfully. Dut
there were no lights of a station: the
tra.ir]:: seemed to be stopping on the open
track.

“What's up, I wonder?" said the
gu&snngﬂr who had spoken to Drake

pfore. ““There’s no stop hore, Bome-
thing’s wrong.”

M Bomebody’s pulled the communica-
tion-cord,” said another.

Drake's eyes plenmed.

He knew that the express counld not
be more than eight or -ton miles out
of Dover now, in open, lonely country.
He could guess who had the com-
munication-cord,

The train stopped with a rattling and
shaking, and %rﬂh'a eyes, from his
window, were on the watch.

A carriage door swung open, and &
lithe figure leapaed out.  One fashing
glance was cast towards Drake's carrage
as the Hirdu fled into the night.

Drake did not hesitate a second.

He squeezaed through the window,
dropped to the track, and "darled off.
The guard was coming along ihe train
with a lantern, and he shoutod to Drake.
The boy detective did not heed—he
scarcely heard. _

He could hear the Hindu running and
stumbling down the sieep embankment
in advance, and he had no eyes or ears
for anything else.

There was a fence at the bottom of
the embankment, and Drake cdught a
glimpse of a clambering figure. The
next minute he was over the fence, in
the lane on tha'cther side.

Behind him the lighted windows of the
train were gliding awav; the express
was in motion again. With a rattle and
a _roar, the train plunged on through the

m%ht.. ) )
rake did not heed it. _

On the wind the szound of pattering
feot came to his ears, and he ran in
steady pursuit.

Stars were glittering in the sky over-
head. In the dim light Drake caught
sight of the fugitive again, and realised,
with a thrill of triumph, that he was

lI
pulle

gaining on him. ;
Claoser and closer he drew Lo the flesing
figure. :

The Hindu stopped at last,

¥le spun round, panting, and there was
2 glitter of cold steel in the starlight,
Ei_rnku stopped as the knife fashed before

13 eves,

lliawhnnd went info the pocket of his
coat. The Hindu, his lips ‘drawn back
in o snarl from his .white, set teeth,
made a spring at him like a tiger. Jack
Drake’s hand Aashed up with a levelled
revolver in if.

“ Btavid back !” he rapped out,

The Hindu was almost upon him, but
he leaped back from the levelled barrel.
He stood panting, gripping the knife,
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his dusky face ablaze with rage and
hatred.

“.Drop that knife 1" said Drake curtly.

Din Daz muttered a savage curse In
his own tongue. But he did not dare
to come on in face of the revolver. He
vould read in the boy detective's face that
he would not hesitate to pull trigger if
it Were necessary.

“ Drop that knife
through your arm, Din Das!
in low, steady tones.

Clong !

The inife clattered on the ground.

“ Btep back ! :

Jack Drake advanced, and the Hindu,
Euixting, receded, and Drake kicked the

nife away into a ditch.

“ Now put up your hands, Din Das!"”
he said grimly. * Mind, if you try an
tricka l‘ﬁ drop you where you stand !

With o glare that spoke volumes of
hate, the Oriental lifted his dusky hands
above his head.

“HKeep them like that!" said Drake.
“1'm goin through your pockets, my
beauty ! 1? }*-nu]wr;nl;tlhm Mﬁ]?ﬁr!ﬁo

o off, you've only to try any tricks
Ir"i.-‘."il;l‘:t }thu rﬂvnh?ar in his right hand
ready for use, Dreke tore open the
Hindu's coat with his left,

The pocket where the box of candles
lhad been thrust sagged heavily. Drake
thrust hia hand into it, and drew out the
box. The black eyes blazed at ham,

Drake dropped the box of candles mnto
his overcoat pocket. ” The prize was re-
covered at last. 8

Din Das stoad trembling with rage.

