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A CHRISTMAS BOX FOR THE TYRANT OF THE SIXTH!
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NUMBER 32K

FOUND WANTING ! Gerald Loder has attained his ambition - he has, by decidedly shady means. become captain
of & reyfriars. But Loder is to be compared with the round peg in the square hole : they #Hon't fit! Neither docs
Loeder shine to adrantage in the caplaincy !
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A New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, dealing with

their adventures during the Christmas Holidays.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Unexpzacted !

66 NOMW Y
“Lood !” ,
Second  lesson was

drawing to its close 1n
N3 the Remove Form-room
g at Greviriars.

was gomg along the
Jdesks colleeting papers to he handed mn
1o Mr. Queleh, sitting 1n state at the
Forin-master’s high desk.,

All that morning the sky had been
overcast, and the Remove fellows hoped
that it meant snow. Evidently it did,
for now the snow was 'coming down in
ihick flakes which the December wind
ashed against the panes of the Foru-
room windows.

“Snow !”  Bob Cherry looked ronnd
uf the windows with greatesatisfaction.
“ood cpgp !

“The snowfulness 1s terrific!” mur-
ranred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with
mnmch less «atisfaction. Snow was not
quite so welcome to the dusky junior
from India’s coral strand.

Bob looked at the Form-room clock.

It was close on time for morning
hreak, and in Bob’s opinion Mr. Quelch
might very well have advanced the
ttme for dismissing his Form by a few
mninutes. It was the first snow of the
winter; the first outward and wvisible
‘ign that Christmas was coming. But
Mr. Quelch did not even seem to notice
ity and certainly he gave no sign of
intending to dismiss his Form before
the hour struek. Mr. Quelch’s snowhball-
ing days were long over.

“ Four minutes more!” yawned Boh.
" Four jolly long minutes! And it's
coming down in tons|”
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“We'll look for the Fourth as scon as
we get out!” murmured Johnny Bull.

“Yes, rather—or for Loder of the
Sixth!”  grinned Bob. “What price
snowballing the jolly old captain of
trreviriars? "

“Why not?” chuckled Nugent.

“Dash it all, I really think Quelchy
ninght let us off a few minutes ecarly,”
grunted Bob. “The old scout must
have been a boy himself onece upon a
time !

“Cherry !”

“Oh!”

Bob Cherry had been speaking in
subdued tones. But Bob's voice was so
powerful that it had great ecarrying
powers, even when subduned. Indeed,
it had been said that when Bob was
whispering it was hard to tell any
diffcrence between his whispering and
another fellow’s shouiing. That was
an cxaggeration; but certainly Bob's
voice had reached the ears of his Form
master.

“You were speaking, I think,
Cherry.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

“I think I have iold you several

times—in fact a great many times—that
I do not permit chattering in the Form-
room,” said Mr. Quelch severely.

“Oh, wez, =ir!” murmured Beb
meckly,

Mr. Quelch was frowning: and that
irown might mean detention. The bare
thought of beéing detained over morn-
ing break, when the first snow of
December was falling in the quad, dis-
maycd Bob. He looked as meek and
repentant as he could; indeed, his ex-
pression indicated that butter would not
have melted in his mouth. But the
Remove master's gimlet-eyes fixed on
him grimly,

“The Form will be dismissed in a
few minnutes, Cherry! You should have

By FRANK RICHARDS.

rescrved your remarks, howsoever im-
portant, until then,*

This was sarcasm; Mr. Quelch was
often sarcastic. DBob Cherry greaned
inwardly., * Quelchy’s sarc ” mght, or
might not, mean detention over morn-
ing break. Sometimes Mr. Quelch was
content with scarifying a junior with
his sarcastic tongue. Sometimes ho
was not,

“You
Cherry 77

“Yes, sir.”

“On a matter so very important that
it could not wait until the Form was
dismissed ?” inquired Mr, Qualch,

This was more “sare,” and some of
the Removites grinned, Bob Cherry’s
ruddy face was growing ruddier,

“N-n-no, sir!” he stammered,

"Kindly ropeat what. you said to
Nugent, Cherry, and I will judge of its
nnportance,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Oh!"” gasped DBob,

His face was erimson.

Mr. Quelch had heard his voice, but
had not caught the words he had
nttered. Those words were quite harm-
less in themselves: bhut not exactly
words that he could repeat to his Form
master. Really, Bob wished that Mr.
Quelch had taken up the case instead of
indulging in sarcasm.

“Did you hear me, Cherry 17

“Yeos, sir!” gasped Bob.

“T am waiting |”

ii Uh 1”

Many cyes in the Remove turned curi-
ously on Bob Cherry. His reluctance
to repeat what he said to Nugent was
ehvious. Fellows who had overheard
his remark grinned:; other fellows
stared at him, wondering what on earth
e could possibly have said.

Mr. Queleh’s look grew grimmer as
Bob remained erimson and tongue-tied.
His gimlet-eyes glinted.

were speaking 1o Nugent,
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“Cherry ! His volce resembled the
rutmble of distant thunder now.
“Yes, sir!” groaned Bob.

“I have directed you to repeat what
you sald to Nugent.”
“I—I know, sir.,”

“Are you unwilling to repeat that
remark, whatever it was?”

“Ye-e-es, sir1”

“Cherry !” The thunder was quite
near now, “‘Cherry! Am I to under-
stand that yvou made a remark fto a
I'orm-fellow which you cannot venture
to repeat in the hearing of your Form-
naster 7"

“0Oh, dear!”

Mr. Quelch stepped from his desk.
He was no longer sarcastic; he was
wrathful,

“Cherry! T order you to repeat what
you sard to Nugent!”

.FI-I_I b

“It—it was quite a harmless remark,
gir,” stammered Frank Nugent.

“If 1t was a harmless remark,
Nugent, Cherry need have no hesitation
in repeating it to me. I am waiting,
Cherry.”

“I—I——"" stuttered Bob.

“You force me to the conclusion,
Cherry, that you made an observation

which you are ashamed to repeat!”
thundered Mr, Quelch,

Bob Cherry’s crimson face grew, if
possible, more ecrimson. His dismayed
countenance had a complexion resem-
bling that of a freshly-boiled beetroot.

“0Oh, no, sir! Nothing of the kind,”
he stamnmered.

“I give vou one more opportunity,
Cherry, of repeating to me your words,
whatever they were! Otherwise I shall
take you to the Head."”

“Oh, my hat!"”

“Do not utter ridiculous ejaculations
in speaking to me, Cherry.”

“Oh! Oh, no, sir! Certainly not,”
stammered the unhappy Bob, “I—I—

I »n

“For the last time, Cherry, will you
or will you not repeat your words?"
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“I—I will if—if you wish, sir!”
gasped Bob. “I—I said—"

“Well, what did you say?”

“I—I1 gaid that Quelchy really
might let us off a few minutes early,
sir, and—and that the old scout
had been a boy himself once upon
a time,” gasped Bob Cherry.

For a moment there was silence
i the Form-room. Then from all
the Remove came a howl of merri-
ment.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
¥ ¥

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed My,
Quelch, “Silence! Silence, I say !
The next bov who laughs will be

¥ B
caned.”

The merriment ceased as if by
mMagic.

“Cherry! You—you alluded to

me—to yvour Form master, &s—as
an old seout!”
“IT—1—I1 You see, sir, it's
snowling I stammered Bob.
“Snowing !” repeated Mr, Quelch,
“l see that 1t 1s snowing., What -
has that to do with the matter ?” Y
Really, it was a long time since [ &8
Mr. Quelch had been a schoolboy—- § &
go long that he seemed to have for- _,.'i';']
gotten all about it. —
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“T—T was thinking of—of snowballing,

sir,” said Bob, “That's why 1 said
what 1 did, sir. You made me tell vou,
sir. ™

Mr. Quelch gave him a fixed look.

“You spoke of me as—as—as
Quelchy !

“Ye-e-es5, sir.’

“You allnded to me as an old—an old
scout 7 ﬂ

#Oh dear! Yes, sir!” groaned Bob,
losing his last hope of participating 1n
a snow-fight in morning break.

There was a pause. Harry Wharton
laid the papers he had collected npon the
Remove 'master’'s desk, All eyes were
upon Mr. Quelech, and the Remeove
follows wondered whethér Bob was to
be caned, or reported to Dr. Locke for
a flogging, or given detention for the
vemaining half-holidays of the term.
When Mr. Quelch opened his lips at last
the Remove hung on his words.

But he uttered- only one word. The
hand of the Form-room clock pointed to
eleven.

“ Dismiss !

Mr. Quelch went back to his desk.
Beb Cherry stared at him, dumbfounded.
It really seemed too good to be true.

But it was true. The matter was
closed. Possibly some recollection of
his ancient boyish days had percolated
into Mr. Queleh’s scholastic mind as he
gazed at Bob's erimson, rueful face. He
bent over the papers at® his desk as the
Remove filed slowly out; and some of
the fellows, stealing glances at him as
they passed, were amazed to see a smile
on his face. In the corridor outside the
Form-room Bob Cherry fairly gasped
with relief.

“Quelchy—I mean, Mr, Quelch—isn’t
a bad sort, you fellows,” he said. ‘“He’s
quite a decent old scout—I mean, old
gentleman !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. ‘“The Fourth are out, and
there's lots of snow! Come on!”

And with a joyous whoop the Re-
movites wrushed out into the falling
SNOW,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Lesson for Loder !
= | SAY, vou fellows!”

“Dow-wow ! ‘
“But, I say—-
roared Billy Bunter,

1

b i e ) (1T

i A “Don’t bother, old
4 fat  man,” zaid Bob
(8 “herry. “Can’t you

see we're busy? Lend a
hand in whopping the
Fourth.”

“(Go i, Remove!” shouted Johnny
Bull.

“Back up, Remove! Give ’em beans

“Huarrah !

Morning break was a lively time at
Greyfriars that morning. The heroes of
the Remove were making the most of
the first snow-fall of the season.

The snow had ceased to fall for a time.
1t had been brief, but it had been thick.
The qnadrangle was powdered with
white, the leafless trees stretched out
gleaming white branches against the
steely sky. Roofs and ridges and
window-sills gleamed with it. And there
was plenty of ammunition for a snowball
scrap, which was the important point.

Temple, Dabney, & Co. of the Fourth
had not been averse from a scrap. In
fact, they looked upon this as a good
opportunity for licking the Remove, so
they met the Removites more than half-
way. But victory did not semile on them
—they were driven back before the
Lower Fourth attack, under showers of
whizzing snowballs, and penned up in
the corner by the school shop, where
they rallied and stood at bay. The Re-
movites closed in on them with loud
shputs, raining snowballs,

Bob Cherry had just landed a missile
upon the lofty nose of (Cecil Reginald
Temple, captain of the Fourth, when
Billy Bunter grabbed at his sleeve. Bob
had no time to waste on Billy Bunter.
.He whizzed another ball at Cecil
Reginald Temple, and caught him under
the chin, and Cecil Reginald sat down
with a heavy thump and a gasp, and
Fry of the Fourth, staggering under a
volley, stumbled over him and sat down.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Give  'em  beans!
Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s Coker
of the Fifth! Give Coker some!”

[Horace (oker of the Kifth Form
came out of the school shop. He
stmyed disdainfully at the hilarious
juui-.;ﬁ'r:,

Whiz! Whiz!

“(Oh, my hat!"” ejaculated Coker
of the Ififth.

Whiz! Smash !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Horace Coker sat down on the
step in the tuckshop doorway

“1 say, Bob Cherry W

“Chuck 1t, Bunter!”
“That ecad Loder——"
“Blow Loder!”
“I've been kicked!”

Bunter indignantly.

“ All the better—you need kick-
ing! Don't bother!” And Bob,
vrabbing up handfuls of snow,
coniinited to bombard the Feourth-
ormoers.

But the Fourth had had enough
v this time, and they scatfered
and rushed for cover. Coker of
the Fifth, recovering his breath.
charged at the Removites, heed-
loss of whizzing snowballs, and
was not satisfied till he had been
collared by a dozen pairs of hands,

1

Crash!

yelled

7

{



and rolled in the snow, and left for
dead, as 1t were,

Then Temple, Dabney & Co. having
been put to full flight, and Coker of the
Fifth placed hors de combat, the heroes

of the Remove, like Alexander of old,

looked ronnd for other worlds to
conquer. And then it was that the in-
dignant Wilhham Georze Buanter was
heeded at lasi.

“What about Loder?” asked DBob
Cherry, “It will be the first time in
history that a captain of Greyfriars has

been snowballed by juniors, but a lot
of new things have happencd sinee Loder
became captain of the schonl. Jet’s give
him a turn!”

Harry Wharton sheok his head.

“He's chucked up raggine  and
fagging us,” he said, " So long as he's
letting us alone, let’s let him rip.”

“He's kicked Buntey.”

“Bunter! Well, anybody can kick
Bunter. Bunter was born to be kicked.”
* Ha, ha, ha!”
“Yah!” roared William (Goeorge
Bunter indignantly.  ** Beast! 1 say,
you fellows, Loder kicked me, and I
wasn't doing anything! Just becanse 1
wouldn’t fag for him the other day, of
course! Just reached out with his boot

as I was passing him, and kicked me.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, Bunter belongs to the Remove,
though he doesn’t do 1t any credit,” he
said, “Remove men can’t be kicked,
Let's give Loder some!”

“ Hear, hear!”

“1 say, you fellows, he's walking under
the elms. He was rowing with Carne
and Walker, and he’s in a jolly bad
temper!”’

“We'll give him something to cure
that,” chuckled Bob Cherry. * Come on,
vou fellows!”

There was a rush of the Removites
with snowballs in their hands., The
feud between the Greyiriars Remove and
the new captain of Greylviars had
slmmbered, but there was no love lost on
cither side,

Loder of the Sixih seemed to have
given up his attempt to fag the Remove.
e had found that unruly Form a little
too much for hiin. He had even re-
frained of late from a too liberal use of
the ashplant, he had not distributed
cufls with his accustomed freedom. Still,
he had kicked Bunter—letiing his evil
temper go for once, once more. If
Loder of the Sixth wanted trouble. the
Remave were prepared to hand it out in
any quantities desired. So they rushed
under the elms to look for Loder of the
Sixth.

Gerald Loder undoubtedly was in a
bad temper that morning.

He had had hot words with his pals,
(farne and Walker, who till late had
backed himi up through thick and thin.
He was on the worst of terms with most
of the Sixth Form, and the Fifth loathed
him, As for the junior Forms, they
always had loathed Loder, and. if pos-
sible, they loathed him a little more
since he had become captain of the
school and it had got iuto his head.

Loder’s star seemed to be on the wane,
He was still captain of Greyfriars, but
the power was going from his hands
A captain and head prefect who  backed
down " in a contest with a junior Form
was not the kind of man to keep per-
manent authority at Greyfriars. It was
dawning even upon Loder's obstinate
and conceited mind that he was not
making a success of his captaincy. He
had succeeded in ousting George Win-
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gate and supplanting him—uhat kind of
trickery was qute within his powers,
But to fill Wingate's place as Wingate
had filled 1t—that was far bovond the
powers of Gerald Loder. And even
Loder himself was beginning to be un-
comtortably eonscious of what all the
rest of Greyfriars had long Loen,

He was tramping under the elins, with
his hands in his pockets and o dark
scowl on his face. In his present mood
it was no wonder that he had given
Billy Bunter a kick in passing in return
foir a cheeky grin, or a grin that Loder
chose to consider cheeky.

But even Billy Bunter, insignificant
and unimportant person as he was,
could not be kicked with impunity in
ihhe present frame of mind of the Re-
move. Loder glanced round as he heard
a rush of footsteps and a shout: and he
turned his head just in time to catch a
snowball with his nose.

“Qoooch "

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

Crash! Sinash!

“Give him beans
Cherry.

Loder fairly staggered under the rain
of snowballs from all sides.

He was the only prefect at Greyfriars
whom the juniors would have ventured
to snowball; but Loder’s authority had
lost its terrors. Now he was fallen from
his high estate, and great was the fall
thereof.

“¥You young rascals!” gasped Loder.

12

Bob

roared

“Oh! QOoooch! You young scoundrels!
Groogh! Oh, my hat! Why, I'll smash
you-— Yooooop!”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“Give him some more!” vellod Peter
Todd, " Keep it going!”
~ Loder made a fierce rush at the
Jjuntors. Vernon-Smith was nearest Lim.
and he collared Smithy. _

“Rescue!”” roared the Bounder.

“Pile in!”" bawled Bob Cherry.

In a moment the Removites were
collaring Loder on all sides. and he
came down with a bump in the snow.

“Roll him!” shouted IHarpy Wharton.

““1a, ha, ha!”

“Groogh—oooch! Gug-gug! Oh—-
Ow " spluttered Loder, as he was rolled
headlong in the thick snow.

The Removites roared with laughter
as they rolled him. Loder's hat disap-
pcared, his collar flew open, his coat
split up the back. ‘i%e juniors were not
handling  him  gently. He  was
sinothered with snow, almost suffocated
with 1it. He struggled wildly in the
grasp of numberless hands, gasping and
panting and spluttering.

“Stop that!”

It was a sharp voice, and the juniors
looked round in surprise from the splut-
tering Lodcr at Wingate of the Sixth.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Th2 Finger of Scorn !

G EORGE WINGA'RE

hurried up.

“Stop  that!'”
rapped out a
time,

“Oh, draw it mild
Wingate 1”  exclaimed
the Bounder warmly.
“You're not captain of
vou know!”

——

he
sceond

Greyfriars now,
“You're jolly well not!” exclaimed

Skinner. “You're not even a prefect.
Mind your own bizney!”

SPECIAL XMAS numserSSe
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“Shut ap, Skinner!” exclaimed Dob
(“herey,

Wingate was no longer in authority ;
but he was still “old Wingate,” and
most of the Removites were willing to
render him the obedience they obstin-
ately refused to the fellow who had
supplanted him.

“(heese it, Smithy!” said Harrv
Wharton. " We don’t cheek Wingate,
vou know. Wingate’s all right.”

“But what are you butting in for,
Wingate?”  demanded the Bounder
“What the merry dickens does it mattcr
to vou how we handle Loder?”

George Wingate frowned.

"1t does matter,’”” he said. “Loder i<
captain of Greyfriars, There's such a
thing as respect for a fellow’s position,
if not for the fellow himself. Let Loder
alone at once!”’

“That’s all very well—"

“I’'m not a prefect now,” said Win-
gate quietly. 1 can't give you order-
ns a prefect. Buil ag a Sixth Form man
I can’t see juniors handling one of the
Sixth. Chuck it, and cut off !”

There were rebellious looks among
some of the Removites. Any other
Sixth Form man, not a prefeet, woull
certainly have been disregarded—pro-
bably relled in the snow along with
Loder. But the cheekiest junior at
Greyfriars would never have dreamed of
handling Wingate.

““Oh, any old thing, dear man!” said
Bob Cherry. ‘“Atter all, I dare sav
Loder's had enough for kicking
Bunter.”

“1 say, you fellows, he hasn't had
enough!” howled Bunter. “Give him
some more. -Let a fellow get near
enough to kick him. Blow Wingate !

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Blow Wingate, I tell yvou! Who's
Wingate, I'd like to know? I don':
give twopence for Wingate! J—

Liroocooogh ! spluttered Bunter, as Bol:

Cherry stopped his too-active montl
with a snowball.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“All serene, Wingate!” said Iarr-
Wharton cheerfully. “Come on, you
chaps. It’s only a minute to the bell

now, anyvhow,”

And the Removites trooped of'.
leaving Gerald Loder sprawling and
spluttering bhreathlessly in the snow.

Wingate stooped, and gave him a
hand to rise.

There was contempt in his face as hoe
did so. A captain of Greyfriars who
was handled like this, by a mob of
Lower bovs, was not a fellow whom
George Wingate could respect.

Loder staggered to his feet, and shook
off Wingale's helping hand savagely,

His eyes gleamed at the ex-captain
of Greyfriars.

He was glad enough to be rescucl
from the ragging Removites. Dut it
was gall and wormwood to him to bLe
reacued by George Wingate. Captain of
the school, head prefeet, his word had
ne weight with the raggers; and Win-
gate, invested with no authority what-
ever, had had only to speak a word 1o
be immediately obeyed.

“I never asked you to meddle, Win-
gate,’ said Loder, in a choking voice.
His rage and chagrin were almost too
great to allow him to speak.

Wingate shrugged his shoulders,

“You looked as if you needed help,™
he said.

“ You rotter!” hissed Loder. “You'ic
responsible for this! You've bee:.
against me ever since I became captain
of Greyfriars, You rotter!”
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Wingate looked at him with cool
contempt, ‘
“MThat's not so,” he saud, “you got

into the captainey by dirty trickery. Bui
I would have backed you up 1f you'd
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lwen fit for the job. You weren't.

You've made enemies in every form;
vou've set the whole Lower School into
an uproar—you've provoked the Remove
into resistance—you've done everything
vou shouldn’t have done, and done it
rottenly. You've brought the captainey
iito contempt. YWho ever heard of a
captain of Greyfriars being mobbed in
the quadrangle by a crew of Lower
hovs? That's what you have brought it
to.”

Loder eritted his teeth.

It was true enough; Le had stretched
liis new authority too far, and it had
biroken in his hands,

“The whole schiool knows 1it,”” went on
Wingate bitterly, “the Head knows it,
{oo—lie’s learned, by this time, the kind
of captain vou make. You've worried
Iiim with so many reports and comn-
plaints that's he's found that you can-
not maiutain aunthority—-to such an ex-
tent that von dare not go to him again
when the Lower bovs mob you in the
quad. If yvou reported these kids the
Head would flog themm for handling the
captain of the scliool, as he’s done be-
fore. And he would very likely ask vou
to resign the captainey —-and that's what
vou fear.”

Loder panted.

“At any rate, you would never get it
back,” he said, with a savage sneer.
“You had 1o resign yourself, and do
vou think I don’'t know the reason?
You'd have hiad to report your minor
for pub-haunting, if vou'd remained a
prefect and caplain of Greyfriars. And
it the Iead knew what you ought to
have reported to Liitn, your minor would
he sacked from Greyfriars. I may not
have made a success of the job, so far;
hut al any rate 1 shall never have to
resign for a reason like that, I haven't

e — —— e — = —

“Hallo, Loder,
a rvrough time?” _
Loder did not answer that guestiong
he hurried on. Hobson and Hoskins
and Stewart of the Shell passed him
and grinned at him. Loder affected not
te observe the cheeky grinuing of
Hebson & Co,

[Ie hurried into
4 sounds of laughter followed
Gwynne of the Sixth met him
hall with a smiling face.

