—.*-

e

I, Wm‘ﬂ% S
BUNTER’'S CHRISTMAS PRESENT ARRIVES!

{Sce the special story of Harry Wharlon & Co. of Gregfreiars, inside.)




2 YOWVE HEARD OF THESE ANNUALS—BUT HAYE YOU SEEN THEM?

Three Bumper Christmas Gifts

Make sure of one of these, lads

The BRITISH
BOY'S ANNUAL

This splendid gift-book 1s packed with really
thrilling stories by the finest authors for boys,
including John Hunter, Gunby Hadath,Eric Town-
send, etc. Therei1s also a long, complete book-
length story, “ On the Wings of the Wind,” b
Colin Stuart, and many fine articles on sports angi

hobbies. There are a number of beautiful coloured
plates and thewholevalume is profusely illustrated,

5/" net

The HOLIDAY
ANNUAL

You'll meet lots of old favourites in this topping
book, for besides a fine lot of adventure stories
there are plenty of tales shout your favourite
schoclbay heroes—Billy Bunter, the fattest and
funniest schonlboy in the world, Harry Wharton,
Tom Merry, Jimmy Silver, and their jolly chums.
All these stones {}fy scheol life and adventure are
real winners.

6/- net

Every Boy’'s
HOBBY ANNUAL

Every boy who is keen on making things, and
on knowing how things " work,” should make
sure of the HOBBY ANNUAL. It has been
written by experts In simple, non-technical
language, and 1s right up-to-date in every way.
There are plenty of photographs and diagrams
which make everythmg quite clear.

6/- net




A DIFFERENT BUNTER!
William George Bunfer,

of the Rewnorve ; he veforms, and his reform is veally gemiine !
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THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Glorious News !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUXNTER
W smiled, -
e smiled expansively.

Anvone who had observed
that expansive smile on the fat face of
William George Bunter, would have
guessed at once that he had reccived
good news—might even have supposed
that his cclebrated postal-order had
arrived at last!

Bunter's ecrtainly was not the only
smiling face in the Greyfriars Remove.
The near approach of the Christinas
holidays caused many faces to wear
extremely cheerful expressions.

But the mere approach of the feslive
season would not have caused DBally
Bunter to sinile so expansively.

In fact, the coming helidays gave
Billy Bunter food for thought vather
than for satisfaction. For it was not
vei seltled where Dunter was 1o pass
the Christmas vacation.

Dunter Court, with all its glories, dud
not  seem  lo atfract bim somelpow,
Tellows in the Kemove, who knew what
a fascinating fellow DBunter was, and
onglht to have realised that no Chest-
s party rould he really complete with.
out him, still did not secm anxious to
itake Lim homoe with them.  In fact, they
seemed anxious not o do so.

It was not the approach of Christmas
and its merry-making, therelore, that
caused the fat faee of the Owl of ihe
Remove to expand joveusly.,  Neither
was it the arrival of the postal-order
which he had been expeeling so long
and so hopefully; for there waz no en-
closiwe in the letler he had just opened.
Evidently it was ithe letter iiself that
had caused the irradiation of DBilly
Bunter's plump countenance,

“0h, good ™ ejaculated Dunler.
He blinked at his letior again through

his big spectacles, and smiled still more
roaclianlly.

“I say, vou fellows, this is all vight 1
he said.

Bunter was not

the fellow 1o keep

good news to himself—or anything elsc

that was not of an edible nature.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Something
gpood. fatty ™ asked Bob Cherry.
“¥uos, rather,” answered Dunter com-
placently.

“XNot your posial-order at lasl®"
asked Bob., “If it's that, break it
pently, old bean. Deon't give us too
mnch of a shock all at once.”

“Oh, really, Clierry—"

“The shockiulness would be pre-
posterously  terrific,” remarked Hurrce
Joamset Rum Singh.

“Tell us the good news, old fat bean,™
said Harry Wharton, laughing, Dunter

was eridently burvsting with at, and the

captamn  of the Remove good-
waturedly preparcd to listen.

"It's ripping,” said Dunter.

“iood I

"I'his letler 1s from my uncle,” went
an unter.

“Your wuncle®" asked Skinner. T
the ticket up ab Chrislmast"

o T P
*oht

Wiks

“You've been raising threeand-six on-

vour thirty-guinea gold watch*" asked
Skinner.

“1la, ha, ha!"

“Beast ! This Jetter is from my Toele
George,”  snoried  Buanler. ™1 was
named affer bim, awd hets awfully fond
of me,”

“Must be a queer old  ecodger,”
remarked Skinners,  “8till, there's no
avenunting for tastes,”

“Shut up, Skinner,” said Johnny Bull,
“Lio abead, Dunter! Has Uncle George
eome down handsome for Christmas?

" Yes, rather.”

“Aongratters, old scout.”

“Alv unch'’s awfully rich, yon |-:T_I{:|1-'I-'I.”
expliuined Dunter. “HRolling in 1f, 1n

Selfish, mean, boastful - these ave just o ferwe of the unpleasant fraits in the charactes of
And yet, as Christoas draws nigh, a sudden and remarkalile changre comes over fhe Ourd
MHow doees if come about ¢
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fact. More money Lhan he koows what
to o with."

“You should write and tell him what
to" do with it,” suguested Skinner.
%]l him to seod you some. 'Then you
could settle up the fourpence you owe
me before we break up for Christmas.”

“Oh, checse it, Skinner,” said Dol
Cherey, lavglung.

My, let him run on,” said Dunler
disdatnfully.,  * Fellows whe have rich
relations have to get used to this sort of
jealousy. My Uncle George is the uncle
who scnds me lots of postal-orders, you
follows.™

“(Oh!" said the fellows.

“Must ‘be a very careless old geni,”
said Skinner, shaking his head.

“Eh! Why"

“Well, he must address the letbers
awlully carelessly. Otherwise, some of
thom would get as far as Greyinars.”

* Beast ™ )

“Bkinner, old man, keop your httle

jokes for Christmas,” said  Frank
MNugent. “Tell us the glad news,
Bunter.™

“1T'l roud out the letter if _xl'::m like,"
said DBunter, with a disdainful glare at
Harold Skinner. '

“Oh, do!™

“The hearfulness will be an esleemed
pleasure.”

Bunter gave o fat little eough, and
staried. ) ]

The Remove ifclows gave lnm their
Lest attention.

I'hev were not particularly intercsted,
as a malter of fact, in Wilhan George
Bunter's letter from his Unele George.
Still, the matter Lhad a certoin amount
of interest.

Bunter's rich relations hiad been heard
much of in the Remove. Uncles and
aunts in the Bunter clan rolled in luere,
according to William George. But for
sonte reason they rolled in it only in
their own palatinl residences, and never
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sont any of it-along {o Greyiriars for
their beloved nephew to roll in.  Ii one
of Bunter's wealthy relations had, at
long Jast, made an exception to this
invariable rule, the Removiles were
nuite willing to hear all about it.

“¢ Pear Williamn,” * began the Owl of
the Remove. ' Tt is & considerable time
since I have written, and you may have
supposed that [ had forgotten you, But
this is not the case,” ™

“Hear, hear!” said Skinner. "“He's
only forgotien to send theso postal-
nrders.”

“Bhut up, Skinner.”

“* I have selected o Christmas present
for you, my dear nephew, with some
care, and with a view to your necds,’ ™
Bunter resumed, after a glare at the
scofing Skinner, “' I shall not wait till
(Christmas to send this to you, but shall
dispatch it to you at school, I have
every hope that the bencfit you will
derive from it will be very greak
Indeed, if it has tho cffeck 1 hope, 1%
may prove an inestimable treasurc to
var, You may look fer its arrival in
x day or iwo.

“i Vour affectionate Unele.
“‘{ GEORGE BURTER.

“Phore!” sald Bunter, hiz fat face
expanding once more. “What do you
fellows think of that? Some uncle,
whaot "

“The somefulness is terrific.”

“Uncle George wouldn't say all that
if it was simply a postal-order, or a
pound note, such as you fellows some-
times get,’ said Bunter.

“OR 1

“It wouldn't be merely a fiver—hardly
even a tenner, What price getting a
cheque for fifty poundst” grinned
DBunter.

* Phow

“1 think it will Le cash,” said Bunter.
“When I write to my people, you know,
1 often mention that I prefer presents
in the form of cash.”

“They don't seem
remarked Skinner.

Bunter 1gnored that remark.

“0f course, it might be a motor-hike,”
~aicl Bunter. “I remember telling
Uncle George that 1 should hke a motor-
litke, Coker of the Fifth has one.
canrse, mine will be a bhotter one than
Coker's,. DBut I think it will be a
viiegue.  Lle  says he's selected my
presont with a view to my needs. He
knows that ¥ need cash—I've told him.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“He nsea the words * inestimable
treasure.” ™ said Dunter, blinking at the
ietter again,  “That sounds Jike some-
thing & bit gorgeons, what? Might be a
hundred pounds, ™

“The mightfulness is  terrifie,” mur-
witred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Ok really, Inky—-"

“Well, even fifty would be handsome,”
saltl Bkinner. " You'd he able to pay
me that fourpence—-="

“And I U you could settle up ihe
shilthing you've owed me for two terms,”
swid Fisher T." Fish, .

I"r; ..'!i.llrtl my  seven-and-six,” suggested
ator

to play up!”

Fodd. |

Bunter’s fat lip curled. -

“T belicve I owe a fow small sums up
whd down the Remove,” he said.

“I believe you do,” grinned Toddy.

“The believefulness 13 terrifie.”

“[ slall sottle up those frivial matbers
when my cheque comes.”: said Bunter
disdainfully. *“ Any fellow to whom I
owe =zome littla sum may trot 1t out
when my uncle’s present comes, T hope

1'mi not the kind of fellow to leave for

:he holidays owing any chap anything.”
“Oh, my hat!" '
“ Congrattors, anyhow, ald fat man,”
‘I'ire MagNeT LIBRARY. = No. 1,036.

said Bob Cherry. “ Your uncle could
hardly have written like that unless he
was sending something really handsome.
You're the lucky man to-day, Dunty.
I've had three letters and every one a
blank.™

“I've had two, and nothing but good
ddvico in them,” zaid Nugent,

“Well, what do you fellows expectt”
said Duonter.  “Your people are not
wealthy like mine.”

1L ﬂh!!! 2

“I dare say you [ellows would jump
for joy at getting a tenner or so,” said
Bunter loftily,

“1I know I should,” grinned Bob.

“The jumpfulness would be great.”

“I quite understand that,” said
Bunter. "“With a fellow aceustomed to
l surms of moncy it's gquite different.
Well, tata! I'm afraid I can't waste
any mmore time on you chaps!”

And Billy Bunter rolled away, loaving
the juniors staring. ]

He seemed to be walking on air as he
rolled.

Exaotly how much Billy Bunter be-
lieved of his tales of untold wealth n
the Bunter tribo it would have been
difficult to say. But it was probable
that, like many fibbers, he deceived him-
solf more than he deceived athers.

Certainly he was now revelling in the
anticipation of a great and glorious
supply of *hat nceessary article—eash,
His uncle had plainly stated that bhe
had selectod that Christmas present with
& view to Bunter's needs, and there was
no doubt that he needed money. On
that point there was no shadow of doubt
—no possible probable shadow of doubt
—no possibla deubt whatever. And he
was going te get what he needed, to
such an extent that it might be regarded
as  an  “inestimable  treasure”  No
wonder William George Bunter scemed
to be walking on air—no wonder his fat
little nose was elevated aven more than
Mature had elevated it, and no wonder
that, like the classical gentleman of old,
he soemod like to strike the stars with
his sublime head.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunter !
M ONSIEUR CHARPENTIER
Was FE&-."E'I.'.' .

Likewize, he was surpriscd.

In his French sot that after-
noon there was one faco that was so
heaming with satisfaction that Mossco
could not help  fecling surprised,
pleased, and Hattored.

Often there were smiling faces in the
junior French sets. Monsieur Charpen-
ticr was not a strong character, and he
was vory good-natured and forgiving.
The result was that he was perpetually
rageed in class. DBoys will be boys, and
there were few Greyiriars juniors who
were thoughtful enough not to take ad-
vantage, more or less, of the Fronch
master's amiable weakness.  Fellows
who walked in fear and trembling nnder
the gimlet eye of Mr. Henry Samuel
Quelch, were as bold as brass in dealing
with the French master. Bolsover major
had been known to cateh him actually
on his Gallie nose with an inky pellet,
and set the whole class in a roar with
his pretended apologics. .

Skinner and his  friends  enjoyed
French. They did not work, they
slacked as muech as they liked, and they
made Mossoo perspire with worry, Bul
Billy Bunter, though the laziest slacker
in that class or any class, did not rag.
Even ragging required some exertion,
and Dunter was epposed to exertion on

vinciple. 8o when his fat face beamed
in_the French set, Mossoo did not sur-
mise that he was plamming some jape, as

I would have surmised in the case of
nlinost any other Lower Fourth man,

He supposed that the beautics of the
beauziful French language must have
dawned uwpon Bunter ut long last, and
that the Owl of the Remove was keen
on French, It was quite a pleasure to
Mossoo to sec any  fellow Lkeen on
French., It delighted him to sce any
man look as if the lesson was anyihing
liut & bore and a worry to him. On tho
part of thn Head and the staff, thero
was a belief that fellows came to Groy-
friars to learn thingz. Fellows who had
heard of this belicl regarded it with
tolerant amusement,

Certainly Billy Dunter was not therve
to learn anything if he could help it. He
had a rooted objection to the acquisition
of knowledge. J!l.'d-:t now, sitting among
a crowd of careless fellows who were
talking, and did not cease talking when
ithe mastor came in, Bunter's face was s0
ircadiated with good-hnmour and satis.
faction that Mossoo could not help netic-
ing it at once. Here was one fellow,
at least, who was glad to find himself in
the French class. Mossoo resolved to
give thiz cothusiastic pupil unusnal
attention. He was rather accustomed to
passmg Bunter over; the fat juntor's
laziness and obtuseness tried his patience
very hard. Buot if Bunter was turning
over a now leaf, as secmed to be the
ease, Mosson was ready to play up.

“milence, mes garcons,” said Monsieur
Charpentier mi iy Sherry, will you
stop to shuffle ze feet ¥V

*{'eriainly, sir,” said Boh cheerily.

“ Skinnair, you are talking.™

“Swat that fly,” said Skinner, with-
oni turning hiz ‘head.

“Vat! ¥Vat you say, Skinnair#”

Harold 8kinner glanced round.

“Oh, did you speak, sir? I thought

it was a bincbottle buzzing, sic! Ay
mistake, sir.”
A chuckle ran along the class.

Skinner could hardly have thought that
a blueboitle was buzzing o the class-
room in December; but  anything was
mond cocugh for Mossoo., i

“Zat you be silent,” said Monsicur
Charpentier.

Crash!

“ Dolsovair, vou drop somezing ™

“Yes, sir—dropped an inkpot,” said
Rolsover major cheerily.

Crash |

“Vat—vat is zat ?" :

“Dropped & book, sir,” said Ogilvy.

“Zat yvou stop to drvop zings” said
AMonsieur Charpontier. “T wvill kee
ordair here. Zere iz mooch to mooc
nofse in zis class. It is like ze garden of
a0 bear.  Wharton !

“Oh! Yes, sir,” said the captain of
the Remove, :

“You talk viz yourself, isn't it3"

“No, sir. T was talking with
Nngent,” said Wharton demurely.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ ¥You make one choke viz me, n'est-ce-
past™  said  Monsicur  Charvpentier
angrily,  “Youn are owe bad boy,
Wharton ! .

“Qerery, sir,” said Wharion, colouring
a little. "I veally beg your pardon,
s,

Monsieur Charpentier was placated at
aneo.

‘{Mest bien—o'est bien.™

“What rot ' vawned Hazeldene, lond
enough for the French master to hear,

But Mossoo decided not to hear that
remark. )

The French lesson pursued its accus-
tamed course, At the back of the class
n group of slackers talked, hardly sub-
dining their voices, and gavae littie or no
heed., A few fellows, like Mark Lmlﬂr.
gave attemtion beeause they veally
wanted to learn; othor fellows gave
attention  from  sheer  good-nature,



because they regarded Mossoo as o good
little ass, and tolerated him kindly. But
most faces wero bored, one fat face shin-
ing out as a rare cxception. It was
really a pleasure to sco onc thoroughly
happy and satisficd face in class, and
Mossoo, of course, was quite unawarc
that Bunter's beaming satisfaction was
due to the letter from Unele George now
reposing 1n hus pocket.

He discovered his mistake when he re-
warded Bunter with his special atten-
tion.

Even the letter from Unecle George
failed to make Dunter's fat face beam
when he found that ho was expected to
\Tl}r:\'-

It was rotten, in Bunter’s opinion. ™Not
ouly was French ret in itsell, but this
was the last French set before the holi-
days, and thercfore it was a sheer waste
of energy to excrt his fat intelleet. In
the heolidays it was Bunier's

GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER!

fuin

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked the whole
class.

“Vat i1s it zat you say, Duntairi”
shricked Mossoo. “1: it zat you make
one choke viz me ?"

“Eh, no!” pgasped DBunter. *You
asked me if I had my uncle’s money,
sir, didn't you? I haven't got it yet.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, yvou fellaws, there's nothing fo
cackle at,” said Bunter, in surprise,

“Ciel! Fere never was such a
garcon |” groancd Monsicur Charpon-
tier. * Zat which T zav ig zc traduction
of ze sentence on ze blackboard.™

“Oh!” ejaculated Bunter

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bilenee in ze elass ! DBuntair, T shall
make one example of vou. You are de-
tained for Saturday afterncon, and vou
shall write out ze excrcizes in French.
Now yvou may be silent.”’

“I—I say, sir——"

happy custom to forgoet all that
he had learned during the term,
and he had a natural objection to
burdening his podgy mind, at
the last inoment, as it were, with
a lot more ta' forget. So
Williamn George Bunter was even

¢ Sllence, mes garcons,”’ said Monsieur
Charpentier. A chuckle rang through the
class, Crash! * Vat—val Js zat? "
** Dropped!a book, sir,” said Ogilvy. ** Zat
you stop to drop zings,’ sald the French
master. *'I vill keep ordair here. Zere
is mooch too mooch neise in zis class !

more idle and obtuse than usual,
and he soon had Mossoo 1 a
frame of mind to tear his scanty
hair

“Mon Dieu!” said Monsicur
Charpentier, when Bunter told
him that “il fouettait aes
chevanx ™ meant “he scratched
his haie.”  “Mon Dien! You
are one such stupid garcon as
never was before, Buntair. You
shall not Lhave prepare z1s
lagain.”

“0Oh, yes, sir!” said Bunter.
“f fairly swotted at it, sir. I
worked at 11 with a wet towel
vound m— head, sir.”

“1 beticve ¥ ou nof, Buntair.
You1 cprak not truth, you are
idl> vea are thick!” BMossoo
meant dense, but in his excited
momenta his English bore a re-
gsomblonce to Bunter's French.
“Teoutez ! IF vou will not give
vous atlention, you shall be
detained. Now, I vill give you
ons tres simple plece, and if you
do not translate him on ze spot,
I wi'l demand of Monsicur
Quele’s zat you be detained one
holiday.”

Bunter  proaned. Monsieur
Charpenti :r proceeded to chalk up o
“tres simple ™ sentence on the black-
hoard.  Any feg in the Third Form
could have trenslated it at o glance; but
it wes too much for Billy Bunter. The
French maser indicated it with the
pointer. . )

“Voila! You traduce lim, Buntair.”

“ Avezr vous l'argent de votre oncle ¥
mumbled DBuntor.

“*Traduce him 1™ snapped bMossoo,

* Aver vous—have you—" pgroancd

Bunter. “I say, you fellows, what's
argent¥ I know it means something.

I've como across it bofore.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Drole ! hooted Monsicur Charpen-
tier. “Have you the money of your
uncle "

HNo, sir.”

“Vabk? Vat?®

“Not vet, sir,’” answered Dunter.

“Mon Dien' Vat does zat stupid
gurcon mean 7 5

“It's coming. sir,” oxplained DBunter.
#] had o letter frome him this morning,
but the money wasn't in it. He's send-
ing it later.™

(See Chapter 2.)

“Tais-toi !" hooted Monsicur Char-
pentier,

“Dh dear ™

Bunter was not sorry to be silent.
Silence was not his strong point; but in
class, at least, Dunter was always will-
ing to be seen and not heard. DBut he
was worrted, Mossoo, in moments of
wrath, often inflicted diro penaltics
which he forgot, or affceted to forget,
alterwards. Dut sometimes he remom-
bered, and Bunter had a fecling that
Mossoo would remember this time.
Bunter did not want to be detained on
Saturday aflternoon. He expected to
lear from Uncle George befere Satuy-
day, and on Saturday afternoon Bunter
wanted to bo free to expend some of his
enormouns  wealth, Ilis fat face no
looger beamed, and he was looking very
serious when the French seb eame to an
end and the juniors trooped out of the
class.room—to the equal relief of master
and pupils.

“Moszsoo 5 a heast '™ muttered William
Cieorge Bunt 1, as he rolled along tho
Remove passage. “It beats me why
they didn't drown all Fropgies at
birth I*

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Great Expectations !

(1 BAY, vou fellows ™

I . ut a fat faco

and a par of ﬁimnmrltig B

tacles 1n at the doorway ef

Study No. 1 in the Remiove, where the
Famous Five had gathored to tea.

A chuckle greeted him,

“ Avez vous l'argent de votre onecle ?”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“0h, really, Cherey! Having tea?"
askod Bunter, as he rolled in. "I
didn't know you had a spread here, bur
I don't mind joining you.”

“Dooe it matter if anvone else
minds?™”  ingquired Johnny Dull, with
doep sarcasm.

“Oh, really, Bull—" ]

“The mindfulness iz terrific,
csteemed and exeerable Bunter !
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Dilly DBunter

my
e

¥

* Oh,

Inky! I
fellows, 1 want you to come io my

really, Ry, You
spread,” said Dunter, “I'm standing a
huge spread on Saturday, and I want
all my friends to rally round me.
Somecthing a bit better than this,” added
Bunter, with a disparaging blink over
the tea-table in Study No. 1. “You
fellows don't do yoursclves very well in
this study. But, of couric, you mnever
get much in the way of remittances.
Still, this isn't a bad cake.”

“Glad  you like f,” said IHarry
Wharton sareastically.

“Not like the eakes I get from Bunter
Court, of course. 5till, not bad. I'll
help myseli—don’t bother.” Bunter
helped himself to half the cake. “ Look
herc! It's a bit rotten that little beast
Maossoo  detaining me  for Saturdaw,
which I'd fixed for the spread. You
see, I want to wind up the term with
a really good thing—something for all
my friends to rememwber in the Christ
mas helidays.  When my magnificen
present comes from Uncle George——

“When!" murmured Nugent.

“The whenfulness i terrifie!”

THe MaoKer Liprary.—INo. 1,036,
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THANKS!

“Woun heara what lLe said i lis
letter,” satd Bunter. “Ti can't ba loss
than. twenty pounds—more likely ffty.
ITa's rnlling' i money, you know."”

“We don't know " pointed out Bob.

“You know now I've told wou, I
~ay, you fellows, 1've got to get off that
detention, You might put in & word
for me with Mossoo, Wharton. He
rather likes you—goodness knows why 1™

“What I like about Bunter iz his
taciful way of asking a favour,” re-
marked the captain of the Remove,

“Of course, you necdn’t mention that
ir's for a spread. Tell him I'm playing
for the Romove in tho last football
match before we break up,” suggested
Bunter,  “That ought to work the
oracle. I could tell him, you know, but
e mighin't believe me. It"s a Int
sickening for a master to doubt a
fellow's word ; but there you are. He's
no gentleman. You won't forget to tell
Mossoo that, Wharton ¥

“I rather think I shall,” answered
1Iarry, laughing.

“Dlon't be a roiter, you know., I I'm
detained on Saturday, the spread s
off."”

“Is it on, if vou're not?” grinned
Bob.

“Corlainly ! T'm bound te hear from
iy unele before Saturday™

“Ft vous asures l'argent do  volre
oncle—peut-cire I chuekled Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“With the accent on the peut-etre
grinned Bob Cherry,

"“Oh, don't sling rotten PFrench «t a
chap ! said Bunter testily, “We pet
enough of that in class. If vou fellows
aren't having any ecake, I don't mind
finishing it. You'll all come to the
spread, won't you? I really want you
io come. After all, we're pals, aren’t
we, though you've always treated me
rather meanly.”