Drake never allowed his eyes to move
from the Hindu's face. Din Das mut-
tered something under his breath, turned
on his heel, an%l in a moment had disap-
peared. Drake gave a sigh of relief,
sniled, and set out for the nearest village
to hire a car.

or Tl ]Erut- o bullat
said Drake

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Light af Last !
1 Y only hat! The chegk of the
M worm |
‘Thus Bob Cherry. The
chums had gﬂthemﬁ. In one Dé'
the magnificent roomsa on the n
Aoor ﬂ{%hﬁ stately mansion. P.ng Billy
Bunter was ‘with them. It wae the
clothes which Billy Bunter wore which
brought forth Bob's ejaculation.
Billy Bunter was wearing & ppir of
avening trousers only too evident notehis
uwn——t%;a'y were so tight he could hardly

1OV,

“The rotter I exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton. “They're Drake’s bags he's got on.
And Drake—— Bump him, you fellows "

* Laok here——"" began Billy Bunter.

The juniors did not stop to hear what
Billy wanted to explain.  They grasped
himi and whirled him off his feet,

Bump !

B, a7

“Owl Yow-owl
howled Bunter.

Bump!

Thers was a rending sound of parting
cloth. That second bump had done it—
with fatal results to Drake's tronsers,

“My hat F' ejaculated Bob Cherry,

“Merry Chrigtmas! Geod old English
game! What, what!™ chuckled the
genial Jam,

Huddenly, even above Bunter’s roars
there came to the juniors’ ears the soun
of a ¢ar In the road outaide,

Harry Wharton canght his brealh us
he heard the car stop. The thought was
in his mind at once that it was Drake.
Bob Chorry's eyes met his,

M Drake " whispered Bob.

" I—I hope so——""

“1 say, you fellows, if that’s Drake
come back, you nesdn’t mantion te him
that anybody's been wearing his clobber
while—"

“Shut up, Bunter!"”

Harry Wharton hurried down the
stairs. He was in tima to see Drake
enter, bowed in by the magnihicent
major-domo,

“ Drake, old cha ¥

" Hera we ara fg_ﬂin'.” Drake smiled.
“Am I in fime?

" Yes, if—if—"

“I'va got them."” .

“Oh, good !I'* gasped Wharton.

The captain of tha Remove could

If you burst—""

scarcely lisve hia eyes as Drake
handed over the box of Christmas
candles, '

He opened the box. The faur coloured
candles roposed inside, safe. and sound
and undamaged.

“How on earth——" began Wharton.

Drake laughed.

“It's & long story,” he said. “T'll tell
you another time ™ _

Harry Wharten returned to the festive
gathering, with the box of candles in hia
hand. I‘ﬁll‘l"ﬂﬂ Jamset Ram Singh smiled
as he entered, It looked as if the vaptain
of the Remove had been to his room for
the box of candles, and Inky lttle
dreamed of what sirange scenes that
box had been through, or of the hoy
detective's desperate wmight’s work to
recover ik.

“Got L' ejaculated Bob Cherry.

Wharton held up the box.

IFG]." Eﬂ'ﬂd E” :

“My esteemed chums, place the
honouvrable candles on honourable tree,
i places arrangefully propared.™.

" Right-ha 1"

The four Christmas candles were
arranged on the tree, each with the
label attached bearing the namo of the
pwner. The juniors gathered round
curionsly. Jack Drake came in, looking

merry and bright, as the eandles were
arranged, and the Jumm Babadur him-
self prepared to light them with a long
taper.

\ﬁm\mlﬂllltulﬂf{:nfﬂszmﬁrfﬁw ”
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“Now for the piddy mysiery!” mue-
mured Johriny Bull. " Blessed if I ses
anything special about those giddy
candles so far§’

Jack Drake asmiled. :

il ¢ inlagi.na there is something ver
special about them!” he remarked.
“Homebody was very keen on bagging
them, at least ™

"Well, we're going to zee now " said
Frank Nugent.

“ Attontion I said Bob Cherry, ns the
Jam Sahib Babadur Munny S8ingh lighted
the mysterious candles, one after another,

The four candles burned brightty.

The Jam loocked on with a beaming
smile, and Inky with a genial grin. The
juniors watched breathlessly as the
candlés burned. They were aware that
sunmthring was going to happen.

It was a hitle exploston as the frst
candle burned down half an inéh. Pop.
pop, pop, came from each of the candles
i turn.

“My hat!™

Out of each of the eandles, as the ax-
plosion came, rolled a little ebony box.

Wharton and Johnny Bull, Nugont and
Bob Cherry picked them up in wondes,

The lids snapped open.