“8till fagging the Remove, Loder?”
Lie asked.

Loder gave him a look of hatred auck
passed on, leaving Gwynne laughing.
When be turned up in the Sixth Form-
room”a little later he found many smil-
ing faces in the Sixth, ‘

After class he went out with lus
friends, Walker and Carne, and, with

il T suppressed fury, noted the lurking
W.’?,';f'[-l;- «miles on their faces.

T j”l'i;'_hf]i .;.| i “I suppose you're
, T cheeky _voung cads
-| o | . [.Loder?” asked Carne.

“No!"” snapped Loder.

“ Head rather fed-up with your re-
ports?”’ asked Walker blaudly. * You've
given him a good few since you've beeun
captain! More in a few wecks than
Wingate gave him in three terms”

a voung brother here who haunts pubs old bean! Had
and plays cards with beery loafers.”
Wingate's eyes blazed.
“And who led Lim into 1t7" he said.

“You—a Sixth Form man and a pre-

and
him.,
in the

the Houise,

R b |

reporting thoso
to the Head,

N
fect—you led him into

that, to make him serve
your turn against me!”’
“Tell that varn to the
Head!" eneered Loder.
“Do vou think he 1is
likely to believe any-
thing of the kind?"”
“No—even 1f I would
tell him,"” said Wingate.
“But you know it is the

truth; and wou know
that that 15 why I
thrashed xou in the
prefects’ room! DPah!
You make 1mne swck!”
Wingate turned and
SWUNE Away.

Loder of tlie Sixth
brushed the suwow from
s elothes as well as

he could, and picked up
his hat and brushed it.
From various directions
he could ree fellows look-
ing at him and <miling
at one duother.
ragging under (he olins
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had had plenty of wit- L
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““And that's the cap-
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Becard Blundell of the

Fifth ray coutemptu- ‘" Hallo, hallo, hallo !’ roared Bob Cherry.
ously to IPotter. ‘* There's Coker of the Fifth! Give him some ! ”’
“That's the captain of Whiz ! ““Yaroooooh ! Yowp!’ A carefully

Greyfriars—mobbed by a
gang ot fags! What is
the school coming to?”

“And he lets thenn
do it!" grinned [oter.

aimed snowball found its billet, and Coker sat down
heavily on the step in the tuck-shop doorway,
roaring ! (Nee (hapter 2.)
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“Mind your own business.”

“Well, really, old bean, it iz a
fellow’s business, you know,” said
James Walker in an argumentative
tone. ‘' You'’re making the captaincy a
regular laughing-stock; and you're let-
ting down the Sixth! How the thump
are we to make the juniors toe the line
and obey orders when they rag our
head prefect? I put it to you, Loder?”

“Keep clear of the Remove, at any
rate,” advised Carne, rubbing it in, as
it were. ‘‘The Head’s too fed for you
to drag him into your rows any more,
and you can't make them respect you
yourself. Give them a miss, Loder—
that’s a friend’s advice.”

Loder almost choked.

He was getting this from his own
familiar friends, and he could judge by
it what the rest of Greyfriars thought of
him—fellows who were not his friends.

“You see—"" went on Walker, evi-
dently in a lecturing mood.

But ILoder was not in a mood for
lectures, if James Walker was. ILectures
are on the list of the many things which
1t is more blessed to give than to
receive,

Loder turned on his heel and walked
away, turning his back on his candid
iriends,

“Some captain!” yawned Walker.

“I believe you!” said Carne.

And they laughed as they walked on.
Gerald Loder had reached the summit
of his ambition—he had ‘‘downed ” his
old rival and taken his place—but his
triumph seemed to be turning to ashes
in his mouth. Even his own familiar
friends mocked him, and in all Grey-
friars there was none so poor as to do
him reverence,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Jack Wingate’s Seeret !

HAT little rotter!”
grunted Johnny Bull.
“Well, you see——"

Grunt !

“I suppose he’s
rather a little rotter,”
admitted Harry Whar-
“But he’s Win-
And T've
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_ gate’s minor.
noticed a lot of times lately that he’s

been looking awfully down in the
mouth.™

Another grunt from Johnny Bull.
Johnny did not approve of Jack Win-

gate of the Third Form—and when
Johnny Bull did not approve he never
hositated to make the fact known.

“Oh, let’s ask the kid to tea!” said
Frank Nugent good-naturedly. “‘There
must be some good in him, or old Win-

Ente wouldn’t think so much of him as
e does.”

Grunt !

“My belief is that that young cad
had something to do with old Wingate
resigning the captaincy when he did,”
said Johnny Bull. “We know that he
took to pub-hunting—we saw him once
ourselves at the Cross Keys—and there’s
a_yarn that Coker of the Fifth caught
him there and walloped him,”

“Like Coker’s cheek! Ile's not a
prefect. Fifth Form ass!” said Bob
Cherry,

“Coker's a checky ass, I know; but
that young rascal wanied a hiding, if
a young rotter ever did.” said Johnny
Bull.  *“I know he gave old Wingate
no end of trouble; he was thick with
Loder of the Sixth for a time, too; and
decent kids don’t suck up to Sixth
Form prefecte. The Third used {o rag
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him for bragging about his friend in
the Sixth.”

“Well, T can’t say I like the young
sweep much,” confessed Harry Wharton.
“But he's Wingate’s brother, and we
niight be ecivil to him on that account.
Christmas is coming, too—and at Christ-
mas a fellow is supposed to hand out
peace and good will and so on. Let's
ask him.”

“Oh, T don’t mind!” said Johnny
Bull.. “Most likely he will give you
some cheek, and tell you that he's been
asked to tea in the Sixth, and wouldn't
dream of teaing in a Lower Fourth
study.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘““Well, if he hands out any cheek a
fellow ecan always kick him,” he said.
“But the fact is young Wingate seems
a bit changed to me. Loder dropped
him like a hot brick after he got the
captainey; he was only keeping up with
the young ass to bother old Wingate.
And I haven’t seen him smoking cigar-
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ettes for a long time; he seems to have
chucked it. Anyhow. improving society
does a kid good when he's inclined to
kick over tﬁe traces—und our society
18 no end improving, isn't it?"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, ask him!” said Johnny Bull.
“If he cheeks us in the study we'll boot
him out !”

“Done!” said Harry.

And, leaving his four chums making
preparations for the spread in Study
No. 1, the captain of the Remove went
down the staircase and proceeded to the
Third Form room, where he expected
to find Wingate minor.

There were a pood many of the Third
in the room when Wharton looked in,
but he did not observe Jack Wingate
among them,

“Where's young Wingate?” he ealled
ouf.

Tubb of the Third looked round.

“Mooching abiout somewhere by him-
self, I suppose,” he answered carelessly,
“1le generally is.

Pagel of the Third chuckled,

“The dear yonth hasn't been so merry
and bright since he lost his friend in

the Sixth,” he remarked. *“Sad end to
a friendship, you know."

And the fags chortled.

“Well, I'm looking for him,” said
Harry. *“Hasn’t anybody scen him?”

““1 saw him mooching in the quad
a while back,” said Bolsover minor.
“IHe wasn't looking bright. 1 asked
him whether he'd made any morc
friends in the Sixth, and he looked quite
savage,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

Harry Wharton smiled as he walked
away trom the Third Form-room. It
was likely to be a long time before Jack
Wingate heard the last of his “friend
in the Sixth.” Since the sudden end
of his friendship with Gerald Loder the
Third had received him back into the
fold, as it were; but they chipped him
unmercifully. The foolish fag had to
pay for his folly.

Wharton left the House and looked
round in the quad. The December dusk
was falling, and most fellows were in
the House, Wharton called to Hazel-
dene of the Remove, who was coming
over from the gates,

“ Seen Wingate minor?"”

“No, and don’t want to,” auswered
Hazel, walking on.

“Here, young Bunter!” Sammy
Bunter, of the Second Form, loomed
up n the gathering gloom.  “ Seen
young Wingate "

Sammy Bunter grinned,

“Yes, I saw him under the elms. 1Ic
was blubbing.”

“Blubbing !” repeated Harry.

“Yes. e, he, he! I asked him
whether he had been licked, and the
cheeky young beast chucked a snov -
ball at me. I suppose he's been licked.
as he was blubbing. He, he, he!”

Sammy Bunter rolled on, chuckling o
fat chuckle, apparently much enter-
tained by the circumstance that Win-
gate minor was “Dblubbing ” in the
shadows under the leafless old elms in
the winter dusk.

Harry Wharton frowned a little. He
wondered whether Loder had been
“taking it out” of Wingate minor.
He more than suspected that Loder had
made some use of the foolish fag in
bringing about the downfall of Win-
gate major; and certainly since Loder
had become captain of the school he
had been very severe with the scape-
grace of the Third. Possibly that was
the ‘way Loder’s conscious worked—if
he had a conscience,

Wharton crossed over in the deepen-
ing dusk, and peered among the old
trees. The shadows were deep there,
and his footsteps made no sound on the
soft carpet of snow.

A sudden sound came to his ears {rom
the darkness under the elms.

It was a sob.

Wharton started. The sound touched
his heart strangely, as it came to his
ears from the deep shadows.

He stepped in the direction of the
sound. In the gloomn he made out a
diminutive figure sitting, half-crouched.
on an old oaken bench under one of the
Lrees,

“ Wingate minor !” he oxclaimed.

The figure moved suddenly, as if
startled. A white face was turned
quickly towards Wharton, and even in

the gloom he could sce that it was teay-
stained.

“Who--whao's
Jack Wingate.

“It’'s I—Wharton! T was looking
you, kid,” said the captain of
Remove, gently enough,

that 77 stammered

for
the
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Wingate rushed across to the door and
dragged it open. “‘Jack !’’ he cried.
But the Sixth-Form passage was empty.
His minor had gone to make a confes-
sion to the Head ! —

Jack Wingate drew a hard, sobbing

breath.

“We want you to conie to tea in the
temove,” said Harry.

“Thanks! DBut I—I won't come, =

“Has Loder been licking you

“Loder? No.”

“] know he's been pretty hard on
vou lately,” said Harry. “ Look here,
if he goes too far, we'll jolly well take
the matter up! We've stopped himn
bullying and ragging the Remove.”

“1 don't care whatl Loder does,” mut-
tered the fag., “lt—it 1sn’t that.”

“You're in trouble, kid?”

“Yes.”

“Can’'t youn tell a chap?” asked
Iarry.  This pitiful hittle figure was
strangely different from the checky,
consequential young rascal who had

Lraggped of his “friend in the Sixth,”
:md Wharton’s heart was t-‘.:mth:“-d
‘Look here, young Wingate! If you're

i a serape Il help you if 1 can, if
only for your brother’s sake. Iave you
been plaving the goal again? JIs that
e

“No, no."”

“Well, T'm glad of that, at all
ceveuts,” said IMTarryv. " You gave old
Wingate no end of {rouble on that
seove, kid.”

“I—1 know.”

“Well, what's the Arouble, then®”
asked Iarry cheernly. “Two heads
nre  betler  than  one, vou  know.

Pevhaps I can help yon out.”

“You ecan't,” said Jack Wingale
Lnskily., * Nobody can help me! What
['ve done can’t be undone.”

“DBut vou ecan’t have done anyihing
very bad,”  said Ilarry, m wonder.
“Dash it all, young Wingate, aren't

vou making a mountain of a molehill ?

Vou don't mean to say that the Ilead's
found out abount your going down fo
the Cross Weys, after all thas  time?

I'hat was a good whilo back.”
“No. He hasn’t found me out,”
tered  Jack Wingale,

mit -
“PBut—but I

—e— e

should tell him. if 1 had
and—and 1 haven't !”
‘s‘vhh ton looked at hian hard.

“Why should you tell him?" he
asked. “TIt's over now. and if you've
made up vour mind to go straight,
lcast said the soonest mended. It's
over and done with now, anyhow.”

“1t's over, but it-'s not done with!”
gln[tltt’[l the fag. “I—I'll tell you if
vou like. T'd be glad to tell somebody,
and 1 know vou won'{ shout it out, It
was through me that my brother had to
chiuck up the caplamey of the school
and give up  his  prefeeciship. It's
(hrough e thet Loder's got the upper

the pluelk,

hand of him, and makes his life not
worth living at Greyfriars. He's lost
everything through e, and—and all

the fellows are saving that there must
e a new captain’s election next ternu.
But miy Dbrother ecan’t put up for it—
Lbecause of me! I've done for him.”

“But how because of youl?” asked
Harry, * Was it i.hruugh vou that old
“'ingaiﬂ resigned !

Yes.” whispered the fag miserably.

*“Iye ilmurrlt -uuwtlunw ‘of the kind,'
said Harry. ‘" DBut——'

“He bhad to report me
haunting. He found mr- al the ('ross
Keys, and he knew I'd been there
often,” faltered Jack Wingate. “Hbe
couldn’t keep 1t dark, so he resigned,
so as not to have to report me to the
Hoad. He gave it all up to save me.”

“Oh!” {ﬂ-:::-la ed Iarry Wharton.

It was li ht at last. All Greyfriars
had w ﬂmlured why George Wingate had
s0 suddenly and unaccountably resigned
the captainecy of the school. Manv had
been the surmises on the subject, many
the curious speculations, and Wingate
had said no word. And now Wharton
knew. It was the scapegrace of the
Third who had brought about his
brother's downfall. And Wharton's
glance was dark and scornful as it
turned on the wretched figure huddling
on the shadowed bench under thie elm,

for pub-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
His Brother’s Burden !

ARRY WHARTON
stood sitlent. Ile was
wondering.

More than once the

} suspicion  had  crossed
d his mind that Wingate
minor  had  been the
cause of his brother’s
downfall: that some-
thie wretehed fag, in his wilful
had plaved nto Loder’s hands.
was nobt  sarprised by Wingate
confession, But  what sur-
himm was the evident remaorse
Jack

how
folly,
He

minor’'s
prised

that the fag was feeling now,
Wingale had gone on his own wilful,

perverse way, regardless of his brother.
till the catastrophe had come. Was it
that catastrophe that had brought him
to a better frame of mind, too late to
nndo the harm he had done? That, and
the contempruons ndifference  with
which his “feiend in the Sixth ™ had
dropped  hun, when he was of no
further uae? No donbt that was it. DBt
Wharton fell that there was something
clse, No doubit the scapegrace of (he
Third repented of the mnjury he had

done hiz brother. repented of his un-
feeling mwgratitnde.  But Wharton felt
that that would nol account for all. He
stood looking al the troubled. tear-
stained face in the gloomm of the
Decvinber evening.

M AG N ETLI BRARY:

“And Le's goin’ 7 Wingale nunor
said, in a choking voiee, 1 could have
stood thie rest, but he's coing! That's
what I've done.”™

Wharion started. B

“Who's going—oid Wingale®

L H 'I_"_" y

“Leaving Creyfriars?”  exclaimed

the captain of the Remove blankly.

“Yes. He's not coming back afier
the Christmas holidays,”

‘f{}l.l:"‘

It was a shock to YWharton;
after a moment or two of reflection,
was not snrprised,
for surprise.

and yel.
by
There was no reason
Gieoree Wingate had been

caplain of the school, liead prefect.
head of the games, football captain—
all the honours that could fall to =«

Sixth Form man had fallen thiek nuporn
him. Now lie was deprived of all, and.
nnder the orvders of the fellow who had
taken lns place, a fellow he despised
from the bottom of hLis heart. Alreads
he lLiad been awarded a “prefects’ beal
ing "—a deep and bitter humiliation
for one who had held so lngh a posi-
tion—already he had been turned out
of the football.

His position was too humiliating for
him to have any destre 1o keep on af
Greyfriars, Fvery petiy indigniiy thal
Looder’s new position gave hin the
power to inflict, he inflteted on lus
fallen rival, and the passage of fime
did not lessen Loder’s malice. Rather,
it intensified as he heard every day dis

paraging comnparisons made bhetween
his captaincy and that of his pro-
decessor.

It was a shock. bui it was not sur-
prising that George \Wingate had made
“P his mind not to return to Greviriars

ter the Christmas vacation,

It was fairly eertain that in the nexi
term there would bhe a new captain’s
election, 'The whole school was fed.
up with Gerald Loder. DBut Wingats:
was not free to make a bid for his old
place. He could not do s0 =0 long as
he had his wretehed brother’'s seerel lo

o
Mk

“I w}t

—*“I've come to conless,”’ said the Iag |
““It was through me my brother resigned
the captaincy. I've ruined everything
for him—and I ean’t stand it ! " Dr,
Locke's eyes fixed grimly on Wingate

minor. (See Chapler 8.)
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kcep.  Me could not use lLis ollicial
position to shield his brotner's wrong-
doing. That was why he had resigned,
and the same reason barred him from
recovering what he had lost. No wonder
he had decided to cut the whole thing ;
but it was a wonder to Wharton that
the miserable fag, who had brought all
the trouble on him, should stand by
and let him do 1t. At least, Jack Win-
gate had the grace to be thoroughly
wretched at the prospect.

“B8o that's it,"” said Harry, and he
could not keep the scorn out of his

voice. ““No_ wonder you feel a bit cut
up—if that's the outcome of what

you've done. 0Old Wingate going. You
awful young rotter!”

Then his heart smote him as the fag
whined.

“It's no business of mine, of course.
But look here, young Wingate, you
know what you ought to do. 0ld Win-
gate's going. Can you let him go? If
either of you had to get out of Grey-
friars, surely it isn't your brother,”

“I—1 know.”

“It wouldn’t be casy to go to the Head
and tell him what you've told me,” said

?urry. *“But that’'s what you ought to
n.?.'l

“I know.”

“If you confessed to Dr. TLocke it
would sce your brother clear. If he was

free to act, he could put up for election
next term, and Loder wouldn't have a
-.dog's chance against him.”

“I know.”

“He would be captain of Greyfriars
again, and the whole schosl would be
jolly glad of it. Even Loder's friends
would be glad to vote for Wingate.
Loder’s ma.ge such a muck-up of every-
thing. No need for him to leave Grey-
iriars.”

“But——"" breathed the fag.

“But you can’t do it, I suppose,” said
Harry, with contemptuous compassion.
“It's you that have done the wrong, and
your brother who has to pay for it. You
won't go to the Head ?”

“It's the sack if T do.”

“I—I suppose so.”

Wharton’s heart smote him again.
Wingato of the Sixth had made great
cacrifices for his brother: but he was of
diffcrent stuff. It was futile to expect
the same from the spoiled, wilful, selfish
fag. And it was no light thing to face
the headmaster of Greyfriars with such a
ronfession.

“I can’t do it!” muttered Wingate
minor—"1 ean’t! I can't be expelled,
and that’s what it would mean !”

“It mightn't,” said Harry, after a
pause. “If you'd been found out, and
reported by a prefeet, the Head would
have expelled you, I suppose. Buf it
will be a bit different if you confess with-
out being found out., That's bound to
make a difference.”

“I—I've thought of that. But——"
The fag faltered.

“You nould stand a flogging 7"

“Yes. If it was only that I wouldn't
care. But—butl suppose it was the sack?
Suppose I'm sent home in disgrace to
face my people——"" The hapless fag's
voice trailed away.

“1I suppose yvou couldn't face it,”’ =aid
Harry. “You're not built that way, 1
suppose.”’

“I couldn’t.”

Wharton was silent. Tt was too much
lo expect of the scapegrace of the Third,
Ile realised it.

“It was all Loder, too!” muticred
Wingate minor. *““He sent me to the
Cross Keys in the first place. Ile used
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lo give me cigarettes, He was fooling
me all the time——"

“The awlul cad!”

“But 1f 1. told the Ilead that he
wouldi't believe it—he couldn’t believe
it of a Sixth Form prefect !”

Wharton looked at him sharply.

“Is it true ¥ he said.

“You don't believe me 7"

“Well, yes,” said Harry. “I believe
Loder is rotter cnough for anything, and
1-—1 believe you. But it sounds awfully
thick, and you couldn't expect the Head
to take any notice of such a story. You
couldn’t -prove it in any way, I
suppaose 7"’

“Is it likely ?" said Wingate minor
bitterly.

*1 suppose not. Loder would deny it,
true or false, and—and it sounds like a
silly slander,” said Harry. “You can't
expect the Head to take any notice of
such a thing if you told him. Besides,
since Loder’s been captain he's been
down on you; you've been ecaned for
smoking, and so on. That doesn't look
as if he was encouraging you to play the
guat..‘l

“That was his game, of course. As
soon as he was done with me he threw
me over.”

“Well, I suppose he would. But "

Wharton eyed the fag very dubiously.

He had the worst opnion of Gerald
Loder, and he suspected, he knew that
Loder had somehow made use of the
fag’s dingyblackguardism (o bring about
old Wingate's downfall. He remem-
bered, too, a story DBunter had told of
having heard Loder of the Sixth giving
the fag a message for some sporting
loafer at the Cross Keys. But

Wingate minor peered at him in the
gloom, and gave a bitter laugh.

“You don’t like Loder, and you know
what a rank outsider he 15, but vou don’t
Lbelieve that of him,” he said.

Wharton hesitated.

“Well, ves, I do,” he said at last.
“But it's awfully thick. Loder must be
a worse blackguard than anvbody ever
ithought him. But——"

“Buat you don't believs it?"”

“Well, I suppose Loder made use of
you and your rotten tricks,” said Harry;
“but he couldn’t have led vou into any-
thing you didn’t care for. I suppose ho
just let you go vour own way, and made
use of you. He couldn’t have led you
into anything if you hadn't been a
blackguardly young rascal.”

“Pile 1t on!” said Wingate minor
hitterly.

“Well, T don't want {o do that. I bLe-
lieve yvou've chucked up playing the goat
now, and T don’t want te rub 1t in. If
vou haven't the nerve to go to the Ilead
and confess, for your brother's sake,
vou'll feel pretty rotten when old Win-
gute's left Greyfriars, Think it over,

kid.”
“I—I've thought it over. I daren't
confess, and—and it was a good hit

Loder’s fanlt, at least, and T should only
make matters worse for myself if I men-
tioned Loder. I can sce that. I can’t
go to the Head.”

