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A magnificent long complete stary of

Harry Wharten & Co. of riars,

featuring Mick Anzel, better Known
as the Gipsy Schoolboy.

By FRANK RICHARDS,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
News of an Old Pal!

VUBREY ANGEL, of the
A Fourth Form at Greyiriars,
came up the Remove starr
case, and stopped oukzide

study No. 1.

There he seemed to hesitate.

The study door waz half-open, and
from within came a Luzs of cheery
volces,

Havry Wharton & Co., the heroes
of the Remove, were dizcussing the
approaching  Chyristmas  hohdays.
Apparently the Famous I'ive had
not yet made up their minds what
they were Fuing to do with the vaca-
tion. Billy Dunter had rolled into
Btudy No. 1 to help in the discussion,
unazked and unheeded.

But it was a matter of some import.

ance to Dunter. For Bunter declared
that, at the festive seazon, he couldn’t
even think of deserting his old pals
It was in vain that Bob Cherry urged
him to go away and find hiz old pals
andl_tell themn so.  Bunter persisted in
rrﬁm‘ding the Famous Five as his old
pals. . .
Aubrey Angel raised his hoand to
tap at the door, gnd clmp%ed b again.
He hosttated, and while he hesitated
Frank Nugent's voice was heard.

“Well wherever we go, we all go
togother.”

“Hear, Lhear!”

“Right as rain,” said Billy Bunter.
“That snits me.”’

“*Fathoad ™

“(Oh, really, Nugent—-= "

“You're dead in this ack, Bunter”
explained Harry Wharton,  “CUan't
vou go and take a little ron ¥’

“Ietter decide to go to Wharton's
place, I think,” said DBunter calmly,
YT can't stand vour minor, Nugoent,
vou know™

“And I don't think my minar canld
stand voun,” remarked Nugent, ©1
know T couldn't.”

“ As for Bull's place, that’s all very
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is a bit of a frightiul old bore, isn't
she, Dull ™

Jolmny Bull did not answer, save
by way of a ferocious glare. But

iaws had no effect on William
scorge Bunter,

“And it’s no good going homne with
Bob Cherry,” went on Dunter, "1
hardly think his people are well
enough off to do ue properly.”

“Oh! gasped Liob,

“And Inky's got nowhere to go.
nnless we kake him with us™ resamed
Bunter.  “DBut I don't vmnd. Let
Inky come with us, Wharton, by all
means. "

Hurres Singh blinked ab Bunber.

“So there it is1” said Banter ¢licer-
fully, It had better be your pluce,
Wharton. L'd azk you all to Bonler
Conrt, only 1t's not yet %

“Built ¥ asked Dol Cherry.

“Ea, ha, ha!™

“nNot veb out of the hands of the
decorators,” snid Bunter, 5o you
see, Wharton——"

Tap!

Aunbrey Angel knocked at the deor
at last, and entered Shudy I, 1.

“Hallo! Trot " sawd Harry
Wharton. ]
The VTawmous Iive looked rather

curiously at Angel of the Fourth., He
was quite an unexpecied visitor an
their qnarbers. : .

Billy Bunter gave him an impatient
blink., His visit interrupled an 1mn-
portant diseussion, Dunter wanted
the aflfnir of the Christinas vacalion to
be definitely settled. I he failed to
plant himself upon Havry Wharton &
Co. he had to lock out for other
victims, o there waz no time to be
wasted, as the break-up was close at
hand.

“Take a pew, Angel,” said Fyank
Nugent politely,

“1 say, vou fellows

“8hut up, PBunterl”

“Put I say—"'

“Shut upl” roarcd Bob Cheery.

yid

well.” said Bunter. “Buat your aunt

S
g™

picking up a cuslion,

And Billy Bunter grunted and shut
up—temperarcily. It was impoessible
For Bunter to remain long in a shut-up
stuke.

“I wanied fo speak to you fellows,™
salkl Aubrey Angel, looking ratler
uncomfortable,

“Go ahead,” said Whavton,

“It's a half-holiduy this afternoon,
Do—do you fellows happen to be
buszy ¥

“Nob very,” answered Wharton,
with & sinile,  ““Only with our chins,
ab present. We're going to get somo
footer presently, but there's no mateh
eit to-day.”

“You remcntber my voung brother,
Maurico?™

 Mick

“Yeos; the chap who was called {43
Mick whoen hoe was herve,” satd Angel,
his eolour deepening.

“0Of course wo remember hinn,” said
Harry: and thera was a gencral nod-
ﬁ_l‘ilng of heads among the Fainous
b B 1yl LS

They were not likely to forget Mick,
the gipsy schoolboy. His stay at
Gireviviars bad been short, bat it hoag
had some oxeiting opisodes.

It had been o nine days’ wonder at
Cireyiviars when the discovery was
made that the gipsy waif was not a
gip=y at all, but the young brother of
Aunhrey Angel, the dandy of the
Fourth.

“You follows were vather friendly
with him, ' said Angel.

*“¥ee rather.”

“Mhe ratherfuliness is ferrifie,” said

Hurree Jomset Ram Singl, with e
nod of his dusky head.  “The
cstopmmdt Dlick  was  held in dis-

tinguished estiinntion by our honoue-
able selves”

Angel prinned.

YWell, he's coming Jdown to visit
Cirevipiars to-day,” he sanl.

The TFamous Five were inberested
at oneo.
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“* That's pood,” said Wharton, *F We'll
be jolly glud to see old Mick again.”

 The gladiulness will e "

“ Terrilie! ' chuckled Bob Cherry

"1 =ay, you fellows—"

“ Bhut up, Dunter.”

“I've had a letter from him,” con-
tinued Angel. * He's coming 1o =ee me,
ol rourgs, to make some arrangements
about Christmas, I think—but, of course,
he wonts fo see you fellows, too. He
asked mo to tell you he was coming.”

“* Thanks,” said Harry,

“He gels ta Friardale by the three-
thirty. I was goin’ down to the station
to feteh hin il-::r?," said Angel, hesitp-

ting,  *f But—
"Eens
“It unforiunately happens that Umn

detpined,” said Angel, his face Aushing. }

“ 1 ecan't po.”
Y That's rollen.'™-

“I sha'n't be able to see him before
!-l"-;ﬂ o'clock. It'a rather rolten, isn't
I-t--.- Tk

“ Hard cheese,” said Harry Wharton.
Y Wouldn’t Mr. Capper let you off, if
you explained.”

Angel's flush ucepened,

“It doesn't exactly depend on Mr.
Capper. I-I. can't get off. I—I was
wondering wheiher some of youn feliows,
az you used fo be jolly friendly with
Maurice, would mest %ﬁm, and—ani
look after him a bit till five.”

Aubrey Angel looked extremely un-
cotnfortable as she made that request.
But Harry Wharton nodded assent al

olce.

“We'll be glad 1o, he said.

“Oh, cerfainly " chimed in Billy
Bunter. *“ ¥You can leave it to me, if
vou hke, Angel”

Angel did not seem to hear the Owl
of the Remove,

“1 suppoza you'll telephone for a
faxi! " went on Bunter. *In the cir-
cumstanees, T shouldn't object to letiing
yvou pay for the taxi ﬂngejl.”

“Shut up, Bunler " roared Bol.

“ Oh, really, Cherry—-""

"“"I've tipped Gosling to_let me have
the trap,” said Angel. "It will be
ready in the road at three o'clock. You
fellows know how to drive? ™

“¥eo," enid Harry, with a smile.

“One or two of vou might go.
trap holds four easily enough.
you don't mind taking it on®"

“Pleasure " said the caplain of 1l
Remove.  And the Co. nodded assent.
They were quile Lkeen to see the gipsy
schoolboy again. And Angel's evident
desire that his young brother should be
looked after rawmed him in their estima.-
tion. Aa a rule, Angel of the Fourth
gave all his attention to one person only,
and the name of that person was Aubrey
Angel.

"Well, T
Angel, rising.

“Not at all.™

“Leave Mick to we, and we'ltl look
after him till five o'clock,” zaid Harey
Wharton.

“It might be half-past—->="

“Those giddy detention fasks!™ said
Bob Cherry sympmthetically. * TRRoiten
when your broiher's coming. But we'll
toke care of Mick.”

“You're awfully good,” :=aid Amngel
"l‘;n having a bit of a spread in my
Tie Macwer Linnant.— No. 528,

The
You—

awlly obliged,” said

study ahont six, and I'd be glad if you
fellows would ¢ome, Mauriee would
like you to come.”

" We'll come, with pleasure.”

* ood 17

And Aubrey Angel lefi the study,

THE S5ECOND CHAPTER.
Dished !
T HREE boomed out from the clock-

tower of Greglriars as  Billy
Bunter rolled out at the school
gates. Like Moses of old,
William George Bunter looked this way
and that way. At a litile distance from

the gates hie discerned the waiting trap.
Goshng, the porter, was certainly not
that

stipposed by his employers fo len
trap to bLovs, «eapeci'ﬂly Lower bovs.
But Gosling often did that which he was
not supposed to do. Certain ceoin of the
realn, crossing Gosling’s tough old
palm, had a wonderful effect on Gosling.
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And so there the lrap was, handed over
to the Famous Five of the Remave, with
many injunctions from Gosling to take
care of it, to bring it back zafely, and
not to drive {ast, and to stop whenever
o notor-car pazsed, injunctions to which
the Fammous Five gave as much regard
as they gave to the idle wind, which they
regarded not.

“T say, yon follows—="" Rilly Bunler
rolled up to the group 1o ihe road.

“Talla, halle, hallo! Blest i that
porpoise doesn't haunt vs like a Christ-
mas ghost!” exclaimed DBob  Cherry.
“ Punter, old man, has it ever oecnrred
to *Iffu ﬂilfnl; there's oo much of you?”

“There is muech .ioo muchfuless !
snhl]Hurrea .{amset Ram Singh.

' SRY ]

“Wall, wa'd beticr pof storted,” enid
Havry. “Jump in, Bob!

It had been arranged thai Wharfon
and Bob Cherry were 1o go in ihe irap.
Mugent, Johnny DBull,

and Iuorree b
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Jamszet Ham Singh had wheeled out
their bicyeles, to take a epin acvoss to
Higheliffc while their friends were gone.

“Well, ta-ta!l” called out Nugent, and
the three juniors mounted their machines
antl pedalled away on the Courtfield rond,

Billy Bunter blinked after them, and
then Dlinked at Wharton and Bbb,

*1 say, you fellows——""

“ Zrand clear, Bunter ™

“But 1 sayp—"

“TFathead ! Get oat of the way ™

“T've a message for you!"™ roared
DBunter.

“Then why eouldn’t you cough it up
before?” demanded Wharton, *What's
the message?”’

““Angel wants to epeak to you befors
yout. pa."

“Oh bother !

“It’s all right,” eaid Bunter. “You'll
find Angel in the Form-room. 1'1I hold
the horse while you're gone, if you like.”

Wharloen dismounted from the trap
AZain.

“You'll hold the horse?™ lie repeated.

“Lertaindy, old chap!”

It was guite unlike Billy”Bunler to
make himeelf uselul in this way

“Mind you don't let him holt,” eaid
Bob.

Bunter sniffed.

“Think I can™t hold a horze!™ he
spapped.

“Right-ho, Fatty!™

Leaving Bunter holding the horse's
head, Wharton and Bek Cherry walked
back io the gates. The fat junior
blinked after them with a grin,

“What the dickens can Angel have to
say at the last moment?” said Bob
Chervy, vather crossly, “It's high time
we were off. We don’t want to kecp
Mick hanging wp at the station.”

“Well, this won't keep uve a few
miuutes,”’ said Harry,

They hurrted in at the pgaltes, and
rrassed the quadrangle at a trot to thoe,
School House., There they sought the
Fourth Forin roon:.

As Angel had told them that he was
detainod that afternoon, they naturally
expoected to find him in the Form-room.
Dretontion taskas were generally per-

formed in the Form-rooms. But they
found the room empfy,

“Not here!  snid  Dob, looking
round,

“Tn his study, T suppoee,” said Harry.

“"Come on, 1hen!”

It was possible that Angel was doing
lis detention task in his etudy, and the
two jJumors hurried off to the Fourth
f'orm passage. In Angel's study—No. 4
in the Fourth—however, they did net
find him. Neither was his study-mate,
Kenney, to be seen.

“Dash it all, this 13 too ihick " ox-
claimed Bob Cherry. “ Ho might have
told Buaoter to tell us where to find him."”

“Let's lonk along the passape,”

The Removites  looked inio Slwly
Mo, 3, which belonged 1o Cecil Reginahd
Temple, the captain of the Fourth. They
found Teomple there, and he gave them
a lofty nod.

HEpon Angel? aeked Wharion,

“IEhT Dudo't know you Hemove ks
were chummy with Apgel,”  zawd  the
captain of the Fourth,

“We're not; bol o we happen to wand
hitm new, Have von seon hin?” asked
Harry tinpatiently.

“Nolb sinee he went out.”

“He's not gone ont ! :

“ He jolly well has ! said Tompde, wilh

L) SR SRR AR IR, LR A M B B I b P e g% 1)



Every Monday.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Price 2%

a etare. “He went out soon affer dinney
with Kenney.” 3

“Ol! Js—isn't he defained?”

“Not that I know of.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

Harry Wharten and Dok  Chorry
looked at ona another vather blankiy.
Angel had told them that he was
“detoined,” and they hed natnrally
gupposed that iF waz detention by a
Form master. Certainly, ho might have
used the word in another sense. IHe
might have been * detained ™ hy some
affair of hiz own. But cortainly he had
led them to believe ithab it was ordinary
detention.

*But e zent sanl

us o message,”

0.

“Did he? vavwned Temple.

¥ Are Tou sure he's not uwnder defen-
tton, Temple ™

“* Well, don’t think he is, Dut he
might be. You'll find him in the Form.
woom 10 that ease. Shot the door alter
you!" zaid Ceeil Heginald politely.

The Hemovites left Temple's stody.
In the passage they looked at one
imuther again, They were rather at a
D23,

“Well, we've got to get off if we're
going to meet the train at Friardale,”
aaid Bob., "It's ten past three alveady.”

“It's jolly odd! How could he have
sont us o message by Bunter if he's not
in the school?”

Bob gave o jump.

“Dict he send vz 2 message?” he ox-
olaimed,

“ Bunter said—"

“The fat villain may have bheen pull-
ng owr leg!” exclaimied Doln  * Aflor
all, it would have been rather odd Angel
sending us & message like that ab the
last moment. That fzt Founder—"

0, come on!” said Harry.

They lefi the Sehool Howso rather
guickly. It seemed pretty ceriam now
that Aubrey Angel was not in the
House. He was “detained ¥ from going
to the station by some private affair, that
was fairly olear now. And in that case
he had sent no message, and Bunier, for
some mysterious reaszon of his own, had
“gpoofed ¥ the Removites.

Wharton and Bob Chervy went down
to the gates ab a run,  Coker of the Fifth
was aclorning the gateway with  his
bulky person, and the juniovs chd not
gee im fill they ran into hinw.

Coker stagreved back with a roav.

‘::'%nu .:-Ijﬁu}ry h:, i }lc-.dlmﬁlﬂﬂvm!.

ou silly ass ! gasped Dob, stagper-
ing back from the EEDE'I-I:.

“By gad, T'll jolly well knock your
cheeky  heads together!™  exclaimed
Horace Coker-wrathfully.

“Hand: off, vou dumnmy——="

“Now then!” gasped Coker, and he
grasped Wharton and Bob, one in either
mueenlar hand.

But the heads of the two juniors dul
not come together with a erack, as Coker
expected. Muscular as he was, Coler of
the Fifth was not quite equal to dealing
with two sturdy Removites,

Tnstead of that the two juniors
astened on Cokoer, and the rreat man of
the IMifvh suddenly and unexpectudly
found lies feet Alying away from wnder-
neath humn.

With hiz feet in the air Horace Coker

bad no means of support, visible or
invisilile.

ﬂThE natural result was that Coker szt
O .

He sat on the hard, cold earily with a

-

[ S B Sar  STER LR A M TS Y B

together [ **

“ By gad ! *? exclaimed Horace Coker. ** I'll jolly well knock your silly heads
He reached out and grabbed the iwe Romovifes by the shoulders,
with the intention of Fullilling his threat.
mateh for Bob Cherry and Harry Wharten, The great man of the Fifth suddenly
found his feel flying away from underneath him.

But the burly Fifth-Former was no
(S¢e Chapier 2.)

concussion that took lus breath away.
Ilc could only faintly gasp:

“Doooocoooop !

Wharton and Bob Cherry left him fo it
They had ne time to wesie on Uoker
They went at o rapid ran down the road
te I‘i}l'ﬁ spab where they had left Bunter,
enger {o bump the Owl of ithe Remove
for hLis temorvity in pulling their im-
portant legs, and then {o drive to the
station 1o meet Mick.

Dut the trap was not to be seen. They
had left it by the roadside, wiih Billy
Bunter holding the horse,  Now there
was no sign of trap or Bunter.

Boh Cherry haked, panting.

“The fot villain! He's laken the
trap—-"
“0Oh, my hat!” gazped Wharton.

fThat was why=—""

“Y1 gealp him ™" roared Dob.

The enraged Hemovites staved ronnd
for a sign of Bunter, bhut there wns ne
sign of hini. Skinner of the Remove was
seuntering  along  the lane, and DBob
shonted to i,

YBecn Bunter—in a lrap Y

“Yes, he passed me n few minnkes
agn ™ said Bkinner. Y1 asked the fat
cacd fowr a lifi, and he didn™ even
atawer,

“Whicl: way was he going 1"

T rardale.”

e

“Ilas he gone to mect Mick, then?”
askod Harey in perplexity.

“Wherever lwe's gone, we're poin
after hun ! zaid Bob. *Come on! T
barst him when we find him. Anyhow,
-.1-'1::'-,"1: gol to get to the village, IPut it
ik .

And at a rapid trot the {wo juniors
stavted down the road {o Friardale,
leaving Skinner staring afier them,

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Just Like Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER grinned.

Jt was a grin of satisfaction.

Billy Banior was in the trap,

with the reins in one hand and tho

whip in the other, bowling along Friar-
dale Lane ai a good speed.  Dunter could
deive ~ab 2ll events, he Aattered himeelf
that he could drive. 8o far all was going
welll  The horvse seemed a little fresh,
anel 1he speed was a little faster than
Bunter liked ; ot when he pulled on the
reins the hiowse shook his head and wok
no notice.  Bo Nunter decided to " give
liim his head.” That was really judicions,
for eertainly ile horse would have taken
hiz howd whether Bunter had “ given ¥ 36
or nol,
Ik Macxer Lisrany.—No. 823
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“Billy amesd” murmured Bunter.

He was thinking of Bob Cherry and
Wharton. Having dispatched them op a
fool’s errand, Bunter had calmly taken
POssession of the trap. Certainly, in
giving them that pretended message from
Angel, Bunter had departed from the
sttaight line of veracity. But that was
o iriﬁc to William George Bunter. Truth
snd Williem George bad long been
strangert to one ancother. Billy Dunter
had not been brought up ot the feet of
George  Washington, the celebrated
Transatlantic gentleman who could not
tell a lie——peghaps! Dunter not only
could, but did. )

Now he was bowling aleng merrily to
Triardale  to  meet Maurice Angel.
Bunter had a high opinien of Mick—of
late growth.

When Mick had come to Greyfriars as
a gipsy waif all DBunter's aristocratic
mstincts had been aroused. Iie had re-
garded the outsider with lofty contempt.

But when it was discovered that Mick
was the brother of the wealthy and well-
connected Angel of the Fourth, son of a
rich baronet, and actually heir to a huge
fortune himself, then Bunter’s feelings
had undergone a natural change—mnalural
to Bunter. )

He was prepared to worship the grounnd
upon ‘which Mick tred, and to offer him
the heartiest friends-hiF.

The one-time . waif was actually =2
millionaire—or he was going to be =
millionaire when he came of age and in-
lerited the fortune left him by his uncle.
A million ¢f money covered a multitude
of sins, It was certain that Mick would
have a handsome allowance., Any fellow
who had a handsome dllowance was able
to count upon Billy Bunter’s warmest
friendship and kindest regards.

Whether Bunter would be able to plant
himself upon Harry Wharton & Co. for
the Christinas vacation seemed doubtful.
He was skilful in such matters; but cer-
tainly the Co. saemed to entertain strong
objections. As a second string to his bow
Bunter intended to meke i
agreeable to the onctime gipsy school:
boy. A Christmas at the great mansion
of Sir Philip Angel was exactly what
Bunter wanted, and he did not sec’ why
he should not have it, If Mick proved
amenable to the voice of the charmer, he
would be nble to *““turn down ™ Harry
Wharton & Co., and turn up his little fat
mose st them and their Christmas
holiday, Roally, it was worth trying on.

So _'Eiunter bowled off to the station 1n
cheery spirits, little ﬂﬁubtinf that Mick
would be glad to see him. ndeed, how
could any fellow resisk the fascinating
manners of W. G. Bunter?

But there's many a-slip "twixt cup and
lip. ‘Bunter was not destined -lo arnve
at the station in the way he anticipated,

A motor-car came snorting out of the
Redelyfa road with a loud blaving of a
motor-horn.  Bunter's horse required a
firm hand when a motor was in the offing.
And Bunter's hand was anything but
firm.

The horse shied and reared and
clattered his hoofs. The car snerted on
its way, Jeaving DBunter with an un-
manageable horse, tugging desperately at
the reins, and tugging in vain.

“Stop, you beast!” gasped Bunter.

A firm hand could have controlled the
horse. Fut the animal was quite well
apware thot it was & weak hand that held

the reins. He broke into a furious
gailop, {H:TLL‘,‘ dua to the scare, and
THE MioNET Linrart.—No. 828

himself very

of Friardale,

partly to a wilful temper. Bunter hung
on to the reins wildly, his fat face grow-

ing white, _

0wl Stop! Oh dear! I'd better
give him the whip " gasped Bunter,

He gave him the whip. . That was not
& judicious procecding, The horse fairty
tore along the lane,

“Oh dear! Hélp!™

The trap rocked from side to side as
the horse raced on. Instead of goin
on direct to the village, tha runaway too
a fancy into his head to turn into a lane
leading towards Woodend., Bunter had
no chance of stopping him. This did nor
lock like meeting %«Iick at FEriardale
Station; but Bunter, in his terror for
hiz own fat skin, had already forgotten
Mick, Ile dragged at the reins again
wildly, but a toss of the horse's head
jerked them from lis hand, and they
ung over the animal'z heaving hack.
Then Bunter held on to the seat and
gasped helplessly,

There was a shout in the village sfreet
at Woodend as the horse came clattering
through with the trap rocking behind
him. They were through the village in
a minute or less, and the horse, followiag
his own sweet will, turned into another
fane that wound sway between pasture
ficlds, and galloped on. A farm labourer
lanked through a hedge and shouted, bul
that had no effect on the excited horse,
zave to gpur him to greater efforis.