“(Freat SBceott!”

“Oh, Inky, you old ass!"™

From each of the little hoxes blazed
a mapnificent diamond! There were ax-
clamations of admiration as the diamonds
blazed and sparkled, Harry Wharton &
{'o. egtarod at them blankly. They had
expected a surprize, but they had nob
expocted this |

“*Inky, gu princely duffer—"
ejaculated Lieb Cherry.

The nabob smiled beamingly at his
chums. .

“This 13 the httle delightiul surprise
and honourable Christimas present
esteemed pals!” he explained. *“'The
acceptiulness will be one great honour
and distinction to humble saelf I

And the ganial Jam chuchlad.

“Fine! Oh, yes! Very fine:"

“8o that was 1t ! murmured Drake.
“No wonder that dark heggar was after
the candlea, when ho knew what was

1 hidden in them

“{iood old Inky ! ,

For the rest of that festive uvenh;ﬁ'
four CGreyfriars juniors were ado
with sparkling diamond pins. The
diamonds were too magnificent to be
warn ot Greyfridrs, cerlainly, but they
were quite in kooping with Iarry
Wharton & Co.'s present gorgeous. sur-
roundings. And before the merry pﬂ.l."t-ﬁ
broke up for bed Jack Drake was calle
upon to tell the story of the recapture
of the precioys prize. And the whole
party, from the Jom and the nabob to
Billy Bunter, listenad breathlessly to the
story of the mystery of the Christmas
candles.
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“THAT GHOSTLY ||
XMAS KNIGHT{"

ntinoed rrom age I4)

Yeou will have the pleasure of meeting him
over the Christmoas table to-morrow.'

“Does anyoue koow that you iotended
making the journey to Loodon to seek my
azslstupee ™ then asked Herlock Sholmes.

“Not w soul!” replied the baron. "I told
one of my footmen 1 mught bring gueats
back for Christmas, amd that [ should
probably return beforo midoight.”

After this Herlock Sholmes relapsed loto
& thoughtiul silence

1t was past eleven o'cleck when the train
drew up at a little couutry station, nnd we
mlighted. The Baron stated that it was but
& short distance to the castlee As he had
hirced out his remaining Ford-Hoyee over the
holidays to a gentleman who had supplied
the infantry with corn-plasters during the

Greab War, we loofed it aloug  the
dorkened country  fanes to the bharon's
ancestra]l hame.

Bodkin Czstle was p Bne old pile of

masonty that leoked as though the rats had
Eot at it.

Passing the ladge, we arrived hefore the
massive portnl, which was opened by 2
'I"E,.if:'.'"‘"?“d footman.

“Thank ‘eavins you've come ‘ome, me
lotd ! murmured the servant. “The gueer
nolses and shapes foatin® about has falr glven
me the eollywobhles ™

Haron Battledore turped the eolour of a
ripe Qorgonzola cheese,

_*‘"H-_n-u-:um:-uﬁe, P-P-Parrott !" he stuttered.

You've been asleep, and dreaming in the
servants” hall. You may now go to roost."

It was the one witticism the baron ever
permitted himself, fortunately, and the foot-
man smiled respectfolly. While the man was
locking up, Sholmes and I followed Raron
Battledore fthroupgn  the spacious, hallx-
bedecked hall. On either eide ctood suits
of medigval armoinr lUke a oumber of
knightly sentlnels, The Battledore ancestors
glared dewn at us from between the frames
of huge pictures on the walls.

Having showo us eur rooms, the baron
led ws intg the library, where be provided
us with o night-cap each. Havipg drunk
mine, T felt bolder than I had done since
sctting foot in this ecrle old castle.

Baron Battledore, I could s&ee, was
strangely affected by the place. His eyes
rolled, and hls face had become pale and
scared-looking, The frights he bad recelved
had brought him to the verge of a complete
brenkdown. He told us a gruesome story
of his ancestor, the first Baren RBattledore,
who had had o penchant for playing * post-
man’s knock  on the heads of his unsuspect-
fog guests with his malled fist. The victims
were buricd beveath the castle keep, It was
obvlous that our agitated glient suspected
the ghostly visitor to be pdne other than
this playful gentleman gof the elgventh
century.