Wingate minor dragged himself from
the bench.
“It's no good lalking. I can't do it.

You won't say anything about what I've
told you*”

“Not a word, of course !”

The wvaetched fag moved miserably
away.

Harry Wharton followed him more
slowly to the Iouse. Ilis face was
clouded when he came back to Study
No. 1 in the Remove.

“Al ready ! soid Frank Nugent
cheerily.  * You've Dbecn a jolly long
time, Harry !”

"1 had to look for yvoune Wingate.”

“Is his lordship ecoming?” asked
Johnny Bull sarcastically.

Wharton shook his head.

“Well, we sha’n't miss him,” said Bob
Cherry, with a laugh.

And the Famous Five sat down to tea,
But the cloud did not soon leave Harry
Wharton’s face. He could not help
thinking of the fag's faltering confession,
and of the fact—known as vet to no one
else—that “old Wingate " was leaving at
Christmas. Only a few more days, and
Wingate of the Sixth was to say his last
farewell to Greyfriars, He was going
when the E(‘.hﬂﬂf broke up, and he was
not coming back,

Unless

But there was no “unless.” Wingate
minor would never confess to the Head—
1t was futile to think of it. It was the
only way, but it was a way that the
scipegrauﬂ. of the Third would never
take,

) ——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Problem !

SAY, you fellows!”

William George
Bunter, seated by the
fire in the Rag, had
gl been thinking  deeply.

| Harry Wharton & Co.,
dl standing in a cheery
group, were chatting
_ about the coming holi-
days in a cheerful mood, when the Owl
of the Remove proceeded to impart the
outcome of his deep cogitations,

t‘ I say, you fellows, about tho holidays
a — 3

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Are youn standing an enormous
Christmas party at Bunter Court?” he
imquired, “Have you telephoned o
your butler to get the state apartments
ready for a hundred guests, old fat
man 7"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter blinked seriously at the Famous
Five through his biz spectacles.

“The fact is, Cherry, we sha'n’t be
doing much in the way of festivities at
Bunter Court this Christmas.”

“Not. really 7 ejaculated Nugent.

“No. You see, the pater and mater
wHl be spending Christinas with some of
our titled relations——"

“Lord Bunter de Bunter,
duke ?” asked Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull——”

“Tho titled relation who keeps the
pub, or the one that keeps the fried-fish
shop 7" asked Bob Cherry,

William George DBunier disdained to
answer that frivolous question.

“Samiy will be going with them,” he
said, “and Bessie will be with some of
her numerous friends from Ciiff House.
So, as the matter stands, there won't he
a Christmas party at Bunter Court.”

“You couldn't get another furnished
house, and spoof the estate agent, as you
dicd 1in the summer vac?” chuckled Bol.

“Oh, really, Cherry s

“And won't your titled relations have
vou, along with the rest of the tribe?”
asked Johinny DBull. “If the duke turns
yon down, try the marquis.”

““And if the marquis doesn't pay up
put 1t up to the viscount,” said Bob
Cherry. “If the viscount declines to bu
drawn there’s the earl and the baron.
not to mention all the kunights and
baronets.”

or the
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Billy Bunter grinned feebly,

“The fact 1s, a fellow gots a bit fed
up with bhigh soctety,” he said. “1 don't
wind spending my Christmas with gqute
comimon people, if yon come to that.
S0 1 thought of vou fellows.™-

“Oh, my hat!”

“You put it so nicely,” said Nugent.

“T mean 1t,” said the fat and fatuous
Owl. “I've got a lot of invitations, as
usual. But the fact is I prefer to stick
to my old pals. Is anytbing going on
Wharton Lodge this Christmas,
tHiarry, old man?”

* Nothing worthy of you, DBunter—
nothing 1 could ask a fellow with so
many titled relations to share in,” said
the captain of the Remove. ‘Stick to
lL.ord Bunter de Bunter, and let me off.”

“Mauleverer wants me to go to
Mauleverer Towers with him,” said
Bunter meditatively., “ Vernon-Smith 1s
having a holiday abroad, and he wants
to drag me off to Mentone. Ogilvy's
asked me up to Seotland. Still, I don't
mind giving yvou the preference, Whar-
fon, as we've been sych pals ever since
vou came to Greyiriars.”

“Dear man, I'll give
chance,” said Harry.

“Oh, really, Wharton ”

“The fact 1is, that the best thing
about the vacation 1s that a fellow
Joesn’t see you again till the next
term,” explained DBob Cherry. “That’s
how the matter stands, Bunter.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Now, if Bunter's finished——
IHarry.

“1 haven't finished, old fellow. 1
shall have to fix up the holidays. as we
hreak up 1n a day or two,” said Bunter.
“It's a bit of a worry picking and
choosing among a Jot of invitations.
"That's the penalty of being really
popular, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at. There's Coker, of the Fifth,” =said
Bunter thoughtfully. “He's got lots
of money. But, on the whole, 1T don't
think I could stand Coker.”

ak

Ogilvy a

" eaid

“Not to mention that Coker couldn’t
stand vou?"” remarked Bob.
“Then there's old Wingate
“0Oh, my hat! Wingate, too!”
“Yes; I'tn rather friendly with Win-

»3

gate. 1've made 1t a point to be decent
to him sinece he's been down on his
luek.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But I couldn't stand his minor,”

said Bunter, shaking his head. “ Checky
young cad, you know. Besides, Win-
gate’s place isn’t far from yours, Whar-
ton, so I shall see something of him
if T want to when 1 come home with
vou,' '

“When !" said Harry.

“The whenfulness 1s terrifie,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Then there's Loder,” went on
Bunter. ‘‘He's a bit of a bad hat; but
then, rhe's captain of the =school. He's

planning some excursion or other with
Carne and Walker over the hols—I
heard them. I've no doubt they'd be
glad for me Lo joun the party.” Bunter
seemed to reflect deeply, and shook his
head. “No, it wouldn't do. I can’t stand
Loder. I'm sticking to wvou, Harry!”

“You're mnot,” said Harry, cheer-
fullv. “Jf you try to stick to me, old
fat man, you'll come unstuck awfully

sudden.”

“0Oh, reallvy, Wharton
“Nothing doing, old bean,”
said Bob Cherry, chuckling.

“ Better make t!'m most of
some of these ‘inntutmns.”
Bunter blinked at the

FFamous I'ive.
“Is Cherry coming home
with vou, Wharton #”
“ Yeou?
“Then
come.”’
“Th
Bunter rose from the chair.
“Sorry, and all that, but
it can’'t be done,” he said
firmly. “I can't stand Cherry.
Too much of him at schiool ; 1t
wointld be altogether too thick
to have him planted on me
through the vae, as well.”
*“What "

I'm sorrv I can't
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There was a laugh f;nm the fellows
crowded round the notice board as
Gerald Loder shoved his way through

the erowd. *‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo !
Here’s Loder!®’ exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *‘ Let Loder take a squint at

it ! It will interest him !’ ** Good
news for you, Loder !’’ exclaimed
the Bounder. “‘You won’t be
mucking up school matches next
{term.”” ‘‘Ha, ha, ha !”’ Loder did
not heed the mockery, his eyes were
glued on the paper on the board.
(See Chapter 9.)

“No good saying anv more, Wharton.
It can't be done. Sorry, and all that,
but there it 1s5.”

And Billy Bunter turned and walked
away loftily, leaving the Famous Five
staring. He rolled over to the corner
where Vernon-Smith was chatting with
Tom Redwing.

“Smithy, old man &
“Cut 1t out,” said the Bounder

tersely. *You've asked me six times,
Bunter, and there's nothing doing. Roll
GIE'ETF
“Why, vou cheeky ass
“0Oh, really, Smithy
“Chuck it!” said the Bounder im-
patiently.
Tue MaeNET LiBrany.—No. 931
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Bunter eyed him with great dignity.

“1 was going to say, Smithy, that I
am sorry, but I couldn’t possibly give
ou any of my time this Christmas.
'm not a snob, I hope, but I have to be
a bit particular about the company I
keep in the vac. So ¥Ym turning you
down, Smithy. Sorry!”

And DBunter rolled off, rather
hastily—just in time, in fact, to escape
a lunge from Herbert Vernon-Smith's

boot.

He rolled out of the Rag and made
his way to the Remove passage. Bunter
was at a loose end, as he generally was
at the end of the term. The usual
yuestion was, upon what hapless victim
was he to plant himself for the :holi-
days; and that was the question {o
which the Owl of the Remove was now
{rying to find an answer.

He rolled nte Lord Mauleverer's
study.

“Mauly, old man-—"

"Nﬂ !T‘.I

“Oh, really, Mauly——"

Ll Nﬂ E!‘J

“You don't know yet what T was
going to say!” roared Bunter indig-
nantly.

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“Whatever it 1s, don't say 1t,” he
said. ‘"The answer is no. Shut the
door after vou.”

“About Christmas——"

“ Ng !

“X think I could manage to give you
a few days——"

“Think again!” suggested Mauly.

“ Look here, Mauly——"

*Shut the door after you!"

Billy Bunter did not shut the door
after him; but he rolled away, having
drawn Mauleverer blank. He rolled
away to his own study in a very thought-
ful mood. Peter Todd was there, and
Bunter gave him a blink.

“Toddy, old man ? he said.

“Don't talk, Bunter. I'm busy. I've
got lines.”

““ About Cliristinas "

“ Never mind Christmas!”

“Well, I've got to settle the matter,”
said Bunter. ‘*Wharton's rather keen
for e to go home with him, and I've
just seen Mauly, and he’s very press-
g, too. But on the whole, Peter,
vou're niy study-mate here, and I think
I ought to stick to you.”

“Do you?” asked Peter, looking up.
“That's really kind of you, Bunter.,”

“The fact 15, 1 mean to be kind," said
Bunter fatuously. I know you haven't
much of a place to ask a fellow to,
Peter. I know your father’s a sort of
<habby solicitor, and you have a dismal
sort of a show, somewhere in Blooms-
hury. DBut, dash it all, I'm not a snob!
It's not quite my style, but I can stand
it !”

“Bure you can stand it ?” asked Peter,
nleasantly.

“Yes, old chap; T'll stand-1t,” said
Bunter. * After all, being in London,
we cdn do the pantomimes.  That's
something, And 1 can dine out a good
deal with my fashionable friends in the
West End. If 1 take you with me,
Peter, you'll iry to dress a bit decently,
won't you? And don’t mention to my
friends that you live in Bloomsbury, or
that your father is in the law. Have
a little tact, you know.”’

Peter Todd gazed at him.

“] can stand it,” said Bunter. I
sha'n’t expect too much of you and yvour
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rather poor home, Peter. It will give
vou a leg-up with your people to show
themm that you're in the best set at
Greyfriars by taking me home with you.
It's seftled !

“Not quite,” =aid Peter cheerily.
“There’s one thing you have left out
of the giddy calculation.”

“What's that 77

“That 1f you come near enough to me
on the day the school breaks up I shall
kick you—hard,” said Peter. “And as
a tip of what you'll have to expect I'll
kick you now.”

“Oh, really, Peter w

Peter Todd jumped up.

Bunter jumped too—for the door.
But he did not jump quite fast enough.
Peter's boot landed, and the Owl of the

Remove travelled nto the Remove
passage at express speed.

“Yaroooh!”

“Come back and have another,
Bunter.”

* Beast ;™

Billy Bunter rolled away, with the
Jmportant question of his Christmas
vacation still unsettled. It looked like
remaining unseitled.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Loder !

¢« AM not satisfied,
[ Loder.”
Wi Dr' LD'EkE :.H'
“1T have no desire
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whatever to wound your
. Loder, or to
WP oxpress want of con-
A il fidence in any way,”
said the Head of Grey-

“ But now that the term 1s draw-
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: §l feelings,

friars. !
ing to an end, I must speak plainly. I
cannot regard your captaincy of the
school as a success.”

Loder stood silent.

He had been called (
master’s studv, and he had gone In

into the head-

trepidation. By more than one sign, he
had known already that the Head was
disappointed in him. He had done all
he could; he had ceased to trouble Dr.
Locke with reports of rebellious and
insubordinate juniors; he had even
checked his high-handed tyranny, which
had led to so much rebellion and in-
subordination.

Yet he feared the keen observation of
the Head ; he had a feeling that a keen
eye was upon him, noting his progress,
taking heed of his shortcomings. To
most of the Greyfriars fellows, the
Head seemed to dwell apart, in lofty
and unapproachable majesty, like a god
on high Olympus. But the prefeets of
the Sixth Form knew better; they knew
that Dr. l.ocke was obzervant when

observation was needed that he con-
sidered and judged; and Loder was
painfully aware that he had been
weighed in the balance and found wan:-
ing.

~ Even to Loder himself it was becom-
ing elear that his captaincy was not =
success; that something was amiss
somehow and somewhere., He did not
yet realise that he was totally unfit for
so responsible a position; he was nevel
likely to admit that to himself. Bu:
he could not help seeing that all Grey
friars thought so.

He explained his failure In mansy
ways to himself—juniors had been
cheeky and mutinous, his friends had
failed to back him up, Wingate had
worked against him, Wingate's friend:
had opposed him—any and every ex
planation was good enough for Loder.
rather than the admission that he had
taken on a job to which he was nos
equal.

But such explanations were not good
enough for the Head. And now Gerald
Loder was on the ecarpet, facing his
headmaster, aware that the position he
had gained by so many efforts, by =o
much unscrupulous . trickery, was in
danger of passing from him.

“1 need not go into details, Loder.”
said the Head, not unkindly. *“But I
cannot fail to be aware that there i:
general dissatisfaction with your cap
taincy.”

“A good majority voted for me at tl:
election, only a few weeks ago, sir.
said Loder,

“True; and for that reason you were
given every opportunity to make good.
and supported by all my authority.
saild the Head. “If I doubted the
wisdom of the school in electing you for
such a post, Loder, I did not say so—]I
was resolved to give you every chance.

So the Head had had his doubts fron
the beginning, had he? Loder sup-
pressed his feelings with difficulty. He
could not venture to say to his head-
master what he would have liked to
say.

“Of course, I'm rather new to the
position, sir,” sald Loder, “and T'm
afraid that Wingate hasn’t quite for-
given me for taking over the captainey
and has rather encouraged some fellox -
to give trouble.”

Dr Locke raised his hand.

“1 do not think so for one momen:.
Loder.”

“Oh, sir!”?

“1 am afraid that that belief shows
a carping and suspicious mind,” said
the Head. “I am sorry to hear you
make such a statement, Loder. 1 hav:
the very highest opinion of Wingate
though he was certainly guilty of on-
very serious outbreak after you becamse
captain. Since then I have observed
him very closely, and I am assured tha:
he has stood loyally by the decision of
the school.”

Loder bit his lip hard.

“J—I may be mistaken about that, o
course, sir,” he stammered,

“1 am sure of it, Loder. Now, Loder
tell me frankly, if the election we:«
held over again, do you suppose that =
lﬂﬂj?l‘itj" of the school would vote ic
yeu !

“T—TI hope so, sir.”

“But do you not think so?” o

“Tt’s difficult to say, sir. I've tiied
to do my duty, and a captain who dce:
his duty isn't popular with everybods
sir,” said Loder meekly. _

“No doubt. But the dissatisfactior
with your leadership is so genera
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Loder, that T am bound to take heed of
it. I have therefore decided to order
a new captain’s election next term.”
“Oh, sir!”
“Wingate's motives for resigning the
captaincy I am unacquainted with. But

I shall ask him to stand for clection
when the new poll is taken, and I
hardlyv think he will refuse me. T1Then

the school will make iis choice; and if
you arc re-elected. Loder, you will be
loyally supported by me in exercising
authority,”

Loder breathed hard.

He had made more enemies than he
could count, in his term of office, brief
as it had been: and in a new election,
he doubted whether even Carne and
Walker would vote for him.

If the election should take place, his

captaincy was a thing of the past. He
knew that.
But there was one gleam of hope. Ie

knew as the Head could not know, that
it was impossible for George Wingate
to stand for re-election. Wingate’s
reason for resigning still held good.

“But if Wingate refuses, sir——"

“1 de not think he will refuse a re-
quest from me, Loder,” said the Head
stiffly.

“He should not, sir, certainly ; but if
he should refuse, may I conclude that in
that case a new election will not be
ordered? If I am given another term
in which to make good, 1 hope, sir, that
you will have cause to be satisfied with
me. I admit freely that I have made
some mistakes; but I hope. sir, that I
have learned something from them, and
profited by experience.”

Loder spoke meekly and respectfully,
very carcfully concealing the seething
rage in his breast.

Dr. Locke reflected.

IHe was a just man, and he desired to
give the new captain of Greyfriars full
justice. And Loder was making the
best possible case for himself, A fellow
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face.
shoulder.

““I order you out of my study, Loder ! *’ said Wingate quletly.
won’t hear another word from you. ! _
the enraged captain of Greyfriars aimed a savage blow at Wingate’s
His arm was struck aside.
‘“ You’d better hook it,”’ he said.

got last time, Loder !’

- i l
Now then, cut !’ For answer
Gwynne dropped a hand on his
** You know what you
(See Chapter 9.)

who admitted having made mistakes,
and hoped to profit by experience, was a
fellow to be given a good chance—if he
was sincere. And the Head, though a
keen observer, was far from knowing
Gerald Loder’s real character, and he
had no doubt of his sincerity.

Therc was a pause.

“Well, ves, Loder,” said Dr. Locke,
at last, “]1 cannot believe that Wingate
will refuse a direct request from myself ;
but should he do so, I shall certainly
not think of lLim again as a possible
captain of the school. In that event, I
shall postpone the new election, and you
will be given another term in which to
profit, as you say, by experience, and
make good.”

“Thank you, sir.
said Loder meekly.

“No one can do more, Loder,” said
the Head, with great kindness. “ Per-
haps you will be kind enough to tell
Wingate that 1 desire to speak to him.”

“Certainly, sir.”

Loder left the Head's study, with
bitter raze 1n his breast. Ilis captaincy
trembled in the balance now; once the
Greyiriars . fellows had a chance of

I shall do'my best,”

turning him out, he knew how the
whole school would jump at the chance.
He had offended the Fifth with his

lofty, dictatorial airs, and they were
agamnst him to a man; he had made
enemies of all the Lower School ; he had
faggped the Remove, and turned the
whole TTorm into foes. The Sixth Form
did not conceal their contempt for his
management of affairs, especially in
games; even hiz own pals had turned
against him. He stood alone, with only
the authority of the Ilcad behind him;
and now that was to be wathdrawn., All
was lost, 1f Wingate chose to put up for
the captaincey again. Dut there, at
least, was hope—Wingale could not and
would not, when his first duty, in his
return to authority, would be to give kis
brother up to justice,

He strode away to the Sixth Form
passage and knocked savagely at George
Wingate’s door and threw i1t open.

The dusk was falling, and the firo
glowed red in the grate, but the light
was not yet on. Wingate of the Sixth
was standing by his window, and, in the
dusk of the study, Loder did not observe
a diminutive figure in the armchair by
tha fire,

“Wingate!” Loder’s voice wasz harsh-
and bitter. “The Head wants to sce
}'Du !!l

“Very well.”

Loder gave him a look of hatred.

“I may as well tell you that he's going
to ask you to put up for re-election next
term."”

Wingate did not speak.

“You'll refuse?” said Loder,

“That i3 my business.”

“If you accept,” said Loder bitterly,
“ave you gommg to do your duly a: a
captain and prefect, and report your
precious minor for pub-haunting ?”

“That 1s my business, too.”

“And mine,” said Loder, *for if ycu
take on the captaincy again and don'i
report Wingate minor, I shall do so, as
a prefect. Take on the captainey if you
can, and see your brother expelled from
Greyfriars!”

And with that Loder swung out of the
study and slammed the door after him.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Right Thing !
ACK WINGATE

rose

from the armchair as
the door slammed on
the captain of Grey-
friars.

He looked at his
brother.

Wingate of the Sixth
was frowning thoughi-

But he smiled slightly as he

Fully.
caught his brother’s glance,
Tue MagxrET LIBRARY.—No, 951,
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“*Nothing to be afraid of, kid,” he
sid. 1 shall have to see the Head;
but, of course, I shall tell him that I
cannot stand for re-election next term.
I shall tell him at the same time that
I'm leaving at Christmas, and that will
clinch the matter.”

Wingate minor caught his breath,

“You can't leave, George!”

“We've been through that, kid,” said
Wingate patiently, *“The pater won't
object—that’s all right. I can't keep on
liere in this state of affairs, you see. I
don’t want to—and it’s growing im-
possible. I'm sure of one thing now—
that you'll keep straight after 1've
gone.”

“But for me you'd be captain again
nest term.”

“Never mind that.”

“But I do mind,” muttered the fag.
“I—I can’t stand . You'’ve done too
much for me already, and now there’s a
chance of setting i1t all right, and 1
can't let you lose it. I'm—I'm not such
a funk as you think, Wharton was
right—"

“Wharton !
to do with it ?”

“He told me I ought to go to the
IHead and own up., He knows! And—
and I'm going to do as he advised me.”

Wingate smiled pityingly. He had
heard that before, but he heard it
without much heed. Jack Wingate was
not of the stuff of heroes and martyrs.

The fag's eves flashed,

“You don’t bhelieve I've got the
nerve! I tell you I'd rather be bunked
from the school than keep this up.
You'll see.”

Ile ran to tha door.

“Jack ! shouted Wingate.

The*door opened, and slammed again.,
Wingate minor was gone.

The ex-captain of Greyfriars stood
staring blankly at the closed door. Was
it possible—was it possible that the
wietched fag at long last had serewed up
his courage to the sticking-point, that
he was going to the Head with a con-
fession?

Wingate did not think so, but he
feared it. And if the sentence of expul-
sion fell upon his minor, all that he had
done had been done in vain. He would
be saved, but his brother would be lost.
He rushed across to the door and
dragged 1t open,

“Jack!”

But the BSixth Form passage was
empty—the fag was gone! Had he gone
to the Head?

With a slow step, with a deeply
troubled face, Wingate of the Sixth made
his way in the direction of the Head's
study. If lus brother was there—— But
sirely he was not there!