The Famous Five watched Bunter as
1f mesmerised, as be disposed of the
cvake, That cake had been intended as
wind up tea for five fellows. It was
vanishing so rapidly that it really was
g litile difficult for the eve to lollow it

“T dare say you've got another cake
m  the cupboard, Wharton,” DBunter
remarked, with his mouth full,

“Wrong I

My hat!  Is ithat all you had for
fea i this stady T

“That was all.”

“Must be beastly to be so havd up”™
~aid Bunter sympathetically, 1 assure
you I can feel for fellows whose people
arc too poor to send them anything
decent in the way of tips It's a hat
difficult for me to reahize if, you know,
having so many wealthy  relations
myself, and always getimg remitlances,
HBut T do fecl for you., Measly - feed!
How the poor live, and all that! e,
he, he!”

The Famous Five gazed at Bunicr,

“Well, T must be getting along, T've
pot to speak to Smathy,” said Bunter,
T didn't come in to tea—lucky T Jdidn’t
with s=uch & measly spread, what?
Mardly the sart of spread to ask a
fellow to.

*The askiilnesa was
my estocined fat Bunfer™

Johnny  DBull  glanced rvound. Tk
oveurred to Dunter that he was locking
raund for a missile, and the fat junmor
vather bastily siepped into the Remove
pAsSAEE,

* Niee chap!™ eluckled Bob Cherry.
“How they must love him at home, and
i}nw glf.d one woutld be 1f they had him
there !

Hovdless of the opinion of the Famous
Five, Billy Bunter rolled along to Btudy
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not  terrific,

No 4, where he found the Bounder and
Tom Redwing. !

“71 zav, you fellows, you're coming to
the spread on Saturday #" asked Bunter,
as he blinked into Study No. 4. “Ter-
rific spread—everything of the best, and

tons of it! want you to come,
Smithy! And, dash it all, you, teo,
Redwing! I'm no s=nob! You can
come ! I—-- Yarooooooh ™

There was half a loaf on  the
Bounder's  tea-table. Yernon-SBniith

picked it up and hwrled it with the
same movement.

It landed with a erash on Runter’s
watch-chain, and the fat jumior sat
down, wilth a roar.

According to the proverb, half a loaf
iz better than no bread. In the cirewin-
stances, however., Willilam George
Bunter most decidedly would have pre-

ferred no bread. He sat down and
spluttered.

“Kick him out, Reddy!” said the
Bounder.

" Certainly [ ) ]
Tom Redwing gumpad 'ép Billy
Bunter departed from Study No. 4

much meore rapidly than he had de-
parted fram Study Ne. 1. Tha deor
slovned after him.

* Beast ! roared Bunter through the
kevhole. “ You jolly well shan’t comoe
to my spread now ! You're a low, purse-
proud rotter, Smithy, and you're a
commmon, low  longshoreman, Redwiug,
and I couldn’t possibly have you !

There was a sound of & chair moving,
and DBilly Bunter hurriedly departed
from the door of Study Ne. 4. He
vanished into No. 7, his own study.
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton were at
tea there, and Bunter sat down to tihe
table, with a dissatisfied blink at what
it held.

" Pretty measly tea!™ he remarked.

“Puckshop’s net yet elosed ! sug-
goested P‘Etm: “Cut jﬂwn and geb any-
thing yoli like, old fat man!”

“{h, really, Peter——"

“TF you're not standing your whack,
be glad of what you get, and shut up !
further suggested Peter.

“1 happen to be short of money at
ithe prosent moment, owing to a postal-
arder being delayed!” said Bunter,
with digmty. "“But I shall be rolling
i it in a day or twe, as you jolly well
kunow, i you don't treat me decently,
Petor, you can't expect to sharc when
the remitlance comes! I was going to
ask you to my sprend on Saturday,”

“¥ou'ro detmined on Saturday, old
bhean, and I've got a sort of suspicion
that your remitiapce may be detained
tan!™ grinned Peter.

* Deast I

“Et vous n'aurez pas argent de volre
ongle I'' chuckled Peter,

“h, cheese w!" grunted Bunter.
“1 say, Peter, about getting me off de-
tention on Balurday—that cad Wharton
refuses to put in & word for me, after all
I'vo done for him! ¥You'd hardly think
that when he first came to Greyiriars 1
was the chap who stood by him through
ithick and thin, would you®”

“Hardly ! agrecd Peter. “In fact,
not at all! Not the least little bit in
the world !

“Bo I ded for you!" hooted Banter.
“1 was kind to you, Poter; you can’t
say I wasn’t. I never told you what |1
thought of the Head leiting in a poor
blighter of a solicitor’s son into a schoaol
like this! Now, did I?"

“You did not,”™ assented Peter.
“You might have expected a kick if
yvou had-—just like you're getting how !V

“"Yaoroocooh!" roaved Bunter. ™ Why,
you cheeky beoast—-—- Yoop! Leavo off
kicking me, Peter Todd, or I'll mop up
the study with you ™

“Go ahead ! grinned Peter.

Billy Bunter ﬁid not go ahcad; he
rolied out of Study No. T.

E-ITI: the passage he came on Fisher T,
ish.

“Bay, kid!" called out Fishy.

Bunter glared at him.

" Go and cat coke !” he snarled.

*“ About that bob you owe me—-="

* Oh, shut yp!"

Bunter was not in a good temper,
and he did not want to hear about that
ancient bob. He had heard quite
cncough about that during several terms,
That Billy Bunter had ever succeeded
in borrowing a shilling from Fisher 'J.
Fish was a wvery remarkable eirenmn-
stanece. Fishy never parted with monoey
if ha could help it. unless it was for
value received, and Fishy always ex-
pected at least twice the value of the
money I'u:f parted with, and cven then
1t gave him & pang to part.

It was owing to an unfortunate mis-
understanding that he had lent that
shilling to Bunter; and he had never
been able to collect the debt, and it had
weighed on his mind for terms. It was
very painful to Fisher Tarleton Fish to
be done as he did others.

“¥You and your bob!?’® gaid Buntor
contemptuously. “Go and eat coke!
I've a jolly good mind to punch your
nose 1

“1 guesz T was going to say——"'

“Oh, rats!”

“"Taot a galoot speak!” urged Fisher
T. Fish. “1 was going to say—-—-"

“Shut up '

1 was going to say, don’t you worcy
about that bob, Bunter.,”

(1) Eh -?H

“Let it stand over!” said Fisher 'I.
Fish generously. * Leave it 1ill after
the Christmas holidays, old scout!
Hee P

“0Oh ! gasped Bunter

Fisher T, Fish walked on, leaving ilm
Owl of the Reomovae staring aflted
him blankly. Bunter was absolutely
astounded. Whon Fishar Tarleton Fizh
became indifferent to the sum of a
shilling it was time for the skies to fall,
But the explanation dawned on Bunter
at lagt. Ti was the letter from Uncle
George {that had done it.

Bunter chuckled. Evidently thore
was at Jeast one other fellow in tho
Remove as well as himself who helieved
in hiz great oxpectationa.

. e B

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fishy Takes the Plunge !

ILLY BUNTER was very eager
B for the postman the following
dayv.

Bunter generally blinked verw
keenly at the letter-rack in morning
break, in the undying hope that his
celebrated  postal-order might have
srrived.

Now he was keener than ever,

Lut the postman came and went, und
there was nothing for the Owl of the
Remove.

Hiz long-expected postal-erder was
still  delayed, and the magnificent
present from Mr. Georpe Bunter had
not arrived.

Bunter turned away in disappoint-
ment, with a grunt, Really. Unele
George might have bucked up a lidtle.
He had stated plawnly in his letter that
he was sending that present to reach
Bunler at school before Greylriars
brake up for the Christmas holidays, 1t
breakin

was not long now Lo -l
Bunter felt that his unele might have
got a move on. Great expectation:

worg all very well in their way, but
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Bunter would. have preferred something
a little more solid. A Lird in hand was
waorth many in the bush.

“Aver vous argent de votre oncle?”
asked Skinner, as Buniter grunied with
dissatisfaction

“*“Ha, ha, ha!

“ombien dargent  votre  oncle
g-4-il 7 went on Skinner humorously.
“Dix centimes, oun pecut-etre vingt ceu-

|+

times T
“Ila, ha, ha!" ] _
“HBeast ! You'll sing to a different

tane when it comes ! said Bunter. “1
jolly well shan't ask you to the spread,
Bkinner 1"

“What g lot I shall miss—I don't
think " sighed Skinner, )

“Oh, give your chin a rest, 3kinner !
said Fisher I Fish. “1 guess it's
coming all right. A galoot’s uncle
wouldn't write like that unless he was
coughing up somcthing handsome, it
stands to reason.” ] -

Skinner chuckled. He admitted that
Unele George’s letter might reasonably
lead hiz pephew to expeet something
handsome, But
Skinner did not be-
lieve that there
was anyvthing hand-

an extremely valuable seguaintance to
a businesslike galoot like Fishy.

But was there anything in 1t? That
was the problem that worried Fisher
T. Fish. He guessed that there was,
but he could not be sure. He had gone
s0 far, on mere spee, as to tell Bunter
to let that ancient bob stand  over.
That had cost him a pang, but not a
very deep pang, because ‘that sncient
Lob was at best o very doubtiul asset,
But was it worth while to lend Bunter
half-a-crown. to stand him a feed in
Study No. 147 It would be more than
worth while, if a big remittance from
Unele George was coming. Buot was it
coming? The doubt was almost
anguish to Fishy. There was still time
to get on the right side of Bunter—to
make a pal of him—to get in on. the
ground floor, as Fishy expressed it.

Onee the cashh had arrived, Bunter
would have plenty of friends, so long
as it lasted, Skinner & Co. would rally
round hitm as one man, But the follow
who stood by him while he was impe-
cunious would abviously be in o better

TWOPEHDE.
said Fisher 'T. Fish eagerly. 1t cost
Wilkinson of the Fourth two guineas.”

*“ How much did it cost you!" grinned
Bob

“1 guess that cuts no 1ce," answered
Fishy., “ T selling it cheap, You can
have it for thirty bob, Cherry.”

“You really want to part with that
camera ?" asked Bob.

“Bura."”

“Well, 1 want one,” said Bob. “Ii
vou're giving it away as & Christmas
present—-"

“What*"” yelled Fisher T, Fish. He
scemred quite thunderstruck at the sug-
zestion that he might be giving any-
thing awoy g

“I'1l take it off your hands, said
Bob cheerily. “I've always wanted a
camcra.”

“You posky gink!” said Fisher T.
Fish in disgust. “Don't vou give mo
any of your little jokes. You can have
that camera for twenty-geven-and-six.”

“Not as a Clristmas prosent

“Nope!” roarcd Fisher T. Fish,

“Then you can keep it, old bean; or,

better still, give it
% back to the owner,”
snggested Bob.

“0Oh, come off!”
growled Fisher T.

some, in the fhnan-
cial line or any
other, 1n the

Bunter clan at all.

Fisher T. Fish,
however, was
giving the matter a

¥ish, realising that
Bob had been pull-
ing hiz Transatlan-

great deal of
thought. He walked
away, wikth o
wrinkle of reflee-
tion in his transat-
lautic brosw,

Hitherto  Fishy
had looked 0
Bunter as & fat

clam, a pesky mug-
woump. & gink who
owed bun a shilling
and was insolvent.
Iut he was realis-
ing now that
Bunter was  not,
after all, such  an
all-dired goeck as he

;9 reet

| tic log “Look
here, you gecks. 1
¢ wanted to ask you
about Bunter.
Youn've been homo
with that fat
clam "
“Y¢  have “had
that terrific  and
distinguizhed  hon-

our,” sal Hurree
Jamset Roain Singh.

“Well, I guess
vou kept your cycs
open,™  said Fishy,
“Has hz really got
any 1ich relations?
Is there anything
in that letter he
had, or is it only
gast

The Famous Five
loeked at Fisher T,

had calonlatoed.
That letter  [rom
Tnele George

seomed the goods,
to IFishy ‘s calenla-
ting cye. No galoot
would write n
letter like that to his nephew at school
without meaning business, noless he was
plumb Joco, in Fishy's opinion,

Bunter, the impecinious, Bunter who
owed & bob, and could not er would not
square, was one fellow; but BDunter on
the eve of receiving a handsome sun
in hard cash was guite another. Buncer
without cash was only worthy of Fishy's
derision: bui DBunter with cash was a
man whom Fishy delighted to henour.
Fishy's thoughts ran wheolly upon cash;
he had never beard of anyrhing else
that was worth scrious attention.

If BBunter was going to have a lurge
sutm in cash, it woas certain that he
would make the money fly; a fool and
Lis money were soon parted, and there
was no doult that Bunter was a fool.

Even an invitation to his spread was
something ; it would save a-fellow somee-
thing at the tuckshop. But that was not
ail.  TMishe- T Fish had things to sell—
pocket-knives  and eameras and other
articles, which ho had bought for next
tee nothing from fellows in a hard-up
state. A dulfer hke Buuter was tlee
viery customner Fishy wantod to meot-=if
he had any money. With cash in hand
—plenty of cash—Bunter might prove

posttion to prolit by the hig remittance
w|||;:r| il.'. aine. '.I.lhEI.E. Wlls ﬂJE.'H.J;". DIII}'
fricndstip with Bunter was cxpensive,
That was clear, too, and that was what
got Fizhy's goat.

It really was & very painful state of
dubicty. Fisher T. Fish rememboered
that he had heaed that Harey Wharton
& Co. had been home with DBuntor.
Theyr were the galoots who ought io
know whether there waz likely to be
nnvthing in it Fisher 1. FPish, thirst.
ing for information, bore down on the
Famous IFive in the gnad.

“Sav, ryou ginks 4 Fishy
agreceably.

Harry Wharton & Co. were dizenssine
a football matel that” was to come off
on Baturday, but they politely sus-
pended. that discussion and gave Fisher
T, Fish their attention.

“Halla. halle, halla!
camoera (o sell, 1
Cherry.

“Yep!"” Fisher T.  Fish
Bunter for  the  moment.
carmera, 'l tell the world.
a camera, Cheree ¥Y

“1 do—I does" assented Bob.

#1 can recommend that camera,™

said

You've pob a

hear 7 sawd  1lob

forpot
" Somoe

You want

Fish. Why the
youth  from New
York was inter-
esbed in Bunter and
lis relations rather
puzgled {hem for a moment or two. But
they very soon guessed, A glinnmer of
fun came inte Bob Cherry's oves,

“You heard Bunter read that letter
out "' he asked,

i ?':E-}'"

“Well doesn’t it speak for itselt ¥
said Dob. “It zounded to me as if

L':'E!{_-Iu George was  fairly  rolling in
ok, "
Boeb's ehums  stared ot him for a

manent, and then they caught on.

“ Millionaire, I should say,” remarked
Johnny 1Bull,

“1 hardly think a man would send

fifty pounds to o kid at school, as
Bunter  expects,”  remarked Harry
Wharton  gravely,  “More  likely
twenty. &

“Much more likely,” murmured
M ugoent.

“1 don't see how it could be less

than a tonner,” zaid Bob. “Your bob
will e safe Fishy"
= My estecined chums, there 15 the ex-
collent DBunter,”  oxclaimed Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. Lot us speak to
the ecsteemed and admirable Bunter.”
“Come on,” said Bols
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And leaving Fisher T. Fish quite
abruptly, the Famouz Five rushed
goross o greet Bunter.

“Hallo halle, hallo! Gof that
whacking remittance from  Unecle
George, Bunty ! asked Bob Cherry.

“Not yet,” mmswered Bunter. “It's
roming, of course.™ >

“Don't forget yvour old pals when it
comes,” satd DBob, with great gravity.
“We've always been friends, haven't
we, Bunter®"

“Weo have always regarded the exe-
erable Bunter a3 the ostecmed apple of
onr  oye,” remarked Hurree Jamsck
Ram Singh.

“Veou fellows have often heard me
say what o nice chap Bunter was,”
olrerved Johnoy Bull .

“It would make Bunter blush if he
Lnew all we'd said about him,” said

Bob., “Let's know when that letter
eomes, Dunter. Remember yvour old
pals™

“Jolly friendly all of & sudden, ain’t
von " spcered Bunter. “Yon can be
lly eivil now you know I'm going to
have a lot of tin. Co and cai coke, the
lot of you!™

“Oh, Bunter ™

“Trear old chap!”

“Rilly., old fellow L S

“yah!” was Bunter's elogant re-
joinder.  And he rolled away, with his
at little nose in the air. L

Fizher . Fish was after him like a
shot, Fisher T. Fish had heard
enough. Lf it was worth the while of
the Famous Five to suck up to Bunter
in this way, obviously it was worth
Fisher T. Fish's while. His doubls
were resolved now, The fellows who
knew DBunter’s people evidently believed
in the great expectations, and that was
enough for Fisher T. Fish.

Five minutes later Fishy was seen
walking arm-in-arm with Billy Bunter,
ane their footsteps led themn in the
dircetion of the school shop.

Harry Wharton & Co. walched them

with much interest.
“Tuns for DBunter,” remarked Bob
Cherry.

" “Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Y wonder what that giddy letter
from Bunter's wuncle really meant,
though #” said Bob thoughtfully. *He
can’t really be getting any cash, be-
causc there isn't any cash in the Bunter
family."”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ]

“Bubk therc’s no reason why Fishy
zhouldn't stand him buns. I'm. afraid
Fishy is on the make, yon men,” said
Rob, with a shake of the head.

“ Just o few ! chuckled Nugent.

“HBut it will do him good to part
with & little money. A thoroughly new
experience 15 good for any fellow.”

‘Hear, hoar?” chuckled the Co.

When the Remove came into Form
Fizher T. Fish walked in with Bunter.
There was & smear of jam on Bunter's
fat face, and he was cvidently on the
friendlicst terms with Fishy, Kecping
4 smiling face over his inward anguish,
Fishy had expended ne  less  than
cighteenpence on tarts and ginger-pop
for DBunter. It was a sprat to cateh =
whale; and thowgh Fishy was sure of
the whale now, it gave him a pamn to
part with the sprat, Skioner & Co.
eyed them, rather thoughtfully and
suspicionsly. If a keen, eule, business-
like woufli like Fishy Dbelieved in
Bunter's expectations, to the oxtent of
standing treab at the school shop, it
dawned on Bhkinnor ﬁ& Co. th‘nt there
might boe something in it. When the
Remove came out of Form Skinner &
g, mado it a paint to he very civil to
Buntcr. )

William George Bunter was feeling
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very bucked that day. His enormous
remittance had not yet arrived, but he
was making friends fast.

———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Feed with Fishy !
4 YE&- VO —7
A * L' arpont——"
“Le votre oncle?®
“kHaoe, ha, ha!"

That absurd sentence secmed to have
canght on among the Removites. Quite
L number ol toem lired 1t at him, as
1t were, when the Owl of the Hemove
looked for lerecrs by the afternoon’s
post.  There were no letters yes for
tunter ; the enormous remuttance had
still mot arrived, And some of the
Homove icilows seemed to find center-
taimment in that croumstance, appat-
cntly digcerning some  rescinblance  be-
tween that present from Unele George
andd the celebrated postal-order whicn
Bunter was perpetually expecting,

“Tronvez-vous 'argent  de
onclet™ chuckled Squitt.

“Lloncle n oublie d'envover 1Marrent,
cncore une fois!” chortled Tom Brown,

“Ha, ha, hat"

“On trouvera jamais 'argent de zon
onele ! said Peter Todd, shaking ins
head.

“Mais c'est son oncle qui va se
rouler dans Por ™ said Vernon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Moosienr Charpentier wauld have heen
plossed and gratdied had he heard los
pupils deing these French exercises all
of their own accord, Billy Bunter was
neither  pleased nor gratified, and he
rolled disdainfully away, leaving fhe
juntora lavghing.

“QOu est Vargent de ton oncle " yelled
Bolsover major after hin.

“Lot argeat nlexiste pas
Hazeldene,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pon't you take any notice of that
rot, Bunter!” said Skinner to the Owl
of the Remove, in the passage. **Just
envy, that's all, old chap.”

Bunter nodded. Evident! Harald
Skinner was beginning to belicve that
the cnormous remittance was a  possi-
bility, at least.

“1 say, Bkinner, old chap=—

“¥es, old follow?” said Skinner
amiably,

“I'm a bit short of ecash till T get
that remittance from my onele——"'

“Coming " called out Bkinner. And
he hurried away in reosponse {o an
imaginary call.

Skinner's faith was not yeb strong
cnough te make him_ feel justilied in
lending Bunter anything. Civility cost
nothing; but shillings and hali-crowns
wera shillings and half-crowns.

Bunter gave o snort and rolled on,
But hiz fat face cleared as he came on
Fisher T. Fish,

Fishy's faith was strong, us he had
already proved. ‘

The littlo joko of the Famous Five
had completely taken in the cute and
businesslike junior from New York,

Fishy was so ﬂxmndinrﬂy smart, so
excecdingly spry, that he sometimes
took himsclf in with hiz own wonderful
sharpnoesa,

11‘:;5}1_1; was always on the make; and
he had a deep and fixed conviction that
everybody else was always on {he make.
But for that hixed helicl, Fishy might
have known that Harry Wharton & Co.
would never have dreamed of “sucking
up " to any fellow becauso bo  had
INONeY.

mﬁ fellow less cute and spry and
srnart and scoptical of human nature
than Fisher T. Tish would have

vot

l!!ﬂ

chorticd

¥

tumbled {o the fact that the chums of
the Remove had been pulling his leg and
had affected to bo impressed by Bun-
ter's coming wealth simply to take a
risa ont of the Yankee junior.

But Fizhy was not at all surprised,
az any other fellow would have been,
to sce them *after ” Bunter for his
money; it was what he would have ex-
pected of them, or any other fellows,
So he had fallen blindly into the trap.
He was absolutely convinetd now thab
the cash wus coming, belicving that the
fellows  whe knew DBunters poople
believed so.

Fisher T. Tish greected Duster with
an amicable grin, He was really feel-
ing friendly.  All the cordiality af which
Fishy was capable was bhrought to the
surface by the thought of money.

“Just the galoot I've been looking
for,” suad Fishy, linking a bouy arm in
Bunter's far ene. " You haven't had
youpr tea yeb ™

UKot yet,” admitted Dunter.

“Then you're jolly well poing to tea
with me!” said DIishy.- “Don't say no,
old chap!™ i

Bunter had no intention of saying no.
He never gave an snswer in the nega-
tive to an invifation of that sori,

“1 know o lot of fellows are always
asking you to tea,” went on Fishy, with
u slight congh, “ But you must coma to
my study this time, DBunter. I insizk
upon it, old fellow!”

U Well, if you make a peint of it,
Fishy 2

M1 guess I do, just a fow! 8ix
o'clock in Stady No, 14,” said Fisher 1,
Fish. * Yon won't be lute, old chap i

“No fear—I wmean, I'll try to give
vou a look-in at six!"”

“Right-ha!™

Fisher 'L Fish pald a visit to the
achmzn_l shop next, Judging by the ex-
pression on his face when he arrived
there he might have been paying a visit
to the dentist’s.

Ho was casting his bread upon the
waters, with the confident expectation
of secing it come back butlered.

But it was a painful operazion.
_Mlaving Dunter to tea, if the fab
;_mum- was fo be satisfied, was not o
izht matter,

It entniled ecxpenditure; and Fishy
rated oxpenditure.

Hu almost proancd as he gave his
orders to Mrs. Muonble,

Kecnly as he desired to propiliate
Dunter, it was ditheult for Fisher T,
Fish to serew up his courage (o stick-
ing-point. [t was nseless to ofter Duntor
n fow sardines pned a shilling cake.
Bunter had a healthy  appetite—an
appetite that it almost terrilicd Fishy
to think of, in the circumstances.

Bunter, who was carcless with monay
~especially when he hadn’t any—lLacl
already agrecd to buy a earmcra (rons
IPishy, tha _amera which had cos
Wilkinson of the Fourth two guineas
new, and Fisher T. Fish ten shillings
secondhand.  That alone made DBonter
worth Fishy's while; and then theo-
was the preat spread, at which
Buntor's friends were to figure. 1
Bunter was in great funds, that spress,
was cortmin to be on a lavish sealo:
guest with an eye to business wonh!
not only be able to fill himself up 1o
the chin, but slip a few uneonsideres
trifles inte his pocket. to savo oxpeondi-
ture for tea the next day.

Bunter, undnubtedly, was worth ecunlii-
vating, and the most effcctive way ol
cultivating Bunter was to feed hin.
IFishy knew it, and he was azsurced tha!
every shilling he oxpended on Punier
wauld como hack in the shape of hat.-
a-crown, at least. Still, it was painf.ai
o part.