“Omce,” said Baron Battledore, “when 1
heard the clanking of armour, I went down
to the hall., Nothing waz to be seen. But
as I made my way back to my room some-
thing hit me o helt«lv clout behind the back
of the skull. When [ came to my Impression
was it must bhave been & malled flst.”

*Or a pices of plaster from the ceiling,"”
I sugmested brightly.

Baron Battledore glared. For some reason
or other he had taken & violent dislike to me.

“Ah, well” murmured Herlock Sholmes,
stretching himsell, “let uws retire! You may
aleep peacefully to-night, voor lordship. IT
yoar ghostly koight cores | will Iny him for
Iﬂ’ull.l

ATtrr £his we weabt to ovr separate rooms,
Personally, 1 undressed and gob into bed,
but & scpse of strange things pending kept
me  awake. Slipping on a dressing-gown, |
crept fote Sholmes” room for a chag The
Toom was in darknoess, Mo response came to
my kficck, Opening the door. T entered. A
alaft of moonlight rested vpon a pile of
white sheets, The bed was empty.

“&holmes is on the track of the ghost!™
1 muttered to myzelf.

Golng back to my room, I walted
anxieusly for the returm of my amazing
friend, But no Bholmes appeared.

Have You Tried the * Popular

like & parrot’s crest, and my kpees became
of the consistency of Jivvers' jelly. From
down in the hall the falat elankipg of armour
came to my ears!

Then I pulled myself vwogether. Sorry 1
wia that Sholmes had not sought my assist-
ance in his midoight quest, DBut my old
friend mirht be in demoiy peril: over
sliould it he sald that he was deserted by
his faithful Jotsonm!

Holding a candlestick o my hand, I made
my way down the stairs. ‘The lighted candle
cuvsed the suwits of armour im the hall to
cask weird black shadows on the walls. The
gilence waa positively chifly.

“Sholmes! Sholmes!™ 1 muttcred anxionsiy.

There was no reaponse, It was oncaony.
I began to wish L'd stayed between the
hlankets. But as 1 was about to retreat
from thls eerie part of the old easde |
saw zomething small and yellow on the caken

r. It was a real golden nglish sovereign
—ogne of the pre-war varieby!

In my excitement, 1 forgdt Shelmes and
the ghost. Instead, 1 saw o visiom of un-
limited lish-suppers, I stogped to pick ib
up, when—

“Ooch "

That agonlsed remark left my Jips as 1
sprang holt upright, clasping the back of my

ressing-gown. What had feit like a plck-
#xe had caught me bending!

Trembling with fear and pain af thiz vn-
canny experlence, I tarped about o see who
o what had done the cowardly deed. AN
1 sow wasz o motionless sult of armonr. 1t
struck me ns queer that iE wore long, pointed
hoots of tempored steel. Then, to my
horrar, the suit of armour placed a malled
finger to its wvisor.

“*Bh—"sh!" it sald.

[ stood rooted to the spot.

B h—"gh 1 "gh-—"sh, my dear Jotson!"
wentk oo the sulb of armour. *“Put oub that
candle, If you must see thiz adventure
throuelh, bide in that alcove!™

“Sholmes!™ 1 gasped, in heartfelt relief.
“1 thouzht von wetae the ghost!™

Bholmes chockled,

“Did my goodly boot of inted steel
feel so0 etherexl, then, my noble Jotty? 1
came down and got imto this tin Mallaby-
Deeley the hetter to wateh for the spook.”

“0f course it will prove to be that butler
fellow, Bpivet,” 1 sald lightly. “He's haog-
ing round the castle -and playing tricks for
vengeance on  the old baron, But what's
that you've got in your hand?"

Sholmes beld a large, round weight at
the end of a short plece of rope.

“1 found this in the kKitehen,” he sald. "1t
iz a Christmas-pudding. With this TOp: tied
round ib, it makea an excellent medimval-
looking weapon. Bub get into hiding, Jotty!”