The trap rocked and danced on the
vuity road. Bunter was white as chalk
now, clinging to the seat in momentary
fear of a spjil, He gave a yelp of terror
every time the trap jumped—and it
jumped every minute or so.

From the Woodemd Lana ther came
back into ithe Friardale road, hut on tha
forther side of Friardale, Fertunately
the horse turned towards that village, in-
stead of taking the London'Roead.

Friardale came in sight.

It was past hdlf-past three now, and
doubtless Mick had already arrived ; hut
Bunter was %iving no mare thought lo
Mick than he was giving ito Julius
Cesar. All s thoughts were concen-
trated upon William Ci:m'g'-e Bunter, and
the risk that worthy character was run-
nihg of breaking his valuable neck.

Loud shouls and seuttling of [loeet
groefed the runaway in the Hﬁgh Sireet
Everyone dodged away,
and the runaway had the road te him-
self. The railway-station came in sight,
with the Red Cow opposite—and five or
sit loafers dodged into the station or
into the Red Cow.

“Help!" yelled Bunter,

{latier, clatter, clatter!

“Yow-ow-ow! Help!”

The horse tore on.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Mick Chips In!

M ATURICE ANGEL came out of
and looked about him. ]

Few would have recognised
Mick, the gipsy, in the handsome, well-
on the handsome features—that was all
the trace that remained of Mick's event-
ful past.
stond there, glancing about the old
village street-——the street that once he
hatd  trodden in his rags and tatfers

the little station at Friardale,

dressed lad, The dark sunburn lingered

Very fit and cheerful he locked, as he
when he was an outcast and a waif,

-

He waz a hittle crfflexed as he
glanced round.  He had expecied his
brother Aubrey to meet him there.

Strangely enough, there was a strong
affection between Angel of the Fourth
and his newly-found brother. Fellows
who knew Angel fully expected him to
cut up “rusty ¥ when Mick, the gipsy,
became 2 member of his family. The
discovery of Mick made a very con-
siderable difference to Aubrey and his
older brother. They would have shared
the great fortune left by Colonel Angel
to his lost nophew, had Mick never beoen
dizeovered, And Angel had seemed the
very last fellow in the world to feel any
regard for one who came between him
anc his worldly interests.  Mick himself
had wondered how Aubrey -wounld teke
if.

Aubrey had taken it in a way that
strengtRendd the affection bMick already
felt for him, and that raised him in the
extimation of Harry Wharlon & Co,
The Vamous Five admitted that there
was more good 1 Angel of the Fourth
than they had ever suspected.. He was
o dandy, he was o good deal of o snob,
he had a supercihois manner that was
hard to bear, and he had the tastes and
pursuits of a blackguard.

But on this one point it had to ba
m:knf'n'.-ledgml that Aubrey played up
like '& sporisman, st tho call of tha
blood. He was obviouzsly glad that his
lost brother was found, and he was
strongly attached to him. It made no
difference to his ways; he was the sama.
blackguard as of old, the same snob, tha
sarne  faithless friend and nungenerous
enemy—to others, DBut to Mick he was
a kind and affectionate brother, and it
was & great redeeming point in his char-
acter. And it was not surprising that
Aick, in the circumstances, refused to
LEe E_H‘]}‘ faults in the magnificent Aubrey
Al mll

Mick was looking about him, expect-
ing lo see Angel of the Fourth, when
the clatter of thundering  hoofs
announced the arrival of Billy Bunter in,
the runaway trap. Three or four pedes-
trians rushed for safety as the runaway
camo {hundering by the station.

* Help!™

Mick recognised Bunter at a glance;
bmt if the hapless junior had been a
stranger, and not a Greyiriars fellow st
all, it would have made no difference to
ihe gipsy schoolboy.

He made a leap out of the siation
entranee, and ran into the road as the
trap thundered aleong.

“Help! Ow-wow! Help!” :

Mick made a spring at the tossing
head of the runaway.

He caught hold—the son of Sir Philip
Angel, heir to a million, had not losk
the aciivity of Mick, the gipsy.

For a few moments bo was dragged
helpleasly along, but his weight told,
and the runaway's head was dragged
down,

A mminute more, and he was brought
ta a halt, a hundred yavds past the
station, and stood trembling and pant-
ing in the grip of the gipsy.

“0Oh! Ow! Xelp!" -

“ ANl serene pow, DBunler!™
Mick,

YO0w! Oooopl” .

Bunter had relled off the seat info the
Lbottom of the trap. Hoe was now
squirming and wriggling and  gasping
there,

Mick drvew the now-subdued horse to
the roadside, and fastencd the rems to

panled
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a fenee. Then he steppad up to help
Bunter. . .

“Here vou are, Bunty " he said, with
g smile, and he prasped the fat junior’s
eoltar and righi-ended him.

“Ow ! reared Duanter. * Leggo, you
pss!”

“What 1™

“Do yvou want to choke me?” howled
Bunter.

"{}h!”

U Legro, voi dunmy M

Mick let go. DBunter sank iuto ihe
geat and gasped for breath.

“Where's my speetaclos?"

“Plessed if T know !

“Can't vou find ‘em for a chap
howled Bunter, Y1 dare say vou've
made mie bread on then, I they're
broken. you'll i!cﬂly well have to pay for
themy, | can tell you!™

“0Oh, my hat ! ejaculated Ack.

Bunter's variely of gratitude waz a
lictle surprising to hiz rescuer, Bt
Mick was a good-natured fellow.  TTe
groped in the irap for the inissing spec-
tacles, and fielded themwm, and handed
thern to the Owl of the emove. Bunter
jammed them on Ins fat little nose, and
blinked at him,

“0h, it's you!" ho cjaculated, recog-
nistng Mick by the ail of his reseued

ctacles.

“Lattle me!™ smiled Mick,

“Did vou stop the horza?™ 1

“Th? Oh, yes! I stopped him,"
sanl Alick. ““He's all vight now.”

“1 had him vnder cantrol all vight,”
gaid Bunter

Y“Giroalb Seott !

£ TE;;
head.™ )

“You were,” agrded Mick, “He had
it, anyhow!" )

“If vou think T ean't drive—"

“Bure wyou can!” said Mick paci-
fically, “You could drive in a chariot
race, I should think, It looked like it™

A zrove of the inhabitants of Friar-
dale had gathered round the trap now.

[
oA F
:

Had you I ] ]
I was just "giving lim his

Through the crowd came Tolice-
Jonstable Tozer, with a notebook in his

ummp hand, and a stern expression on

s Iﬁumu face. Mr. Tozer had seen
the runaway in timne to dodge into the
porch of the Red (ow. It was no part
of hiz police dufies to get run over
by a runaway horse. But now that the
runaway was stopped, it was time for
the majesty of the law (o appear on the
RO,

“I s<hall want your mnames and
addresses '™ said Mr. Tozer, Minking
solernuly o1 the osceupants of the trap.

*Rot!" said Dunter,

“Eh?”

“You jollv well know my naipe and
addrese,? said Dunter peavizhly, *and
don't you batt in here, old Tozer!™

"ﬂl{i Tozer!” gasped the majesty of
the law.

Y Bhurrup, Dunter, VOl gz |
whiapered E:’[if']{. “ Do you want this to
get to the Head 7"

“(h, my hat!l” gasped Dunter.

Cectainly he did not want the episode
to be reported to L, Locke. Gosling,
doubtless, wonld receive wost of the
Wame for lending the trap. But Bunter
would receive enough to have the most
wneomforiable vesults.  The Head

cer-
tainly would not cene ﬂﬂnlinf: but it
was practically certain that he would

cano Bunter,

“Waster DBunter, eh?” said Mr.
Tozer, with & grunt. “Driving a "orse
tﬁ t'ftm public danger. I've got to report
thist"

“He onlv wants a tip, Mick!™
whispered Bunter—in a stage whisper
that reached many cars

There was a chuckle among ihe
assembled villagers, and My, Tozer grew
purple.

H8hut up, vou fab idict " exclainmed
Mick,

He jumped from the trap, Alr.
Tozer, with a lofty and frowning brow,
cloared back the staring villagers. Mick

spoke to the plomp constable in a low

voice, and hiz hand for & moment
rouched Mr, Tezer's hand. In that
monent a  ten-shilling note changed
OWNRTS, And Mr, Tozer turned the
majesty of the law upon fthe staring
crowd, shepherding them off majestic
ally, and leaving the jumiors to them-
selves.

 Think you can manage
vow, Bunter® " asked Mick.

* Of course I can, I could manage him
all the time™

** Hem! ™

Mick eyed Dunter rather doubtfully.
The horse was quiet enough now, but
there was no telling what might happen
when Bunter began to drive again.

“That’s all oght,” sand  DBunier.
“ Jump in'”’

“T've got to get back fo the station,”
said Mick, ** I expect my brother's wait-
ing for me there.™

‘ He jolly wall isn't,” grinned Bunter,
“ Yon ses, old Aubroy couldn't come,
and I came instead.”

“Dh!™ axclaimed Mick.

“ TTnder the circumstances, a3 he waa
detained, Aubrey thought he'd ask an
old pal of yours to mect you,” explained
Bunter. * 50 I got this trap, and hore
Iam”

Mick stared at him. .

“ You came to mect me al the station
in this trap? "'

# Just that.”

“ Aubrey asked youi ™

“ Well,” said Buunter cantiously, * he
actuelly azked Wharton—but Wharton
was prevented at the lask minute ¥

“ But when I saw you pass the station
you weren't coming from the direction of
Cireyirviars,” said Mick, puzzled. * ¥Yon
um:iw_". round by the lane from Wood-
ohd.’

“That blessed horse ran away—I
mean, I thought I'd take & sort of
roundabout way, as there was plenty of
time. Look hero, jump in, MMick, oid
wan, and I'll et yvou drive.”

ithe horse
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“1 say, you fellows—yarooh '—I say—yoop ! Legego ! Ohcrumbs !’ Bump!
Harry Wharion, Boeb Chorry, and Mick climbed into the frap.
The gipsy schoolboy set the horse in motion again,

roared.
Wharton.

“ boasts ** were gone [ (See Chapler 3.)

Billy Bunter sat down in the roadway and
* Drive on, Mick, old chap ! " sald Harry
“ Look here, you beasts ! ' roared Buater.

But the

N 3
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“I think I'd better,”
laughing.

o loosened the herse, apd mounted
inte the trap and took the remns and
whip. As a matter of fact, Bunter was

lad enough to hand over the horse lo

im, though nothing would have in-
duced the Owl of the Remove to admit
that he could not handle the animal
Mick turned the trap and drove back
towards the station. 5

At the station he pulied in, and
looked about him. In spite of what
Bunter had told him, he had some hope
of seeing hizs brother there. But nothing
was to %a seon of Aubrey Angel.

“Wa'll get on to Greylriors”” said
Mick, at. last.

“ Might as well stop al Uncla Gl&%g‘E
for a suack,” suggested Bunter. “I'm
rather hungry. y treat, ‘you know."”

Tha trap bowled on past Uncle Clegg's
and DBunter gave his new driver an
angry blmnk, i

“ Look here, ain’t we stopping? ™ he
demanded. .

“ You can, if you like, Bunter. I'm
rather keen lo get on to the school.
But I can walk it, if you like."”

Bunter snorted. L:.‘Jplping at Uncle
Clegg's was not of much use to Bill
Bunter, unless Maurice Angel stopp
with  him.  Although it was {o
“ Bunter's treat,” somebody was re-

nired to foot the bill, as wos generally
?lm case whenr Bunter stood freaf.

*“0h, let's get on,” he raid. I don't
mind. I say, Mick, what are you doing
at Ghristmas? "

“ Haven't quite decided yel.”

“ How would youw ltke to come
Dunter Court? ™ .

The gipsy grinped. His stay at Grey-
friars had :';men brief: but long cnoug
for him to learn all about Bunter Court,
that mugnificent residence of the Bunter
family that was not to be found in any
directory. i

“ Thanke," he said. * That would be
ripping. Whon shall T coma? ™

Bunter almost jumped. It did not
dawn upon his fut mind ihat Mick was
pulling his polgy leg, and bad no in-
tention of coming for Christmas to
Buntar Court, oven if that soperh man-
sion had existed outside the realms of
Bunter's fat imagination.

“0Oh! The-the fact is, 1t's in tha
hands of tho decoraiers now,” gasped
Bunter. ** That's why I can’t ask you
there, old chap.”

" Hard cheoss,' said Mick,

“But it's all nght,” sard Bunter.
““We uzed fo be such jolly good pals at
Greyfriars—"

“ Did we? "

“ Don't you remember?

“ Mo, .

“ Hem! We did, you know. T mssed
vou awfully when you went. We used
to ba such pals, that 1 really couldn’t
think of spending this Chrostrmas with
anvbody else. Tf you can'k como to me,
I’I{mme lo you."

47 Bﬂtl" 13 ] ]

“ Don't say o word—-it's a go!" sud
Bunter,

said DMick,

to

i+ Bu-t L
“That's settled. Now, about the
dateme—'’

“ Halla, hallo, hallo!” came a [amiliar
roar. And two juniors who were trok-
ting along the lane stopped in front of
the trap. Mick drew in the horse at
onco as he recognised Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry.

THE MacxET LIBRARY.— No. 823,

| Lirightly.

His face brightened | Ha

chieerily at the sight of them—in that
resi.a.;:t, presenting a marked contrast to
Billy Bunter's fat countenance,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Wanted for Christmas !

% ICK, old man!”
M “* Hallo, halle,
bean ! "’

“Jolly plad to

once more, Mick "

“ The gladfulness is terrvifie, as Inky
would say™ :

Bob Cherry arid Wharton shook hends
with Mick over the side of the Lrap.
Billy DBunter sat and blinked at them.
It was not a ha?pf meeting for him.
Sooner or later, of course, the fat junter
had to face the music; but he preferred
W later rather than sooner,

“ You're looking topping, old chap,”
went on Bob Cherry, giving Mick's hand
a wring that made the gipsy schoolboy
wince. ‘' It's no end c;-f a pleasure to
see your old chivvy again,"

4. ft(-}'a a pleasure to ine,” said Mick
lad to soe

tha fellows
him faithfully in his
e had been a waif and

an ouleast.

“ S0 Bunter brought you from the
station! "' said Bob, turning a glare upon
the Owl of the Remove,

“Well, I brought him,” said Mick
langhing. * It seems that Aubrey’s de-
tained, and Bunter came in his place.”

“The fat villoin—""

“ Oh, really, Cherry-—-""

““"T'ho spoofing porpoise—-""

“' The fat rascal!” exclnimed Wharton
indignantly, ' He spoofed s into leav-
ing: him with the trap, and bagged it
and cleared.”

HOR!" exclamed Mick.

1 didn"t! " roared Bunter.

T What? ik

£l mean to say, I Rl that I
oughin't to -wait any Jonger, as you
fellows were dawdling about. I suppose
vou dida't want me to leave old Mick

anging up at the station all the after-
noon, did you? * demanded Bunter. 1
t « = i might thank me.”

“Thank you?”  stuttered Bob.
“ Thank you for ha,f;giug our trap, and
leaving us to walk.'

“ You told us Augel wanted us,'" ex-
claimed Wharton.

“Well, dide’t he? " demanded Bunter.

“ You know ho didn't.”

“ 1 dido't know—how should I know?
He might have wanted to see you” No
asccounting for tastes, you know,"” gasped
Bunter.

“ Why, you—you—you—""

“ Have him out!” roarcd Bob Cherry.
“ Bump him!™.

“ Yarcoooh! "

Mick sat and held the reinrs, and
grinned, as the Owl of the Remove was
joerked out of the trap by the fwo iu-
dignant juniors. He understood now
how it was that Billy Bunter had arrived
at Friardale in Gosling'e trap. ' Billy
Bunter struggled and roared.

“1 say, you fellows—-yarococh—I say-—
vooop!  TLeggo! I say—oh, crumbs!"”

Bump!

“ Whooagooop! ¥

Harry Wharton and Bob clinbed into
the trap, leaving Billy Bunter sitting by
the rcadside, purple and breathless.

“ Drive on, Mick, old chap”

halle, old

s NOU

e was more than
the hernes of the Remowvo;
who had stood b

dark days, when E

sad

CEY.
“ Right-ho! " The gipsy scheolboy set

the horse in motion aguin. Billy Bunter
stuggered to hig feot.

" Loock hers, you beoasts—"

“{ocd-bye, Bunter”

“I van't walk back to Greyliiars!™
shricked Bunter.

“Trey " chuckled Bob Cherry,

“1 say, you fellows—--"

“ Bow-wow ™

The trap bowled on. Thlly Bunler
broke into a desperate run in pursuil,
puffing and blowing, his fat little logs

going like clockwork,
“1 say, you fellows—I say, Mick, okl
man! Mick!™ veilled Bunler. "'l say,

it's seltled about Christmas, isn't it?"
“ (h, i.'EE," answered Mick, without

turning his head.

“I'm coming with wou, what!™
gasped Bunter. He wanted it quite
clear.

.'HD*“

“Wha-a-at? You said it was settled "

{1 Eﬂ it iﬂ.”

“Setlled that I'm coming " howled
Bunter,

“ Bettled that you're not.””

“PBeast 1" yelled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter's short supply of breath
failed him. He stopped and shook a [at
fist after the trap, as it rattled on up
the lene. A bend of the road kad it from
the sight of the Ow] of the Remove, and
silly Bunter sat down by the roadside,
to gpasp and splutter after his exertions.
He gasped and splutterad, and spluttered
and gasped for quite a long time before
he re-started, and, ltke the weary
ploughman, homeward plodded his way.

“Same old Bunter!™ chuekled M]L‘E,
as ho drove on. “He made out that
he'd got this trap to meet me at the
station, because Aubrey was detained,
Aubrey asked you fellows to come?”

“Ves, that's it,” said Harry. “Wo
were glad to come, of course.”™

“My Lrother's detained by his Form
master 1" i

That was o natural question, but &
hard one to answer. But for Bunier's
trickery the chums of the Remove would
never have known that Angel of the
Fourth was not under detention, and
they . would have answerad Mick's
question in the nffirmative ab once.
Now that they knew Angel was not
within the walls of Greyfriars at all
they were rather puzzled how to answer.
Angel did not want his brother to know
that he wos negleeting him on account
of some exenrsion he did nof care o
give up, for that was evidently the fact
of the matter. And the Hemovites did
not want to put it like that to Mk,
Tiob Cherry stired away over the frosty
hedges, leaving the answer to Wharton.

“Well, ha mentioned that he was de.
tained,"” said Haorry at last. “He didn'e
go into particulars. But he's not likely
to he froe, I understand, till after five,
and we'ro going io look after you in
the inforval, see!”

Mick smiled. )

“It's jolly good of you,” he said. *I
suppose it would be ageinst the rules
if T butted into the Fourth Form room
to speak a word to Avbrey before he's
let out of detention.”

Bob stared away harder across the
hedges. Wharton eoughed.

“Well, it’s the rule that a chap under
detention mustn't be spoken to," said
Harry  diplomatically. Really, tho
eaptain of the Remave had a rather
difficult task (o shield Angel's negligence
from his voung brother's knowledge.
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The door of Ponsonby’s study was thrown violenily open., Crash! An
on his back with a howl of fury.

He Ianded In the

L 2] Dh,

of the Fourth came whirling out of the smd:.rT
* glaculated the Caterplllar.

** Are you always

PasSage
a3 polite as that to your visitors, Pon?* * The cad cheeked us,” said Ponsenby. ** And we're noi standing any Grey-
~ [Iriars cheek, I can tell you!" (dee Chapter 7.)

“¥Yes, 1 suppose so0,” assented ME_ck.]
#I don't want to break any rules during
‘my visit.” He chuckled. “I broke
enough when I was at the school,
dide’t I?" .

“¥ou did!"™ said Harry, laughing.

“ Well, I wanted to see you fellows, as
well azs my brother, of course,” eaid
Mick. ‘'I've something to say to you
about’ Christmas. You see, as I'm not
st Greyfrisrs now, I don't have much
chance ©of seeing you <chape, and I
thmi:]ghl vou might like Christmas with
me,

He glanced
'Wémrmn.

‘1t would be ripping to have Christ-
mas together,” he went on, *“That is,
of course, if vou fellows like the idea.™

“Jolly good ides,” said Bob.

“Like the idea of going to Seotland 17

“Hrotland ¥ repeated the two
Bemovikes,

“Yes; I'm going up to Beotland for
Chriztmas—place ealled Lochmuiy, in the
Highlands, Wonderful old place, with
all sorts of historical associations—
Bonnie Prince Charlie and the rest.
Prince Charlie put up thera a few days
before the battle of something or other,”

#*Culloden " asked Hearry, with a
amile, _

“That's 1" grirned Misk, "I'm
weak-tn history, and some other lh{ngs,
though my jolly old tutor keeps pogping
away at me. Well, this jolly old castle
of Lochmuir is no ond of a place, with
ancient battlements, a loch and moors
and hills and a kilted ghost—"

“Oh, my hat!™

“H conrse, ib's being Gxed wp for
(heistinas, and i will be jelly comfori-
able.” sand Mick., * The pater's wlea 1s
that I should take a party of young
people there with me, and T think we
anght ta gt a good bime "

ﬁas'r,\-‘ Wharton nodded.

As the ehvims of the Removoe had, as

rather anxiously at

wel, made no arrangements  for Lo

Christmas holidays, Mick's suggestion
appealed to them strongly. A haunted
castle in tho Scottish Highlands, hills
and heather and snow, appealed to their
imaginations, as well as the prospect of
treading in the footsteps of the gallant
and ill-fated prince whose fate had been
spaled st the battle of Culloden. But
there was a  drawback—was  Aubrey
Angel to be there?

Mick's next remark answered that un-
spoken guestion. . -

“You fellows get on all right with
my brother now 7 he asked.

“Much better than we used,” said
Harry, “We haven't had any rows
since yon left, Mick.”

“That's good.”