]
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But. with heroic
resolution, Fishy
parted.

It was quite o
handsome spread
that Fisher T. Fish
conveyed to Study

NNo. 14 in the Re-
move, Johnny Bull
antd Squiff, who
had the doubtiul
honour of sharin
that stucdy  with

Fishy, stared at the
parcels  he  landed
on the study table,

“Hallol You
standing a spread ¥V
cxclaimed Johnny
Dull, in astonish-
ment.

“Time vou did ™
remarked S,
“It's never too late
w  mend, Fishy!
We  were going
along to  Study
MNo. 1, but—="

“Don't let mo stop
you!” saitl Fisher
‘T. Fish hastily,

“Eh? Isn't that
& spread "

“I've pot a man
comning Lo tea,” an-
swereidl  Fisher T
Fish, “If you
galoots don't mind,
I'd be sure glad if
vou'd tea out.™

“Youwve asked a
man to tead’

“"Yoep!t

“Fan me!™ murmured Squiff,

“Held me while I faint!” cjacalated
Johmny Ball.

“Oh, come oft!" prowled Fisher T.
Fish. * Absguatulate, do, and den't
be funpy! Shut the door alter yvou!"

Johnny Dull and Sampson  Quiney
IfBey Field left the study, laughing. It
was absolutely unheard-of for Fishor T.
Fisl to ask a fellow to tea; Fishy did
nat like spending money oven on hn-
self, and spending it on anvbody el=e
appeared to him the height of folly.
Only for a very powcerful motive could
Iishy be Lbreakimg the record like this.

Squiflf and Johnny Bull went into
Btudy No. 1. where tho rest of the Co.
had gathered.

“Fishy's got a man fo deal” an-
nounced Julmu;.r Bull.

" Imnpossible !’

“Terrilically impossible I

“What a=s said that tho age of

miracles was past?”

“Ha, ha, ha!

"1 sax, you fellowsz,” DBilly Buntcr
hlinked in at the doorway. “Don't
think I've come lo tea—I can't stand
your measly teas in this study! I'm
going to tea with a friend up the
passage !

“Ha, ha, La!™

“Rlessed if 1 see anylhing to eackle
at!" said Bunter. “Some fellows know
how Lo treat a fellow decently, IF yos
want e fo tea in this study, you'll
bave to spring something a it decent.
When mv big renntlance comes, T shall
treal fellows as they've treated me.
That's a tip. 1 may be able to come to
ten with yon tormorrow. I can't say
for eertain—I"ve so many engagements,
| i | B T

“Kick hinn somebody ! said Harry
Wharton.

“0Oh, really, Wharton —--

“ Avex vons 'irgent de vetre oncle?”
demanded Dol Cherry, " On cst-il vrei
gue ot argent n'exisle pas ™

“Ha, ha, hat®

LR ]

w
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“Dan't  be said  Bunter

darkliv.

cheeky 1™
“1 ean tell vou that 1f yvou're
eliecky, vou won't get & look-in when
my hig remitiance comes!™ :

“Waon't you be pally if I chuck this
cushion at vou " asked Bab.

“Eh? No, vou nss’”

“That does it then,™

And the enshion flow.

“Yaroooh! You checky rotter, T'in
dono with vou now!" roarcd DBunter
“Y%n done with the lot of you 1™

And Bunter departed in wrath,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharion & Co. sat down to
ter in Study Ne. 1, seemingly not in
the least disconcerted by the fact that
RBilly Bunter had done with them. In
fact, the only fault they had to find
with ihLat etate of affairs was, that il
was too good to be true

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Pui to the Torture !

1 TRO'I’ in, old chap!” =aid Fisher
T, Fish, with cffosive hos-
pitality. )

Billy Bunter troticd an,
1 hope you've brought a g{_:::u.’r uppe-
tite with vou, old fellow,” said Fisher

I'. Fizh, departing a little from the
strict treuth.
“¥Yes, rather ™ =aul Bunter,  “The

Enr_:]r_ iz, I've had nothing sinee dinner
nl.l ‘__I‘F

“0Oh!" said Fisher 1. Iish

“Excopt a few taris ard a bun and
n packet of loffee and a pie, you
know. So I'm pretty sharp set.”

At down, old seout,” said Fishy,
with a diminution of enthusiasin which
e really could net help,

Bunter sat down,

e bhinked over the festive board
ithrovgh his big  spectacles, and  was
satisficd with what he saw,

Fisher T. Fith had undoubtedly
sprepd hinself to an unpcommon extent

“—1 say, old chap,” gasped Fisher T.
Fish. “*I—I guess cake isn’t good after
veal patiies,” ** Whatl rot ! " Fishy was
s0 long in passing the cake, that Bunter
reached over and annexed it. He helped
himself liberally, and the Transatlantie
junior bore it with all the fortitude he

could*muster. (See Chapler 6

s "
in the Erupnmtiml_ of that fecd. DPart
ing with a shilling cost Fishy a pang,

s0 that spread on the table represented
soven pangs and a half, as it had cost
Fishy  seven-and-zixpence.  He  had
nourizhed u faint hope that Bunter, for
once, might not be ravenously hungry,
and that there might be ‘something left
after his guest had departed. But that
hope had bLeen very faint, and such as
it was, it died a sudden death as he saw
Bunter glance over the table,

Fishy had slready suffcred severcly
in parting with the cash for that
spread. Now he had te suffer again in
soping it devoured under his eyes.
Really it was a day of suffering for
Fishy, and he felt like 8 member of the
noble army of mariyrs.

“Tuck n, old fellow ™ said Iishy,
SUPProssng a groan,

“What-ho!" grinned Bunter,

ITe procecded to tuck in,

That his appetite was in its usnal

robust stale was soon cvident. The
more solid portion of the spread
vanished at a  great rate,  Fishy

watched him with almost h'df.'[;nt‘ll CYes,

Fisher T. Fish ate little himself.
Bunter's appr.-titc had the  effect of
taking Fishy’s appetite away,

“1 sayv, tlis isn't a bad spread, old
E_::]]]]m'r.” said Dunter, with bis mouth
ull,

“Glad you hke it fal‘cred Fishy.

“You ain't half so mean as the
fellows make out. you  know,” said
Buntor agrecably,

“Oh!" said Fishy
FHThe fellows thaink it gives vou a
pain to give away an amwsced ball™
rermarked Bunter,

“D-d-do they ¥ .

T MNow, thiz 3 quite a good
spread,” said Bunter.

“Bure you've had cnough’” gasped
Fizhv.

“Eh? No fear! Shove
over this way.”

Toe Alaarer Lisnany.—No. 1,036,
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Fisher T. Fish hesitatcd over the
rake. He meant to be hospitable; he
was determined to be hospitable. He
was resdlved to send Bumter contented
awey, even if the fat clam wolfed the
\\'h-ﬂfﬁ of tho spread. But *he sight of
tha good things vanishing at this rate
was, moro than flesh and blood could

bear,
“J—I say, old chap, dow't overdo

it 1" gasped Fishy, “I—1 guess cake
isn't good after veal patties.”

“What rot "

Fishy was so slow in passing the cake
that Bunter reached over and annexed
it. e helped himself liberally, and
Fisher T. Fish bore it with all the forti-
tude he could muster,

The cake disappeared. Where Bunter

ut it all was something of a mystery,
gl_:_.l; lie must have put it somewhere, It
went. X

Having demolished the cake, .the Owl
of the Remove looked round, Ilike
Alexander of old, for. fresh worlds to
conquer, A

The supply was thinning oub now,

Fisher ﬁ‘ Fish had caten almost
nothing But even so, hd began to
doubt whether there would be enough
for Bunter, i )

As for tho hope of saving anything
from the wreck, thet was entirely gone
now—gone from Kishy's goeze like a
beautiful drean,

“Well, if yoore finished, old chap,
-i’Hi'_-"""- .

“Not at all,"” said Bunter cheerfully.
“I'll try the laits, old chap, Bhove
them this way."

Lingeringly Fisher T. Fish passed
the tarts. .
They were soon out of sight.

Nothing remained now but a packet
of uhﬂmﬁ.tea and a bag of whipped:
cregm walnuls, Fishy hoped desperately
that Dunter would overlook them. Ib
was 8 delusive hope,

Bunter started on the chocolates.

He did not waste much time in ¢on-
varsation, Hiz jaws were too busy for
idlo speech. The chocolates vanished.

* Any more tarts, old fellow !’ asked
Hunﬁﬂr. { Fiik

" Mone asped Fishy.

" Anﬂther EI:t-':alm g

“Oh dear! Nope™

“What's in that bag?™

"Cream walnuts,” gasped Fisher T.
Fish, * But—but—but I'm afraid they
ain't quite fresh, Bunter.™

“Let's see™

Fisher T. Fish suppressed Rhis feel-
ings and tendered the bag of whipped-
cream walonuts for Bunter's examina-
trom.

His fear that they were not quite
fresh proved to be unfounded. At all
events, they were fresh enough for
RBunter.

One by one they disappeared.

Fishoer T. Fish watched them as they
went with a fascinated paze, When
the last one had gone Fisher T. Fish
heaved o deep sigh,

Bunter blinked round the table, Tt
was bare now, savo for the erockery.
There was nothing of an edible nature
on the table, save a fow lumps of sugar
left in the sugar basin, Fishy's guest
helped himself to those lumps of sugar.

Fisher T. Fish had wondered some-
timez what people felt like when they
werg put fo torture. He knew now.
" He knew what thoso ancient pionecrs
in his own country must have felt lke
when the Indians bound them 1o the
stake. Only this was worse than that!

Bunicr rose to his feet

He waz gomng.

There was a cortain amount of
pleasure in secing Bunter go. But that
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pleasure was turpned into pain by the
reflection of what DBunter was taking
away inside him,

“Thanks for the fied, old bean!"
gald Bunter carelcasly.

“G-g-glad wyou liked 3t,"

Fisher 1' Fish.

“On, 1t was all right!” said Bumtcr
indifferently. - * Not like the spread L'm
standing on Saturday, of course.” He
gave a last blink round the table to
make assurance doubly sure that thero
was nathing left uncaten. “Well, I
must be going now—some friendz ex-
pecting me, you know.™
Hﬁnd Bunter rolled out of Study No.

Fisher T Fish sat where he was, and
gazed at lhe table that had becn so
effectually cleared, and wiped the per-
spiration [rom his brow. When Johnny
Bull and Squiff came back fo tho study
they found Fisher T. Fish still sittin
thero limply, gazing at the ruin wit
lack-lustre eyes. Ligl::r.t Rachel of old,
Fisher Tarleton Fish mourned for that
which was gone, and could not be com.
forted.

monned

e —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Present from Unecle George !

‘ OR DBuntert"

F *“Yes"

“At last ¥
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hallo, hallo, halio!
DBunter ! roared DBob Cherry.

Bunter rolled up. .

It was Baturday morning, and in
break the juniors were looking for the
postman.

There was something for Bunter,

Friday had passed without anything
arriving for the Owl of the Remove
and Billy Bunter was beginning to fw:*i
decidedly ratty with his Uncle George.
The pleasurcs . of cxpectation  had
palled on him; and he was strongly of
opinion that 1t was high tine that the
magnificont present put in an appear-
ance. It was bound to come; Mr.
George Bunter had stated that it was
coming, and he could not have spoken
idly,. No doubt Bunter was feeling
grateful to his Uncle George for re-
membering him at Christmastide. But
he was fecling annoyed, too—perhaps
meoro annoyed than grateful. Really, it
was time that Uncle George played up.

Now, at long last, ho had played up.

Bunter camc rolling along at & great
speed as Bob Cherry's shout roached his
cars, Hig little round cyes gleamed be-
hind his glasses.

“Is it there?™ he gasped.

“Bomething for you, Dunter.”

“0Oh, good

“Maintenant, vous surez 'argent de
volre oncle!™ grinned Peter Todd.

“Hand it down, vou fcllows!™

Bob Cherry handed it down.

It waz a small packet, tied with
string, and addressed to  William
(eorge Dunter in the handwriting of his
Unele George.

Bunter blinked at the little parcel.

Evidently this was *““it.™

But 1t was not quite what Bunter had
lacked for.

Obviously, & was not & stack of
banknotes. The most carcless uneclo
would havoe registered a consignment of
banknotes.  And this parcel was not
registered. A cheque, ccrtainl;._', did
not uire to be sent by repistored
post: but then a cheque could have
been sent in an ordinary envelope, not
in a parcel. Reelly, the whole thing
was & puzzle.

Bunter turned if over
hands.

Roll

g,

in his fat

O G —

Judging by the size and feel of the
parcel, it contained a small book; but
that, of course, was linpossible. His
mutificent unele could scarcely be send-
g him a book.

“This—this can't bo it!" ejaculated
Dunter, Winking at the parcel in sur-
prise and dizmay.

“Thet's the seme fist that was on
your letter tho other day!” grinned
Skinnor,

“Yes; it's from Unele George,” said
Bunter. " But—-""

“"Open it!” snid Fisher T. Fish.

n it, you fat clam! See what's
insido, you jay !

Fishy's voico was husky.

If this was the long-promised present
fiom Unecle George, it did not look as
if it took the form of cash or anything
very valuable. The idea that he had
been “done,” after all, made Fishy feel
gquite faint.

Suppose it was, after all, & catch;
suppose it was spoof: suppose Fisher T.
Fi];f:a had expended Emﬁnnd-siipmm
on Bunter for nothing! The thought
was agony.

Bunter would not be able to buy that
camore, or any of the other articles
Fishy had intended to land on him.
Ho would net even be abla to stand tho
promised spread; even that small con-
solation would be wanting. There
would be nething—esbsolutely nothing—
to show for the expenditure of seven-
and-six in hard cash! Fisher T. Fish
had guessed that he had reached tho
limit of human suffering when he had
soen Bunter elear the table in Study
No. 14; but hoe realized now that things
could be worse. 'There wero d r
depths of misery, and Fisher T. Fizh
was now sounding thom.

“Open 18! he gasped.

“Tuarn out the waé]s of notes, old [at
pippin!” chuckled Skinner. ™ Laiszons
voir 'argent de votre oncle”

Bunter unfastencd the string.

Ilo unwrapped the brown paper,

Perhaps up to the last moment he
nourished a hope that his uncle might
have been so careless as to send hun
banknotes in & parccl.

If so, that hope evaporated now,

The parcel contained a little book: nsg
all ithe fellows had alrecady guessed from
its outward appearance.

Thero was not cven a letter with it
Just the book—and a small ono at that!

Bunter gazed at it _

With trembling fat COngorz  he
opened it '

Hope springs eternal in the human
breast; and Bunter may have hoped to
find a banknote slipped amongiithe
leaves, or at the wery least a sﬁ':’gtu
solitary currency note. :

But thero was nothing.

His uncle had sent him a book—after
that letter which had raised such extra-
vagant hopes, he had sent him a book
—a shilling volumao!

Dunter read the title without interest,

“A Christmas Carol,” by Charles
Dickena.

Punter had never even heard of that
famous book before. He was not in the
slightest degree interested in Charles
Dickens, or in Christmas Carols; so far
from wanting that volume, he would
willingly have consignied all Christmas
Carols to the dickens!

s

Ho gazed at it )
On the title-page was written, in the
well-known hand of lus esteemed

avuncular relative:

“To my Nephew, William
Dunter.” _

Obviously, this was the long-expected
Christmas present from Unecle George
Undernenth was written :

“Read, and reflect.”

George
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This scemed to indicato that Uncle
(GGeorge supposed that his  nephew,
William George DBunter, might derive
some benefitv from the perusal of the
work by Charles Dickens

Bunter gazed, and gazed, his fat jaw
dropping, his eyes large and round be
hind his big glasses.

“Bec that & all ¥ smggered Sncop.

“Unelo Ceorge must have gone
specially to the bank, and taken a lorry
with him, to got out enoupgh eash for
that Christmas present!”  remarked
Skinner.

“Must have cost a bobl” observed
Bolsover major.

“Hn, ha, ha!”

Bunter proancd.

His groan was echoed by Fisher T.
Fish.

It was a frightful disappointmeont f[or
Dunter.  But it was worse than that for
Fisher T. Fish.

Bunter had only lost his expectations.
Fizhy had lost seven-and-six]

Soven shillings and a sixpence had to
be counted as a dead loss; and the loss
of seven teeth could hardly heve dis-
tressed Fishy more.

“That's a jolly good book, Bunter”
ﬁniﬂ Harry Wharton, by way ol com-
0T,

Groan!
“BMight do Bunter a lot of good to
read 1t!? chuckled Bolsover major.

“He might turn good like Scrooge.”

“"Not likely!™ gsaid Skinner
“Bunter's a bit tougher thon old
Scrooge,”
Groan!

A bony hand fell on Bunter's shoul-
der. A bony face glared into his fak
conntonance.

“1s that all 7 hissed Fisher T. Fish.

Groan!

“You fat mugwump! You've taken
me inl”

“You've taken yourself in, Fishy!™
gaid Dob, with a chuckle, *“Serve you
jolly well right)™

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter. “There
—there's some mistake, of course
Uncle George has zent me the wrong
present—he must have moeant thiz for
somo other nephew—S3ammy, perhaps.
Of course, this can't be what he meant
for me. It's all & mistake.”

“Oh!" said TFisher T. Fish. A faint

hope revived in his Transatlantie
breast.

“I'll jolly well got my uncle on the
phone, and as him " exelaimed
Bunter. “If my money has gone
astpay, the sooner it's looked for the
begter. I'll ask Quelchy to let me use

his# phone.”

Bunter jammed the beook into his
ocket, and rolled away towards |his
form mazter’s study, ﬂi} left most of
the fellows grinning. Only Bunter be-
lioved that there had been a mistake,
and that there was still an enbrmous
remittance to come from Uncle George.
But Billy Dunter was elinging lo that
belief like a drewning man to a straw.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Not a Mistake !
M R. QUELCH glanced sharply at
DBunter,
He did not seem glad to see
hint in his study doorway.

In mormng break, the Remove fel-
lows were relioved aof théir Form
‘muater, and the Fornn master naturally
cxpected to be relioved of the Remove
Eellowe.

“If you please, sir——" began Bunter.
Mr. Queleh raised his hand.

“If you have come here to speak about
your detention this afternoon, Bunter,
you may save your breath,” he said
coldly. * Monsicur Charpentier has com-
plained very seriously of your idleness
and inattention, and. from my own
knowledge of you, I am only too well
aware that his complaint 13 well
founded. You ‘are detained until five
o'clock, Bunter,™

+i I_I_I_ll g

“'Fhat will do, Bunter! Monsicur
Charpentier is preparing some cxercises
for vou in French irregular verbs. You
:vill Bo into the Form-room at half-past
WO,

“I—I want to telephone, sir," gasped
DBunter.

“What "

“Tut-tut-telephone.™

“You do not meean to imply, Bunter,
that you have the impudcnce to come
here and ask permissicn to use my tele-
phone 1" -

“If—if—il you please, sir—" stut-
tered Bunter.

“You may leave my study, Bunter.”

“A lot of money—"

“What?"

Here's a caricature of Mr. Shields,
who illustrates the Greyiriars stories
in the MAGNET. Mr. Shields is
acknowledged to be one of the
cieverest artisis in the Amalgamated
Press, and he"s a very busy man.
But he's not too busy to wish you

chaps ** A Merry Chrisimas.”' We

wish him one, too, don't we ¥

“A lot of moncy has been lost in the
post——"'

“* Nonsense I

“Tt's true, sir!"” gasped Bunter, " My
Uncle George was sending me a lot of
money, sir, and the wrong letter's come,
and I'm afreid it's been lost in the post,
sir. I—1I want to tell my uncle, sir, 20—
H:‘___._'_I:I'

Mr. Queleh looked at him grimly a2nd
doubtfully.

“If you arec sure of this, Bunter—-"

*Oh, yes, sir. uncle wrote that
it was coming., and now the wrong
]?tter‘li; come, and—and 1t may bo lost
1 —

“In that case, vou may use the tele-
phone.'

“T-t-thank you, sir!” _

Bunter staggered to the telephona.
Mr. Queleh still regarded him rother
suspiciously,  Bunter rang up  the
exchange and gave his uncle’s number,
Mr. George DBunter was a City gentle.
man, and was always at homo.on Batur-
davs, so William George had no doubt
of geiting through to him.: He was not
disappointed; Mr. George Bunier was
at home.

“Billy speaking, from - Greyiriars,”
gaid Bunter into the ftransmitter. *“Is
that you, Unele George ™

“Your unele speaking. For whut pos-

sible reason can you have calied me vp
on the telephone?” dewanded Mr.
George Bunter testily.

* About the mistako——"

“ What mistake?"

“My Christmas present, unes.

“What! What mistake is there?”
asked Mr. George Dunter. * Have wou
not received what I seot you?"

“Yeo-e-es; but—" :

“There was some little delay in
obtaining the book,"” said Mr. George
Bunter. “1 did not care to pay two
shillings for so small a volume; but
after some delay I discovered s shilling
edition.”

Lunter gasped.

“If vou have now received it snfﬁl:r
what do you mean by mistake?” de-
manded Uncle George.

“Oh, dear] It's a book—"

* Exactly I™

“Bome rot written by some beast
named Dickens——"

“' A Chris*vas Carol,” by Charles
Dickens, ™ said Uncle George. * Did I
not tell you, in my letter, that I nad
soleeted your Christmas present with a
very carciul view to your necds?™

* Ye-g-es,” gasped DBunter., *I=1
thonght—"
“I desire you to read that book.

William, very ecarcfully,” said Uncle
George. “ Peruse it with the greatest
ettention, and you may, as I stated in
my letter, derive great benefit from it
and find it an inestimable treasure.”

“Oh, dear!™ _

“In that book,” went on Uncle
George, "is portrayed the character of
a mean, selfish, self-contred man—your
character preciscly, Wilhiam.™

“ Eh?

“Dickens explaing  hpw, under the
influenece of Christinastide, this mean
and sellish man turned to better
thoughts," went on Mr, George Bunter.
“You will read how this man, Scrooge,
heran to think of othors, how he realised
hiz own selfish faults and amended them.
1 am not without hops, Willimm, that
you may do hkewise ™

“0Oh, crumbs !

“You are doubtless aware, William,
that vou ore absolutcly selfish—"

“Wha-a-at?"

“That you never give a thought to
others—""

L1 1_1 sn}._t

“That you disgust your relatives by
a base and undivided attention to your
own sclfish intercsts——=""

“Oh!" :

*"Read and reflect,” said Mr, George
Bunter, kindly. “No doubt, William,
vou would have preferred me to send
you & present in money.”

“Yes, rather!” gasped Dunter.

“Or a motoreyele——"

“Yes! Yos!” }

“I have no doubt of it. Yet this book,
if you derive from it the lesson it ¢an
tcach, will be worth more to you than
a large sum of money, or a whale flect
of motar-bicveles.  Read it William,
wnder upon it, absorh its lesson, and
[:moi‘na a better boy.”

“Qw 1"
“ Oead-bye, William 1™ 3
“I—I—I say, uncle—" -shricked
Bunter.

Llut it was uscless to shrick into the
transmitter. Mr. George DBunler had
rung off.

Bunter stood and gazed at the teole-
phone, quite overcome. There was no
mistake in the matter; be knew that
now. His uncle had really played this
sorry trick -on him: the "inestimable’
freasure *' he had been promised was tho
amendment of hiz own cliaracter. the
honefit he was to derive from Unele
George’s Christmas present was his own

Thae Masxer Liprany.—-No. 1,036,
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improvement ! DBunter's feclings were
Loo deop for words.

*“ Bunter [

“Qw! Yes, sir!” groancd Bunter.

. “Have you finished telephoning "
“Yes, air,"” groaned Bunter.
“Then kindly leave my study.”
“Oh, dear!”

Bunter kindly left the study,

At the end of the passage a crowd of
Remove fellows were waiting for him.
The Remove were gquile interested in
Buntee's Christmas present from his
Uncle George. Bunter had talked 2o
much of his great expectations that the
fellows were naturally interested when
those great expectations materialised.

“All serene, old fat beani” asked
Fetor Todd.

Groan |

*Was it a mistake 7" asked Fisher T.
Fish, eagerly.

“Ow! No! Ow!”

“0Oh, jumping Jehosophat! TYou're
ﬁtting nothing but a gol-darned bob

ok from your pesky uncle 77

“Ow! Yes! QOwl™

“The benighted mugwomp!” yelled
Fisher T. Fish. “What do you mean
by it? What the thump do you mean
by it? What the—"

Fisher T. Fish was interrupted.