He was there. As if doubting his own
resolution, as indeed he had too much
reason to do, Jack Wingate had not
nllowed himself a moment for reflection.
Breathless, panting, he arrived at the
lHead’s door, and knocked. He opened
the door without waming to be told to
come In,

He almost ran into the study.

Dr. Locke turned his head. He was
cxpecting Wingate of the Sixth, and he
stared in surprise at Wingate minor of
Lthe Third.

“What is this?” lLe csaid.
vou want, Wingate minor ?"?

For a second. under the calm eclear
eves of the Head, the hapless fag
filtered in terror.
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What has a Remove kid

“What do

He daved not—he dared not speak!
And then, as if in a torrent, the words
came.

“I've come to confess, sir! I want lo
confess! 1 know 1 shall be expelled,
and I—I don’t care!”

His voice broke, and
trembling before the Head. _

Dr. Locke gazed at him in astonish-
ment,

“To confess?"” he repeated,
do you mean? What ean you mean,
Wingate minor? You cannot have done
anything to merit expulsion from the
school. What do you mean, you foolish
boy 1"

“T've got to tell you why my brother
resigned the captaincy—why he gave up
being a prefect!” Wingate minor panted.
“It was through me—because he would
have had to report me, sir.”

“For what?”

“(zoing out of bounds! Going to—to—
to——" The fag faltered miserably,

“Where?  The Head's face was
growing stern as he began tqQ under-
stand.

“The Cross Keys, sir.”

“ Bless my soul!”

“I—1 confess, sir!” panted the fag.
“My brother's going to leave Grey-
friars—I’ve ruined everything for him—
I can’t stand 1t! I—I1 don’t care if I'm
sacked, sir.”

Dr. Locke's eyes fixed grimly on the
fag.

“You visited that disreputable place,
strictly out of bounds for all Greyfriars
boys?”

“Yese, sir.”

“More than once1”

“Yes, sir.”

“You confess that you have acted in
a shameful way caleulated to bring dis-
grace upon the school to which you
belong. You—a boy in the Third Form |
What else have you done ”

“I—I played cards with the—the men

he stood

“What

there ! I—1 made bets on horse
L

races——""

“Youl!”

“I—I know they were only making a
fool of me, but I didn't know it then!”
muitered the fag, “They pgot my
money, and. I knew afterwards they
were only laughing in their sleeve.”

“No doubt,” said the Head dryly.
“A boy of your age can scarcely have
been taken seriously by such characters,
But this precocious rascalily-—Dbless my
soul! I could never have dreamed
J;ud you say that your brother knew
this?”

“He found me there, sir. And—and
he gave up everything so—so as not to
have to report me.”

“I understand. And is this still going
o, Wingate minor?”

“Oh, no, sir! No! T—I could sece
afterwards what a fool I'd been, and—
and alter 1'd done so much harm to my
brother I—I was sorry. I—I'd have
undone 1t all if I could. I—I e

There was a knock at the door.

“Come 1in!" said the Head.,

Wingate of the Sixth entered the
study. His face paled as he saw his
brother there. He knew that the fag
had spoken.

“Your brother has just made an
astonishing confession to me, Wingate,”
sald the Head. “Am 1 to believe that
you found this Third Form boy consort-
g with disreputable characters at a
low resort?”

*“If he has told you g0, sir—"

“IHe has told me =0.”

“It's true, sir,”

“It was your duty to report him to
nme,”

“If T had remained captain and pre-
fect, yes, sir,” said Wingate quietly.
“As an ordinary member of the Sixth
Form, with no official authority, it was
not my duty to report him.”

The Head was silent.

“You placed your regard for your
brother before your duty to the school
and yvour duty to me,” he said at last.

“He’s my brother, sir.”

““And if his rasﬂﬂf!:,r conduct had con-
tinued—what then?” exclaimed the
Head. “Am I to understand that you
would have shielded him in wrong-
doing 7"

Wingate erimsoned.

“Certainly not, sir! The lesson was
enough for him; I knew that he was
going straight. If he had not, I should
have explained the matter to my father,
at home, and left him to deal with my
brother.”

“1 understand.”

There was another long pause.

Dr. Locke made the fag a sign to
leave the study, and Jack Wingate crept
away.

He almost limped down the corridor.
At the corner, two Remove fellows were
standing. ‘Harry Wharton and Bobh
herry looked curiously at the white-
faced fag as he came by.

“What's up, kid ?” asked Bob.

“The game’s up, for me here, that's
all!” muttered Wingate minor.

Wharton understood.

“You've confessed to the Head ?”

i YEE'II

“Good man!” said the captain of the
Remove. “However it turns out, kid,
you won't be sorry in the long run, for
having done the right thing,”

‘Wingate minor nodded, and went on
his way, with a white face and a heavy
heart. He had little hope: but he was
to learn that the caplain of the Remove
had judged well, and that, after all, he
had done wisely when he had done the
right thing.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Back Number !

AMES WALKER, of
J the Sixth strolled into
Loder’s study, with a
eculiar smile en his

ace.
aad The captain of Grey-
[igtvg friars was stretched in
™ his armchair, with a
cigarette between his
He removed the cigarette hastily

lips.
as his door opened ; and then replaced it,

as he
Walker.

“Heard the news, Loder?”

“No. Anything up?”

“Well, yes.” Walker smiled genially.
He was Loder’s pal, but he had had a
great deal to tolerate from Loder since
the new captain of Greyfriars had been
invested with authority. He was quite
pleased to bring Gerald Loder the news
—startling news for Loder. “ Yes, old

saw that the newcomer was

man, the school’'s buzzing with it.
There's a notice on the board,”
“Well, what's happened!” grunted
Loder.

“There’s going to be a new captain’s
election mnext term,”  said Walker
cheerily. “The Head’s letting the
fellows know it before we hreak up for
Christmas.”

Loder sprang io his feet,

“It’s a lie!™ he shouted,
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“You rotter, Walker! T tell you it's
a lie!” shouted Loder furiously.

James Walker shrugged his shoulders.

“You can walk along to the notice
l:oard, and see it for yourself,” he an-
swered carelessly.

Loder stared at him almost wildly.

“It's impossible! The Head told me
plainly that he would not order & new
captain’'s election, unless Wingate con-
sented to put up as candidate.”

“Did he?” vawned Walker., “Then it
imeans that Wingate is going to put up,
for it's a dead cert that there's going to
be a new election. It's the Head's own
fist, old man.”

He was brushed savagely aside the
next moment, and Loder rushed from
the study.

T

“Dear man! He doesn’t secem to like
1! muninured Walker, “Rather a
drop, after all his jolly old airs and
graces, ridin' the high horse over his
old friends. I wonder who will vote
ior Loder in the election—or if anybody
vill! I know I jolly well won't!”

Loder was rushing breathlessly to the
school notice-board.

A crowd of fellows had gathered
round 1t.

The news had spread like wildfire
through Greyfriars, causing satisfaction
on all sides. Loder, smoking in his
ctudy, was indeed almost the last fellow
..t the school to hear it.

There was a laugh as Loder shoved
l.is way through the crowd.

“Hallo, hallo, ballo! Here's Loder!"
cxclaimed Bob Cherry. “lLet ILoder

tuke a squint at it. It will interest
lLoder.”
“Good mnews for you, Loder!” ex-

claimed Vernon-Smith., “You won’t be

seTbe MAGNE Tuenar:

mucking up st¢hool matches next
term.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Anybody going to vote for Loder
next time :"” rovared Colker of the IMifth.

‘““No jolly fear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder did not heed the mockery of
the Greyfriars fellows. He stared for
one momeént at the paper on the board,
and then strode furiously away. It was
true—he could hardly believe it, but it
was true. The Head had told him that
the new election would not be ordered
unless George Wingate consented to
stand as candidate! It followed, then,
that Wingate had consented. He had
dared—he had dared to do this!

hiT % =
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Loder staggered.
“ He—he's confessed—that
little rotter confessed!”

“ Not so cowardly as you seem to have
supposed. - He's confessed everything to
Dr. Locke, and I haven't any secret to
keep!” said Wingate scornfully.

“Then he's sacked from Greyfriars?”

“Sorry to disappoint you—no,” said
Wingate ironically. “Dr. Locke has
made allowance for the fact that he con-
fessed of his own accord, and for a
jolly good motive. And he's satisfied,
too, that the silly kid was led into
ma[(ing a fool of himself, and that he's
sorry for it.”

Loder caught his breath.

cowardly
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went over in the show.

Crash ! George Wingate’s bicycle went over suddenly, and the Sixth-Former
It was risky riding in the snow, but W
pressea by haste to think of walking. A dozen times he had skidded as he pedalied
fast across the snowy heath, but he had not come down.
fallen this time had not something whizzed suddenly and crashed into the rear
wheel of his machine.

ingate was too

He would not have

(See Chapter 13.)

l.odor strode to Wingate's study in
l’.u :.":'."":'“I.

Lie Liurled the door savagely open.

Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth
wire in the room, talking cheerily.
Theyv <tared round at Loder.

“Wingate!” shouted the captain of
Gresfreiars, Ho was too enraged to care
vho heard him, and he did not heed
Lwynne,

“Ii{allo! What's the trouble, Loder 7"
asked Wingate, with a smile.

“Are vou standing for election next
term "

i Y["‘E_,?

“¥You dare!” hissed Loder.

Wingate laughed.

“Dear man,” said Gwynne, with a
chuckle, “have you been counting up
your supporters? 1 fency you've got
only one at Greyfriars, and his name is
Gerald Loder!”

I.oder did not heed him.

His e¢yves were fixed furionsly on
George Wingate., The ex-captain of
Greyirinrs smiled eontemptuously,

“You dare!” repeated l.oder. “Yeu
think-you can keep it dark about vour
brother, then! T'm going straight to
the Iead to report himn.”

“You can't tell the Head anything
he doesn’t know,” said Wingate. ** My
brother has already told him every-
thing."

“If he dared to make any accusation
against me-—-"

“He has not mentioned you,"” said
Wingate icily. “IHe has taken a flog-
ging, and the matter’s ended. Anything
more to say? I shall be glad to see the
last of you, if vou're done!”

“You rotter, you—you—"

Loder stuttered with rage. He was
defcated all along the line; the power
he had held over Wingate was gone.
Jack Wingate's secret was a sceret no
longer. There was nothing now to pre-
vent Wingate of the Sixth from re-
suming his old place as captain of Grey-
friars, if the [ellows chose to vote for
him in the new election ordered by the
Ilead. And none knew better than
Loder how all Greyfriars would roll up
to record their votes for “old Wingate.”

The game was up!

In his rage Loder shook his clenched
fist at Wingate.

“You've done me!” he muttered
thicklv.  “You and your precious
brother—you’ve done me !

“You've done yourself!” said Win-
gate, with cool contempt. ““Get out of
my study, Loder! I'm more than fed-up
with vou!”

Gerald Loder stood panting. Win-
gate’'s eves were fixed contemptuously
(C'ontinued on page 16.
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CHRISTMAS

CHIMES'!
By

BOB
CHERRY.

HRISTMAS is in the air,
and Greyfriars is all agog
with excitement. Every-
body is busy packing up
- [0 the holidays; in fact,
N + am perclied on the top
o=y of u pyramid of trunks in
e thie box-room us 1 pen
g Lhiese notes,
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Lako ls gy o be the greatest Cliristimas
¢ver! It is going to lick all previous Yule-
tides into a cocked hat. Thuat is every-
hody's firm conviction. There will be gay
doings at Wharton Lodge and Mauleverer
Towers, and Billy Bunter tells me that
Bunter Court has had the decorators in—
the Christmas decorators he means, not the
whitewashers and plasterers! Billy's pater
has engaged ua special stafl of botlers and
fontmen to cope with the Christmas rush.
Over a hundred guests are experted, aund
there is to be a masked ball on Christmas
ive. 1 shall NOT be there! Wharton will
nit he there. Nugent will not he thiere.
Neither will Billy Idunter. Neither will ani-‘-
body eke for that matter. For the simple
reason that there is no such place as Bunter
Court !

AT Wharton Lodge the fun will he fast
and furious. Colonel Wharton is one of the
jolliest hosts that ever threw open his doors
to a crowd of merry schoolboys. He has
arranged a topplng programme of dances
amd banqguets and footer matches, and the
Inecky ones who are invited to spend
Christmas at “ "Arry Wharton's 'appy 'ofne,”’
a8 Gosling would call it, will have thie time
of their lives.

MAULEVERER TOWERS will ulso be the
scene of gay festivities. But 1 cannot
picture his noble lordship exhausting himself
in the whirl of Christmas pleasures. Even
a gentle fox-trot iz too much like hard work
Lo suit the Tired Tim of Greyfriars, Manly
will be polite and considernte to his guests,
of course; but if he gets half a chance he
will euri up on the hearthrug like a com
fortable cat, and slumber before the blazing
Yule logs. Mauly is so fond of doing the
ip Van Winkle stunt that bhe would cheer-
fully go to slecp on Christmas Eve, and not
wake up until Boxing Nizht—if ilint were
pogsible!

MICEY DESMOND
Tipperary for |his
Donald Ogilvy  will

is ofl to
Christmas  holidays,
fravel on {he night
capress to Scotland. Napoleon Dupont will
be popping over to Paris, And David
Morgan will be making merry in Wales, look

THE MagNET LiBRARY.—No. 931.

far-away

you! Hurree siugh woula doubtlezs like to
spend Christmas in his beloved Bhanipur,
and Wun Lung would appreciate a holiday
in China. But even in these days of swift

travel, such journeys for such a short
hioliday spell are out of-the question.
BUT what of Alonzo Todd, commonly

known to all of us as the duffer of Grey-
friars? Rumour has it that he is going
to the Googly Woogly lIslund: in a canoe
laden with provisions. It las always been
Alonzo's wish to present a Christmas pudding
to Gogo Wogo, the woolly chief of the
islanders. We would strongly wuarn our
tame duffer against this enterprise. Thin
as Alonzo is, Gogo Wogo will soon be after
his blood. And think what a splendid
Christinas that would be for Gogo—Alonzo
simmering in a steaming-hot cauldron
hanging over the glowing embers! Trgh—
urgh !

GCREYFRIARS will be like a place of the
dead at Christmas-time. No merry shouts
will echo through its corridors. 'The only
sign of life -will be in the porier's lodge,
where Willimin  Gosling  will be spending
Chiristmas on his lonesome. DBut Gozsy will
have a happy  time, for it usually rains
“Lips " oun breaking-up day. In his own
quiet way, our venerable porter wiil enjoy
as happy a Christmas as any of you.

SANTA
CLAUS!

By
DICK
PENFOLD.

Ouit Santa Claus is old and grey,

With a long and snow-white beard, they say.

His face is ruddy, his eyes are brizht ;

ile walks on the winds of the winter night,
Rushing through space with never a pause,
For an active gent is Santa Claus.

At the season of peace and right good will,

WhunHil:Jm stars grow pale, and the night is
BLIIL;

And the ghosts go gliding to and fro,

And darkness hovers uhove, below—

That's the very time, by all the laws,

You may hope for a visit from Santa Claus!?

When 1 was a youngster ol seven or eight,
In my warm, snug hed I'd lie and wait,
Peering intently through the gzloom

And the shadows that Alled the silent room.
I'd wait for hours in n worthy cause—

4 wanted to see old Santa Claus!

But the jolly old man with the bulging sack
Of toys and trinkets upon lis back,

Wonld watt for me to dream and doze

Iire he glided in on hiz nimhle toes

To fIl my stoeking's gaping jawsa.

(O, a stealthy gent is Santa Claus!)

And when 1T awoke to {iie morning's prime,

And the Christmas bells with their mellow
clilme,

['d And my stocking with playthings stored :

"Twas sweeter to me than a miser's hoard!?

And I'd raise a whoap of delight, because

I'd been specially favoured hy Sauta Claus!

Iint now that I've come to man's eziate
(I've turned fiitecn, at any rate!)

Old Santa’s bounties T can't receive,

Nor hang my stocking on Christmas Lve,
But whether it freezes or snows or thaws,

} He's still at his job, old Santa Claus!

By Arrry WhARTON,

MERRY CHRISTMAS,
everybody! 'The same
old, wish, expressed in
_the same old way, but
aM none  the less hearty
34 and sincere, for all that.
' Plenty of fun and
,ollity; lots of lively
larks; a feast of good
cheer; and all that goes to make up a
thoroughly enjoyable Christmas! That
is what I wish my thousands of reader-
chums; and my staff echoes the wish
with a hearty “ Hear, hear !”

We are taking old Father Time by
the forelock, ‘and publishing our Grand
Christmas Number a little in advance of
the Yuletide festivities. It would never
do to postpone the publication of this
number until the holidays. Even the
most energetic of us wouldn't feel like
writing stories and articles amid the
giddy whirl of gaiety and excitement ai
Wharton Lodge.

Even at this early stage, we are work-
ing under difficulties, for it is the eve of
breaking-up, and there is all the hurry
and bustle of packing in progress. No. 1
Study in the Remove passage has the
appearance of a railway cloak-room, at
the moment. There are trunks and port-
manteaux and gladstone-bags crowded
together on the floor; and there 1i:
hardly room to swing a cat. Not that we
wish for one moment to indulge in such
a callous sport]! Felicia, the kitehen cat,
got in through the window during the
mght, and raided our sardine supply:
but we shouldn't dream of making her

“swing " for it—though she richly
deserves to, the furry thief! _
Our Christmas features are few in

guantity, buot first-rate in qualily. We
simply had to prevail upon Dicky Nugent
to give us one of his masterpieces of St.
Saim's; and yon will love to read of the
antics of that senile and utterly impos-
sible IHHeadmaster, Dr. Birchemall. Bob
Cherry has contributed a eolumn of
Christmas gossip, and Dick Penfold has
weighed in with a poem on Santa Claus.

There was something else T wanted to
say, but the crashing and banging and
hammering which is going on all around
me has driven it out of my head. Pity
the poor editors who have to work under
such a handieap! But just let me repeat
what I said in the beginning. A Merry
Christmas, everybody, and may you sail
gaily on the flood-tide of the scason's
festivities, and enjoy yourselves to the
full! That is the sincere wish of your
friend and editor,

HARRY WHARTON



THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

HRISTMAS EVE!

The wind shreeked and
howled around the - old
turrets and chimbleys of
Jolly Towers, & magliii-
sent mansion which dated
right back to the time of

Edward the Seventh,.

Ml Jolly Towers was the
country seat of Sir Jovial
Jolly, the pater of that dashing young hero,
Jack, of the Fourth Form at Xt. Sam’s.

The fine old mansion, which had wethered
the storms of senturies, stood in a wooded
park. It also stood in need of repair.
There was something wrong with the left
wing, as a foothaller would say. And the
centre half of the house was beginning to
crumble, too. But it was a grand and
stately eitadel, for all that.

Feercely the storm raged without. The
wind roared and blustered, and loud peels
of thunder rolled across the sky, hlotting
out the face of the moon.

Inside the mansion, all
merry and hright.

Jack Jolly had brought down a big party
of pals to spend the Christmas Yack with
him. Merry and Bright were there, and
Tubby Barrell and half a duzzen others.
They had just arrvived, and Sir Jovial Jolly,
i+ stout old gentleman with a face like a
boiled beetroot, greeted them in the hall.

“ Welcome home, Jack!' he roared in his
deep base vouice. And he gave Jack Jolly
a resounding thump on the back, which
et him staggering across the hall, “ Wel-
come to your friends also! It's a treat to
see your cheery faces, by George! DBut you
are dooeld late! 1 began to think you were
never coming!”

“1t's the Head's fault, pater,” said Jack
Jolly. “The old tirant never leta us break
wp for the holidays till the last minnit.
lle actually made us swot at lessons till
dinner-time. On Christmas Eve, too! If he
hidn't heen in a hurry to get away for
the holifays himself, he'd have kept us
mugging at Lattin and Greek all day!”

Sir Jovial frowned.

“Confoundd the man!” he shouted.
“ Duzzent he realise that it's Christmas-

(414 H'E-

time?" .
 He hates Christmas,”” sald Merry.

safd that if he had his own way, he'd keep

nil the fellows at the school for Christmas.

His motto would he * Bigziness as usual.’

e wonldn't, even give us a half-holiday on

Christmas Day!"”

“The old toad!” snorted Sir Jovial
 Well, never mind, iny dear hoys. You are
ot of his clutches for a while till the new
term starts.”

“Thank goodness!" sald Tubby Barrell
fervently. I say, Sir Jovial, ia it dinner-
time yet? Travelling always gives me a
frerful appytite ! ,

“ Dry up, you fat gintton!" growled Jack
Jolly. *“You've been stuffing in the train
all the way down !

“ 0O, really, Jolly, you know perfectly well
that I've had nothing Lo eat since we left
g, Sam’'siN?

“Don't tell ibs, Tubhy!
yvou holt the earriage-door!"

“ And T saw him shift a portmanto!” said
Merry.

“And I saw him devouring the ' Holiday
Auneal "' echimted in Bright.

~ir Jovial larfed In his blufi, harty manner.

“ Ho, ho, ho! Come along, my bays! This
way to the diping-room! Dinner will be
sarved in a hrace of shakez. T have engaged
a special waiter for the occasion, Hupgins!
Where are you, Hogginsg??

A croaking voice came up from Lhe regions
il-“]ﬂw.

“ AL your serviss, Rir Jovial!™

“ Bueck up with the Jinner, there’s a pood
Folle=' My gests are fammished !’

“Coming up rvight now, sirl”
croaking voice,

however, wasa

I distinctly saw

sand the

F

-,
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And Sir Mvial ushered his schoolboy gests
into the spashus, oke-panelled dining-room.
In spite of the assurance of Huggins, the
new waiter, dinpner was a long time coming.
Jack Jolly & Co, sat round the big table,
where Jack’s four-fathers had sat in- days
gone by, with their brimming bowis of
punch, and they began to get very impatient.

Tubby Barrell feasted his eyes on the fine
old obl-paintings \thich hung on the wall;
but that sort of feast failed to =sattisfy
Tubby's appytite.

At long last, the man Huggins came in
with a laden tray. The juniors looked ut
bim curiously. He was a lean, scruggy in-
dividual, with a wrinkled, clean-shaven face
and a very mournful expression. The way
he carried the tray suggested that he had
had no previous eggsperience of wailing, for
he carried it on his head like a mufin-man!