“Of courss, Remove and Fourth don't
have much to do with one anather,™
satdd Dol

“ Aubrev will be with me, and tha
}mt.er, of course, ™ said Mick, " H you're
riends with Aubrey now it's all right—
if vou'd care fo come."” )

“We'd like to come,” said Harry
slowly. Certainly he liked the idea,
but the thought of Aubrey Angel was a
troublesome one.

“Of course, you'll have 1o speak fo
tho others,” said Mick quickly. B |
want all five of yau.”

“Tighi-ho 1

Grevfriars was in sight now. Mick's
face Jichted up at the =ight of the old
school.

Bob gave Wharton a look. Tf Mick
wis about Grevfriars all the aflernson
it was very probable that hie would learn
that Augel of the Fonrth was not in
the schoal, The chvims of the Remove
had wndertaken to “look after ™ Mick
till his brother was free, and it occurrad
to both of them that 18 would bhe
judicions to “look after™ him ontside
the walls of Groviriare. Certainly Mick
wonld be wounded if by chance he
learned that 1t was not really detention
tha! Lept hiz brother away.

Wharton understood Bob's look, and
nodded.

“ Now.wo've, pot the trap, what about
running on to Higheliffe?” he asked.
“Nugent and Inky and Johnny are
thera; they've pone over to  ses
Counrtenay. You'd like to zee Frank
Courtenay, Mick, and they'll give us
some tea, and it will fill in time whila
your brother is—is detained.”

“Good ogg!” eaid Bob.

Mick nodded at gnee.

“Jolly good- idea,” he zaid.

Angd the trap bowled on past Grey-
friavs, and kept on by the Courtfield
Road to Iigheliffe 8chool.,  And
Wharion and Bob Cherry felt more ensy
in Lhetr minds. Tf Mick did not get to
Greyfriars till after five o'clock he was
unlikely to learn of Angel’s menosuvres,
and it was cortainly a case where
irnorance was blis,

It was an enjoyable drive through the
keen frosty air, and tho three jumniors
arrived at Higheliffe in great spivita. At
the gates they found %“Jugnnt, Johnny
Bull, and Huwrree Jamset Ram Singh,
wha had just arrived there sfter theiy
spin. And the Famous Five and Mick
walked in cheerfully t5 call on Frank
Clourtenay, the jumor captain of High-
cliffe, little dreaming what was to
bhappon during their visit,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Visitors of Higheliffe |

s RANKY ¥
F “Hallo !"™
“They're keepin® it up !”

1t was Rupert de Courcy,
otherwise koown as the Uaterpitlar, wheo
spoke. e was etanding with lus hands
in his pockets at the windsw of Study
MNo. 3 1n the Fourth Form quarters at
Higheliffe School. Frank Courtenay, his
shiedy mate, had just come in.
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“Whe's keeping up what?”  asked
Clonrtenay, with a smile.

“Pon & Co.”

“(Oh, Ponaonby ! said Courlenay, in-
differently.  “I  noticed  that  they
weron't at tho fpoter.”

“You've been urgin® the flyin' ball,
old mant" vawned the Culerpillac.

“Yes, and fecl all the better for it 1
ngticed that you didn't furn up, Cater-
pillar.”?

“1 waa goin’ to,” said De Courcy. “1I
was thinkin® of it seriously. Unfortun-
ately, I didn't get further than thinkin'.”

= ,[:' rowsting I8 the study, what?”
ashkex] Courtenay. ; G e

I've been resistin' dlempiaiion,
answered the Caterpillar gravely.

“How's that?"

“Indn't you hear me make a remark
as you came in? Pon & Co. ave still
keepin' . it up, They've got a guest
their study—a ro alat goer. You ]i..nuw
Angel, of the Fourth Forn at Grey-
{riara¥”

“I've seen him, " .

“Ie's one of the lads,® said De
Courcy—one of the nuts—one of the
won't-go-hame-till-mornin’ erowd. I be-
lieve they're makin' the fur fly in Pou's
study—Pop an' Geddy, an’ Monson, and
the jolly old Angel.”

Courtenay [rowned.

“Well, it's no hizney of ours, I sup-
posa,* he remarked, L

“Ten't it ™ You don't feel inclined to
drop in and see Pon, an' tuke a hand in
the giddy game "

“Fathead! Su 't be
thinking of anvthing of the sovt¥" asked
Courtenay, & little sharply.

The Caterpillar nodded. e
“Thinkin® and thinkin® and thinkiy’,
he answered. ‘‘But, as I remarked, T've

heen resistin' femptation.”

“You mnever mean half you say,
Rupert,” said Courtenay, with a smile.
“ Now, what about tea !” )

“Tos, if you like! Any old thing! I
cay, what would the Head =a if, by o
wonderful chance he Hropped inte Pon's
study 17 :

“({Jrder of the boot, T suppose.”

“1t's not likely to happen,” remarked
the Caterpillar, “But it might! Might
have happened to e, Frank, 1 you
hadn't plucked me like o jolly old brand
from the burnin'™

L1 Aﬂﬁ IF! : - " :

“Very interestin® chap, Angel,” re-
mathed” the Caterpillar, as he waiched
Courtenay raking the fire together to
boil the kettle for tea. : i

“Is he" said Courtenay, without -
terest.

“WNo end. Never saw & chap who was
such a complete goer,” said tho Cater.
pillar.  *T hear that there's been a lot of
falk about him lately at Greyfriars. He
hiad a brother, or somethin’, who was
lost among the gipsies, or somethin’ or
other, and he turned up, and he's comin
into a fortune that would have come lo
Jhn.gef. Quite & romance, what?

Quite !’ said Courtenay.

" And the odd part is, that Angel tales
it well,” said the Caterpillar. * From
what T know of the dear man, I'd havo
expected him to hate that new brother
like poison. Instead of which, he sort
of takes him to his manly breast and
weeps over him, tears of undiluted joy.
DNoesn't that show, Franky, that a fellow
should never be cocksure in his opinions?
] should have set Angel down for an
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Surely you haven't been-

areant blackguard without a single good
quality in his make-up. And it lurns out
that he's pot one—just one.™

“ 8o hasz evervhaody,” smiled Courtenay.
" Nobady's =0 black az he's painted, or
as he paints himself. Are you laving
the cloth ™

“Oh, yes!” The Caterpillar did not

stir. *Ay prople know the Angels, and
['ve scen his pater ot home—38ir Philip,
a stiff and stern old johuny, a good hit
like & ramrod to look at, with a jaw like
a vice. Mot much like hiz hopelful son.
ingel isn't a chip of the okd block. 1
think you ought to lay the cloth, IFronks,
as & reward for virtue. I've been
resistin’ for a whele hour the temptation
to join in the game in Pon's study.
Angel's reckin® with money, and &
might have been a good thing for me—
with Christmas comin’, too, an' ¢xpenses
monrtin® up.

“TFathead " said Comrtenay.

The Caterpillar glanced  from  the
window as Courtenay laid the cloth, Iis
cyes fell on six juniors who were coming
acrosz the quad.

“(Oh, gad! Visitors!” he ejaculated.

Courtenay joined him at the window,
He opened it at once, and waved his
hand to the Greyiriars fellows below,

“Come right up!” he called out.

" Right-ho 1™ )

“0Oh, my hat!" said the Caterpillar.
“Tha vou rEcngnisﬁ the new shcep m ihe
flock, Franky? That dark-faced kid is
younp Angel,”

“ Angel’s brother | 1

“Yes=the kid they call Mick. Think
ho knows hi= hraother's here, keepin’ it up
in Fon's study ¥

Courtenay looked stariled.

“He can't be that sort,” he said
“YWharton's set wouldn't be [riends with
him if he were,™

HJust what I was thinkin’. They'll
have to pass PPon’s study to get here,”
zaid the Caterpillar. "“If the kid knows

all about Ange! of the Fourth, il docenh
matter; but i not——"

“* Come with me, Bunter ! ** * Yar-

ooh !'* Mr. Quelch fastened a finger

and thumb on Bunter's fat ear, and

the Owl ol the Remove had no choice

but to accompany his Form-masier,
(See Chapter 10.)
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“TIf not, he'd bettor not know. Ha
must be on o visit to Greyfriars, as he's
come over with those fellows,” said
Conrtenay thoughtiully. * He probably
doesn't know that hiz brother is here ac
all. No need for us to tell him.”

“I’ll trot dewn and meet thom,™ =l
D¢ Courcy, and he strolled out of (he
study, leaving Courtenay te hurry on a
o oxbrn preparations lor a more exici-
sive rapr*e:.-uf,

Tha Catevpillar paused as he was pase-
ing FPonsonby's study. In that study Pon
& Co., the black sheep of Higheliffe,
were “keeping it up.” In an atme-
sphere of cigavette-smoke, the younng
vascals were card-plaving, and the stakes
were probably high-—-generally they were
in Pow's stwedy. And that they weore
olilivious, just then, to all considerations
but the game, was evident {rom the un-
stbidued voieez, that the Caterpillar coubd
hear procecding from the other :ide of
the locked doow,

“¥our deal, Angel.™

“What rotten lnck ™

“Iilthy T Oh, give ug a mateh ¥

Tap!

Do Courey knacked lLightly at the door,
In an instant there was a startled com-
molion in the study. Black as every-
thing was at Ilighclidfe, there was always:
some little danger of discovery for the
Llack sheep of the school; always the
passibality that the Head might wake up
to his  reapronsibilities, @l miake an
cxawngle.  The knock ot the door startled
the ganestors, and Pon's voice cailed ouk
rather breathlessly

“Who's therey™

“ Little mo!*

e Conrey grinned as he heard a gasp
of relief in the study,

“Ondy the Coterpillac ! said Gadsby's
volce,

“pid T omake yon jump 7 chuckled
De Courey.

- *¥You did, vou ass!" snapped Ceeil
Ponssnby,  “Comin® in 1o take a
hand

Mok this time—just expeciin’ visilors,
who would be shocked at anytlun’ of the
sort, old bean.”

“0h, rot!™

“1 just tupped, old hanana, to warn
vou not to talk foo loud,” enid the Cater-
pillar, “Suppose the Mobbs-bird should
walk aleng the passage, what? Or the
Heacd ¥ Or even a prefect? Moderate
yvour giddy transports, old beans, or von
may ot nubbed.”

And the Cuterpillar walked on to the
stalrs, Ponsenhy & Co. teok the himd,
Ihe Clonrey et HMarry Wharton & Co.
on ihe staivs, acd greeted thoem cheerily.
When be canme back past Pon’s study
with hiz vizitors, there was only a sube-
dued murmur of volces from  within,
which tha pasging Junior: did not heed.
Huvry Wharton & Co., and Mick, arrived
in Courtenay’s  study,  without  the
Aightest suspicion that Angel of the
Fourth wasz at Highelifie.

Feank Courlenay greeled them very
cheerily. :

“TPea’s  just on ready,” he  sabd
“You've dropped in just ab the right
time.  Jolly glad to see vou”

“T1 thought we'd give you a look m, as
wao're broakine up so soon,” said Harrer.
*You know this kid, Mick?"

“Ye: I remember him,”  wid
Conctenay, with a nod and a smile, 1
saw you at Croyfriars, Mick, 5o you'rc
on a visit there now ¥
| #tPhat’s 11, said Mick cheertly, “Tm
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staying over to-morrow. These chaps
ara trottin' me round this afternoon be-
cau=¢ my brother's detained.” .

“Angel of the Fourth—detained?”
asked ‘the Caterpillar, with a rather
eurions look at the gipsy schoolboy.

“Yes. Rotten, ain’t 67" said Mick.
“He's got detention till after five; that's
‘L‘-'II!I}' these chaps are planting me on you
IE ]I}.I..r.il .

“Oh gad!” murmured the Caterpillar.

Frank Courtenay turned to take up the
teapot to hide the expression on his face,
1t was clear enough now that Mick dul
not know that his brother was at High-
elifte.

“ [ ot's see, we shall want some chairs,”
enid the Caterpillar thoughtiully, *“One
—lwg—three—four— I'll borrow some
in Smithson's study.”

iTe opened the door,

Lrash ! :

Frem Study No. § just along the pas-
Fage Cae the crash of an overturned
chair, and then a shout.

“ You rotter, Ponsonby 1™

It was the voice of Angel of the
Fonrth. Apparently there was a rift in
the lute; trouble among the merry party
of Llack sheep in Pon's study.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
When BRogues Fall Qut!

H ARRY WHARTON gave a
viplent start.
He had beert stepping out of

the open doorway to help the
Caterpillar cavey in the horrowed chairs.
The shout from Study No. 5 came quite
elearly to his ears, and he knew the voice
at once. The shout was followed by an
angry buzz. The truth rushed intc
Wharton's mind at once.  He knew now
how and why Aubrey Anpgel had been
ietained ™ thet afterncon. It was an
appointment with the blackguards of
Highcliffic that had kept him from meel-
ing Mlick.
Wharten's eyes met the Calerpillar's,
and De Courcy smiled faintly, Then hoth
of thewn looked at Mick,

Mick, fortunately, waos well inside the
shudy, near the fireplace. He had heard
the ceash and the shout, as all the fellows
in the study had, but the veice had not
come so clearly to him as to the two
Juniors stepping out of the deorway. The
expression on his faer showed thal he
had not recognised Aubrey Angel’s voice.

Wharton's eves met De Courey's aguin,
and e Courey drew the study door
quickly shut. They stood in the passage,
listening (o the buzz of wrath in Study
No. 5. Lvidently o serious quarrel was
i progress among the cavd-players,

“Ireer the kid Lknow about
brother " whispered the Caterpillar,

1larey Wharton shook lus head.

“Ie thinks Angel is detained nt Grey-
friur:,” he mutlered, *That's why we
Lrouglic Lim over here—never dreaming
that Angel was here all the time,”

"Tsavvv. He'd betler not know”

ot i it can be prevented,™ said
Wharion qguickly., *Dut thosc silly nsscs
are kicking up a shindy 2™

Voicer were rising in Pon’s study
wenite. Uwo or three iuniﬂrs came alopgr
the paszage and stood outside, listening
and prinnng, Aogel’s vowee rose above

the i,
Hands off !

| HE

“You rothers!
“Phe bl will =oon hear at this rate,”
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Harry Wharton captured the ball and started for the goal. Suddenly Angel of tha
Fourth rushed him, There was a sharp cry, and Harry Whatton went sprawling.
Immediately players —and speetators voleed their  objections @' ** Foul I
“* Penalty 1** ** Dirty play, Angel ! ** The whistie sounded for a penalty, and

dark glances wers cast in the direction of Aubrey Angel.

(See Chapter 11.)

murmured the Caoforpillar.  “1 ilink
we'tl hzﬁtter_tnim a hand.”
He moved anlong quickly to Pon's

deor, followed by Wharton, At the same

itme Ponsonby's door was  thrown
violently open.
“"Dutside " shouted Ponsonby.

Crazh !

Angel of the Fourth came whirling out
of the study. He landed i the passage
on his back with a howl of fary.

He ¢prawled there., panting, while
I*onsonby & Co. crowded in the ﬁuﬂrwa}',
langhing.

“Oh gad ! ejaculated the Caterpillar.
*Arve vou always ax polite to visilor: os
this, 1Pon 7

“The cad cheeked us T saud Ponsonhy.
“Weo're net standin® any Greyiviars
cheek, I can tell you ! And he guve
Wharton a sneering =mile as he noted the
caplain of the Greviviars Bemove with
the Caterpillar.

Anpel sat up broatldessly,

“Cheat ! he panted,

“laive hnn some more DT
Cradsby,

“Dear me ! Did he eaich you in the
acl, Pon?" pked the Caterpillar zyni
patheticelly,  ““That obl trick of yours-—
aces under the tabie "

“You cheeky ead ! roared Ponzonby.

exchiinmed

Angel stogpered to his feet.  Fis hand-
sonee face wags crimason with rage.
“You vheal ! You 3

“That's enough!*” interrupted Pon-
sonby =avagely. " You're not wanted
here, Angel! Get out!”

Angel sprang ot him, too infuriated to
think of the wdds against him, or to care
for them. 1lis fieree attack drove Pon-
sonby back into the study under a shower
of blows.

* Back up, you fools!” ponted Pon as
lle pave grouml before Aubrey Angel,
And his comrades piled on Angel.

The Caterpillar looked on with 8 grin.
It was 1o aflair of his if a quarrel sprang
wp among this sct of shady blackguards,
and ore of (hem was regged by the rest.
But Harry Wharton's feclings were
different. Angel of the Fourth, rottor as
fie wue, waz a Greglriars fellow, and his
brather it least was Wharton's friend.
Aunel there was such a thing as fair play,
trn, though i appeared o boe unkmown
in Pensonby's study,

Without stopping to reflect Harry
Wharton rushed into the fray.

Cadsby and Monson and DPonsonby
vwoere pilling on Angel, but the interven-
ticr of Wharton made a big diflerence.
The captain of the Greyirars Remove
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was a good match for any two of the
Hi hclifia kuuts, His right landed full
n ilunsﬂn’s. face, sending him spinning ;
his left a second later cavght Gadsby in
the eye, aml Gadsby sprawled on Pon's
expensive carpet, yellipg. Angel had
gone to the floor with Ponsonby sprawl-
#g over him, punching him savagely.
Wharton torned on Ponzonby, gripped
him by the. back of the collar, and
dragged him off by main force,

“Ow! Leggo!" shricked Pansﬂnb?z

With a swing of his strong arm Whar-
ton sent him whirling across the study,
to bring up apainat the wall and collapse
in & heap.

“Ow! Ow!™ Gadsby sat up with one
hand to his eye, " Caterpillar, you cad,
pile in! Collar that Greyfriars rotter!”

“Dear man,” said the Caterpillar
urbanely, “if I mled in I should be on
the side of the Grevimars rotter. Better
leave me out, He docsn't seem to need
any help.”

Harry Wharton helped the breathless
Angel to his feet. Angel was panting,
spznt, and he leaned heavily on the
captain of the Remave,

“Detter get out of this!” muttered
Wharton.

“They've swindled me! They—-"
choked Angel.

“Serve you jolly well right!” said
Wharton rﬂughfj'.' “You ought to be
jolly well aghamed of yoursell, and you

now’it. Come out !

“Not before I've—"

“Come, I tell you !

Wharton fairly dragged Aubrey Angel
fremm the study. e gave a quick,
anxious glance towards Courtenay’s door.
It was stifl closed, He hurried the
breathless Angel towards Lhe staivs, aroid
a chorus of chuuk]inf; from the Iighcliffe
juniors who had gathered in the passage.
Angel resisted,

“Look here !™ he panted. * Mind your
own business | I——"

“Your brother's here!”
Harry.

Angel gave a start.

“My brother—Maurice?”

“Yes—Mick I

“Here!” paniod Angel,

“He's in Courtenay’s study. Get along
before he sees you here !”

“You brought him here?” muttered
Angel fiereely. "' You—"

“We didn't know you were here, We
only knew you were lying about being
detained at Greviriars,” said Wharton
sharply. * Do you wani him to know
you were here, and what you were
doing "

“MNo!" breathed Angel.

“Hurry up, then!”

Aubrey Angel made ne further demur.
He hurried downstairs with Wharton,
took lus hat, and hurried out of ihe
house.

“RKeep il dark!” he winspered as he
went,

Wharton nodded, and tarned back into
the house. The Caterpillar et him at
the foot of the staircase.

“Comin’  to help me
chaira?” he asked urbanely.

“ Yes," said Harry.

When they returned to Stndy No. 3 in
the Fourth, Wharton and the Caterpiltar
carvied a  couple of chairs cach.
Courtenay gave them a quick glance, but
eaid nothing. As for the Greyfriars fel-
lews, they were maintaining o polite
obliviousness to the fact that a row had
been going on at Higheliffe, A look at
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whispered

wilh  those

Mick’s face showed Wharton that he had
no suspicion that his brother had been a
party in the row,

Quite a cheery party sat down to tea in
Courtenay’s study, They talked of foot-

ball, and of the coming holidays, and
Mick told them stories of his old life with
the gipsica, and the time passed quickly
cnough.,  The Greyfriars party had to
take an early leave.

When they left, Courtenay and the
Caterpillar walked down to the gates with
them, In the quad they passed Pon-
sonby & Co., who scowled at them

mmrng'e!{. .
. But the scowls of Ponsonby & Co. did
not  worry the Greyfriars  juniors,

Johnny DBull and Hurree Bingh and
MNugoent wheeled out their bicycles, and
Wharton and Bob and Mick mounted into
the 4rap.  Ponzenby followed them down
to the gates, his eyes fixed on Mick with
keen curiosity,  Mick’s strong resem-
blance to Aubrey Angel had caught his
cye at once, and he remembered what
he had heard of the gipsy schoolboy of
Greylriars. He ran up as the Greyfriars
fellows  were  bhidding  fareweill Lo
Courtenay and the Caterpillar at the
prad os,

“8o that’s young Angel, the gipsy kid,
i3 it?"” asked Ponsonby.

Mick looked down on him from the
trap.

*“That's me ! he answered cheerfully.

*Aubrey's brother—what ¥

Just that,” assented Mick. Y You
know my brother?”

"Ponzonby loughed evilly.

“Well, rather ! he answered, “"Quile

well, in fact. You'vo in rather queer
company for Angel's brother I

“Good-byoe, you fellows!! exclaimed
Wharton, taking up the whip. *Stand
¢lear, Ponsonby !

“Oh, hold an a minute while I'm tolk-
i’ to Angel’s brother!” grinned Pon-
sonby. “ Aunbrev’s a great friend of
mine, you know. I didn't know Angel's

brother was here this afternoon. I'd
have asked him——-"

Crash !

Harry Wharton's heavy hand de-
scended on Ponsonby's hat, crushing it

over his eyes and ears, Ponsonby gave a
howl, and Ytaggered back, and Wharton
drove on the trap.

The Groyiriars fcllows were a good dis-
tance down the road when TPonsonby,
with a red and furieus face, had struggled
out of his hat. The Caterpillar chuckled

mertily. e understood Wharton's
object in thus drastically eutting short
any further observations of Ceeil
Ponsonby.

M I=—=I--I'll—"" panted Ponsonby, glar-
g after the trap.

“¥ou'll have ta get a new hat, old
seonb ! grinned the Catermllar. * 0Oh,
come on, Franky ! Don't let's stand here
‘t'rs:.f.c;nin‘ to Pon swearin'.  Ile shocks
mac 1
_ Courtenay and the Caterpillar walked
in at the gates, leaving Ponsonby with a
wrecked hat in his hand, making om.
phatic remarks to the desect air.