Bunter's fat fazee wazs so lLopelessly
woebegone that all the fellows felt sym-
pathetie. Bunter had not been exactly
nice while he was rovelling in his great
rxpectations. But he was down on his
luck now—deep down, and even Skinner
forbore to gibe. Only Fisher T, Fish,
ilriven to exasperation by the loss—the
dead loss—of seven-and-sizpence, raged
wits fury. But the Famous Five inter-
rupted Fishy. They collared the
exasperated, bony yvouth from New York
and lifted him off the floor, and bore
hiimi away in the frog's march; and
Fisher 'T. Fish forgot even the appalling
logz of seven-and-sixpence as he went.

Billy Bunter rolled away dismally.

IHe was in tho depthz of woo,

His great expectations iad materialised
akt last—in the form of a shilling volume,
to which Bunter attached no  value
whatever. IHe did not ¢ven think of
making an sttenipt to derive from it the
henafit which Uncle George hoped he
might derive from it. In third lcsson
that morning Billy Bunter sat with a
fat face that was the picture of dismal
woe, and in his pocket reposed the
present from Unecle George, unheeded
and forgotten,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Buntier Reads and Reflects !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. wero
playing foothall that afternoon.
It was the last football match
before breaking up, and,
naturally, tho chums of the Remove gave
all their thoughts 1o 1t, even to the ex-
ient of forgetting William George
Bunter and his uncommon woes. When
Billy Bunter rolled into the Form-room
for his detention at half-past two he
rolled unregarded.

Monsicur Charpentier had prepared
some nice little exercises in French
irregular verbs for Bunter. Mr. Quelch
set Bunter to the task and warned him
that if he left the Form-room before five
a'clock he would be flogged. Then the
. Owl of the Remove was left to the
irregular verbs,

Verbs, regular or irregular, never had
appetled to Bunter. e bated them in
English, he loathed them in French. Of
all the nine parts of speech, thero was
nwot one that Bunter liked. Certainly
he did not bate grammar quite so bit-
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terly as he hated maths. But his
aunimosity towards it was deep. Gladly
would Bunter have conszigned all gram-
mar, English and French, and Latin to
the bottom of the sea, and it iz much
to be feared that he would have been
willing to consign all grammarians to
the same place.

Instead, therefore, of dﬁ\'ating his at-
tention to the French exercises, Bunter
sat and groused.

Ho had not recovered from his dis-
appointment yet. Hig feelings towards
his kind Uncle George were not those
of en affectionate ne : just at pre-
sent. Ne doubt Uncle George was right
in thinking that William George Bunter
might have derived more benefit from
thie careful persal of “A Christmas
Carol,” by Charles Dickens, than from
a large remittance in cash., But William
George did not sce it. William Geor
was just the fellow to bencfit by the
careful .perusal of that excellent story.
That he necded improvement as much
as Scrooge did was quite certain—every-
hﬁdr but Buntor himsclf was aware of
that.

_ Bunter himsclf conld 2ee no room for
improvement. Everybody else could seu
lots. Buntor's opinion was that his unele
was doing the Christmes prosent on the
cheap, and adding nsult to injury by
throwing in a moral lecture, If he had
been going to send Bunter a book he
might, at least, have sent him one of
thosa fat, E,ilt-adged volumes such &8
other fellows” uncles and aunts sent them
—one of those handsome, unreadable,
ten-shilling volumes which Bunter might
have been able to sell for sixpence,
Bunter's senso of injury was deep, and
his feelings towards his unclo at present
wore 4 good deal like those of let
fowards a similar relative.

He had one consoiation in detention.
He dared not leave the Form-room,
becauso Mr. Quelch had ordered him
there, and . Quelch was not to bo
trifled with., But his excrcises wero to
be shown up to Monsicur Cherpontier—
and anything would do for Mossoo. o
there was no need to trouble sbout get-
ting his work done. That was zo uuch
to the good.

full

Bunler scribbled ont a few lines
of crrors, and then gave it up. It he
told Mossoo that he had had a hoad-
ache, the good-natured little gentleman
was certain to take that as an excuse.
Bunter was not trammelled by any
undua regard for the truth.

Not to work wasz something. But it
was a woary business sitting in  the
dusky old Form.-room with no oceupa-
tion. Many fellows would have pre-
ferred work to the utter boredom of
1dlenezz. Not so Bunter. Boredom was
hetter than work in his  estimation.
Sill, it was very tiresome,

He sat and groused, and he walked
about the Form-roomn and groused. Ha
hunted through the other fellows' desks
in search of o stray stick of toffee or a
chocolate.  Btill the time lmn?1 hoavy
on his hands. If only & fellow had had
a book to read——

Az that thought came into his fat
mind he remembered the volume of
Dickens that was still in his pocket.

It was a little pocket volume—not
worth, in Bunter's opinion, the shilling
hiz uncle had given {or it. He was not
in the least curions ns to its contents;
in fact, knowing 1hat the story had a
moral made him hate it without even
having looked at it, But it wag & cose
of any port in a storm;: after an hoar
of mizerable boredom he would have
hoen willing to read the works of a
modern minor poct, or of an American
humorist, rather than nothing. So bhe

fished out his vnele’s present at last and
opened it.

_ Bunter was not much given to read-
img. English literature was a subject
in the curriculum at Greyfriars—it was,
thorefore, work—for which reason Bun-
ter had a sirong antipathy for English
]::tumture.‘ He did not oxpect to derive
much enjoyment from reading +the
“Christmas Carol.” He had no ex-
pectation of finding o murder in it, or

even a Iun?--lmt lad who, in spite of a
L]

wicked unc
E.IH{i]_ E:stg.tnias. "

Artamly he did not find anvthing of
that kind. skdie

But, to his own astonishment, Le
found himself interested.

Bcrooge intercsted him.

He found that he was quite keenly
following the remarkablo apparitions of
the Ghost of Christmas Past und the
Ghost of Christmas Present and the
Ghost of Christmas Future.

The slow but sure change in the
character of that unpleasant old gentle-
man, Serooge, interested him,

Bitting on_a form with his back to a
wall and hiz feet on a desk, Bunter
read and read and rcad, amnzingly eon-
grossed in a story. which did not contain
a single murder or even a long-lost heir.

He forgot the Form-room and his de-
tention task; he cven forgot his disap-
pointment of the morning,

JFor once, Bunter was taken out of
himself, and forgot cven William George
Bunter—hitherto a person who had been
meessantly in his thoughts.

He read cagerly.

His anxicty for the ultimate fate of
Tiny Tim was intense.

For the first timo on rocord, Bunter

, came at last into the title

actually thought with deep solicitndo of
:‘F Ersﬁn whose illit.iﬂﬁ; were not

hr'l‘he magic of the Master enthralled
im,

He felt that he wonld gladly have
stood Bob Cratchit a roaring fire in the
Tank, and would heve expended his
celobrated postal-order for that good
object.

€ had an intense deosire to kick Mr.
Berooge.

‘His eyca and his spectacles were
faivly glued on the book, and he read
it breathlossly.

The minutes passed unheeded.

Vhen-he came 10 “he end of the story
Bunter heaved a deep, deep sigh. He
wished it had been longer,

Laying down the book, Bunter leanad
back and pondered.

His uncle had told hin to read and
reflect. He had vecad, and now he was
reflecting.

Hiz uncle fanecied. there was some re-
semblance between his own character
and Berooge’s,  That was absurd, of
course. Scrooge had been & thoroughly
sclfish- fellow, thinking only of himself
—a mean, grasping fellow, like Fisher'T,
Fish, or Skinner, for instancc—not like
Bunter.

But—

Amazing to relate, Bunter's reflections
were going deeper. Tt wos dawning
upori him that there was somecthing in
what his unelo had said!

He pondered and peondered.

Was he really the sclbhsh, grecdy
fellow that Uncle Goorge supposed? He
could not help reflecting that Greyfriavs.
fellows agrecd with Unele Geoorge m
that opinion. He could not help realis-
ing that if he had asked Any Remove
man, that Remove man wounld have
answered at onee that Unele George was
right on the wicket. His brother Sammy
thought—and ‘had told him many times
—that ho was & pig—actually a pig. IHis
sistor Bessio had borne testimony to the
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A bony hand fell on Bunter’s shoulder, and a bony [acs

glared into his fat countenance.
wump ! cried Fisher T. Fish,
in.” *“ Oh dear ! gasped Bunfer.

I1iz father never secmoed

same cffect.  Ilis 1
to enjoy having him hemo for the holi-

days. Hitherto Bunter bad attributed
that te a want of proper appreciation
ott his father's part. The thought came
lo him with quite a shock that possibly
somoe of the fault was on his side. If,
idecd, he was anything like Berooge
then—-

Was Lie ?

Five o'clock chimed out from the
clock-tower. DBunter did not even hear
it, so deeply plunged was he in {hese
upusual reflections.

There was a step in the Form-room
doorvwgy.

Mousicur Charpenticr looked in.

Mossoo blinked round the Form-room
for the detained junior. Mossoo's kind
heart had relented long ago, and he was
prepared to lot Bunter off, though ho
was fully prepared to find that he had
neglected his work. Dut even tho good-
natured French gentleman was irritated
when he saw the fat junior sitting idly,
with a book on the desk before him, and
his exercises almost untouched.

“Puntair " he rapped out.

Billy Bunter started.

“Is it zat you have done nozzingsi”
exclaimed Monsiour Charpenticr.

“Oh!” Bunter jumped up. *I-I
had a fearful headache, sie! I—I tried
hord, sir—very hard.  Dut—Lbut 1

couldn’'t get those exercizes done, sir
My head's aching like—like anything "
“T hope zat you tell me ze troof,
Duntair ™ .
“Dh, ves. sic—word of honour, sir
“¥Yerree well, Buntair, you may go,”

rH

*“ You fat mug-
**You've taken ma
“ There's som2
mistake, of course. Uncle George has sent me tha
wronz preseni—he must have meant this for Sammy.

It’s all a mistake | (&ee Chapter 7.)
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said Monsicur Charocentier, taking up
the excroises, "1 exexie you, mon
garcon.”

Bunter blinkod at him.

He had lied instinetively:; it was lns
way of dealing with any ﬂifﬁnllit}'- Ile
had got away with it, zo to speak; le
was excused, and he was free to go.

Ta his own astonishment, he did not
fecl satisficed.

Never before had lis [at econscience
troubled him in such cireumstances, But
he was in & new mood now.

*“I—I say, sir!” he stammered.

“Yat is it, Buntair?”

“T—I haveu't haa = headache, sir”

“Vat? ejoculated Monsieur Char-
nontier

"[—I've been slacking, sir,” confesscd
Bunter.

Monsicur Charpenticr gazed ab him
almost in stupcfaction.

““Mon Diew!” he cjoculated. * Vat
vou tell me¥ I zink zat zis time you
tell mo zo troof, Buntair. I am astonish!
I am amaze! Bunfair, it iz verree
wrong to noeglect your task and to tell
one falsehood.”

“I—I know, sir,” gasped Bunter. "I
—Pm sorry, sir”

“Verree well, I ecxense vou,” said
Monsieur Charpenticr.  “I am verree
glad to sce you sorree zat yvou tell one
nICNsange. on may go, Buntair.™

“Thank you, sir "

(Hadly enocugh Dunler rolled out of
the Form-room. His first cssay in tell-
ing: the trath had not, after all, cost him
dear, But he was almost as astonished
ad amazed os Mosseo, as he rolled

What Lad

away [rom the Form-room.

~my httle heart if

come over him? He felt like - quite =&
different Bunter. The Owl of the
Remove did not realise it yet; but he
was, in point of fact, deriving the benehit
for which Uncle George had hoped
from the perusal of that wonderful book,

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Bunter Astonishes the Natives !
%
‘ b “ What for "
*Tea™

“What ubout tea in the study

“I'm stony."”

“YWhat difference does that make ¥®

“I can't stand my whack.”

Peter Todd alinost fell down.

“You can't stand your whack*" he
repeatod faintly.

“No.” Bunter shook his head. “I've
been dizappointed about a postal-order,
lj.‘ladg}'-"

“Well, you never do stand’ your
whack, do yout"

“0Oh, really, Toddy-—"

“What do you mecan?”
Taddy. "Is this a joke?

HERE are you going %7
“ Hall.”

demanded
If it is, bless
can se¢ the point.
Fxplain it.” s

“I'm not joking,” said Bunter calmly.
“T'mn not ing to sponge on you for tea
in the stu y.:%’ctcr.”

“Why not®”

“(h, really, you know—-="

“ You've beon sponging on one [ellow
or another wll through the term,” said

(Continted on page 16.)
Tue Macxer Libnany,—No. 1.036.
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(Contin.:d from page 13.)

Foeter Todd.
l{-afi:’ .

. -

“Oh, my hat,” gasped Peter. “ My
ouly summer bonnet.  It's time you did,
of course—high time. DBut what do you
mean ¥

“1 mean what 1 say, Peter. You see,
I've been disappointed about a postal-
order==1—1 meun, I haven't been disap-
pointed about o postal-order.”

“What*” cjaculated  the
Toddy. ]

el | 'Li*[l.ﬁ]l'll: Ermily expecting & postal-

rder,” said Buuter,
o Oh. wmy sainted Sam ! :

“{ was expecting a big remnttance
from my Unele George, as you know.
But he sent me a book instead, so ”I i
stony. So I'm going to tea in Hall,

Poter Todd  secmed  to  experiencs
come Cifficuity in breathing. He gazed
at Banter spellbound.

Dunter rolled on fir
Poter still spelibound.  He joined the
throng of stony fellows who tea'd in
Hall beeause funds would not run to tea
in the study. !

Havrry Wharton tapped him on the
choulder. Ths football mateh over, the
Famons Five had remembered the exist-
onee of W. & Bunter.  They agreed
that, in view of Duater’s awlful disap-
pointment that day, it would be only
kind to ask him to tea in Study No. 1.
With that charitable object in view the
captein of the Remove stopped Bunter
on his way to Hall. 2

“ Winther bound, oid fat man?"” he
he asked.

“Pen in Hall,” answered Bunter.

“ Famine in Study Noo 717 asked
Whavton, with a smile. .

“0Oh, no! But I'm not gomg lo
‘”’Fﬁrﬁﬂé“,ﬂ“ Toddy.”

1y

“] pan’t stand my whack in the
study,” cxplained Bunter, blinking at
the ‘sstounded captain of the Remove
throwgh his big glasses, “so 1b's tea In

Il for me, vou sec.™ .
Hﬂﬂrmt Christopher Columbus! =1
mean, quite right, old bean,” gasped
Wharton. “ Look here, we've got rather
a spread in Study No. 1. Come up to
tea with ys™

Bunter hesitated.

The temyation was strong, even o a
reformed Bunier who had resolved to
turn over & new leaf—a much-necded
now leaf. Tea in Hall was rather bare,
and a spread in Study No. 1 was very
attractive, ] _

“Come on, old fat man,” chimed in
Bob Cherry.

“Do vou really want me to come?”
askod DBunter, wavering.

[ Eh E.r:-

“What ¥”

This was the first time that Bunter
had ever been known to care whether he
was wanted or net at a spread, The
Famous Five gazed at him.

“¥Yeua see o chap isn't supposed to go
to other fellows' fecds unless he stands: a
feed himself now  and  then,"” sai
Bunter. “1 don't want to sponge on
your study.”
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“Turning over a new

amazed

his way, leaving

“Ye gods!”
“Oh, really, Wharton—"
*J—I—I mean, all scrvene, old {iat

bean,t 'gﬂﬁ]:vucl the captain of the
Remove,  “We really want you to
come.™

“The wantfulness is torrific, my
esteemed fat Buonter™ 5
“It will be a treat for us!” sald

Nugent solemnly.

“¥You know what fascinating u::mpan‘[v
you are, Bunter,” said Johnny Bull
“Besides, you can stand us a fced, if
vou like, wimn vour postal-order comes.™

“I'm not expeeting a postal-order,™
answered Dunter.

e Eh ?H‘

(4] 1‘p‘l"t!-at E.IJ-

“Which

“Help ! ]

Billy Bunter gave the Famous Five a
disdainful blink and rolled on his way
to Hall, leaving five astounded youths
rooted to the floor. Billy Bunter disap-
peared iuto Hall

Harry Wharton & Co. almost tottered
away to the Remove passage. The
spread in Study Mo, 1 was duly disposed
of, without Bunter. Every moment the
Famous Five expected himm to butt in;
but he did not butt in.

After toa, Harry Wharton looked in at
Study Mo T.

“What's the matter with DBunter,
Toddy t* he nzked.

Petor shook hiz head.

“Pon't ask me,” he answered, “1
haven't recovercd yet. He's refused to
tea in thoe study becavse he won't
sponge. It's never worrled him - before.
It seems to have struek him all of a
heap all of & sudden. Wandering 1n has
mind, I suppose, though this is the first
Lime he's given apy hint of having a
mind to wander

“He's not iil, I hope,” said Harry.

“Must be—ill in the brain,” answered
Potor, “That's the only way of
accounting *for it. I dare say he will
reeover by supper-time, though.”

“Vory hkely,” asseoted Wharton, with
a langh. ;

Billy Bunter passed the captain of the
Remove in +he passage. ‘He knockod
at the door of Study No. 4 and entered,

“Wharton smiled.

Hiz natural impression was that
Bunter had alveady eepented of his
remarkable new leaf, and was secking
to plant himself on the Bounder for tea.
and Wharton kindly lingered on the spot
to pick him up when the Bounder kickod
him out, and take him along i Study
No. 1 for the remnants of the spread.
DBnt the captain of the Remove was
under 4 mizapprehension, Vernon-Smith
and Tom Redwing were just finishing
tea when DBunter blinked in, and the
Bounder glanced round for & mssile.

“T haven't come to tea, Smithy,” said
Bunter hastily.

“¥ou haven't,” agreed the Bounder.
“You think you have, but you haven't.
You've come to get this cushion on your
Loke, if vo: dov't take it out of this
study sharp

“f want to zpeak to Redwing”

“Eh#” said Tom Redwing, locking
round. * You ¢an go ahead, Bunter.”

“It's an apology,” cxplained Bunter.

“VWha-a-at?"

“T've sneered at you a lot of times,
old chap, for being the son of o scafar-
ing man, and made out that you weren't
good enough for Greyfriarvs,” said
Bunter. 1 was o silly snob, and rather
a beast. I can sce it now. I cught to
havoe been jolly glad to sco any fellow
get a chance in life. If it happened
over again, I'd help you, if T conld. I'm
sorry, Redwing ™

Redwing gazed at him blankly. The
Dounder starcd.

“What on carth do you mean, you
fet idiot*"  asked Vernon-Smith,
“Havo you gone off your dat?"

“Oh, really, Smithy s

“I1f you mean that, Bunter, I'm glad
to hear you say so,” said Tom Hed-
wing, at last,

“I do mean it, old fcllow. 1 hope

you don't bear me any grudge for
having been such a boast to voui™

“Not at all,” said thoe amazed Red-
wing. “If you mean it, all screne.”

“That's all, then,™ said DBunter,
stepping back into the doorway.

A Ang now you are going to stay to
tea, what?” asked the Bounder saccas-
tically.

“I“ﬂ,“

::I1m:.:an yvou think you arc?™

Ly,

And Bunter stepped out into the
passage and closed the study door.

Harry Wharton tapped him on the
shoulder gently,

“ Bunter, old man—"" he murmured.

Bunter blinked at him.

“You're not ill?" asked Harry.

“Eht?t Nol”

“Then what's the matter "

“Nothing."

Wharton gazed at hitn. There was a
change in Bunter, a remarkable and
astounding change. On  that int
there was not a shadow of doubt. The
captain of the Remove could not under-
stand it—it was i:tuite beyond him.,

“There's something left in the study,
Bl.mt_f. if you haven't had encugh in
Hall," he said at last.

Bunter shoak his head.

“The fact is, tea in Hall is really
cnough for any fellow,” he said. “T'm
afraid I've been rather greedy, and lols
of times I've eaten more than was good

for me. Lots of fellows have thoughs
me groedy.”

“Have—have—have they? gasped
Whartomn,

“Yes. You have, vyou know," said
Duntoer.

“Oh! Hem! You—you sep——"
“You were right,” said DBunter
calmly. “1 was greody—in fact, =

grecdy beast. I see 1t now. I'm going
to chuck it up. Think what a [ellow
might grow into if he starts being
greedy and selfish when he's a kid,
Might grow into a grasping and un-
serupulous  hunks like old  Ferooge.
You mayn't have noticed it, Wharton,
but I've been a selfish chap”

“0Oh dear!" As a matter of fact
Wharton had noticed it—not onge, but
mwany times. He had never rexpected
Buntor to notice 1t, however.

“1 have!"™ said Bunter firmly. * But
I'm chucking . I'm turming over a
new leaf ™

“There's a bag of jam-tarts in the
study.

u{"}h!tl

“And somo doughnuts.™

Bunter wavered.

Iiut he shook his head.

“Thanks, all the same. I won't
come!” he answered. And be rolied
hurriedly away. as if to escape from
temptation. _

Harry Wharton almost tottered bhack
te Study No.o 1 in a state of amaze-
ment, :I;'rrmrr which he was a long time
recovering.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Brotherly !

ICKENS had donc it
The great master. who has
moved generations to langhtcr

and tears. had moved William
Georgo Bunter to reform!

No doubt many a hard and selfish

man had been stirred to o zense of his
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shortecomings by reading the story of
Burooge.

But its coffect on Bunter was really
astonizhing.

Thoere was good in  Bunter some-
where. Doubtless it was deeply hiddan
under layers of fat. But it was there—
it must have been there, or Bunter
counld not have beon zo deeply moved
by the story of Scrooge and Bob Crat-
chit and Tiny Tim.

‘Bunter was an imaginative fellow.
His storics: of Bunter Court and (he
vast wealth of the Bunter tribe proved
that. Now his imagination was at
work on different lines, .

liike an actor who “sees” himself
in & new role, Bunter "saw ™ himsell
in a now character entirely.

Whether this was likely to last was,
perhaps, doubtful.

But zo long as it lasted Bunter was
the fellow to go the whole hog, as it
were, throwing himself into his new
part with all his enthusiastic 1magina-
tion.

A root-and-branch reform is, indeed,
gasier than a slower and more steady
and lasting amendment of character.
Thus a drunkard will find it easier to
give up drink entirely than to drink
moderately. A smoker will find 1E
easicr to banish tobacco completely
than to limit himself to a fixed number
of cigarettes a day. A provaricator
will find it easier to stick to the frozen
truth than to tell enly a half-dozen
fibs & week., “Going the vhole hog ™
i3 the ensiest and simplest way of re-
form; it has a sort of dramatie effect
which pleases the hmagination. Billy
Bunter had gone the whole hog—tho
entire unicorn, so to° speak.

It made him quite an interesting
character in the Greyfriars Remove.

The next day was Sonday. and in-
atead of secking to devise all sorts of
excuses for cutting chape:, Bunter was
ready at the first nngle of the bell.
MMr. Quelch did not have to tell him
1o go back and wash his face, or change
his soiled ecollar for a clean one.
Bunter was newly swept and garnished.

After morning service the school shop
was open for an hour. Bunter did nob
ap}pr-:-ach it. He did not seck to raise
a liltle loan anywhere in the Kemove.

At dinner it was remarked in the
Remove that he ate enough for anly
two cr three fellows. E‘-it%mr he was
losing lis appetite, or he had made -
firm resolution to be moderate,

After dinnor he tucked © A Christmas
Carol ™ under his fat arm and went for
a walk by himsclf. He was going =
read that wonderful book aganin,  Ac
the gates hiz minor, Sammy, encoun-
tered him. Sammy of the Becond.
quite unaware of the great change that
had come over hiz major, gave aim an
indifforent blink. and was quile suc-
prised when Billy  stepped, with an
coggaring smila.

Bunter minor wasn't teally a pre-

passessing fellow. He was too like his

clder brather.

But William George realised that if
h: was going to follow the new pata
he had marked out for himself Sammyv
came into the picture.

“Let brotherly love continue,” was

a toxt that waz hardly uwseful it ths
Bunter family. It m::urd not cantinus
without beginning, and it had noc
Liegur.

~ Bunter was going to change al’ that.
Sammy was not really a promising sub-
jeet  to begin upon. But Bunfor ro
salved to bepin.

“Huollo, Sammy, old chap'™ he scid
aifectionately,

M8tony 1Y answered Bammy DBunter
dismally.

“You young acs, do you think L went
to borrow something ! snapped Dunter,

“Don't youl"

LL] Nutll

“Then what did you call me ola chap
for?” asked Sammy, naturally sur-
prised. :

Billy Buntor breathed rather nard.
But he was not to be daunted.