““My hat!" ejackulated Jack Jolly. * The
fellow seems tou think he's a perfessional
juggler !

When Sir Jovial eanght sight
waiter he gave a thunderus hellow,

“ Huggins! How dare yon, sir!”

The new waiter gave a startled jump as
if he had been shot. The +{tray gave a
sudden lurch, and, with a fearful erash and
clatter, a duzzen plates of =oop shot on (o
the Hoor, There was also a thirteenth plate
—the unlucky ane, =0 to speak. Sir Jovial
Jolly got the hennyfit of that. It crashed
on the table in front of him, and a showey
of scilding soop splashed up into his face.

Instantly Sir Jovial was on his fedt,
dancing like a cat on hot Dbrix

“Yaronooo!” he yelled, mopping at Lis

of the

sireeming face with a Boviet. *“ You—yonu
clumsy villan! Look what you've done!™
“Youw seem to be in a fearful stew,

pater!*? mermered Jack Jolly. “ You're in
the soop, at any rate!”?

As for Hugginz, the waiter, he loaked
ngarst ut what he had done. Tle rung his
hands, and a feehle appology oozed from his

lips.

“T—I'm awfully sorry, Sir Jovial!?” he
stuttered. .
“Fanlt Dolt !  stormed Sir  Jovial.

“ low dare yon come into the dining-ronm
ballancing a tray on your head like a cirkus
clown! Geo and fetch some more soop, and
try to comport yourself with diggnilty and
decorum!"

“Very gnod, Sir Jovial!”

The old waiter shnfled away. He eaused
further amusement by tripping over a peace
of hroken plate, which sent him sprawling.

Jack Jolly larfed as he threst a toasting-
fork into the waiter’s eollar, and Lhus
levered him to his feet. °

“0f all the clumsy assez!'" said Jack.
“Where did you dig up this spessimen,
pator?’?

“He ecame to me thiz alternoon,” ex-
plained Sir Jovial, “and bhegged me to give
him some employment over Christmas., Yen
see, he was withont visihle means of sport.
1 therefore gave him this tempery job; hut
he will have to memd his ways if” he egg-
spectes me to retain him over the holidays.”

Instead of improving, however, the be-
haviour of the man Hugping grew worse amwl
worse. - The clumsy old bulfer caunsed quite
a startling chapter of axxidents in the
dining-rcom of Jolly Tawersa. lle poured &
pint of boiling colly down the back of Jack
Jolly's npeck; he gave Tubby Barrell a
haptism of thick yellow custerd, amnd he sent
sie Jovial's wineglass flying.  Sir Jovial was
simply furious, for the glass had heen full
a? the famonus champain called Hide-and-seck
(1025 vintidge).

The anticks of the new wailter thretiened
to mar the pieceful serennity of Christmas-
time. Jack Jolly & Co. were grately
annoyed with Huggins, He had spoilt their
dinners and ruined their toggs through his
clumsy behaviour. )

Iuwever, when the meal was over, Huggins

was bannished from their minds.. As &
novelist would say, he was rellygated to
the lingo of forgotten things. And the St.
Sam’s juniors settled down to enjoy thems-
selves in a quiet tranquil manner. They
chased each other all round the vast old
mansion; they rushed out into the park,
wlhere the snow lay inches thick, and pro-
sceded to take part in a wild. and wirling
snowfight. Their merry shouts rang out over
the snowy flelds. \

I'resently a dark flgger emerged from the
house, and came hobbling down the drive.

Jack Jolly clutched his companions’ arms,

“*That's Huggins, the waiter!” he wis=-
pered. “ Let's give him a volley of snows
balls!”?

“Good egg!’ said Merry., “ We owe him
something for spoiling our Christmas KEve
repast !’ -

The next minnit the air was thick with
Mying snowhalls. _They reigned upon the
unforehmnitt Huggins from all angles.

“Ow! Gug-gug-gug! Oooooch!”

Uttering wild mutterings and splutterings,
the unhappy Huggins toppled over back-
wards in the :now., And Jack Jolly & Co.
cime rutining up, pelting him all the harder.

The waiter was beside himself with rage.
His voice—no longer the feeble croak which
thie Juniors had first heard—came thunder-
ing through the night.

 Jolly, you young scamp! You're al the
bottom of this, I'm sure! Just you wait
till we get back to St. Sam's, you young
wunky! 1'I birch you till you're black and
Ilow !

dJack Jolly & Cn. halted In bhlank amaze-
ment.  The snowballs fell from their nerve-
less handas.

For it was not the voice of Huggins, the
waiter, which addressed them. It was the
fearful and familiar voice of Dr. Birchemall,
the headmaster of St. Sam’s!

“ My only Aunt Jemima!'' gasped Jolly.

The Head realised that he had given hins
self away. He secowled savagely as he stagz-
cered to his feet. And he was in the act
of shaking his fist at the astonished groop
of juniors when Sir Jovial Jolly came
striding on the scene.

 Hugging, ! he thundered, ““ how dare yon
shake your fist at my gests in such a
threttening manner!”

“Jt—it isn't Huggins at all, pater!' sald
Jack Jolly. “It—it's our Head!"

“1 will not deny it, sir,” raid the Head
horsely, as he turned to Sir Jovial., *“T1 am
Dy, Birchemall! Being in a state of—cr—
tempery impecuniossity, and having nowlhere
tg go for the Christinas holidays, I thought
it would he a good wheeze to come to Joully
Towers, aml get a job as n tempery waiter.
For this purpuss, [ removed my beard,
which, although the boys do not know if,
has always been a false one, But the game
is up now., And I suppose you will kick me
off the premises, Sir Jovial?”

“ Not at all—not at all!” said 8ir Jovial.
o1 should not dream of plauting my bont
behind so distingwished & person! If I did
g0, you woulid only take it out of my son
when the new term begins. No, sir! So far
from kicking you out, 1 am going to ask you
to stay, as my honnered guest, amd join in
the Christmas sellybrations,™ L

The Head flung his arms round Sir Jovial's
neck. _

“Thank you, sir, for those Kind wonrds!™
he said, bis wveice horse with commotion.
“ [ =hall Lhe delighted to stay!”

And the Head stayed. He seemed to
throw off the burden of his years, and to
hecome 8 happy, care-free echoolboy again.
lle threw himself hart and sole into the
fostivities, and romped around the old man-
sion like a two-vear-old. And it turned out
to he a right Merry Christinas for the gests
at, Jolly Towers!

THE END. -
Tae Micxer LiBraARY.—No. 901,
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Gwynne of Sixth

upon him.
watched him with a slightly amused

smile, Loder’s rage was deep and
bitter, but it had no terrors for them.
He panted as he stood there, too én-
raged to speak again for a few
moments. Wingate pointed impatiently
to the doorway, He did not want
more trouble with Loder. He did not
want to handle the captain of the school,

but it looked as if trouble was inevitable.
Loder came on a step.

“You rotter—you rottar—"

“That's enough!” interrupted Win-
gate. * Get out, Loder, and don't play
the fool! Your rotten schemes have
been knocked on the head, and your
game's up. You've got yourself to
thank. Now clear.”

“And you think you’ll get back the
captaincy 7” said Loder, between his
teeth.

"1 think it's very likely.”

“I rather think it’s a cert,” said
(rwynne of the Bixth, with a grin. I
rather fancy that Greyfriars will vote
«s one man, and that if a hand goes
up for you, Loder, it will be your own
and nngndy else's.”

“We shall eee,” muttered Loder.
“We shall see, Wingate. You think
you've beaten me—you and your pre-
cious blackguard of a young brother—
but the game’s not finished yet. Who'd
have thought that the old fool would
let that young scoundrel hang on at
Greyfriars after what he’s done .

“Are you calling the Head an old
fool?” asked Wingate grimly. He
stepped towards  Loder. “That’s
cnough, Loder! Leave my study!”

Loder gave a savage laugh.

“You haven't ousted me yet; I'm still
captain of the school,” he said. “You
don't give me orders yot, Wingate.”

I order you out of my study,” said
Wingate quietly. *“I won’t _hear another
word from you. Now then, cut!”

For answer the enraged captain
aimed a savage blow at Wingate's face.
His arm was struck aside.

Gwynne dropped his hand on his
shoulder.

“You'd better hook it,” he said.
“You know what you got last time,
Loder; and if you force Wingate into
a fight, you can't blacken him to the
Head again. Chuck it, old man.
You're giving yourself away, you
know.” |

Gwynne pushed Loder out of the
study, He resisted for a moment, his
face set with rage. But he decided to
go. The door closed on him, and
Loder strode away to his own study,
with hatred and revenge and every
ravage feeling running riot in  his
hreast,

Gwynne shrugged his shoulders when
the captain of the school was gone.

“It's the wind-up for Loder,” he
sald. “ He can play at being captain
of the school till we break up, not that
a single fellow in Greyfriars will take
orders from him. I never believed that
even Loder would make such a hash of

THE MaeNET LiBRARY.—No, 931.

- Loder’s abject failure as

XMAS numser K

the job, such an absolute muck-up. It's
more above his weight than anybody
ever supposed.”

Wingate nodded.

He, too, had surprised by
captain of
Greyfriars. He had not expected much
of the black sheep of the Sixth, but he
had expected better things than Loder
had been able to perform.

“Thank goodness it's over said
Gwynne, “You'll romp home at the
next election, old man, and you’ll be
kept rather busy next termm undoing
pretty nearly everything that Loder
has done, and setting matters right.
Loder's a back number now, and no
mistake."”

Loder, brooding savagely over
matter 1n his study, realised it, too.
He was a back number. Only a couple
more days remained of the tefm, in

been

the

which to “play ” at being captain of
the school, as Gwynne expressed if.
Then came the Christmas vacation,

After that the new term and the new
election, and (George Wingate's abso-
lutely certain triumph. He turned the
matier over and over in his mind, and
he could see no way out. Unless some-
thing. happened in the Christmas holi-
days to keep Wingate from returning
to Greyfriars, Loder was down and
out—a hopeless back number. And
what could happen?

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Home for the Holidays! .

O0D-BYE "
“Merry Christmas!”
“I” say, you fellows

. “Good-bye, Bunter!”
. _ Harry Wharton &
/‘l v ANkl Co. were off for the
RARNSSewa il Christmas holidays. It
was a hard, frosty day,
with a sky of steel, and hedges and trees
gleaming with frost. In coat and
scarf, with ruddy, cheery faces, the
chums of the Remove packed themselves
in the brake for the station in the
highest of spirits. The brake was
starting when Billy Bunter rolled along
and gesticulated wildly to the Famous
Five, who waved their hands to him
and chortled. Bunter had lost the first
brake in a desperate effort to wedge
into the car which bore Lord Maule-
verer away from Greyfriars. He had
not succeeded in wedging into Mauly's
car, and he was too late for the first
brake, and he rolled after it in frantic
pursuit,

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Good-bye, Bunter!”

“Stop for me!” roarced Bunter.

AN
'k;, l

““Merry Christmas, old fat man!
Remember us to the dukes and vis-
counts at Bunter Court|” bawled Bob
Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, I'm eatching

your train.”

“Looks as if _\I,'nu'ra not. Good-bye!”
The brake rolled on. Bunter rushed
after i1t desperately, slipped in the

snow, and sat down.
bt = - - > B N A A A A A i
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He was left sitting and gasping as
the brake rolled on to Courtfield.

“Dear old Bunter! He will have to
accept some of those invitations that
were raining on him,” said Bob
Cherry. “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's
Ogilvy1  You've left Bunter behind,
Ogilvy. I heard that you were taking
him up to Scotland.”

Ronald Donald Ogilvy chuckled.

“First I've heard of it,” he said.

“Mauly’s left him behind, too,” said
Bob. “IHis car’s gone. What about
you, Smithy? Aren’'t you taking
Bunter to the sunny South?”

“1 don’t think!” grinned the
Bounder.

“Toddy, old man, you’'ve overlooked
Bunter. Bunter was going to honour
you, among others,”

“I know!"” assented Peter. “I had
a boot all ready for him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Still, he’s got dozens of invitations
to fall back on,” said Bob. At least,
so he said. And, as a last resort, he
can go to Bunter Court—if any.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In great spirits the juniors crowded
out of the brake at Courtfield Junction.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's old
Wingate! Merry Christmas, Win-
gate !

George Wingate nodded and smiled.

His minor was with him, his face
very bright and cheerful. Jack Win-
gate’'s troubles had rolled away at last.
A bright Christmas was before him.
After that, the new term, in which he
was resolute to avoid the mistakes and
faults of the last troubled term.

Harry Wharton & Co. packed them-
selves 1n the train. Wingate and his
brother were in another carriage. They
were going to a destination near that
of the Famous Five. Greyfriars fellows
were arriving at the station, crowding
the platform, when the train was full.
In the crowd the chums of the Remove
caught sight of Loder and Carne and
Walker together.

“Loder isn't looking merry and
bright,” chuckled Bob Cherry. * Shall
we give him a yell* No, we won't.
We'll forgive even Loder at Christmas-
time—what "

“Yes, rather!"

“The forgivefulness is terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Let us
wish him a merry and ridiculous Christ-
mas;"’

Bob Cherry leaned from the window.

"“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Loder!”

(Gerald Loder stared round angrily as
his name was bawled.
= ‘LMerr}r Christmas, old bean !"” roared

ob.

“You cheeky young sweep!”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

Loder, at all events, did not scem to
be in a forgiving mood under the genial
influence of Christmastide.

The train rolled out of the station.

It was a long run for Harry Wharton
& Co., but they were in a cheery mood
throughout the journey, and voices
were raised in gong in the carriage
crammed with juniors. It was a merry
party that turned out at last at the
little station of Wharton Magnus, and
packed into the car for Wharton Lodge.
Colonel Wharton himself was driving
the car, and ho greeted his nephew and
his friends with cordial geniality.

The car drove by the road across the
heath towards the Lodge. Winter mists
hung over the heath; the hollows were
stacked with snow. Snow had begun
to fall again in light, powdery flakes.
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The lights of Wharion Lodge gleamedat Greyiriars,

at last through the falling December
dusk.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
said Bob.

Miss Wharton greeted the merry
party in the old oak-panelled hall, glis-
tening with holly and mistletoe. Harry
Wharton & Co. were home for the holi-
days at last, and it was going to be a
merry Christmas,

Here we are!”

e e 1

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Meeting !

i HALLO, hallo, hallo !”

“What 2

“ Loder !”

“Oh, my hat!”

It was a couple of
days later,

Harry Wharton &
Co. had almost for-
gotten the existence
of the bully of Greyfriars by that time.
They were thinking in the Christmas
holidays of much more pleasant things
than Gerald Loder of the Sixth Form
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And they were surprised
to see him there.

The Famous Five had gone for a
tramp across the frozen heath, which
stretched for miles beyond the park wall
of the Lodge. On the farther side of
the heath lay the home of the Wingates,
and “old Wingate ” had telephoned an
invitation to lunch to the heroes of the
Remove. At Greyfriars between the
Lower Fourth and the Sixth there was a
great gulf fixed; but 1n vacation it was
a different matter. Harry Wharton &
Co. tramped cheerily across the misty
heath, under a leaden sky heavy with
snow-clouds; and the red chimneys of
Wingate's home, the (Gables, were 1n
sight 1in the distance when they sud-
denly came on Loder.

The Greyfriars Sixth-Former did not
see them for the moment.

IHe was tramping along by the same
path across the heath with his head
bent and his hands shoved deep into his
overcoat pockets, They overliook him

and were passing him when Bob recog-
nised him.

Loder’s face was dark and clouded.
The festive season apparently had not
had a cheering effect on him.

Pevhaps he was thinking of the near
future of his return to Greyfriars to
find that he had lost all that he had
gained to witness George Wingate's re-
instatement in his old position as cap-
tain of the school.. That, certainly,
could not have been an inspiriting re-
Hection to Loder.

The juniors looked at
curiously.

Where Loder’s home was, they did
not know: but they were tramping on
the heath between Wharton Lodge and
Wingate's home. It was possible, of
course, that he was staying for Christ-
mas somewhere in the neighbourhood.
But certainly they had not expected to
see anything of Loder during the Christ.
mas holidays.

They were undecided whether to speak
to him in passing. That mafter was
settled by Loder himself. He glanced
carelessly at the schoolboys, and then
started, as he reccognised them.

A black look came over his face,

“You lot—here !” he exclaimed.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Naturally we’re here, Loder.,” he
said. “We're staying at my unecle’s
house a couple of miles back.”

“YEnjoying life, old bean 7" asked Bob
Cherry, with a grin,

Loder smiled.

“1 didn’t know you lived about here,
Wharton. Are yvou hanging on here all
through Christmas 1”

“Yes, ti)l near the end of the vae.”

him rather

e s
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Wingate rolled over breathlessly and sat up in the snow.
Loder’s eyes gleamed down at his vietim,

With his hands tied behind him he was utterly helpless.
““ What will you be like after a night in this ? *’ he asked.
I would not give in ! " said Wingate. ‘‘ And it may mean that, if you are mad enough to do as you say.”” *‘ That's
your risk,’’ said Loder between his teeth. (See Chapfer 13.)

““ If it meant death

e — - —_—
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“Oh!” said Loder, and his look grew
blacker.

“No need for us to meet at all,
I.oder,” said Harry. “If you're staying
about here, we needn't keep up Grey-
{riars rows in the holidays. Come on,
vou chaps—we don’t want to keep Win-
gate waiting.”

Loder started again.

“Yon'rc going to see Wingate?” he
asked.

“Yes: thdt’s his show yonder,” said
[Iarry, with & gesture towards the red
chimneys of the Gables looming up 1n
the wintry mists in the distance.

“T know that,” grunted Loder.

“T1 say, vou're not calling on Wingate
Ly any thance?” asked Harry, struck by
a new thought, “If so——"

“0Ff codrse not, you young fool
.oder harshly.

“Same old. polished manners!”
erinned IFrank Nugent. “Come on, you
follows—we have eunough of Loder at
Greyiriars.”

The juniors tramped on. Loder had
~topped, and he did not follow ithem.
He stogd staring after them, with a
black brow: and he was still standing
iliere, when Wharton glanced back In
the distance.

Wharton's face was very thoughtful.

“It’s rather odd meeting Loder here,”
lie said. “ He didn't know we were
about here, but he knows that Wingate
lives yonder. I—I wonder——~

He paused.
“What ?” asked Johnny Bull.

“Loder can't be here looking for
irouble, surely 7" said the captain of the
emove. ‘*He wouldn’t be ass gnnu‘gh
tn keep up Greyfriars troubles with old
Wingate in the hols.”

“Not likely,” said Nugent.

“The likefulness is not terrific,” re-
marked Hurrée Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the esteemed and ridiculous Loder
looked verv savage.”

“He wouldn’t be such an ass,” said
Bob. “Of course, he knows that he's
going to be turned out of the captaincy
next term. I suppose he feels pretty
sore about it. But it wouldn't help him
in uny way to kiok up a shindy with old
Wingate. May as well mention to Win-
rate that we've seen him, though, so
that he can keep an eye opon.”

And when they were seated at the
lunch-table at the Gables the jumniors
mentioned to George Wingate that they
had secen Loder.

Wingate was surprised, and evidently
not pleased.

But he dismissed the matter care-
lessly,

“T1 dare say he’s staying about here
somewhere,” he said.

“ A friend of yours, George?” asked
Wingate's father.

Wingate smiled.

“No; a Greyfriars man I'm on rather
bad terms with,” he answered, and Jack
Wingate coloured and kept his eyes on
his plate. The fag wondered what bis
father would have said had he known
the precise character of Gerald Loder,
and that at one time the scapegrace of
the Third had boasted of him as his
“friend in the Sixth.” But of that un-
hdppy episode, now over and done with,
nothing had been said at home by either
of the brothers,
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The dusk was falling when Harry
Wharton & Co. left the Gables, and
started to walk home.

The snow, which had long threatened,
was beginning to fall; and the mist was
thick on the heath.

“We'll go by the road,” said Harry
Wharton. “It's a bit longer, but when
the mists come thick a fellow 1s liable
to miss the path. No joke getting lost
at night there.”

~ “My hat! No!” said DBob, locking
into the snowy mists.

The juniors followed the road instead
of the footpath. A mile from the Gables
the lights of a lonely wayside inn
gleamed out into the snow.

In the doorway of the inn a fellow
wae lounging, smoking a cigarette, and
looking out into the dusk.

With the light behind him, he was
quite clearly to be sdeen; and Bob
Cherry uttered a startled ejaculation.

“My only hat! That's Loder.”
(11 Loder IJ.I
“Look !

The Famous Five stared at Loder as
they passed. It was clear that he was
staying at the inn, a little wayside place
where a fellow like Loder would cer-
tainly not have been expected to put up.

On the shadowy road, the juniors

were not to be recognised, and if Loder
saw them passing, he did not know

them. But they saw him clearly
enough against the light.
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this is jolly queer, you
fellows,” said DBob Cherry, as they
tramped on. ‘‘Loder’s at that mn—nof
staying at some place round hero. What
on earth can he be putting up at a show
like that for?”

“(Goodness knows!” said Harry, with
a troubled brow. “That isn't the way
Loder would spend a Christmas holiday,
that's a cert. I can’t Lelp thinking that
his being here has something to do with
old Wingate.”

“But if he mecans mischief, what can
he possibly do?”

“J can’t imagine.”

It was strange enough, and all the

juniors felt troubled and disturbed, as
they tramped on through the December

“1 say,

darkness. What did Loder's presence
mean—what thoughts were passing
behind that black, scowling brow?

They could not guess; but they had a
foreboding that there was trouble to
COlne,

They were not likely to guess the
thoughts that were passing in Gerald
Loder’s mind, as he stood at the inn
door, smoking cigarette after cigarette,
staring out into darkness that was not
so dark as his bitter and revengeful
thoughts.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Treachery !

¢ HICK, and no mis-
take !” _
“The thickfulness 1s

terrific.”’