A spond from the direcvion of the library
reached ua. Quickly 1 got into an aleove in
the hall and bhlew gut the candle. Sholmes
remained motionless. What terrible sight
wern we to see? J
We had not long to wait, There was a

e
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Benutiful pictures, eoloured plates,
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fiake & note of these names:—

PLAYBOX Annual
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WONDERLAND &
PUCK Annuals
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HOLIDAY Annual
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clapking of chalng nod deep groans. Then
out of the lbrary stepped an  old-Ltimo
knight, a short leogth of chain trailing
behind one foot. His hands were encased in
clhiain gloves, with gauntlets attached. His
face was pale and lominous.

The moonlight that streamed iote the hall
via the open door of the dining-room lighted
ug the golden eoin 1 had failed to retriewve!
The knight passed my alcove so0 close cuab
L might have touched him. Bub apparently
he was hard up himself, for he bent doswn
:,E:r pick up the sovereign, evem as I had

oRe.

Sholmes pointed bLoot of Bteel shot vut
as though operated by n string. It cangnt
the ghostly knight on the same tender apot
ne it had caunght me,

"Yoop! Yow-wow!

Tha ghostly keight grasped the back of
hig leathern hand-me-downs and shot up-
right. Aa he did so Herlock 8holmes brougnt
the Christmas-pudding down on his stegl
helmet with a dull thud., The knight fell
prone. Sholmes’ ruse of placing the golden
soverelgn on the Reor had given him the
grand ngp-nrtunu:.' he had sought.

“Quick, Jotson—fetch a tin-opener! ‘Lhe
kitchen is just through the end of the hall.”

[ lghted my candle and etarted on my
ereand, The scared faces of Baron Batble-
dore. and the servapls peered over the broad
haniaters,

“It's all right, your tordship!” ealled ount
Shiolmes cheeptly. "I've laid vour ghost.
You have nothing more to fear!™

On my return with the tin-opener T found
Sholmes, Baron Battledore, .aod the ser-
vants grouped round the prove figure of
the koight., As 1 held my candle above the
victim of the Christmas-pudding, our elenk
gava & ery of amazement.

“Hir Eggbert Makesplash!™ he gulped.

"MNone other,” sald Bholmes, with a smile.
“He hnzs dressed up and put laminous paint
on his face for the zole purpose of scaring
you out of your skin—and the title. It was
a fiendish scheme, Too cunping to give you
4 dose of Rough-on-Eats, he hoped, mone
the less to speed your departare from thia
'“‘;'"’,F" and assume the Battledore title bim-
gelf !

When Sir Egghert Makesplash came round
and saw Sholmes calmly swinging the fatal
Christmas-pudding in his  hand, he hroke
down ntterly and confessed all. He had dis
covered a seerebt  uwodergroond | passage
between Foshe Hall and the library of
Bodkin Castle, and it had given him the idea
of playlng upon the nerves of his august
relative.

The scoundrel wos assisted from the castle
hy the carpet-slippers of Barom Battledore
and the footmen. Buf just as he thought
he was getting off easily, Snolmea added his
Pui&ted ,,“ﬂl boot o help speed the part-
ng gucat.
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NOW ON SALE!

Mo. 685.—THE SMUCCLER'S
SECR*T
A splendid yarn of theold smuggling

A
By HARRY HUNTINGDOMN.
Mo. 586.—S0N ©' THE WILD,

A superh stery of the Baxing Ring.
By ERIC W. TOWNSEND.

No. 587.—RENTON OF THE
ROVERS.

A magnificent tale of the Foster feld,
By PAUL MASTERS.

NO. 588, —PREFECT AND FAC.

A grand achasl yarn of Jack Johnson
and his chums at liffe.
By JACK NORTH.

No. 589.—THE IRON SKULL.

A thrilling detective romance of

adventura round the world.
y MAXWELL SCOTT.
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Another Grand Long Complete Greyfriars Story Next Week!
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MANLY SPORT—HEALTHY EXERCISE
JUST THE THING FOR AN