“The fact i35, Sammy, T’
thinking,” said Billy gently.
] “Fume off | zaid Semmy incredu-
onsly.

“I:r have, really, Sammy "

“What did you do it with?** asked
Sanmy,

“You checky little beast!” roared
Bunter, forgetting for the moment the
benign it:glenm of the Christmas
Carol. :

Sammy grinned.

“That sounds more like you, DBilly,”
he said.

Buntor made another effort.

“ Look here, Eurl:lrrtg.'i old fellow,"” he
aaid gently. ““wo don't see cnough of
one another at school. I mean to keep
an eye on you in future, I'm going to
help vou with vour lessons,*

“You're jolly well not!"™ answered
Bammy. “I get into rows enough
with old Twigg ciready. You'd make it
worse, " :

“I ecould help you a lot with your
Latin, S8ammy, being in the Remove,"
saitl Bunter paticently.

. “I don't think!” rctorted Sammy.
“If my con were anything like yours
old Twigg would scalp me.”

Really, 1t was not easy for & reformed
clder brother to display fraternal affee-
tion to a fellow like Sammy DBuntor.

“But 1f you're feeling so jolly
brotherly all of a sudden,” went on
Sammy, *you can lend me a8 hob.™

“I'll lend you a bob, with pleasure,
Sammy—"

“Good ! Sammy Bunter extended a
fat and prubby paw, “Hand it over.”

“When I get one——>"

“You silly ewl!”

! haven't any tin
Samimy."

vo becn

at prosent,

“Fathead

“But LI'll tell yvou what I'll do,” ex-
claimed Bunter, “I've got a jolly (fmd
book here. I'll lend it you to read.”

“Detective story?”  asked Sammv,
with a faint show of mterest.

“Nunnol”

“Pirates i 1t?"

“Hom! No; it's a Christmas story.™

“Keep it !" said Bammy disdainfully.

“It's o jolly good story, Sammy, and
very moral, It may help to make a
botter chap of you. You know you're
a greedy, selfish little beast, don’t you,
old chap " )

Sammy DBunter glared. He did not
seem  to reﬂ-:;gnlsa the description as
fitting himself.

“You know you're a really detestable
little rotter in a lot of ways,” continued
Bunter. “Well, this book may make
you see it, Sec??

“You blithering gasped
Sammy. '

“Now, laok here, old fellow——"

“ Cheese it, yonu maundering duffer!"

“Lock here, I'll give you the book,”
said Bunter. “I was going to read it
again myself, but I'll give it to. you,
Sammy. Here it 15"

Saminy Bunter eyed the pocket volume
as his major extended it to him. It
did not look very valuable to Sammy.
atill, it must have had some value, how-
soever small, and so he was surprised
and suspicious.

* Whose 1s it?" he asked,

“Mine !" yelled Bunter,

“You haven't prigged it *"

“No, you littla beast—I mean, old
fellow.™

“Then what are you giving it to me
for?"”

“It may do you goad, Sanuny.”

“0Oh, my sainted Sam!" ojaculated
Sammy. *“Has this been coming on
long 7"

“Eh? Has what been coming on?"

“¥ou're potty, ain't you?" asked
Sammy.

Billy Bunter’s good reselutions nearly
vanished., Sammy Bunter had an

idigt 1"
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awfully nerrow escape, at that moment,
ol having his liead jammed against the
gate-post in an unbrotherly and wun-
reformed manner.

"But Buutér manfully restrained his’

wrath. : z
“Take it, kid,” he said. * It's yours.
Sammy Bunter took it. It was only

a .shilling volume, but it looked almost

new. He considered that he mght be

able to soll it in the Sceond Form for
perhaps twopenco.

“J hope it will do you a lot of good,
Sammy, old fellow,” said Bunter atfec
tionately, ard - he rolled out of gates,
leaving the fat fag with the volume in
his hand.

Sampiy blinked after him, and blinked
at the book, and blinked after Billy
again, He.could not understand it in the
least. 'T'he only reasonable thtory he
could form was that Billy had
“prigged ' that book and wanted to.get
clear of the stolen goods. He gave u
that theory whea ho found his major's
nawme on the title-page. 1t was just like
Uncle George 1o zend s fellow a book
for a Christmas present, Sammy ro-
flccted. Naturally, Billy. had been fed-
up.  Still, that did not explain why Billy
had given the book away instead of
sclling it for what it would fetch, That
remained a mystery to Sammy.

The fat fag rolled away in search of
his acguaintances in the Second Form,
He came on Gatty, and Myers, and
MNugent minor in the quad.

“You fellows like & book ! he asked.
“My major's sick of it and he's shoved
it on me. Must have cost a bob, 1
think. Who says twopenca?™

MNobody said twopence.

“Poenny ! said Sammy.

Dicky Nugent sorted out a penny.

“I don't mind,” he said. It will do
to give my biother Frank for a Christ-
mas present  Here you are [

But

A peuny was not a lavge sum,
it was & penny, and worth, In SBammy
Bunter's cstimation. all the works of
Charles Dickens, [rom " Sketches by
Boz” to “Edwin Dreood.” A small
armount of tolfes could be purchased for
a penny, which SBammy could disposo of
internully ; and the works of Charles
Dickens could not be disposed of in tho
game way. oo Sammy Dunter was
satisfied, though he still wondered why
Billy had given him that volume, and
suspecied Incipient insanity.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Play Up, Bunter !

il OOR. old chap!™
Billy Bunter murmured that
remark. :
It was called forth by the
sight of an old gentlemnn plodding
along the snow-awept Friavdale lI,.nrm+

Hain had come on—a thin drizzle—
and Bunter was aboub to turn back to
the school when be sighted the old
gentleman,

Dunter had an winhrella with him—it
had leoked like rain when he starled on
that Sunday walk, although the snow
lay thick about. He stopped and re-
garded the old gentleman,. The old
gentleman had ne umbrella,. He was
obviously getting wek.

In ovdinary circumstances, the fact
tha: an cntire stranger was getting wet
would not have affeeted Bunter.

Probably he would not have noticed
it; and. had he mnoticed it. hoe would
have given the matter no  thought.
Getting wet was only a sorious maiter
when it was William Georgoe Bunter who
got wet.
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But it was a new and changed Bunter
who was now blinking at the old gentle-
man through his big glasscs,

Bunter not only noticed that the old
gentleman was getting wet, but he felt
quite concernod about it

The old gentleman logked poor.

He had rather a chubby face, which
logked well fed, but his clothes were
very ofd, his boots shabby, and be was
without an umbrella on a rainy day.

Judging by his elothes, he was fright-
fully poor, and poor people never had
appealed to Bunter. He had always
had a strong scorn and distaste for poor
p-E-D-P]E'.

Now he stopped in the muddy lane
and regarded the poor old gent with
compassionate cyves.

He hesitated—long.

He wasz a reformwed DBunter; he was
going to keep turned the new leaf he
had turned over. But——

Old manners and customs were not
dmﬁpnd in a dav. Getting into touch
wit people was, as Bunter knew,
injudicious. You helped & poor person,
and that person immediately fancied he
had & claim on you. Bunter kncw this,
though not from actual expericnee, as he
never had helped a poor person.

Ile blinked at the old gentleman in
the rain with an inward struggle.
Powerfully he was tempted to pass un-
sceing on.

But it would not do, He had resclved
to discard all rcsemblance to Scroogo
in_his carlier period, and to model him-
solf uggn Scrooge in his later, reformed,
andl nevolent period. . Bunter knew
well enough what & reformed and bene-

volent Berooge would have done in these.

circumstaners. He wonld have shared
his umbrella with that shabby old
fcllow; he would have given him the
umbrella, at a pinch. He would have
psked tho old gent if he was hard
up, and given him a banknote. DBunter,
certainly, would not emulate a reformed
Scrooge to that extent; he hadn't any
banknotes,. But he could do what lay
in his power.

He hositated long; but the better
Bunter won the sontest, and the worse
Bunter had to hide his diminished head.

Feeling rather bucked by that victory
over himself, but rather dismayed by
the grﬂa of getting wet while the
shabby old fellow was sheltered by his
umbrelle, Bunter bore down on the un-
juecky ono.

“Excuse me, sir!™ he said tactfully,

Rospeet was due to age, but it was the
first time on record that William George
Bunter had ever spoken respectiully to
8 ]I'H'.'TEDI'I who was obviousiy and pain-
fully r.

poo .
The shabby old man glanced at him.

“"You'ro petting wet, sir," said
Bunter. . :

];1' Dear me! Yeos; guite #o!” said the
o

Eent[eman. still blinking at Dunter.
“I have, nnfortunately, no umbrella,"

He coughed.

Bunter had always dctested poor
people who coughed. There was danger
that a fellow mught cateh something.

Now the cough only added to his
concern for this poor old fellow, His
fat heart expandod with benevolence.

“Please take my umbrella, sir,” he
said.

“Eh? What?"”

Bunter held out the umbrella.

Tho raindrops fell, vnheeded, on his
own head.

The old gentleman gazed at Lim in
amazement.

“ Bless me ! Bless me ! he ejaculated,
“Do I understand vou aright, my boy ?
You aro.offering me your umbrella 1

“Yes, sir! Please take 1it!" szaid

Bunter,

S

“But you will get wet yourself, my
dear lad.”

“That doesn't matter, sir.”

“Bless me—bless me!” said the
astonished old gentleman. “You are a
very kind-hearted boy, to be sure !

_Bunter felt a .little thrill of satisfac.
tion. Nobody had ever called him a
kind-hoarte | gﬂ}" before.

“If you arc going my way, my good
boy, 1 wil g]ﬂl'li}.' share your utnbrella,”
said the old gentleman.

“I'm going the other way, sir,” said
Bunter. *“I've got to get back to the
school, Take the brolly.”

*But you will get wet.”

“1 don't mind, sir.”

“ Bless me—bless me! 1 cannot take
advantage of your kindness, but I thauk
you, all the same, my goocd boy I

“I really wish you'd take it, sir,”
said Bunter. " You can leave it at the
school for me afterwards, if you like.”

“You are a schioolboy ¥ asked the cld
gentleman.

“1 belong to Greyiriars, sir.”

“And you will trust a stranger with
your umbrella 7"

“Certainly, sic!”

The old gentleman smiled.

“1 would accept your offer with
pleasure, mj dear boy,” he said, “but
I cannot deprive you of your um-
brella.”

“Well, look here, then, I'l walk

cur way,"” said Bunter. “I can get

ack to the school afterwards. I'm not
bound to get in till dusk.”

“1 am going to Friardale,” said the
old gentleman. * Will it not be rather
a long walk for you, there and baeck ¥"

“I don't ecare, -sirl” said Bunter
heroically.

As a matter of fact, Bunter did care—
very much indeed. He was not much
of & walker, and he was already getting
tired. It was half a mile to the villa
from where he stood, and & whole mile
back to Greviriars afterwards; and
apart from the cxertion involved, it was
extremely disagreeable to slog a!ll:mg in
slush and rain under half an umbrella.
But Bunter was on his mettle now, and
he was going the whole unicorn,

The old gentleman regarded him very

attentively.
“1 will not put any obstacle in the
lad who desires

way of a kind-hearte

to be charitable to the poor and
afflicted,” he said. "1 will accept your
offer, my kind young friend.”

Bunter suppressed a sigh, and turnod
back towards the village. He held the
umbrella over the head of the little old

¢entleman. Amazing to relate, he gave

is companion more than half of it, pro-
tecting him carefully from the rain,
heodless of the drops that spattered en
his own devoted head.

Two Greyfriars fellows, hurrying back
towards lim school with their coat
collars turned up, stared at him. They
were Skinner and Snoop. They were 2o
astonished that they forgot the rain and
stopped to stare.

“My hat! What's
Bunter ¥ asked Skinner.

“Who's wyour prosperous
sniggered Bnoop. )

“One of your rich uncles?™ grinned
Skinner. '

“Looks the part!” chortled Snoop.
“ He, he, he ™

that gameo,

friond 1

Duunter erimsoned with vexation. The
old gentleman turned a quiet and grave
glance upon the two outsiders of the

Remove, !

“My voung friend:,™ he said mildiy,
“ vou should not make fun of the poow
and destitute! There is nothing comic
in a man of my age Leing cxposed (o

poverty and want!” |
old beanl”

“Your mistake, said
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So astonished were Skinner  and Snoop that they forgot the rain, and stopped to stare at Bunier and his companion.

“0One of wyour rich uncles ¥ ** grinned Skinner.

relations were like. I know now.

Skinner. “If yvou could see yoursell in
o glazs, I'm sure you'd agree with me!
Wﬁm-e did you get that hat?*

“Ana that vcat?” sniggered Suoop,
“Off a scarccrow when the faviner
wasn't looking—what #*'

“YVou rolters!” shouted DBunfer.
“Shat up! By gum, I'll jolly well
punch you if you don't shut up!”

“Ha, ha, ha! roared Skinner.
“Tunter on the warpath! 1la, ha, ha!
Bring your uncle up to the school,
Dunter!”

“He's wnot my uncle!”™ snapped
Bonter. ** If he were, I'd bring him ap
i9 the school [ast enough. Do you think
I care what a sncaking cad like you
thinks about his elothes? Go and cat
coka [

“He, he, he!” sniggerad Snoop.
never  knew  what™ Bunter's
woere Jike.. I know now !
now pair of bools when
order comes. DBunter !

“Iiold this wmbrella o minute, sir ™
gasped DBunter, "'l jolly well pitch
into them !

“No, no!” oxclaimed the old gentle-
man. “MNothing of the kind, my dear
hoy! These luds are only thonghtless.™
“ ["air of rotten eads '™ said DBunter.

“We must forgive others their
olfences if we expeoct to he lorgiven our

r1'[
relations
Buy him a
vour postal-

“He, he, he ! ™

¥

own, ™ said the old gentleman mildly.
“Let us go on!”

And Bunter and his strange com-
panion progressed on their way through
the rain, leaving Skinner and Snoop
chuckling and staring.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Going Stirong !

ILLY BUNTER was in the [full
B tide of benevolence. DBut the
mecting with SBkinner and Snoop
had disconcerted him extremely.
It would be really horrid if those two
rotters told the nle at Greyfriars, and
made out that that shabby, down-at-heel
old gentleman was & relation  of
Tunter’s. Also. it was very wet. The
rain was coning down harder, and
Bunter wag geitting most of it. Heo was
rlad when Friardale was reached at
lask
'I'he village being reached, Bunter was
tempted to bid his charge a curt good-
day and scwiry off. Fe had done what
he had undertaken to do, and he was
web and tired and muddy and vather
mizerable, 1t he resisted that tempta-
tion. The unreformed Bunter, so to
speak, was tngging hard at the re.
formed Bunier, scoking o drag him

sniggered Snoop.
Buy him a new pair of boots when your postal order comes, Bunter ! ** (See Chapler 12.)

&
-..1 W

“1 never knew what Bunter’s

hack into his old selfish way; buot ihe
reformed Bunter meunt business.

“Here we are, sir ™ he said, as checr.
fully as he could. " Let me sve vou as
far as your house.™ :

“1 am going to the station.”™
ald geutlemnan.

“Oh! This way, then!™

The wvillage street was ablmost like &
water-course now. The station was as
the other end of the village. Bunter's
heart sank, but he bore up manfully.

For a fellow like Bunter, much given
to snobbishness it was not exacily enjoy-
able to walk ithe whole lengith of the
village strext on a Sunday afternoon
with a shabby, dilapidated old gentle-
man who locked hke—Bunter hardly
know what he losked like, except that ho
gave the lmpression of dive poverfy, 1t
not af actwa! went. The deleful old
fellow might be taken [or 2 relation of
his—his uncle, even his father! Bug
Bunter was going the wheole unicorn,
antd he firml, suppresscd those unworiliy
Iﬂ;ﬂﬂi\.'il]ﬂ'ﬂ-

e plogeed on up the village streot,
with the umbrella still held gencrousiy
over the poor old gentleman’s grey
head and Eattered hat, and the rain-
drops trickling most
down his own neck.

They reached the station al lust.

I'ne Macner Lisrany.—No. 1,036,
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Near the station Police-constable
Tozer glanced at Bunter and his com-
panion, and Bunter aveided his glance.

Inside tho station, & number of people
had assefnbled to escape the rain. A
dozen pairs of eyes turned on Bunter
and hiz charge curiously, and one or
two persons smiled. DBunter's facve was
crimson, It was just his luck for a
crowd to be there, he reflected. '1+he
old gentleman glanced round him, with
such 8 manner of quict dignity that the
thoughtless persons who had smiled et
his terribic clothes turned their faces
away and became gravo at once.

“Here wo are, sir!" said Bunter,
with determined cheerfulness. " Are
you going to take a traini"

“Yes, my boy.” . -

“ Tust step this way a minute, sir!”
said Bunter. ;

He drew the old man aside, out of
hearing of the Jittle crowd in the
veatibule.

“Look here, sir! 1-—I quﬁpuaﬂ YOou' v
got the money for your ticket "

“Thank you! I have cnough.”

“I'm glad of that, because I haven't
any,” said Bunter. “I wish I could
jolly well help you, sir, but I'm hard
up.

“ T will take the will for the deed, my
dear bow!” '

“I=I aﬁ% I wish I had something!”
mumbled Bunter miserably. He [felt
that it was hard on a fellow who had

ta

determined to play Scrooge in his re-
formed statn to ba lacking in My,
Serooge's financial resources.  * Look

here, sir, 1 know you're jolly hard up.
if you don't mind my saving so—--""
“Not_at all, my dear boy! I fear
that it is only too abvious.”
"Well, then, look here, take this!™
sgid Bunter, with a desperate cffort.
“It's only rolled gold, but ydu can sell

iz to-morraw for five bol. T4 will be
somethmg.”

The old gentleman gazed at him
finedly,

My dear boy, I could not think—"

“1 insist " said Bunter firmly.

“ PBut——-*

“Tako it. 1 wish it was something
better; but you'll get enough for it te
stand you something for dinner to-
morrow."

“My dear bov,”™ said the old pentle-
man, in a decplv-moved veoice, “I will
accept your generous offer, I think you
will nover bo sorry for having be-
friended a poor and destitute old man.
I am sure of it. God bless you, my
broy 1

The watenr and chain disappeared into
a tattered pocket.

It cost Bunter & pang to sce them go.
But he nobly suppressed that pang.

"Good-hye, sir ! he said.

“One moment ! ¥our name?

“"William George Dunter, sir.”

“Awmd you lbelonz te Greviriars
School #¥

Yoz, Lower Fourth.”

“1 shall remember,” said the old
goentloma,

Runter felt a twinge of dismav. He
eould only sapposze that the ald fellow's
meaning was that he wonld remember
the name and address to write a beg-
ging lefter. Bul he drove away the
twinge. I was neck ar nothing now for
Bunter in his new rale,

“Look here, sir! If vou write and
sond me your address Iater, T may he
able to send vou somcthing,” he said.
“ Not much, beeanse T don't have much
jm{'-li-l;:l'-mﬁn{:}‘. But I'll send what I
can.

“Thank you, my boy.
from me.”

The old gentleman held out his hand.
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You will hear

It was a nice clean hand, rather ar
variance with the rest of the old gentle-
man, Dunter shook it

Then he rolled out of the station into
the rain, his umbrella over his own
damp head st last.

He tramped up tne village street, and
out inte tho lane in the downpour.

It wos wet, it was muddy, 1t was |

misorable, and DBunter was tired. But
he felt the glow of & good deed.

I'he man he had lielped was wroteh:
cdly poor; there was absoiutely nothing
to be expected from him but a begging
letter.  Serooge at the topmost point of
his regencration could not have choxcn
a more suitable object for kindly
charity, Dunter was wet and muddy,
but he was glad that Le had done as he
had done.

He rcached Gresfriars at last, and
tremiped on

“Halla, halle, halle! You Ilook
dampish, old bean!” greoted Dob
Cherry, az Dunter tramped iuto the
House.

0w !
Bunter,

“Where <id yvou leave vour relative,
DRunter " callod out 8kinner, and somne
fellows laughed.  Evidently Ilarold
Skinner had told the tale

“ Beast ! retorted Dunter.

“"Here, come and dry yoursceli, old fat
man,” said Peter Todd, “You'll be
catching a cold at this rate.”

Ui awiully wet!” mumbled

And Bunter went to dey himsclf,
Ile rolled up to the Remove passage
afterwards, and found a crowd of

fellows there, kept incdoors by the rain,
Many of them stared at the Owl of the
Bemove, and there woere some chuckles
“Left your wunele out in iho rain.
Bunter?” yelled Snoop.
“Yah!

“What's this vaen that Bkinner's

brought home, DBunter?” asked Harry

Wharton,! with a curious look nt the fat
jumior, “He savs lhwe snw vou piloting
some fearfully shabby old beggarman
along-——"

“That's what the johnny looked like.”
ehiuckled Skinner.  “His hat wonld
have been dear at twopenee, and his
coat at a penny. A Grevirinrs man's
relations ought really not te dress like
that when they rcome around the
Eﬂ'hﬂﬂ- rn

“He wasn't a relation, you beast }”
liooted Bunter,

“Who was he, then " asked Vernon-
Smith.

“T don't know.™

Y on don't koow!™ cxelaimed
Wharton,

“How should T know?" snapped
Dunter, “1 nover seen the man

hofore, and I don't expect over to see
him apain”

“Then what on carth were you doing
with him at all?”

*Lending him my brolle.”

“What for ¥ .shricked Toter Todd,

“To keep the rain off hin, of course,
you ass !

“Ma. ha ha!™  velled Skinner
“PBunier wants uz to bolieve that he
has beon  befriending the poor and
necdv ! 8o like DBunter, you know !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Really. 1t was not like Bunter—as the
Remove fellows knew him. Dut it was
like Bunter az the Remove fellows did
not know him !

“I say. von frllows, Skinner's an
awhul ead ' said Dunter. with an indig-
nankt blink at fhe ecad of the Remave.
“TIe jeered at the poor old chan for
being ragged. T think it was dilthily
mean ™

“Tust like Skinner. H  he did,”
grunted Peter,

“3Well, the old merchant was such a

sketel,” said Skinner. “He looked as
if he had deessed up purposely to leok
like an awiully sad case of destitution.
Hwnbug, of course, after charity !

*He wouldo't get much change out
of Bunter, if that was his gamne!”
grinned olsover major.

“Ha, ha! Not much!"™

“He fell in a stouy place when he foll
in  with Buonter!” chuekled Snoop.
“Not that Bunter would have given
him anything, cven if he'd had whaek.
mgz | great remittances from Unele
George.”

Bunter I:'!!!'mnm:'l his lips to speal.

Ho closed them sgain,

He had been about to tell of the
wateh and chinin that bhe had given to
tho poor old gent. e refrained.
Half measurcs were not good enough
for Bunter in his niew strange state, To
do a good decd, and to bhrap of it
afterwards, was rotten, and Dunter was
done  with rotten things. He said
nothing.

“I'm dashed if 1 ean make all this
out I zaid Dob Cherry. “If Dimfel
really lent his brolly to an old man in
tho rein, it was jolly decent of him,
Did you really, Bunty "'

“Yes, you ass, And he wasn't a
spooling sort of chan either,” znid
Bunter., I offered ta give him the
brolly, and he refused,”

“You offered to pgive something
awav ! yvolled Bkinner.

“¥es, you beast !

“Mv hat! We shall hear of Fishy
offoring to give something away next '™

“TRunter. old man. vou're too jolly.
surprising.” sald Frank Nuougont, with a
Iangh. “If you really did this trick,
what did you do it for?”

“Well, a chap ought to be kind-
hearted, and kind to the poor, and all
that, at Christmas-time,” said Bunter.

“Neops! It thes dan’t vour first
Christmas, is it? You've had some
before, and they never had this elfect
on yau."

“Never ! said Johnny Bull,

“Well, hardly ever,” chuckled Peter.

“You can jaw,” said Dunter. I
dare say L descove it. T sce that! Jaw
as much as you like, and be blowed to
vou., I wish I had a punch like Bab
Cherry. I'd wallop Skinucr for jeering
at that poor old chap.”

“If Skinner jecred at o poor old man
my punch is at his serviee,” zaid Dob
Cherry. “Did youn, Skinner?”

Harold Skinner bastily retired from
the sceno without answering that ques-
tion. He had no use for Dob's hefty
punch.

“Hyer, von glasswyed mugwump
Fisher T. Fish came along tho pasage.
“You picfaced clam, you owe meo a
bali. I hear that you've been helping
the poor. I guess you'd botter seitle
up what yon owe a galoot before yon
start giving thing away.”