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Grateful!
j UBREY ANGEL came inlo lis

study ot Greyfriars, and threw
himself into a chair., e was
tivedd, and locked a little pale,
and theve was a troubled wrinkle in his
brow, Iavl Wenney, his study-mate, was

lounging in an armchair, and be gave
Angel & curious look.

“Had a good time at Highelife " he
asked,

*Na ™

“ Bk Eﬂu‘\'n been there "

Ed "i:nahi .

“You've got a little mouse under youp

eye,” said Kepoey, scanning him critis
cally. “Had a row with Pon!”

" ¥es "

Angel’s answers were monosyllabie.
He did not zeem in a mood for cou-
versalion,

“¥You haven't asked me how I liked
the pictures in Courtfield,” remarked
Kenney.

“Oh, rotl"

Kenney laughed.

“Youdon't seem Lo have hmught. oup

best manners home from Higheliffe,
Avbrey. I'm glad I didn’t comne, as it
i]urgl?{l oul to be a row. What did Pon
o

Angel gritted his teeth.

“He's an out-and-out cad, and I'm
sarry: I ever had anythin® to do with
him " he mutiered. “1'm done with him
now, anyhow. I should have got the
rapgin’ of my life if Wharton hadn't
happened fo be there,”

“ Wharton chipped ip?*

“ Yes,"

- “I should have expected him to stand
by and snigger,” grinned Kenney.
“"¥ou're not friends. But T suppose e
was ready for a row with Highelifie chaps
any time. I say, there's a lot of stuff
sent into the stody from the tuckshop.
You ordered it, I suppose ¥

" Yes™

“ Btandin' me a spread "’
~ "You can stay if you like,” said Angel
indiffervently. “My young brother's
cormin’, and I've asked some Remove
chaps.”

“Gottin’ palz in the Remove? Wha
are they "'

* Wharton and his crowd.”

“My hot! You're not making friends
with  that lot, Aubrey!™ exclained
Kenney, in amazement.

CYOf course I'm mot!” said  Angel
ireitably.  “ But they've my brother's
fricnds, that's why I've asked them. And
you've got te be jJolly civil to them,
Kenney 7

- ““Any old thing,"” yawned Kenney,
“What time do you expect the merry
company "

“ About half-past five. You'll se0 my
brothor,” added Aubrey Angel abruptly.
“¥You won't mention that LI've been out
of gates this afternoon.”

* Why not ¥7

“He think: I've had detention, and
that was why I couldn’t meet him at tho
station and Gring himn here.”

“What does it matter ha

sak] Angel

thinks ¥

“Well, il does matter!”
savagely. 1 let him down hecauze of
that rolten appointment with Ponzonby,
I wish I hadn't now. Bub he's not tg
know anything about it!"

“Oh, all right!” said Kenney re-
signedly, Y Nob a syliable froon me. But
L' blessed if I can sce whal it matfers !

“Wou wouldn't ! grunted Angel,

e Jeased Dack in his chair and
watehed Kenney, with amneody hrow, as
ihe tatter nnpacked the good things from
the tuckshop, aml prepared the spread
for the expected vizsiters., Aubrey Angel
waz in a deeply troubled frame of mind,

(Continued on page 17.)
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] EDITOR

SN'T it funny how peopls always
send the wrong sort of Christ.
mas presenis?  Alonee Todd re-
ceived a football, and he's too

titnid to play. Bolsover major, the
burly bully of the Remove, received
from his maiden aunt o book calied,
“The Folly of Fisticuffs.”  Tom
Prown, whe repards white mice as
hiz “pet’™ aversion, received a whole
tribe of them from a doting uncle,
sSquift, who slready had 2 dozen poen-
Lunives in his possession, received yet
another! T could go on quoting such
coses ad inlinifon.

L & %

Sotne of the Christnias gilts, how-
ever, were  decidedly  appropriate.
Coker of the Fifth re:-eivmgl “A
Spelling Dook for Babes.” Dlly
Bunter received a miniature fele-
scope, which he will bhe able ta fit
into the keyholes of the various
study doors when e goes a-prying.
Skinner received o box of cigars.
(M course, they might have been
made of choeolate; but if not,
Skinner's countenance will be grecn
by to-morrow !

] - &

When Lord Mauleverer told e he
was golng to spengd Christmas in &
distant  country was naturally
euriovs,  And  then his  lordship
deowsily  informed e that he was
going Lo visit the Land of Nod!

# % ¥

Jobinny DBull is vesponsible for the
larest viddle.  Why is a sprig: of
mistiotac like a telephone subseribier ¥
Decause 2t s always ™ hung vp™

L k7 )

1: 15 Billy Bunter's prowd boast ihat
ifteci different avnts have invited
hiru o sped Christmas with them,
Whoever 15 rash enough to eiterfain
our prize porpoise will have to lay

Sugpfement (]

in sufficient supplies of grub to re-
lieve a starving parrison, Bunter's
appetite is simpl$ tervific at this time
of the yvear. Last Christmas, accord-
g to n rumour we heard, he
actually “devoured © the Works of
Shakezspearc.

% L L

Some people long to return fo the
old-fashioned Christmas, when it
snowed iu  sheets, and when raw
faces and red aoses were everywhore
in evidence. Those were the days
when the mail coach would be hali-
buried in a snowdrift, and Dick
Turpin would come galloping on the
seene with a curt “ Stand and de-
liver I Sounds jolly thrilling, and
all the rest of it, but I prefer the
present-day Christinas, whon tho enly
person who “stands and delivers ™ i3
the postman !

® " &

Talking of Turpin, T wrole a
special  poem for  this  Christmas
mNumber, I began:

“Fierce anew the snow upon the

nEoaor,

When Tharpim splied a coach-and-

fouy,

Swiftly Lie galloped on 1he scene,
And thunderved forth, * ilands up,
old bean '

Apparently Harey Wharton doesn’t
fhink a great deal of my pochic
flight=, for he returned my verses
with ihe following cotmnent:

“ PMhese spasms Tairly make me sob,
You'd better stick to prose, iny
Bob!™

o [ 3 *

Ope of our cheery correspondents
wants to know f Thally Bunter is in
the habit of hanging vp his stocking
om Christmas Fve. Weo have ques-
tioned Billy, and he replics that he
alway: hangs up a sack!

EDITORIAL !

2

By
HARRY
WHARTON,

HRISTMAS again!
I do wot suppose we shall
see a3mow ou the ground, or

even frost on the window-
pane. There hus been a marked
tendency of late years for Christmas
to be very mild. But we can do
without the frost and snow, so long
as we have the true spirit of Christ-
mas—the spirit of comradeship and
jor, and good will towards men.
Greyfriars School is like a place of
the dead st Christmas time. 1t
stands  silent and desolate.,  Ifor
sentors and juniors and fagz have
gone flocking to their homes for the
Chroistmas  vacation,  The masters
have also disapprared, apd the only
persona who remain on the school
promises are Crosling, the porier, and
Mrs. Mimble.

But at Wharton Lodge and DMaule-
verer  Towers—aud  shall we say
Bunter Courif—are scenes of gay
festivity. Holly amd inistletoe and
colonred chains are hung overchead,
fairy lunterns are lighted, and there
1z feastimg and revelry amd dance and
song. (t-ofdoors we have footer
and roller-skating, nnid snow-ighting
and toboganning when the weather
poraiits,

In ithe evening, wlhen the eurtains
are  drawn  and the log-five blazes
merrily, we gather arvound and tell
rhost  storice—weird and  fantasiic
flights of faucy that make the HAesh
erecp and the hair stand on end.

We do net forget our reader-chums
ab the festive scason. We picture
vou all, a vast multitude, enjoying
the delights of Christruas in &
Lhundred happy ways, And we have
no  doubs  that the “HOLIDAY
ANNUAL"Y and the Compamon
Papers will be welcome guests at
many 2 Christimas fireside,

For our own pavt we have worked
hard to provide yen with an extra-
special number worthy of this extra-
specigl oeeasion. Amnd we broadeast
our cheery grectings to all of yon
across the intervening space:

“A Right Merry Christmas and a
Prozperons New Yenr !V
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Y TS a fact, you lellows " exclaimed

I Billy DBunter, in tones of pgreat

excitement.  **You needn’'t glore

at me like that, as if [ was telling

fibs. Have you ever known me ta deparl
fronrthe truth ™

“No, neverl"
m:lmmiy‘

“Well, hardty .ever !’ amended Frank
Nugent.

Billy Bunter sivod in the doorway of
Siludy MNo. 1, and scowled at the Famous
Five. _

It was breaking-up day st Greyfriars,
and Harry Wharton & Co. had packed
their traps, and wers having a final
“pow-wow ' in the study, when Rilly
Bunter had burst in with some afnazing
information, He declarsd that My,
Quelch was giving a breaking-up banquet,
ta which aFI the Remove would be in-
vited.

Of coursze, 1t sounded much loo good to
ba true. The Famous Five might well
be gxcused for being Doubting Thomases.
They knew that Mr. Quelch, with all his
virtues, was no beanung philanthropist.
He had never befors treated his pupils (o
such a luxury as o breaking-up banquet;
and thers waz no reason why he should
stari doing s0 DOW.

“It's an absolute fact!"” repeated Biliy
Bunter, for about the ilenth time. *I
suw Quelehy stop Smithy in the Close,
and I heard him say there was to bLe a
hig banquet at one o'clock, in the junior
Common-room. Some of the fellows will
already have goné, of course; but those
who are still here are cordially invited fo
the spread,

“\What rot ! grunted Harry Wharton.
* Thia is erther a fight of fancy on your
part, Bunter, or else you misunderstood
what Quelchy said to Smithy."

“I didn’t! I—"

“Hera's Brithy himzell,” said Johnny
Bull, as the elegant fipure of Herbert
Vernon-Bmith appeared in the doorwagy.
“He'll jolly soon tell us if there's any
truth in it."”

Yernon-Smith advanced into the study.
Ha was looking rather dazed, ws i he
had received a shock [rom which he had
not yet recovered.

“Heard the news, you fellows?™ he
nsked.

“Well, we've just heard thal Quelchy’s
standing o bresking-up banguet,” said
Wharton, with a smile, “But ihat's
pimply one of Dunter's faivy-tales, of

said Bob Cherry

THE

.at one o'clock sharp;” he said.

l

GREYFRIARS

Tty

“On the contrary,” =aid Vernon -Smith,
it's true.”

“What [’

“Great pip !

“Quelchy’s actually treating vs to a
feed ™ gasped Dob Cherry,

Vernon-B8mith nodded.

“You could have knocked me down
with a feather when Quelchy came and
told me,” he said. * He's instruecied me
ta round up all the fellows, and invite
them to the spread.  What's more, there's
going 1o be an extra izl plum-
pudding about as big as three fociballs
rolled mto one; and Quelch
cook a2 number of threepenny-pieces to

ut in it—also a real hall-sovercign—a

it of genuine gold, my sons!”

Bmithy's announcement caused quite a
sensation,

“Wonders will never cease ex-
claimed  Bob  Cherry.  “Faney  old
Quelchy lashing oub lika this!*

“T told you & was a fact, but you
wouldn't sbelieve me!” said Bunter
plaintively.

Vernon-Snnth moved to the door.

“Mind you roll up 1o the giddy banquet
1 “Its to
e held in the junior Common-room.”

S0 saying, Smithy strode away, to
broadeast the good tidings,

The nows that Mr. Quelch was giving
a breaking-up bangquet spread like wild-
fire through the Remove; and the exvite-
ment was, as Hurree Singh remarked,
tereific !

Billy Bunter was maore excited lhan
anvbody. It was the thouglht of the half-
s::n'ﬂn:ign in the F:]um-p-.td ing that made
Bunter's eyes gisten, If only he was
Incky enough to secure the piece of pud-
ding containing the litlle geold coin]

Bunter made up hia mind to have as
many helpings of pudding as possible,
The more helpings he bad, the grearer
hig chanee of beconung the proud owner
of the half-sovereign.

At ona o'cock there was a genaoral
stwnpede {owards the junior Common-
TUGLL.

Some of the fellovs had already de-
arted for the Chrishinas vacation: but at
eaet a :core turned up to the feed.

The long table had been laid, and Mr.
COuelch sat at one end of it, smiling upon
the assembly. He made guite a happy
little specely, saying that we had given
tesg trouble than wseal dering the term,
and that he was showing his appreciation
bwinviling us io a breaking-up bangquel.

We applunded  the Form-masier’s
speech, and Harry Wharton made a suat-

[EL]
:

v gave the.

HERALD.

By TOM BROWN,

able reply. Then the fivst course arrived
on the teene, and soon the rattle of knives
and forks and spoons made merry musie.
_ Billy Bunter had decided to cat spar.
ingly of the earlier courses, so that he
would be in geod forin when the plum.
pudding srrived.  But Bunter's resolve
soon broke down.s He found the chicken-
and-ham so delicious that he had three
helpings, In fa:;t. Bunter had shifted an
enormous quantity of food by the time
the plum-pudding was brought in,

It was a glorious pudding, large and
round and steaming, with & sprig of heliy,
E-i.ll:llill't{{ out of the swmmit, Billy
Bunter's mouth watered ns he gazed at
that pudding, He gazed hard at it, too,
as if trying to solve the secret as to which
particular portion confained the half.
SOVErEign.

Mr. Quelch earved the pudding, and
Bunter asked for an exira-large slice—
and got it. Tnstanily he snatched up his
spoon #nd fork and started to dissect his
portion of pudding.

“Any  luck, Bunty?" asked DBob
Cherry.

Bunter shook his head.

“There's a mouldy threepenny-hit

here,” he zaid, “but theve's no sign of
the half-sovercipn. Can ‘I have another
shice of pudding, plense, sir "

“¥ou will eat. Lhiet pices fivst, Bunter 1"
said Mr. Quelel, frying hard to repress a
snle.
~ Bunter disposed of his slice of pudding
in record time. Then he had another,
Lt drew blank once nore. After which
he embarked on & thivd ﬁgrfiﬂn, but still
ihere was no sign of the if-sovereign.

By this time the fat junior felt like a
iyre which has been pumpod nip too hard,
e was in imminent danger of bursting,

Manfully he struggled through a
fourth piece of pudding; thﬂug‘% his
appetite had been appeased long since,
apd every mouthful was an ordeal.

Bunter's complexion grew guite green,
and he uttered dire groans of anguish,
He had eaten about o quarier of that

Fhupge pudding, without any success,

And then, just azs Bunter collapsed in
hiz chair, feeling very much the worio
for food, the cook came into the Comnron-
room, and approachoed Mr, Quelch.

“I'm awloliv sorry, sir,™ she said, “but
I clean forgot to put the half-sovereign
in the pudding. Here it 15!

The glittering coin wa3s handed to My
Queleh, and the ecook retived.  Billy
Bunter glaved after her, with feelings too
ileep for words !

THI: EXD.
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THE

BOE CHERRY :

My merriest Christmas was spent at
Wharton Lodge &8 few years back, It
was a traditional Christmes, with snow
on the ground, and the lakes and ponda
frozen over, The magic hours were
devoted to :kati:g; and snowballing and
tohoganning ; and indoors we hed feast-
ing and dancing. It was, m every sense
of the term, “ A Merry Christmas!" [
didn't stop smiling from the moment I
arrived at  Wharton Lodge 1o the
moment I left, They fell me that I
even smiled in my zleep!

BILLY BUNTER:

It ien't often that I have a Merry
Christinus, bekawse, although it's sup-
posed fo be a lestival of feesting, I
seldom get enuff to eat! They never
kill the i\g&tfed calf—or, rather, the fatted
turkey—when go to Bunter Court.
My last Christmes dinner at home kon-
sisted of a tin of sardeens. There was
plum-pocding to follow, but T only got
enuff fo feed an undersized sparro!
However, [ once had & really Merry
Christmasz, when I wvisited my Aunt
Proodence, whose motto 13 “Feed the
Broot!”  8he fed me so sucksessiully
that I had about six billyus attacks at
the same time ! Aunt Proo didn't invite
me the following Christmas, bekawse
ghe declared I had eaten her out of
house and home!

DICK PENFOLD

The merviest Yule I over spent was
st a farmhouse down in Kent. A time
of good will and of peace; of topping
turkeys, glorious geese! I fed—although
I'm not & glutton—till I burst evervy
waigtcont button! We romped by day,
and danced by night; it was & time of
sheer delight. In faet, T've ‘often sung
in rhlyme, the glories of that Christmas-
Lime

HORACE COKER :

My merriest Christmas was when T
was allowed to run riot on my motor-

bike during the vacation, I invited
Potter and Greene to come with rhe,
ona in lhe sidecar, and one riding

pillion. But Polter suddenly devveloped
a bad chill, and Greone eggscused him-
self on the plea that his grandmother
was eggspiring! So T went alone, and
took & trip up to Seotland. You ocught
fo have =een me wiz;mq; down the
mountain reads, I didn’t brake my
neck, but my pala told me afterwards
that 1t wasn't for want of trying!

GREYFRIARS

FRANK NUGENT:

Every Cheistmas I've spent has heen
so Lhoroughly mervy that I can’t for the
life of me say which was the merriest.
But I faney the coming Christinas will
break all records!

ALONZO TODD:

Need T say that my merriest Christ-
mas was spent in the congenial company
of my esteemed Uncle njarun? It
was & time of rechless, riotous rapture—
one chizzy whirl of pleasure! I blush to
say that we didd not retire to rest on
Christmas Eve until ten o'clock! And
on Christmas night we sat up playing
fieree, f:m!mr:% game of dominoes until
nearly midnight! Shocking depravity,
my dear readers! 5till, a fellow can he

of spending Christmas !

One wa

forgiven for indulging in late hours and
revelry during the festive scason !

{(We trust that Alonzo did not carry
his dissipatienn so far as to drink a glass
of ginger wine !—Ed.)

ME. PROUT :

My merriest Cheisimas was spent
the Rocky Mountains, where I was a
member of & shooting.party. 1 shot my
ownt Christmas dinner, and cooked it hy
the comp-fire. In the evening we
gathered round and sang sentimental
songs,  we were rudely interrupted by
a tribe of Red Indians, and my
Winchester repeater was lbrought into
action once more. I was i deadly
formy, angd pat the cuemy to flight
single-handed, Christmas 13 a2 lame
affaiv in Bnglamd, Lot in the Wild West
it iz [ull of excitement and adventure.
[ pine for the good old days!

Page of

Happy TPecollectione,

H. VERNON:BMITH :

Tast Christmas was my merriest.
Being passionately fond of football, you
can picture my delight when I found
that there was to be a mateh overy day
at the place where 1 was staying. 1 was
carcful not to partake too liberally of
thes Christmas fare. Stofling turkey and

etting goals don’t go together! 1 had
the satisfaction of being on the winning
side in every match ¢xcept one, where
the result was a draw. Some fellows
don't care for a foothalling Christmas,
Yut to me it 15 the greatest Joy
imaginable, I fairly vevelled on the
muddy fields, and came Hack to Grey-
friars feeling as fit a3 a bGddle!

DICKY NUGENT3:

My merriest Christmas was when we
had & snowfite every mormng end &
skating carnival every afternoon and =z
big feed cvery evening, We also sat up
half the night tolling ghost stories, unti!
our flesh began to creep and our har
stood up on end! Christmas comes bt
once & vear—worse luckl Why can’t
they have a Christmas Day on the- 25th
of each munth? Ekko answers, * Why
can't they "

WILLTAM GOSLING:

Which I make so bold as to say that
my merriest Cliristmas was when I
received over ten pounds n “lips M
from the young gentlemen of Grey-
friars. That was in the good old days
before the War. Times have changed,

J and the size of my “tips " has changed,

too! This year, when the school broke
up for the vocation, or whatever they
calls it, Master Skinner had the nerve
to tip me tuppence! He did it with a
flourish, too, as if he was being mighty

gen-&mm, And Master Bnoop and
[aster Btott—why, they never gavé me
nothing ! If it wasn't for the kindness

of o few gents like Master Wharton, 1
should have no Christmas dinner to est,
no Christmes 'bacey to smoke, no
Christmas fire in the grate, and no
Christrmas limejuice to drink ! How-
gsomever, I forgives Master Skivner and
hts friends for hﬂirﬁ 0 moean, and
wishes one and sll 2 Happy Christmas |

NO XMAS IS COMPLETE
WITHOUT A COPY OF

“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL"
360, NOW ON SALE ! rece 6/-,
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sit  down te pen  this  artikle,
Matter of fact, 1 can scarcely =it
down st all. T keep bobbing up
and down Jike a plump jack-in-the-bex !

A certain newspaper writer has just
libelled British boys by saving that thay
eat too mueh at Christmas. I can't
sue the writer for libel, bekawse she
gives her name es “Anpne Onymons ™
and I don't know where she lives,

This interfering old frump—eggsouse
my langwidge !—declares that we make
a disgusting orgy of our Christmas
dinner. First of all, she says, we stuff
ourselves with roast turkey and sossidge
and bacon, and scveral kinds of vegpet-

. Then we consume large and
hefty portions of plum-pooding, followed
by  minse-pics, jellies, blammonges,
Afroot, sweets, and nuts.  She says it's
enuff to ruin our digestive panoes—or
is 1t organs ?—for gootl,

After uttering this  dreadful libel
against British boys, the old frump grves
hor idea of what 8 Chrisimas dinner

aught to konsist of. * Start off with a
little thin soup,” she writes, “and
foliow thiz with two small sardines and a

OB ERRESE 2RISR

IT is in a state of grate wrath that I

MY TRAGIC FATE!

By a Christmas Turkey.

i ‘ dale a party of Greyiriars

fellows happéencd to pass, and

one of them—evidantly a youth with a
sense of humour—called out:

“Merey Christimas, old bird 17

As if a turkey ever enjovys s merry
Christmas ! He dreads the mera thought
of the [estive season, and he shudders as
the day of hiz doom approaches.

When Christmas Day dawng you won'{
see me taking my morning constitutional
in this farmyard, Shorn of all my fine
feathers I shall be roasting in an oven,
and when dinner-time comes I shall be
served in the banqueting-hall of the
Mayor of Courtfield.

The mayor camo and bad a logk at me
vesterday. Ilc said to my owner:

“That's a jolly nice bird over there!
You've fuftened him up well, *pon ram
soul! TI've token quite a fapcy to him I

*Would you like him for your Christ-
mas dinner, sir?"” ingquired my owner.

The mayor smacked his hps.

* Indeed I would!” he smd. ' Kindly
have him killed and sent yound to my
place on Christmas Eve.”