=%y It comes on sud-
=y denly like that,” said
-~ W Harry Wharton, 1

=<2 nope there's nobody out
on the heath to-night:”
‘The chums of Greyfriars stood in the
big doorway of the Lodge. It was Christ-
mas Ilve, and there was a hum and a
buzz of gaiety all through the house.
Every window gleamed with light;
great log-fires burned and sparkled, and
diffused cheery warmth: in the old oak
hall the red berries of the hollies, the
white of the mistletoe, gleamed and glis-
tened amid the lights. Harry Wharton
& Co. wore very bright faces, Miss
Wharton smiled and beamed, the old
bronze-complexioned colonel unbent, and
was almost boyish. Guests had arrived,
and were still arriving, in spite of the
cold, the snow, and the mist. Hazel-
dene of the Remove was there with his
sister Marjorie, and Clara Trevlyn and
Barbara Redfern of Clif House School ;
Peter Todd had come with two of his
sisters, who, if they were not as pretty
as Marjorie and Clara, were very merry
and bright and mirthful. Other merry
young faces crowded the old house,

Lights gleamed on the drive, as cars
and carriages came up. They came at
almost a crawl. The afternoon had been
fine, only a little misty, with a gleam of
winter sunshine; but soon after dusk
the mist had swept thickly over the
moor. Harry Wharton & Co. looked
out into the misty evening; the old
trees of the park loomed up like dim
spectres,

“Thick, and getting thicker,” said
Bob Cherry. ‘““But what'’s the odds, so
long as you’re happy? Anybody care
for a stroll on the ﬂﬂath?”

““Ha, ha! Not this evening.”

“The strolfulness would be frigid and
ludicrously damp,” remarked Hurreé
Jamset Ram Singh, “The indoorful-
ness 18 the proper caper.”

KEven Bob Cherry admitted that in-
doors was preferable to outdoors that
evening.

A telephone-bell buzzed somewhere in
the house.

“Harry!"” called out Colonel Wharton:

The captain of the Remove hurried to
the telephone. Heé expected to receive
a oali from an intended visitor, who
had decided not to venture out in the
thickening mist. But it was Jack Win-
gate’s voice that came over the wires.

“Is that Wharton?”

“Yes. That young Wingate?”

“Yes, Wharton! I suppose George
got over all right?”

“George ?” repeated Harry.

“It was fine and clear when he
started,” said the fag. “DBut the mists
have come on suddenly, and I thought
I'd ring vou up and ask, as he came
over by the path on the moor. It’s
jolly thick on this side.”

“It’s thick over here,” said Harry.
““Has yvour brother started to come over,
kid ':a” .

“Eh? Yes, of course—long ago!”
came the fag's reply, in surprised tones.
“You knew he was coming?”

“ND‘_I’

“1 don’t understand. Is Cherry all
right ?”

“Bob! Of course!”

“I don’t understand. My brother
started as soon as he rang off the phone,”
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sald Jack Wingale. “I thought he
would have got over by the time the mist
came on; but 1 rang up to make sure,
Wasn't Cherry much hurt, after all?”

Wharton blinked at the transmitter in
‘bewilderment.

“What are yvon driving at, kid? Bob
Cherry is all right—there’s nothing the
matter with him. Was your brother
coming over to see him?”

“What! Hasn't Cherry had an acei-
dent 7"
“Eh? No."”

“Then I can't understand it. Who was
it telephoned here from the Lodge?”
“Nobody, that I know of.”

“Oh, my hat! There’'s a spoof on
somehow, then—somebody’s “playing
tricks, Hold on while 1 call the pater.”

Wharton held on, in deep perplexity.
A minute later there came a deep voice
over the wires:

“Wharton!” It was Mr, Wingate
speaking. ‘“This is a very strange affair.
Nearly two hours ago my son received
a telephone message, presumably from
your house. It stated that Robert
Cherry had fallen from a car, and was
in a serious state, and was asking to
see Wingate—my son. George started
at once across the heath.”

“Good heavens!” exclaimed
aghast,

““Am I to understand that the message
was false?”

“Certamly 1t was,” said Yharton.
“Bob Cherry has had no accident of
any kind, and nobody telephoned from
here.”

“Upon my word! Then my son has
been the victim of some foolish practi-
cal joke!” exclaimed Mr. Wingate,

“It looks like 1t, sir,” said Harry.
“But the practical joker isn’t here, I
assure you.” -

“No, no, I amn sure not; but 1t 1s very
extraordimary. I ecannot think of any-
one who would be likely to play such a
foolish trick. You told Jack that my
son had not arrived "

“Not yet, sir. I suppose he will get
here, as he has started,” said Harry.
“PBut if Le started iwo hours ago, he
should have been here before this. Which
way did he come—the footpath or the
road "

“The footpath, as it is so much
shorter, and, of course, he was 1n a
great hurry to reach you, in the circum-
stances—the supposed c¢ircumstances, 1
mean. If he has not reached you, he
must have been caught in the mist—and
yoet that is strange, as he had ample
time to recach Wharton Lodge, I think,
before the mists camme on. He was on
his bicycle.”

“Then he ought to have heen here
long ago,” said Harry. ‘‘Perhaps he
has had a spill; but he's réally had time
to wallk 1t.”’

““It is somewhat alarming,” said Mr,
Wingate. “ [t would be very serious to
be lost on the heath when the mists are
on. There must have been an accident
of some kind. I shall go in search of him
from this side.”

‘““ And we shall look for him at once
from this side,” exclaimed Harry
W harton,

After a few more words, he rang off,
and hurried to find his uncle, Colonel
Wharton listened in astonishment to
what he had to tell.

“A foolish practical joke, and a very
unfeeling one,” said the colonel, knit-
ting his brows. “It was kind of Win-
gate to set out at once to see Cherry,
but simply brutal of some foolish fellow
to give him such an anxious journey.
He must be searched for at once.”

Harry,
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“Poor old Wingate!” said Bob. “ He
may have had a tumble on the heaih—
it was pretty thick there even before
the fog came on. May be lying some-
where with an injury, wailting for help.”

“1 will go, and take some of the men,”
said Colonel Wharton. “ You had better
remain with your guests, Harry.”

Wharton shook his head.

“They'll excuse me, in the eircum-
stances,” he said. “I musi come with
you, uncle. Let’s make up a good party
—the more there are, the more likely we
are to find Wingate. We shall have
to shout for him, and we may be hours
finding him on a night like this.”

“Yery well!”

No time was lost. A change came over
that merry Christinas party, as the news
of Wingate's danger was spread., Almost
all the fellows volunteered to join in the
search party. Shoes were changed for
thick boots, overcoats and mulllers
donned, lanterns lighted, electric-torches
sorted out. The party numbered more
than a dozen when they started out,
headed by the eolonel, carrying a glar-
ing acetylene lamp.

There was a deep cloud on Harry
Wharton's face.

=

“What does this mean, you fellows?”
he muttered, as the Iamous Five
tramped down the foggy drive after the
tall figure of the colonel. “Who sent
that spoof message to Wingate to feich
him out on the heath ?”

Bob Cherry breathed hard,

“*Loder!” he said, in a low voice.

The same thought had oeccurred to all
the juniors, That Loder was 1n the
vieinity, bent on trouble, they had
already been convinced; and now this
trick had been plaved. It was natural
that they should think of the bully of
Greyiriars at once,

“But why?” whispered Nugent.
“Why ¥

“The whyfulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The

esteemed rotten Loder would not play
a silly trick like a fag merefully to give
old Wingate a walk in the snow.”

“Something more than that.”
Harry.

“But—but what 7"

“ Goodness knows! We've got to lind
Wingate. Something’s happened, or he
wotld have.reached the lodge.”

What had happened ?

Tae MAeXET LIBRARY.—No. 351,

said



special. XM AS numser 38K

——rs e momm

= = —— —— = E

juniors asked themselves that
ayvestion, with deep disguiet 1n therr
hv arts, What had happened to George
Wingate on the lonely, misty heath?
V' aat had Loder done?

The

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder’s Last Blow !

RASH'!
‘ The bicycle went over
suddenly, and George
Wingate sprawled 1n

(A0 A thﬂ STNIOW,
il ‘i‘nf He had Dbeen riding
™ hard.
The wide, lonely,
misty heath was covered
with snow, the footpath was caked with
it, It was risky riding in the snow; but
Wingate had been too presscd by haste
{o think of walking. The false message
had told him that Bob Cherry, lying
ceriously injured at Wharton Lodge, was
asking for him, and that was more than
cnough to make Wingate hurry. A
dogen times he had skidded as he
pedalled fast across the snowy heath, but
lie had not come down. And now he
would not have fallen had he not fallen
into a trap. From the dusk something
whizzed suddenly and crashed into the
tcar wheel of his machine, and he was
(own in the snow before he knew what
was happening.

He crashed headlong, dazed by the
<wdden fall. A shadowy figure leaped
‘rom the gloom, and closed in on him. A
Liice was planted on Wingate, in the
vmall of Lis back, as he sprawled 1n mud
wod snow, pinning him dowg.

He gasped and struggled.

It was amazing to him. The sudden
attack had taken him utterly by surprise,
Of his assailant he could see nothing.
ven as he twisted his head to look up
only a shadow was visible in the early
darkness of the December day.

“You rotter, whoever you are,”’
panted Wingate, ‘“let me up! Let me
up, you scoundrel !

There was a low langh.

“Not vet, Georga Wingate !"”

The Greviriars Sixth-Former started
violently. Vague thoughts of some des-
perate footpad had been in his mind.
yut he knew that voice.

*Loder !V

Loder of the Sixth langhed agan,

“I've surprised you,” he said.

“You scoundrel! TLet me up and I'l
sinash you!” roared Wingate. “Is this
a game for a Greyfriars man to play, you
rotter 7"

He struggled furiously. But he was
hulf-buried in snow, and Loder's knee
jammed like iron in his back, Loder's
lands were gripping him. He was
utterly at a disadvantage, and he had no
chance. The ex-captain of Greyfriars
was at his enemy’s mercy.

“T've something to say to you before

I let you go, Wingate,” said Loder, mn a
low. bitter voice.

“Yon rotter! Listen to me!” panted
Wingate. “I'll overlook this. 1 won't
feuch von, if you'll let me go at once.

I'm in a hurry—a fearful hurry! A kid
las had an accident. I'm on my way to
ceo him ”

“You mneedn't worry about Bob

C'herry."” said Loder coolly. “‘Cherry is
all right, so far as I know, at any rate.
That message came from me.”

“From vou?”

“Yes. I telephoned from the inn,”
tnid Loder coolly., “You can guess

Tue MagNeET LiBsrary.—No. 931,

why—to bring vou out on the heath in a

hurry by the shortest path—and the

lonchest., There won't be anyone cross-

ine the heath by this path to-night,

Wingate.” -
Wingate panted.

“You awful rascal! So it was a
{rick ?”

“ Hixactly "

“I'Il make you sorry for it. What's

vour game, you rotter, i1f you are in your
right senses !” exclaymed Wingate, ** As
soon a3 1'm on my teet, I'll give you the
hiding of your life !”

“You're not on vour feet yet,"” said
Loder, in the same low, bitter, tense
voice. ““I've planned this carefully,
Wingate, and I've got the upper hand at
present, and I'mn keeping 1t Before 1 let
you go you've got to make me a
promise.”’

“1 will promise you nothing !”

“I think you will. You've got to pro-
mise not to stand for re-election at Grey-
friars next term.”

Wingate laughed scornfully.

“Are you mad? I will promise
nothing of the kind!”

“You'd keep your word, if you gave
it.” said Loder.

“I should keep my word, if I gave it—
but I shall not give it! Do you think
you can threaten me, you hound?"’

“Yes, I think 50,”” said Loder coolly.
“Either you'll give me your word to
keep out of the new election at Grey-
friars, and leave me captain of the
school, or you won't be able to return to
Grevfriars.for the new term !”

“Wha-a-at ¥

“You won't be fit to return,” said
Loder, in cool, deadly tones. * After a
night passed on this open heath, in the
snow, you won't be in a state for school,
or anything else, for a long time to
come. More likely to be an invalid for
six months.”

“ Are you mad?"”

“You've driven me to the wall,” said
Loder.. “I've won the captainey of
Greylriars, and I'm ketping 1t, by fair
means or foul. You'd better think be-
fore you refuse. 1It's going to be a wild
night. The mists are coming down
thicker already, and the snow's falling
again. You'll make me that promise, or
I swear I'll leave you here in the snow
for the night, tied up so that you can't
get away. Take your choice!”

“You're mad!” panted Wingate.

“Take your choice!” repeated Loder.

Wingate's answer was to renew the
struggle. At a terrible disadvantage as
he was, he gave Loder plenty of trouble.
But the bully of Grevfriars had the upper
hand, and he kept it. Wingate sank
deeper and deeper into the snow-bank as
he struggled, till he was almost buried,
and still Loder’s knee was driven into
his back, Leoder's hands grasped him
and held him down. Spent, exhausted at
last, Wingate ceased to struggle, and he
was still, a helpless prisoner.

“You scoundrel | he breathed.

Loder panted. He had had to exert
all his strength. But he still had the
whip-hand of his enemy.

“Take your choice!” he said, with
savage coolness. “I'll tie you hand and
foot, and leave you here to freeze.
You've driven me to this, Wingate. It's
the only way left. I mean business!”

“And do vou think after that, that
you'll remain captain of Greyfriars—that
vou'll remain at Greyfriars at all?”
panted Wingate., “If you dare do as
vou say, you'll go to prison instead of
Greyfriars School !”

“I'm risking that.
easy to prove,” said Loder coolly.

You won't find it
(11 IE

you talk ino much, wvou'll succeed in
bringing plenty of disgrace on QGrey-
friars; but 1t will be your word against
mine, There arve some sporting men at
the inn where I'm staving, who will be
ready to swear that 1 never left the inn
at all. I've taken all the precautions I
can, Wingate—and, for the rest, I'm
willing to take the risk. If I have to
leave Greyfriars—if I have to face ruin—
at least I'll beat you at the finish !™

Loder’s voice was savagely determined.

“Will yvou give me that promise?”

4 i N'D!,“‘

“That does it!"

Wingate struggled again, but ho
struggled unavailingly. His arms were
dragged up over his back, and his wrists
bound together by a strong whipcord.
Then Loder left him, and Wingate rolled
over breathlessly, and sat up in the
snow, With his hands tied behind him
he was utterly helpless,

Loder stood in the falling flakes.
Thick and thicker mists were lowering
on the heath, and the snowflakes flew
ghost-like in the shadows, covering the
ground as with a white, velvety carpet.
All trace of the footpath had disap-
peared. The last footprint had vanished,
Wingate’s bicvele was already hidden by
snow. It seemed as if the two Sixth-
Formers of Greyfriars were alone in a
world of mist and snow.

Loder's eyes gleamed down at his
victim.

“What will you be like after a night
in this?"” he asked,

“If it meant death, I would not give
in !” said Wingate. “ And it may mean
that if you are mad enough to do as you
53.}'.,1

“That's your risk,” said Lodor, be-
tween his teeth. ‘At dawn I come
back and untie.you. Who's going to
prove that I ever saw you at .all? A
spill on the bicyele, a night in-the snow,
and the rest of the story a delirious
fancy. Anyhow, I'm chancing it.”

e peered down at Wingate in the
thickening mist.

“Will you give your word now?”

“NG.”

“Have your own way, and repent it.”

Loder drew a second whipcord from
his pocket, and Wingate's feet were
bound. He lay helpless in the snow, the
flakes settling on him thickly as he lay.

But there was no surrender in his
face. Suffering from exposure, a long
illness, and perhaps a dangerous one,
lay before him if Loder carried out his
threat, as evidently he meant to. But
death itself would not have forced Win-
gate to surrender.

“For the last said Gerald
Loder hoarsely.

*“ Scoundrel ! ‘

“Then take your chance.”

And Loder turned away.

time !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
To Save His Enemy !

INGATE lay panting
in the snow. The

flakes settled more and
A more thickly upon him.
i \ {ter the exertion of
et Wl he struggle, the re.
wtion had set in, and
he cold was penctrat-
“ing  his limbs. A
shiver ran through him as he watched
Loder turn from him in the snowy
mist., But he did not speak. A minute
more and Loder would be gone, and
he would be left alone—to cold, and
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darkness, and suffering—perhaps, it
might be, to death. Loder was risking
more, 1n his dastardly scheme, than he
realised—than he was calm enough to
vealise. His mind, poisoned by hatred
and malice and revenge, seemed to have
lost its old cunning, cool calculation.

He was going, and Wingate did not
speak. But Loder stopped again. Ilad
he repented ?

He did not lock back.

He was staring before him, into the
darkness and whirling snow. He seemed
to be locking for a path—for a land-
mark. But the ever-thickening fog on
the heath hid all but the snowy earth
from lhis sight, and the earth was a
spotless sheet of white.

Loder stood and stared, and peered.
He turned this way, and he turned that
way, and still he hesitated.

He came back to where Wingate lay
at last, with a sudden movement that
had something of fear in it. Where
Wingate lay there was the footpath,
though it couvld not be seen under the
mantle of snow.

Still, he did not look at the silent
figure lying there in the snow. He was
searching for the path. He stumbled
over the half-buried bieyele, and mut-
tered an imprecation. Ile swung back
towards Wingate at last, and stood
staring down at him, with a black and
bitter look.

~ “Hang you!” he muttered thickly.
“Hang you! I've done myself, as well
as you!l”

Wingate looked at him.

He understood.

Loder had followed the paths easily
epough before the snow fell and the
mists thickened. Ile had not counted
on this. Slowly but inevitably the truth
had forced itself upon Loder’s scared
mind. He was lost on the heath. Miles
away lay the inn that he had left behind
—miles, in other directions, lay the
habitations of men. DBut for miles the
barren heath extended, white, track-
less. untrodden, endless white. looming
ecrily throngh the mist. And Loder’s
face, too, was white as he realised that
he was lost—that he had nof one chance
in a thousand of finding his way from
that desolate spot 1 the heart of the
lonely heath.

Wingate smiled grimly.

“Hang you!” repeated Loder. “ Hang
you! 1 never foresaw this. I never
thought of thiz. We're both mm 11"

Wingate did not speak.

Loder moved restlessly about again,
peering, scarching, seeking. His foot-
prints, almost as fast as he made them,
disappeared under the thickening flakes.
And always he hurried back to where
Wingate lay, as if fearful of losing sight
of him, of finding himse!f alone on tho
wild heath, without even his wvietim's
presence to break the terrifying soli-
tude.

Ile stopped by Wingatle again at last,
staring down at him,

“Hang you! If I let vou loose could
vou find your way out of this horrible
place 7 he muttered hoarsely.

“T don't know.”

Loder startoed.

“You don't know!” Ilis voice had a
vring of terror. " You know this pari
of the country. I am a stranger here.
You must know how to find your way
back to a road, at least.”

““* Nobody knows a way aecross this
heath when the snow is falling and the
nist rising,” said Wingate quietly. “ No
man in the villages hereabouts would
lecave the road for a dozen yards on a

night like this. I'm lost here, as much
as you are—now."”

‘“Good heavens !’ breathed Loder.

He stood for some minutes, quite
still. It seemed as if the mist of hatred
and malice and revengeful excitement
had passed from his mind, leaving it
clear. He stared round into the black
night, and again looked at Wingate.
There was fear in his face.

“We're both in this,” he said. “Good
heavens! Why, it may mean death!
I could never find my way out of this!
And you =

He shuddered.

“It’s your fault, Wingate. You've
driven me to the wall,” he muttered,
“But—but I never realised that it might
have been death for you to leave you
?ere.” I never thought of that. But

He broke off. It was the realisation
of his own danger that had made him
realise the rest. Ile spoke again, in
a husky voice.

“If I let you loose will you do your
best to help us both out? We can serap
afterwards, if you like. 'This isn't the
time. or place for it.”

“T know that,” said Wingate. “T'll
do my best to find a way out of this,
and I should not think of deserting you
here, even after what you've done. If
we don’'t get out of it alive i

“You think there's a doubt ?”’

“There’s more than a doubt,” said
Wingate dryly.

“Good heavens!” mutiercd Loder.

Ile fumbled at the cords that bound
Wingate, and then opened his pocket-
knife and cut them through. Wingate
of the Sixth rose to his feet.

“Now " mutiered Loder.

Wingate looked round him. Dut the
falling snow, the sweeping fog, bafMled
him, as they had baflled Loder.

He looked at his encmy’s white face,
and therce was no animosity in his look.

“I'I try,” he said. 1 think the
snow's easing off, and rhat’s something.
The [ootpath runs by here; if we can
keep to it we shall come out on the

road near the Gables—only three miles,
1f we could do it. Come on, Loder !”

Wingate started to tramp through the
snow, and Loder followed him. Not
a word more was spoken as they
tramped on,

Darkness and snow—snow and dark
ness !

The flakes ceased to fall at last. But
deep snow blotted the earth fromn sight,
and the mists swirled round them, even
thicker and thicker. Again and again
Wingate paused, and stared, and
scanned, and started again; and elose
by him tramped the silent, white-faced
Loder, fearful of losing him in the dark-
ness,

Wingate struck matches again anil
again. There was no wind on the heatl
—the matches burned clear.

“Footprints ! exclaimed Loder sud-
denly.

“Thank heaven!”

Wingate struck matches again, The
track was clear—of two pairs ol boots
that had tramped closely together.

Loder panted with relief.

“Follow this track, and it will lead
us out,” he sard hopelully. “Bomeonn
else is on the heath, after all, to-nigh:.
What are you staring at, Wingate?
Why don’t you speak?”

Wingate breathed hard.

“These tracks won't help vs out,” ho
said 1n a low voice.

“Why not? Why not?”

“Because they'ro our own tracks."
said Wingate quietly. " We've been
wandering in a circle, and come back

{0 very mnearly where we started, |
think.”

Loder Jlooked at him wildly auwd
groaned. For two hours they had been
framping, with growing weariness, Al

they were still in the heart of the deso-
late heath. far from help.
T.oder groaned.
“Tt's all up! T ean't
farther,” he said thickly.
“We know now what we've done, at
any rate,” said Wingate, as cheerfully

go much
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'HE GREEN SPIDER ! For the possession of this weivdly constructed ring, vesembling in shape a spidey, the 1Wolves

wounld seemn to be prepared to adopt the most desperale measurves, What is ils secret 2
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(Introduction on page 23.)

The Man In The Dark !

AR that ? " muttered Tom Travers.
H The three stood listening. But the faint, ghostly cry
that had risen to them out of the darkness of the
stone stairway at their feet did not come again.