“Well, that's right,” admitted
Bunter.  “But I haven’t a bob, you see,
I'fl zettle up wfer Christmas, I'm
going to scottle up all my debis aftee
Chrizstmas."

“Christmas, 1980%" asked Snoop.

“Ha., ha, ha "

*This Chrisimas!” roared DBunier.
“I'm expeeting a lob of postal-orders—
I—I—I mean, I ain't eoxpecting any
postal-ordors——"

i .'ul"grl"rﬂwﬂ.*ﬂ.f EH

“DBut I shall get some tips this Chrst-
mas, and 'm going to save themn up io
saquare all vennd,” =aid Bunter, “I
awe nearly all vou f+llows money, and
I'm going to clear it all off at the
beginning of next torm.”

“The justiulness before the gener-
ositv " said  Hurree Jamset Hom
Singh.. “My csteemed Dunter, the

pr
H
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reprtle Lieakfulness as the proper capor.

f you settle up all your esteemed debi-
fulncss at once, thoe shockfulness o our
ostoomcdd selves will be lermfic 1Y

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Yah 1" snorted Bunter. )

And he rolled away, leaving fthe
Remove fellows laughing, and prepared
to belicve that he was poing to settle
np all his debts, when they shonld seo
him doing it! As Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh remarked, the seefulness was the
beliovefnlness, and rveally thiz wanted
some believing,

— e —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Amazing !
6 FIAT'S the time, Peter?”
W Thrice already, that Mon-
day, Bunter had asked that
question, and Peter hhd told
himi the timne.
On this oceasion, Toddy did not reach
fow Iiis waich., He glared at Bunter.
3w joke ™ he ashod.
“ (M, really, Peter—" o 2
“Well, if 1t is0’t a joke, what s w?”
demanded Poter. “What do you jiwean
by asking a fellow the time all doy long.
Fhat rolled gold turnip of yours keeps
L, Has it ztopped 2™
“ Nunno," .
“Well, then, don't be a funny idiof,”
gaid Peler. “ I vour uncle the mm‘cimﬁ
really  pave thicty guineas for  that
watch, you don’t want o keep on
waorrying my Waterbury.™
“Tt never oost thirty guineas, Peler.”
“I know it didn't—but you always
said it did”
“I'm afraid

{hat was ralher an

- s 2o a -
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R " The old gentleman’s cneery, chubby face

lighted up with a smile at the sight of Wil-
liam George Bunfer.
friend,'" he said.
school should be proud, Mr. Quelch.”

** This is my youn
“A lad of whom this

“* Bless my soul ! ** said Mr. Quelch, while

ciaggeration, old chap. I—I think it
cost abond Ofteen shillings.™

“Prear at that!™ said Peter. * Any-
how, it fells the time, so don't play the

goal,™ ;
Billy Punter blinked at Pater. TPeter
obheopved  him  rather uurinus}}:_. and

obaorved that Bunter's watchehain was
ot visible,

DR said Peter.
with it, what ¥

" ¥es,” admitted Dunter,

“0 wmy prophetic soul, my uncle!”
qiated Petor,

“ [ haven't popped it, Pefer"

““Bald it to Fishy 1" asked Peter. with
i ogrin,

* Nuanno, "

“Haz it rolied away®™ asked Peler

"You've parted

htnmoronsly.

“l.ook  here, Deler,  don’t ask
gquestions,”  said  Bunter  peevishly.
“Just tell o chap the time. I've got

io take my lines in to Quelchy at five.”

“ Five to five,” zaid FPetor, looking at
lhis wateh at last. 1 didn't know vour
wateh had gone, fathead., Took here,
asa, ifvou've sold it, you can’t have got
much for it—I'11 stand you the tin to get
it back, if you like. I've had a
L hristmas tp.”

Bunter shook his head.

““Phanks all the same: can’t be done, ™
he answered.

“JTaook here, why can’t it be done?
demanded Peter, his curicsity  really
aroused now.  “If vou've sold it, you
nutst hiave sold it to some fellow in the
;::_-h;:u:-], and he can’t be koen on keeping
if.?

“1 haven't sold it."”

“Aly hat!: This iz o ecase for Bherlock
Holines or Ferrers Locke. You haven't

Billy Bunter blinked like a fellow in a

dream. (Nee Chapler 15.)

eold that watch, or popped it, or lozt it
and yvet it's gone. DUon't tell me you've
given it away.”

“1 wasn't going to tell you”

Poter jumped.

*zreat pipl You've given it away ™
he yelled. _

“I'ra not going to tell you, Peter:™

And Billy Bunter rolled hastily out of
the study, wilth his lines for Mr. Quelch.
Peter starcd after him blankly,

Bunter presented himself in Mr.
Quelch’s study  with  his lines. Moy
Queleh glaneed at them and raised his
eyebrows.

“Thesa lines are written unusualle
well, Bunter,” be said. “For ouer, you
have brought mo an imposition withouot
a single smear or blot.”

“J—I tried to do it well, sir.”

“Oh! I am glad to sce, Bunter, thet
on one single occasion, you have taken
the trouble not to bo idle and slovenly.™

“Thank you, sir.”

“A parcel has arrived for vou, hy
registered post, this afternoon,” added
Mr, Quelch., *Tr 15 heza, and you may
take 1t, Bunter.™

Bunter's fzt face brightensd. He
almost. clutehoed the pareel. It was a
very small one, bub it was registered:
and it could pnardly have bheen repistered
unless it contained something of value,
Apparently one of Dunter's relations
had rememhbered him at last.

Bunter rolled away with his parcsl,
Heo rolled into the Rag with it, and the
Lbeaming =mile on his fat face drew
attention upon him.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Pastal-order
rome T called ont Bob Cherry.

“A rogistored parcel,” said DBuntor

Tne Maexer Lignany.—XNo. 1,036,
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YOUR GOOD TURN—ROPE IN A NEW READER! HE'LL THANK YOU!

carclessly. "I cxpect it's something
protty decent for Christmas from one of
my titled relations, you know.”

“I don't think I remarked Skinner,

i B S | mean—=" stammered
Bunter. Rome was not built in a day!
and the leopard could not change all his
spots at once. Bunter, reformed as he
was, was always making these little
slips. * I—I mean, it isn't from a titled
relation.  1—I  heaven't any  titled
ralations, you know.”

“Tell us something we don't know,"
nuggnatud Skinner.

Beasi [

“I guess if that's a Christmas tip,
you're settling up that bob you owe me,”
satd Fishor T. Fish, hovering round
Bunter as he opened his parecl,

“"Go and oat coke.”

There were o good many Remove mien
in the Hag beforo tea: and some of
them looked on with interest as Bunter
opened his packet.
did not often arrive for the Owl of the
Remove.

“My hat! A
ciaculated Skinner,
lfuntcr-:lu Bunter iz playing w
How unfortunate that it woul
to rolled gold.™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Billy Bunter stared at tho watch and
chain in blank amarzcment. Ile koew
that watch and chain! It was his own!

His amuremeint was so great that he
eould only staro at it. Somc of the
other fellows recognised it, too.

“Tost your watch, and.some honesk
man picked it up and send it to youl”
said Bol Cherry. “ Very docent of him,
whoever he waz.”

“He mightn't have been awfully
honest,” remarked Skinner. “If he had
kept it, it wouldn't have made him very
wealthy, The temptation can't have
been vory strong”

“(Oh, dey up, Skinner

It —it—it's oy watch ! stultered
Bunter. *“*I—=I can'v understand: this.
What has he sent il back for "

“I3id yvou lose it?" asked Wharton,

* Nunno.” . .

“MThore's a lotter with it,"” said Dob
Cherry.

“Oh!” Dunter picked up the letier
that had heon enclosed with the watel.
He hlinked at it, and gasped.

“(M, crumbs! Who'd have thought
it ¥ he cjaculated. ;

“]1  aay, this is getting Jolly
mysterious,”’ said Bob. “Dunter saxs ho
never lost the wateh, yet it comes back
te him by registered post. You surely
haven't been ass encugh to peop your
wateh, Bunter ¥

“Nunno,” gasped Bunter.

“Phat's it—and uncle’s found out that
it's no good,” grinned Skinner. *Mr.
Solomon Isaacs wanis his money back.”

Bunter was still blinking dazedly at
the letter. The amazement in his fat
face caused gencral interest among the
juniors, Evidently something of a very
surprising and wnnexpected nature had
oceurred,  Peter Tedd came into the
Rag, snd he glanced at the wateh on the
table.

“{3h, so vyou've pobt it hﬂﬂ-’rﬁp have
you?" ho asked. “ Where has it been,
DBunter ™™

“1 can't make it out,” gasped Bunter.
“J thought he was frightfully hard up—
fairi;.r on tho rocks. Skinner thought so,
too.’

HHe—who—which ? asked Peter.

“That ol gent,” gasped Bunter. “Tt
beats me. I gave him the watch because
1 hadw’'t any mency to give him, you
know."” ;

“What?” roared a dozen Removites.

“ You can read the letter, if you like,”

Tk Maoxer Lisrany.—No. 1,036,

wateh and chain !*

at last !
anly run

Repgistered packets’

“Tha Marquis of

gaid the astounded Owl of the Bemove,
“I can't make it ali out. It beats me”

The juniors were quite cager to read
the letter, Decter Todd took it, and read
it alowd, with astonishment growing on
his countenance. :

~ " Dear Master Duntor,—I am return-
g you your watch and chaip, with
heartfelt thanks for your kindness and
noble charity. Appearances wre some-
times deceptive, my doar boy, and 1 am
not it necd as you supposed. I accepted
your kind ana gencrous gift, because I
would not disappoint o noble lad whe
desived to help, as he believed, s poor
and distressed old man, I confess, also,
that I wished to put your generosity to a
thorough test, and by accepting vour
gilt to ascertain that you were really in
oarnest. I am satislicd—more than
sabished—and I now return you the
watch. Wou will hear from me again,
my dear Loy, and in the meantime,
aceept an old man's thanks and Llessing.

“ Your friend,
“BEMPRONIUS BEELTON.”

There was silence in the Rag when
Peter finished reading out that remark-
able letler. The jumors staved at one
annther and at Bunter Mankly.

“My only chapenu!"” cjaculated Bob
Cherry at last,

* Buntor gave his wateh and elinin to
n giddy begrar-man!” said eter Todd
dazedly. * Wero you wandering in your
mind, Bunter*"”

“Oh, really, Toddy—-"

“rammon ! said Skinnror.

NOTE!!

The next issue of the MAGNET
will be on sale—

FRIDAY, DECEMBER 23rd.

DON'T FORGET, CHUMS!

"But the letter says—" oxclaimed
Bob. _

A | A of of zome sort,” zaid Skin-
ner. ““YWe all know DBunter,”

“"Gammon '™ agreed Hazeldeneo.

Billy Bunter jerked the letter away
from Peter, a::u.i erumpled it into his
pocket. e gave the
movites an indignant blink.
rolled out of the Rag.

The Owl of the Remove was glad to
get back his watch and chain,  There
was no doubt about that., DBut he was
quite puzzled and mystilied.

The Remove fellows were mystified,
too. Bunter had played many parts in
his tiime, and the fellows were used to
all sorts of spoof from him. Bunter the
Benevolent was guite a new character
for him. and mﬂ.tlll,'r wit a bheavy strain
upon the ereduhlity ml the other fellows.

abeently.,

i I
Breaking-up day at Greyiciars
was, of course, a busy doy.  That day
1'otor had little ‘time or inclination for
Billy Bunter’s conversation. .
In lact, he rather desired to give
Bunter a wide berth that day.

doubting Re-
Then he

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Reward !
WIsH-—-—"

“Um!" Todd

snitdl  Tetor

Bunter was not “fixed up”™ for
Christmas, A
Wondorful to relate, during the past

fow days he had done nothing in the
lino of fishing for holiday mvitations.

And az nobody was likely to ask
TBunter home, exeept under very strong
pressure from Dunter, the fat junior's
affairs were still unfized.

fluence of Christmastide, tap

Bunter Court scemed his only refuge.
. Most  fellows™ preferred  to  speud
Christmas ot home with their people:
Lut that had never appealed to Bunler.

ic enjoved Christmas more away fron
his |r{.-::-!p_c; s pochaps his people also
chnjored it more in these circumstances.

Az Dunter was not landed on Ilarey
Wharton & Co., or Lord Mauleverer, or
Smithy, T'eter Todd fedred that he was
intended to be the vietim, Of course,
he eould say no. Dut he did not want
to say wo if he cowld help it; he pre-
ferred to part with even Dunter on
amicable ferms when he was going
home for Christmas. Still, he was pro-
paroed to say no, with any amount of
cinphasis that was required, if it camc
to the point. But he hoped that Buoter
would keep off the subject.

Now he feared that it was coming.

M1 wish—"  repeated  Dunter
wistfully.

L1 Um‘!FJ

“T wish I was a millionaice!'"

“0h!" cjaculated DPeter.  “1s that
all »*

“That's all,” said Bunter.

“Well, that's not much to wish!"
grinned Poter.  “1 wish I was a multi-
millionaire, or a billionaire, if you come
to that!™

“DBut wouldn't it be ripping?” said
Bunter. *“Think of what 1 could do
during the Christmas holidays!"

“A fat turkey cvery day regularly,
and & gooso overy eveuing, and- a
Christmas-pudding 1o take to bed with
vou every night?™ asked Peter.

“No, you assg! T was thinking of the
good I miaght Jdo!™

“Eh!

“Laoing round mmong the poor, you
know, and standing them  turkey: and
coals and blankets and Christmes.
puddings, and all that!”

Poter Todd almost fell down.

“Think of the happiness a-millionaire
could bring intfo any nuinber of poor
homes!” argued DBunter.

0O deart™

“1F somebody would die and leave mo
a million pounds!” sighed Bunter.

“If somchody wonld leave me a
million pounds, I'd be willing to le:
him live!” grinned Peter.

“But it’'s ne good wishing.” sand
Buntor. “I'd like to have a million
pounds this Christmas, but I've only got
fourpence——"""

“Ha, ha., he?  roarcd Deter.
“There's 8 bit of difference, cortainly 1™

“You can't do much pood with four-
penee,”  said  Bunter " sorrowfally,
“still, T can keep it and pive it to &
blind man.” _

“(Dh, my hat!"”

Bunter rolled awaw, leaving Veter
staring after him. Deter was n.m!‘mr-
spicacious yvouth, but lic really failed to
understand Banter now; the Owl of the
Remove seemoed to be potting  bevond
him. '

Soveral  fellows, when they saw
Biinter, moved away rather quickly.
Lord Maulevoerer alinost ran for it.

Dut, for once, there wes no occasion
for alarm. Hilli_v Bunter was not, on
this occesion, like a lion sceking what
he might devour. -

And when Harry Wharlen, moved (o
horoie solf-sacrifice by the geunial in-
d him on
a fat shoulder, and seid, " Look lhere,
Bunter, like to comoe home with me?”
the Owl of the Remove shook his head.

“Thanks, old- fellow!” he answered.
'I'Ynu'r:;c- awlully good, but I'in poing
JEIENEE.

“Morry Christmas, then ! said Harry,
with a smile, .

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” DBolr Clierry
roarcd along the passages. ** Anybody



EVERY PRICE 29
SATURDAY. T“E HAEHET L'BHAHY-. TWOPENCE. 4
seon Bunter? Dunter's wanted! Some- you. Half Grevfriars is staring at the  The change in  appearances was
body wants Buntor!” var—it's the whoppingest Rolls-Royee amazing; but it was the wame o'd
“ Extraordinary I remarked Skinner, that ever rolled ov royeed.” gentleman.
“How can  anybody possibly  want
Bunter "
*Bunler!  Bunty! Bunt!” roared
Bob

" Here I am—"

“You're wanted, old fat bean!™ said
Bob Cherry. M gent in a fur coat—
one of your titled relations, I suppose-—-
what "

“0Oh, really, Cherry—m

“Old gent in a silk topper and a fur-
lined eoat, in & cac that's a real
whacker,” zaid Bob. “One of vyour
millienaire uncles that you've forpatten,
I suppose.”

¥

*Look here, don't you try to pull my-

leg!" said Bunter.  *There's nobody
calling for me—I'm going home by
Crgine——""

“Honest Injun!” szaid Bob, “T iell
vou, the gilt-cdged johnny is waiting
for you, and Quelehy sent me to find

Billy Bunter. in wutter amazement,
followed Bob. A ¢rowd of fellows who
had heard the announcement followed
6,

There was no doubt that it was au
magnificent car that was standing
before the Houwse. A maognificent
liveried chanffeur stood by it. Billy
Bunter caught o glimpse of it as he
rolled up to the liftle old gentleman
who was talking with Mr. Quelch just
iusido the hig doorway of the House.

Bunter blinked at that litile old
gentleman.

Hiz jaw dropped in sheer astonizh-
ment. In :pite of the fur-lined coat
wid  the other evidences of wealth,
Buanter knew that little old gentleman
ar a glance,

It wasz the dilapidated old gentlewian
e had befriended on that rainy Sunday
afternoon !

DBunier blinked at him like & fellow
in a dream.

The old gentleman’s checry, chubby
face lighted yp with a smile et the sight
of William Greorge Bunter.

He shook hands cordislly with the
fal junior.

*This is my young friend.” he said.
A lad of w{mrn this school should bo
proud, Mr. Quelch!™

“Bless my soul ! said My, Queleh.

“We're dreaming this!” mwurnured
Skinner <o his friends.

‘Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch. in a
gasping voicn, *ihis is Mr. Sempronine
Skelton, whom, it appears, you met on
some occasion—under different cireums
siances. ABr. Bkelton has seen youm
father, and obtained his permission to
fake you with him for tho Christmas
holidays, if yon ecare to go.™

O gasped PBuanter,

(Cantinied on page 28.)
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An Interesting Article of Topical Intereat.

HRISTMAS i, of eottrae, the {hne of all
times for ghosts to furbi=h up thelr
ralthing aceciutrements aml walk intlhe

mapner generally expectod of then.

But they do not all nmke thewnselves up as
maore or kess visible shadows, as several very
veedible newspaper reports have put on reecord.

These are airy spooks which, if (hey walk at
atl, first put on an invisible cloak amd hoaunt
something or somebody until {hoy aro saeeesas
fully " laid.”" They make their prescice
knewn ad their actions felt=-but no hunean
ey ce tver seo then.,

Bo v (here ey heen no explanation forth-
eoming ofher than ** haunfed ** to account for
the startling series of events which ocenrred
ab % well-kpown art school in London in con-
pertion with a pieture that on three succeasive
prrasions wid removed completely out of itz
frame, without any humen at any Lime ap-
pruaching is.

The picture was that of & former act student
of 1he sehool who had died, It was painted on
canvad which was tacked to a stretcher that
glid into the Dack of (he fromwe, The frame
iteelf Mltcd flush into n recess in the wall,
secure enowgh, one would have thought, but a
Few days witer being placed in position the
frome was diseovered to beempty.  The picture
wis Iving on Lhe tloor, at the foob of the wall !

The Friome stefl rested Or o nicke, and ap-
purenitly had been untonehed by mortal hands,
Ayain the picture wos placed in ita frame.
Again it was fonied on the floor, and replaced,
When the same thing hapnened a 1lird tine
the people concerned looked round for some
prssible explanatton, T enme in s fiash to one
of them-—-the dead student had alwavs hated
that tvpe of frame, hated it lieartily, andg
apparcutiy had hannted the porl rait completely
aut of i, three times!  The ghost was allowead
10 have its way, awl %o it was * Inid,"” the frame
hereafter remuining crapty,

THE FIGHTING PHANTOM!

A ghost that fought and infileted resounding
Iows, but was never seem, was once en-
conntored by faimdus woman writer.

i It

happened in the West Country, at the honse of.

# doctor who had onee token mental patients,
The woman writer, with compankons, went
there spechally to tackle the rowdy and quarrel-
:Iu.nrtf. ghost which rapiour had planted in the
LOREE,

They took with them a mediunt—one of those
people wha act as intermediaries hetween the
unsren world and this—and the ghost waited
tor no formol introduction. At ones he set
abiut the medivm In true pugilistic style,
Nothing was seen of the .ﬂ-]lﬁmh but a good dend
wia heand | Whaeking blows were delivered
at 1he medinm ont of vothingness and, un-
bBelicvable a8 It md secny,  thie  mediom
H:!:ﬁl:!ull:f foumad hemcﬁ fighting for her wvery
ife,

Zhe was having a very bad time of it when
the woman writer in guestion—:she afterwards
relatedd this thrilling and cerie experlence before
4 distingulshed assembly at the Lycenm Club
in  Lomdon—went. to 1he rescue, Placing
hersell between the medium and the invisible
fighting ghost she at onee became the latter's
" punching ball,”" She not only felt the
savage blows but keardthem, And she, too,
started to fight agaiust this terror unseen.

S0 it went on, until apparently the vicious
P00k grew weary, and ceased to scrap. I any
reader of the MAGXET hag any explanation to
oifer for this amazing experience, donbtless the
hig London nﬂw:t]:mrmr which reported It would
be glad to listen

THE HAUNTED MUMMY!

Fortunately these pugilistic spooks have
their ** epposite numbers "—phantoms whom
the Tamilies = owning ™ them are glad to groet
almost as old pala! At one time it was
extremely imshionable for people to he ahle to
lay claim fo proprietorship of a real, * live
ghost of thelr own, who wonld whisper warnings
when anything was about to go wrong ! There

s reputed to e In Thanet a member of thia
tribe which is spoken of In the family which is
has adopted as ** a dear old thing | ™

He i3 a hooded monk, in samdals, and Lo
shufiles about the rambling eorridors in an old
cak-timbered house towards Christmas-time,
olfering offence to no one | He Is too caloy &
trpe to offer muoch aprmal to the sort of ghost-
reekors who themselves almost haunt the
mmpmiy gallerien at the British Museun:.
Their linaginationa fired with eerie stories of
t!;m ghosts which were sapposed to haunt the
Valley of Kings at the time of the discovery of
Tulankhomen's tomb. these m“mtimu-sﬂﬁug

folk arc flocking to the Museum mummies ju
incTeazing numbers.

Who rlse but a rempant ghost enthusiast
wonld want to visit there on Cherlstrias Eve #
But they do it, and stare happily at the repated
hanuted munmmy-vase there in the Egyptian
pallery. That wmtmuy-case certainly has heen
cotnected with some very remarkable happen-
ings. “The natives who brought the mummy
from the place where they found it, in Egypt,
were ol tucked and eaten by lions, That so
upset: the man who had bought it that, to
remove the evil nfluence, he had the mammy,
itsell  burned, being content to bring the
mnmny-vnse alone to England.

TRAIL OF DISASTER:!

The ship in which he salled with it was
wrecked, Ie  himself was  drowned; the
muprmy-case wag saved! Then the train in
which the mummy-case was doiog its final trip
te London came into colllsion with another,
head-onl Tut there was more to happen yet
before the moummy-case was safely
in its present show-place in fhe Britisn
Museum. The two men who carried it in
elipped.  Oue broke an arm, the other a leg !

Perhapa you will say that only (hose who
expect ghosta see or experience them. There
15 at least one man who would unreservedly
agree with E.-uu, He was a Guardsmaon, on
sentry in o lonely cloister of Windser ¢'astle,
Full of ideas of ghosta, it was no more than He
expected when, towards midnight, o chostly
arm and hand shot out of a slit in the wall,
almost h?l' hig ear. He scuttled like billy-ha
back to the guard-reom, preferring punf=luieny
to more ghost !

Investizations revealed, long afterwards,
that the * ghostly " hand and arm belonged to
% Dean of the Castle who had, In his goodoess of
heart and without thinking to give previous
warning, proffered the cold and lonely wentry g
sleaming glazs of Christmas cheeg |

O&ited
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THE DOG DEREBY !

doyg rave aeross the snome-sweepd wanfes of Alaskhea.

covefed trophy.

GOLD FOR TH

They don't think goung Jack Ovchard standzs a chanee in a thowsand of winnking the 400 miles
Itut that only makes Jack all the wmore determined fo wcin fhe
See how he fares in the race, boys [

A Greal Race!

ORGAN crooked his finger, and
there was a stunning report as

M the revolver spat flame  and

death across the white {!{.'?‘.iﬂirﬂ'
tion.  Morgan, however, had  mis
valeulated the speed of the two slodges,
and the bullet, Myving wide of Jack,

buried itsclf in the ““waller ™  dog’s
heart ! ] .
WY e skunk [ howied Jaek, " You

unspeakable brate!