S0 my number i3 up, az the saving
%;ﬂﬂﬂ, and I have but & few short days to
ive. And that Greyfriars fellow wished
me & merty Christmas! Oh, the bitier
irony of it!

One of my pals—n hig, fat, Billy
Bunter of a turkey, who used to waoddle
around the farmyard with me—met his

THE Macxner Linrany.—No, 823,

HEN I was struttivg to and fro
in our farmyard home in Friar-

by i
Killy Bunter

thin slice of bread-and-butter. A few
seedless raising may be caten fo fnish
up with, if dezired.”

Help ! Faney making a Christmas
dinner of thin zoop, sardeens, and sopd-
less raisins!  It's enuff to make our
fourfatherz, who uzed to have tre-
menduss bankwets at Christinas, turn o
their graves!

To siy that the British Loy has too
wmueh  turky  at Christinas is a fowl
slander.

The fact of the matter iz, we don’t
take nearly onnff nurrishinent at the
festive seezon. It'a all rot to say that
we gverload onr stnmmineks. Tt would
take o good many Christmas dinners to
overload mine!

Dur Christmes motto should always
be, * Kat not to live, but live to eab!”
We should pitch into the fatted turky
and gobble the good old goose, an
chew the convivial chicken. Wa should
tuck into the plum-peoding for all we're
worth—taking care, however, not to
swallow foo many sixpenny-peaces  in
the process. I once knew a chap called
Parry, who swallowed so many tanners
that it gave him Perry-tonitis !

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

I eggspeet wou wonld like to know,
dear veaders, what is my idear aof &
sootable Christinas dinner,  Very well,
[ will et it out in detail.

Roazt Turks,

Bossidge. Bacors, Srufling,
Mony-pooding
fabout  ile :ize of a  wellblowaup
football),

 Appie-Die and Custerd.

Jellies, Blammonges, Jam-tarfa.
Swnpts, Froot, MNnts,
Toffy. Chacklit. Craraniels,

Gorge-on-zola Cheose,

It you know of a botter meenu than
thiz, adopt it:

Christmas 13 the  greatest feeding
festival of the venr, Why, then, should
we stint ourselves, and po about looking
half-starved and under-nurrished ?

I am very angry with “Anne
Onymous ™ for writing thut artikle in
the paper. Deing the champion gorger

at Greviriars, it 15 np fto mo to fake up
the cudgels and deferndd  tho Christmas
dinner, I think you will agres that [
have donc so very effectively !

Idown with the eranks and faddists?
Let us egt, drink, and be merry ! Lot us
fortify ourselves with roast turky and
plum-pooding, and defy the killjoys te
do their worst !

And now, having let off steem, I will
wish all my pals, the wide worlld over, a
right Blerry Christinas! In the words
of my ansestor, Billy Shakespeare:
“Mayv good digestion wail on appetite,
and health on both!™
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doom thiz afiernoon. My owner came
out into the yard and scowled at himn and
said :

“I'fl jolly well wring vour meck for
con 1

He did, too! And the squeals of my
poor old pul threw me Info guite a
flutter. _

1t's my turn next! Theyv've fmttened
we up for tho festive season, and they're
going to pluck me and stuff me and roast
me and goodness knows what !

I wish I wasn't so fat, and then I
might be able te dodge my deom. Some
of my pals always make a point of fasting
for about a fortmight bLelore Christmas.
Then they become =0 lean and seragey
that they are passed over and their lives
are spared. Lucky chaps! 1 wish I had
had the sense to go without food, and
then T might still be in the land of the
living on ﬁhristmas Day. But I’ve been
stuffing myself at every opportunity, and
now I must pay the penalty !

Telegrams That Thrill!

SOME EXNCITING MOMENTS DES-
CRIBED BY OQUR CONTRIBUTORS.

HARRY WHALRTON:

I have received zo many thrilling tele-
grams ab different times that it iz hard to
say whicli impressed me most. But I
think I must award the palm to the telegram
which Bob Cherry sent me in the old dark
days when Vernon-Bmith, then my enemy,
got mo sacked from the school, 1 was
setually expelled, and swas at Whartan
Lodge when Bob™s telegram eame, saying
that he had oresnised a barring-out in the
sehool  fower, and waz . fAghting for my
honour. A thrilling  teleoram,  indepd?
What was more, Dob's barring-oof proved

.at . firat that o practical

siiecessful, and I rejoined my old chums ad
Gireylriars.

MARK LINLEY:

The most thrilling telegram I can re.
member—though it woasn't addressed to me—
was the wire which arrived in the Jauior
Common-reom one evepiog, anpouncing thab
Pick Ruzsell had won the Public Schools
Hoxing Champiopship at  Aldarshob. We
had all believed fhat Bussell was 4 Tunk,
and couldn't hox for toffee, and the newa
came a3 a sbageering surprise. Ye thought
oker must have
sent the telegram: hut B was confirmed
later by the report in the evening paper.

DICK I'ENFOLD

The wire that brought the biggest thrill—
I can recall the moment still—was sent me
by the "Weekly Wonder” I'd won a
topping prize, by timnder! I found 1'd taken
top position in their Grand Poetry Com-
petition, I danced a horopipe with delight,
snd mever slept a wink that night. 1'd
never grow the least bhit weary of petting
wirez o0 bright and ¢heery!

BILLY BUNTER!

The most thrilling telegram T ever resceved
was [rom soeme puper or othuer, Lelling we
1 hwd won a haamper crammed with delishos
tuck! “The hamper i ot Friardale Station,
awaiting collection,” Thnl's wlhat it said in
the telepram. Ho T ckultled «down to the
siation ot top speed and collectod the
hamper, and lugged it adl the way bacrk to
Greviviers,  Amd wheo I opened it what dinl
Ilind? Topping farts, delishus doeuutts, ang
charming cubesy Nob b oall! The heestly
homper wis (lled with brix?! e of my
schoolfellows had playved a votien, low-down,
deaplckalile jupe on me!

SAMMY BUNTEER:

CEve mever reseeved o thritling tellveram
in my fife, Wobodidy loves me confl to want
to semd me a owire, Evervbodidy trects me
with scorn amd dezplzsion?! 1 shall have tn
start sending tellvgram= to my-~elf—bhut the
trubbie is that it ¢osts a bob a time!

[-'.‘FEIIJFI{'M el e,
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Hiz affection for his brother was very
reel. It had nop been strong enough to
mako him throw over Ponsonby & Co.
that afternoon, but it was strong enough
to make lom feel remorseiul and
ashamed. 1le shrank from the possibility
of Mick’s discovering how he had been
oecupted, and whero; but he knew how
very easily tha facts might come to
Mick's knowlodge.

And that rendezvous in Pon's study at
Higheltfe Lad net turned out much of a
success, after all,.  Angel had last money ;
he had quarrelled with his shady pa?s:
he had come home tired and dispirited
and worried, From the bottom of his
heart he wished that—for that afternoon,
at least—he bad thrown over his evil
ways amd played a straight game, Dut
it was too late to think of that.

Kenney finished preparing the table,
and he cavelessly took a Lox of cigarettes
from (he talle drawer and set it on the
mantelpicce, Angel gpave him a black
look,

“Put that rubbish away 1" he snappod.

“No smokes ? asked Kennex.,

“No, vou assl”

“Oh! I forgot wo're havin® Wharlon's
crowd,” grinned Ienney., "1 suppose

gur voung brother wouldn't  mined,

ight have a hiitle game and a smoke,
the three of v, alter the Bemove fellow s
e gone,”

Angel's eyes glittered at him.

“MNone of that, Konney,” he smd.
“My voung brother’s a decent chap, and
there's goin’ to be nothin® of that sort
here while he stays.”™

“Must be no end decent, hronghi up
emong the gipsies!” sneered Kenney,
“Anyhow, whatever he iz, he knows your
nays Ife waz long envugh at Grey-
friara to learn the sort of veputation
vou've got.”

Angel winced.

“That's enough,” he said.  “There'
be no =smokes and no cacds in thhs study
while Mauriee 15 stavin® hepe,”

Y Oh, my hat! Is he stavin' long?™
yawned Kenney,

“Over to-morrow, anvhow ™

“And are vou goin' to keep good all
fhat time ™ You can't <o it. old man.
You'll have a fit or someily’ 1™

“Oh, shmt up !

Theve was a stop i the passage. amd
the door epened,  hlly Bunter's ful Taee
and big spectacles ghmnered m,

1 zav, you leilows——"

et out, Dunier!™

Buuier wedged caoliously fnfa the
dudy, The zight of the spread on the
table made iz htle rogmed exes glanmer
behind his hig glasseft, Bunter lbad o
wonderful nose for a spremdd, mimd eves
denfly he had seented ont the spread
Angel’s study.

1 sav, Angel, =oen your brother yet ™

“Alind yoor awn hizney,”

T want to =ee i agamn-

“Well, he dor-n't want tn oo youl”
gnapmeal Angel, et oni !

The Gipsy's Return!

(Continued from page 12.)

“T1 want to thank him,” said Dunter,
with dignity,

15 Eh ?-:.Il

“He saved my life,”

“What !” yelled Kenney, while Aubrey
Angel stared at the Owl of the Remnove
m astomishrent,

“Baved my life!” repeated Bunter im-
pressively,  “Derhaps you don't know
that [ took a trap to the station to meet
bim., Wharton was called away by a-—a
s M Y LT Vg i =0 1 wont, The horse
bofted. Mk sprang to ihe reseue—-"

“Oh, rot!”

“He sprang like a lien at the horse”
said Bunler. " Sewing the fiery, un-
temed anmmal, he——

* Chuck it 1
M Dragged it down, and—and sal on
1, sand Bunter,  “He saved my life
I'm  grateful, Chap docsn’t save a
fellow's Iife every dey, does he? Well, 1
want to sec Mick, and thank him for
saving my life, 1 wa- always his pal, you
kpow, Rinee he saved wy life, of course,
I'm hiz friend for=for lite. I'm backing
i up, vou know, and—and sticking to
hin, 'l wait borve for him, if you don't
munel, Anpol, ™

Bunter edged lowards a chair.

Earligr in the afternoon, when Mick
had stopped the runaway horse, Billy
Bunter had not displayed any symptoms
ﬂf.gl:-al.ltm.h-. But he had had time to
tlink over the matter since then.

Gratitwde was not a leading trait in
Bunter's character. Dut if it was Hkely
to be uzefnl, Bunter could turm it on, so
to speak, 1o order. He was prepared to
cstablish a record in gratitude, and to
preclaim to all Greyiriars how Mick hadd
sawed lits life; and afier that, he felt that

Mick coulidn't Jdo less than azk  him
homie for Christimas !
Thfortunately for Bunter, Aubrey

Augel did nob behevo his statements; and
bad he believed them would not have
leen interested.  He wasz interested only

i seeing the last of Bunter.

Y Are vou finished 2 he ashed.

“Munno! ¥ say, it's a shame to keep
these good things waiting,” said Bunter,
eveing the table hungrifv.  ““Shall 1
bregrim %7

"leave
E enney,

(M, really, you know -

Aubrey Angel jumped out of his arm-
vhair, He was in a bad temper amd a
state of worried nerves, and a victim was
rcally needed to relicve his feehings
Dunder came in weeful as a vielun,

Angel gra-ped the Owl of the Remove
by the ecollar, and =pun hun  rownd
towards the door.

“Yaroooh!” roaved Bownler, in direful
anticipation,

Bump !

Aubrey  Angel’s wellfiting hoot
craslm] o Dunger, and the fat jumor
spane thesuph the doorwas,

“Ia, ha, a ! roarmd Toenney,

N oo

that  cake alone!™  roared

There was another roar from the pas-
sape as Bunter flew out. Mick had just
arrived at the study, after s retuen
from Higheliffe, Heo reached the door-
way from the outside as Bunier reached
it from the inside,

“Oh, jiminy 1™ stuttered Mick.

He staggered across the passage. Billy
Bunter rolled at his feet, roaring.

“Yow-ow-owl Help! Fire! Murder|
Yooooocop ¥

Aubrey Angel came savapcly out of
the study, end proceeded to hick !]m..hﬁwl
of the Remove, perhaps on the principle
of giving him something to rear for.
Certoinly Bunter roared. 'I'he voico of
the celebrated BBall of Bashan was like
unto the cooing of a dove, compared with
the volce of William George Buuider jusg
then.

“Here, 1 say, Aubrey, don’l hurt him,
ol ::h";pI” exclaimed  Mick  good-
naturedly,

“*“Yow-ow-ow I”

Mick caught his Lrothor's arm and
pulled him back,  Bunter serambled te
hus foet, and flod [or the Bemove pas-
sapec,

For a secomnd Aubrey Angel's ook at
hisz brother was grimn amd angry. But he
ecollected himnsslf in oo snoment, and his
fare cleared.

*Miek, old mant "Prot in,”™ he said.

And he slipped his arm theough Mick's
and led him into the study,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Tea in Apgel’s Study !

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. came
along the Vourth Form passape
& hittle later, and stopped at
Angel’s door. They grinned at
cech other a litlle &2 the eaplain of the
Remove knocked, They were quite un-
usual visitors 1n Awngel's study—-ndeed,
their last visit had been the ovcazion of
a ragging, in the time whon Mick was
a gipsy schoolboy at Greyfriars. On
Mick’s account, they were prepaved to be
friendly —as friendly as they could. Dut
how thoy were to pull with Aubrey Angel
was rather a problem. They had no
taste in common with the blackguard of
the Fourth: his ways wern not thoir
ways, Still, for Mick’s sake, they were
ready o do thoir bost,
“Lome in !

Aubrey Angel's voice called out quile

The Famous Five entered. The study
looked very cheory ad hrigl'ht_ with a
good hre going, snd some holly stuck
over lhe pictures on the walls, The
spread on the talle was rveally magnifi-
cent.  Aubrey did not do things by
halves. The chums of the Hemove had
had tea at Highcliffe; but they hed had
nrun in the frosty air sinee then, and it
was pow poast six, So they were ready Lo
help Ange!l elear the festive board, cither
as & late tea or an catly supper.

Aubrey Angel gave them an agreeable
stptle aned s ool 1 aned there woa no doubt
that Aubrey could be agrecable when he
had hiz best mnnners on, Keoney was
civil. He was on the worst of ferms with
the TFameoua Five, aml it rost lom an
eflfort to e cevil,  As for Mick, his hand-
sonee face was bemming with sabisfaction.

Tvidentty the meeting of the hrothers
was (riemally mrd cordmml on both sides
o pmpred Konoey, and o sorprisedd
Harry Wherton & Co, There was a kil
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inflection in Angel’s voica when he spoke
to Mick, a pleasant softening in hisrather
hard face when he glan at him. i
was indubitable that he was strongly
attached to his brother, though that
redesming ‘affection did pot make &)
better follow of him.

“Tt's all serene, wvou fellows,™ said
Mick, afler a littla chat round the table.
“AIIEIE}"E jn-'l! glad that you're coming
to Lochmuir for Christmas—ain't you,
Aubrey, old man?"

JKenney cast a quick sidelong.look at
his study-matae, ;

He knew perfectly well that Aobrey
Arnzel hated the bare idea of Harry
Wharton & Co. coming to Lochmuir for
Ghristmas. But Kenney had almost given
vp twying to understand Angel now.
Auvbrey nodded and sniiled genially.

“Mick's told me about the idea,” he
snid. “I hopa you fellows will come.
My father scems keen on it.”

“He's awlully keen on it," said Mick.

“You fellows stood by my brother, 1n
hizs had days," said Angel. "My father
hasn't forpotten that. 1 haven't for-
gotten it. It's no good pretending that
we've been good friends, because we
haven't. But I'm eager to forget all
about that, if you follows are willing.”

“Dash it all, that's jolly decent of you,
Ahg; * zaid Bob Cherry impulzively,

b l;e decentfulness 15 truly terrific
concurred the nabob of Rhanipur,

“I dare say there were faults on both
sides, when we vséd to row,” said Harry
Wharton amicably. “VYou ses, Anpel,
we'd like to spend Chiristmas with bﬁcl:
no end. But if you don’t like the idea—
excuse my putting it plainly-—we'd rather
not, ™

For g single moment Anpel hesitated.

One word from him, then, would have
stopped the whole thing. BMick would
have been bitterly disappointed, but he
wae too attacked to his idother to insist
upon anything to which Aubrey objected.

And Aubrey objected strongly. He
had his own views for the holidays—and
the Famous Five did not come inte the
picture at all. And he disliked them;
though, to do him justice, he had tried
to overcome hig dishike,

Dut his hiesitation waa too brief to be
noticed.

“My dear chap,” he said cordially,
“that's all right. If you fellows will
come, it will be a pleasure to me as well
as o Mick., And you can sce that it will
be & pleasure Lo im,"

““What-ho I grinned Aick,

“Then it’s a go !"* said Harry Wharton,
banishing the last remnant of distrust,
and & ing frankly and cordially.

After that the juniors chatted freely
and cheerfully,  while the good things
were disposed of, Wot o word was sard
about Higheliffe; and when Mick made
some reference to his brother's detention
that afterncon, Dob Cherry thoughtfully
dropped & cup upon a saucer, and cracked
both, to cover up a momentary confusion.

After o very pleasant talk, the chums
of the Remove left the study. and re-
turned to their own quariers for prep,
Mick remained with his brother; but he
knew that Angel had prep to do, and
after & time he left, to pay his respects
to Mr. Quelch.

After he had gone, Angel did not
worry about prep. He threw himselfl
intg a chair and lighted & cigaretis, a
proceeding that Kenney watched with a
covert grin.
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“Thank goodness it's over!" yawned
Kenney. I had to bite my tongue a
dozen times to keep off topics that would
have ghocked those nice, dear, well-
brought-up youths! Oh, crumbs! 1 say,
Aubray, are you rveally going up to the
hills in Scotland for G!{ristmas?“

“ Maurice wants me to,”

“Hang Maurice!"” said Kenney irrit-
ably, . “And what about the rippin’ time
wo planned ¥

“1t's off, I supposze.”

T That's all very well," zaid Kenney
savagoly. “Bub T don’t sea ik, Besides,
vou know jolly well you can’t stand
Wharton's crowd for weeks at a time.”

“I've.got to!” prowled Angsl. “It's
no good talking, Kenney. I'm not going
to disappoint Daurice. I don't suppose
you understand——"

“I don't!" snapped Kenney,

“You wouldn’t! But Um goin’
through it, to please him. Perhaps the
party won't last very long,"” said Angel

hopefutly, «+ “It's a lonely old place, and
they may petb fed up. I;‘erhap-a the jolly
old ghost will turn up and scare them
off.” He laughed:. * Besides, any one of
those fellows could Eive me away to Mick
il ho liked—they all know I was blagging
with Ponsonby when Mick thought I was
detained——"

“They wouldn't,” said Kenney.

“They might—I don’t trust them, or
anybody, for that matter,” said Angel
sourly. “"I've got to hold a camdle to
the gentleman in black. They are not
bad chaps, really, thourh they bore a
fellow frightiully. Anvhow, T'm for it,
and T'm goin® through with it My
brother's had a hard time, and I'm goin’
to do everything I can to make up for
"

Kenney sneered.

“1 should think you were humbuggin’
if you had any meotive for pullin® my
leg,” he said, *As it i3, I supposc
vou're furnin’ soft."”

“Buppose anvthin' tou like,” smd
Aubrey contemptuousiv. “ Hand meo that
Latin dick, and shut up.™

Do you think I'm poin' to stand that
crew for the Christmas holidave?” de-
manded Kenney wrathfully,

“¥ou'll have to if you come with me.™

“Pron’t vou want me to come

“Boit yoursell."

And Aubrey Angel turned his attention
at last to prep. with his chum glowering
at him across the table,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Too Grateful |

AURBTCE  ANGEL, otherwisze
Mick, ocoupied his old hed in
the Remove dormitory that
night. There was & cheery flow

of chatier in the dormitory after lights
oul:; most of the Remaove fellows were
glad to see the onedime gipsy achoolboy,
and to welcotne him to Greyfriars,
Skinner and Snoop had & few snoering re-
marks to make, on the subject of gipsy
boundera; but ihe?- made no more of
them after Boh Cherry slipped oul of
bhed, and paid them personal visits with a
bolster. Billy Bunier, on the other hand,
was overflowing with the milk of human
kindness towards Mick., Ile sat up an
bed to tell the Remove fellows—for about
the tenth time—of the thrilling rescue in
FF-inr:.lalp, antl how Mick had saved his
(1418

“Fancy it, rou fellows,™

impressively. “The horse was going at
% hundred miles an hour, at least. Mick

Epr&ng at hiz hicad like an arrow from a
DWW ———

“Oh, cheese it ! said Alick.

“"Tike a lion from itz lair,™  eaid
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

"Et*i;:ing the fery stecd,” continued
Bunter, “he dragged it down., At the

rizk of his life—-"

YDy up ! said Mick., Y There wrasn't
uny riak. 1 know how to handle horses,
vou duffer i

“Thers was heaps of risk.™  said
Bunter. *“You risked vour life to save
mine, Mick, und T shall never foreget 1.
I hope I know how to feel grateful.”

“T wish yvou knew how to shut up,”
said Mick.

*“Ha, he, ha !

“Oh, really, Mick, old chap——"

“Give us a roesh”

Bunter did not give the Remova
fellows, or the =ubject, a rest until
Bolzover major's beot whizzed through
the air ancd smote him. Then he gave a
iuml howl, muld dropped the subject at
BEr.

The next morning Mick was onc of the
first up of the Remove; and Bunter, for »
wonider, was astir soon  after,  The
grateful Bunter did pot ntend to lose
sight. of the fellow to whom he owed sn
much. Bunter knew by this time about
the trip to the Highlands for Christmas.
and it was Bonter's fixed belief that tho
party would mot be complete without
William George Bunter.  And he woa

oing to fasten nimself upon Blick hf thie
sheer foree of gratitude—if he conld. A
fellow was bound to be pleased at being
woclaimed a  hero--at least, that was
E‘hmt&r's ppinion. Bunter knew how he
wonld have liked it himself; and tho
was encugh for him.

Bt Alick dedged the fat junior tiil
breakfast, After breakfost, Billy Bunter
fastaned on him as he was gomng out infoe
the guadrangle with the Famous Five.
Mick made z grimace, Fis stay at tha
school was Lrief; and he really did not
want to spend it in the far from fascimat-
ing society of William George Dunter

“Walking round the guad, Mick, old
man ¥ asked Bunier afectionately.

“Ave vou 't asked Mick,

%z, old chap”

“Then ' not.”