~ XMAS PRESENT.
4 BOXING GLOVES, 9/6

ag illuatrated, setof four. Youth's gize, 9/-

Punching Balls, 22/6

to fix from celling to floor, complete,

Cheaper gualities, 15/6, 1576, 17/6

EEXEPANDERS. 5, G, T'8

SPRING DUMEB-BELLE, 6/8
Fﬂ E]THHLLS Cowhide, complere, fall =ize,
Ep.. B8, 11181 12.0.. X6/8,
186Gy 1f.p.. 198, 2K/, B -8
114'51: 17j8 ;: ERICEE, 2/-; HOBE, 1/8; PUMFS, /-
Hot. in.grgfmd-d:r- Btrong, serviceable goods al lowoesk
pricea, at it. Youor money returned if not satisfed,
imclude 8d. for postage. HBend p. o for foll catalogacs.
TOM CARPEN High Grade Sports Omtfitter,
38, Morgamba Birdet, Walwoerth Hoad, 5 E.IT.
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GREAT MUSICAL DISGOVERY
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A poaket instrument that plays
in all Eeye ns perfectly as a
Yiolln, without the laborious
study of scales. Theonly Britiah
Madoe Pocker Instrument on
the markes. Poat Free—with

' full —-1/9.
Range 34 Qoiaves, &‘u.ﬁ-‘*ﬁ?é.‘_"?:“}ii Better

R. FIELD (Dept. 33), HALL AVENUE, HUDDERSFIELD.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPH
AND FILMS.

Send for free {llusirated Ust of cheap
neachines and films. Enguiries Invited.

o :-- .' : ?-. Fﬂ“u IE’- nEFL "IFJ.’
-y 13, Red Lion Square, London, W.C. 1

The Famous “"WONDER GLASS " Speciafly Reduced !
1. & First.-Clasa Opora Glass,
2. A Doubhla Ginna.

Magnitying
. 3. A Long IMstancs Spy-0iass.
. dn Optical Lons.
T
/= ixrr.

; ! 5. A Compass.
8. A Bterecacops.
7. LAXE (Dept. 3), 24, Thurstan Bulidings, Howion Strect, Kingsway, W.0.2,
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STRENGTHEN YOUR NERVES

Nervousness deprives you of employment, plessores, and many
advantages in life. Ii youn wish to prosper and enjoy life, atrengthen
vour merves, and regain confidence in yoursed by using the Mente-
Merve Strengibening Troatment. Guaranteed Cure in 12 days. Ea:.:d.
hy Vice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Frivate, D.5.0."s, M.C's,
M.ML's, and D.C.M."s. Merely send three penoy stamps for particu-
lare—GODFRY ELLIOTT-8MITH, Ltd, 527, bmperind Bulidings,
Ludgate Chrcus, Londom, E.C. 4.
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HORNBY:=TRAINS

can be taken to pieces and rebuilt

The Hornby Trains are guile different to any othor Clock-
work T'rains, being strongly built in sections, and screwed
together with nuts and bolts. Yon can take them to pieces,
clean them and rebuild them, and if a part becomés lost or

damaged, you can buy another and fit it yoursel quite easily.

The Clockwork mechanism is strongly built and doez not
ensily get out of order. Horuby Trams last for ever.

Hornhy Trains are raade in the four types descrfbed on this
page, sach type being obtainable in the correct colours of
the London and North Western, Midland, CGreal Northern
and Caledonian systems.

It’s a Hornby Clockwork Train you want this
Christmas! Standardised Parts,
Perfect Mechanism. Beautiful Finish.

No. 1 Geods Set includes
Loca, Tender, awd Goods
Wagon. Set of rails, inelud-
ing a Ef't,].‘\L Liiimnfter mrchg:é'
2 strai . Complete
30/-. 'ngma, 18/6. Tenders,
/6. Wagonk, 4/6.

Set with Loco, Tender, and
2  beautifully enamelled
coaches Complete set 33/6.
Locos, 18/6. ‘Tenders, 4/6.
Extra coaches, $/8 each.

This is No. 2 Pulmen, This
Looo s larger, and t with
the Tendor mcasares 17in. long.
OUne Dibing and ons Puliman
Coach, Bet of Rails making &
4ft. diametor cwcle. Completo
sot, 80/, Looos, 0/, Tendors,
5/-, Conches, 18/

Xo. 2 Goods. Similar to No. 2
Pullman, ot with twe Wagons
instosd of Coaches, Complete
zet, S7/M. Wagons, 4/6 cach,

Rails, gange 9, suitable for ail
above trains, siraight er curved,

This iza vew and sphandidiy
lnztrpied hook telling of
it the good things which
esoma [rom Meccaumeland,
wibere the best bo¥s’ toFa

f eromanufactursd. No boy 8/- per doz.
lhuu]lii e withowt thifs wol-
derfal hook, - e
T0O GET A FREE (OPY E‘nﬂﬂmﬂﬁﬂf right or amte snglo
just anow this advortise. 2/6 each.

ment to thres shumas, and
¥ send o their Damea dhd
pddrégzea With Foar owu.