For somo yards the carcass of poor
Ribbons was dragged n the snow by
the other dogs. Then the sledge
stopped, and Jack, with riflc o his
rip, dropped down beside it to fight
or his fiin: ggainst  his  would-be
assassin,

Bull Morgan, though, did not fire
again, for the simple reason that he
was on his back amd kicking his legs
in the snow, with lhis revolver  lost
somewhere in the whiteness about him.
The sudden shot had startled his dogs
inte & swerve, and he had been flung
headlong from the sledge.

Now, the huskics, rclieved of the
additional weight, were rocing from
their former course and heading among
a number of greot rocks aml pine.
trees.

Vainly Morgan bawled orders alter
them, The dogs dashed on, and run
ning between a rock and a treestump,
ripped & runner cowpletely  off  the
gledge and got the thing firmly jammed,
Thus, finding themselves caught, the
savage huskics started a  free-for-al
fight smong themselves,

Muttering  fiereely, DBull Morgan
turped his attention from his dogs back
ig the Loy he hated, ks chance in the
dog Derby was gone, and red [ury
Llazed i his heart, Dut the anger was
swiftly veplaced by deathly fear as he
saw the muzzle of Jack’s rifle aligued
an his breast,

“Don't " he howled with sudden

‘U'ne Magszt Lisnary. —No. 1,036,

frenzy,  “Don’t shoot ! For the love of
Heaven, dou't shoot !

The abject terror of the man brought
a cortemptuous smile to Jack's lips, and
he slowly lowered the butt of his gun.

Yt ].mtk to those other dogs, you
skulking coward !I"* he cried. “TI'l] have
it out with you in Nome=that is, if you
cver dare to show your face back in the
ace, ™

Foarful even yvet that Jack might take
a pot at: him, Bull Morgan went on
hands and knees through the spow like
same slinking animal, ever and anon
glancing ovér his shoulder and emitting
howls cach time Jack made a mova
pent,

The bovy watched him until he was
among the rocks and trees, snd theno
quickly cul the earcazs of Ilibbons out of
tihu traces and laid it across the front
of his sledse,

The dog was dead, and, thanks to
Morgan, would give no more trouble,
Viewed only from the standpoint of the
race, it wasz & picce of sheer good for-
tune.  DBut Jack, an ardent dog lover,
was sad at heart as he hit the irail
again with the fast-stiffeming form of
the husky laid oot before him.

There was no doubt that Dull Morgan
wos definitely out of the race.  He could
never extricate that sledge withoul chop-
ping 1L free, and it was unlikely that he
could repaie the ruuner ot all on the
trail. Moreover, his huskies were st
fighting madly among themselves, and
one unfortunate animal beeamo a meal
for 1te halfstarved compantions,

Although a dog short, Jack made
better progress during the next few
wilvs than he had for many miles pre.
viously. The bed temper of Ribbons
had been eontagious, but now Lhe dogs
responded whole-heartedly to the enthu
siastic leadership of the magnilicent
Skookum. It was as though cvery
animal had determined to win or die
tii the nttempt .

During the short afternoon, while the
sun like & dise of shimmering pale gold

A Rousing
Story of
| the Yukon,

By
STANTON
HOPE.

swung down towards the western hills,
excellent progress was made.

At sunset Jack Etﬁp][:ud ani cncamped
for an hour and a hulf, chopping up
frozen moose meat with an axe to give
to his panting huskies,

ancl

On  again he  went, reachoed

Couneil very late at night, there to
learn that Shorty Gibbs, with Jock
MeLennan hard at his heels, had

passed through two hours earlier, rocing
for Topkok. The templation to push on
was great, and it was a eredit to Jack’s
f’ll{igmunt that ne resisted it and gave
iimself and his dogs threo selid hours
of rest before taking up the arduous
sk,

Before he lett. Lord Charles and two
others reached Couneil, The Eunglish-
man, who looked hollow.cyed and
fagged out, pluckily set olf at the same
tnne as Jack after only an hour’s rest
when Nature was crying out for him {o
tauke a twelve-hours' sleep.

In an almost eerie silence the two
teams raced on through the cruckling
Yukon night, with only the stars to
witness the titanic struggle,

Shortly before dawn Lord Chawles
swung his wolfish dogs across towards
Jack's sledge,  The tongues of the
unimals lolled out like red ribbons, and
the white saliva froze as it dripped from
their panting mouths,

“Weli, I reckon it's up te you 1o
keep the old flag flying, dear box !"
gasped the Hon. Charles. *“ My dogs
are about done, and so'm I, Boest of
uck !

He himself haltea his dogs and pre-

ared to encamp, while Jack, shouting
Em;rl-: a cheery word of cnconragement,
mushed steadily on,

Daylight dawned. At times Jack took
brief rests, busbanding the strengih of
his depleted team for a great final
clfort. It was encouraging thet no one
elie passed him. On the other hand,
Shorty Gibbs and Jock McLeanan were
still ahesd, and by the account he got
at Splomeon and Iort Davis, still going
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strong. ke greatest encouragement of
all to him waa that because of the en-
forced rests of the leaders, he had
ained cousiderable time on- both of
them,

All aleng the peninsula coast was bad
weather again, The snow, like crystul
Fowdur wis whipped 1nto his face unil
1o could scarce Ii,;.renhe,. and the dogs
themseives suffercd severely from the

of the biting cold. ‘The ounly
comfort was—if comfort it could be
called—ifiat Bhorty Gibbs and Jock
were linding things just as bad,

Suddenly Bkookun gave tongue to an
exultant bark, His keen sense had dis-
egrned the presence of anothor dog toam
ahoad several minutes before Jack be-
gan to get glimpses of it in the swirl-
g snow-powder. He altered course
towards i1t, and drew up within twenty
vards of -Jock McLennan whe had
stopped hisz toam,

The old prospector, who was striving
to nnhitch two dogs from the double
traces, stared in open-eyed surprise at
the youngster,

“Waanl, this licks crealion ! he ejacu-
lated. "If there'd heen takers in
Nome, I'd have backed a thousand
dollars against g malamute pup that
sou'd ha' never got farther than
Couneil on the treil back. And onc o
your dogs gone west, too! Doy, those
other hoshies must sure be in grand
condition!"”

Jack looked effcetionately st his dogs,
now stretehed Full length in the snow,
and rubbing their black muzzles in the
powdery Wﬁli{!hﬂiﬂ.

“It’s Skookum, the dog I got from
vou, Jock,” he apswered, smiling, *“ He's
got the strength of a bear, the courage
of & lion, and the intclligence of a
human being,”

“{iosh! ‘That dog has doveloped some
since 1 had him |” grunted Jock, as he
tugged viciously at the stiffened buck-
skin tracca with half-frozen fingers.
“Back in Nome, I'll buy hiin from you
at your own prica.’”

‘o this Jack shook his head.

“¥ou conldn't have him back, Jock,
for his own weight in gold!"” he stated.
“@Old Bkookum means more to me than
money, and I shall never part with
him. How far is Bhorty ahead, d'youn
think 7"

“"MNot more'n three or four miles, 1
should gather,” roplied the old
prospector.  “* You'll have to burn the
wind to catch him, unless, like myszelf,
he's struck & wad o' trouble. I'll he
two dogs short myself when I stact
again, The poor brutes have gone szo
lame I've pot to carry "em, and I guess
it's cmkegom;r.' thance o' lifiing the
loving cup.”

The delay to Jack was not time
wasted, for when he hit the white trail
Again his dogs, to Bkookum's enconrage-
ment, went on ot & clinking pace.

That good old sportsman, Jock
AMcLonnan, checred on the plucky Loy
az Lhe beaten Englishman had done,
and, full of grit and optimism, Jack
woent hard at it to cut down the crack
musher's lead.  PBoecause there was the
additional weight of the dead dog on
his sledge, ‘he himzelf plodded gawely
nlongside on his snowshoos. And, bone-
woary thongh he was, his youth amd
Hne constitution enegbled him to keop HP-
without his having to check the madly
straining huskies,

Mile after mile rolled back bencatl
his steel sledge-runners, and so, aftor
sevoral rests, he eame within casy dis-
tance of Nome. By luek he had come
across Jock farther back, but owing to
tha swirling snow it had been impos-
sible Lo koow whether any other sledge

e

had passed hiz, or even whether he had
passed Shorty's.

He took & final twenty minutes’ rest
before making the last great cffori to
reach the eity. Then again he went on,
occasionally riding himself, and some-
times plodding with bowed head beside
his big-hearted dogs.

Swinging round a copse of dark
spruce, his heart gave a mighty leap.
Within shouting distance of him was
SBhorty (ribbz and his resting dogs.

“By tho great Panjandrum ™ gasped
Shorty.
Recure in the beliof that he had

gained a commanding lead on all other
competitors, Shorty was taking a brief
respite hefore making the eity. With
almost ludierows haste, he now got his
snarling dogs gﬁinf again, awnd Jack
whooped exuberantly snd crackled his
lomg whip in the air az he came hotly
in chase,

For three milez to the outskirts of
Nome Jack never let the crack musher
of the Klondike gain a yard on him.
Yot he made no ecall on his huskices,
knowing that he could rely on the in-
telligent Bkookum to run this last phase
of the great four-hundred-mile race to
the best advantage. It was clear that,
though Shorty had one more dog, the
animals, as o tcam, had not got the
stamina of Jack's.

Alrcady news had been received in
Nome hy telephone of the departure
times of the various competitors from
Fort Daviz. It was now nearly noon
an tha third day zince the race had
started, and onee more the grandstands
woere packed near the winning post in
the main street.

And how the waiting crowds were
thrilled by the electric announcement
that Shorty (Giblbs, the brilliant musher
of the Northland, was specding into the
eity  with young Jack Orchard, the
English boy and rank outsider, hard at
his hecls!

EKnowing the distréss of his dogs,
Shorty had hoped for an easy run
throngh the town, unpressed by any

INTRODUCTION.

Jacl:  Crchard  arrices  n Sai
Froygeideg o J‘End kiz wpele, Dave
Cheefierd, wivging, haeing apparent!
ibercnded oeth n Ierg «t:r‘t'l:il :;I'o-!ﬂ. Jock
fulls in ewith Terry O Hnora, a cheery
frizsh Goy, wnd Clent Hardy, an old
pruspector, with whom Te jotns forces
i o geld rusk owp the VTukon, At
intervals the frio hoave froulle itk
Bull Morgen and Lefty Simens, two
rhady eamp follorwers,  Later Hardy 18
t identified o4  Dave Orchord uand
o arreated 1 huE ke manages o fReEpe
wgnin.  Jark then buys o femm of
hisliee, whichk he entere for fhe grenl
Por Derby, n poce of four hitndred
siles aier ok’ Jegolode irasfes,
Preterneined to win, Joek iz fost owl-
pracing Morgen's outfil when the crook
A draws Kiz recolrer vond
A fekes aim al frie,

(Neow Read .3

o

other outfit. Now, with the breath of
Jack's leader almost on tho back of his
sledge, he lashed the tired huskies into
a great last cffort. The d waa too
great for him to run beside tho stedge,
and the weight of his Lody added to
the strain on tho dogs.

Once inside the city, Jaeck leaped on
to his own sledge. Perched ihere, with
tho snow-rimed carcass of Ribbons bhe-
fore him, he loudly crackled his whip
in the air and called on Skookum Foy
the first time to “win or busl.”

His own eyes, red and almost blinded
with the glare of the snow and the
bite of the frost, saw in a fantastic
dream the stores and dwellings aud ihe
gathercd crowds of people slipping hy
m mad procossion. He hearvd, ke tha'
dull beat of many waters, the habble n’
the throng, and sensed rather than saw
that Shorty and his sledge were slip
ping back—back towards %n'm.

“Bhorty! Shorty”

“ Mush, ¥ son of a gun—nsh!”

“For the love of Mike, bring em
along 1"

The frantic yells of iha favourite'
many supporters were almost drovned
in the thunderous eheers for the gallant
English lad whose marvellons driving
was making a brilliant page of higlory
i the groat Dog Derby.

Amid the swirling snow of the ruain
street the madly-straining dog  teams
E:_“":}E hﬂrg up towards' the crowded
stands and the winning-pest which
marked the end of the Inng F:rh Littlo
by little Bkeookum’s vulpine. head crept
up beside the flank of Shorty's panting
leader. Now the dogs were level and
the sledges runner to runner.

“Bkookum! Skookum ® ;
o aokum " gasped Jack

The slands, crowd, and winntg-
post were being swamped in & bload-red
mist. Tho whip dropped from his mit-
tened hand into the glistoning white of
the frozen roadway. He reeled from
side to side, his face white. with frost
and haggard beyond deseription, lis
eyes red-rimmed and glazed.

In an ¢xeess of madness, Shorty curfed
the lash of his whip over the steaming
back of omo of his huskies which
stumbled in its stride, But it was too
late! Jack's team, led by the heroic
Skookum, shot shead, to win hy lalf rhe
length of a sledge!

L] L4 * = - *

A fow zeconds later two teams of
huskins wore stretehed out in the smow,
dead beat and choking for breath, Jack
stumbled off hix alﬂcfgr}, utterly unecon-
seions of the roar upon roar of checrs
which greeted his amazing victory.
~ He had won! Of that he was aware
in a dizzy sort of way. He had broken
no record-—that was impossible in sach
weather conditions—but he had provided
the most exeiting dog race cver wit-
nessed in the Northland.

The beat of his own heart was Jike a
hammer ponnding within hiny, and e
blindly groped his way round in a small
circle,  wainly  seeking SBkookwmn.
It was the devotcd dog, his friend as
well as companion through the laswk
strenuons nmi terrible days, whom ho
gought 1 this, the momont of hia
greabest tl'itilll]'li'l and distress.

Men camo running towards him, but
he neither saw nor heard them. Ho
secmed to be slipping from the whitoned
carth—slipping away into some abyznal
black ¥ui£. Two lusty armz were fluug
about him and momentarily held him in
a licrce grasp. A familiar voice, speak-
ing as thongh from some distam,
happy past, drifted to his reeling brays,

THe MagRET JaBRARY.—XNo, 1,030,
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“*Me bhoy—me bhoy! Ye've done it!
Arrah! Yarcogh! Hiven be praised!”
And, with a faint ficker of a smile
on his cracked and swollen Ii;}s, Jack
slipped down, still with Terry's arms
ubout him, beside his victorious huskies.

e

In the Shade of the Pine-iree !
N Koettle Ureck, the latest diskriet
I to be opened up by the gold-
ctter, men were wenry and dis-
heartened, Thoso whe had werked
steadily on, Lburning holes in the frozen
muck, had scarce found paying quanti-
tics of the precious mctal, Somme had
sbandoned their claims; otheors had sold
them for a moese song to those more
optimisiic ihan themselves,

Among the latter were Bull Morgan
and Loefty Bimons,  Morgan, after the
dog race, had not returned to . Mome,
where Jack had told of his treachery,
cand, instead, had waited at Couneil until
his wnseruplous pard had joined him,
Then the two rogues had hit the trail
back for Dawson where they had met
the American youth, Washington K.
Gollibrand, who had abandoned his own
claim on Kettle Creck.

Believing that there was more chance
of making a strike higher up the ereck,
Gollibrapnd had  inguired rathor faco-
tiously if claims five and six were still
1 the market.

Glad o geb vid of their property at
any price, Morgan awl Simons had
transterred the elaimz to hime for one
hundeed dollars cach, which was con-
sidevalilly  faiver  than  their former
demmand. After that, *Wash ™ had re.
turncd io the diggings, and taken up his
abode in the rough shelter made by the
two pards, zmd Morgan and Simons had
gonc ol to make a precarious living by
touring the various canips in the role of
faro dealers.

Jack and Terry arrived back at Kettle
Creck shortly after Wash had installed
himself as their neighbour.  They Lad
tarvicd only loeng encugh in Nome to
thoroughly rest the degs, and had left
the spoiis of vickory.—=the ]{rl‘ing_:.—up il
the £2,000 prize money—at a Nowne bank
for safe transfevence to Dawson,

Their welecome ot Kettle Oreck was
madly boisterons.  IFrom unknown no-
bodies they had becomo famons charac-
ters in the Yukon, amd even old zour-
douglis accorded them homage.

A foew dags aftor they had sot to work
again on_ the task of burning their
ground, the American youth, who had
been cutting cordwood, strolicd across to
them.,

Hay, vou fellows™ he remarked,
“there's an Tndian leokimg for you,
cirected hitm to your shack, but he said
he'td wait beyvond the woods.  There
have been several thefts by Indians
around tho ereek, and I puess this toughe-
looking guy might have had somcthing
to do with thom.™

“1 wonder if ut's Lone Bear® muor-
mured Terry, glancing  towards  his
chum.

Juek looked ihoughtful, and asked the
Amoerican vouth:

“Was be o Chilthoot Indian, by any
chance #* )

“There you've got me hbeat,” Gelli
brand answered. **They all look muech
the same to e, and the only difference

noticed was that this Indian was
dirtier than most. I gness, mayhbe, that,
knowing you've just pulled down a wadl
of dollars ovor fLr: dog vace, he's poing
to piteh & sob varn in the hopes of lift-
ing a grub stake.” )

Az Wash stagpered away with his
bundle of cordwood, Jack turned to

Terry.

"We'll soe what this Tm.iilaﬂ wants,
Torry,” he whispered.  “This may be
somcthing important.™

Thoy got a fresh bonfive, and went off
together through the cold of the late
afternoon to the woods, Reaching the
for side, they heard & low call, and saw
a bent figure erouched beside tho trank
of a pine-tree, a dirty-colourcd blanket
wrapped about hin,

Their hearts beating fast, Jack and
Terry hurried towards the man, for in
him they recognised the same figure who
had appearcd to them on the night of
the great glove fight in Dawson.

“Uncle Dave!” whispered  Jack
cagerly.

Tho returned fogitive raized a hand
from under the folds of his blanket.

“T am WNak-Ta, of the Clhikoot
tribe,” he nmmbled:; *remember that,
Jack., It iz sale here to spexk togethor,
but think of mé only as an Indian should
unvone . approacl, Sergeant Curtis and

his Bloodhounds have been hot on my
trail -so het that I had to leave the
wigwams of the Chilkeots

Not that

HOWDID HORACE COKE
GET HIS REMOVE ?

How many of You Mﬂgnetiles. |
wonder, can answer that question ?
How many of you remember the one
and nn]i Horace Coker when he was

in the Shell Form ? And as Cokeris
such a complete duffer, and always
was, why 1s it that Dr. Locke moved
him up into the Fifth Form? Ah!

herein lies a tale, and that tale
iz told in Frank Richards' own
inimitable style in

THE GREYFRIARS
HOLIDAY ANNUAL

In additien to this unusual story, there is,
[ codrse, @ bamper budge! -::.i' Schoal,
porfing, and Adventure yarns, lavishly

ilfusirated. On sale now of all newsagents.
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they knew of my disguise, or it would
have been all up lonpg apo. I've piven
them the slip now, and I'm safe for o
tine.,

Ile prected Tervy alfeclionutely, and
procecded to conpgratlulate Jack on s
Lbrillinnt  victory In the great Dogpr
Derby, the linizh of whieh hoe Lad wit-
nessed [romn among the crowd.

Nulurally, the boys were delightod
to se¢ hime and hear s velce apatn,
though both felt o lieart-pung ot his
wrotehed elothes and the ﬁ:tggurd B
poarance of his face bencath its stain
and dirt.

“ Lo you think it's safe for you to be
back here so pear to Dawson ™ psked
Jack., “There are so many folk in this
distriet that kuow you, and if you got
sick, or et with an aceident——"

“T know, Jack--I know!" mumbled
their old pard, " Dut it was absolutely
necessary for me to fBnd yon., I've
been having a mighty rough time, and
'm gorely in need of money. There's
my share of the Yellow Horseshoe gold
in the bank at Dawson, but I can't get
1t mysclf. What T want you to do is to
ga to Dawson, eash a choguo for fve
hundred dollars, and pass the money
on lg mo at a rendezvons outside the
city which I shall name.”

BER OF THE *'POPULAR™?
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“Why, shure!” cried Terry. “We'll
do all that for ye, and more !

A faint smile lighted Uncle Dave's
drawn fuce.

M know you would, boys,” heo said,
with cmeotion, “and it's & deal I'm ask-
ing vou to do to mako the trip back
to town wilh the dogs, for the weather's
as bad as it's been in the depth of
winter. The money is essential, for
begging adds to the risk of my dis-
covery, and I'in madly keen fo geb on
the trail of Bull Morgan and Lefty
Simons again. 1've had news which has
razged my hopeos of proving my inno-
cenee of tho theft of Simpson's gold.”

“You've heard of the Bear's Claw
nuggoet ¥ asked Jack excitedly.

Unele Dave nodded.

“"¥es," ho replied. “You roanembep
that Indian whom Morgan Lad in tow
for a while—Lone Bear? Well, both
Mc-rinu and Simons treated him miﬁllt
shabbily, or so the Indian regarded.
And whon thieves fall out, honest men
sometimes come into their own. In this
case, Lone DBear told anollier Indian
that DBull Movgan lad got a golden
talisman in the shape of & elaw. The
other Indian happened to be. ane of the
men whe gave me shelter in the Chil-
koot (epees, and he passed on ihe
information to me.”

“You mean, uncle.” muttered Jack,
“that Lone DBear claims to have scen
Bull Morgan actually with tho
mgget 1

“So hoe reported. If that's the case, I
figure it that Morgan reckons the danger
to himself 15 over. No doubt he
cached the nugget somewhere after the
burning of the High Life, and now he's
recovered it agein,  You yourself said,
Lowvs, Lhat he carried it as a mascot,
and it's quite likely that o superstitions
follow like Morgan thought - he Il'ni%ht
chango his luck by wearing 1t again.

“ Bedad, is there any way for us to
lelp you got on the trail of the
spalpeens ¥ inquired Terry.

“Only by the way I['ve suggested,
my  boy—gutting  the money in
Davwson ™ . .

“AWe'll set off to-might,” sand Jack:
“it will be pitch-dark in half an hour.
You stay here awhile, uncle, and we'll
pick you up here with the dog-team.”™

Thas it was arvanged, and Jack and
Toerry hurried back into the mining
comp, little guessing the night of
terror on which they were about to
embark !

Quickly Jack and Terry got together
a fow provisions in their cabin in Koettlo
Creck Cwnmp.  These, together with a
fow mecossary cooking uwlensils and so
forth, they put on their sledge, and
having harpeszed their dogs, they set off
Laek to the pines where they had left
Unele Dave

o cold had it become that work on
the claims had stopped eavlier tham
usual, and the miners were now huddled
round rod-hot stoves .in their poorly
lighted cabirr.

No one was abroad to gquestion tho
bovs as they hit the white trail ont of
the camp under the wintry moon. Thus
without diffieulty, they met Unele Dave,
who was disguiscd as a Chilkeot Indian,
at the rendezvous as arranged, and
gettled him on the sledge.

Skookum. knewing by instinet that
the trail was for Dawson, sct out in that
dircetion withont a word from Jack.
And thus comm ‘need a journey that was
to have an astenishing resnlt!

[(Now Took swi for nexd weeks theilfs
tng taetalment of thiz amazing adrveniure
serind, hays)
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1115 story of the DPreston Noith
End Football Club is really very
much like a fairy tale. Bo much
so that it begins like this, Once

upon  a tune—long before you wero
born, and even before I was born—
certain footballers began to leave their
pative heath in Scotland to take up
residence  near  to  Preston.  Now,
Proston is 8 very nice place, but the
world is full of suspicious f«::}pic,
Consequently, when these Scottish foot-
ballers whe had gone to live at Preston
besan to play football for Preston North
[End, certain people began to inquive as
to the why and the wherefore. It
dawned on these suspicious FEI,’}[J!‘L’ as
possible that tho wvery skiliul Seots
might net be playing for Preston North
ind merely beeause they liked to be in
the place. An inguiry was held. It was
found that the suspicious people were
right. 'That the Scotsmen were golfing
mid for playing football for DPreston.
ll‘h.:an_ of course, the fat was indeed in
the fire. There was a row.

Proud Preston!