“Oh, really, Mik.”
reproachiully,

‘Roll away, old barrel!™ sail Tob
Cherry, laughing.

“As Mick saved iy life, Dob Clorey,
he-—--" . .

“IF wo  really believed  that, wo'd
bump him!” growled Jolmuy Bull

“Ha, ha, hat”

“7 may have caved him from a
Lroken leg,"” said Mick, “But if he
don't give the subject o vest, I shall
kick him ™

“1'm ogratefod —

“Ohwek il

“¥ou can zay anvibiug that yon like,
old chap, after the herowe way  yomn
risked your life to save _ml'r‘i{-!" engd
Dunter, “XNow. abonr Chrisinas-—"

"Ha, bha, he!” roared the Famous

“ RBlessed if T sce anxihing to cackla
ab!" said Bunter peevishlv, * A&z bdlick
savedd my life, I want lum to spend
Christmas with me. I know how to he
grateful, if you Rliows don’t. 1 want
yon to come to Bunier Conrt {or Christ-

~a o] HEL I

=a1d Danter,

said Donter maz, Mick, and I wouldn't take * No*
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for an answer. only the place i3 in ithe
hands of—of the—"
“Baillifis 7" asked Bob.
“Pecorators!” howled Bunter.
the matter stands, Mick, old
what's to be dond?®"
“Who's to he done,
rentarked Nugent,

“1 dizdain to answer that, Trank
Nugent, [ suppose it’s pretty cold in
the Highlands at this time of year,”
said Bunter. “I've an inwitation from
De Courey to go to the South of Franee
with him and his peaple. But I've

“As
chap,

you mean!”

declined. I told lim that, under the
circumstances, 1 couldn’'t desert yom,
Mick "

Mick groaned.

“"Rely on me, old fellow!™ =zaid
Bunter. *“Dash it all, you saved my
lite! After that I'd po to the North
Fole with you. Count on me for the
Highlands., I shall ask Lord Mauleverer

to lerd me his tur-lined overcoat. I
suppose we shall have a special train®”

“Not quite ! grinned Mick,

“Well, 0 long as there's a slecping-

car, I sha'n't wand,” sad DBunter. “1
ean rough it,  Alter you've saved my
lifﬂ-—"—'”
“Good-morning, my boys!™ Tt was
Mr. Quelch’s voice. The Remove
master nodded very kindly to Mick, and
the juniors capped him  respectiully.
“What 15 this story I hear about veur
saving Bunter's life yeosterday 7

i dear!” murmured Mick.

T have heard it spoken of several
times,” said My, Qu(:!t:ﬁc.: “1 shonkd be
glad to know what happened |

The jumors exchanged glances. It
was Bunter who rveplied—rushing into
the breach, as it were,

“It's quite true, siv. Mick rushed to
the rescue—like a lion from his lair,
- | et

“What—what !"’

“It was nothing, =ir!” said Mick.
"Runter was in o trap, and the horse

ran away and I stopped him, That was
all—nothing."” - ]
“It  wasn't  all, sie! exclaimead

Bunter, "I was thinking of asking
yoll, sir, whether you onght not to put
it up to the Humane Socicty, and get
Alick & medal for life-zaving. It was a
fearful experience, sir—in fact, frightinl.
The thundering hoofs of the terrified
steed—""

“What !™

“Awogke every echo,” continued
Bunter enthusiastically. There were
shrieks of terror as the furious animal
caresred down the village streect, hurling
everybody to right and left—"

“Bunter !

“Tt happened just as I'm telling you,.

51 Suddenly, like a bnll: from the
blue, Mick Jeaped at the fiery heed’s
stead-—""
“The what!” ejaculated Mr, Quelch,
41 mean, the fiery steed’s head ! Awmnid

thunderous cheers——*"

“How dare vou talk such nonsense,
Bunter!”™  exclaimed the Remove
master.

“Na-nonsense, siv!"” gasped Bunter,
“I-~I'm only telling you how Mick
saved my life, sir! Springing at the
head of the thundering steed——""

“I understand that you were driving
a horse that ran awav, Bunter! You

have heen forbidden to drive, as you
cannot control a horse. I am bound to
punish you for thia™

“Oh ! pasped Bunter, “I—J-—*

“ Faollow me!"
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“What? '* siuttered Angel.

Temple of the Fourth strode up te Angel.
“You cad ! " continued Temple,

“* Get off the feld !’ he rapped.
“You've given

them a goal-—hesides disgracing your team! Get off, before 1 kick you off [*
{See Chapter 11.)

T —

“IHold on, =ir'™ gasped Bunter, in
ir,‘rétr.t- dismay.  *[—1 wasn't driving a
wrse yesterday, sir.”

“What! You have just stated that
you were !

“Not at all, sir! Oh, no! Not a—a
—a horse, sir! 1—I only zaid that Mick
saved my life ! pasped Dunter, remems-
bering a little too
of Gosling's trap had
secret {rom the powoers,

“Was. there not a runaway horse’?™

*0Oh, no, sir! Nothing of the kind!"”

“Then how did Mick save vour life?”
”Dh”ﬂmr! It—it was a motor-car,

to be kept &

sl

“A motor-car!” pgasped the Remove
master,

“ Yes, gir; Just a motor-car! It—it was
rushing at me with—with thundering
hoofs——"

“YWith what?"” roared Mr. Quelch.

on me!’ gﬂsi-e( Bunter, too confused
now quite to know what he was saying.
“Mick rushed at it and seized it by

H"He seized a  mobtor-car the

the biidle——"
: by
byielle !** stuttered My, Quelel.

ate that the affair.

“[=1 mean, it—it was rozshing down®

“Wunno! Not at all!  I—I mean,
he zelzed it by the—the spauner——"

“The spanner!"

“"That is to =ay, the magneto!®
gasped Bunter, " He seized it by the
magneto, and dragged it back, kicking
furiously——"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“How dare you tell me sueh alisurd
stories, DBunter? Ave voun out of your
senses " thundered My, Quelch.

“0Oh, no, sir!  Not at all!  Ii--it
wash't a motor-car!” stutiered Dunter.
“The—the fact iz, sir—the-—the actial
fact—tha plain faet, sir—this is how it
hn;ppennt!. A runaway steam-rolley—-""

"Come with me, Bunter!”

“Yaroooh!"”

As Mr. Quelch fastened a finger and
thumb on Bunter's fat ear, the Qwl of
the Remove had no choice about going
with him. 8o he went, leaving the
juntors howling with laughier,

When he came out into the gquad
?g;?m hie was rubbing his fat hands rue-
uily.

" Licked 7' grinned Dob Cherry,

HOw! Yes! Quelehy's an awful
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beast ! groaned Bunter.  “He actually
cenod me for deiving & horse in Friar-
dale—though I gave him my word that
1 never did anything of the kind., Ow!
Wow! Some Form masters will never
take a fellow's word! Wow! Quelchy's
no-gentleman! Yow ¥

**Ha, ha, hal”
“Where's Mick 7" ashed Bunter.

“Escaped!” cdhuckled Bob Cherry,
You won't find him again before
lessons, fat old bean!”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“ Boast 1" .

And the bell went for merning
classed, and Billy Bunter had to go in
to lessons with the Remove—without
furthér festifying his overwhelmin
gratitude to the gipsy schoolboy—an
with . the gmportant gquestion of the
Christmas vacation still unsettled. And
when, after classes, Bunter sought for
Mick, he found him not; and when he
discovered that the gipsy schoolboy had
loft Greyfriars by a morning train, the
feelings of William George Bunter were
too deep for words.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Cloven Hoofl

AST match of the term!”
remarked DBob Cherry.
“And we're going to wind
up by beating the Fourth to
a frazele!” smid Harry Wharton cheer-
fully ; and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
observed that the fraazlefulness would
ba terrific.

It was a cleay, cold afterncon, towards
the end of the term. The Remove foot-
‘ballers were first on the ground; Ceril
Reginald Temple, the captsin of the
Fourth, had & httle way of being a
little* behind time. But the elegant
Ceecil Reginald sieotled on the ground at
last, snd among the Fourth Form team
appeared the equally elegant figure of

Anb Angel.

“Hﬁdy, £ vou fellows?"”  drawled
Temple, .

HHeady and waiting!” answered
Wharton,

“We'ra goin’' to wipe up the earth
with you this time, old scout,” said
Temple cheerily. =
 “Da !’ said Wharton, with a smile,

He gave Aubrey Angel a friendly nod.
Since Mick’s visit a few days befors, the
chums of the Remove had been on cheory
terms with Angel of the Fourth.

The hatchet having been buried, they
were not 1n the least disposed to dig it up
again, and although 1hey could not
exactly like Auvbrey Angel, they 'were
glad to forget past differences,

Tae Magner Livrany.—No. £28.

| the whistle, and the ball rolled.

ton's foot,

|

T'he Clristmas vacobion was  quite
settled now.  Sir Philip Angel had paid o
visit to Gireyiriars, and talked with the
junigrs on the subject.. Ha was so
evidently, glad that Mick's old friends
were to spend Christmas with the one-
time waif, that the Co., in their turn,
were very glad that they had accepted the
invitation. And Aubrey, who was a good
deal nfraid of his father, had said no
word of his secret sentiments to the old
gentleman. Lut the more he was, from
necessity, stlent, the more he chafed at
the thought. -

Hilton of the Fifth, the referce, 1-’}'{{‘"

a
Remove forwanls wero guickly cn the
ball and taking it up the field. ]

Temple ﬁ;hgo. fancied themselves un-
mensely at football, as at most things:
but, as a matter of fact, they were
nowhere near the form of the Removites.
Harry Wharton & Co. were anticipating
an easy victory. And in the first hall it
luvoked as if their anticipations would be
realised.. The ball went in from Whar
and o few minotes later
Vernon-3mith followed up the goal with
another, and just before half-time Bquiff
put. tho feather in,

The Remove players were grinning con-
tentedly when the whistle went for the
interval.

“Bome game!” grinned Bob Cherry,
and his comvades chuckled.

4% ou'll have to pull up your socks, you
fellows,"” said Cecil Reginald Templa to
hig followers seversly, “We can't let
those Remove fogs wind dp the termn by
hickin'  ws!  Think of our giddy
prestige !

“They're three up!” remarked Fry

sarcastically.  “Looks to me as if our
g:d-:lf; prestige is moultm’ [
“Play up!” gaid Temple. *You

spectally, Angel! You were shirkin' !

“0h, vot ! said Angel sourly.

"You were dodgin® charges,” said
Temple. “If you're afraid of a charge,

ou should keep out of the game. Yeu
airly ran when Bob Cherry rushed you.”

- “Hang Bob Cherry t"

The eides lined up for the second half.
The Remove forwards got away with the
ball, and there was a hot attack on the
Fourth Form goal. But Ceeil Reginald
was on his mettle now. . The Fourth lmt
thair beef into ir, ana fought manfully,
and the game swayed back to the half.
waydine, and Temple, rallying bis forces,
led an attack on i F

¥ Play up, Fourth1”

“Buck up, Remove ™

Tt was a breathless strugele now, It
leoked. s if the Fourth would get
thmugh. But Hazeldene, in goal, de-
fended well, and Bob Cherry cleared out

.{l';," =12

the ball, Harry Wharton captured it,
and was taking it up the field, And
then, ail of a sudden, there was a sharp

ery as Angel rushed _’him down, and the

captain of the Ramm'ﬂ'zprawlml on the

ground, Round the field, from the Re.
movites watching the gnme, came & voar;
“Houl I
“Penalty! Pealty!™

The whistle rang out.

“You silly dummy ! roared Temple of
the Fourth. ®Angel, vou ecrass adiot,
},0“____”

“Foul 1"

“Penalty 1™

Harry Whatton stageered up. His
face was white with pain.  His eyes fixed
on Angel with a stare of zcbro.

“Youcad! You rotter!”

Angel did not speak, The foul. had
been too palpable, and it had taken place
i the penalty area. MHarry Wharton
leaned on Beb Cherry's arm.

“Yah! Play fairl" Foul! Foull™
roared the Bemove crowd,

Wharton limped off the field. His play
wag over for that day., Templé of the
Fourth strode up to Angel.

“ Lot off the field I

" What 7' stuttered Angel.

“Youecad! ¥ou've given them a goal,
besides disgracing your team! Geb off,
before I kick you off " roared Temple.

Angel sei his teeth and walked off the
field. The game was resumed  with a
[3]&;4:-! short en either side,

Four goals to nil was the Remove score
when the makch finished, a sufficiently
overwhelming total. But one goal, at
least, the Fourth attributed to Angel and
his foul play.

In Study No. 1 Harry Wharton rubbed
his injured limb with embrocation, in a

amful silence.  DBob Cherry zpoke at
ask.

*“Thia looks I‘ippin;%' for our Christmas
holiday—with Angel I he said.

“The cad ! muttered Nugent.

Harry Wharton knitted hiz brows,

“It can't be helped now,” he said.
“We've promised Mick, and made
the arrengements with Siv Philip Angel.
We're bound o go through with it, what-
ever Angel does, T supposze !

“A happy prospect!" growled Bob,
“I've a jolly mind to go to hisatudy
now and punch his head "

Harry Wharton laughed,

“That wouldn't make matters batter,
We can keep clear of him to the end of
the vae, anyhow; and hope for the best
when we get to Lochmuir,”

Dut 1t was not a happy prospect, and
Harry Wharten & Co., as the last days of
the term ran out, could not help wonder-
g what would be the outcome of their
Christmas in the Highlands.
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The Clue ol the Tiger’s Head !

% “OW on earth did you get here ?"
pasped Ferrers ke feebly.

‘That can wait for the

moment, guv'nor,” replied

Jack Drake, with a catch in hia voice.
“Let me attend to you first, sir 1"

He whipped out his pocket-knife as he

oke, and in a couple of slashes cut
ﬁrﬂugh the cords that bound the sleuth’s
wrists and onkles,

“That's heaps better!™ said Locks,
stretching his-cramped limbs. "1 sup-
pese you haven't got the brandy Bask
with you 1" i

“Wrong for once,’” smiled Drake,
diving his hand into his jacket pocket
end bringing to light s small flask, He
watched his beloved chief take a pull at
the contents, and breathed a sigh of relief
a3 Fervers Locke lorced a smile.

“That's put new life ioto me
the sleuth gratefully.

He commmenced to stamp up and down,
at the same time waving his arms in a
circular  movement, until he felt “his
normal circulation returning. Suddenly
he remembered the heavy stones in his
pockets, and with & multered cjaculation
commenced to unload himself of them,

Jack Drake watched the performance
with a shudder. He found no difficulty in
aupplying a reason for their presence.
Ferrers ?.-ﬂ'f.‘lli', glancing up, caught the
horrified expression om  his
asgiztant's face.

“A Jittle trick of the Tiger's,” he
chuckled grimiy, *“But I'm worth a
dozen dead ‘uns—-eh, my lad®”

“You won't bd, guvinor, unless you
can dry your clothes,” was the reply.
“Taot's pet back to——"

“Tondon?™ queried Locke., *"Not a
bad notion, Jack., I rather fancy Middle-
ham had better wipe off their slate of
visitors the name of Colonel Challis.
Gut my confonnded clothes, T can't walk
about like this,”

| Puasm'l o womlman's cottage on the
road,” said Drake hrightly. " ¥ou can
piteh the fellow a yarn that you fell in
tho rji-;e-r, and bep leave to dry your
togs.'

El’:’md! Lcad on, my lad !

The detective and his assistant started
off at a brisk poce along the moin road
that spanned the heath Dbetween the
River Twee and the town of Middleham,
As Locke gazed about him and found
his bearings he realised that he must have
been carried down the river for a distanca

"' zaid
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A sensational story
of League Football

with a

powerfiml

detective theme,

of five hundred yards or so. Dehind him
frowned the gloomy row of tenement
houses liping the water’'s edge. Lights

twinkled from the dwelling at the-ex-]

tremo cud of the row—the house from
which Ferrers Locke had been hurtled to
his death. Even at that moment the
sleuth could picture in his mind the
smirk of satisfaction on the evil face of
Tiger Sleek as he caroused with his

e

HOW THE STORY OPENS.

JIM DLAKENEY, the elgirtee;arg'enr-nld
centre-lorward of  the  Middlebam
Rangers, who is a neplew of

TIGER BLEERK, a notorivia criminal, wha
has ¢scaped the clutches of the police,
nnd who now has degigna upon o Secret
wirefesns ray invented by

MORNINGTON. HARDACKRE, il managing-
ditector of the Middleham Rangers,

RONALD SWIVELLER, the inside-left in the
Rargers eleven, and nephew of Morn-
ington Hordncre, Jealons of Blakeney's
rapid astrides intn favone, SBwiveller has
swarn to get the eentredorward turned
cut of Middleham. The Tiger gcta to
know of Swiveller’s animosity fowards
Jim Blakeney, and wses il as a leverage
to attain his own enda.

FERRERS LOCRE, the world-fumous detec-
tive, ond hiz eclever young assistunt,

JACK DRAKE, are by a satrunge seriea of
cireumetancea theown into contact with
Yim Makener, who confides in the famous
slenth,  Tb transpives that Tiger Sleek
sevks to conegwel Jim Blakeney to stead
the specificadions of Mornington  Huard-
acre’s invention, and when he finds the
Tl obatingete, resorts to brotal methesda
of perssasinl. Ferrers Locke offera to
take o Juowd in the eaze, amd resides in
Middlelvor  in ke goize  of Colonel
Challis.

Bomme time later Ferrers Locke falls
inte the leuwls of Tiger Sleek and his
gang. Determined $0 rid himeelf of 30
dangerons o foe, the Tiger causes the
detective to be thrown inte the river,
A kindly Providence, however, destines
that the slenth should live, and Locke
is swept into a disused sewer near the
bed of tho river. At one part of the
tunnel he finds a ladder which lends to
a grating ohove, Hy dint of hand
strogeling the detective manages  to
mount the ladder, and at intervals calls
fur help. Twa hours drag hy, and Locke
is ulmost in despair, when o ghadow flita
acrosg the grating., With all the strength
at his command the slenth ealls Tor help.
His ery is answoered by no lesa a person
than Jack Drake, his young assistant,
whn at onee procesds to drag his chief
from hiz wpeomfortable poszition.

(Now read on.}

raseally confederates over the demise of
the greal deteetive.

“Here we are, guv'nor!” suddenly
announced Jack Drake, breaking in on
his chiel's reflections.

He had halted oulside an ancient
cottege that stood back a few yarda from
the road. ‘l'he twinkling of a light in one
of the lower rooms indicated that some-
one was “at home.” Without loss of
tiing Drake rapped sharply on the door.
The detective end his assistant heard the
shuffling of fcet in response to the
sutnmons, and then the door slowly
opened, A grizzled old head peered out
Et the visitors and eyed them wp and

OWIL.

“What be you want, masters?” in-
quired & cracked, higft-pitfhed voice.
“Lot' bless me, but you've been in the
river ! Come inside !

Locke smiled st Drake. The old wood-
man hud abserved the slenth's drenched
clothes, and had supplied his own reason
for surh a circumstance. Like as not be
would not bother to sk any further
questions, ‘The door was thrown apen,
and the old woodman beckoned Locke
and Drake to enter.

“Come inside,” he repeated, " and dry
yourself, 'The night's bitter! VYou'll be
catching your death of cold, I'm
thinking 1"

With 8 muttered word of thanks Locke
and Drake entered the cottage, and were
ushered into the living-room. A huge
log-fire burned brightly on the old-
fashioned hearth, throwing out a grateful

hoat,

The woodiman bustled about and
brought to light an old suit, which Locke
changed inte whilst his.own clothes wero
drying. Finally, and with many apolo-

ies, the old woodman tendered two

owls of steaming rabbit broth, which
Locke and Drake lost no time 1o con-

BUTIINE.

Fooling little the worse for his cxeitin
adventure, the great detective chang
back into his own garments, thanked the
old woodman for his hospitality, pressed
a crisp five-pound nole into his unwilling
pn.lm, and bade him gmd-night.

“ And now for London!" said Locke
as he headed for the town, guided by the
myriad fights thut danced and swayed
before him. ‘' We shall just be in time
{nr ti1m mail train! It puts in at Middle-
wmm 1Y
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“Good!” ejaculated Drake. *I can
do with a snooze.” i
A quarter of an hour later the deteétiva

and his assistant. were seatad 1n - the

London express. Ferrers Locke settled

himzelf comfortably on the eushions in
ono corper and prodoced his briav,

“Funny thing, my lad,”” he observed fo
Drake, *but the Tiger forgot—intention-
ally or otherwise, 1 cannoi say—to rifle
my pockeis.” My briar is hitle the worse
for ats’ immqﬁsiun, whilst my walberti ht
tobacco pouch has been o Irend indeed.”

Pulling steadily at the briar, the
slenth aaw it well alight, and then he
turned-his attention to Juck Lirake. He
briefly cutlined the events which had lad
up to his capture by the Tiger, and con.
cluded with an account oo his esperi-
ences after he had been hurled into the
water.

Drake listened intently to iz chief's
narrative, and admired the ecgol woy in
which Locke refepred to his adveniures
a: if they were nothing out of the
erdinary,

“And now, my lad,” said Locke when
he had concluded his bwn story, * what
on earth brought you tu that part of
Middlehan last night 2

“T'll  start from the beginning,
guv'nor,” said Drake. ™ Twelve o'clock
vesterday 1 failed to receive the usual
telophone message from you saying that
all was well. I began to feel alarned.
Without undue loss of timo [ took the
train to Middleham, chartored & taxi out-
zide the station to lake me to Lhe Central
ITotel, and then received something in
the nature of a shock [

“Pon't got vou, my lad,” said the
detective. *What happened 1"

“Only. this, sir,” conumsed the lad.
“1 was lolling about in the taxi, im.
pationt to be at the Central, when some-
thing lving by the mat on the {loor
canght my attention, Cwuriesity prompted
ma to pick it uF. Ta iy surprise, 1
found it was a gold enfl-link.”

“Well 7 demanded Locke, for once in
a way exchanging roles with the cele-
brated Dr, Watson.

“On the link in qguesfion,”” continued
Dirake, who was cpieview himself, #1
canght sight of an erg aving represenfing
a biger's head and——"

“What "  Ferrers Locke votced the
exclamation and mechanically  fingered
his shirt cuff, for the hrst time becoming
aware that the link was missing, 1 can
see o little daylight now, . lad,”™ he
added, recovering his coinposure. " I'ro-
ceed.”