Address porer ledler ba Repd, I,

Points, right or left hand {for
2ft. or 4ft. diameter ecirclo),
5/- each,

TED : BINNS RD : LIVERPOOL

Tre Macxer TLmny.—No. T2
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ECCANO

is a Thousand Toys

NUBDD? knows how many models can be built with Meccano,
< Every day new ones are invented—every year Meccano boys send
i in thousands of splendid new ones for the £250 Prize Competition.
'f'ff"'i.l';w"‘- LN There's heaps of Tun building Meccano models, heaps ol fun worlting
~;f-’ : .,H&“"{cﬁ Vs them, heaps of fun taking them to pieces. It is the finest hobby in the
ALy R P world for boys. No skill or study needed—the Big Book of Instructions
free with each Outlit explains everything.

Choose Meccano for Your Christmas Present

Great £250 Prize Competiton FREE TO BOYS!

Cloging Date, April 16th, 1822 *ﬁﬁﬂlﬂ‘fmﬂdﬁfﬂ"

Here 13 o aplendld ehanea for keen 'In'l-‘ﬂnti'l.rﬁl_h%};n. This |8 & new and splendidly
Weoffer big prizesior the bestoriginal models, Full ".ll'“*tlhﬂ_f#ﬂ :'ﬂ;hkl '--'“m:EﬂI: A
§ particulare can be had from your Toy Dealer, or f,‘nm % f;fn Plhhl
by wilting to Meceano, Ltd., Bions Rd., Liverpool.  whero the best.boys® tozs
N BB R R A arg manofactorod. Mo boy
= should Be  withont this
Meccano Prices s iwonderful bosk, F
o How to Get a AR
No. 0 Outfit- B/ No.bPresentation : Free Copy
Mo, 1 Qutfit- ;g{- Outfit In Oak :  Fuse show this advertise.
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Na 2 Outht- Cabipet,100/- = ment to threo chums, and
: .No. 8 Outfit-30/ No,6Presentation ; sund us their names snd
;Wi 4 Quttit- Bi0/- Outfit . in-Oak : BONTEemeE ToH O v
i No.-b Outfit- 70/« Cablnet, 180/- ©  1or reference.
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- Write to-day

MECCANO LTD : BINNS ROAD : LIVERPOOL

EASE & COMFORT | Read This. BANG !

Bovhester,

INSIDE EVERY i ottebirs.
(renrangty | | BANGUH

Gentlemen =—[ i

o e o | | | BANG 111

ks
e B Bt g | Blaze away, bovs, 100 shots
E&':;—:? E;u{ﬂuir'_ without reloading,
: round fx JEmiles The “QUICFIRA" :
8 ol A Price 1/3 pos. free. 2
j’.]’u'ﬁp:r‘l'_:&{i'i‘ﬁf#. : {Postage abroad, 84, exlra.)
! b 2o i Fowprs Trufy, -+
T cont . ORI Petfectly harmiless. but just the thine for
"""""" ST, [ D AR Amateu Detectives and Seouts, Write
n——— vour name and address very plainly on a
MASTERS' WONDERFUL f AJON' BOOTS sheet of paper, attach this advt. and send
BUILT WITH DOUBLE-LIFE DRI-PED SOLES—NON- with P.0. 13 to
BLIP —WATCERPROOF — DOUBLE-WEAR — FLEXIBLE F. CILMAN. 8 G[‘ﬂIlE‘E R‘ﬂﬂ'd. Eﬂ?—l::t:ﬁ:ﬁ
- - * ] .