Thoey could hear the rush of water, but all else was
silent as the grave. Outside, the Wolves had opened
the gluice-gate, were emptying the moat in their scarch
for the hiding-place of the mysterious green spider.
But these three in the old tower knew now that
Silva and Drood and Scaramanga, the Greek, wore on a false trail.

The bright ray of the electric torch shone vividly down into the gloom
a5 Locko stepped on to the winding stone stairway. Jack Drake followed
swiftly, with Travers on his heels.

The air was damp and heavy., Mildew mado tho steps slippery, and
thick leathery fungi grew upon the walls.

“Crumbs ! muttered Jack, * This sort of placo is enonzly to give
anyone the creeps!”

He shivered.

From Ferrers Locke came a sudden exclamation. The detective Lalted,
peering down the beam from the torchlight to some object on the steps
Lelow them.  Jack, staring over the detective's shoulder, drew a sudden
cuarp breagh,

A man’s hand could be scen, elawed upon one of the steps, and half
vuarm. The rest of the motionless figure way hidden by the twist of
the stairs,

“ 8o there is somecone down here ! " gaid Travers, and his voice held
a startled tremor,

Locke linrried on. A few moments later he was
ctooping over tho mav who lay on the steps, eyes
closed, face deathly white—an elderly man dressed
in black., Travers' startled face lit up with
recognition,

" My heavens! It's Armitage—my
vnele's butler t
Even as he spoke the unconscious
man s eyelida flickered.  The next mo-
mont they had quivered open.  Wide-
staring eyes, alight with an odd terror,
were fixed on Ferrers Locke., They
shifted to Jack Drake and
then fell on Travers. In-
t#tantly from the old butler
cumne a hoarso cry,
*Mr.Travers! Oh,
thank Heaven! 1
thought I had been
left to periih, down
here, 1in the darle—-"
Tho wild ¢ery
@ ii"l% hrﬂiwl into o shalk.
\ /% S g sob. Clearly the
&E’?Ixhﬁﬂﬂ : ‘ TN mun’s nerve had
vone uiterly.  Jack
shuddered s ho
thought of nll the
man must have gone
through, -
Ferrers 'Loeckoeo
spoke soothingly.
The butler rased
himsolf into a sitting

# /; :
)
\
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postire, with Locke’s arm supporting his
<houlders,

“ Aymitage, tell us, how did you gel
here 7 asked the detective.

“Tt was on Saturday. How many
days have passed smce then? lf seems
like many weeks to me. I'm starvingl”

“To-day is Monday,” said Locke. “It
i3 now late on Monday might.”

“Monday ! The quavering voice held
a note of disbelief. “Oh, but that can't
be! It is later than that. I know 1t 18
It must be & _

Heo hroke off, passing a hand across his
oyes, He was trembling now from head
{o foot. The sunken cheeks and ibe
deathly pallor of the face told only too
well the tale of those ghastly hours spent
in the darkness. Ferrers lLocke waited
patiently for the butler to speak again.

“Tt was on the Saturday, at night,”
went on the faint, unsteady voice. “The
Wolves were coming—I found that out.
I warned my master, and then I hurried
here to the tower 1o get the green
spider, lest the Wolves rhould find 1t
But while I was down here, as I can
only suppose, my master came here to
the tower, too, and, without dreaming 1
was down here, he lowered the flagstone
into place, and I was trapped! |1
shouted, 1 screamed——"

He broke off, to whizper hoarsely :

‘“He never heard me—of course, he
never heard! And I—I have been here
ever since, wondering how long it would
b¢ before my mind broke down.”

“Vou are all right now,” said Locke
soothingly. “But tell us, what is this
green spider?”

The old man glanced hesitatingly at
Travers. The young man nodded,

“You can speak safely, Armitage,
We are all friends of my uncle here.”

Still the butler hesitaled. Ilis hands
clenched and unclenched nervously.

“Best tell me the truth!” muttered
Locke. “You see, it is like this,
Armitage. Your master fell into the
Lhands of the Wolves, an. as a result he
is lying ill with brain-fever, unable to
tell us anything. Wao ave fighting the
Wolves on his behalf, They are in pos-
session of this honse now. If the green
spider is to be saved from their bands, we
must get it away !”

Clearly the news was a stagpering
blow to Armitage. Fresh terror showed
in his face

One of his trembling hands went fo
Lis breast-pocket, Ile took out a small
box of green leather and handed 1t (o
Travers without speaking. The young
faotballer press<ed the catch, and the box
clicked open. Jack, who was holding
Locke’s torch, flashed the light upon 1it,
and gave a gas-p.

The leather box held a strange ring,
fashioned in the shape of a spider, with
a huge cmerald set in its back, vivid
green. The eyes were formed of tiny
emeralds, while the ereature'’s legs were
drawn under it to form the cirele for the
inger. 1t was so lifelike that there was
something vapguely repellant in it to
Jack’s eyes.

The three cronched bestde Armitage
with their eyes riveled on the strange
{thing in Travers’ hand,

“But why should my uncle and the
Wolves get such amazing value on this
weird ring 7 muttered Travers, in be-
wilderment. “1In iiself 1t 1s not worth
more than a few pouuds, comparatively
spealang

“1 ean tell you that!” whispered the
old hutler, **Mr. Guelph confided 11 me
a liftle while ago. 1 saw that he was in
a droadin state of nerves and fear, and
1 daved to ask the reazon. 1 think he

Ile tﬂlltl

was glad to share Ins secret.
me that the ring of the green spider
carries with il the scerer of a vast hoard

Where they are hidden he
didd not say. I do not know 1f he knows
that himself. How the ring came 1nto
his possession I do not know either; but
in some way Lthese men, who call them-
solves the Wolves, knew he had 1f, and
were hunting him and it! 1t was the
coming of the Wolves to Loue Manor
thet he feared so terriblv.”

Jack stared with gleaming cyes at the
emerald spider.  The seeret of a vast
hoard of jewels!

A skinny hand came out and gripped
Travers' aim.

“But all the time the spics of the
Wolves were in the house!” Armitage
whizpered hoarsely. = Mr. Guelph had
cut the servants down to three, as vou
know, and the other two were mmembers
of the Walves, underlinzss of the leaders
of whom Mr. Guelph told me—=Silva, and
Drood, a blind man. and a strange
named Gireek, and Strovoloski, the Rus-
sian, and the others, all unscrupulous
and cruoel i

of jewcels.

INTRODUCTION.
TOM TRAVERS, a clever goal-

1.' keeper whao plays jor Larkham $R
(lity, wreeeices an urgent mes- &3
o sage—"" Come at once ""—from VA1)
£ ADAM GUELPH, his uncle, an =5
AR old wmiiser, rexiding at Lone 3
! Manor, a gloomy old house, =:
N complete with moat and draw- YWY
: bridge.  Feuaring the worst,
FLRy Travers confides in L&
52 FERRERS LOCKE, the world- g7
N famous detective of Daker "h‘
e A Street, and |
ity JACK DRAKE, his clerer hoy By
[y azsistant, who, after minuy g .
N thrilling experiences, discover A
. that Adoem Guelph has Dbeen -
kidnapped by a recrel zociety :
" calling itself * The Wolves.” N o
4 SILVA and DEOOD, a blind 224
. g, e bers of the HI‘JL'I"L‘Ey. ’
L -
A Adam Guelphk is rescued [rom e
2 the Wolves, but Locke learns Byg
B8 [rom the doctor into whose care &
= the old  miser id pluced  that B
PN Guelph ix in such a serious con- o
(e ailion  that the detective necd R
A8 ot expect auy help from him. Ay
A Although  hindered in  their r
P quest, Silva and his band of e
-.,; ruffiuns lose un time in showing B
AR that they miean business, Deter- s
ﬁ mined to force their way into \¢
_J‘ the house, they lay siege to the :
& place. Ferrers Locke, Drake, and B

Travers hold them off for a time,
but in the end Nilva & o, force WY
an entry through the Larrieaded =

-
5

= LT =

e windows, und the (rwo are cap- Rl
tured, It ix then that FLocke :

g%k learns that Silva ig in quest of Wl
s @ little green spider which appar- 2ys
E

oy ently holds the clue to the great W&

2 e mystery. A ] »
LR While the caplors arc empty- X
ing the mnat, Lorke and hia

Y8 assistants manage to free thew- M
wdew  aelves of their bonds, They are
W  wending their way through the
sper  darkened tower when they wce a
% stone figure, the fingers of which
point to a ringed flagstone giving pnls
P aceese to a cellar below, Locke, SN

been found in a tin hor floating .
in the oat, iz pulling al the RN
ringed flagstone  when he 8 &
slurtled by a qhoatly ery coning,
it seemix, frope the ground directly &
beneatl loam.

(Now read o0n.)
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remembering a letter which had @lg

“I'he other two servants were members
ot tho Wolves?” put in Locke swiftly.
*“So that 15 how it 15 that all the servants
had dwappeared from Lone Manor with

their master when we came here thag
might?”

“Yes. Both were gpies, who had
managed to get my master’s trust.

They were here to find out where the
green spuder was hidden., They failed,
and so the wolves tried force.  “That
might—the night the others came hore—
I heard the two spies talking, and knew
who they were. I did not get a chance
of spoaking to my muaster without their
knowing, but 1 pricked a warning mes-
sage on a playing-card, and handed it to
him in his napkin at dinner. ‘When he
found that card he realised at once that
it was a message, and beneath the un-
suspecting eyes of the footinen—the two
spies—he read that warming with his
fingers beneath the table! And then—
Ehun I came here to get the green spider
or -
Armitage broke off with a shudder,

~ Ferrers Locke drew a deep breafh.
One by one the mysteries of the old
house were being solved, but leaving
now a new and greater mystery! What
could it be, this vast hoard of jewels of
which the green spider, in some strange
way, held the sccret? And where were
these jewels hidden?

Suddenly Jack turned his head, listen-
ing. His face had gone startled.

“What's up?”’ muttered Travers
swiftly, Then he, too, heard what Jack
had heard—faint above their heads the
souni of creeping footsteps !

“They've found out that we've
escaped ! said  Locke incisively.
“They're searching for us; and, by

Heaven, they have found the raised flag-
stone in the tower, at the head of these
secret steps !

In silence the four listened. The [oot-
steps were commg lower. Sonicone was
stealing down the stairs!

“Trapped !” breathed Travers, and Lis
face was grim. *““ We're trapped !”

Below the Moat !

ACK peered upward.
J Everything above was
pitch  blackness.  DBut
out of the dark the
&, A ¥ sound of those nearing
"l:': W0 SN {untrtcps wis  growing
iy e oyt B Ca TR T T o
Es A Travers clenchied his
fists.

iy

“On these narrow staire,” he whis-
pered, “we can put up a good fight.
Only one of ’em can get at us at a
timo !”

Old Armitage’s shrivelled hand plucked
at Locke's sleeve.

“Kollow me!” whispered the butler.
“Quick !

He tried to stagger to his feel, but the
effort was too much for him unaided.
Locke’s strong arm went round (he man’s
shoulders, and together they descended
the winding stairs, Travers and Jack
upon their heecls.

Through a bewildering sevies of pas-
sages, dank and musty and foul with
fungus, the tottering figure led them.
Then Armitage halted suddenly and
Aung out a pointing hand,

“8eo there! There’'s a seerel stone
there that moves.  Mr., Guelph found
it, and it was in there that he had
hidden the green spider! See!”

IIis thin fingers spread themselves
upon the stonework in the light of Jack's
torch. Even the old man’s feeble pres-
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sure was enough to work the stone. It
swung back, revealing a dark hole.

“In we get!” cackled old Armitage.
Then bhe held up his hand., *“ Hark,
girs 1"

I'rom out of the darkness behind them
came the sound of footsteps, hurrying.
A sudden voice, vague and muflled, came
to their ears,

“'Phey're somewhere down here, that's
a cert !

Swiftly the four filed in, bending
double through the low opening. Agam
Armitage moved the stone, and they
found themselves in a low, narrow cell,
with water lyidg in dank pools on the
floor,”

“We're  below
muttertel Armitage,
‘em to find us !”

With the closing of the stone, all sound
of their enemies had been shut out. An
unearthly stillness reigned, Locke drew
out a pipe and his tobacco-pouch, Then
he thought better of 1it.

“The air's nona too good down here to
add smoke to it |”” he laughed cheerfully.
Ile glanced at his watch. * Midnight!”

“How long are we going to give ’em
to give up the search?” asked Jack,
settling himself on a stone shelf that
ran down one side of the underground
room, with his back to the wall and his
hands in his pockets. He had set the
torch on the shelf beside him. It was a
special long-serviece battery, and there
was no danger of the light giving out yet
awhjle. The bright beam shone across
tho stone cell to the opposite wall,
gleaming on the pudidles of the floor.

“Half an’ hour,” said Locke calmly.

“Half a giddy hour!” cried Jack.
“My hat, I don’t fancy bhalf an hour in
here !

“Neither do 1,” said Locke. “But we
can't afford to run risks. We know now
what the Wolves are after—this hoard of
jewels of which the green spider gives
tha seeret. Well, when a bunch of un-
scrupitlons and desperate men are after
such a thing as that, they aren’t going to
give up quick !

Travers took the mysterious ring from
its case, and examined it curviously.

“Hanged if T can see how this can tell
of anything!” he murmured at last,
“There's no marking on 1t anywhere
{hat I can find.”

“ Let me look,” said the deteclive.

For some minutes Locke examined the
ring, even taking a lens from his pocket.

B AA A W

WHAT IS THE SECRET OF
THE RING?
!

L
L

the moat here
“T1t'll be elever of

The eyes of the green spider were
JJ formed of tiny green emeralds, while

the creature’s legs were drawn under
it to form the circle for the finger.

-
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But in the end he returned it to Travers,
with a shake of the head. '

“T can't find anything either,” he
admitted. “It's a mystery. But I don’t
think there can be any doubt about 1its
genuineness. There’s something, only
we've not found it vet. Perhaps we shall
{umble upon it suddenly.”

The long minutes dragged by. )

“What about a move, guv'nor?” said
Jack at last.

But Ferrers Locke shook his head.

“Not vet.”

That was the longest half-hour of
Jack's life. But at last Ferrers Locke
rose to his fect.

“Time’s up!” be said laconically,
“We'll get moving. But we must go
cautiously. The beggars may have left
an ambush for us!”

Armitage worked the stone, and they
crept out into the passage beyond.

They stood listening. Not a sound of
anyone ! Led by the old butler, they
retraced their steps cautiously to the foot
of the stone stairway. Up this they stole
in singlo file, Locke leading the way.
Still they could hear nothing of their
enemies,

““Aren't we at the top yet, guv'nor?”
muttered Jack, following on the detec-
tive's heels.

Locke had halted. They were in the
darkness, for the detective had thought
it safer not to use the torch when they
could do without it. But now there
came a click in the darkness, and a vivid
beam of light leapt out, directed upward,

It fell on a flat stone above Locke’s
head.

“Thought so,” said the sleuth coolly.
“Jack, the beggars have replaced the
flagstone. They’'ve got us like mice in a
trap!”

Flight !

IKE mice in a trap!

Locke put his hands
against the stone and
pushed upward with all
~ @ lis strength. The flag-

da| stone above his head
scarcely moved.

“This is luck, I don’t
think!” said Jack
Drake, with a rueful grin.

The eyes of Armitage, the old butler,
werc wide and scared,

“Caught !” he groaned.

Again the detective exerted all
strength.  The heavy stone slab lifted
the fraction of an imeh. Deads of sweat
stood ont on Ferrers Lock’s brow. Then
the flagstone sank back into place.

“We can’t ‘get at it !” he muttered.
“From above, with a ring to hold, we
only just managed to lift 1t aside. DBut
from heneath i

Suddenly Jack gripped his arm.

“DBut, guvnor, all four of us—our com-
bined strength would do it!”

“The stairs are too narrow for that,
voung 'un.”

Jack nodded. When he speke again
lns voice was excited,

“1 know, guvnor! Down in those
passages there was a long wooden bar.
Do you remember?  With that we might
be able to do the trick !

“By Jove, yes!” exclaimed Travers.
“Gave me the torch. T'll go down !

ITe vanished into the darkness, leaving
them crouching beneath the stone slab.

It was some minuntes before Travers
returued to them. Ile was dragging the
long, thick pole which Jack had remem-
bered having seen lying in one of the
passages. The end of it was passed up
towards Locke, who ret it azainst one
corner of the flagstone.

his

—_—

“Catch on everybody!” murmured
Locke. * Are you right? Then shove !”

Straining on the pole, staring up by
the light of the torch set on the top step,
Jack gave a delighted cry to see the
heavy flagstone move, Slowly it rose
higher on its side; then, with a crash, it
fell back on to the floor of the tower.
In a moment Ferrers Liocke was through
the opening.

“Quick I” he muttered. “They’ll hear
that, and be round us like flies in a
minute or two!”

Jack secrambled through affer him, and
heard the pole go slidinz back down the
steps, to jam at the end. Ile reached
down, helping Armitage through. Then
Travers sprang out of the opening into
the tower.

Locke made for the doorway near
them and swung it open. A narrow
path lay before them, running between
the walls of the house and the edge of

the moat. At the farther end could be
seen the dark outline of the boat-
house,

They ran out into the open. As they

did so, there came a shout from some-
where round the corner of the house,
behind the tower.

“They’ve heard us!” gasped Jack.

“I'll go on and get the boat out!”
muttered Tom Travers swiftly, and he
raced away down the path.

As they hurried after him, as swiftly
as old Anmnitage’s tottering footsteps
would allow, they saw Travers swing
himself down into the shadow of the
boathouse.  Already the level of the
moat was very low, with the current
running swiftly towards the sluice.

“There they are!”

The rasping voice came from some-
where above their heads. Glancing up,
Jack saw a head protruding from one
of the windows of the first floor—one
of the Wolves!

Already "Travers had sent the boat
gliding out along the wall of the moat.
He called up to them:

“You'll have to jump!”

“We must lower the old man,” whis-
pered Locke in Jack's car, and they
se1zed the butler and swung him down,
legs waving and face scared, towards
the boat. As they did so, a shavp crack
came from the window above, and a
bullet splashed menacingly into the
water. Jack jumped for the boat, and
it rocked dangerounzly.
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“Look out !I”” came the voice of Locke,
and the next moment the detective was
in the boat, too, and Travers was pull-
ing desperately for the farther side.

A second time the automatic in the
hand of the man in the upper window
spoke, and the spurt of flame stabbed
the darkness. But clouds were obscur-
ing the moon, and the boat was hidden
in shadow, The bullet went wide.

The current helped them, as the boaft
crossed diagonally towards the steps
upon the farther side. At last the sides
of the little boat scraped against the
wall.

“Catch on, Jack!” eried Travers.

The youngster’s fingers clutched at the
wet steps, tearing the skin. But he held
on. From somewheve along the meoat
came theo sound of runmng {oosteps.

““Here they come !” breathed Travers.

As Ferrers Locke sprang up the steps,
two dark forms loomed up through the

loom.  Without  hesitating, Locke

urled himseclf af the foremicst, A mo:
ment later Jack was al grips with the
other.

Locke’s steely fingers wound round
the automatic gripped in the hand ol
the man he had seized. There was a
gasp of pain from his adversary, as the
detective twisted back the other's wrist.
An instant later the weapon clattered to
the ground.

Ferrers Locke’s strong arms wound
round the struggling man, lifting him
like a sack of feathers. Then. with a
quick twist, the detective sent the other
hurtling clean over his head into the
moat.

Travers had leapt to Jack’s aild, and
as he did so the plucky lad’s assailant’s
automatic barked suddenly.

Travers felt the lead whine within
two inches of his ear. Then Jack had
twisted his adversary round and flung
him down. The automatic went flying,
and splashed 1nto the moat, where the
first man was striking out for the bank.

Distant shouting could be heard from
the house and from the dark gardens.
Travers swung towards Ferrers Locke.

“Follow me!” he cried. “Let me
lead the vay! T know the ground o

Locke glanced hesitatingly at the old
man at the top of the stcps, who had
been a .wide-eyed epectator of the
struggle with the two armed nmien. Then
the detective made up his mind. He
sprang for the old butler, and Ius
powerfu! arms gripped him, swinging
him mto the air as though he had been
a’ child. There was a protesting cry
fromi Armitage, but already Locke was
racing with him through ihe gloom. with

Jack at his =side, on the hecls of
Travers. .
A bullet came singing safter them.

They could hear the trampling feet of
their pursuers,

It seemed to Jack Drake that night
that they could not hope to escape from
Lone Manor. But he did not realise
how Travers’ intimate knowledge of the
grounds could utterly baflle the men
behind.

Twisting and turning, their feet noise-
less on the soft grass. the fugitives
wound round to their right, away from
the moated house. Constantly doubling
on therr tracks, it was not long before
they had left their pursuers mazed and
bewildered.

When at last Travers halted, he had
brought them to the edge of one of the
muddy creeks that wound through the
marshes around the house. Ile pointed
down the stretch of dark water.

“There ought to be a boat down
there,” he muttered. *“That’s what I've
been making for.”

Above a line of
Lone
the clouded sky,

Jack stared back.
tiees, the twisted chimneys of
Manor rose against
dark and mysterious.
breathlessly.

“A strategic refreat!” grinned the
voungster. ‘‘ We've left the place in the
hards of the enemy, but we’ve got the
giddy old green spider. so 1 fancy the
langh's on the Wolves !”

“Yes, I think we score,” " laughed
Ferrers Locke.

Travers moved off down the edge of
the creck.

“Will you wait here?”’ he said. “1'll
sce if there 1s a boat, and if there is 1'l]
bring it along.”

Three minutes later the faint splash of
oars came to their ears. T'ravers came
rowing through the gloom, drawing In
towards the bank.
climbed on board, and the boat was
turned.

Swiftly the mud-banks went sliding by
as Travers pulled hard down the dark
creek. The black outline of Loune Manor
rrew emaller as the ereek widened
towards the main water. Travers rested
on his oars.

“Where shall we make lTor?" he said.
“I know thesc ereeks inside out. Shall
I take vou to the wvillage? Oy shall we
land and go there by road?”

“1 vote we go by water,”
Drake, and the others agreed.

The boat slid on,

It was an hour later that ihe nose of
the little boat dug into the mud at the
side of the creek that ran up to the
village of Sharn. They landed, and
Locke pointed across the field.