“I began fo put two and two together,
The driver of the eab had evidently had
voii as a fare, sir, that same mom-

rr

“HReally, my lad, I'll admit that the
link with the tiger’s head engraved upon
it was mine, but why do yon—or did vou
—jurnp to the eonclusion that the driver
had van me about in hizs cab that
morning? It might have been davs
Lefore, suvely 1™

“"MNo, =ir," deelared Drake emphatic-
ally, *"The faxis are thorovghly cleaned
out overnight, and wvon can bet sour
sweet Life that anything a * washer "
leaves in a taxi after he's cleaned it isn't
warth having. Certain it 13 no washer
wonld ignore such a thine a5 a eold enft.
link—and a heavy one at that !

Locke

HBrave!” exclaimed Terrers
admiringly. " Yonr method of deduction
does you credit. What nevt 7

“T arrivedd at the Central Holel, and
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decided first to ingquire of the porters
there 1f you were *at home ' before I
taxed the driver of the cab with having
driven you somewhers that morning. As
1 had expected, I was informed at the
liotel that you had gone out immediately
after breakfast and had not returned.
Something prompted me to be wary of
the driver of the cab—whown 1 haa left
outside whilst I made my inguiries, I
didn’t like the look of his chivvy., It had
rogue writicn all over it"

* You seored where I failed,' chuckled
the slenth, I paid too litthe atfention
to his face, I'm aitaid. Go on!”

“1 bluffed the taxi-driver with a yarn
that one of the servants of the hotel had
reen hitn driving Colonel Challis about
that marning. Now, as Colonel Challis
has been ouly a visiter to Middlcham for
five minutes, as it were, the obvicus
‘retort to-my statement should have been
to.the effect that he—the driver—didn't
know Colone]l Challls from Adamn.

:‘ As thingz turned ont, the blessed
driver was thrown off hiz balanee for o
moment. He was about to deny any
knowledge of you—1I could see that in his
face—when he suddenly recollected that
he had driven you to a place near the
river that very morning. I asked him
the address, and he gave it me willingly
enough, Moreover, he appeared ex-
.coptionally anxious to deive me to the
spot, I declinéd his offer and told him
Lhﬁ_t I'd walk, The rest you know your-
&0IL,
before I reached the old sewer-trap.”

“"That taxi-driver iz-a cute bird?” said
Ferrers Locke grlm}]y. “1 can see why
he gave vou the address of the g}lnr:a he

ad driven me to in the morning.”

“That's where I confess myself beaten,
guv'nor,” said Drake, shaking his head.
“What was his motive "

Y Easy enough,” smiled the great detec-
tive.. “ By giving you the address of the
Tiger's stronghold, he, naturally Eﬂﬂggh,

nce

expected wou to walk into a trap.

Swiveller caught hold of the nearest
branch and swung himself clear ol the
window. (Sece page 21.)

heard your cries for help long }

you entered the Tigee's place youp
number would have been up with a vens
geance. Not only would Ferrers Locke,
the detective, be safely out of the way,
but his  ‘meddling* assistant alsg—
Sfﬂ.'i'"l' n ?n’.?

“I get vou now, =sir” =aid Drake,
“But, as things have turned out, the
Tiger will naturslly suppose that I have
changed my mind about visiting his den,
and be will «till have to reckon with
vouw."

“Us” corrected Locke pently. *
lad, I owe vou my life, %'i::m A igar—:}t:
there iz such a thing as justico—owes his
life time and again to the law. You
have saved mo {rom his hands; you will
help me place the scoundrel in the dock.
Jack, my lad, I'm proud of youl”

The great detective held out his hand
and clasped that of his assistant’s.  Jack
Iihvake stammered something unintel.
hgible, and blushed a deep erimson.
Praise from his beloved chiel was praise
trcleed |

And whilst the Tiger and his gang
were congratulating themselves that they
ne longer had anything to fear from
Ferrers Lecke, that briliant eriminal
investigator was seabed I on cosy arme
chair in his study quietly laying nlans for
the apprehension of the notorious rogue
who had defied the police of threo
countries.

Hardaere Relents !

¢ F1'S no use, Ronald. I'm weary of
your  extravagances, Kindly
retire ™
*But, uncle, just for this time,
I promize—-"

“Your promises turn  me cold,
Ronald,” =aid Mornington Hardacre
severely., “I've lost faith in them npnd
you, Geol"

Lhe dignified figure of the managing-
rllrt',:{:ta-r of the Rangers rose from the
chair, and seemed to tower over the
cringing form of Ronald Swiveller, There
was no spark of pity or ailection in the
glance that Mardacre turned on  his
nephew, It bristled with contempt.

Ronzld Swiveller, with something like
a sob shaking his frame, crawled—no
other term 15 applicable—irom the wells
appointed library of the Myrtles, Morn-
ington Hardacre watchod bim go. and
his lips tightened.

He sat down, deep in worried thought,
pnd stared vacantly into the burning
embers of the fire for twenty minutes or
0. Simultancous with the clock in the
hall chiming the quarter, Jenkins, the
Lutler, ontered the library, <deposited
something on the burcan, and then
inguriredd of hrs master if he wos in need
of anything.

plornington Hardacre shook his head
negatively, and the butler silently withe

dreew.,  When he had  gone Hardaere
broke into sprech.
“One  hundred  and Lty ponnds,

hegad!™ hie mutteved, * One hoodred and
[ty pounsds, the waster! And yeb——"

He hroke oft, and his oves songht the
picture of a hand=ome woman, whoso
features bore a strikiug resemblanee fo
Iiis own, overheanging the small bureau,
For some minutes be regarded the pie
ture, his faco hard and stern. Then
pradually ihe mnseles relaxed, aml a soft
caprassion crept into his grey eves

“oafter all” he whispered, “he's youor
son, Stephanie™

Withont more ado, Mornington Hard.
arre sat down at the burcan and pulled
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out his cheque-book. He made out the
amount of one hundred and fty unds
pavable to Ronald Swiveller, ands care-
fully blotted the cheque. Then, as if he
were prompted fo change his  mind,
Mornington - Hardacre hastily enclosed
tha cheque in an envelope and addressed
i to his nephew,

That same nephew, his heart full of
bitterness against Morningion Hardacre,
who had refused to advance him such a
“paltry ¥ sum as one hundred and fifty
pounds, was indulging in bitter reflec-
lions, . With that sum Ronald Bwiveller
could have stemmed the tide of disaster
that threatened to overtehe him at any
mement.  His creditors were growing
more persistent than ever. And now-—
‘ The future looked black enough, he

ted bitterly. Sinee the coming of
Jim Blakeney, Mornington Hardaere had
scamed to furn from his nephew with
loathing and contempt. No longer was
the “old man ** good for & " pony.” Well,
Jim Blakeney would have to pay for
coming botween them, Hardacre would
pay, too; but his pavment would take a
di&'erent form. Bwiveller ground his
teeth together harshly, and his mind
dwelt upon the seheme Tiger Sleek had
evolved. The time had come! In the
heat of the moment Swiveller had en-
hraced the Tiger's plan with alacrity.
MNow that it was due to bo put into prac-
tice, Hardaere's nephew was beginutng
rapidly to lose his enthusiasm for the task
that was to be his.

Had his uncle consenied to advance
him the sum of money that he was in
reed of, Swiveller might have felt some
remorse, &nd so refused lo assist Tiger
Sleek in s cowardly plin,  DBut the
old man had not consented—in fact,
Bwiveller had never before seen him in
such a state of rage and indignation. To
ba dismissed from his uncle’'s house as
though he were a beggar—the house to
which Jiny Blakener had an open fhvita-
tion. It was like gall and wormwood to
Swiveller.

“The hound ! mottered Swiveller as
he strede salong, his thoughts now
gevoted solely to Jim DBlakeney., "It's
time you wont from AMiddieham ¥

Hiz courage returned as b8 mused in
ihis fashion. With a harsh chuckle, he
koyed himself into his rooms, and rang
for the landlady.

“Nrs. Butbrix,” he satd feebly, * would
you be good enough to make me up that
cold mixture of yours? I'm feeling very
seedy—influenza, I think, Atischoo!™

He broke inta a fit of sneczing, and the
good lady of the house looked very com-
eerned for her “ paying guest,™

“You get to bed, Mr. Swiveller,” she
said avthoritatively. “You're mn for a
bad spell. I'm thinking. I'l send up the
mixture in five minutes’ time.  Mind,
you're to drink # whilst it's hot.”

“Thanks very much, I will” said
Swiveller, with a wry smile that com-
pletely deceived NMrs. Duttriz.  “Vou
won't et anyone disturb me, will you ?”

“Leave that to e, sir, I'll sce no one
comes bursting nto vour rooms. You
got & long night's rest. Eless me, you
can't he laid up at thiz time.  Whai
would your ancle say il you weoren't at
hiz table on Sunday "

Ronald Swiveller did not reply to that
guestion.  But his aetive hrain was
ppidly forming an impression of what
Mornimglon 1lardacre might say il he
bt knew of this “sudden indisposition ™
of his nephew’s,

SQwiveller entered his bed-room and un-
When the boot-bhoy tapped at
and was

found Ronald
Swiveller between the sheets, apparently

dressed. -
hiz deor {em minutes -latcr,
reguested to entor, he

half-azleep.

“Which the miszus said as 'ow you're
+ to drink this at once,’ zaid the

cheekily.
from me-=I've hod n taste ™
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Swiveller's ¥zht hand was raised aloft, ready to deal the treacherous stioke,
**Good heavens ! " oxolaimed Morningion
Hardacre, kis eyes opening wide in horrified astonisbment. *' Ropald ! You?*
{5ee page 24.}
=

|when the sleepirg man awoke.

S0 engrossed was Swiveller with his

own thoughts that he failed to evincs

any surpriso at the admission of the Hoot-
boy. On any other occasion he would
have “coffed * him for his cheek.

The boot-boy retired, and his exit was
the signal for Swiveller to act. T'reading
soltly across the room he turned the key
in the lock, and then hurriedly began to
dress. Leaving a glimmer of Jight buen-
ing in the bed-room, he cantiously drew
asicle the window curtgining and as
cautionsly raisod the sash of the window,
With a glance to right and left of him
he stepped out on the narrow baleony
that ran the length of the buildmg, and
softly loswered the window.

“Bo far so good,” he nutlercd.
for the next stage, ™

Ty the side of the balcony loomed the
shadowy silhouette of an elm-trec.  Its
hranches fell within elose distance of the
baleony rail.  Gingerly Swivaller caught
hold of the nearest branch and swung
himself elear of the window.,  The branch
spgged under his weight and benl from
the trunk until it was scarcely three foot
from the growmd, Timing his leap to a
micety, Swiveller jumped to the ground
ol darted into lhe shadows, He stoo:d
still, his hears beating a trifle faster than
uzual, and listened anxiously, Save for
tho rustle of tho trees Lending fo  the
slipht brecze that had sprung up, all was
still,

Ronald Swiveller pulled his overcoas
rlosely around ‘him, tarned vp tho coliar,

“how

L and steode briskly inte  ihe pgetherving

datknezs. He had no: gone more than
twenty vards when he was jommed by
anothor shadowy fligure that  delached
iteelf from the cover of a hedge.

“All right, comrade,” whispered the
newecomer. “The chief will be here fo
direct things in a couple of minntes™

Swiveller nodded, and walked along
with the man. In less than a couple of
minutes he came face to face with Tiger
Bleck.

“AL Mr. Swiveller!
eh "’

Swiveller nodded.

Y1 have sent I3l Btubbins to assist you.
He'll wait outside, in case of any hitch—
you understand ¥

Once more Swiveller nodded. He felt
maore assured now that he knew he was
to be aeeompanicd by somoone on  the
shady mission that lay before him.

“Good!” The Tiger was speaking
again. *“*Good luck, Swiveller!  Ilon's
bungle the job. Here's wishing you a
specddy  inheritance of the old man's
money and the safe delivery of the Wire-
less Ray into my hands, My share in
the swag, so to speak, will follow later—
ﬂh ‘:-.F?

There wos n peeuliar sinisicr ring in
the seonndrel’s fones that ralher startled
Swiveller. but he had little time tg pay
heed [o his discomfiture. The Tiger
maved clozer to him, aned slipped o eylin-
drieal-shaped object into his hands.

“The sandbag—savvy ¥
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Ronald Swiveller felt his pulse leap
as he clutched the sandbag and swiftly
transferred it to his jacket-pocket.

“OMf you go!” commanded the Tiger.
“Everything has been planned to time.
The other end of the business has been
satisfactorily settled. Yoh understand?
Bill, here, will report 1o me when the
job is done. You had better return to
your shanty, Swiveller, as soon after
events as possible, You've laid your
alibi®"

*Veos ' whispered Swiveller hoarsely.

“Good !

The Tiger withdrew into tho shadows.
A spasm of apprehension passed throu
Swiveller as he watched him go. t
the back of Swiveller's mind was the
iden that he was being made a tool of—
a means to an end.  But the real end
was being kept back from him. Had
it not been for the gnarled hand of Bill
Stubbins that grippetd his arm, Swiveller
would have besn tempted to ithrow up
the s-pr:mg;:_. But a complex Fate was
carrying him

his depth.

S Come on ™ whispered Bill Stubbins.
“Time we were moving !

Walking at a brisk pace, the two
E;ssed through the town, choosing the

ck strests for obvious reasons, and

then took the road that led past Morn-
ington Hardiere's old Tudor mansion.
The town clock struck the hour of seven
gs Swiveller and his companion halted
beneath the high wall that shkirted
Hardacre's property.

“Over vou go, Swiveller ™ muttered

Stubbinz.  *There's no time to lose.
Romember, he's duwe at seven-fiiteen
sharp "

A Quarter-Past Seven !

IM RBLAKENEY stood before his
mirror and straightened a refvace
tory piece of neckwear for the
fifteenth tune.

“CDrat thizs blessed 4ie!” he mut-
tered crossly, ““Ah, that's betier!™

He wheeled sharply om his heel as the
Tittle clock on his mantel chimed the
hour of seven.

“T've cubt it fine!”
making & grab at bis hat.
do it, though!”

He was about to leave the apartment
when his eves rested on a single sheet
of notepaper that luy on the smail table.
He pi{:E'ad it up amd scanned the well
written contents for at least the
twentioth fime. As a matter of fact,
he know the text of the extraordinary
missive bofore him by heart. It ran:

muttered Jiun,
“Hhall just

Yiear Jim,—It has long since been
my destre that you should meet my
niece, and a foolish ol man’s whim can
be gratified to-day. Daphne is staying
with me over the holidays, and arrives
this evening. I wonder if you'd give
us the honanr of your company atb
dinner to-night? T vather think you
will humour me in this, g0 I am bold
enough to give you the following in-
structions. 1 have planned a little sur-
prise for both Daphne and yourself,
Will you, thercfore, present yourself
autside the freneh windows of the

library—which wou will find open—at
seven-fifteen sharp? _ Don’t rome in
through the hall. V¥ou understand?

Tar Mauxer LIPRART.—NO. B2E,

on—carrying him out of

Will explain the ldea when I see you.
But be Prepnred for romething in the
naiure of o surpciso.

“You will come?
*Yours sincerely,
“[Signed) Morrixgrox Harpacne™

- "0Old Hardacre seems fo be develop-
m? into & crank!” chuckled Jim, as he
fofded the letter and pliced it in his
pocket. “oil, I'm cather keen to
learn this big surprise.” ;

With another look in the long muror
that reassnred him Blakeney switched
out the light, and was soon walking
briskly in the direction of the Myrtles.
He knew the managing-director of the
Rangers was & *stickler ™ for punctu-
ality, and he was determined to be out.
gide the french windows of the library
as per appointment if he broke a blood-
vessel in the attempt.

A glance at his watch as he entered
the sweeping drive of Hardacro’s okl
place told him that he had made the
jonrney in pood time. With light heart
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and a fecling of suppreszed excitement
that took root in him, broeght about by
the extraordioary mmissive that reposed
in his pocket, Jim DBlakeney neared the
french windows of the librars.

Was it his fancy, or did ha seo o
ficeting shadow of » man merge into the
inky blackness of the night outside the
virela of light afforded by the glare
from the libraryi It materialised and
faded agnin so rapidly that Blakeney
put it down to mare lancy.

But the shadow that had ercesed his
path was something more than fancy-—
as Dlakener bimseli was destined fo
realise era another hour had flown over
his head!

= - - L] ®

The rhvthmie fick of an ormolu
clock was all that could be heard in tho
library at the Myrtles, save the steady
breathing of Mornington Hardacra,
whp, 23 was his usanl cnstom, had fallen
asleep an hour before dinner,

Suddenly a slight ereaking sound from
the direction of the french windows
jarredd upon the silence—as sound that
would have awankened =z less heavy
zlpeper than Mornington Iardaere.

his nerveless fngers.

The szound was repeated ot intervals
Then, inch by inch, the french window
began to piveot inwards, A dark fgure
filled the stream of light at the window
—a figure that moved silently and with
infinite caution.

Moving forward with cat-like tread,
the intruder neared ihe armchair io
which Mornington Hardacre reclined.

It waa Ronald Swiveller.

Glancing furtively about him, the
razcally nephew of Hardacre moved
nearer. A light breeze had blown up
and a $tfﬂ"||'-" current of air was wafted
inta the library, It scatfered a few
papers on the cak table and fanoed the
temples of the sleeping man.

Swiveller pow stond Dehind the chaie
of hiz uncle. Ilis right band was
raised aloft, an ugly-leoking sendbap
poised ready to stmke. Buol, ropuc as
he was, Swiveller had not the CONTAgS
te deal the stroke ho had contemplated.
Ile started violently ns another gust of
wind rustled the papers on the table,
and ihen gritlod his teeth. 1lis nerves
wore potting the better of him. Ilis
right hand moved slowly downward on
its treacherons mission, when tho sleep-
ing man stirred.  Realisation of what
was overhanzing him must have caused
Mornington Hardacre to glance upward,
11is eyes opened—opened wide in horri-
fied astonishment as they saw the omin.
ous weapon poised aloft, and ther he
found tongue,

“Cioml heavens, Ronald! You——"

Seized with panic and terror at being
surprised in the vory act of carrying
out hiz nefarions  purpose. ITomnald
Swiveller temporarily lost his sanity.
e strnck out Dlindly at the unguarded
head—Iforced on by a will stronger thon
his own,

With a low moarn. Mormngton Hard-
aerpe pitched to the floor. .

The fit passed almost az swiftly as it
had  come. His eyes staring wildly,
Swiveller gazed down at the silent figura
at hiz feet; the zandbag dropped from

Ie stood shaking
in every himb,

“Good heavens! What have I done?
What have 1T donez"”

But Swiveller’s remorze was overconn
bv his terrow., 1le wmast gei away—out
nf it all. Fis eyes roamed the libravy
ke a hunted hare’s. They vested on
the fap of the small burean. An con-
velope bearing his own mname, already
stuinped  for the post, seemed to be
magnificd a thousand times. Ilo darted
towards it and feverishly slit the edge.

And then he reecled back, clutching
at~hiz heavk, whigh theeatened to Lurst.
For in o few bref lines Mornington
Hardacre referved (o the guarvel of an
honr or so back, and begged his nephow
to accept the enclosed cheque and fors
get his—Hardacre’s—hot words.

M y—1my o

Swiveller #ried to find veice, Luk his
museles vefused their office. e dare
not  look upon  that =ilent bgure
stretched prone upon the floor, Ha
must get away at ell costs. To his
alert earz there soundod the crunch of
eravel.  Soteone was coming up the
drive! He waz coming aloeng the drive
in this—to thiy—-

With a moan like n stricken animal
Ronalid Swivellar dashed helter-skeltor
through the french window and ont into
the safety of the night,

¥ = - L L

“This is jolly quecr!?
Jitn Blekeney paused before the open
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window of.the library at the Myrties
and peered into the Jighted room, as-
tonishinent written in every lime of his
face. For the moment ihe library ap-
peared devoid of cny human presence.
Then suddenly Jim's keen eves szighted
n tinister heap on the floor, He started
violently,

“Great heavens! What's happened?”

The ery left his lips as he darted for-
ward and reached the huddled figure.
Jim fell on his knees and gazed long
and earnestly into the rigid features.

“Mormington  Hardacre—" . The
joung man's words trailed off ns he
eanght sight of a sandbag lying close
10 the still figure of the Rangors'
divector. Gingervly. Jim picked 1t up.
Then again he turned his attention to
ihe prostrate figure of his benefactor.
hardly able to cvedit the evidence of
hiz senses., He shook the hGgurs before
kim and called upon it by name, but
fhere was no response. .And then the
full significance of the sitvation burst
upon him,

*Dead !

The dread word forced itself hetween
Blakeney's dry lips, and o ghudder ran
through his frame.

Dead! There was no doubt aobout
it, however; Mornington Hardacre had
crossed the Great Divide,

Full of a skrange misgiving, Blokeney
peered down at the still figure on the
palished floor, unconsciously Bngering
the sandbag which he felt convinced
had deatt the fatal blow.

S0 dumbstruck and paralysed was the
young footballer that T‘m failed to hear
the deep-toned gong of the clock in the
Lall striking the quarter, or the discreet
tap at the lbrary door. Netther was
ha aware of the subsequent creak as
the laiter opened. Again, he was un-
conscions of the fact that the startled
faco of Jenkins, the butler, peered in.

Jonkins stifled the ery of surprizo that
threatened to  wmanifest  itself and
watched for a matier of a few seconds,
e took in the still figure of Mo
jngten Hardacre, the ominous-locking
wenpon in Jim's hand, and the young
man’s expression of horrar. A slight
hissing souncd escaped the butler, cans
ing Jim Blakeney guiltily 1o start and
wheel round, He revovered himselfron
the instant when he recognised the
features of the Dutler.

* Your—your master has met with foul
dny, Jenking,™ he said quietly. * He—
}m is dead 1™

“What 1

The old retainer came closer, and gazed
down at the heap of limmanity onthe floor.
One glance was sufficient to tell him that
Mornington  Hardacre was bevend the
reach of any human succour.  Ile turned
sharply and confronted Jun l'ﬂulr;mu;-}y. his
groy  eyes  ablaze, bhis pged  hands
trembling.

**You " he almost
“Wh.what have you done?
you get i hore ¥

“None " echoed Blakency, for the
moment taken aback at the suggestion.
“Pon't e a fool, man ! I know pothing
nhout thig=——m-"

“You he !” shouted Jenkins. “1 never
it you in the house! The master was
alive amd weoll an hour ago.  You viper!
By heaven, you'll swing for this!”