usped, - Look at the back plece—like & back-
bope—Lhis kecps tha boob always 1n khape. Look at
the Bolass—Lhay Are Che famous Dri-ped leather— [ |
irea double wear, are abdolutely waierproof, s
film.. flexfole, and -mwon-stip, - Theo - uppers aro~fine
n:nnnadl lﬁu:-::r -Ehllll'.uicruw;:d med ﬁh{ﬂt&d'tu tha hnel., r
and wall Onisho 1EaLg oL, you want o palrc
of Boots which will satlsly you, stand miles of hard | MONTHLY
wilking in all sores of woather) than ‘sdnd [or & paic
of these famous Dri-ped ** AJON ' Boets. Our erms ploce them within
Faur reach, - Send 5¢= pow, and ]pr_pmmu &)= monthily after delivery and
ou bave the boots to wear while peying for them, Full satisfaction éc
opoalt relunded, Sand 5= 1o-day and say size requiced, Prece List free,
l MASTERS, LTD., 18, HOPE-ETORES, RYE. (Est. 18638.)

E‘E are the very finest l-ang'-tlifﬂ Bpta wo havs yeot

W\ FACTORY TO RIDER

! Packed Free. Carrlage Pall, Foteen Mays” Free Trerad,
LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
hmnpmﬂgsrry. Lave Dealers’ Profits.  Blg Bargainsio

aredl Secnm-hand  Cycles, Satisfnctwn

migeantesd - or Money Hefunded., Write for - Manster
Size l';“ Eists and Srecom: OfFcr of Sample Bicyole.

W MEAD i o bns

EAHD TH I c “3 e ﬁE,:EETE;Ii PT}?::“EFEL‘ Enlrl'é._tii:ﬂ%ﬁ ':!'_?E-E':E“ b'IEID U OTRLY HAIRIY- " It's wonderful ** writes E. 10000 Testtinannis,

: G e Ll Proof sent, Ross' = WAVEIT QURLE STRATGUTEST MAIR. |/ 3 2:5.
OBBOENE BOAD, EOUTH FARNBUROUGH, HA¥TS. (Stamps ntcopied. | —ROSS (Dept. M.T.J. 173, Nuw North Rd., Londen, N. 1,

AEROPLANE AND CATAPULT ELASTIC.—Heat %::Hlu' nhliy.
1-16th, 1-Bth, 5166k, and 1-44b fwch thick, Pricc §d,, Vd., 3d., nned Gil.
por Togk  Oeders §)- post froe —OREENAWAY, &, New Teu WHall St., Oxtord.

" PEN COUPON Value 2 b M L L R L b g T S VR R
* The' ol . alue 2d. LARGEMENTS. Bd, 5 MEALL P ATE = Y HG
Hiagxs AND BAMEPLES FUER —IIACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERROOL.

13 ol th conpons wilh ouly- 2/9 diregt to the Fleet Pen Co.,
iiﬂs‘:, Flu:t Ell:ﬂ::nt. Loomddio, ]-!.L:J. f Yol will Fecelve by return a Splendid CINEMATOGRAFHSE AND FILMSE]!-Lowest Prioos. E:l:ﬂi:'-l.".rﬁl from

citish Made 14-¢f Qold Nibbid IFlost Feuntsin fen, vl 1G: & {Fino, ﬁt'-, Cow boy, Drann. and l'l.rlmhi‘- Films, 2end 20- fer Lorea Smnplo FEE.
Medlom, or Broad Kib).  If only 1 cm:ﬁ;n}n is scnl, the price s &9, 3. Lejing tamp for Bargais Ligte.—A, B, Maxwoll{Depl, 5), 434, Quotee 3, Hastingy,

allowed fof each extra coupan wp (o T4, [Pockel Qlip, 4d. oxtra. ) This great
offar s made Lo Intredoce tho fameus Fleet Pon to the MAGKET rcadors, FHH an HLL I_nm_,-um{m;rl Yulee Insirument.  Tavizible,
Betlsfactlon guaranteed or cash relurned. Foreign post cxtee, Apbonislos, Mystitics, Dnbtate Birds. Beasis,
Lever Sell-Filling Model, with Safely Cap, /- extra. ole, 1= P00 (Yeoiriloguizm Treallse ipcluded). = Idonl Co., Clovedon, Soim.

BN 17-12-21