“There’s a barn over there,” he gaid.
“1 vote we turn in there and make
ourselves comfortable. It's too late—or,
rather, too early in the morning to try
and get a room. Do you know, I don'
think T shall even bother to knock up
the village policeman here, He's a rood
chap 1 his way, but his head is dis-

chuckled

He

satd Jack

The other three

Ferrers Locke’s stiong arms wound

round the struggling man, lifting

him like a sack of feathers. Then,

with a quick twist, he sent him

hurtling clean over his head into
the moat.

tinctly wooden. It'll do no good spoil-
ing his beauty-sleep. Single-handed he
can’t arrest all the bunch up at Lone
Manor. Besides, now they know that
we've gob away, they'll be clearing ouv
pretty soon, 1 expect, in case we've got
any C.1.D. reinforcements in the neigh-
bourhood.”

“Me for the barn, then!” chuckled
Jack, “Jove, I can do with a spot of
sleep, guv'nor "

Old Armitage was nearly done, and
Locke half carried the old man to the
barn. Inside, they settled themselves on
the hay, and Travers laughed grimly,

“What a night! If old tlutchins, the
irainer, could sece me now, he’d have

hialf & dozen fits!”?

“Plenty of time to get fit by Satur-
day,” murmured Jack Drake drowsily.
“ Playing the 'Spurs, aren't you, Tom ?”

“Yes; at White Hart Lane., Coming
to see it 7"

“You bei!” said Jack. “It ought to
he @ tophole match, the Larks against
the "Bpurs 1”7

But Jack would have been amazed
had he known what was to happen at
White Hart Lane—could he have forc-
seen the starthng turn of events in con-
nection with the green spider that was
to happen at the match between Lark-
hanmi City and Tottenham IHotspur !

(Don’t miss the next instalment of this
wmazing deteetive story, boys. There's a
shock in store for Ferrers Locke.)
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: LODER’S LAST CHANCE! {5

(Continued from page 21.)

hadu’t

stopped we should not have found it
out, and we should have gone on walk-

as he could. “Jf the snow

ing in a circle. Come on! Let's try
again,”

I tell you I'm nearly done!” groaned
Loder.

“ Buck up, old man.” .

They tramped on again wearily.

Wingate’s legs were heavy with
fatigue, but his spirit was indomitable.
Loder limped after him in the deepest
rloom and misery. It was borne in upon
his mind that they never would escape
from the desolate snow-driven heath;
that they would tramp on and on and on,
blinded by the mists, till they sank down
from sheer exhaustion, and then—

t was death! Loder knew-it now—
knew it only too clearly. If they sank
down in the snow and the freezing cold,
it was with lifeless faces they would
greet the dawn, when it came.

That fearful thought drove Loder on.
But he was exhausted. His steps
dragged, he stumbled like a drunken
man as he tramped in the slippery
snow. He stopped at last, shuddering.

“I can’t go on! I'm done!” )

“Lean on me,” said Wingate quietly.
“If we stop we're done for, Loder. It's
no use disguising it—we've got to fight
for our lives now. Lean on me.”

Loder groaned.

* And 1—I was going to leave you—"

“Don’t think of that now.”

“T was mad—mad!” muttered Loder
lioarsely. * Wingate, if—if this is the
finish—1I'm sorry! I never intended—at
least, I never understood what I was
doing! You'll believe that?”

“Yes, yes! Lean on my arm.”

Wingate tramped on again, with Loder
leening heavily upon him. More and
niore heavily Loder leaned, slower and
slower grew his dragging footsteps. And
now the snow was falling again. thick
and heavy and white. And still the
blinding mists encircled them, and no
sound came through the winter night,
no licht gleamed to give them hope.

Wingate's iron strength was going
now, but he kept on doggedly. Whether
he was heading for escape, or wandering
blindly, he could not tell, but he knew
that it was death to stop. Loder stag-
gered, and Wingate grasped him as he
fell. The wretched, exhausted fellow
glid from his grasp into the snow,

“I can’t go on! I'm done!”

“ Loder &

“I'm done! Save vourzelf if you
can,” breathed Loder. “I'm done! My
senses are going, I think. Leave me
here. I'm done! 1'm sorry for what 1
did, Wingate! Save yourself!™

“ Not without you.”

Wingate stooped, and, exerting all his
strength, drew Loder upon his shoulder.
Loder did not speak—he was losing
CONECIOUSNESS NOW,

Burdened with the heavy weight of his
enemy, George Wingate stumbled on.
He tramped like one in a dream, know-
ing dimly that this could not last long
—that the end was coming. Soon hLe

must sink down—to be covered by the
thick falling flakes.

From the distant darkness there was
a Aash of light.

He started.

What was that sound that came
echoing strangely, eerily, through the
echoing mist?

A shout—a liuman voice! The light

flashed and disappeared—and flashed
again. There were searchers on the
heath.

Wingate gathered all hiz strength and
shouted.

“Help!”

But it was only a faint, hoarse cry
that came, Almost spent, he staggered
up again. Lights flashed—more than
one light—voices shouted, but he did not
hear.

And then, as in a vision of a dream,
he realised that lights were gleaming
round him, that faces were looking at
him, that helping hands were relieving
him of his burden.

“Wingate!” It was Harry Wharton's
voice. “Wingate, old man.”

And then darkness rushed on George
Wingate, and he knew no more.

- - " - ™

Christmas day dawned—and it dawned
on George Wingate in a bed at Wharton
Lodge, with his father beside the bed.
Wingate opened his cves and stared
about him,

“Father!”

“ My dear boy!”

“ Loder—where is Loder?”

“Loder is safe, my boy. He is in the
next room.”

“Thank Heaven for that!”

And Wingate's eyes closed again.

L] [ ] L] - [ ]

That Christmas there was an un-
expected—a very unexpected—guest at
Wharton Lodge.

t was Gerald Loder.

Wingate of the Sixth was quickly
himself again, but Loder lay for days in
the room at the Lodge, receiving nothing
but kindness. Harry Wharton & Co.
seemed quite to have forgotten the feud
at Greyfriars.

Of what had happened on the heath
Wingate had said nothing, and Loder
was silent. The Famous Five had their
sispicions, but they asked no questions.
If there had been foul play Loder had
rerented of it. The fellow he  had
injured had saved his life, and even
Gerald Loder could not be insensible to
that., During those Christmas days it
was a changed Loder that Harry
Wharton & Co. saw—a Loder they
hardly seemed to know, And when hLe
left they parted from him kindly enough.

The change, perhaps, was not likely
to last. but it did not soon pass away.
When Greyfriars gathered for the mnew
term, and the captain’s election took
place, it was seen that the old rivalry
between the rivals of the Sixth was at
an end—for the time, at least. For the
first hand that went up to vote for
George Wingate was that of Loder of
the Sixth, and Loder's voice joined
cordially 1in the roar of cheering that
greeted Wineate's return to his eld
place as captain of Greyfriars School.

(Don’t misz next week’s grand tale of
Greufriavs, entitled:  * Faeing The
Waorld!” by Frank Richards, featuring
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder )
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¥ HEARTY GREETINGS ¥
FROM
FRANK

RICHARDS

e 14 |

THINK this is the first occasion that I
have had the pleasure of talking to
vou fellows via the columns of the
Chat, and the novelty of it appeals

to me. But first let me wish you all a
Jolly Christmas! T wish I could shake each
one of you by the hand, but that, of course,
18 out of the question. We shall have to
imagine that it is done—anyway, the spirit
is there., I want to thank you all for the
nice things you have said about me during
the past year; the Editor has forwarded
these messages on to me with clockwork-like
regularity. He tells me that there is ro
other body of readers in the wide, wide
world so appreciative, so full of that
wondrous spirit of good fellowship, as
Magnetites, and he is proud of you, I quite
believe him, but I don't envy him, for I
feel just as firm friends with you all as he
does. There are just a few readers who
label themselves with the nom de plume of
“Critics.” Some of their criticisms, doubt-
less, have been !justiﬂed, for none of us are
without fault. Some fellows, too, have been
rather bitter in their denunciations of my
stories. Well, I'm not easily riled, and can
still appreciate their bitterness, although
perhaps I could not find sufficlent cause for
it. But to them all, critics and otherwise, I
repeat—a Jolly Christmas!

A FEW YEARS BACK.

- When I was a boy I always used to
lonk forward to Christmas with great gusto.
Well I remember the week before the. great
duy—the week when kind aunts, wuncles,
cousing, sisters, and brothers thought of
little me; not only thought of me, but
wvanted to buy me something for a present.
Alas! those days did not produce such
sterling books as the * Holiday Annual,”
but, all the same for that, the presents were
extremely welcome, It was a regular joy
week. The hanging up of the stocking in
those days was a recognised custom even by
those entering their teens. Of course, we
didn't believe in Father Christmas—Ileast-
ways, not the gentleman who was alleged
to come down the chimney. 1 could never
imagine him coming down our chimney,
anyway, for my mater was a stickler for
cleanliness and tidiness, and the displace-
ment of soot which would undoubtedly follow
Father Christmas down the chimney would
have been sufficient to bring my mater on
the scene to send him up the chimney again,
a jolly sight gquicker than he came down it!

THE DINNER—AND AFTER—!

How I wused to look forward teo that
(Christmag dinner! 1 verily believe, as 1
glance back along the years, that I starved
myself beforehand to make room for the
luscious things that the cook. produced on
that day of days. And the games—musical
chairs, sitting on the hottle, the basket
trick—oh, and heaps more—used to keep us
in roars of lauzghter! That part of
Christmas, at any rate, hasn't changed. I
can see you all—in imagination, of course—
doing the thing: that I did, and—let me
whisper it—the things that 1 sghall dc
myszelf this year! But my work—or, rather,
shall T say my weekly labour of love, for
work i3 a harsh nmame to bring before you
jolly ghaps¥—shall not suffer through too
yvouthful indiscretion on my part when that
Christmas pudding comes along. Not for all
the Cliristmases in the world would T miss
serving you up, piping hot, those Greyiriars
stories of which, on your own statements,
you are so fond, Your Editor is tapping ine
on the shoulder, which signifies that 1 bave
ot to call a halt in my chat with yon. But
I shall not forget vou—shall not forget what
sterling chums you are. That you will all
enjoy the lappiest Christmas of your lives
i+ the sincere wish of your friend,

FRANK RICHARDS.

i——
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Hornby Train VVe ek

Edinburgh via Hre East Coast .
. Roule. Thej journey of 393 fon T
miles is covered in 71 hours, SOE
Every day this week you ll see Hornby Trains
shop wmdﬂws Take Dad and "'»1nlh-=-r_ cut and -
them what Hornby Trains really look like. L=t :-
e 1 =0T W - e o = e see their matchless finish and their realistic appear:
r ...;_;r.‘.l_-.-ll___ e T :; \_? =iy -:“'-:."' =Rt -:_____'-L .- 4 :_'-,.-‘.:-1-_:_._"."- o qrEiI lhfm that‘.bﬂcﬂ l1se f_‘][ Ll’lE]r Su I_'_'].{"rb ;nf’i‘“‘.ﬁ"." =™ 2
e FES o hne workmanship, and the fact that any dama:t. d part
be immediately replaced, Hornby Trains last |
Then tell them that the Hornby Series inc

SEND FOR THIS [ e . thatbis necfssarji;] for a pr:ri;_tict I'la]il‘r\:_-i_l_}:hiju'ﬁt{':'!;..l:’.‘_li_‘ -
St e (Il up by saying that every Hornby Irain 1s guara-te-
H%IIS'N'?EABISQK T : | ’ They'll know what that means, and you re certa =

get a Hornby Train for Christmas !
This vyear marks the

HORNBY TRAIN PRICES FROM 17 6 to 110 -
Centenary of the Railway.

: This s No.2 Pullman,

The Hornby Book of Trains S ey ane of ffrﬁf!n.!'a&mfu:fsfrm'm
tells all about Ceorge ST B in the Hornby System.
~ 3 uli 15f's ’ al
Stephenson, the famous I_ﬁgﬂ@mv j:_,,f:”s}ii”ﬂﬂé”ﬂrj:}i
engineer and his wonderful =1eS @m0 TIRAING heuled by e fine 4-4-0

| " Rocket,”” and about many “’f”d"" -'—'L‘T-"“ pewer and
vpeed, and 1l 13 runming

other things interesting to daily in  hendieds of
homes in all yerts of the

railway. enthusiasts. It also contains splendid illustrations,
in colour, of the Hornby Trains and all the Rolling Stock
and Rails, Points and Crossings in the Hornby Series.

The price of the book is 3d., and it will be sent to you post
frec on receipt of stamps for this amount. Address your letter

to Dept. U, Meccano Ltd., Binns Road, Liverpool.

Hornby Trains are Manufactured by

MECCANO LIMITED
BINNS ROAD, LIVERPOOL

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH &a0:'s

: Boys are wanted rf&r t;u: Hk-i-“-"._, \I'I"L.]'Illhﬁ | -
DOESIE LXET 2L UG o Sematiing Branehes. " Age 15§ 1o

Men also are required for
Buy an Qutht out of your pocket STOKERS - = = o . e

money and you can earn Em}ugh ROYAL XMARINE FORCES - L
with 1t to have spare always. GOOD PAY. =~ = ALL FQOm
. ve spare cash y EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMO T
You'll be happy making models, o e
hoxes, toys, brackets, etc., from the Bolk  Strecr. Blyminghnin o 141 Yietes
y r L 65, W
. . . . Ning lace, Ivorpeol: . T ed
designs given free with Hobbies ever D -.;f:: ‘c. Manchoster: 116, Rye Hil
y
week. Get a copy regularly fmm
your newsagent

skington Terrace, Queen's l'ark, =
HOBBIES BRITISH 16 THE BULLY BOY 16
FRETWORK OUTFITS I:-!'- J:-.‘r tlllt-péater PEI‘fE‘EthE{;.l;!IItI

COMPLETE 2/6 to 50/~ ?:th a2 pea 25 feet; bright r}it:_L{;[

hnish; each in box with Ammunition. |
Be sure you buy a Hobbies Outht and not | A t~— ter Shooter than you have ever had °
one of the cheap sets of inferior German ih:n:al | Send 1.6 alxi don't miss our latest and best ;
which bend and break as soon as vou usethem. | soreign and Colomiul postage 9d. erira.
| J. BISHOP & CO.,
Get this fine 41 TFINSBURY SQUARE, LONDON,
Al OUTFIT ' MORE COLLECTIONS FREE.—150 sup rt
fﬂf I{mas. ' -"- = 5 "—-E to intending purchasers ONLY A
' With all rm-us.mr!y : —EB. L. CORYN, St, Vincent, Lr I - L il
R N P el ey tuols, i book of 11- — —
lmF?FEmf wow a | sfruction,and waood HAG"} THIGKS ete.—Darcels, |
3 epecim-n  copy of § @nd desigis for sY Instrumont. |

- : . mple articles,
i Hobbies and free ; *M¥
: :'J"uftrl'r'd' r,su of : Price 13s. 6d.

; En”t - address to Dept. 34.
HOBBIES Ltd DEREHAH NORFOLK.

Branches in Tendon, Glasgew, Birmingham,
Manchester, Leeds, Southampton,
k Brighton, and agents everywhere,

I| L ___,, ="
LT T T o g2 III+

| g s 5 o § e § S s 5 5 5 g 55 u—--m..-&

&d. each4forl/-.- E[dl[‘hml 244, Peas

!‘li"‘-!"l (R, TT SHPTE NPT WPTT SpT T RTE ST NI SIS

| WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISZWENTS
. PLEASE MENTION THIS Fi2%



special XMAS numser s 4

Meccano Outfits
from 3/6 io 370;"

MECCANO LTD.,
BINNS ROAD,
LIVERPOOL.

.:JII'I'IHIII.'I

THE 1925 MECCANO

WORKING MODELS IN SHINING STEEL

ELﬂnk at 51'1_1'5 fine model of Platform Sca_ies:'- Like all-Meccano
models 1t 15 strong and sturdy because it is built throsghout
of shining steel, Remember that Meccano models are all
working models, and are all replicas of the real thing, because
every Meccano part is an exact miniature of the real parts that
engineers use.

If you have Meccano already, add some of the new parts
and keep your-Qutfit right up-to-date. If you haven't started
model-building with Meccano, see your father about it to-
night, for it will soon be Christmas.

i?r--l p
tel}f o This model weighs amounts
vl ol up to 4i1bs. with accuracy.
“lido Special features are the
e kaife-edge -~ bearing  (top
J o panel) and the arrangement
Ji e of the levers (bottom panel).
NIEE
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f‘ee lo boys’ |

l' The Magic Carpet "™ is
“the name nf;n fine book we
will send you free. Send us
the names and dddresses of
three of your friends—and.
include your own last—on a
ostcard. You'll get the book
v return of post. Write to-
night and address gour
postcard to Dept, No. 33,
Meccano Lid., Binns Read,
- Liverpool, -
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buys a superbly made No. 501 M-ad

Hornless Gramophone with loud sound-hox
and massive oak case, orfor 4/- weekly you
can have an Upright Cabinet modal. Carriaga
p paid, 10 Days® Trial. - Magnificent Tabla
TRl (:rands H.r'l-_l- Carved Mahogany Floor-Cabinet JE3
=2 Modelsat Factory prices. Write forcatalogue,. ‘|

f6Weekly|

0 SELF PROTECTION'

NO LICENCE REQUIRED.

| (Accidents impossible.)

anly. 8afe and harmless

ﬁ-ﬂh&mhﬁr* NICKEL or BLUE

SAFETY REVOLVER

Exact repliea of real revolver converted to fire blank cartridiges
' . . _Uselul for theatricals, race slarting,
ete. Can easily be carried in pocket.

7 /8 post [res.

Meﬁﬂmnmn?{[}am. -@.2),° [ ) . : vo 2 & s. = 2108
Qparkbrook, Birmingham, gjﬂ*' g ]' ﬂr‘-ﬂwhn;,r Pattern. Length10ins. - AB/s .. .
0 DIFFERENT STANPS = peciad loud Cartridges for above, 1/8 per 100, dVarriage o
2 TRIANGULAR STAMPS E*IR E E ! I G i - SR GeN P Ay QueALIY,
%-Page DUPLICATE ALrirm- - - Single Chamber Pistol - - - - /'8 post free,

An  extraordinary

LUNOUSs approvats on a p.c., when ‘his fine parcel will be sent
par return. - ¥

ISBURN & TOWNSE

offer  abdolutely fres,

Just regnest. our
TEADE

SUPPLIFD,

Iilustrated Catalogue, Cinemas, Cameras, Cycles, elc., post free.

JAMES MANSFIELD & CO,,
71, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.1.

LTD.,

These - wonderful
!Iumps and are very easy to work.
Pe Luxe " model, 5/8, post g

CREENS (Dept.E.J.), 65, Long Acre, London, W.C.2.

MAKE YOUR GWN EL+CTRIC LICHT

light brillikntly 4-6v.

Dynamaos

ND - London Road. LI?ﬁRéEﬁL,

Reduced from 7/6. W%

56

T
= -

J__J.-* I.:—l'—i

1925/6 New . Is the

T2y 1!\.,‘.*:-*]

134, "Fleel Street, London,

A

10/-, £1, post 3d. Send

E A TPIPY X IVNLA

Is assured if you send for one of our wonderful
assorted boxes of eonjuring tricks.
at once to TAYLOR, Visiter,
E.C.4,

phone.

lqﬂtﬁg lfﬂ.ﬂfﬁ'

Very

THE SOLAPHON

latest Pocketb

simple a child ecan play

As demonstrated at lhﬁ
Empire Exhibition

Instrument :
e, plays in all keys and produces every shade
of notes as perfectly as the human voice,
| Blends haﬂgutifuﬂy with
Post frce by return post with full instructions.
- ¥rom the makt’:r—2/ 9

R. FIELD (Dept. 10), Bankfield Road, HUDDERSFIELD.

Piano or Grnm;ﬁ-
t.

£2,000

WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL — <ampic. | HEIGHT INCREASED 5/-

catalogue free; 12 by 10 Enlarzement, any photo gl —
HACKETT'S WORKS, July Road, LIVERPOOL. AR

3-5 inches

P. A,

In ONE MONTH.
Withont appliances—drugs—or dicting. G
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
Cowplete Course 5/- PO, post free, or furthoer partics. stamp. £
CLIVE, Harrock Hoase, The Close, COLWYN BAY /4

Complete
Course

d ok

14CT. GOLD NIB BRITISH MADE.

A _.___1_-—*-&‘3-1 AR TR p

sl T LEVER SELF-F L LING PEN

Lever Self-filling - Safety Scraw Cap
Over 200,000 in use the World over,

The Famous FLEET PEN

The World's Beot Valus in Foupiain P,

CUE - THIS O T e o hiiseinthin oo oo 5
Lh o i MAGNET " PEN COUPON, VALUE 6d.

1IVe ¢ esn |:1'JIHIIIJHH will be aevoptod in mrh t In 1 af Lt abora
hiandsome FLEET FOUNTALN I'ENK, 1I.-:u1llil 1::I.[:Iv.a:L"'r_llﬂgﬂ;rIIE-.fl*"ih**-r.:-J prl, 1.?. i 'II-:-.

with & Coupung, only 4/8 ne F 3 L.
Broad Nib. Send dirocs to @ oo+ Ask for Fine, Medium, '5r

Pi.III'iIET FPEN CO., 119, Fleot Street, LONDON, E.C.4.

?
DON’T BE BULLIED
Send Four Penny Stamps only for TWO SPLENDID
j ILLUSTRATED LESSONS in JUJITSU : the Won-
. ,  derful Japaress art of Sclf-Defence without weapons,
2 A Detter ll}nn Ha:':mr_.tf }?r any olher science cver invented.
; Aatn to take care ol yourself under ALL cir-
Jm cumstances and fear no man. You can have a
-r:.-:...__# MONSTER large Ilustrated Portion for I.O.
J 3. SEND NOW to '"YAWARA " (Dept.
A.P.23), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, MIDDLESEX.
—Calleetion of 300 Foreign and ~ Colonial
300! SIXPEHGE' STAMPS, arcaomulaled mm-EIEED. Priwr?rliﬁu}.
CAhroadd 17-b =W, A, WHITE, 13, Stourbiidge Road, LYE, STOURBRIDGE..
WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
PLEASE MENTION: ‘THIS 15.!..':51:35
-7 “'2 L