Before Blakeney was capable of fram-
g a4 snitable veply the butler had darted
in the iu[oi:imnv and was frantically eall-
mg upoh the local police-station.

shrickml.
How did

]
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“Yez, yes!™ he uttered swiftly, in re-
sponse to an imguiry from the other end
of the wire. *“The Myrtles, . . . Mur-
der, Monington Hardacre!”

Flinging aside the instrumenl Jenkins
rushed to the side of his imaster and knelt
beside i, So great was his emotion, so
great the loss he had sustained—for Havd-
acre and the old bLutler were closely
allached, although they were master and
servant respoctively—that he gabbled an
unchding stream of entreatics, aftor the
manner of o terror-stricken child, Deeply
meved, Jun Blakeney watched the grief
of the aged butler, and then tried to pull
himself together, So strange and unex-
pected had been the events of the last five
minutes that Blakeney failed to realise his
awn unénviable position on the scone of
the tragedy.,

“Stop ik, man, for goodness' sake!™
said Blakeney, touching Jenkins on the
shoulder.  *Help me shift your master
on to the settee. ™

Bt SRR A G S R I S BB i g3 T

“In there ! veplied Jenkins hoarzely.
“ He—the murderer—is in there, too—in
the library 1™

In a couple of strides the inspector and
tho scrgeant had reached the door
of the hibrary, which they unceremomi-
ously Hung open. Imunediately Jim
Blakeney stavted forward to meet them.
The inspector stopped tho flow of words
ithat rose to Blakeney's lips with a curt
gesture of the hand. Then he began an
exanunation of the stricken man.

“Too late for us to do anything now,™
grunted the officer. * He's been hit over
the head with a heavy instrument—"
"1 found this by the deceased man’s
side,” voluntcered DBlakeney, proflering
the sandbag.

The inspector eyed the footballer sus-
peionsly.,

“ And might I ask, Mr, Blakeney, what
you ave doing in this house? It is my
duty to——"

“I understand,” replied the young foot-
baller, realising that his presence wonld
require some explanation. "I was in-
vited here by Mr. Hardacre himself—to
dinner [

“"You Jie—yon lie!” Jenkins, the
butler, shrieked the words., “The master
distinetly told me an hour ago that he
would dine alone. He asked me to awake
him at a fuarter-past eeven. Bezides,
how did you get in heve, Mr. Blakeney ¥

“Just & moment,” interrupted the in-
spector brusquely.  “I understand that 16
was you, Jenkins, who phoned up the
station just now and acquainted them
of tho tragedy.”

“Yes, inspector !

“Then kindly explain the cireumstances
o3 you know them and the exact time of
your discovery.”

Yoz, sir,” said the butler nervously.
“The master requested me to awake him
at o cquarter-past seven. It was an ¢ccen-
tric customi of his to sleep for an hour
before dinner. I knocked at the library
door as the clock in the hall struck the

| quarter—it's wlweys fve minutes slow-—

L]
L]
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“ What tomcfoolery are you irying to
glve me, e¢h ¥ ** roared the Inspector
angrily. ** Where's this lsiter you're
talking about?*’ Blakeney jumped
almost clear of the foor as his eyes
scanned the sheet ol notepaper for
it was absolutely blank ! (Sce page 28. )

1

The butier suddenly seemed to he eon-
dowed with Heveulean strongth, For he
flung himself upon the young footballer
and zent hun  crashing  against  the
panclling.
= " No!” he shricked,
toweh him, ¥ou hownd !
this—you, whom he trusted—you—--

ko Lroke off as a furious tocsin on the
tloor-bell awoke the cchocs. Dacking
catitionsly out of the room, as if feanng
at. any moment that Blakeney would
assault him, Jeakins feverishly negobiated
the passage and flung open the massive
aak daor,

A Al volormed mspector of police,
accompanicd by a sergeant, entered the
hallway and eyed the shaking huatler
mspaisitively,

“What's the irouble?” demanded the
mepwctor, i his hest officinl o manner.
“Don't stamd thore shaking like a jelly !
Speak  up, man! Where 15 your

“Yau sha'n't
Yt have done

"

mrasfoyr 77

the Hoor.
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nnd, receiving no answer, I enterad of ny

own accord, To my sorprize T saw Mr,

DBlukeney in the room. e was holding

that weapon in his hand and standing

over my poor master, who was lying on
He——"

“Do you mean to insinuate——" began
Blakeney lotly.

“ Kindly keep silent for 2 moment, Mr.
!ﬂakmﬁy? saifl the inspectar coldly,
“Let Mr. Jenking toll his story firet.”

“He tricd to deny that he had killed
my poor master,” continued the butler.
Y1kt il you had scen iz face a3 ] saw
it you would have Dbeen given proof
cnough of s gutlt.”

The inspector made a sign to his ser-
geant fo jot down the evidence in his

notebook, and then he  tovned to
Blakeney.

“T'm afraid, Mr. Blakeney,” he said,
m s official manner, ““that 1 shall

have to detain you unless you can answer
satisfactorily t?m quesiions I intend fo
put te you, I warn you now that-any-
thing you say may be used m evidenco
against you.,"

Having deliversd himselfl of this usual
formality, tho iuspector ¢leaved his throat
with a cough,

“VYery well,” saudl Blakeney, in even
tones, although his face had paled.
“* Proceed 1V

“In the fust place, yon say,’

(Cantinucd on puge 28.)
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bright and breezy monologue will serve as an introduction. Having once shaken his hand, as
to reading of his amazing exploits in these pages every week.

great William George Bunter.

it were, you will look forward
3AY, you fellows— 1 wizsn  yon
I wouldn’t walk off while I'm talking to
you. The mabters at this school are
simply rotten; people always walk away
jusk when I'n begiuning to say somebbing.
Anybody would think I was a bore, instead of
the only chap at Greyiriara with any brains
tﬂﬂspfak of.

L
10 you look at me like that azain, Smithy,
'll give you a jolly good licking! Ow! Keep
&way,.¥ou benstl—I mean, never mind, old
fellow; I ean take a joke! He, he, he!

No, I haven't got ap alarm-cleek fn my
gﬁtﬂ:et, you silly asses, and it isu't going

I was going to say— For goodness’ sake,
Bob Cherrs, don't keep on interrupting a
fellow. I don't koow anything about your
jam-tarts, I hope you don't thiek I'm” the
kind of felow to go rooting in a chap’s study
cupboard, and acoffing his jam-tarts! How
should I know anything about your jum-tarts
1i's nr:-t.’ my fawmlt if they're misshug, is it?
L haven't seen your blessed jamn -tarfs—never
even knew you had apy., I hope you can
take a fellow's word!

Besides, there were only three, and one of
them was stale.

Blessed if 1 can see anything to cackle at.
Look here, yon chape, this is serious. I'm
expecting 4 postal-order, pnd it hasp't come
yet. No, it's not the one I was expecting
t.h_e year Before last—quite a diiferent ene.
It's for & pound, and if you chaps will ohiige
me with the pound now, 1'll hand it over
the mioute it comes. Oh, dry up, Beh' Of
courze you won't be getting your old-age
pensien by that time!  What rot! I wish
you'd be serivus! Now, which of you fellows

i going to haod me a4 pound? "1 want a
pound—-
Waow!  Wharrer vou punching me for,

Amithy, you beast? Pounding a chap like
that—— You silly duffer, 1 didn't mean that
kind of a pound! When I say a pound, I
mean a pound, net & pound—I mean to say
B guid.' I spppose you think that's funny?
For goodoess’ sake, stop cackling, yon fellows,
and fisten to a chap! Blessed if T can see
apything funny—  No, I don’t want you
toe lend me a looking-glass,

I"m, expectiog that postal-order hy the
very mext post, and yoo fellows might lend
me the ten shillings, after all I've done for
yoir.

What have I dome? Well, I've alwaye
come to fea when you've asked me, and I've
never falled ¥ou when there was o plenlc
on, and l've been poioeg to stand a hig
spread for a long {ime now. Dash it all,
don't be mean—hand out the seven-and.aix!

1 szay, you fellows, don't walk so fast—I
get out of breath. I'm a hit short of breatl
after dinner, through not having enough to

ecat. 1 never get enovngh, I'm huegry now—
tamished, in fact. They wouldn't let me have
a seveoth helping at dinoer, apd it's nearly
an hour age. I've bed nothing since then but
thres jam-tarts, and one of them stale, and
a plum.cake. And ['ve pobt to keep out of
Jones mimor's way oll the afternoon: 1 know
he'll make o fuss shoub that cake, He's
mean !

Honest Ipjun, that's all I've had since
dineer, excepting some toffee and bananas
and some biscuits apd a saveloy. LI ¥ou
fellows will lend me that five bob till my
postal-order comes, I ean bold oub £ill tea.
Oftherwise I can't answer for what wmay
happen. Yon ean see I'm growing thin! Oh,
don't cackle! You wouldn't like to zee me
fade away before your eves, I suppose!

Oh ¢rumbs! Heep round me, you fellows—
that's Jones minot comitg, and he looks =as
if he's lpoking for somebody. I shovlde'ts
wonder if he thinks I had his cake—sus-
picions cad, you Enow. You fellows Enow
that I wouldo’t do anythiog of the sort.

(O, ﬁ:mnwng, Jones—I don't know any-
thing about your old cake! Woat likely It
was fhe cat. Now [ come fo think of it I

saw the cat comiog owt of your study
half an hour ago, with somathing in her
jaws=it looked to me like o plum-cake. As
a matter of fact, I don't believe you had
a eake at all. Anyhow, it’s no good askioe
me about ik, T haven't heen indoors sinee
dinner, a0 I eonldn’'t have been near your
study, could IF IF you can’t take my word,

Jones, thiz discussion had bebter cepse, 1

deeline to argue with a fellow who can't take
rmy worid !

(wi Help!

I think it's pretiy rottem of you fellows
to stand there and cackle while an old pal
is Deiog kicked. I've a jolly good mind to
po after Jowes minor, amd mop un the grouod
with him,

Ko, I'm not polne—I de¢line ta soll my
hand: on him. That kind of fellow shonld
he treated with dignificd contempt, I hope
he'll be sorry for suspecting me of faking
hir cake—a miserable two-shilling ¢ake with
only hall a dezen plums in it, teo! It didn't
Inaft five minutes.

If there's ome thinz 1
having my wonl donbted,
fellows sonldn™t feel it 50 mueh.
lnok at thioos the same as I do, and von're
not  so  partiewlar.  But [or a perfectly

NSWERg

can't stand, '
Of course, ynu
Yru don’t

truthful and hononrable chap like me, it'3
very painful. You fellows remember the time
I was ill from over-workiog—aono, oot over-eat-
ingg, you dummy i=over-workiong! 1t hrought
on an attack of dumbhess, amd T felt that I
couldn't go in to lessons, How could n
tellow do his leszons if he waz dumh? Well,
1 told my Form moster plainly that T was
dumb: and he refused to believe I8! Prag.
tically calliog a chap a fibber, you Epow!

But about that postal-order— Imon?
walk so fast! I think you might shell ¢ub
a miserahle sum Jike two shillings. It's moro
than an hour zioee diooer, aomd 've had
nothing ‘except thoze few thingz I've men-
tioned, apnd zome doszhouts and a eold
chicken. And I kuow there'll he a row
about that ehicken when the housekecper
miszses ik, She’ll complain to the Head, and
he won't believe me when I tell him it was
the cat, any more than he would when [
told bim I was dumb, Sickeniog, I call it!
Juzt as if a fellow was like Ananins or
Georpe Washington, you koow!

Md you say Jyou were lending me fhat
girhteenpence, Whnarton? No? Well, T must
gay deapize vou, old chap, if you doo't
mitd my mentioning it After all I've done
for you, too! 1t makes me feel just Hke
Spokeshave—I mean Shakespeare—puts it:
How sharper than & toothless child it s ko
have & thanklest serpent. Oh, don't cackle!
Mo, I havent gob thet guotation wrong!?
You fellows don't, knaw much about Shakes.
peare. I koow all his works, from the Loy
of the Last Miopstrel to ile Elegy in a
Country Churchyard.

Mow, I'N tell you fellows what Tl do.
You eash that pestal-order for me, sod I'll
have the whole ¢rowd of yon dowa to Bunber
Court for the holidays. I mean it! Hunting
and sheoting and fishing, ¥you Enow, apd our
splendid ofd batler, Pikinzton, to wait on
you, What do you think of that? You've
acver seen Bunter Court vYeb——— Eh, what
do you mean by sayving nobody else bins,
either?

Just think of it, you fellows! Tou'll mect
a lot of my titled relations, and you'll like
beimr waited on by our fine old butler, Jers
pingham. I ean tell you fellows, my pater's
had offers from members of the peorage for
hia bhwtler, but he won't part with Pack-
in=bon ol any price.

S0 shell ounb, you chaps, like food pala,
Bash it all, 1he postal-onter’s only for o bob,
and it'a coming next post. Dan't walk so
fast, you heast=! T wmean. wait for me, old
chappies! I'm out of breath! Oh, yon
rotters! I say, «ld fellows, T can't Keep
up ab this rage. [ ey, you fellows, make
it a tanoer! {oooh! Grooool ! Faney
fellows clearing off like that when & chap's
talking tn them!

Beastg!
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HE WHO LAUGHS LAST—-—7

'
CHRISTMAS

CRACKERS!

HIS MUSIC LESSON |

A tackler in a cotton mill, having
saved a bit of money, thought he
would like a piano. He bought
one, second-hand, from one of his
.mates st the factory.. About a
week later the man who had zold
the instrument saw the pchaser
roing down the mnain street of the
town wheeling  the pano on 8
handeart. * Hi, Bill!" he shouted.
“Not tired of 1t alrsady, are
vou*"t  “No" replied Bill, “I'm
only going for my music lesson.”

A TRIFLE RUN DOWN !

The Optimist : '* Well, I'm a lucky
chap; and no mistake. Fancy, my
sing run over by an ambulance !

THE PARTY !

The pleasure steamoer was just
leaving Shrimpfon, when the cap-
tain saw a ved-faced old gentlo-
man come racing up bo the jetry,
“Pat back—pt back!”  roared
the stout old gentleman.  “ There's
a party hetween sixty and soventy
comning.”  Tho captain  obeyed.
The abld gentlerman  stepped  on
board and =at dowe. *Thonght
I'd miszed 18,7 he said. “ Bk
where's the party beiween  siviy
ancl seventy ' oasked fhe captain,
“T wish they'd hurey.™ 0.
that's vour mistake!” erjod the
stout gentleman,  “D'mosiviy-five,
Isi't that being between sixty and
seventy 7 And I am a party,
aron’t 18" The captain :zaid a
bot  af  things, hab the rest of
the passengers roared,

NOTHING !

“T sav. ald man, do vou know
what norhine v Pre  bheen
puzghing iy braing over b for
weeks past.” M 0Ob, thal's simple
cnough. Nothing 15 a briwnless hat
with no crown,”

-3
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LETS PLAY A :
CHOST PRANK
ON LIMNELE?

¥YES.) WHES

RERDMNG A
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FoR THE EYES

IWE CUT TWO MOLES

Y

— GREAT SNAKES
VE GOT"——47¢
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~ AND SURELY BUT

STEALTHILY A TALL
WEIRD FIgURE
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YOUR EDITOR
CHATS!

mas [ would perscnally offer

all the hest and heartiest

~wishes of the season to m
myriads of chums all over the world,
I would like to meet you all, to
shake each one by the hand, and
zay Jusk the right thing—just what
everybody wants to say to g friend
ﬂﬂwdthat %hrist_mas hus  rolled
ronnd again, bringing its message of
good e}uﬁm‘. ’ Bine 8

Eot we have to let impossibilities
go by the board, like the pamter
when they let him go, pots and all,
Neme the less, the messago of the
good old MaGNET stands. It has
rot a lon waﬁ- to go, but it will got
there! ¥ou know what my wishea
sare—namely, that this jolly old
Christmas with its radiant “hopes
and itz good will shall bring happi-
ness to all my pals all over t}lm
world. A Merry Chrizstinas to yon
all, and a Happy New Yesr ! That's
how the code words ron.  You
cannot beat them, for they have the
true magic, Christmas is a jumping-
off ‘place to the big to-morrow,
The future will be greater than any-
b thing yet known to us &ll, to the
fellows who are siepping into life,
to my older chums whe are goimg
through tho mill. 1 know how you
all look to the MacxEr for some of
the good cheer and the jaollity which
helps us an. I knew, too, yon will
all vally to the old paper in the new
days as never before, You will not
be dizappointed with the favourite
weekly which Las stond in through
daya of storm az well as those of
sunshine,  Jost eontinue o stand
by the Macwer, and your old friend
and chum, the Editer, who sends
you greeting once again,

NEXT MONDAY'S PRO-
GRAMME !

A long complele story of your olid
favaurites, ITarry Wharton &-Co.,
entitled,

“PIIE PHANTOM OF THERE
ITIGHLANDSE 7
By Frank Richarda.

A theilling, Jong  inslalment of
onl  grand new  fooiball and
gdetective sorial,

A MARKED MaANIM
By Moedloy SBoott,

A special Four-page Bupplemend

ol fun and mirth dealing with
“"CORBESPONDENCE !
By [larry Wharton & Co.

A full page of Christmas Jokes
for the freside, ofe,, cte.

ORDER  YOUR “MAGNET ™
NOW  OAND AVOID DISAP-
POINTMENT 1

Your editor.

I F T eould have my way at Christ-

&

A
-
-
B

PSPPSR Iy

Tar Macxer LIgRAaRY.—MNo. B2E,

B T S



Every Monday.

- A MARKED MAN!

{Continued from page 23.)

i —

the inspector; “‘that Mr. Hardaere in-
vited!you here to dinner this.evoning ¥
‘“f do I o

“ And yet the butler, who, n‘ihtum:!]:,.f,_

would kndw the-routine of -thie house and
the number of. expected guests, empbati-
cally declares that his.master informed
him that he would be dining alone.”

" #1In other words,” zaid Jim Blakency
hotty, “*you ecense mo of telling you a
deliberate Jia 1™

“How else can you account for it7"
said the inspector, with _an 1Triating
smile. _ ,

“1 have o letter in my pocket,” econ-
tinved Blakeney, uwnabashed, *from
Morningtor Hardacré  that reached me
this evening.
to attend his table to-might at seven-
fifteen sharp. _1 did so—at least, 1 avrived
ta tite—and found him—-"

“ Toxactly I eut in the inspector.  “But
can you explain how you arrived? The

butler has’ already stated that he didn't’

acdmit you by the front door.™

“Df course he didn’'t!”  retorted
Blakeney impatiently. " For some
strange reason, which concerned my meet-
ing big niece, Daphne—who is; or rather
was, spending the Christmas holiday with
him'w-E{r. Hardacre desired me to present
myself, at the time appointed outside the
french windows of the library.”

“What 1" oxclaimed Jenkina, " His
nicee 'y I've known the .master  for
twenty-five years, hut T've never heard
bt spesk of his niece. . He hasn't o closa
relation in the world, except Mr. Ronald
Bwiveller I

The inspector smiled o superior sort of
smile that was duly repeated by the
Rergeant. . :

I it ho expressly asks me

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“May I trouble you {o zhow ma that
letter,” Mr, ‘Blakeney i said the former.
“Your story is certmrﬂi peculiar in man;
instances, but ne doubt tho lettor will
decida.™ '

_“Cartainlﬁ!” replied the young man,
diving his hand into his breast- ct.
“Ilere it 1s. Read it for yourself I -
- Without unfolding the sheet of note-
paper . which . contained Mornington
Hatfdacre's invitation, Jim Blakeney-care-
lassly handed ‘it to the inspector.” With
folded arms, = :z-._lig':gt srzilo upon his hand-
some fentures, Jim waited f}t?}r the apolo-
zies of the inspector and his parrot of a
sergeant, ; .

But as he gazed at the heavy features
of the inspector, and followed the purple
tint of annoyance:that” stowly began to

D
s

HERE ARE THE-B
BOOKS YOU 0oy ooy

Chrisimes e anearly hers, apd 4
Tonl went gifts that will gliva L
pleasure all the year MoUnd niake sura
You xecute. copies of  thesa bip-top
Annnals — tho  biggeat, best, and
bBrightest siolr¥-books of Lho scagan.

HOLIDAY and
SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN
ANNUALS —

Tales of School Life & Adventure.
CHAMPION ANNUAL

:ﬁ Big Budgetof Adventure Yarns,
net each of all

6 / = Newsagents.
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spread over his grinite Ieatures, Jim
Blakeney!s.smile vanished,”

+ " What's the matter 7"

~ * Matter " hoomed ‘the inspector, hold-
“ing open the sheet of paper so that
Blakeney could see-for himsell, “What
tomfoolery are you trying to give me—
eh? Where's this letter you're talking
about ", : ;

Az Blakeney's eyes alighted on the
sheet of notepaper he almost jumped olear
| of the floor, for the notepaper was abso.
lutely blank ! NWNob a sign or a ward was,
remaining of the strange epistie that hod
!;-rm‘[_%glt nm het-foot fo the Myrtles,
“(rood heavens !”* ", ¢

So genuine was the young.man's sur-
prise” and: dismay that the police-officors
were nnpresaed for the moment.  But not
for long did thoy allow sentiment to inter-
fers with their duty. Murder had been
done.  The law demanded that somcbhody
should be “arrested, And, as far as the
evidence © showed at  present, - Jim
Blakenev. way the man lesponsible for
the crime. -

“F—I—T——" habbled Jim Blakeney,
snatching’ wpthe paper and peering at o
until lus eyes threaténed to leave theic
sockets. " But it was covered in weiting
and  signed " by Mornington  1ardaere
twenby munutes ago !

“ Maybe,” grunted the inspector® pon
devously, “It'a like the rest of _vour
story, Mr.. Blakeney. It: too -lgﬁT[ }
must place you under avrest?for the
suspected niuvder of Mopningidn, Harnl®
acre. Wilkins, phone  the Elation -for o
cab, and ask Dr, White and’ ﬁu:ﬁ‘!:tb!{‘
Brown to ¢come along !

It was useless for Blakedey to plead)
hiz innocerice.  The inspector had bi
duty to perform and his duty was clear,’
With & hard expression on his "heavy.
features the officer prodyced . a’ poir of:
handeuffs and dexterously slipped thew:

over Blakeney's wrists, .
(Look out for JJ&:EE.HEFFI.?EE‘H'E ihritling

tnstalnient of .‘J'.r,l'.'-r_ fine ,‘E’.‘.I':;-ﬂfr fays)
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