You must remember that in those
days—1 am going back over forty years
—nobady aver dreamt that there
would came a time when professionals
in football—and in other sports as well
—would be gencrally accepted.  How-
aver, whon  these Peeztan ]'_LEa"l,'r,e:-s ol
nther davs were found out, there was
one of two things to be donc. Either
thraow them out of foothall altogether, or
acknowledge  pro-
fessionalism in the
gport. T ho latter
course was faken.
Faothall began 1o
he played by pro-
fessionals, and Pres
ton was the ptace
where professional
foothall started.
Perhaps it was it
ting that Preston
should also have
heenn the home of
a team which made
wonderful  history
in the first year
of League football
the Preston MNorth
End team won the
championship with-
out losing a sinzle
mateh, and in the
sanie scason won the
English Cuop with
out having o goal
seored against them
in thabt competition.
“Prond  Preston "
waz thno name by
which the elobh was
hest known.  Prand
they were, and
proud Ehe v hod .
rigcht 0 Fa-

Reading from taft 1o right:

Hontiiten. Graven

Then and Now!

It is a favourite hobby of some people
to make comparisons with tilin;{s of

olden times and those of today. They
try it in foothall, 'LThey tell nd that
thore is no football team to-day which

would be alile to hold a candle to the
Preston  North End  side of ihoso

“proud * davs. I. is casy to make this
sort of statemwent, becavse it cannot be

proved to be wrong. So I don't pro-.

pose to pursuc the subject.

What we can say is that the pride of
Preston has to a cortain extent been
humbled since those most glorious days.
‘To-day the c¢lub is in the Second
Diviston—has bheen there since 1925-6.
And although making a gallant struggle
to gct back Lo the top class since then,
has not yet nucr:r:edncr. The tewn may
o it this scason, but it is a hard row to
hoe,

Though it ia silly to try lo compare
teams of old with teams of tfo-day,
thera is one way g which the old
FPreston  North End team and the
Presten MNeorth End of to-day were
similar. Scotlland stands well repre-
sonted in each., Indeed, I heard tho
other day that the Preston North End
club 13 sometimes  referred to  ns
Seotland Nortk lind,  Anyway. almost
a [ull teamm of Scots could be lelded.

Sound in Defence!

Whether Scoitish players, scientilic as
they are, should bo relied on' to bring
the side back to the First Division 13

Cpempefore? « Framd e

Preston North End
E.C.

The popular clubinthe Second
Division of the League.

a matier of opinion. Bome folk think
that it is brawn, not brain, which wins
tho Second Division championship.

Now to get downr to details about this
English and Seottish mixture which to-
day is the Dreston North End toam.
The goalkeeper iz Anthony Carr, a
lanky sort of lad who went to Decpdale
—that's where Preston play their home
matchos—just nver a yoar ago.

At right full-back Lhere is alo an
Englishman from Jarrow in William
Wado. Theso are two players who cost
Preston very little money. But there
are several who cost quite a lot of
money. Among them is Tom Hanulton,
who can play in either of the full-back
positions. When Tom gets his shoulder
to an opponent, believe me, that
opponent. knows about it. He is a Scot
from Kilmarnock. said to have cost four
thousand pounds. That was some years
ago, because I remember him playing at
right full back in tho Preston North End
Cup Final team of 1922 Ho it was
against whom- the referce conccded a
penalty kick at Stamford Bridge. From
the spot kick Huddersfield Town scored
the only gosl end walked off with the
Cup. That penalty was talked about for
weeks, It should never have been givon,
because the offence against the rules was
outside the penalty arca.

Musical Talent!

North En¢dl Lave what ean be called a
musical hall-hack line, and they often
call o pretty tune {o which opponents

MEN OF PRESTOH—AND PRrROUD OF IT TOO!

{back row) photo showa: AMetzallf, W. Scott (trainer), Wade, Carr,
Elkington. Aobani, Enberts, Morris, James, Harplaon,
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have to dance. Right-half Metealf is
the deputy ocganist at a parish a few
miles outsdo Preston. and  Dobly
Crawivrd, the lefi half-back, is a fine
singer with a clear baritone voree. e
would certainly sing a song if North
End got back to the First IMvision.

Botween these iwe Foglishmen therve
iz David Morris, Scéottish Inicrnational,
and another of the men who cost a lot
of money. Raitlh Rovers nsed {o be
Morriz' club beveud the hoeder, and
Raith knows low 1o turn oukt ibe
“poods!” It shoald not be assumed,
howeyer, ihat Preston’s ofhicials only
think of Scolland when players are
wanted,

A Lively Forward Line!

In the wsual Morih Fnd forward line
thera are three Beots, all big fee men,
and all very good. Derhaps they would
all be better for 2 little move 'f[‘:um:-!:.”
but you just have lo admive theiv pretiy
foothall. Alec Reid, a neweomer {o the
outside right posifion, had the epn-
tation of being the fastezté runner in
“cottish footlall when he left Aberdeen.
He can take the ball through with him.

Inside-vight William Russoll—anothor
Scottish International—is Reid’s pariner.
an Alrdviconian vhe can juggle with
ihe ball in a truly wonderful way. In
the mpddle of the line iz Tom Robeorts,
the only Euglish International playor
i the, side.  lle has had raiber a
sfrange carcer. Hocn alier the War he
went fo Dreston from Bouihpert. Some
timae  Jater  he was  iransferred 1o
Burnles, bul has now found his way
Lack to Preslon. He 15 a goer, and o
goalscorer, bt has not been as con-
i’-@ftuui this season ws Deepdalians would
1K

Al that Russell dees at inside right, i=
alsodonc by a Soob of very similar wavs
in Alee James, the ipsidedeft. He iy
ivpieal of ome of e sayiogs of his
country—" guid  gear gangz: in  little
tulk.” " Ife'dd another ox-Baith Rover,
and the treaswrer of that elub.must bo
very glad that there is such a team as
Preston North Thd.

George  Ilarvison. penaliy  Lkick
expert and foemor Bverton plaver; s
gutside-left. -Aiready this season he has
one “hat {vick™ to lis ecradit, so vou
e hie CEL T Ilil'n'{_r':' wyicl slnat,

'GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER!

anw

BUNTER'S CHRISTMAS
PRESENT!

(Contivuid from prge 23.)

ile blinked at e fur-couied gontle-
man, and he blinked at ihe maguificont
car outside. His exes danced behind
his glasses. '

“Let me expliuin, Masier Dunjerd™
suidd Mr. Skellon. “Ii was my desive
1o litnl some Leuly generous and chorit-
nble person to assist me in carvying out
charitable works wmong the poor this
Christmas.  Fov this porpose, 1 assumed
i poor garb and an appearavec of
groul poverly, and tramped the conntry-
sde for many davs, T received many
acts of  kindeess in omy  assumed
characler of a destitute old man; bt
ounly on o aceasion did I eweonnfer
the kind of person I.was sooking -when
a sehoolboy Defriended me. offered e
his own wbrelly in o raiustorm, and
gave mo his waich and ehain boepusoe
he liad ne money ta give. That schonl-
boy was vourself '™

The Groyfriars fellows crowding ronnd
Bunter "blinked at one another,

“I knew ifhen that T had found what -

}' songht,” continued Mr., Skelion. “ 1
i far from casy for o millionwire to. b
sure  fhal  any person with whom he
comes in topeh iz truly disinterested and
kind-heavted. . Tn my assumedd
character of d  destituie ol mpn T
placed the watier horond doubi. . 1 you
varn o pass vour Christmas Dholidays
with e, Mustor Bunter, you shall havn
El:rﬁ_l"lﬂj-m}' o Cheiskmas as 1 ANV FON
but. above ull.-you will e able Lo carry
oul all your charitable desives and minke
many  others happy, which, T am
assured, will appeal {o vou move 1han
any othdér consideration.”

S0l st gasged ‘Buanter,
“I have called wpon Me, Bunler. and

oblgined his <anction,” snid Mr. Skel-
ton.  “Ho is prepaved to foregn the

pleasure of vour socicty during the

Christras vacation.”
Sane -of the follows grinned.
That -much,. at least,
nabody.

_HOb, thapk you, siv!™ gasped Bunber,
ST eamwe with pleasyre,  =ir!? Ints

snrprised

Bul—" Il

awlully good of you!
hesitated. -

“Ifl;.'ma. have any oljection, my Loy,
stade it frankly.” said the imillionire.

: ‘:!'—1_ wal' thinking ,of wy lrather,
Ay aid Bunter, Lo the blink nmpa
moent $F &l heapers: TEs vipping For
mir, Lt poor old Sinepy——""

Mr. Skelton beamed.

"My dear lad. you only’ raise v
opiion of vou sl lgher " e ox-
If':ltll!il'trﬂﬂ-_ “Bring your Twokher with
o,

“Then I'll Le
Bunler.

; ".“r- i decnded, dhen, ™ said tle il
Honaive,  *1 shall wait +ill you  and

a4

Jully _s:l'n;:ul,_ =i

2 il
]

your brother are veady 1o depart,”

Mr. Hkelton walked away with Me.
Queleh,

* Fae e, someliody 1 mrmired Bals
Clierry.

“What as< was it said that {he age
of mivacles was past®” inguived Jolmmy
R o

arry Whavien clanped Buelor o
the back. il

“Gooill  obil  porpaiae ™
“Gratters, old man!™ :

Pl geattorfaleess iz {errific”

" Bravae, Bondoey '™
C PFar the fiest tine on vecord, Tilly

b znidd.

Bunier  departed  in state when s
schgol broke np.

Mammy Bunicr, in an absolidol,
caduzed condition, 1t by bis  mejor’s

side in the great car with the Hethe ohld
g lennzn,

A crowd of fellows gathored roud (o
s them off,

"{rood-ve, uter L ™

“ Merry Christas, ol oan ™

Dunter wavisd a ful haod joyonsly.
Aany handz and hatz were waved afte
him. The Owl of tho: Rmove, i 1l
sovonlh heavon of delight, rolled awav
i ibecear, booked for o wonderfud holi
v, swhich 4was  the unoxpeetod  wnd
amaging oeoioe of Bunker’s Chrislmas
P eesgnd

T EXTL

X exd .ll:*f:-r’;l.“_.v: .Fa::._:m pEr imxne gf  fhe
MAgsETY well eoiddivam ataa e apergai fecnr
Tona: afory of Hurvye Whortion-nd o,
entiled PN BONTER, THE BEYEY -

LENIET fvider  yonr copy- well in
i.!-l.'fﬁ'f_!m'f?. ehaerlal ad this waronl heing
isaunginted.) i
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DICKY NUGENT WANTS ME TO WISH YOU CHAPS "A 'JOLLY," 'MERRY," AND ‘BRIGHT' CHRISTMAS!"—Ed.

15

Young Dicky Nugent of the Second Form at

Greylfriars sat up all night, with a towel round

his napper, writing this special Christmas yarn,

and 1 think you chaps will agree that he's
diven us a winner!—Ed:

bursting into Tdoctor Birchem-

alPs study like o hurnyean.

“Have you [orgoften your
Jduties? The Sixth are waiting for you
in their Form-room.” ;

Doctor Birchemall was in the throws
of toil. His desk was littered with MS3,
(which means Many Scrawled Sheets).
‘Fhere was a quill pen stuck behind his
ear, and & big blob of ink was triekling
down his noze. He gave My, Lickham a
black look.

“Blow the S8ixth! I'm too busy to
take them this morning, Lickham., Go
and set them some sinple sums to keep
them out of mischect. I am writing a
Christmas Pantomime. I woe, in fact,
working on the hundredih canto of my
Fanto when you burst m.”

“You-—youw're writing a Panio, sir?"
ecjackulated Mr. Lickham, m serpriec.

L ) -T.q.ﬁ._.“'...-u

“Which one are you cribbing, sir—
Pick Wittington, or Sinderclla, or Jack
the Giant-killer "

Doctor Birchemall glared. N

“1'm not eribbing nothing [ he eried
hotly. “I'm writing a new and original
Panto, to be performed at | Bam's on
Breaking-up Tum_:. I'm sick and tired
of all the old Pantomimes, such as * Ah
Banr-baa, or the Black Shecp’ and
*Little Red DBabes in the Wood,” and
¢ Binderella and the Beanstalk.” What
we neod ig sopmething new and novel, As
for cribbing, Lickham, 1 haven't been
gilty of that pernishus pracktiss since I
sat for my Schoolmaster's Sustificate.™

Ar, Lickham grinned.

“Might T ba allowed Lo see the M3S.,
sir 1" he ashed.

“ Certainly !

Doctor Darchemall pathered up the
Many Berawled 2hecis.

“T'm calling my Panto * The Coming
of Santa Claws,” ” he eggiplained. ™ And
I'mt giving you a part in it, Licky.”

“Ma, sip 't

“%¥es, The part of Doclor Shnflint,

a mean and miserly schoolmaster. It
will suit you down to the ground !

“Rcally, sir—-—"

“PDoctor Bkinflint is the Princinle of
an Academny for Poor Orphans: whosc
fathers and mothers cannot alford o
send them to a publick school. He's o
frightfully .mean old codger. The other
people in the Panto are four of the Poor
(wphans--Tommy  Tuckless, Sammy
Skellington, Lattle Willie, and Little
Alfia. These parts will be played by

Tre Macyr Lisaany.-—MNo. 1,026,

Im:f: eggielaimed Mr. Lickham,

m

+a

Jolly, Merry, Dright, and Fearless o
the Fourth.™ s :

“Dh, yes, sir!™

“ But, of corse, these are merely mincr
parts,” went on the Head., “The Lead-
ing Man, the Principle Boy, and the
Head-conk and Boltlo-washer will be
Yours Trooly! 1 shall play Sauta
Claws,  With my kindly, benevolent
face, and my long, whila beard, you
niust admit ¥ shall make an eggsellent
Father Christmas™

Mr. Lickham looked doubtful.

"I think we ought to swop parts, sir,”
he said, *You be Doclor Skinflint, the
mean and miserly schoolmaster.  All
you'll need do 15 to be your nalcheral
solf on the stage.”

" Lickham, you checky rotter—>"

“And Fll be the beaming, bencvolent,
bountiful Banta Claws!™ went on Mr.
Lickham, with a smile.

Docter Birchemall frowned.

“"You'll keep your elaws off my
Panto!™ he said wrathfully, * You'll
take the i_ii. I've allotted to you or
nong at all, This 1z my Panto, and 1
won't have any interference from any-
bady, or from a nobody1”

“¥eory good, sir,” mermered Mr, Lick-
haw meckly. “To here is to obey.™

"Wo will now run through the Panto
togother,” "said the Head. **When the
curtamm rises, it will reveal a dormitry
sceng  at Doctor Bkinflint’s Academy.
The tnne s Christmas Eve. The four
‘pupils—Tonumy Tuckless, Sammy Skell-
ington, Littla Willie, and Little Alfie.
are in the act of retiring.”

*But why should they retirve before
they've started to play their parts?™
asked Mr, Lickham.

“Taolt! Imbeeile! I don’t mean that
théy retive from the stage. They are mn
the act -of teking off their toggs and
turning in. Savvy 1P

Mr, Lickham nodded,

"Then they all start jawing,” cggs
plamed the Head. :En__.,ﬁwn_.#_w_._____. as it
13 Christmas IEve, their econversation
turns upon Santa Claws, Tomuny Tuck.
less kicks off .

“tTa-nite 1s Cliristimas Eve, you chaps,
b:ﬂ m.wHH.F Claws will come—peor-
aps
Bofore the hony of miduaits tolls
Santa will roll up in his Rolls!™

“But Banta Claws always rides in a
slax!™ protested Mr Lickham.
Linctor Birchemall snoried,

“True ennil, Bot I've pot io say he
comes in o Holls, s0 as to moke it re.
I can’t say:

“¢ Befora the hour of midnite tolls
Santa will roll up in Lis slay.’

That 15n't poctey @

“The oithor isn't ppeiry, either,
My, Licklan:.

* What 1

“It's just doggrel, Any fool eould
write that sort of stuff!”

“Why net try your hand, then? sug-
gesled the Head, with Liting sackaezoun,
“But enuf of tnese interruptions, Lick-
ham. Let's get on with the washiog.
After Tommy Tuckless has spoken, poor
little Bammy Bkellington, the scraggiest

and most miserable young scamp in

Doctor Skinflint's Academy, bursts into
lears, and replios:

1

" gaid

EE T

Doo-hen This night shiould be most
joliy,

But I am filled with melancolly.

' blubbing: Really, it's toe bad o
me,

But since [ came to this Academy

I've never had cenuf fo cat—

Mever enjoyed o Christmas treat,

And never had, like other boys,

Plum-pooding, turkey, sweets, and
toya,

Old Doctor Skinflint 15 a Tarler,

And Pm o ‘helf-starved litile Em.nﬁﬁ.:

I cannot check these {ears of mine;

They're splashing down my cheeks

ke brines™ ™

-

I].._. e A

T

T LR e b

sl

Doctor Bichemall pawsed in his restial,

and dabbed at his own eyes. He was
greatly ™ touched Y—a fact which M
Lickham hoad long suspected!?

“*Heuso me, Lickham,” muiterced the
Head horsely, “but I can’t help leeling
sorry for poor hittle Sanuny .m_rn._.:__.mﬁn:»
LV ﬂ.aﬁm_.. he's only a Hetishus carvac
ter. I feel I want to howl—don't you ¥

* ¥Yes—with merryment !” gurgled 3Mr.
Lickham.

And he went off mte slwecks of
larftor.

“A bhali-starved little marter!” he
roared. “Ha, ha, ha| The very best
thing for a half-starved martor is the
steak. IHeo, Lo, ho!"

Doctor Birchemall stopped dabbing at

=

his eyes and glared at My, Lickham,

“Where's {the joak?’ he demanded.
“Have yvou ne lender homan .....::—rulrm}
Lickham? Can't you feel for poor little
Sammy Skellington in his  pathetie
plight? Duzzent it bring a lump iuto
»our throat?"

“Nonno! It gives ma an ache in my
sides " spluttered Mr. Lickham. *“It's
the funniest thing over! Do go on with
the panto, sir, What comes next 3"

Doctor Birclicinall bestowed an almost
fecndish glare upon Mr. Lickhiam; then
he prosceded to prosced,

“Well, Bamumy Skellington is com-
forted by his chums: and Little Willic
suggests that they all hoang up their
stockinga, in the hope that Santa Claws
will turn wp trumps. Little Alfie

raidin

se¢onds the proposal, and it is carried
anonymously,  ‘Fhe four miserable liitle
bratts are i the eect of henging their
~tockings on the bed-rail, when in comes
Doctor Bkinflint—that’s vou, Lickham !"
] “And what do I do#™ asked My, Lick-
Litar,

“You frown fecrcely at the shivering
little wretches, who have serambled back
mto thetr _.rm_m.r and. then you address
thew thus:

“FYou little grubs, with geimy paw
There's no aueh hloke nﬂ mnw;% ﬂ_“.“_,_.m J
He is a mith—a fajry-tail !

Why are your slockings on the rail?

I tell you Banta is.a fiction;

I will not hear of contradiction !

Im__ go to slecp without delay,

u.,n-w_ q._.“."qu to wake (il Christmasz
ay .

“Tie crool and havd-heai (ed Doctor
Skinflint then withdvaws, leaving the
poor erphan-boys mere miserable than
aver, .. They are in despair of Santa
Claws paying them a visit. And they
are crving themselves to sleep when the
mirackle e ppensg,

“Eh?! What mivackle®" pzhed My
Lickham.

“Banta Claws  avrives!” eried  the
Head  deamatically. “There 13 a
.::ﬂ._Em. of slay-bells belingd the scencs
ant
_“But you said just now Lt Santa
Claws was arriving in a Rolls ¥

“Bo I did, Lickham, so I did! Well,
there is a hoot of o Klaxon horn behind
ihe seencs, and then Sante Claws makes
Lhis dramatick dayv-boo. He duzzent
come on Lo the stage through the wings,
m the wsunal way. He sort of drops from
the eclouds, like & bewtiful angel
dessending.™
- "How will you wangle that, sir?”
inquired Mr. Lickham,

“It's simple enuff. Lickliam. T shatl
be lowered on io the stage by an in-
visible wire, attached o & belt I shall be
wearing.  Thee will boe a pulley—
hiddern from the avdience, of corse—and
operated by a number of boys up aloit.
First my feet will come into view, and
gradually the rest of my body will
follow. T shall appear to be fosting
down on to the stage,” :

Mr. Lickham looked dubioue.

“Bupposing  something  should go
wrong with the works, sir? Bupposing
the invisible wire were to snap? You
would come an awful cropper. Wa
shouldu't :—E. to zee Santa Claws land
on the stage in an unconusbiiz heap.™

“And von won't, either!™ =aid the
Head., “Put aside those foolish fears,
Lickham:. The wire will he sirong
enulf to bear my wait, and 1 szhall
thurrughly test it before the performn.
ance comes off.’

“Good! And what Lappens when you
make your dreamatick day-boo, as you
call g7

“Well, of corse, the boys in bed will
be aware of my pressence, snd-they will
look on epellbound while I Gl their
stockings with geod things from my
sack. I sholl wizsh them all a merey
iristinas, and warn them not {o look
in their stockings till the morning, After
a jolly litile chat with them I shall give
the signal to Le bauled up, and then
1 muw_n__b_ Hoat away, like a bewtiful
angel.
=My hat!"” cjackulated My, Lickham,

A3 soon as my dangling feet have
dizappeared from view,” said Doctor
Birchemall, "the skoundrelly Doctor
Bkinflint—that's yon !l—will come sneak-
ing into the dormitry. And he will per-
form the mean and dasterdly action of
the boys' stockings—helping
himself to the contents.”
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“I say!™ protested Mr, Lickbam. *]
don’t quite rellish the prospect of play-
g  the part of a  dublble died
shoundrel I

“1 dow't swppose you do,” zaid tho
Head, *but semebody’s got to play it,
and you scem to.be natcherully fitted for
the part, Lickham.”

“ Really, Doctor Birchemall—--"

"Well, to return to the Panto.  As
sool a3 you have emptied the boys'
stockings, and are about to décamp with
the loot, T come on the scene sgain—-
lowered by Lhe invisble wire—and inter-
cept you., I set about yoi with the
whip I am carrying, and give you u
terrible hiding.™

“Yaroooo [ yelled Mv. Licklam, in
sudden slarm,

“Don't be alarmed, Licky. It will
only be a stage hiding, not o real one.
You wilk be pudded out with cushions, of
corse, to soften tho blowa™

“Yea, but—but you might cateh e m
an unprofected pmt of my persope—"

“That will be vour [uneral,” said the
Head calmly. *“Well, having whipped
vou off the stage, I shall vestore the ooty
to the boys' stockings, and on Cheist-
LTI H:......_E__Enr they will wake up all
merry  and  bright and cmpiy  their
stockings and enjoy their tuck, and bless
the name of good old Doctor Banta
Claws Birchemall. ‘The curiain will bo
rung down on the happy scene, and the
audience will shout themselves horso
with delight at the wonderiul suxxess
of my Panto!™ ™ .

Doctor Birchemall juwped (o his fect
and danced two and fro in his cggsito-
ment. Flis enthusiasm was not shared
by Mr. Lickham, which was not ser
wizing, for ke part of Doctor Bkin-

int was pot at all an alttractive one {o
play. And the prospect of a whipping—
m the presenece of all Bt Sam’s—wps
anything but pleasing to (e mastor ot
the Fourth.

“What do you think of iny Panto,
Lickham " chortled the Head., “Great
stuff, Tsn't it? (h corse. I shall make
o charge for aduussion. Half-a<crown to
the masters, o bob to the seniors, o
lanner to the juniors, and threepence
o the fags, The proseeds will be
devoled to Choarcity.'

“Charrity 17 queried’ My, Lackham,

Doctor DBirchemall nodded.

*1 know a most deserving cose atb (his
school,”™ he said. " Tho case of a poor
beggar who happons o be on the rox
and can’'t afford to go away for Christ-
mas. Poor, poor fellow ! The tears weil
to my eyes whenever I think of bim,"™

“*Indeed " said My, Lickham, " And
who might the ‘poor fellow’ bel®

The Head winked slyly of M. Lick.
lrae.

“* Bebworn vou apd e ancd ;:...._m_.k"...-
post, Licky,”™ he said, **his name is Alf
Birchomall! 1 am the deserving case.
But, of corse, that faet will bo dizereotly
kept dark. Well, you had better go
along and sttend to the Sixth., 1'd fov-
gotten all about them. Set them somoe
sumple sums, to keep them quiet.  And
hold yourself in veddiness, Lickham, {or
the st rehearsal of my Pante, Choorg,
old bean ™

And the Iiecad, waving Me, Lickham
o the deor, resumwed work on  biz
Christmas Pando, which was shortly (o

causc an amazing seusation at 3t Sam’s.
THE ERD.

(¥ow watch out for: “OA0CTOR
BHIROHEMALI?S PANXTOMIME!™
Hexl week's amuazing warn by Dieky
Nugent. It'z one long lnugh from begin-
wing Lo end.)
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